* that the technique he was reading was one |
already knew. Frustration surged within h

He furrowed his brow in annoyance. Should he
trust Felicity's advice, or could he use the same
sealing technique on his core to disconnect the
technique from his dantian? This thought
consumed him, prompting Lucas to scour the

room for more texts.

He devoured every piece of knowledge he could
find, from martial arts to movement techniques,
even delving into mystical arts. Despite his
efforts, most proved to be of little use. Lucas.

persisted, determined to learn and grow until ‘.’

the sect master arrived.




“You seem complacent, sect master,’ Lucas saic
causing the sect master to startle and stagg
backward.

The sect master's inward cry of "I didn't sense
him!" was evident. l.ucas could tell he had caught

the man off guard.

"S-Senior!" the sect master stammered,

acknowledging Lucas's presence.

The sect master's hands clasped together in
uncertainty, unsure of the stranger's identity. He
couldn't risk a conflict with someone whose
power he couldn't gauge. Was the stranger
hiding their strength, or did they possess a
unique cultivation base?

Lucas merely smiled and stood up, revealing his
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sture straightening to convey respect.

Lucas smiled again. "Don’t worry, I am not a
disciple. You have nothing to fear.’

The robe was magical, and Lucas could change
its appearance, but he did so sparingly to avoid
degrading its quality. He manipulated the robe to
its previous state and approached the sect

master slowly.

The sect master remained stoic, refusing to
show any surprise or weakness. He couldn’t let
this stranger play him for a fool, especially not

when he was proud of his status as sect master.

"I came from the Flower Dark Sect,' announced
Lucas in a confident tone. Upon hearing this, the
sect master was startled and took a step back.
He then quickly drew out his weapon, a short
sword, from the folds of his robe.

"I'll be damned! Are you the ances
Flower Dark Sect?” The sect ma




However, as he tried to move, he found himself
restrained by a powerful spell that Lucas had

casl.

Try as he might, the sect master couldn't break
free from the restraining spell. He was
completely helpless and immobilized by the

strength of the spell.

Incredulous, he widened his eves in disbelief at

the restraint that held him to the ground.

“This isn't enough!” The sect master roared,
swinging his sword at Lucas. A dark violet arc of
powerful energy emanated from his blade, aimed
directly at Lucas. i

re

Lucas stood confidently, _ha\fih'g=-

1 o

i :.('.’ |
A




destruction in its wake.

All eyes turned towards the sect master's
chamber, the tension palpable in the air. Lucas,
seemingly unbothered by the commotion, calm‘ly
addressed the sect master, “You seem to have
lost your respect for me, a pity. I had no
intention of fighting you. Perhaps you could
sheath your sword, or shall I have to immobilize

it, like your legs?"

The once-confident sect master's spirits fell,
realizing that all his efforts were for naught. "My
sect is doomed,' he muttered in defeat, dropping

his sword.

Unimpressed by the sect master's reaction,
Lucas raised an eyebrow and said, "What are you




assumed 1 was from their sect and that they
were planning to attack you?" Lucas inquired,

waiting for the sect master's reply.

As the silence lingered, Lucas let out a
disappointed sigh. "Well, I guess that answers

my question.’

Lucas approached the sect master with a gentle
demeanor, his eyes searching for a way to
connect with the sect master. "May I ask for your
name?" he asked softly.

The sect master remained stubbornly silent, his
lips pursed tightly. Undeterred, Lucas continued.
"What is your name?" he repeated, his voice low
and menacing.

The sect master caved under the intense
pressure, finally speaking in a quiet voice

Jeric Long’
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ct master. However, witnessing
to effortlessly defend against his specia

Lucas relaxed, the tension leaving his body:
“Jeric! he repeated, as if savoring the sound of
the name. I understand that you attacked the
Flower Dark Sect. Can you tell me why?"

Jeric's eyes narrowed, a stubborn glint
appearing in them once more. ' had intelligence
that they were preparing to attack us, with the
help of a powerful cultivator. 1 mobilized my men
to create a surprise attack on them, and in the

process, their sect master was injured.”

"What could you possibly have against the
Flower Dark Sect if it's true they were being

helped by a powerful cultivator?”




nodded, hi‘S"Understandiﬁ"gi
‘he murmured, his eyes dista‘ 1
processed the new information: "l under" bl
why your sect has not been seen near the Flow
Dark Sect. The first team that attacked was a
surprise, with the goal of damaging the sect
master. After that, they will gather an

appropriate number to attack the sect”

[Lucas heaved a sigh, his voice gentle as he
spoke. "Thomas never intended to harm your

son. He did not devise a plan for such an action.'

[.ucas considered Jeric's response before
speaking again, his mind racing with potential

reactions. "Lies!" he heard Jeric exclaim.

"Obviously, he lied!" Lucas pre(lict.,ed.

But then he cut off Jeric's) wondq thh a firm yet i

would believe such], i
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