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Li Mubai's Profound Energy cup smashed down heavily, but the area it covered was empty.
He scanned his gaze around, flicking his fingers repeatedly. Several streams of pure white Profound Energy chased after the exploding black mist around. Whenever Li Mubai's Profound Energy entangled the black mist, it trembled, struggled for a moment, and was directly refined into nothingness.
In a short while, the largest four black smoke clouds had all been completely refined.
Li Mubai frowned slightly and let out a soft sound of surprise.
At that moment, they saw a wisp of black mist in the distance, less than one-tenth of its original size, churning and actually condensing into the form of "Qing Yuan". After glaring fiercely in their direction, it plunged into the nearby waves and disappeared.
Yellow Brow was about to give chase but was stopped by Li Mubai.
"Forget it, you won't catch up. I didn't expect him to be so cunning, willing to sacrifice eighty to ninety percent of his Essence Qi, heavily injured to flee."
Earlier, "Qing Yuan" self-detonated his body, the black mist scattering to escape. It was a very determined move. Otherwise, once trapped by Li Mubai's Profound Energy cup, he would have had no chance to escape. After the explosion, Li Mubai thought Qing Yuan would preserve about a quarter of his own Essence Qi, so he focused on hunting the four larger black mist clouds. But he didn't expect those four clouds to be mere Profound Energy clones, containing no Soul Spirit. Qing Yuan's Soul Spirit was actually attached to the smallest wisp of black mist, allowing him to escape.
However, after this escape, he lost ninety percent of his Essence Qi. His cultivation level probably wouldn't even reach the Primordial Sun Realm anymore.
"What exactly is the origin of this strange shadow?" Yellow Brow asked with anger on his face.
Li Mubai's eyes flickered. He did not answer.
He turned his head and saw that Fang Yang had also just awakened from his meditation. With Qing Yuan's departure, the struggle of the Black Hand Bone inside his Storage Ring rapidly weakened. Combined with Fang Yang's own Pure Yang Profound Energy and the power of the Magic Formations, it was completely sealed by him.
Fang Yang stood up and first bowed respectfully to Luo Xiaoyan. "Thank you, senior, for blocking him earlier."
That "Qing Yuan" was clearly targeting the Hand Bone in his possession. If not for Luo Xiaoyan, the Jade Hand, helping to block him earlier, Fang Yang wouldn't be standing here now.
Even at his peak, Fang Yang would have struggled against that sinister "Qing Yuan". Moreover, he had just used the Hornless Dragon Eye, which greatly depleted his energy. If that "Qing Yuan" had managed to pounce on him, Fang Yang's Essence Blood would likely have been instantly drained, and the strange Hand Bone would have been lost.
Luo Xiaoyan shook his head upon hearing this. "That evil spirit was fierce. Even if I hadn't blocked him earlier, he definitely wouldn't have let matters rest afterward. I observed that he could sense the body with the strongest Profound Energy to absorb Essence Blood. He likely wouldn't have spared me either. Also, you possess that strange Hand Bone related to him. Once he obtained it, his strength would have greatly increased, leading to even greater disaster."
"Hand Bone? What Hand Bone?" Yellow Brow asked.
Fang Yang did not answer. He scanned the area. Because of the commotion here, many Martial Artists had gathered, whispering among themselves, discussing something.
Li Mubai spoke up. "We cannot stay here. Let's leave first."
As he spoke, he made a turning motion with his hand, and the previous cup appeared again, enveloping Fang Yang, Yellow Brow, and Luo Xiaoyan. Luo Xiaoyan entrusted his children to Luo family Martial Artists who had arrived, asking them to wait outside. Then, everyone inside the cup plunged toward the nearby waves and submerged into the sea water.
Within the Vast Sea, Great Demons were densely packed, and the scenery was dazzling.
Riding in the cup, Fang Yang was fortunate to witness it. As far as the eye could see within the seawater, hazy colored light was visible.
Originally, such deep-sea areas should be pitch black. But due to the various spiritual materials growing there, their radiant light shone through, creating a multicolored, dazzling feeling.
There were also many enormous Great Demons. Before they traveled far, Fang Yang saw many huge demons, not smaller than cities, swimming by. However, because Li Mubai's cup completely isolated their presence and hid their auras, not a single Great Demon noticed them.
"Take out the Hand Bone you mentioned and let me see it," said Li Mubai.
Black light flashed from Fang Yang's Storage Ring as he took out the Black Hand Bone.
Once revealed, black light spread over the Hand Bone, and it trembled violently. The area within the cup, originally bathed in warm, gentle light, quickly darkened and grew gloomy. It seemed this object could devour all light.
"What an evil thing!" Yellow Brow exclaimed with surprise.
The Black Hand Bone was covered in crimson patterns, which were the effects of the Magic Formations condensed by Fang Yang's Pure Yang Profound Energy.
Li Mubai stared at it for a long time, his expression growing more serious. "Where did you get this?"
Fang Yang spoke and recounted the events of his earlier battle with Divine Fist Lei Dun. He also mentioned how Qing Yuan later activated the Dragon Scale Magic Formations, summoning the strange shadow.
After hearing Fang Yang's story, Yellow Brow frowned, looking puzzled. Li Mubai, however, seemed to have grasped something and pondered quietly.
"Old ghost, do you know something?" Yellow Brow asked.
Li Mubai let out a long sigh. His usually carefree and untroubled face now showed only a trace of apprehension. "It should be the Nether Emperor."
"Nether Emperor?" Upon hearing these two words, both Yellow Brow and Luo Xiaoyan were shocked.
Fang Yang had also just heard these words from Luo Xiaoyan earlier and quietly waited for Li Mubai's detailed explanation.
"You mean that person earlier was the Nether Emperor? Impossible. The Nether Emperor was annihilated by the Celestial Lord's divine punishment. His flesh and blood turned to dust, his form and spirit completely destroyed. How could he come back to life?" Luo Xiaoyan quickly said.
