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Chapter 31: Chapter 31: Azure Greatsword
But Wen Jiu noticed that someone hadn’t eaten.

Just in those moments of hesitation, the array covering the Ancient Tower suddenly descended
with dense golden light.

Although he couldn’t see what it was clearly, the next moment he heard the screams of three to
four people and the sound of them falling.

Not sure if they were dead.
Or just fainted.

"Take them away, don’t ask anything. I’ll be over to perform soul searching!" Si Kongbai’s cold
voice followed.

Soul searching!
When these two words sounded, Wen Jiu’s heart trembled.

As a Corpse Nurturer, how could he not know the infamous Soul-Searching Technique, a notorious
left-handed art?

Extremely malicious.
And very cruel.

He didn’t know its exact effects, but he knew those whose souls were searched would definitely
lose all their divine sense and become idiots.

Being alive would be worse than being dead.

Hesitating a bit could lead to such treatment, it seems the Peak Master of Feixian Peak is very
eager to find something out.



This made Wen Jiu feel somewhat fortunate that he hadn’t hesitated earlier.
Soon.
The interrogation began.

Under Si Kongbai’s orders and Mu Canglong’s permission, twelve Stewards from the Night Patrol
Department started questioning all the disciples.

The questions were simple.
Two of them.
Do you have any ulterior motives towards Feixian Peak?

In the past year, has anyone from Feixian Peak or outside Feixian Peak asked you to do anything
beyond your duties in the Night Patrol Department?

Obviously.
The suspects weren’t just the disciples from the Night Patrol Department.

Just as Wen Jiu continued to pretend to be muddled, a muffled explosion suddenly sounded, and
following that, Wen Jiu saw a large amount of exploded flesh and blood flying past his eyes, even
landing on his right cheek and side.

This caused quite a commotion among the stewards.

"No chaos, it’s just a silencing left-handed art!" Si Kongbai said in a deep voice, calming the
stewards.

Mu Canglong followed with a cold voice, "Doing it like this will only kill them, you’re not going to
get any useful information."

Si Kongbai spoke with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes, "Fellow Daoist Mu, it’s the Peak Master’s
arrangement, I can only comply. By the way, Fellow Daoist Mu, after things are settled here, we’ll
need to head to Feixian Peak’s main hall for questioning, be careful if anyone under you is
discovered..."

"What do you mean by that?"

Mu Canglong glared over coldly.

Si Kongbai remained silent, his gaze gradually falling downstairs.

At the same time, Li Ye walked up to Wen Jiu, his smile growing more sinister.

I’'m watching how you’re going to deal with this, kid!



"Do you have any ulterior motives towards Feixian Peak?" Li Ye asked coldly.
Wen Jiu followed the Corpse Burier beside him and slowly uttered two words, "No."

Li Ye then asked, "In the past year, has anyone from Feixian Peak or outside Feixian Peak asked
you to do anything beyond your duties in the Night Patrol Department?"

"Yes... I was previously working under Steward Wang Nian doing the work of a Corpse Burier...
Every day transporting and burying corpse remains... My sister asked me to pay respects to our
deceased parents... Steward Li Ye from the Night Patrol Department told me not to participate in
the Corpse Burier’s year-end exam, ten years later he would arrange a role for me in the Night
Patrol Department..."

Upon hearing this.

Li Ye’s expression changed.

Oh no.

How did this get asked out?

Mu Canglong sneered as he spoke, "Not surprising it’s your person, a dignified Steward of the
Night Patrol Department, yet you shamelessly threaten lowly Corpse Buriers not to participate in
the year-end exam."

Si Kongbai’s expression turned cold.

Speechless.

But the look he gave Li Ye already hid daggers.

Li Ye, seeing the situation was bad, promptly asked again, "Did Fang Zheng’s death come from your
actions?"

Words fell.

Li Ye unexpectedly spoke again.

"Have you done anything shady using the Corpse Nurturing Technique?"

Beside him, Liu Xiao, who was interrogating the Night Patrol Department disciples, furrowed his
brow, "Li Ye, what are you trying to do? I advise you not to go too far. If you want to settle

personal vendettas, don’t blame me for turning the tables on you!"

Li Ye promptly turned around, clasped his fists, and apologized, "Steward Liu, sorry, I momentarily
forgot... Sorry, sorry!"

With that.



Li Ye made his way aside.

But in fact, he was seriously listening to Wen Jiu’s next response.
He doesn’t believe it wasn’t Wen Jiu!

In the next moment.

Wen Jiu muddly opened his mouth, "I didn’t kill them... I occasionally slack off while the Black
Corpse moves the corpse remains..."

On hearing this.

Li Ye’s expression condensed.
His heart was full of disbelief.
Not!

How could it not be?

But before he could react, Liu Xiao was already standing before his regular confidante, with a
somber look, asking directly, "What shady dealings does your Ju Yitang usually engage in?"

Upon hearing this.

Li Ye and several other stewards’ expressions suddenly changed.
Even Si Kongbai on the second floor was the same.

"Shut up!"

Si Kongbai, in a moment of panic, actually leaped down and swept away the disciple being
interrogated with one slap.

It seemed he feared even one more word from the disciple.

Liu Xiao, seeing this, retreated several steps and apologized in the manner of Li Ye, "Steward
Sikong, I'm sorry... I couldn’t hold back and asked some inappropriate questions... Apologies,
sincere apologies."

Si Kongbai’s expression was grim.

Seemingly about to kill.

Liu Xiao did not take a single step back.

Stood tall and firm.



As if stating to him, Wen Jiu is not without backing; dare to ask one more word and I will reveal
your dirty laundry!

"You’re really courting death!"
Si Kongbai coldly uttered, anger flowing.

At this moment, Mu Canglong’s deep voice rang out, and a sword appeared behind him
unbeknownst to all.

A cyan massive sword.

The cyan massive sword danced around him.

Though slow.

Yet the sword intent was fierce.

Even six or seven feet away, Wen Jiu could feel the overwhelming and frightening sword intent.

Si Kongbai felt the same, and as his gaze swept over the cyan massive sword, a hint of dread
unmistakably flashed in his eyes, so even though he was furious, he stayed put, turning and
gesturing for Li Ye to continue.

"Li Ye, if you ask one more useless question, I’ll have you guard the Feixian Peak entrance!"

Li Ye responded in fear, "Yes!"

Upon hearing this, Mu Canglong slowly retracted the cyan sword, "Si Kongbai, I may not query the
dirty dealings of Ju Yitang, but I know well. Yet what happened today, if there’s no explanation,
weigh it yourself!"

As words fell.

Si Kongbai’s expression grew darker.

But thinking of the cyan sword, he could only swallow his fury and speak, "Fellow Daoist Mu, I will
give you an explanation!"

Upon hearing this.

Li Ye’s expression greatly changed.

A quarter hour later.

Wen Jiu pretended to wake up like the others, sluggishly falling to the ground, and slowly stood up
with help from others.



After rising, Wen Jiu saluted Mu Canglong and Steward Liu and the others, then stood aside with
the group.

Soon.
All Night Patrol Department disciples were questioned.
Except for the spies discovered at the start, no more were found.

Following that, Mu Canglong and another examined all the stewards in front of all Night Patrol
Department disciples.

Still nothing.

Just as Si Kongbai was about to dismiss everyone with a sour face, Mu Canglong suddenly
interrupted him.

"Wen Jiu!"
Wen Jiu quickly stepped out and saluted.
"Steward Mu!"

Mu Canglong said coldly, "That Li Ye, when you reach the Qi Cultivation Third Layer, if you don’t
beat him severely, don’t claim you’re with me!"

"Yes!"

Wen Jiu nodded.

Then he saw Si Kongbai and Li Ye’s expressions both change.
Wen Jiu was delighted inside.

So this is what having backing feels like?

It’s great!

Even if Mu Canglong hadn’t said anything.

Li Ye, he must kill him.

After this, such a person likely won’t trouble him for some time, but the future is uncertain.
So once capable, it must be resolved.

The Qi Cultivation Third Layer, huh.

He’s not far from being able to kill at the Qi Cultivation Third Layer.



"Dismissed!"

Si Kongbali, forcefully restraining his anger, dispersed the crowd.

Wen Jiu left as part of the flow.

But as he walked outside, Wen Jiu kept thinking about the corpse.

Although few spies were caught this time, there were some. If soul searching reveals anything.
Will they turn the Corpse Remains Death Land over ten times or eight times searching?

No good.

He must quickly move the corpse to a different hiding spot.

As for the damaged Tier One High-grade Spiritual Artifact, it’s left on him since he’s already bought
a storage pouch.

It can shield against divine sense probing.
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Chapter 32: Land of Death Sealed

After leaving Feixian Peak, Wen Jiu headed straight for the Corpse Remains Death Land. Using an
excuse, he claimed that he discovered a corpse with extremely heavy Yin energy and asked for a
cart.

Once he dug up the corpse, Wen Jiu went directly to the central area of the Corpse Remains Death
Land, found a pile of remains with an indeed thick Yin energy, and then headed straight for the
Qingshan Burial Ground in the distance.

Of course.

Wen Jiu didn’t take any talismans.

He still let them cover the aura of the corpse.



The corpse buriers didn’t think much of it, and upon seeing the remains with heavy Yin energy on
Wen Jiu’s cart, they quickly expressed their gratitude.

After all, Wen Jiu was no longer a corpse burier.

But he was still willing to help clear out the remains with heavy Yin energy, which was
undoubtedly a great help for them.

If they were to move such remains now, nine out of ten would have Yin energy penetrate their
bodies, resulting in a ten-day or half-month illness.

After burying the corpse, Wen Jiu continued to search for Yin Souls in the Corpse Remains Death
Land until dusk.

What Wen Jiu didn’t expect was that just as he was about to leave, Liu Xiao arrived with twenty or
thirty disciples from the Night Patrol Department.

Of course.
It wasn’t for him.

But for the Corpse Remains Death Land!

Besides, there were also disciples from the Demon-slaying Department and the Demon Suppression
Department, adding up to about a hundred people.

Once these hundred people arrived, they immediately gave the corpse buriers a long holiday and
sealed off the Corpse Remains Death Land.

From today onwards, one is no longer allowed to freely enter and exit the Corpse Remains Death
Land!

Upon hearing this, Wen Jiu’s expression changed.
Luckily, he moved the corpse away today.
Otherwise, it might really have been dug up, as they are unlike spies who dare not make big moves.

But people from the Night Patrol Department, Demon-slaying Department, and Demon Suppression
Department, they dare to turn over the yellow earth of the Corpse Remains Death Land several
times.

Though the corpse was moved away.

But how will he obtain corpse energy and Yin energy in the future?



"Never mind, it’s good enough to keep the corpse safe; as for cultivation, I’ll think of another way."
Wen Jiu consoled himself inwardly.

Though his expression remained grim.

Seeing this, Liu Xiao quickly asked, "What’s with you, kid?"

Wen Jiu cautiously inquired, "Brother Liu, I'm a Corpse Nurturer, and with the Corpse Remains
Death Land sealed, how will I cultivate in the future? Also, there’s my Black Corpse."

"The sealing order was given by the Peak Master, and Night Patrol Department disciples can no
longer enter it... But as for your Black Corpse, just bury it inside for cultivation, you take me to
make a mark, and I’ll convey it to Steward Mu for you. As long as nothing is dug out from beneath
the Black Corpse, I’ll help you watch over it."

"Thank you, Brother Liu."

Upon hearing it was ordered by the Peak Master, Wen Jiu hurriedly expressed his gratitude, not
inquiring further.

As for cultivation, although he couldn’t enter to seek Yin Souls, the Black Corpse could be placed
there for nurturing, not delaying the progression to higher realms, which was acceptable.

If necessary, it could also be remotely controlled to find Yin Souls itself.

However, Wen Jiu reckoned it was unrealistic, as the Corpse Remains Death Land had already
become a key restricted area, how could they possibly allow the Black Corpse to roam freely.

In the following days.
Wen Jiu could only draw Soul-Seizing Talismans at home during the day.

But during the night patrols, Wen Jiu quietly observed the Corpse Remains Death Land for a while
and found that only stewards and above were entering and exiting.

There were stewards.
He even saw Feixian Peak Elder at the Qi Cultivation Fifth Layer.

