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Chapter 168 168: Heart Of The Veiled Forest

The undead creatures surged forward, engaging the beasts in a fierce battle. Mah Kong's immense 
strength and agility allowed him to match the Lunar Howlers blow for blow, his axe carving 
through their defenses with calculated precision.

Finally, after enduring countless battles, they reached the heart of the forest, where an enormous 
tree towered above them. Its ancient branches stretched out like twisted arms, its gnarled trunk 
exuding an aura of immense power. Isadora and Mah Kong exchanged a glance, their eyes 
reflecting a shared determination.

"This is it," Isadora whispered, her voice filled with a mix of excitement and caution. "The heart of 
the Veiled Forest, where our ultimate challenge awaits. Let us proceed with caution and vigilance."

Mah Kong nodded, his grip tightening around his axe. "Together, Lady Isadora, we shall face 
whatever trials lie ahead. Our resolve is unyielding, and our strength unwavering."

As they approached the colossal tree, a low, rumbling voice echoed from its ancient depths. 
"Intruders, you dare to defile this sacred domain? Prepare to face the wrath of the Forest Guardian!"

Isadora and Mah Kong looked up, their eyes narrowing as they spotted a late-stage Core Formation 
Whispering Shadow perched atop a leaf of the colossal tree. Its presence was imposing, its ethereal 
form blending with the shadows cast by the dense foliage.

Isadora's lips curled into a wicked smile as she responded, her voice laced with arrogance. "Defile? 
No, dear Forest Guardian, we have come to bring destruction upon this Veiled Forest. Our mission 
is clear, and nothing will stand in our way."

Mah Kong's voice boomed with confidence as he gripped his axe tighter. "Forest Guardian, your 
attempts to thwart us are in vain. We serve a higher power, and we shall not be deterred."

The Forest Guardian's eyes gleamed with ancient wisdom as it spoke with a voice that resonated 
through the forest. "You speak of destruction and power, but fail to comprehend the harmony and 
balance that this forest represents. I shall not allow you to bring chaos upon its sacred grounds."



Isadora scoffed, her illusions swirling around her in a mesmerizing display. "Harmony and balance? 
Such feeble concepts hold no value to us. We are agents of darkness, and our purpose is to lay waste 
to all that stands in our path."

The Forest Guardian's form rippled, shadows shifting around it like a cloak. "Know this, intruders, 
your path is one of treachery and despair. The Veiled Forest shall not yield to your malevolence."

Mah Kong's laughter filled the air, reverberating through the ancient trees. "Despair? Treachery? We 
care not for such words. We are unstoppable, and this forest shall crumble beneath our might."

With a powerful roar, Mah Kong surged forward, his massive axe held high above his head. Isadora, 
a master of illusion, summoned her powers, weaving a shroud of darkness that enveloped their 
advancing group. The veil of obscurity concealed their movements, adding an air of mystery and 
foreboding to their march. In the wake of their progression, a legion of undead creatures trailed 
behind, their ghastly presence echoing through the dense forest, emanating eerie sounds that sent 
chills down the spines of any who dared to listen.

As Isadora and Mah Kong surged forward, the late-stage Core Formation Realm Whispering 
Shadow atop the colossal tree unleashed a torrent of commanding whispers. In response, a massive 
horde of Whispering Shadows emerged from the depths of the tree, their ethereal forms swirling 
and twisting like an inky storm.

Their numbers surpassed even that of the undead creatures, but the undead creatures were 
undeterred, each one capable of taking on two whispering shadows at once. Isadora soared through 
the air with astonishing speed, her sights set on the late-stage Core Formation Realm whispering 
shadow, the leader of their adversaries.

As they closed in on their target, the air crackled with energy, and the surrounding shadows seemed 
to dance in anticipation. Isadora's illusions intertwined with reality, creating a swirling vortex of 
illusory fire that encased her body. She launched balls of fire imbued with her illusionary powers, 
each one exploding upon impact with a blinding burst of light and disorienting illusions.

The late-stage Core Formation whispering shadow responded with a surge of shadow energy, 
twisting and contorting the surrounding environment. Dark tendrils lashed out, attempting to 
ensnare Isadora, but her illusions shielded her from their grasp. With a flick of her wrist, she 
conjured a mirage of duplicates, confusing the whispering shadow as to her true location.

Meanwhile, Mah Kong barreled through the ranks of the lower Core Formation whispering 
shadows, his massive axe cleaving through their ethereal forms with devastating force. Each swing 



was a display of raw power and precision, sending shockwaves rippling through the air. The ground 
trembled beneath his footsteps as he charged toward the late-stage Core Formation whispering 
shadow, determined to shatter its defenses.

The middle-stage Core Formation whispering shadow retaliated, conjuring a whirlwind of shadows 
that spun around Mah Kong, threatening to swallow him whole. But the minotaur's immense 
strength enabled him to resist the pull of the vortex. With a powerful leap, he soared into the air, his 
axe descending with tremendous momentum.

Isadora, seizing the opportunity, cast an illusion of darkness, making it seem as though the entire 
forest had been engulfed in an impenetrable black mist. All the whispering shadows, momentarily 
disoriented by the illusion.

In the midst of the darkness, Isadora's voice echoed, ethereal and haunting. "You cannot escape the 
veil of shadows, for it is born of your own fears and doubts."

Confusion gripped the whispering shadows as they struggled to discern the real from the illusory. 
Isadora's form seemed to multiply, phantasmal figures flickering in and out of existence, each one 
emitting an aura of mystifying power.

The late-stage Core Formation whispering shadow, sensing the threat, unleashed a powerful wave 
of energy, attempting to dispel the illusions. But Isadora's mastery over illusions was unparalleled. 
She weaved her illusions deeper into the fabric of reality, intertwining them with the very essence of 
the cultivation world.
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