"That person was not the Nether Emperor. The Nether Emperor is this object," Li Mubai said, pointing at the Hand Bone before them.
Hearing this, the others were even more stunned.
Li Mubai continued, "Although the Celestial Lord's divine punishment is powerful, causing complete annihilation of form and spirit, making survival difficult for those hit, that applies to the main body. No one knows if the Nether Emperor had any contingencies. What if he possessed something like the External Avatar Technique? It's not impossible for his Soul Spirit to survive. This Hand Bone is not a human thing. It is condensed from pure Malefic Qi. Besides the Nether Emperor, I can't think of a second person."
Yellow Brow smacked his lips, somewhat shocked.
"And... did you hear him say the words 'my Emperor' earlier? What further convinces me that this object is left by the Nether Emperor is the identity of that ghostly shadow," Li Mubai added.
"Who is it?"
"One of the Nether Emperor's Eight Great Generals, the Soul-devouring Rakshasa," Li Mubai said.
"Him?" Luo Xiaoyan looked shocked. After thinking for a moment, he nodded solemnly. "It should be him. The Nether Emperor's Eight Great Generals were all beings with strange and evil powers. The Soul-devouring Rakshasa specialized in devouring others' Soul Spirits for his own use. Not only could he possess the other's body, but he could also learn all of the other's techniques. If it was him, then being able to use Qing Yuan's Hundred-Battle Profound Energy and Hundred-Battle Sacred Body makes sense."
With just a few words, they had confirmed the identity of the earlier ghostly shadow.
Yellow Brow gasped. "The Nether Emperor's reign of chaos was three hundred years ago. They're still alive now?"
"It seems this Nine Vortexes Piercing the Sea phenomenon isn't merely the Sea Immortal's playful act. It's also a place where the death soul of the Soul-devouring Rakshasa is suppressed. Under normal circumstances, it would be hard to discover. But I didn't expect Fang Yang's battle with Lei Dun to cause the Dragon Scale to appear and be broken by Qing Yuan..." Luo Xiaoyan also sighed with emotion.
It all happened through coincidence, but so many coincidences coming together made it inevitable.
Li Mubai said solemnly, "This matter is of great importance. Once the Soul-devouring Rakshasa emerges, he will surely search for the other Eight Great Generals first. If they are all released, the Netherworld Passage will likely face turmoil."
Yellow Brow also nodded. "This Hand Bone in young Fang Yang's hand is crucial. If there's an attempt to revive the Nether Emperor, this object is probably indispensable. Carrying it with you will likely bring much trouble."
"How about giving it to Uncle Li?" Fang Yang suggested.
Li Mubai, the Sage of Wine, was the strongest among them. Earlier, he had forced back the Soul-devouring Rakshasa with just a few moves, forcing him to self-detonate and scatter his Essence Qi. If anyone could safely preserve this object, Li Mubai was the best choice.
However, upon hearing this, Li Mubai gave a bitter smile and looked at Fang Yang. "I'm afraid it's already too late for that."
"Too late? What do you mean?" Yellow Brow asked.
Li Mubai did not answer directly. Instead, he said to him, "Try putting this object into your Storage Ring."
Although Yellow Brow didn't understand, he followed the instruction. He grabbed the Black Hand Bone and stuffed it into his Storage Ring.
He was about to ask "what next" when his gaze suddenly froze. He quickly activated and opened his Storage Ring. The Black Hand Bone, which he had clearly stored inside, had disappeared.
"This..." an exclamation came from beside him. Fang Yang saw that the Black Hand Bone, which Yellow Brow had just stored, had reappeared before him.
"What's going on, old ghost? Explain properly," Yellow Brow asked urgently, surprised.
Luo Xiaoyan was dumbfounded, unable to comprehend such an unbelievable thing.
Li Mubai sighed softly. "I was careless. If I had guessed earlier that this object was the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone, I wouldn't have let you use your Profound Energy to form Magic Formations on it to suppress it." He looked at Fang Yang. "You can check your own Sea of Consciousness."
Hearing this, Fang Yang felt something was wrong, but he quickly immersed his mind and looked inward.
After scanning, his face turned ashen.
"A section of black patterns suddenly appeared on my Soul Spirit."
"Black patterns? The ones that appeared on that Soul-devouring Rakshasa earlier?" Luo Xiaoyan had experienced the power of those patterns and his expression changed immediately.
Fang Yang nodded. If not for Li Mubai's reminder, he would never have thought of it. The strange black patterns were wrapped around Fang Yang's arm, seemingly deeply imprinted within his Soul Spirit. When he looked inward and tried to circulate his Profound Energy to remove them, it was futile.
"Old ghost, what exactly is going on?" Yellow Brow asked seriously.
Li Mubai sighed. "The Nether Emperor's Hand Bone is an object of great Malefic Qi. It has no intelligence of its own, but it contains a wisp of the Nether Emperor's essence. Once Profound Energy is channeled into it, the power of that essence spreads and attaches to the Soul Spirit of the one who channeled the Profound Energy. Originally, it was probably Divine Fist Lei Dun. But Lei Dun died, his Soul Spirit devoured, so it lost its host. When Fang Yang earlier circulated his Profound Energy to suppress it, his Profound Energy came into contact with it and was tainted by the essence within the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone. Now, the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone is essentially parasitic on Fang Yang. Unless Fang Yang's Soul Spirit is completely destroyed, he cannot get rid of it. No matter how far the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone is taken away, it will instantly return..."
Hearing this, Fang Yang felt a sour taste in his mouth...
So unless his Soul Spirit perished, he couldn't escape this Nether Emperor's Hand Bone?
The expressions on Yellow Brow and Luo Xiaoyan's faces were also not good.
The Nether Emperor's Hand Bone was clearly not a good thing. Carrying it would definitely bring a lot of trouble. Not to mention anything else, the Eight Great Generals would target Fang Yang. They would never stop until they retrieved the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone.