And the Black Corpse, indeed under Liu Xiao’s watchful eye, was steadily buried there, only dug up
at first for a quick look.

But judging by the situation, the Corpse Remains Death Land wouldn’t be accessible anytime soon.



With no other choice, Wen Jiu could only practice the Yin Talisman Technique diligently; since he
couldn’t cultivate within, gaining corpse energy and deathly aura, he might as well advance his
progress in the Yin Talisman Technique a bit, as it needed to be studied eventually.

For three consecutive days, Wen Jiu drew talismans for five hours daily with all intensity, and also
borrowed six Low-grade Spirit Stones from Wang Nian.

Alongside smooth progress and the daily experience gain, Wen Jiu managed to fill up the entry-
level experience of the Yin Talisman Technique in three days.

And successfully stepped into the Small Accomplishment stage.
[Soul-Seizing Talisman (Small Accomplishment 0/200)]

By the time the Soul-Seizing Talisman reached the Small Accomplishment level, Wen Jiu could
achieve a 100% success rate when drawing non-Tier-Entering Soul-Seizing Talismans.

One after the other for ten sheets.
Wen Jiu succeeded with all of them.

However, drawing non-Tier-Entering Soul-Seizing Talismans did not increase post-Small
Accomplishment experience —— apparently, it would require drawing Tier-Entering ones.

"Alas, have to borrow Spirit Stones from Wang Nian again," Wen Jiu couldn’t help sighing,
realizing his debt of Spirit Stones was growing larger.

Counting the silver taels from before, it’s now roughly eleven Low-grade Spirit Stones.

If he were to repay with the salary from the Night Patrol Department, he would have to go half a
year without eating or drinking.

"Go and borrow some more, and while you’re at the market, sell the ones that aren’t tier-entering;
it should recover a bit of cost."

Wen Jiu immediately headed out.
He went straight to Wang Nian’s house.

As soon as the door opened, Wang Nian asked, "Why have you been cooped up lately, not stepping
out at all? What are you up to?"

"Drawing talismans."
Wen Jiu answered.

Then as he looked towards the courtyard inside, he noticed the stone table in Wang Nian’s small
courtyard was also covered with talisman paper.



But almost all of them were drawn incorrectly.
Seeing this, Wang Nian quickly ran over to collect the discarded talisman papers, worried that Wen
Jiu might see them halfway, and then laughed awkwardly, saying, "I’m trying to break through to

become a Tier One Talisman Master, so I’ve been failing quite a bit."

If Wen Jiu knew he was drawing non-tier-entering talismans and only succeeded once out of thirty
times.

Wouldn’t he be utterly embarrassed?

Wen Jiu smiled helplessly.

Non-tier-entering talisman brush.

Non-tier-entering demon blood talisman ink.

Is this the setup for drawing tier-entering talismans?

However, Wen Jiu remained silent about what he saw and simply offered some praise, "As expected
of Brother Wang!"

Wang Nian laughed awkwardly and changed the topic, "What brings you here today?"

"To borrow spirit stones."

"Why borrow again... it’s not that I won’t lend you, don’t get me wrong... I'm just curious why
you’re so short on spirit stones, what are you buying this time?" Wang Nian quickly asked his wife,
who was tidying the stone table, to get the storage bag.

Wen Jiu stated frankly, "I want to try drawing a Tier One Lower Grade Soul-Seizing Talisman."
"Younger Brother Wen, I can lend you spirit stones, and it’s okay if you don’t repay me, but I need
to remind you: don’t rush things. The cost of a Tier One Lower Grade Yin Talisman isn’t cheap. The
cost for ten attempts would be one low-grade spirit stone... try it only when your success
probability with non-tier-entering soul talismans exceeds fifty percent, otherwise, it’s too much of

a loss."

Wang Nian took the storage bag from his wife’s hand and was about to pull out the spirit stones,
then he subconsciously asked, "What’s your current success rate?"

"Hundred percent."
Wen Jiu’s words fell.
Wang Nian froze.

The hand pulling out the spirit stones suddenly stopped.



He swallowed hard, momentarily at a loss for words.
"Hundred percent..." Wang Nian muttered, and then directly took out two or thirty low-grade
spirit stones from the storage bag and began calculating the cost of tier-entering talisman brushes

and the like for Wen Jiu.

In the end, he found it wasn’t enough, so he pulled out five more, totaling thirty low-grade spirit
stones.

"You’re really a monster, a hundred percent... If you were drawing Yang Talismans, those old folks
in the Talisman Room wouldn’t wear out your doorstep." Wang Nian exclaimed, then thought of his
own talent in drawing talismans.

Feeling like crying without tears.

"Thank you, Brother Wang."

Wen Jiu put away the spirit stones, gratefully gave a bow, truthfully, owing this many spirit stones
all at once, he felt bad in his heart, but fortunately, if he could draw a Tier One Soul-Seizing
Talisman, he could earn spirit stones to repay the debt.

"No need to be polite, we’re friends... Anyway, I’ll take you to buy a talisman brush, let’s go to the
Old Talisman Master’s place, I can haggle there, just getting called shameless a few times is no big
deal."

Wang Nian chuckled, leading Wen Jiu towards the trading market.

After buying all the talisman brushes and related items, Wang Nian also asked the Old Talisman
Master for the tips on drawing Tier One talismans.

The Old Talisman Master only said one sentence.
But it greatly benefited Wen Jiu.
Focus on meaning, focus on method, focus on steadiness, but not on form!

In other words, talismanic patterns are shaped but not fixed, some deviations don’t matter, and
even many deviations are permissible.

This might be the difference between cursive and regular script.

The skilled.

Whether it’s regular script or cursive, the word remains the word.

Its meaning doesn’t change just because its form did, turning regular script into cursive.

After returning home.



Wen Jiu did not rush to draw the Soul-Seizing Talisman.

Non-tier-entering soul talismans don’t have such strict requirements, but tier-entering soul
talismans can only be drawn after midnight.

If drawn during the day.
Probably not a single one would succeed.

"If I succeed in drawing a Tier One Soul-Seizing Talisman, I will have a new foundation, whether
for selling or keeping, it’s excellent... And I can try showing it to Steward Mu, Wang Nian won’t lie
to me, there’s an eighty to ninety percent chance of surprise!"

[Two Chapters complete.
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Night falls.
The time has come.

Wen Jiu carefully arranged the Tier-Entering Talisman Brush and the Tier-Entering Yin Ghost Fish
Blood Ink, then took out the gray Talisman Paper made from Tier-Entering Demon Skin.

As the Yin Technique slowly flowed through the Talisman Brush onto the Talisman Paper, Wen Jiu
swiftly began to draw the Talismanic Patterns according to the methods recorded in the Yin
Talisman Record. Since it was his first time, he sought stability and slowness.

He was also experiencing what the old Talisman Master meant by the weighty intent.

What is weighty intent?



It is the feeling during the drawing process of the Talismanic Patterns.
This feeling can only be understood but not conveyed.

During this process of weighty intent, Wen Jiu directed most of his Spiritual Power to control the
output of the Yin Technique.

This is the focus on technique.
And the focus on stability.

Because the drawing and composition of the Talismanic Patterns must be completed in one go; any
delay or pause might lead to failure.

Moments later.

The first Talismanic Pattern was drawn smoothly.

Wen Jiu quickly lifted the brush and gasped heavily because he hadn’t even breathed while
maintaining his focus on stability.

Having taken the first step, Wen Jiu couldn’t help but smile.

"Thanks to previously refining my body with Earthly Evil Yin Qi, my hands are very steady; and
thanks to living two lives, my Spiritual Power is more abundant than most; also, thanks to the
corrosive effect of my Yin Technique..."

After a sigh of appreciation.

Wen Jiu quickly calmed his breathing, took a deep breath, held it, and continued to slowly draw the
Talismanic Patterns.

A Tier-Entering Soul-Seizing Talisman, at the most basic, requires seventeen various Talismanic
Patterns of different sizes and shapes to form.

The further along, the more difficult it gets.
So if you can avoid breathing, do so.
However.

Upon drawing the third Talismanic Pattern, Wen Jiu was slightly distracted, leading to a little
excess in the output of the Yin Technique.



Even though Wen Jiu quickly adjusted, when the third Talismanic Pattern was completed, it was
still a failure. The Yin Technique was not circulating, nor could it create a bond or resonance with
the previous two patterns.

"Try again!"

Wen Jiu crumpled up the failed Talisman Paper and threw it behind him, held his breath, and
started drawing the second sheet.

However.
For two full hours.

Twenty sheets of Talisman Paper in total, yet Wen Jiu didn’t succeed with a single one, the farthest
he got was the sixth Talismanic Pattern.

Wen Jiu took a deep breath and stopped drawing.

Because after two hours of intense concentration, his head had started to ache and dizzy.
Thus, Wen Jiu rested for half an hour.

Until midnight.

As midnight arrived, the day’s settlement commenced.

No change in experience gained by the Black Corpse in the Corpse Remains Death Land daily, 48
points per day, in seven days it would step into the upper realm.

Ignoring the others, Wen Jiu’s gaze fell on the experience gained from the Soul-Seizing Talisman.

[Successfully drew twenty Tier One Soul-Seizing Talismans after nightfall, but all failed, panel
experience +1, Soul-Seizing Talisman experience +4]

"Five failed attempts for one point of experience."
Wen Jiu was quite satisfied with this result.
What he feared the most was failing and gaining no experience.

"There are still thirty sheets of Talisman Paper left, even if all fail, I can gain 6 more experience
points." Wen Jiu glanced at the gray Talisman Paper pressed on the table.

After closing the settlement panel, Wen Jiu continued drawing talismans.
Regarding his Night Patrol Department duties, Wen Jiu feigned illness to take leave.

Because in recent days, he had thought it through carefully, and now the Steward and Elder of
Feixian Peak were searching for something in the Corpse Remains Death Land.



If the spy from Feixian Peak were concerned that the item might be found and thus caused
disturbances, then he, being only at Qi Cultivation Second Layer, would be in grave danger.

So he would rather forgo his salary.

Wen Jiu wanted to stay away from trouble.

In the following days.
Wen Jiu continued drawing talismans.

Maintaining a pace of thirty sheets each night, until his brain could no longer endure the prolonged
consumption of Spiritual Power.

His debt to Wang Nian had already reached forty Low-grade Spirit Stones; honestly, Wen Jiu felt
embarrassed to borrow more.

But Wang Nian proactively asked Wen Jiu if he needed them.

It was on this day, during the daytime.

Before Wen Jiu could recover from the excessive consumption of Spiritual Power, Liu Xiao
appeared at his door.

He coincidentally bumped into Wang Nian, who was bringing Wen Jiu some nourishing bone soup,
"Younger Brother Wen, get up and have some soup, your sister-in-law simmered this bone for ten
hours..."

Liu Xiao gave the pot of soup in Wang Nian’s hand a sideways glance, then looked again at Wang
Nian’s attentive demeanor, furrowed his brow, and quickly asked, "Fellow Daoist Wang, couldn’t it
be that Wen Jiu has been devoured by Yin Qi?"

"No, he’s perfectly fine."

Wang Nian freed up one hand to knock on the door.

Liu Xiao was even more puzzled, "Then why is that?"
Steward delivering food to an Apprentice Disciple.

Does that make any sense?

Not to say he hadn’t seen it before, he hadn’t even heard of it.

However, Wang Nian said nothing, just smiled.



Soon, Wen Jiu got up and opened the door, greeting the two and, while expressing gratitude, took
the soup pot from Wang Nian’s hand.

"Just as long as he’s okay." Liu Xiao gave Wen Jiu a once over, initially worried that Wen Jiu might
have Yin Qi entering his body due to practicing the Yinzhou Corpse Nourishing Technique, but

seeing Wen Jiu now, he felt relieved.

Liu Xiao then changed the subject, "Steward Mu asked me to pass a message, that Li Ye has been
transferred to Lianwu Mountain."

"Lianwu Mountain?"

"A small mountain fifty miles away from Feixian Peak, where there’s a Market for Independent
Practitioners in the mountain. Feixian Peak holds some enterprises there, and from now on, he will
be the steward there. As for when he might return... within three years is certainly out of the
question."

Three years.
Already pushing the limits.
After all, Li Ye still has a steward master in the Talisman Room.

