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Chapter 286 286: Elder Lan's Battle (partl)

Elder Lan's blade, a masterful creation of craftsmanship, shimmered with ethereal light as he
executed a series of intricate sword techniques. He moved with the grace and precision that came
from a lifetime of dedication to the Way of the Sword.

The Core Formation undead, an abomination born of darkness and decay, was a formidable
adversary. It swung its colossal, bone-clad limbs with incredible force. The ground trembled with
every impact, and each missed blow tore apart the earth beneath.

Elder Lan leaped through the air, narrowly evading a devastating strike. His footwork was flawless,
allowing him to stay just out of reach of the undead's attacks. With a deft movement, he closed the
gap between them and delivered a series of rapid sword thrusts.

His blade met resistance as it struck the undead's hardened exterior. The sound of clashing steel
echoed across the battlefield. Despite the supernatural strength of the Core Formation undead, Elder
Lan's technique was unmatched. He exploited every opening, driving his blade with uncanny
accuracy toward the creature.

The undead creature, however, proved to be a relentless adversary. It twisted and contorted its
grotesque form, avoiding fatal blows with a haunting grace. Elder Lan couldn't help but be awed by
the undead's sheer resilience and unpredictability. It had none of the vulnerabilities of a living
opponent, no hesitation, no fear.

The two combatants continued their deadly dance in the skies, moving with a lethal elegance that
defied their monstrous appearances. Elder Lan's energy surged as he unleashed a brilliant sword
technique, his blade trailing arcs of radiant light.

As Elder Lan's blade danced through the air, the undead responded with a horrifying agility, evading
strikes with inhuman contortions. It retaliated with a punishing strike, sending shockwaves through
the surrounding air. Elder Lan barely managed to deflect the attack, but the force of the impact sent
him hurtling backward.

Regaining his balance mid-air, Elder Lan's gaze narrowed in resolve. He knew he was facing a foe
of unimaginable strength and resilience. With every passing moment, the undead revealed new
depths of malevolence and power.



The Core Formation undead pressed its advantage, closing the distance with a frightening burst of
speed. Its claws, sharp as daggers, aimed for Elder Lan's heart. With a swift twist of his body, Elder
Lan barely managed to evade the deadly strike, the undead's claws grazing his robes.

In this intense battle between Grand Elder Lan and the Core Formation undead, the skies were filled
with an intricate dance of life and death. The vivid arcs of radiant light clashed with the eerie
darkness exuded by the undead creature. The battle had reached a precarious balance.

Elder Lan's sword technique, known as the "Heavenly Sword Dance," was a marvel to behold. With
each swing of his blade, radiant swords seemed to bloom in the air, creating a breathtaking
spectacle. The swords were not mere decoration; they were razor-sharp, ethereal blades that could
cut through the toughest of defenses.

The Core Formation undead, on the other hand, was a formidable foe. It wielded the darkness as its
weapon, forming tendrils of shadow that struck like vipers. These dark tendrils, when they made
contact, seemed to sap the very life force of Elder Lan, leaving him momentarily weakened.

Their battle had been a clash of light and darkness, with neither side gaining a significant
advantage. Elder Lan had the advantage of finesse and precision, while the undead possessed raw,
destructive power.

As the battle continued, Elder Lan began to feel the strain. The relentless attacks from the Core
Formation undead had taken their toll. His breathing grew labored, and he could sense his energy
waning. The undead, it seemed, was as tireless as the darkness itself.

The Core Formation cultivators who were engaged in their own battles couldn't help but be aware
of Elder Lan's duel with the Core Formation undead. Their gazes frequently darted toward the sky,
where the grand elder's ethereal sword techniques clashed with the nightmarish creature.

In the midst of their own struggles, one of the cultivators, Master Yen, couldn't contain his concern.
He wiped the sweat from his brow and glanced at the other Core Formation cultivators nearby. "We
need to keep an eye on Elder Lan's fight. If he goes down, we're in deep trouble."

Master Shen, a skilled fire elementalist, nodded fervently. "You're right, Yen. Elder Lan's strength is
keeping that beast distracted. We can't afford for him to lose this battle.”

Master Wei, known for his mastery of defensive techniques, voiced his agreement. "Our entire
formation depends on Elder Lan. If he falls, the undead will break through, and it'll be chaos."



Their comrades joined in the silent agreement. The Core Formation undead may have been
formidable, but Elder Lan was their best chance of overcoming it. They couldn't afford to lose his
support in the battle.

They watched with bated breath as the radiant light from Elder Lan's sword illuminated the
battlefield, clashing with the darkness that was the Core Formation undead's essence. Each strike he
made carried the weight of their hopes, a symbol of their determination to protect their world.

The battle took its toll on Elder Lan. He struggled to keep up with the relentless Core Formation
undead, his movements growing slower as his energy waned. Yet, he fought on, knowing that he
was the linchpin of their defense.

The other Core Formation cultivators were not blind to Elder Lan's struggle. His every blow sent
shockwaves through the air, and it became evident that he was exerting himself to the limit. Beads
of sweat formed on their foreheads, their concern deepening with every passing moment.

In the midst of his duel, Elder Lan's voice, though distant, reached their ears. "Stand strong...
protect our realm..."

With those words, their resolve was steeled. They fought with renewed vigor, understanding the
weight of their responsibility. As they took on their own foes, they offered silent prayers for Elder
Lan's success.

In the sky above, Elder Lan continued to battle the Core Formation undead, knowing that the fate of
their realm depended on his strength. His sword technique, now a beacon of radiant light, pierced
the darkness. It was a testament to the determination of the human cultivators to defend their world
against the encroaching darkness.
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