Li Mubai looked at Fang Yang with a strange expression. "I don't know how to describe you, kid. This matter could barely be considered an opportunity... but your life will probably be difficult from now on. Unless the Nether Emperor is completely destroyed, it will be hard for you to break free from this Soul Spirit brand of the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone."
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Kill the Nether Emperor?
Fang Yang pretended he didn't hear that.
Although he couldn't precisely know the Nether Emperor's strength, that was someone who had not been completely eliminated even under the divine punishment of the Celestial Lord ranked second on the Dragon List. Fang Yang's current cultivation was far, far from that level.
"What kind of opportunity is this?" Yellow Brow said indignantly for Fang Yang.
Li Mubai laughed. "It still counts as an opportunity. The Nether Emperor's Hand Bone is a great evil object. Within the Netherworld Passage, there is nothing more sinister than this. Its essence branded onto your Soul Spirit, although it might not have any major use, with this thing, you can sense any evil or malevolent thing. Moreover, you become invulnerable to malevolent forces, and no evil poison can harm your Soul Spirit anymore."
"Really?" Fang Yang also looked surprised.
But then he gave a helpless smile.
Even so, he would rather not have this opportunity...
After laughing, Li Mubai's expression turned more serious. "You need to be careful in your next actions. The Soul-devouring Rakshasa will definitely not let this go easily. Once he truly unleashes the Eight Great Generals, given time for them to recover, each one's strength will be within the top twenty of the Dragon List."
Top twenty...
Fang Yang frowned. What kind of monsters were the top twenty? Just thinking about it sent shivers down his spine.
Dao Lord Qing Yuan, ranked in the eighties, possessed the profound and vast Hundred-Battle Sacred Body. If Fang Yang fought him, the difference in strength was such that he would be severely injured or killed by his Triple-Pointed Double-Edged Glaive in less than a hundred moves. Li Mubai, ranked fortieth, could wipe out Qing Yuan with a wave of his hand, their difference like clouds and mud. And reaching the top twenty... Fang Yang had no doubt that with his current strength, encountering an expert in the top twenty would mean instant death upon meeting.
Even with his special techniques and immense potential, in the face of absolute disparity in strength, they would have no effect at all.
"Fortunately, the Soul-devouring Rakshasa was wounded by Uncle Li. He inherited Dao Lord Qing Yuan's cultivation, but lost eighty to ninety percent of it. He probably won't recover so easily. Returning to his peak state is even more difficult," Fang Yang thought silently.
Yellow Brow spoke up. "Fang Yang, why don't you stick with us from now on? With Old Ghost here, even if one of the Eight Great Generals in their peak state comes, they won't be able to do anything to you."
Although Li Mubai didn't speak to invite him directly, the concern in his eyes showed he thought the same. The reason he didn't say it was because he understood Fang Yang's personality better.
Fang Yang smiled. "Thank you for your kindness, Elder Brother Yellow Brow, but it's better not. My nature isn't suited for hiding. Now that I know the danger exists, although I won't go looking for it directly, I also won't shrink back because of it. Otherwise, why would I cultivate Martial Arts and the Sword Dao? A Martial Artist should cut through thorns and brambles, soaring upward. If I were truly a coward afraid of death, I wouldn't have come to this place. With my current strength, wouldn't I be carefree and comfortable in the outside world?"
"Well said!" Luo Xiaoyan exclaimed in praise.
A touch of approval also appeared in Li Mubai's brow. "I knew you wouldn't accept. Coincidentally, regarding the Nether Emperor's appearance, I also have some matters to attend to. I'm afraid I can't stay by your side all the time. But you can keep this."
As he spoke, Li Mubai took out a small jade cup and handed it to Fang Yang.
"What is this?" Fang Yang asked, puzzled.
"This is the other half of my Soul Cultivator secret treasure, the Thousand Wine Cups. It hasn't been refined, but it shares a connection with my mind. After carrying it for many years, it also contains one of my secret arts. If you ever encounter a situation you cannot overcome, activate it. It will protect your life," Li Mubai said.
Fang Yang was touched.
Although Li Mubai said it lightly, since it was the same kind of item as the secret treasure he used for soul refinement, it must have cost him considerable effort, kept for backup. Its value was immeasurable. That he would just give it to Fang Yang showed the depth of his feelings.
"You must accept it. Using this can also repay the favor of the Dragon Saliva Wine," Li Mubai said solemnly.
Fang Yang knew he was just finding an excuse. Not wanting to disappoint Li Mubai's intentions, he nodded and carefully put away the Thousand Wine Cups. "Thank you, Uncle Li."
Li Mubai gave a gentle smile.
Yellow Brow chuckled and scolded from the side. "You old ghost, since you're being so generous, where does that leave the two of us? Doesn't that mean we have to bleed heavily like you?"
"Here, kid! This is for you." As Yellow Brow spoke, he plucked a hair from his yellow eyebrows and handed it to Fang Yang. "You know my Yellow Brow is transformed from an Innate Mystic Treasure, different from ordinary things. Don't look down on this eyebrow hair. Channel Profound Energy into it, and it can turn into a rope specifically for tying people up. Although it doesn't have much killing power, once someone is tied, even a Dragon List expert ranked in the sixties or seventies would be stuck for ten breaths."
Hearing this, Fang Yang felt excited.
How strong were experts ranked in the seventies or eighties on the Dragon List? That this eyebrow hair could restrain them showed its power.
So, he thanked him and kept the eyebrow hair with him.
Seeing both of them make their gestures, Luo Xiaoyan found it both amusing and awkward.
Fang Yang spoke up. "Senior Luo, you don't need to. Earlier, you already passed on your insights on cultivating the Jade Hands Art. The value of that is extraordinary."