Liu Xiao continued, "Three years later, when Li Ye returns, how you handle it will be entirely up to
you. Remember what Steward Mu told you!"

"Thank you, Brother Liu!"
Wen Jiu promptly delivered his grateful salute.

"Steward Mu wanted to remind you, if you’re practicing Yin Technique, don’t rush it; the Yinzhou
Corpse Nourishing Technique puts a considerable strain on the body."

"Don’t ruin your future for temporary thrills."

That said.

Before Wen Jiu could nod, Liu Xiao swiftly left using Sword Control, seemingly in great hurry.
Heading to.

Exactly to the Corpse Remains Death Land.

Once Liu Xiao left, Wang Nian hastily urged Wen Jiu to try the soup, "Quick, try it, your sister-in-
law made it especially for you."

"Thank you, Brother Wang, and your sister-in-law too."

Wen Jiu quickly expressed his gratitude.



Yet his thoughts were all occupied with the situation in the Corpse Remains Death Land.

Because Wang Nian told him yesterday that besides him, all the Corpse Buriers had been carefully
questioned again.

Now Liu Xiao went there in such haste.
What’s going on?
Suddenly.

Wang Nian’s words broke Wen Jiu’s train of thought, "Younger Brother Wen, do you have enough
Talisman Paper?"

"Enough, plenty."
Wen Jiu quickly nodded.
Helplessly smiling.

Because Wang Nian had directly purchased one hundred sheets for him yesterday.

In the blink of an eye, a few days passed.
That night.

After the Soul-Seizing Talisman experiences reached thirty-five, following one hundred and
seventy-five consecutive failures, Wen Jiu finally succeeded in drawing his first Tier-Entering Soul-
Seizing Talisman.

Although it was just the most basic Tier One Lower Grade Soul-Seizing Talisman, challenging even
for killing a Qi Cultivation Second Layer, for Wen Jiu, it was indeed a delightful surprise.

Because Wang Nian once said, the most talented Tier One Talisman Master at Feixian Peak also
took five years.

But he.

In merely seven days, he accomplished what others took five or ten years to achieve.
Next, Wen Jiu drew five more consecutively.

Four failed.

One succeeded.



A success rate of twenty percent isn’t high, but during the daily settlement, one successful Tier-
Entering Soul-Seizing Talisman grants 5 points of experience.

Currently, the Soul-Seizing Talisman experience already amounts to forty, in other words, he just
needs to succeed in drawing thirty-two more to achieve mastery.

Once mastered, the success rate will surely increase significantly.

The quality of the Soul-Seizing Talismans will inevitably improve as well.
At that time.

He will have new means.

In confrontations, if someone intends to capture the king first, he could directly unleash ten or
eight Soul-Seizing Talismans in response.

What about Li Ye?

What about Qi Cultivation Third Layer?
No chance of survival.

Even against a Steward, he wouldn’t fear!
It’s merely about deploying more of them.

"However, the fact that I can draw Soul-Seizing Talismans mustn’t get out, becoming a Tier-
Entering Talisman Master so soon isn’t necessarily a good thing." While showcasing is fine, over-
exposure may backfire.

After thoughtful consideration, Wen Jiu decided to keep it under wraps.

As for the Talisman Paper.

Wen Jiu decided to continue borrowing.

But there’s no need to borrow as much, largely relying on borrowing Spirit Stones to create a false
appearance as the main strategy, and once the Black Corpse progresses to the upper realm and
matters regarding the Corpse Remains Death Land settles down, then he will showcase his
achievement of becoming a Tier-One Yin Talisman Master to Wang Nian and Mu Canglong.

During this period, he aimed to enhance his experience further.

Exhibit three.

Conceal seven.
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Chapter 34: Three Thousand Blood Inks

As for buying Spirit Stones to gain experience, now they can be obtained by selling non-tier Soul-
Seizing Talismans.

The price for non-tier Soul-Seizing Talismans isn’t high, about one hundred taels per piece, and ten
pieces are worth one Low-grade Spirit Stone.

But the cost is low.
One Low-grade Spirit Stone can buy thirty pieces of non-tier Talisman Paper.

Even including the cost of non-tier Demon Blood Ink, one Low-grade Spirit Stone can produce
twenty non-tier Soul-Seizing Talismans.

With a success rate of ten out of ten, twenty non-tier Soul-Seizing Talismans can steadily earn one
Low-grade Spirit Stone.

The only drawback is that they are not easy to sell.

Because Feixian Peak has few mortals, and Deadman Peak prohibits trading with mortals, even rich
mortals can’t buy them, only the offspring of cultivators have the money and willingness to buy
Soul-Seizing Talismans.

The next morning.

With non-tier Soul-Seizing Talismans in hand, Wen Jiu went to the Trading Market, found a corner
stall, and listened quietly to others chatting.

To be honest.
After hearing a few times.

Wen Jiu found himself quite enjoying the gossip.



In the stall area of the Trading Market, most stallholders are elder cultivators, with average
qualifications and cultivation, but they’ve lived long, seen more things, and have more friends, so
they know things Wen Jiu doesn’t.

"Have you heard? Steward Zhao from the Demon Suppression Department hasn’t been seen for
some time."

"Who?"

"Zhao Sandao."

"Isn’t that the Steward Zhao who can defeat demons with three strokes? Maybe he’s on a mission."
"But the Demon Suppression Department has no record of him going on a mission, and he’s not
seen at the Corpse Remains Death Land either. My nephew is in the Demon Suppression
Department, so I suspect he’s a traitor and has already been secretly dealt with by the Peak
Master!"

"Those damn dogs actually infiltrated the steward!"

Listening to the hushed conversation of several elder cultivators, Wen Jiu wasn’t surprised.
That’s exactly how the Night Patrol Department was back then.

If there’s a problem, they’re taken away on the spot.

No news thereafter.

"The people coming for the corpses and Yin Evil Blood Curse Body, what on earth are their
identities?" To be honest, Wen Jiu really wants to cultivate the Yin Evil Blood Curse Body.

If he had the Yin Evil Blood Curse Body, he wouldn’t need to cultivate any Yin Talisman techniques,
and wouldn’t fear capturing the thief by capturing the king first.

But now, he definitely doesn’t dare to cultivate it.
So, he’s itching to know.
Also very curious about who those people really are.

After a pause of an hour or two, Wen Jiu sold out all forty of the non-tier Soul-Seizing Talismans at
his stall.

After casually buying twenty pieces of tier-entering Talisman Paper at another stall, Wen Jiu
returned to his residence.

Continuing to use Earthly Evil Yin Qi for body refining, while infusing Secret Techniques into the
Corpse Eye. Speaking of which, over the past ten days, Wen Jiu has infused a large amount of Yin
Techniques into it, ten times the yin techniques in his Dantian.



But it’s only reached half the capacity of the Corpse Eye.

If he fills the Corpse Eye with Yin Techniques, Wen Jiu wouldn’t even know how strong he would
be when unleashing full power.

Could he instantly kill a Qi Cultivation Third Layer?

He kept cultivating until dusk.
As night fell, Wen Jiu suddenly felt a massive, expansive spread of Yin energy and corpse energy.

Like ripples, the spread area reached twenty or thirty miles. Ordinary cultivators might not be so
sensitive, at most feeling a cold wind, only those with some understanding of corpse energy and
Yin energy could distinguish it immediately.

For Wen Jiu.
This was no different from the water he usually drank.
Once it spread, Wen Jiu felt it.

"If so much Yin energy and corpse energy burst at once, wouldn’t my Black Corpse be overwhelmed
to death?"

But after the sigh, Wen Jiu was more curious and unsure.
What exactly happened?

Wen Jiu intended to take a look, but as soon as he opened the door, he saw Sword-cultivators flying
constantly over his head.

Also Magical Artifact Flying Ships.
Front and back, amounting to hundreds of people.
This instantly killed Wen Jiu’s desire to investigate.

Half an hour later, Wang Nian suddenly returned, and as soon as he arrived, he hurriedly called
Wen Jiu to his room.

"Big news! Something big happened!"
Wang Nian closed the door.
Activated the Sound Insulation Talisman.

Wen Jiu quickly asked, "Brother Wang, what is it?"



Wang Nian took a sip of water, with a look of excitement in his eyes, "While exploring the Corpse
Remains Death Land, the Peak Master and others found the corpse of Pavilion Master of the Blood
Robe Pavilion, Three Thousand Blood Inks, in an underground cave!"

"Blood Robe Tower? Three Thousand Blood Inks?"
Wen Jiu looked puzzled.
But he could feel their significance from Wang Nian’s face.

Wang Nian stood up excitedly and said, "Blood Robe Tower used to sweep around the regions of
Deadman Peak and three surrounding mortal realms five years ago. From county magistrates to
emperors, Blood Robe Tower had people everywhere, and Deadman Peak could do nothing about
them... Corpse Remains Death Land is where Blood Robe Tower and our Deadman Peak cultivators
fought back then!"

"I see."
Wen Jiu sat upright.
Eagerly listening.

Through Wang Nian’s narration, Wen Jiu learned about the Blood Robe Tower, about its peak
period having seven thousand Qi Refining cultivators, five hundred thousand mortal followers, and
a terrifying heterodox influence with Qi Cultivation Perfection.

Back then in the battle at Feixian Peak, if not for the Master of Deadman Peak reaching the
Foundation Establishment Stage on the eve of his life’s end.

Perhaps those thousands of corpses would have been disciples of Deadman Peak!
And not people from Blood Robe Tower!

However, after that battle, the remaining disciples of Deadman Peak cleaned the battlefield seven
or eight times, with divine sense searches over ten times. Yet, they could never find the corpse of
the Pavilion Master Blood Ink Three Thousand.

Despite many witnesses seeing Blood Ink Three Thousand being struck by the divine sense attack
from Deadman Peak’s Foundation Establishment Immortal Master.

Despite seeing Blood Ink Three Thousand on the verge of death, falling down.

But without a corpse found, no one dared to conclude Blood Ink Three Thousand was truly dead,
knowing that heterodox demons always find a way to survive.

Who would have thought that when this time Feixian Peak’s insider caused such a disturbance?
After excavation, it turned out Blood Ink Three Thousand, transformed into a Yin Corpse, was
found in an underground cavern—the insider aimed for it!



Because in Blood Ink Three Thousand’s possession was Blood Robe Tower’s strongest secret
technique, his capital for reaching Qi Cultivation Great Perfection at the age of fifty-six.

Qi Cultivation Great Perfection at fifty-six.
Eight years faster than Deadman Peak’s most dazzling ancestor three hundred years ago!
It goes to show the power of that secret technique!

"Brother Wang, did Blood Ink Three Thousand really reach Qi Cultivation Great Perfection at fifty-
six?" Wen Jiu asked.

If he remembers correctly.
Back then, the corpse’s bone age was indeed fifty-six.
And it was Qi Cultivation Great Perfection.

Wang Nian nodded, "Quite dazzling... you kid, despite your strong heterodox talent, are far off
compared to him."

"Was he the only one in Blood Robe Tower to achieve Qi Cultivation Great Perfection?" Wen Jiu
asked again.

Wang Nian, feeling somewhat bewildered by the question, replied quickly: "What else? You think
Qi Cultivation Great Perfection is easy to reach? After the trouble with Blood Robe Tower, now
Deadman Peak’s main peak has cultivated just two with Qi Cultivation Great Perfection."

With Wang Nian’s response.

Wen Jiu instantly understood.

The news was likely fake.

The corpse was equally likely fake.

If there’s no second person who reached Qi Cultivation Great Perfection, then what’s buried
underground is Blood Ink Three Thousand’s corpse.

Wang Nian spoke again, "If Blood Ink Three Thousand’s corpse is unearthed, it would alarm entire
Deadman Peak."

Wen Jiu listened from the side.
Silently.
To be honest, he smelled a hint of conspiracy.

The overwhelming corpse energy and yin energy spreading just now in the sky.



Now the news of Blood Robe Tower’s Pavilion Master’s corpse, known even by Wang Nian.
How could he not suspect it’s intentionally spread?

Next, Wang Nian enthusiastically discussed more about Blood Robe Tower, with amazement and
anger.