"That's one thing, that was repaying your kindness. This time, it's letting you owe me a favor," Luo Xiaoyan said. Then he flipped his right hand, turning it jade-colored, and said to Fang Yang, "Come here."
Fang Yang stepped closer.
He placed his palm on Fang Yang's chest. Fang Yang knew he meant no harm and didn't circulate his Profound Energy to resist. He only felt a gentle flow of energy at his chest, circulating once inside his body before settling down beside his inner organs.
Looking down, Fang Yang saw a small jade handprint left on his chest, like a tattoo.
"I've left a strand of Jade Hand Profound Energy within you. In a critical moment, it can activate on its own. Its power is comparable to ninety percent of a strike from my Jade Hand. It should help you resolve some difficulties."
Fang Yang thanked him.
He was filled with gratitude. Although he hadn't known Li Mubai and the others for very long, these three genuinely cared for him, not hesitating to expend secret treasures and cultivation to leave protective items for him, showing deep affection.
Fang Yang also secretly noted these matters in his heart, vowing never to forget them!
"Alright, now that we understand the origin of this object, let's leave this place. After departing, Yellow Brow and I will move about," Li Mubai said.
Yellow Brow had extensive connections and knew many Dragon List experts. The Nether Emperor's revival was no small matter. It was best to spread this news as soon as possible so everyone could prepare.
"Kid, why don't you stay with us a while longer?" Yellow Brow said, somewhat concerned.
Fang Yang smiled. "No need. The intense fights earlier in the whirlpool were quite fruitful. I need to find a place to quietly cultivate for a while."
Seeing Fang Yang like this, Yellow Brow didn't press him, and Luo Xiaoyan, who originally wanted to invite Fang Yang, also gave up the idea.
Afterwards, Li Mubai controlled the cup again, flying straight out from the depths of the sea.
Due to the earlier commotion caused by the Soul-devouring Rakshasa, there were already far fewer Martial Artists here. With the speed information spread within the Netherworld Passage, this matter would probably be known to all within a day. Of course, those who didn't know the reason would simply take the Qing Yuan incident as a special case of a fierce ghost, unable to connect it to the Nether Emperor.
"Since your mind is made up, we'll bid farewell here," Yellow Brow said to Fang Yang.
Fang Yang nodded. "We'll meet again in the future."
Li Mubai also gave a gentle smile. "You tend to be full of surprises, kid. Next time we meet, who knows what rank you'll have reached."
Yellow Brow seemed to also think of Fang Yang's astonishing actions and nodded in deep agreement, chuckling and scolding, "You kid, next time we meet, you might not even fear the Eight Great Generals. Remember your own safety. Don't die out there."
"I'll be careful," Fang Yang smiled.
Then the two didn't linger. Yellow Brow used the power of his long eyebrows to tear open space, and the cup containing the two of them vanished instantly.
Later, Luo Xiaoyan also regrouped with people from the Luo family. After trying to invite Fang Yang and being refused, they also went their separate ways.
Watching everyone leave, Fang Yang took a deep breath and gave a bitter smile. "This was supposed to be a training trip, but who would have thought I'd encounter this kind of thing... This Nether Emperor's Hand Bone is really a mess."
Then he shook his head. Since he couldn't avoid it, Fang Yang didn't waste further thought on the matter. His gaze swept around. Lightning shimmered on his back as the Lightning Wings activated, carrying Fang Yang like a streak of light into the distance.
Traveling across the Vast Sea for a while, with the help of the Divine Eye Radiance Scripture, Fang Yang soon found an island suffused with Profound Energy.
Confirming there were no large groups on the island, Fang Yang descended directly and entered the island.
With a swing of the Jiugong Sword, sword energy erupted, carving out a deep undersea cave within the island. He entered it directly. Utilizing the rich Profound Energy from the surrounding ocean, Fang Yang sealed the entrance and began his secluded cultivation.
Earlier, during the successive fights within the sea whirlpool—killing Twin Hammers Dong Hai, defeating Ju Luo the Tiger-Pig, and then fiercely battling with Divine Fist Lei Dun—it had been exhilarating. Through continuous use of Profound Energy, the energy within Fang Yang's inner organs gathered, faintly forming a vortex, carrying a Dragon Lake scene. This was the sign of reaching the Dragon-Tiger Convergence of the Heavenly Sun Realm. Achieving this step, he only needed to quietly cultivate to stabilize it, and he could break through to Dragon-Tiger Convergence in one step, greatly increasing his strength!
Thinking of this, Fang Yang didn't waste time. The Pure Yang Profound Energy within him flowed, rapidly accelerating.
Initially, the Profound Energy within his body was like a gentle stream, flowing smoothly. But as Fang Yang intentionally increased its circulation speed, the energy flow became faster and faster. After passing the vortex point, drawn in by the vortex, it violently erupted. Once surging out, it became like a rushing river flowing unceasingly.
Overlapping, connecting the preceding and the following.
In the repeated circulation of Profound Energy, the vortex gradually expanded and strengthened, faintly revealing a profound, solid feeling, as if a dragon and tiger were displaying their might.
Finally, after who knew how long, the Profound Energy within Fang Yang's body reached its peak circulation.
Boom!
The vortex burst, Profound Energy scattering everywhere. Fang Yang felt several violent surges of energy flood into his meridians. For a moment, he nearly felt as if he would burst. He repeatedly stabilized his mind and soothed his body. After the Profound Energy circulated three more full cycles within him, his eyes flew open with a long roar!
At the same time, the surging Profound Energy within him immediately erupted, covering him like raging flames. Fang Yang's whole body glowed crimson and dazzling, with faint dragon and tiger images appearing behind him.
If one looked inward carefully, the location of his inner organs, originally the place for storing Profound Energy, now seemed like heaven and earth. The vortex was like dense nebulae, and his Pure Yang Profound Energy revolved rapidly around the vortex, carrying a sense of endless, profound solidity.
"Dragon-Tiger Convergence, achieved!"
Fang Yang exclaimed with great joy. He slightly circulated his Profound Energy and felt the energy within him surge like a sea, roaring.
Reaching Dragon-Tiger Convergence meant continuous circulation of Profound Energy within the body, a tremendous boost to oneself! With a brief test, Fang Yang could clearly feel the current richness of his Profound Energy, a level absolutely incomparable to before.
"With this Profound Energy, I should have some ability to protect myself."
Fang Yang murmured. Then he took out the insights on the Jade Hands Art that Luo Xiaoyan had given him. Seizing this opportunity, he needed to integrate and comprehend them fully, properly enhancing his strength...
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The Vast Sea was expansive, flowing in serene silence.
The strange phenomenon of the Nine Vortexes Piercing the Sea had long since subsided, and the Martial Artists coming and going from this place had gradually dispersed.
The Vast Sea was a paradise for Great Demons. Very few Martial Artists ever settled here permanently. After all, comfortable places were limited to a few islands. To hunt Great Demons or search for rare materials, one had to venture deep into the sea, which was disadvantageous for Martial Artists. Therefore, except during the period of the Nine Vortexes Piercing the Sea, the number of Martial Artists in this area was usually quite low.
In such a silent environment, the explosive roar of Profound Energy became extremely loud.
Boom!
Above the sea surface, fierce energy detonated. Innumerable waves churned and surged upward, splashing high into the air, reaching heights of no less than thirty meters.
Looking closely, under the previous bombardment of Profound Energy, the sea surface even caved in momentarily. The imprint of a palm floated, several meters deep, and flames coiled around it, rapidly scorching the seawater. This sunken area of the sea lasted a full three breaths before slowly fading away, returning to its prior calm.
The corpses of numerous Great Demons floated to the surface. Just from that single palm strike, at least over a dozen Great Demons at the Heavenly Sun Realm had perished. Moreover, penetrated by fiery energy, many of the Great Demons had their flesh and blood charred...
"Truly domineering!"
A murmur sounded.
Above the location of the palm imprint on the sea surface, a figure hovered silently.
Fang Yang looked spirited and pleased. Profound Energy floated around his palms, faintly transforming into raging flames, crimson and dazzling. At a glance, they resembled flaming palms.
Having secluded himself on an island, and after his internal Profound Energy achieved the Dragon-Tiger Convergence, Fang Yang continued to ponder the Jade Slip that Luo Xiaoyan had given him. It was filled with Luo Xiaoyan's fragmented thoughts and feelings jotted down during his cultivation of the Jade Hands Art. Occasional insights from a Martial Artist of his level all pertained to the circulation of Profound Energy and the execution of martial arts. Upon careful reflection, Fang Yang benefited greatly.
Fang Yang was originally a person of exceptional comprehension. Although the Jade Slip did not record any method for activating the Jade Hands Art, based on the traces of Profound Energy and fierce energy flow it contained, he fused it with his own Seal Arts and Palm Arts. After a full month, upon emerging from seclusion, he had mastered this Blazing Palm!
The palm force he had just unleashed was the Blazing Palm.
The Blazing Palm possessed both the fierce fiery energy of the Taiyuan Divine Fire Palm and, combined with the profound and formidable power of a single seal after achieving mastery in the Golden Bone Forging Body, merged them into one. Profound Energy transformed into fire, causing a qualitative change in Fang Yang's palms, which was why it had such power.
"This palm's force is peerlessly fierce. Combined with the pure Yang hardness of the Pure Yang Profound Energy, it is the best guarantee for a direct clash."
Fang Yang murmured silently. He was filled with confidence. Even if he encountered someone like Divine Fist Lei Dun again, who excelled at fierce attacks using lightning, with the Blazing Palm at his disposal, Fang Yang would remain unafraid!
With the completion of the Dragon-Tiger Convergence and the Blazing Palm, Fang Yang's combat power increased greatly once more.
"Alright, matters here are settled. Next, let's go take a look at that Tenth Layer," Fang Yang said.
The Netherworld Passage had ten layers in total, with several sub-levels. The first four layers were safe zones, allowing newly arrived Martial Artists to familiarize themselves with the environment, and for various groups to rest and regroup. Layers five to nine were training grounds. These areas had many ruins and treasures. Martial Artists gathered here in large numbers, fighting and contending to improve themselves. As for the Tenth Layer, it was the core of the entire Netherworld Passage.
The spatial scope within the Tenth Layer was immense, almost comparable to a continent. It contained all sorts of different environments and was the gathering place for the most elite Martial Artists. Generally, groups ranking within the top fifty on the Celestial Mystic Ranking would establish their main bases there. Experts on the various Dragon Lists dominated their territories, acting with absolute impunity. And since it was the Netherworld Passage, Great Demons were naturally abundant. The Tenth Layer had an extremely high number of Great Demons, including dragon breeds and even shape-shifting Great Demons. It was undoubtedly terrifying.
If the previous layers were places for self-cultivation and training, then the Tenth Layer was the trial ground to verify the improvements gained from one's journey.
Since Fang Yang had come to the Netherworld Passage to temper himself, visiting the Tenth Layer was a must.
Having thought this far, Fang Yang did not waste any time.
He activated the Divine Eye Radiance Scripture, scanning his surroundings to find spatial rifts.
At this moment, Fang Yang somewhat missed Yellow Brow. If he were here, using the power of his two brows, he could directly tear open space and enter, without needing to personally search for rifts. Although that was the case, since he had not left with Yellow Brow and the other, Fang Yang did not mind this trouble. With a sweep, he soon found a Netherworld rift. Fang Yang executed the Netherworld Shuttle and entered the rift.
Boundless darkness surged forth, instantly swallowing Fang Yang.
Within the Netherworld rift, relying on the Netherworld Shuttle's perception of Netherworld space, Fang Yang headed towards the location of the Tenth Layer.