Wen Jiu listened quietly.
But in his mind, he thought only of Blood Ink Three Thousand.
That secret technique, perhaps it was the Yin Fiend Blood Curse Body.

Thinking this, Wen Jiu couldn’t help but touch the storage bag within his embrace, because the
item now lay inside his storage bag.

Luckily, he hadn’t rushed to practice it back then.
Otherwise, he would be the first to die.

"Seems like the days ahead might not be so peaceful." The Peak Master of Feixian Peak openly
staged such an act, surely with a large motive.

After thinking darkly, Wen Jiu felt somewhat relieved.
Thankfully, he’s currently just an apprentice disciple.
Bottom of Feixian Peak.

Not involved.

No qualifications to get involved.

In the following three days.

Many discussed matters of Blood Robe Tower at Feixian Peak, even the servants knew about the
Pavilion Master Blood Ink Three Thousand’s corpse being unearthed.

Just then, the seal at Corpse Remains Death Land was lifted.
Corpse buriers could resume their tasks.
He could continue entering to cultivate as well.

Unfortunately, the central area of Corpse Remains Death Land was shrouded by an array,
prohibiting Wen Jiu from absorbing blood and qi.



During this day.

The Black Corpse’s experience reached full.

Overcoming to upper realm!

[Esteemed lords, a free recommendation vote will be greatly appreciated.
Feique kneels in gratitude for this.

Pah—

Thank you!

If there are monthly votes, hehe, it would be even more appreciated.]

Corpse Burier: I Can Nourish Corpse -
Chapter 35: Upper Realm Black Corpse[
1,720 words |

Chapter 35: Chapter 35: Upper Realm Black Corpse
[Black Corpse—Nurturing Corpse (Upper Realm 0/2000)]

After reaching the Upper Realm, even outside the Corpse Remains Death Land, Wen Jiu could
clearly feel the continuous rise of the black corpse’s aura through the bond, along with the soaring
Yin energy of the burial ground.

In an instant, within a hundred feet radius of the burial ground, the Yin energy reached a peak.
Enough to rival the central area of the Corpse Remains Death Land.
One corpse surpasses hundreds and thousands of corpse remains!

Fortunately, it was within the Corpse Remains Death Land, with no Night Patrol Department
disciples on watch.

If it were anywhere else, this spreading terrifying aura would surely alarm the Night Patrol
Department cultivators into drawing their swords, clasping their talismans.

And then.

Something unexpected happened to Wen Jiu.



The terrifying corpse aura, spreading like ripples, and the Yin energy, were suddenly absorbed into
the black corpse’s body.

Within a hundred feet.

The black corpse’s aura vanished utterly.

"Is this Qi Concealment?"

Only heard of Qi Refining Cultivators using Qi Concealment, controlling their breath.

Either cultivators of the same realm or those from one small level higher would need to carefully
probe with Divine Sense to find the location and true realm of the one using Qi Concealment.

Unexpected that the black corpse would instinctively learn it upon entering the Upper Realm.
This is good.

Can cultivate corpses discreetly.

Hide corpses quietly.

"After reaching the Upper Realm, the next step is nurturing it into a walking corpse." Wen Jiu’s
mind swiftly recalled the Yinzhou Corpse Nurturing Technique.

Nurturing the black corpse, just incubating it in the Corpse Nourishing Land, but if wanting to
nurture it into a walking corpse, it’s no longer so simple.

This is akin to a Third-Layer Qi Cultivation Cultivator breaking through to the Fourth Layer—
seemingly just one layer apart, but indeed an early stage to mid-stage gap. Breaking through this

layer is far harder than the cultivation accumulated in the previous three layers.

This is one reason why the Night Patrol Department has dozen of stewards, yet only three
stewards.

According to the Yinzhou Corpse Nurturing Technique, for a black corpse to be nurtured into a
walking corpse, it first requires a large amount of blood.

A vast amount of Earthly Evil Yin Qi.
Blood can nourish spirit.

Once the corpse spirit reaches a certain level, it can generate a soul, but unlike the soul, the corpse
soul does not bestow walking corpses with wisdom; it merely provides them with human-like
actions such as walking, running, and squatting.

While Earthly Evil Yin Qi stabilizes the spirit.



After all, corpse souls are not like human souls which are postnatally born, and possess no
intelligence at all.

So Earthly Evil Yin Qi is needed to stabilize it, otherwise a cultivator’s random Divine Sense impact
will scatter the corpse soul.

Earthly Evil Yin Qi is easily managed; the Corpse Nourishing Spell can summon it.

With a requirement for abundance, raising the Corpse Nourishing Spell’s level suffices; Wen Jiu
promptly glanced at the experience points of the Corpse Nourishing Spell.

[Spell: Corpse Nourishing Spell (Entry 484/500)]
"In the next two days it should mature."
Once matured, the Corpse Nourishing Spell might summon more Earthly Evil Yin Qi.

But blood is difficult to obtain, he is not a Heterodox Demon, he couldn’t slaughter mortals, and
currently the central region of the Corpse Remains Death Land has been sealed by array; to obtain,
nurturing corpse blood is the only path.

Wen Jiu would certainly not touch the Cultivator’s Essence Blood Balance.
Because it’s reserved for cultivating the Yin Sha Blood Curse Body.

"Let’s first see tomorrow how the experience growth fares during the settlement..." If the
experience growth is satisfactory, the matter of nurturing corpse blood can be postponed for now.

After all, he doesn’t have enough Spirit Stones to purchase demon beasts or demon flesh with
Corpse Eyes to nurture the corpse blood now.

A pound of Tier One demon beast or demon flesh costs one Low-grade Spirit Stone.

Right now, he simply can’t afford it.

Early the next morning.

After half a month with no news, Wen Ya suddenly appeared, hastily bringing a basket of food
wrapped in special green leaves—a rice ball stuffed with various meat and vegetable fillings,
somewhat like a zongzi.

Upon inquiry, it was learned that today is a festival.
Feixian Peak doesn’t observe it.

Only mortals do.



With spring over and summer about to arrive, for mortals, today is called summer solstice, marked
by eating green cakes to welcome the new season.

For good fortune.
Also seeking a bountiful harvest.

"Sister, have some too." Looking at the elder sister who immediately began cleaning Wen Jiu’s
house upon entry, Wen Jiu quickly urged.

Wen Ya didn’t pay attention, "Look at your room, things are thrown everywhere...you don’t even
fold your quilt!"

Listening to these words.
Wen Jiu’s heart warmed.
This kind of nagging, supposed to be unheard in a foreign land.

"Sister, keep busy, I’ll go bring some to Brother Wang next door." After sampling a green cake,
Wen Jiu promptly took ten or eight outside.

As Wen Jiu expected.

Cultivators don’t care for summer solstice.

Indeed.

Cultivators have no need for good omens like mortals, nor seeking harvests.

After Wen Jiu returned from distributing green cakes, Wen Ya had already tidied up the inside of
the house, with Wen Jiu’s clothes carelessly strewn on the bed all placed into the wardrobe.

Seeing Wen Jiu enter the room, Wen Ya quickly said, "Seems I need to help you find a wife,
otherwise how can this place have the semblance of a home?"

"Urging marriage?"
Wen Jiu chuckled lightly.

Following that, Wen Ya changed the subject, and her expression followed suit, "By the way, Mrs.
Xu wants to invite you to the Xu Family for a home-cooked meal, probably to win you over. You
decide whether to go or not."

"No, we’ll talk about it later."” Wen Jiu shook his head directly, "Just say that recently, with my
Night Patrol Department duties and cultivation, I can’t leave. Once I have some free time, I will
definitely visit in person."

If I go now, I won’t have the qualifications for an equal conversation.



If I showed any intention of taking my sister away, it would undoubtedly offend the Xu Family.
So we must wait until there’s a chance for an equal conversation.

At that time, I might be able to use Steward Mu’s status to get my sister out of the Xu Family.
"Mm-hmm."

Wen Ya nodded.

She didn’t say more.

She guessed what her brother meant by a later time.

After sending off his sister Wen Ya, Wen Jiu began drawing non-tier Soul-Seizing Talismans, and
after finishing thirty, he headed to the trading market.

This time at the market, Wen Jiu was somewhat surprised because it was noticeably noisy and
bustling.

Upon sitting down and listening, he learned that it was because an affiliated Cultivation Clan
outside Feixian Peak was ambushed last night, leaving only three to five survivors out of over three
hundred people. Besides them, everyone was bitten to death by Gu insects.

The death scenes were exceedingly miserable.

"It’s probably related to Blood Robe Tower, isn’t it?"

"Most likely, other than their remnants, who would dare attack the affiliated family of Feixian
Peak?"

"Ordinary Heterodox Demons or some Tribulation Cultivators might kill a few people at most, but
who would wipe out an entire clan?"

"Feixian Peak has already dispatched a lot of disciples to go over, but I reckon they have fled by
now; going there would be useless."

Listening to these discussions, Wen Jiu’s heart tightened.
Got it.

It’s getting more chaotic.

How long have the peaceful days lasted?

Luckily, as an apprentice disciple, I don’t need to do missions; otherwise, I might not escape
unscathed.



"I’'m afraid this is just the beginning," Wen Jiu thought to himself with a sigh, selling off the Soul-
Seizing Talismans and leaving.

After returning home, Wen Jiu began drawing tier-entering Soul-Seizing Talismans, planning to
draw a few more and save them for future needs.

Whether selling.

Or using.

Both options remain flexible.

The fear is lacking them when needed.
Very soon.

Midnight arrived.

Settlement began.

As Wen Jiu expected, after the Black Corpse reached the Upper Realm, even with a Tier One Lower
Grade Corpse Nourishing Pearl and a Level 2 panel.

Nurturing the corpse in the Corpse Nourishing Land for twelve hours only earned six points of
experience; if this continues.

Two thousand experience points would require nearly four hundred days.

That in itself wouldn’t be too bad—compared to normal Qi Refining Cultivators, going from the
third to fourth layer of Qi Cultivation might take several years or even decades—four hundred days
is indeed a brief period. But under the situation at Feixian Peak now, I can’t afford to be slow.
Being slow doesn’t provide a sense of security.

What if something unexpected happens?

After all, a Cultivation Clan with over three hundred people was nearly exterminated, likely
including cultivators like himself at the Qi Cultivation Second Layer.

"It seems I need to figure out a way to sell the tier-entering Soul-Seizing Talismans." Wen Jiu
pondered for a moment and suddenly heard a knock on the door from outside.

At midnight.
Someone is knocking?
Knock, knock, knock!

Wen Jiu instinctively grasped the Corpse Eye.



The next moment.

A voice came through.

"Fellow Daoist Wen, Steward Mu sent me to ask you to visit the Night Patrol Department."
Hearing it was Mu Canglong.

Wen Jiu put away the Corpse Eye, intending to dress and open the door, but unexpectedly, Wang
Nian opened the door first and greeted the visitor.

Seeing Wang Nian struck up a conversation with him, Wen Jiu felt completely relieved.

Due to this.

Wen Jiu was deeply grateful.

Wang Nian’s action seemed to be a way to help confirm if the person was indeed one of their own.
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When he arrived at the Night Patrol Department on Feixian Peak, everything inside and outside
was extremely quiet. In the absence of candlelight, one could barely make out some night watch
disciples and the strange beast roars coming from somewhere in the darkness.

When Wen Jiu arrived, they merely glanced at him and then continued standing there like stone
puppets.



Led by an unknown Night Patrol Department disciple, Wen Jiu passed through stone alleys and
ancient towers to reach the highest point of the department.

In front of a stone hall that looked like a giant beast crouching on the mountainside in the night.
"Come in with me."

Mu Canglong, who had been waiting at the door, spoke in a deep voice, then walked into the stone
hall.

Wen Jiu hurriedly followed.

Originally, Wen Jiu wanted to ask what this was all about, but just as he was about to speak, Mu
Canglong raised his hand to interrupt him.

Soon.
Wen Jiu was taken to the third floor.

Then, after passing through a corridor on the third floor, he stopped at a room lit by flickering
candlelight, "Go in, the Elder wants to see you."

The Elder!

Wen Jiu’s heart tightened.

The Elder who manages the Night Patrol Department?

Full of questions, Wen Jiu knocked on the door. He saw an old man with a head full of white hair
standing in front of a square table, his face aged but his spirit vigorous. He was writing something
under the candlelight and stopped abruptly when Wen Jiu entered the room.