After traversing a long stretch of darkness, light flickered before his eyes, and the Tenth Layer came into distant view. Seeing this, Fang Yang's face showed joy. He accelerated the Netherworld Shuttle, about to plunge straight into it.
Just as he was about to touch that light, Fang Yang suddenly felt a warning. Almost instinctively, he circulated Profound Energy within his body, turned around, and struck out with a palm.
Thump!
His palm seemed to hit something solid, sending the other party flying backward.
Fang Yang looked surprised. This area within the Netherworld Passage should be empty. How could there be a physical entity here? Could it be a Shadowflash Dragon?
No sooner had this thought arisen than Fang Yang dismissed it, for he sensed a gust of wind sweeping through the empty darkness ahead. Although he couldn't see clearly, from the faint breeze it stirred, he could feel that what was moving in the Netherworld space was a person!
The figure that had been sent flying by his palm trembled slightly and then pounced forward again.
Within the empty darkness, a faint Malefic Qi began to spread.
Fang Yang's pupils contracted slightly. He sank his stance and struck out with both palms in succession.
Because they were inside Netherworld space, isolated by Netherworld Qi all around, Fang Yang could move using the Netherworld Shuttle, but he couldn't actively circulate Profound Energy. He had almost no combat power here. Even if he channeled Profound Energy to his eyes, he couldn't pierce through this darkness. Moreover, any Profound Energy force applied to his body would be instantly devoured by the Netherworld Qi.
Fortunately, Fang Yang had gained insights from the Jade Hands Art notes and learned to utilize his own flesh and blood strength. He channeled Profound Energy into his flesh and blood. Relying solely on the power of his bare palms, his strikes were fierce and domineering. He struck repeatedly, forcing that figure back again and again.
But even so, this was not a long-term solution.
Although he didn't know who this figure was, since they could attack freely within the Netherworld Passage, they must have considerable reliance.
Fang Yang looked towards that area of light. As long as he could break into the Tenth Layer and restore his Profound Energy, he would have the capital to face an enemy. Even if he couldn't win, escaping would be simple.
As if reading Fang Yang's mind, just as Fang Yang was about to move, the hairs on his body stood on end. Although he couldn't see the surroundings, through his Soul Spirit perception, he could clearly feel a gloomy darkness surging towards him, like a black curtain, intending to envelop Fang Yang.
"Once I'm trapped, I won't be able to break free at all!"
Thinking this, Fang Yang stepped forward, charging towards the entrance of the Tenth Layer's passage.
"Hmph."
A cold laugh came from the darkness, seemingly mocking Fang Yang for walking into a trap. But just as he manipulated the surrounding Netherworld Qi to cover the exit, Fang Yang's figure suddenly changed direction. He instantly retreated, moving contrary to expectations.
The person in the darkness was caught off guard. He hadn't expected Fang Yang to be so cunning. By the time he tried to manipulate the Netherworld Qi to bind Fang Yang, it was already too late. He could only watch helplessly as Fang Yang left the area.
"I won't let you get away!"
A sinister, ferocious voice echoed within the Netherworld Passage.
Fang Yang's figure retreated rapidly, leaving the Tenth Layer's space. Passing through the ninth layer, he plunged straight into the eighth layer of the Netherworld Passage.
Light appeared all around. Fang Yang felt a lightness envelop his body; he had finally escaped the darkness. He let out a long sigh of relief, looking at the Netherworld receding behind him. He could vaguely see a strange figure following closely to the entrance but not coming out.
"What kind of ghostly thing is that..."
Fang Yang frowned.
To be able to move freely within the Netherworld Passage and utilize Netherworld Qi...
This was definitely not something an ordinary Martial Artist could do.
"Did something else happen during this past month?" Fang Yang murmured.
The reason he came to the eighth layer was to find some Martial Artists and inquire about what had happened, as the ninth layer was truly sparsely populated.
His mind stirred. He swept out with the Divine Eye Radiance Scripture, searching all around for traces of Martial Artists. Under the exploration of his Soul Spirit, his expression turned curious as he suddenly discovered something.
There were actually many places where Martial Artists were gathered...
This was the eighth layer of the Netherworld Passage. Martial Artists were usually scattered. Except for some large groups, they didn't cluster together. But from the previous scan, there were clearly different kinds of Profound Energy, so it couldn't be a single group.
After a brief hesitation, Fang Yang also activated his Lightning Wings. Thunder cracked through the air as he headed towards the gathering place of the crowd.
It didn't take long for Fang Yang to reach the area where people were gathered. Before he could even get close, several beams of light shot through the air towards him.
"Halt, sir!"
Two Martial Artists at the Heavenly Sun Realm, one on the left and one on the right, looked at Fang Yang warily.
Fang Yang hovered in the air, looking at the two.
Their gazes were alert as they scrutinized Fang Yang carefully. Then they exchanged a glance.
One of them spoke, "May we know your identity, sir?"
"Identity? Are you guys from some group here to check passes?" Fang Yang frowned slightly.
The person beside him said, "Judging by your words, sir, you probably don't know about recent events?"
"I've been in secluded cultivation the whole time. I just emerged today," Fang Yang said.
"No wonder," that person nodded. "During this period, chaos broke out in the Netherworld Passage, with countless casualties. We have all gathered here to ensure peace. To prevent infiltration, we are strictly checking identities. Please forgive us."
So something really did happen!
Fang Yang's expression turned serious. Needless to say, it must be related to the revival of the Nether Emperor.
He said understandingly, "My name is Fang Yang."
"Fang Yang?? Could it be the Dragon Pupil Fang Yang, ranked 93rd on the Dragon List?" The person before him became extremely excited, exclaiming at Fang Yang.
Dragon Pupil...
What kind of ridiculous title.
Fang Yang grumbled inwardly, but he also knew the nature of how titles were given in the Netherworld Passage. It must be because he had used the Hornless Dragon Eye a few times during his actions, astonishing people, which led to such a title.