Then he slowly walked out from the table and to Wen Jiu. His steps were slow, but his whole being
exuded a strong pressure, making Wen Jiu feel like he was standing in front of a terrifying giant
beast.

It also gave Wen Jiu an instinctive chilling feeling that the other could crush him with a finger!
"Elder!"

Wen Jiu took a step back to avoid that invisible pressure and then bowed in salutation.

The white-haired elder did not respond, still standing with hands behind his back, looking down at
Wen Jiu. After a few breaths, he spoke coldly, "You’ve been nourishing corpses in the Land of Death
for a long time; have you ever been to the central area?"

Before Wen Jiu could speak, the white-haired elder coldly said, "Answer truthfully. If your answer
is satisfactory, you will become an official disciple... If not, you’ll be buried there with your Black
Corpse."



With those words.
Wen Jiu’s heart skipped a beat.

He hurriedly replied with a respectful tone, "I have only been there once or twice, and just
wandered around the edges, not daring to go deeper... because I was only at Qi Cultivation First
Layer and couldn’t withstand the Yin Qi of the central area."

"Come closer!"
The white-haired elder suddenly commanded coldly.

Wen Jiu had just taken two steps forward when his wrist was grabbed suddenly, like being caught
by the claws of a giant beast.

Immediately, Wen Jiu felt a Divine Sense scanning him from head to toe, leaving nothing
unchecked.

At that moment.

Wen Jiu’s mind went into overdrive.
Thinking about what to do.

How to get out of this.

But thinking that the other was an Elder of the Night Patrol Department, even calling a Black
Corpse wouldn’t help him fight back, Wen Jiu could only pretend to be calm.

This feeling of having one’s life in the palm of another’s hands, allowing them to crush it at will,
was truly repulsive.

Truly detestable!

Fortunately, after a few breaths, the white-haired elder released him. Looking down, Wen Jiu saw
that his hand was slightly blue from the grip.

And a bit painful.

"No wonder you reached Qi Cultivation Second Layer so quickly; it turns out the infiltration of Yin
Qi into your body is already severe."

The white-haired elder coldly continued, "A Heterodox Cultivator practicing the Yinzhou Corpse
Nourishing Technique, some have survived to the Qi Cultivation Sixth Layer... But you, still at Qi
Cultivation Second Layer, with Yin Qi already affecting your organs and flesh to this extent,
probably won’t survive to Qi Cultivation Fourth Layer!"

Hearing this, Wen Jiu realized that the other had mistaken his use of Earthly Evil Yin Qi for Body
Refining as Yin Qi invasion.



With this in mind, Wen Jiu instantly came up with a plan, quickly following this topic and showing
weakness.

"Please, Elder, save my life!"

Upon hearing this, the white-haired elder chuckled coldly, "You have some cleverness, but you’ll
have to wait until you survive reaching Qi Cultivation Third Layer... Now tell me everything you
know about the Land of Death!"

"Yes!"
Wen Jiu quickly nodded.

He recounted everything about the Land of Death and his Corpse Nourishing process in detail, but
said nothing of the Three Thousand Blood Ink Corpses or the Black Corpse’s Blood Transformation
Body.

But this Elder of the Night Patrol Department seemed more concerned about the central area and
kept asking about it.

Wen Jiu answered truthfully.

Seeing that nothing more could be extracted, the white-haired elder finally gave up, but Wen Jiu
could sense his slight dissatisfaction.

Even a bit of annoyance.
It was at this moment that Mu Canglong suddenly knocked on the door.
"Elder!"

Hearing Mu Canglong’s voice, the white-haired elder’s expression finally changed from annoyance.
He waved to signal Wen Jiu to leave.

After leaving the room.
Wen Jiu felt relieved.

He felt as if he’d just walked over a mountain of knives, and his heart urged him to quickly
distance himself from the Night Patrol Department.

However, things did not go as planned. When Mu Canglong entered the room, he secretly used the
Sound Transmission Technique to tell him not to leave yet.

A moment later.

Mu Canglong walked out from inside the hall.



His expression unchanged, revealing nothing, as if nothing had happened.

"What did the Elder ask you about? Don’t tell me." As soon as he came out, Mu Canglong
immediately spoke, "I heard from the Elder that the Yin Qi within you is extremely severe, already
invading your internal organs and blood?"

Saying this.
Mu Canglong took out a jade bottle from his storage bag, inside were over a dozen Elixir Pills.

"These are Body Nourishing Pills, which can nourish the body, dispel Yin and invigorate blood.
They’re not considered excellent pills, but they’re extremely useful for you."

Wen Jiu respectfully accepted them.
"Thank you, Steward Mu."

As Mu Canglong walked, he said, "The Heterodox Dao may indeed promote rapid advancement, but
it also greatly damages the body. In the future, slow down your speed a bit... Currently, the longest
living practitioner of the Yinzhou Corpse Nourishing Technique reached only fifty-seven years and
Qi Cultivation Sixth Layer. If you wish to live longer, slow down your cultivation speed."

"Understood."
Wen Jiu nodded.
Said no more.

Because if others knew that he was not afraid of Yin Qi and instead used Earthly Evil Yin Qi for
Body Refining, he might be dissected for study.

"Alright, let’s go. Don’t bring today’s events up to anyone... otherwise, I won’t be able to protect
you either."

Leaving a word behind, Mu Canglong turned and walked back into the hall.

Wen Jiu cast a deep glance at the Stone Hall, always feeling a bit eerie, and quickened his pace to
leave at the thought of the face of that Night Patrol Department Elder.

Even upon returning home,

Wen Jiu felt a bit uneasy.

That Night Patrol Department Elder brought too much unease to him,
Also making him genuinely disgusted.

Disgusted at his own weakness.



The feeling of being in someone’s palm, able to be crushed at any time, was too distressing.

Inside the Stone Hall.
Mu Canglong returned once again.

As if nothing had happened just now, Mu Canglong opened respectfully, "Elder Gong, I have
already received news that remnants of the Blood Robe Tower have united with some Heterodox
Demons and Tribulation Cultivators, preparing to settle accounts with the vassal families under
Feixian Peak... Should we take any action?"

"Didn’t you see the Peak Master today?"
The white-haired elder spoke deeply.

Mu Canglong nodded, "The peak is now forbidden to enter, only the trusted aides of the Peak
Master can set foot."

"Clearly, the remnants of the Blood Robe Tower and Heterodox Demons are coming for the Three
Thousand Blood Ink Corpses. The so-called settling of accounts with the vassal families is just a
ploy to distract our attention and resources."

The white-haired elder stated bluntly, then slowly folded something he had written earlier and
handed it to Mu Canglong.

Mu Canglong respectfully accepted it.
But did not open it to examine it closely.

Instead, he continued, "If we take no action, I fear in the future no Cultivation Clan would be
willing to pay tribute."

The white-haired elder spoke with a gloomy expression, "Then act, likely the Peak Master is
currently studying that corpse, attempting to find the secret technique of the Three Thousand
Blood Inks... It’s indeed tempting, allowing one to reach Qi Cultivation Great Perfection at fifty-
six."

Mu Canglong looked up at him but said nothing.

Until the white-haired elder waved his hand.

Mu Canglong immediately turned and left, then took the disciples of the Night Patrol Department
out of Feixian Peak overnight.

Meanwhile.



Wen Jiu lay on his bed, quietly pondering.

Pondering on what exactly was happening on Feixian Peak.

But he couldn’t make any sense of it.

He simply turned his thoughts to the sales channels for the Soul-Seizing Talisman.

Selling them at Feixian Peak was clearly unrealistic; if he wanted to sell, he’d have to find a
Trading Market where no one knew him.

Thinking of this, Wen Jiu took out a map of the area around Feixian Peak that he had obtained
earlier and started looking at it. He saw the Independent Practitioner Market in Lianwu Mountain.

Li Ye is there.

If he went, perhaps he could kill him.

But it would also attract an investigation.
Forget it.

Better find another place.

Wen Jiu’s gaze fell on the other end of the map.

East of Feixian Peak, fifty miles away, there was a Trading Market for Loose Cultivators named
Baihua Mountain Market.

According to the map’s information, there were three to five thousand cultivators gathered here
year-round, including Loose Cultivators, Tribulation Cultivators, as well as Side Peak Disciples, and
Sect’s Main Peak Disciples. Selling Soul-Seizing Talismans here shouldn’t lack for buyers.
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However, going there must result in selling more than just a few talismans.



I need to accumulate a bit more.

With this in mind, Wen Jiu took a short rest before getting up again to draw talismans, preparing
to painstakingly create a batch of Tier-Entering Soul-Seizing Talismans.

In the days that followed, Wen Jiu continually repeated the process of selling non-tier-entering
Soul-Seizing Talismans to earn Spirit Stones, then using the earned Spirit Stones to buy tier-
entering talisman paper.

Sixty non-tier-entering Soul-Seizing Talismans were sold.
This allowed the purchase of thirty sheets of tier-entering talisman paper.

Although selling sixty Soul-Seizing Talismans took a bit more time, for Wen Jiu, as long as they
sold, it was fine.

In this way, over the course of seven days, with a daily success of four talismans and around
sixteen failures,

Wen Jiu successfully accumulated thirty-seven tier-entering Soul-Seizing Talismans. Unexpectedly,
two of them were of excellent quality.

They could be considered superior.

They might even potentially harm a Second-Layer Qi Cultivation Cultivator.

If the opponent wasn’t in peak condition, perhaps it could even kill them.

But for Wen Jiu, they weren’t very useful, though they could fetch a good price.

Additionally,

The proficiency experience of the Soul-Seizing Talisman also upgraded once more.
Reaching the Great Success Realm.
[Soul-Seizing Talisman (Great Success 0/500)]

Just as Wen Jiu was planning to head to the Independent Practitioner Market at Baihua Mountain,
Wang Nian suddenly visited.

He inquired if Wen Jiu would like to undertake a sect task together. With him around, they could
definitely complete it smoothly.

Even a random sect task could earn a few Low-grade Spirit Stones at the very least.



Of course,

Wang Nian’s main purpose was to take Wen Jiu out for some experience.
After all, the edge of a sword is honed through sharpening.

Wen Jiu declined.

But he was very curious about what had occurred that made Wang Nian suddenly want to take on a
task and leave the sect.

"In the last few days, two affiliated family forces have been wiped out. One of them didn’t have a
single survivor, even those not at home were killed!" Wang Nian said with a heavy tone, then
added, "So Feixian Peak issued numerous tasks, determined to find out the mastermind, and the

rewards are very generous. Any task could equal what you earn from the Night Patrol Department
in two or three months."

Wen Jiu’s expression changed, his thoughts not on the rewards, "Was it the remnants of the Blood
Robe Tower again?"

"How did you know?" Wang Nian was puzzled.
Wasn’t Wen Jiu someone who barely stepped out of the main entrance?

Wen Jiu answered truthfully, "I heard some elder cultivators discussing it at the trading market
when I was selling talismans."

Wang Nian understood, and continued, "Are you sure you don’t want to go together? With me
around, I can definitely protect you."

"No, no."
Wen Jiu shook his head in refusal.

Suddenly, he felt it wasn’t the right moment to leave Feixian Peak, so he dismissed the notion of
visiting the Independent Practitioner Market.

He decided to accumulate a bit more.
And then sell everything at once.

Anyway, with Three Rivers Ghost Concealment and Blood Corpse Escape, he wasn’t afraid of being
targeted by Tribulation Cultivators.

Upon Wen Jiu’s second refusal, Wang Nian didn’t persist, pushing the door and leaving, leaving
behind only these words, "If you don’t take this step today, you will still eventually face others in
combat... Without battle experience, you’ll be weaker by three points before the fight even starts!"



On the third day after Wen Jiu refused Wang Nian and continued practicing peacefully at home, he
suddenly sensed people entering the Corpse Remains Death Land.

And not a small number.
Because the Black Corpse detected the presence of many living humans.

Just as Wen Jiu was wondering, there was suddenly a thunderous explosion from the central area
of the Corpse Remains Death Land.

Boom—
A purple-black fire lotus suddenly bloomed.
Dispersing the yin aura, sweeping away the night’s tranquility.