Faced with the other's address, Fang Yang nodded helplessly.
The expressions of the two before him turned quite fervent, making Fang Yang feel somewhat uncomfortable.
He didn't know that during this past month, his reputation had completely spread. His successive actions amidst the sea vortexes that day were witnessed by many profound Martial Artists, who saw Fang Yang's true combat power firsthand.
Instantly killing Twin Hammers Dong Hai, fighting fiercely against Tiger-Pig Ju Luo, and finally engaging in a great battle with Divine Fist Lei Dun had caused countless exclamations and admiration. Especially when the Hornless Dragon Eye displayed its power, everyone present couldn't help but feel awe, leaving a deep impression. Moreover, according to witnesses from that day, Fang Yang was also very close to Li Mubai, the Sage of Wine; Jade Hand Luo Xiaoyan; and Yellow Brow Zu Hai. These three were all individuals of formidable strength. From this, one could see that Fang Yang's foundation was profound, naturally making people not dare to look down on him.
Now, these two had personally met the rapidly rising Fang Yang, so it was only natural they were excited.
"Sir Fang, although you have stated your identity, due to our duties, we still need to investigate carefully. Please allow this object to shine on you." One of them took out a round mirror.
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The man took out a round mirror, about the size of a palm.
The mirror shimmered with flowing light, giving off a mysterious sense that touched the Soul Spirit, but no killing intent was revealed.
"This item was recently forged by the Divine Armory Pavilion. It's a Demon-Reflecting Mirror, capable of mirroring the Soul Spirit and revealing the true form of the target. Since the Soul-devouring Rakshasa has appeared, with its ability to devour souls and occupy bodies, we are specifically using this to investigate."
Fang Yang slightly nodded upon hearing this, showing his understanding.
At that moment, the man aimed the Demon-Reflecting Mirror toward Fang Yang. The light fluctuated, shining brilliantly, pure and extraordinary.
Buzz.
The mirror's light reflected Fang Yang's figure. Suddenly, on the smooth surface of the mirror, swirls of black smoke appeared. As the black smoke emerged, the shimmering light of the mystical round mirror dimmed.
This scene caused both Fang Yang and the two men to freeze.
The two men were just following routine, having guarded and patrolled this place for so long without any incidents. Moreover, Fang Yang was famous, and both of them greatly admired him, so they had not been the slightest bit vigilant. But at this sight, they were stunned, and their expressions changed dramatically.
"Baleful Energy! You... you've been possessed?!" one of them cried out in alarm.
The other man instantly turned pale.
Fang Yang was taken aback, then suddenly remembered the Nether Emperor's mark on his Soul Spirit. Cursing inwardly, he was about to explain. But the two men, terrified, had already crushed their communication Jade Talismans simultaneously.
"Evil presence sighted!" A deep voice echoed, spreading into the stronghold nearby.
Fang Yang's Soul Spirit could sense the commotion among the Martial Artists in the stronghold. Immediately, several mighty surges of Profound Energy erupted, and streaks of light came flying over.
In the blink of an eye, three people appeared before Fang Yang.
One had short hair and wore a leopard-skin shirt draped diagonally across his chest, exposing his right arm, which was bronze and shiny, with bulging muscles. He held an ordinary-looking wooden staff, but under the flow of Profound Energy, terrifying pressure radiated from the staff's shadow. It seemed as if a single strike from it could shake heaven and earth.
Seeing this person, Fang Yang's pupils contracted slightly, recognizing his identity at a glance.
Staff Saint, Sun Rukong! Rank 64 on the Dragon List!
Behind Sun Rukong followed a man and a woman. The man looked like a youth, was short in stature, and had a fair and clean face. Despite his seemingly mild appearance, a hidden scorching heat simmered within him, as if his chest contained a furnace. The woman was beautiful, with elaborate makeup. The most eye-catching features were the two items hanging at her waist: a red jade gourd on her left hip and a shimmering green light Jade Pendant on her right hip. Both were dazzling treasures with extraordinary auras.
The youth-faced one was Fire Mountain Tong Yu, ranked 79th on the Dragon List. The other woman was Jade Gourd Jin Wenjun, ranked 91st!
All three were clearly top hundred experts on the Dragon List.
Upon appearing, their sharp, aggressive gazes immediately fell upon Fang Yang.
The Martial Artist holding the Demon-Reflecting Mirror, his face pale, said, "Dragon Pupil Fang Yang! The Demon-Reflecting Mirror reacted, revealing Baleful Energy!"
Hearing this, the others looked at the lingering black smoke on the mirror. Their expressions turned grim, coldness swirling in their eyes.
"Dragon Pupil Fang Yang? Who would have thought you too have been possessed! No wonder we lost all trace of you after you separated from the Saint of Wine and the others. And now you show up trying to deceive us?" The youth-faced Tong Yu's voice was deep and weathered, belying his appearance. "We don't know if you're the Soul-devouring Rakshasa or the Thousand-Faced Fox Demon!"
Fang Yang opened his mouth, wanting to explain.
But suddenly, he didn't know how to explain. He possessed the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone. It was not something to publicize, and even if he revealed it, the people before him likely wouldn't believe him.
Apart from Li Mubai and the other two, he truly didn't know whom to trust.
"It seems you have nothing to say. Today, let me experience the strength of one of the Eight Great Generals!" Sun Rukong spoke indifferently, his eyes revealing a will to fight. His staff instantly swept down.
As soon as Sun Rukong acted, the situation transformed. His staff swept out, a strong gust of wind hitting Fang Yang's face. Fang Yang felt as if a mountain-like force was pressing down upon him, its power enveloping him, making him deeply feel a sense of being unable to resist.
"So strong!"
Is this the power of someone ranked 64th on the Dragon List?
Feeling his Profound Energy sealed and his aura suppressed, standing still meant certain death.