At this moment, Feixian Peak, which had quieted down in the deep night, abruptly awakened, with
a large number of Night Patrol Department disciples taking action first.

Wen Jiu hurriedly found a treetop to look at the situation in the Corpse Remains Death Land. What
met his eyes was the central area formation of the Corpse Remains Death Land being forcibly
broken by a giant fire lotus, and the arriving Night Patrol Department disciples were also engulfed
by the spreading fire lotus.

The scene was immensely grand.

Causing Wen Jiu’s heart to tighten.

Seeing this, Wen Jiu did not have time to think. He immediately summoned the Black Corpse from
the ground and, using Blood Corpse Escape, returned to where he resided.

"It’s fortunate I had the foresight to leave Corpse Qi Marks all around Feixian Peak for handling
unexpected changes."

Wen Jiu instantly stored valuable items into his storage bag and pushed the door open, taking the
Black Corpse with him.

Upon opening the door,
he saw Wang Nian’s wife peeking out from inside with a worried expression.

Without thinking much, Wen Jiu quickly spoke, "Sister-in-law, let’s go, we’re too close to the
Corpse Remains Death Land. We need to leave now."

Wang Nian treated him well, so in his absence, how could Wen Jiu leave his wife behind?
Upon hearing this, Wang Sao quickly nodded and exited,

In stark contrast to Wen Jiu, who even packed non-tier-entering talisman brushes.



In this way,

Wen Jiu kept leading Wang Sao hastily towards Feixian Peak.

Only when they reached the base of Feixian Peak did Wen Jiu feel relieved.
The next moment,

The surroundings of the Corpse Remains Death Land erupted with the sound of battle, with magic
bursting continuously in the night.

Illuminating the night.

and attracting more disciples of Feixian Peak toward it.

Looking up and seeing this scene, Wen Jiu remained silent, simply watching.

As more and more Feixian Peak disciples arrived, the battle situation in the Corpse Remains Death
Land grew increasingly intense, yet with the arrival of numerous stewards and supervisors, this

sudden turmoil seemed to be nearing its end.

But at that moment, a loud bang sounded from the peak of Feixian Peak, followed by the sudden
bloom of a huge purple-black giant lotus.

The commotion is even greater than the Land of Death.
"Damn it... Sister-in-law, let’s go!"

Wen Jiu’s expression turned serious, and he hurriedly set off.
Speeding away from Feixian Peak.

Just as they were about four or five miles away, Wen Jiu turned back to see two figures battling
high above Feixian Peak.

Even from afar, he could feel the surging magical power, which was beyond the strength of early-
stage Qi Refining Cultivators.

Qi Cultivation Fourth Layer?

Qi Cultivation Fifth Layer?

No.

Wen Jiu felt it might be Qi Cultivation Sixth Layer.

"No, we need to get farther away. When immortals fight, mortals suffer." Wen Jiu glanced at the
panicked Wang Sao beside him.



Keep retreating!

Just as Wen Jiu moved back, talismans and magic spells collided continuously, but the battle in the
sky seemed to be dominated by the black-robed cultivator with purple-black magical power.
Moments later, he struck his opponent down into the forest below.

Following that, eerie laughter echoed across the sky.

Yet the black-robed cultivator did not pursue the advantage but instead suddenly transformed into
a Startled Swan and flew toward the Land of Death.

A hundred breaths later.

The previously settling Land of Death erupted once again with a multitude of magic spells and
talismans’ rumbling sounds.

It lasted for a short quarter before gradually fading away.

However, Wen Jiu still watched from afar, without moving.

A quarter.

Half an hour.

Until a full hour passed with no signs of activity, Wen Jiu finally headed home with Wang Sao.

"Sister-in-law, if anything happens, just call me." After sending Wang Sao back home, Wen Jiu
quickly returned to his own place.

The Black Corpse stood guard at the door.
Cultivating throughout the night.
Planning to check the situation again after morning.

Honestly, he still hadn’t processed it; the sudden change at Feixian Peak in the dead of night
happened quickly and ended swiftly.

What exactly happened?

The next morning.
Wen Jiu rushed to the Land of Death.

Upon arrival, he saw numerous corpses placed outside the Land of Death, among them were
ordinary disciples from Feixian Peak.



There were also people from the Night Patrol Department and the Demon-slaying Department.
No less than a hundred.

In addition to that, there were two or three hundred black-robed cultivators who had launched a
night raid on the Land of Death.

Since he was used to the Land of Death, if other newly initiated cultivators were to witness this
scene, they’d probably lose sleep for several nights.

Knowing the cruelty of the Cultivation Realm is one thing; witnessing it firsthand is entirely
another.

Liu Xiao looked Wen Jiu up and down when he arrived, saw that Wen Jiu was unharmed, and said
nothing more.

After helping bury the corpses, Wen Jiu went to take a look at Feixian Peak, discovering that half of
Feixian Peak was enveloped by an array.

Ordinary disciples weren’t allowed up the mountain at all.

Two days later, he found out that the peak master and the remnants of Blood Robe Tower had a
fierce battle that night, resulting in the peak master’s serious injuries, and the corpse of Three
Thousand Blood Inks had been stolen.

This was the reason why everyone at Feixian Peak seemed so downcast over the past two days, as
though their pride had been mercilessly crushed underfoot.

But in Wen Jiu’s view.
Something was amiss.
Very amiss.

The corpse of Three Thousand Blood Inks had always been in his possession; when he buried the
bodies, he secretly checked.

What exactly did the remnants of Blood Robe Tower steal?
Did they steal nothing?
And on this day, Wang Nian returned in a hurry.

After learning what transpired that night, Wang Nian sighed, "I knew I wasn’t wrong to trust you,
kid!"

Wen Jiu nodded.

He declined Wang Nian’s invitation for drinks.



Because he felt the Blood Robe Tower affair was just beginning.
Sure enough.

Four days later, Feixian Peak’s peak master suddenly appeared on Feixian Peak, his aura no longer
as strong as before, seemingly backing up the rumors of his grave injuries that night.

Along with his appearance, two massive flying ships also took off.
A command followed.

Feixian Peak.

Anyone above Qi Cultivation Second Layer.

All aboard the flying ships!

Depart at once for revenge against Blood Robe Tower remnants!
At that moment, Wen Jiu saw through many things clearly.

The corpse was a ruse.

The peak master’s injury might also be a ruse.

However.

Why did cultivators at Qi Cultivation Second Layer also have to go?
"Damn it, can’t escape this." Wen Jiu was very frustrated.

Can’t I just peacefully stay at the Land of Death?
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Chapter 38: Chapter 38: Boarding the Flying Ship
The command was given.

It was akin to a spark falling on dry tinder, igniting the spirits of the Feixian Peak disciples who
had been despondent for days.

Seeing more and more people heading to the top of the peak to board the flying ship, Wen Jiu
remained unwilling to move.

To be honest,
he really didn’t want to go.
Sure enough.

In the sect, one could gain benefits that a Loose Cultivator might never obtain in a lifetime, but it
also required a price.

This price could well be their own life.

Meanwhile, Wang Nian hastily went home. After explaining some things to his wife, he turned and
came to Wen Jiu’s house.

Seeing Wen Jiu still hadn’t moved and was merely gazing into the distance in the courtyard, Wang
Nian hurriedly shouted, "Younger Brother Wen, it’s time to go... You aren’t afraid to go, are you?"

That night, Wang Nian learned about how Wen Jiu had helped his wife avoid a battle, and he felt he
understood Wen Jiu better. That is to say—this guy puts on a brave front but is actually timid
inside!

Nonetheless, even though he was afraid, he was willing to help take care of his wife, so this
friendship wasn’t in vain.

Wen Jiu smiled wryly.

Wang Nian considered him a coward?

But that’s just as well.
He now had a reason to stay behind.

As for what others thought of him, it didn’t matter. It was all about the Heterodox Dao now; why
care about gaining a cowardly reputation?



"Just follow me when the time comes; don’t worry, I'll protect you!" Wang Nian said and then
quickly led Wen Jiu to Feixian Peak.

Which was exactly what Wen Jiu intended.

To cling to a strong ally.

Let the strong lead the charge.

Not long after,

the first flying ship was filled and ascended.

Wen Jiu boarded the second one.

The two flying ships carried at least seven to eight hundred people.

Wen Jiu took the opportunity to glance from afar, focusing on observing the Feixian Peak Master
who orchestrated all this.

Mu Canglong, despite having somewhat unstable aura, was still much stronger than the white-
haired elder from the Night Patrol Department. Upon closer inspection, one could see the paleness
of his face, as if his severe injuries had not healed.

But in Wen Jiu’s view,

this was likely fake.

After all, the previous corpse was fake.

Wen Jiu then glanced at the seven individuals beneath the Peak Master. They were clearly the peak
masters of the various branches of Feixian Peak.

Demon-slaying Department, Demon Suppression Department, Night Patrol Department, and so on.

The seven peak masters all had extremely powerful auras that one could perceive even without
using Divine Sense.

Qi Cultivation Fifth Layer!

All seven, without exception, were elderly.

The youngest were the two female cultivators, looking just over thirty, but Wen Jiu felt this was
unreliable. Because he had heard from the elder cultivators in the Trading Market about a kind of

Youthful Appearance Pill.

"No wonder the Heterodox Dao is not well-regarded... This is probably one reason," Wen Jiu
thought to himself.



Others work tirelessly for half their lives.

To reach Qi Cultivation Fifth Layer.

While in the Heterodox Dao, one can reach Qi Cultivation Second Layer in two months.

How could anyone bear that?

Finally, Wen Jiu’s gaze fell on the twenty-one stewards of Feixian Peak, including Mu Canglong,
and those eighty stewards, most of whom he had never seen before, but he was surprised there
were so many people.

If a single Feixian Peak was like this,

how many were there in the whole Deadman Peak?

How strong must the Blood Robe Tower, which once contended with them, have been?

After his musings,

the flying ship ascended.

And at the moment the flying ship ascended, a huge array suddenly activated, enveloping the entire
Feixian Peak.

As the array on the flying ship hummed, the flying ship flew rapidly towards the sea of clouds.
Into the sea of clouds.

Past the mountain forest.

In a moment, Feixian Peak was nothing but the size of a fist.

However,

as Wen Jiu prepared to admire the scenery, he found himself unexpectedly surrounded and
observed as a spectacle.

The black corpse beside Wen Jiu was too conspicuous. Although it was covered with cloth, the
sinister hand hanging down was clearly visible.

"Is that the apprentice disciple of the Night Patrol Department, Wen Jiu, who practices the
Heterodox Dao?"

"Ignoring the Night Wind Technique of the Night Patrol Department, yet practicing the Yinzhou
Corpse Nurturing Technique, truly incomprehensible."

"Those who love quick and cheap methods often resort to the Heterodox Dao techniques; if it
weren’t for the Heterodox Techniques, could he have become the only corpse burier in fifty years



to advance by slaying enemies? However, all Heterodox Arts shorten life. Even if one becomes
stronger, it’s nothing but a fleeting moment... Cultivation is about enduring legacy."

Hearing the disciples’ discussions,

Wen Jiu could only shake his head helplessly.

He turned around to quietly enjoy the scenery below.
As long as no one came to pick a fight, it was fine.
Let them gossip if they liked.

But just at this moment, Wang Nian leaped down from the ancient tower at the back of the flying
ship and walked towards Wen Jiu. Because he heard these negative remarks about Wen Jiu, he
worried Wen Jiu couldn’t handle them.

"Younger Brother Wen, come over here!"

Wang Nian called out.

Drawing the attention of two or three hundred people.
But Wang Nian didn’t care.

He continued to shout, "Younger Brother Wen, hurry up, what’s there to see looking at the scenery
alone."

Seeing this, Wen Jiu smiled sheepishly and moved over with the black corpse.
Although Wang Nian’s actions made him even more conspicuous,

it did manage to shut the mouths of the gossipers behind him.

And it even attracted looks of envy from many.

Who was Wang Nian?

A member of the Wang Family.

Many people wanted to fawn over Wang Nian but couldn’t.

"I didn’t expect him to have this kind of relationship with Steward Wang," someone in the crowd
whispered quietly.

As for Wen Jiu, he followed Wang Nian up the ancient tower, standing with him at the balcony
overlooking the front of the flying ship.

Two or three hundred disciples were all visible.



Gradually,

with the flying ship’s progression, Wen Jiu saw the anticipation and fervor in the eyes of many
disciples.

Wang Nian whispered, "Do you wonder about their excitement... Actually, it’s not just for revenge,
or to restore Feixian Peak’s honor, but also for wealth. Because Feixian Peak has a rule that the
spoils of war don’t need to be turned in."

"No wonder."

Wen Jiu suddenly understood.

Indeed,

only profit could make people forget about life and death.

Wen Jiu had been curious before, seeing everyone so eager for revenge, to restore face—could the
sense of belonging to the sect really be that strong?

Partly understandable.
But entirely? That would be ridiculous.

"When the time comes, just join me in the fight, I’ll kill, you loot the corpses!" Wang Nian said
eagerly.

Wen Jiu quickly shook his head, "No, better not. I'm only Qi Cultivation Second Layer... I’'m afraid
I'll hold you back, make you distracted."

Are you kidding?

You’re Qi Cultivation Third Layer.

The enemy is also Qi Cultivation Third Layer.

What business does a Qi Cultivation Second Layer have tagging along?

"This kid, what’s there to be scared of, high risk, high reward. Between you and me, killing a Qi
Cultivation Third Layer could make up for years of hard work... It could cover a decade or so of
your Night Patrol pay!"

Wang Nian seemed to lament Wen Jiu’s lack of ambition.

This kid didn’t hesitate when killing the traitor that night.

Why was he hesitant now that there was money to be made?

"T’d rather not."



Wen Jiu shook his head again.
Seeing this, Wang Nian didn’t say any more.

After all, people can’t be forced.

Soon,

the flying ship suddenly adjusted its course,

starting to dive downwards, instantly revealing layers upon layers of the Red Maple Forest.
Within the Red Maple Forest,

there was a fairly large Cultivation Clan.

"The Chen family territory of the Red Maple Forest!" As he watched the flying ship dive towards it,
Wang Nian exclaimed in surprise, feeling it was unbelievable, "How could the remnants of Blood
Robe Tower be here? The Chen Family was the former Peak Master’s clan."

In his impression, the Chen Family was always the most loyal vassal family of Feixian Peak.

Ever since the former Peak Master died at the hands of Blood Robe Tower, they declined, but they
should hate Blood Robe Tower.

How were they now entangled with the remnants of Blood Robe Tower?
And just then,
the peak master on the other flying ship suddenly spoke.

"The remnants of Blood Robe Tower are hiding in the Chen Family... The Chen Family colludes with
Blood Robe Tower, harming our Feixian Peak disciples. Killing a member of the Chen Family earns
twenty Low-grade Spirit Stones! Killing a remnant of Blood Robe Tower earns a hundred!"

With those words,

the Feixian Peak disciples on the flying ship erupted in excitement.
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"Chant the incantation!"
The Peak Master of Feixian Peak ordered once again.

Disciples on the flying ship began chanting incantations and casting spells, with sword shadows
and fireballs appearing one after another.

Ready to strike.

Wen Jiu followed suit but only pretended to chant, as the only spell he knew was Magic Power
Flick, so he prepared to shoot off two shots as well.

Very soon.
As the flying ship descended, the Peak Master of Feixian Peak ordered again. In an instant, over
eight hundred spells rained down like a storm, instantly engulfing the Chen Clan Territory within

the Red Maple Forest.

Houses exploded instantaneously, and the maids who were walking with fruit plates just a second
ago were consumed by flames.

But in the center of the Chen Family, an array suddenly appeared, blocking the descending spells.

From Wen Jiu’s distant observation, many people rushed out from the houses, all showing
astonishment upon seeing the flying ship from Feixian Peak.

There was panic.

There was also disbelief.

It seemed like they couldn’t believe Feixian Peak would launch a surprise attack.

At that moment, the Peak Master of Feixian Peak spearheaded the charge, commanding hundreds
of sword shadows to howl toward the Chen Family, followed closely by seven elders, throwing the
Chen Clan Territory into panic.

Just then, one person rushed out from the Chen Family; his presence instantly provided a calming

effect, stabilizing the panicked minds within the Chen Clan Territory. He then charged forward,
enveloped in ghostly aura.



His laughter was sinister, and Wen Jiu recognized him at a glance as the Blood Robe Tower
strongman who injured the Feixian Peak Master on that night.

"To think you’ve tracked us down; it seems there’s a Divine Sense Mark on the corpse that even I
couldn’t detect... but you dared to come after being hit by my Soul Devouring Technique, truly
courting death!"

After speaking.

The remnant of Blood Robe Tower raised his hand and summoned a Ghost Head, which gradually
expanded into a purple-black lotus, overwhelming as it charged toward Feixian Peak Master Ji

Qiubai, just like that night.

Seeing the attack of the purple-black lotus, the people of the Chen Family no longer panicked; they
steeled their minds and charged at the seven elders of Feixian Peak.

However.

Just as the two sides were about to engage in combat, the Peak Master of Feixian Peak, Ji Qiubai,
suddenly surged with a skyrocketing aura.

Instantly, he no longer looked gravely injured as before.
His aura reached an unprecedented peak, crushing the opponent with overwhelming superiority.

With a wave of his hand, a giant sword rose into the air with a roaring speed, falling toward the
black lotus.

Boom—
With just one strike.

The Ghost Head and black lotus shattered completely, and the once invincible remnant of Blood
Robe Tower was also smashed down into the Chen Family.

"Retreat!"

"It’s a trap!"

At this moment.

Seeing the heavily bleeding remnant of Blood Robe Tower, how could they still be clueless?
As soon as the words were spoken.

The floor tiles crumbled.

Revealing a huge tunnel.



The strong remnant of Blood Robe Tower quickly darted into it, and the others, realizing the truth,
lost their erstwhile composure.

In panic, they quickly followed.
"Pursue!"

The Peak Master of Feixian Peak, Ji Qiubai, laughed coldly, charging into the tunnel first with his
sword.

Many disciples of Feixian Peak, who had yet to jump off the flying ship, were astonished but felt a
surge of morale upon witnessing this scene.

So it was all within the Peak Master’s plan!
The Peak Master wasn’t injured after all!
It was all a facade!

Watching this unfold, Wen Jiu wasn’t surprised, and after disembarking from the flying ship, he
didn’t follow the excited Feixian Peak disciples, who vowed to slaughter all remnants of the Blood
Robe Tower and the Chen Family, into the tunnel.

But Wang Nian was blazing the trail.

Charging ahead faster than anyone else.

Running and shouting about getting rich!

Unable to stop him, Wen Jiu could only let him rush forward, while he stayed behind the crowd.
He was wary of them putting on an act too.

True or false.

False or true.

Who could really tell?

So, Wen Jiu decided to first follow the disciples of the Night Patrol Department to deal with the
Chen Family outside, after all, killing one Chen Family member would earn twenty low-grade spirit
stones.

Not seeking a big haul.
But seeking a steady gain.

"Lao Hei, go!"



Wen Jiu immediately rushed into the burning Chen Family Mansion with the black corpse.

Seeing the approaching Chen Family members, he effortlessly killed them with a single Magic
Power Flick, then sliced off their right thumb.

As proof for claiming the reward.

"Twenty!"

"Twenty!"

"Twenty!"

In just a moment.

He earned a hundred low-grade spirit stones.

It’s best in the sect.

Loose cultivators don’t have such perks for killing enemies.

However, although he earned spirit stones, he was puzzled by one thing.

Why would the Chen Family collude with the remnants of the Blood Robe Tower?

As Wang Nian said, obviously the Blood Robe Tower had a blood feud with them. Not saying they’d
fight to the death, but at least they should be extra hostile to their enemies.

It can only be for profit, it seems.
But what kind of profit could make one forget a family feud and instead collude with their enemy?

While pondering, Liu Xiao’s voice rang out in the air, "Night Patrol Department disciples, quickly
resolve all the Chen Family members, then search the surroundings for other exits, and don’t let a
single Blood Robe Tower remnant escape!"

Following the voice.

Liu Xiao stood firm with his spear amidst the burning houses, but before him was an elderly Chen
Family member, crying in grief, who was also at the Qi Cultivation Third Layer. It seemed these
words were intentionally directed at him.

And he was clearly infuriated by Liu Xiao’s words, shouting with tears in his eyes, "Feixian Peak,
damn Feixian Peak... The Chen Family is finished, my Chen Family’s three hundred-year foundation
is completely over."

Liu Xiao spoke coldly, "Chen Feng, from the moment you betrayed Feixian Peak, you should have
been prepared for this. I not only want to kill but to eradicate the entire Chen Family! Your
relatives outside won’t be spared either!"



The Chen Family elder roared in defiance, his body bursting with blood energy, "Then today, you
will be buried along with us!"

The words fell.
Chen Feng shot out explosively.

With a raise of his hand, he conjured a bloody Ghost Hand and viciously grasped at Liu Xiao, who
confronted him head-on, wielding his spear.

Their clash was immediate.

Liu Xiao was sent flying backward.

He retreated ten zhang before he could stabilize himself.
Then his expression changed.

"Never imagined the Patriarch of the Chen Family, the eldest son and grandson of the former Peak
Master, would fall so low to become a Heterodox Demon, practicing blood magic to cultivate the
Blood Ghost Hand of the Blood Robe Tower!"

Chen Feng roared, "To restore the glory of the Chen Family and no longer be trampled by your
Feixian Peak, any means to grow stronger is the right path! It’s unfortunate you came just as my
Blood Ghost Hand reached the third layer..."

With that declaration.
Chen Feng once again charged at Liu Xiao.
Wen Jiu watched the scene, with no intention to assist.

Because he sensed an energy emanating from the Chen Family Mansion, a surge of blood qi was
gradually rising.

Perhaps greater trouble was approaching.

Sure enough.

In the next moment, countless demonic creatures burst forth from the ruins among the flames,
crazily attacking the Night Patrol Department disciples. Of course, they didn’t spare the Chen

Family either, killing any they encountered.

Just thirty zhang away from Wen Jiu, the battling Night Patrol Department disciples and Chen
Family members had no time to react before several demons overwhelmed them, biting their
necks.



Under the demonic frenzy, those disciples and Chen Family members were decapitated on the spot,
terrifying many disciples into retreating quickly. One or two demons were manageable, but dozens
were extremely frightening.

Wen Jiu also stepped back.

Because the number of demons was not only large, but their strength was also formidable, each
body akin to a Body Refining Second Layer cultivator.

Even for Qi Cultivation Third Layer, dealing with them was not easy, let alone the ordinary Qi
Cultivation Second Layer disciples of the Night Patrol Department.

There were at least five or six around him!

However, fortunately, there was a Black Corpse guarding him.

None could approach him.

But Wen Jiu was not pleased.

"It seems, as I suspected, remnants of the Blood Robe Tower were not entirely unprepared."
Perhaps.

They anticipated this day long ago.

Just then, Wen Jiu noticed the demons torn open by the Black Corpse’s claws, their wounds oozing
with rich blood qi, which made Wen Jiu suddenly think of something.

Blood qi.

Demon flesh.

Corpse blood cultivation precisely requires demon flesh.

Isn’t this convenient?

Level-entering demons are not easily found.

And unaffordable.

After all, one jin of meat costs a Low-grade Spirit Stone.

These beast-like demons here, each weighing at least one hundred jin!

Upon realizing this, Wen Jiu instructed the Black Corpse to slaughter the demons with full force, an
Upper Realm Black Corpse paired with Triple Blood Transformation Body, shredding ordinary
level-entering demons effortlessly, tearing apart any in its path.



In moments, three demons fell to the Black Corpse.

Saving nearly three hundred Low-grade Spirit Stones.

Saving is equivalent to earning.

Equivalent to gaining three hundred Low-grade Spirit Stones.

At that moment, Wen Jiu didn’t regret coming here after all. Though dangerous, in such a short
span, he earned a decade’s salary.

With a raise of his hand, Wen Jiu used Corpse Eye to devour and absorb, then continued to hunt
demons with the Black Corpse.

However.
The more they killed, the more they came.

Only then did Wen Jiu notice that demons kept emerging from beneath the Chen Family’s houses,
as though there was a demon nest underground.

"Demon nest!"

Wen Jiu was startled.

Instinctively glanced at the ground beneath him.
Could it really be there?

Seeing the ever-increasing number of demons emerge, already numbering over a hundred, chasing
and tearing at the Chen Family and Night Patrol Department disciples.

Wen Jiu instantly understood; it was the Blood Robe Tower’s people arranging a do-or-die strategy,
they indeed foresaw this.

Quite ruthless.

"Time to withdraw."

Though the Black Corpse was powerful.

Facing an onslaught of more than a dozen demons, there was little recourse.
Rather than exhausting corpse energy, better to retreat first.

With this thought in mind, Wen Jiu glanced at the now advanced Liu Xiao, who had a new ally and
gradually gained the upper hand, and upon seeing no need for assistance, repelled a few attacking
demons before slowly pulling back.



Retreated outside the Chen Family.
Retreated into the Red Maple Forest.

After jointly slaying three pursuing demons with the Black Corpse, Wen Jiu then sought higher
ground to quietly observe the Chen Family’s battle situation.

Just at that moment, Wen Jiu saw Chen Feng suddenly unveil a talisman, a palm-sized demon skin
Blood Talisman.

Even from a mile away.

Wen Jiu recognized its extraordinary nature.
Blood Talisman.

Even more Heterodox Dao than a Yin Talisman.

Yin Talismans are at least drawn normally; Blood Talismans require a large amount of Cultivator
Essence Blood.

A Blood Talisman demands at least the death of several cultivators.

And the greater the Blood Talisman’s power, the stronger the cultivators it requires to kill.
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"Earth Yin Blood Talisman!"



Both Liu Xiao and another steward from the Night Patrol Department quickly recognized this
talisman, as its notorious reputation was too fierce. Even after several years, it remains a
nightmare in the minds of many Qi Refining Cultivators.

Disciples from Deadman Peak who perished under this talisman number at least a thousand, if not
three thousand, and many have suffered lifelong disabilities due to it.

The most terrifying aspect is that even though it is a Tier One Lower Grade, it can still shake Qi
Cultivation Fourth Layer cultivators. Qi Cultivation Third Layer individuals are basically dead upon
contact. This is a feat that both Yang Talismans and Yin Talismans are incapable of achieving.

The reason is simple: the Earth Yin Blood Talisman is driven by life-force.

Activating one talisman.

Costs a year or two in life-force.

Or even up to ten years or more.

An elderly person like Chen Feng, even just using one talisman, probably doesn’t have many years
left to live.

So when Chen Feng took out the Earth Yin Blood Talisman, Liu Xiao and the other quickly realized
that Chen Feng wanted to perish along with them!

"Retreat!"

Liu Xiao swung his spear backward, propelling his body into a sudden retreat, and the other
steward from the Night Patrol Department hurriedly followed.

But Chen Feng, sneering, pursued them, clearly not wanting to give Liu Xiao and his companion
any chance to escape. He raised his hand, tightly gripping the Earth Yin Blood Talisman. In the next

moment, a torrent of blood flowed from his palm into the blood talisman.

In just a blink, Chen Feng seemed to age seven or eight years.

This caused Liu Feng and his companion’s faces to suddenly change. When they saw Chen Feng
throw the Earth Yin Blood Talisman, they were so shocked that they quickly threw out the magical
artifacts in their hands while pulling seven or eight defense talismans from their storage bags to
activate them.

The next moment.

A deafening explosion echoed through the skies.

Boom—



A massive burst of Earthly Evil Yin Qi and blood energy erupted from the Earth Yin Blood
Talisman, transforming into a crimson ring that spread outward.

Wherever the crimson ring passed, whether demon corpse or Chen Family members, or even
disciples of the Night Patrol Department.

All were instantly turned to ash.
Without any time to react.

After the crimson ring dissipated, within a hundred-zhang radius, nothing remained except Liu
Xiao and his companion, all were erased by the crimson ring.

Though Liu Xiao and his companion survived, the price was self-exploding their magical artifacts,
exhausting all their defense talismans, and their bodies suffering significant impact, leaving only

about thirty percent of their strength, nearly heavily injured.

"What a pity... it was only a medium quality Tier One Lower Grade Earth Yin Blood Talisman..."
Seeing Liu Xiao and his companion hadn’t died, Chen Feng muttered regretfully.

As the words fell.

He also spat a mouthful of blood.

His breath weakens further, yet the frenzy on his face became even more hideous.

The next moment.

Chen Feng suddenly turned around and flew towards the outskirts of the Chen Family territory.
His speed evidently enhanced by some talisman.

Liu Xiao intended to pursue, but was stopped by the steward of the Night Patrol Department beside
him, "Don’t chase, catching up with him, he might very well perish along with us... First deal with
the demons below, the later it gets, the more people will die!"

Liu Xiao glanced at the disciples of the Night Patrol Department engaged in fierce battle with the
demon corpses, felt the chaos within his magical power, and his nearly severe injuries, he
helplessly refrained himself, allowing Chen Feng to escape.

As for the other stewards of the Night Patrol Department, seeing this scene, they also dared not
pursue, opting to deal with the demon corpses first.

Strong enemies aren’t frightening.
What’s frightening is a strong enemy who doesn’t even care about their own life.

What if he has another Earth Yin Blood Talisman?



Without the steward present, anyone who chases will die.

However.

In the Red Maple Forest, Wen Jiu saw this scene and was bewildered.

Damn!

He’s coming towards me!

"What terrible luck!"

Just hiding in the Red Maple Forest, merely avoiding the sharp edge for a moment.

How could the strongest and craziest person from the Chen Family be heading towards me?

Without hesitation, Wen Jiu directly used the Three Rivers Ghost Concealment, intending to
temporarily avoid the conflict, allowing Chen Feng to leave, especially since the Earth Yin Blood
Talisman was too terrifying, filling his heart with deep dread.

However.

Chen Feng crashed into the Red Maple Forest after just a few breaths, clearly unable to fly any
longer on magical artifacts.

As he fell, his whole body stooped a bit, and another mouthful of blood spurted out, his previous
hideous and frenzied aura reduced to barely ten percent.

Seeing Chen Feng taking out a few Divine Movement Talismans to increase his speed from his
storage bag, Wen Jiu instinctively looked at the Black Corpse beside him.

At this moment.

His distance from the Black Corpse to Chen Feng was only three zhang away.
Perhaps a sneak attack could succeed.

If not, he could escape using Blood Corpse Escape.

The Black Corpse instantaneously understood, rolling with sinister ghostly energy towards Chen
Feng.

"Ghost creature!"
Chen Feng was startled.

But the Black Corpse was only three zhang away, with its speed under the Three Rivers Ghost
Concealment, Chen Feng had no chance to cast a spell to block it.



Panicking, Chen Feng pulled out a talisman, not a Blood Talisman, but a normal Tier One Lower
Grade Yin Talisman.

But its quality was top-notch!

As the Yin Talisman activated, a massive sinister ghost face appeared, rushing towards the rapidly
approaching Black Corpse.

Instantly, the ghost face bit into the Black Corpse.
Chen Feng’s face lit up with joy.
But his face quickly changed yet again.

Because the ghost face was torn open by the Black Corpse with just a swipe, like tearing thin paper,
reaching him in an instant.

Thud—

The two hands, filled with sinister ghost energy, pierced into Chen Feng’s chest, already a spent
force, Chen Feng lacked the ability to activate another talisman for protection, and could only be
torn apart by the Black Corpse’s direct attack in disbelief.

Witnessing this scene, Wen Jiu was genuinely a bit shocked—Black Corpse at the top realm,
combined with the Blood Transformation Body and Three Rivers Ghost Concealment was actually
so strong!

A top-tier Tier One Lower Grade Yin Talisman, comparable to the full force of a Qi Cultivation
Third Layer Heterodox Cultivator, was torn apart just like that.

"If it evolves into a walking corpse... how strong would it be?"
Wen Jiu was filled with anticipation.
Could it tear apart a Qi Cultivation Fourth Layer with bare hands?

Putting aside his thoughts, Wen Jiu glanced outside the Red Maple Forest, noticing the Steward of
the Night Patrol Department had already taken note of the disturbance here.

Without a second thought, Wen Jiu swept his Divine Sense, grabbed his storage bag, and quickly
vanished into the forest with the Black Corpse.

Leaving only a corpse and an eerie ghost aura scattered around.

Exactly the same as when he killed Fang Zheng and the others.

Dozens of breaths later.



Wen Jiu was already in the dense forest three miles away.
All around was silent.
Not even the sound of birds, beasts, or insects.

Only the continuous roar of magic and magical artifacts coming from the direction of the Chen Clan
Territory, as well as from underground.

Originally, Wen Jiu planned to find a place to calm his mind and check what he had obtained from
the corpses, but as soon as he stopped, he sensed a surge of blood aura from the Chen Clan
Territory. Turning his head, a blood-colored light shot up from the ground.

The overwhelming blood aura, its richness, momentarily entranced Wen Jiu and made the Black
Corpse excited.

Two thoughts arose spontaneously.
How much blood aura is beneath there?
Why does it feel more than the Corpse Remains Death Land?

Though a bit excited, Wen Jiu forced himself to stay rational, as the sudden surge of blood aura was
definitely abnormal.

"What’s happening down there..."

After pondering repeatedly.

Wen Jiu decided to return later with the main group to check the situation below.

If there’s danger, he can escape using Blood Corpse Escape.

No matter how deep the groundhole is, it couldn’t possibly be more than twenty miles deep.
Blood Corpse Escape covers five miles each time.

Considering the abundant corpse energy within the Black Corpse, it can still be used three times.

When Wen Jiu circled around the back of the Chen Clan’s mountains and returned to the battlefield
from the other side, the demon corpses had already been dealt with, and seeing Mu Canglong and
Si Kongbai appear in the Chen Clan Territory, Wen Jiu understood everything.

Upon Wen Jiu’s appearance, Mu Canglong, Si Kongbai, and Liu Xiao all directed their gazes at him.

Mu Canglong’s heavy eyes seemed to relax significantly upon seeing Wen Jiu, perhaps having
thought he was dead before. Si Kongbai was cold, with an indistinct hint of hostility.

Clearly.



He still remembered the matter of Li Ye.

And held a grudge.

Wen Jiu didn’t mind this.

As long as Mu Canglong was around, he wouldn’t dare act against him.

As he got closer, Liu Xiao quickly rose from his seated state, healing wounds, and delightedly said,
"Wen Jiu!"

"Brother Liu."

Wen Jiu walked forward slowly, holding the thumbs of several Chen family disciples as he greeted
Mu Canglong and the others. Liu Xiao’s hand patted him on the shoulder, "Not bad, not bad, not
only unharmed but also managed to kill a few."

"Just lucky."

Wen Jiu replied humbly.

Then he glanced around.

There were many demon corpses.

But there were also quite a few corpses of the Night Patrol Department disciples.

At this moment, they were neatly placed on the open ground, with more than thirty in total.
Seeing this scene, Wen Jiu felt a mix of emotions.

Meanwhile, Mu Canglong also glanced at Wen Jiu with satisfaction but finally focused on the Black
Corpse, sensing something was wrong. Even after probing with Divine Sense, something still felt
off, but he couldn’t pinpoint what exactly.

But he had an intuition.

The Black Corpse had become stronger.

Perhaps it was not far from advancing.

This kid!

This kid’s Left-hand Path talent is truly terrifying!

Even more potent than the creator of the Yinzhou Corpse Nurturing Technique!

Mu Canglong looked at Wen Jiu, eyes filled with surprise and complex emotions but didn’t express
it directly.



"Alright, take what you can, leave what you can’t, with me here, no one will dare to rob the Night
Patrol Department’s spoils!" Mu Canglong’s words dropped as he turned to gaze at the deep,
bottomless groundhole behind him.

"Everyone."

"Prepare to enter!"

With those words.

Wen Jiu’s gaze shifted from the corpses to the blood atmosphere-filled groundhole.

At this close distance, the severity of the leaked blood aura from the groundhole equaled the
central area of the Corpse Remains Death Land.

If they continued to go deeper.
One couldn’t imagine how much it could be.

This also piqued Wen Jiu’s curiosity about what these remnants of the Blood Robe Tower were
doing underground.
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