Fang Yang roared angrily. Within his inner core, a vortex surged, and Profound Energy erupted. In an instant, it was as if flames surrounded Fang Yang. Vigorous Pure Yang Profound Energy burst forth. The staff rapidly grew larger in his vision, and by the time it was close, it had transformed into a pillar propping up the sky.
"Blazing Palm!"
Fang Yang had no retreat. His Pure Yang Profound Energy flowed to his palms and erupted at this moment.
Fang Yang's bare palms turned burning crimson, containing profound mysteries and the meaning of all things—life, death, indestructibility. He pushed out a palm strike.
Boom!
The Blazing Palm met the staff shadow. A large amount of Profound Energy exploded, and countless flames surged out. The people behind Sun Rukong, feeling the heat, immediately retreated several steps.
Two powerful shockwaves collided. The layers of clouds churning in the sky swirled and gathered under the vibration, then scattered. Heaven and earth seemed to have a leak. This abnormal phenomenon shocked the onlookers below.
"He actually blocked it?"
Sun Rukong's expression turned serious, a flicker of surprise in his eyes.
Feeling the force transmitted back through his staff, his heart was also shaken.
He was ranked 64th on the Dragon List, immensely powerful. Sun Rukong practiced the Heaven and Earth Staff Art. A single staff strike could embody heaven and earth, containing power that was unfathomable and hard to withstand. His strike held enough force to split mountains and shatter rocks, to overturn seas and mountains. Yet this full-powered strike was actually blocked by Fang Yang.
"Is it due to the Baleful Energy of the Eight Great Generals? This youngster's power has increased so dramatically..." Sun Rukong felt slightly dazed.
At that moment, Fire Mountain Tong Yu behind him shouted, "Let me give it a try!"
Although he looked like a child, his voice was deep and rough, like a full-grown man. He rushed out, quickly darting in front of Fang Yang. He took a deep breath. Under the effect of this inhalation, Profound Energy from heaven and earth flowed in, layer upon layer entering his chest. His chest swelled like a balloon. Just when Fang Yang thought he was about to self-destruct, he opened his mouth wide, and a torrent of fire surged forth.
The moment it left his mouth, the flame instantly expanded, like a surging sea of fire spreading in all directions, enveloping Fang Yang.
Boundless flames danced, quickly converging and burning toward Fang Yang's entire body.
Fang Yang's gaze hardened, not daring to be careless. This fire power was exceptionally fierce. He activated the Pure Yang Profound Energy within him, and his Great Sun Shield floated out, accepting the engulfing flames head-on.
Bang!
As the flames neared, Fang Yang originally thought they would just burn. Unexpectedly, when the fire contacted his Great Sun Shield, it suddenly exploded. Layers of flames erupted and detonated, like a volcanic eruption.
Truly worthy of the name Fire Mountain...
Fang Yang focused his mind. His internal Profound Energy surged out wildly. In his palm, Profound Energy converged, condensing into a fireball that spun rapidly.
Sunfire Dance!
When the fireball in his hand reached maximum rotation, Fang Yang pushed it out.
The Sunfire Dance exploded upon leaving his hand, scattering the surging flames all around. Seizing this chance, Fang Yang manifested the Jiugong Sword in his hand. He pointed the blade, slashing through the blaze and darting out.
He had just escaped the sea of fire and hadn't yet surveyed his surroundings when a strong sense of danger surged in his heart.
Almost instinctively, Fang Yang slashed upward with his sword.
Swoosh!
Just in time, a red light shone from afar. If Fang Yang hadn't reacted quickly enough, this red light would have landed on him.
Even though it was severed by the Jiugong Sword, the force within it traveled back along the blade. Fang Yang felt the red light was sticky, like a swamp. If he hadn't reacted earlier and had been illuminated by the red light, he likely would have been instantly enveloped, unable to struggle.
Looking up, he saw it was Jade Gourd Jin Wenjun, aiming her crimson gourd at him.
"Oh? Quick reflexes, kid," she said with some surprise upon seeing Fang Yang cut through her red light.
Now facing the three united, Fang Yang experienced a feeling of being utterly constrained. All three were formidable opponents. One on one, Fang Yang couldn't gain any advantage, and against Sun Rukong he'd likely only face defeat. Facing a three-person attack, Fang Yang knew he couldn't stay here. Once captured by the three, he probably wouldn't be able to defend himself.
After all, he possessed the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone. The baleful mark on his Soul Spirit was real...
Thinking this, Fang Yang made a decision.
The Jiugong Sword trembled, and he slashed out.
"Dragon-Snake!"
A long roar and hiss echoed. Sword Qi, like a dragon, swept down, aiming to swallow the three.
Sun Rukong remained calm and silent. He flicked his staff, and upon contact with the Dragon-Snake Sword Qi, it shattered to pieces without harming him at all. Fire Mountain Tong Yu spewed another mouthful of flame, incinerating the Dragon-Snake Sword Qi into nothingness. As for Jade Gourd Jin Wenjun, the green Jade Pendant at her waist shimmered faintly. The Dragon-Snake Sword Qi passed through but didn't harm her in the slightest.
However, Fang Yang's move was merely meant to buy time. While everyone was busy defending, he unfurled his Lightning Wings. Lightning crackled, and he instantly transformed into light, leaving without a trace.
Fire Mountain Tong Yu had a hot temper. He was about to activate his Fire Clouds to give chase.
Sun Rukong grabbed him. "Don't chase. Our priority is guarding the Martial Artists here. If we leave this place undefended, the Eight Great Generals might exploit the opening."
Hearing this, Tong Yu suppressed his anger and didn't stubbornly pursue.
Jin Wenjun furrowed her delicate brows, her tone uncertain. "Is Fang Yang really possessed by one of the Eight Great Generals... Earlier, his Profound Energy circulation seemed completely normal. Even if a Soul-devouring Rakshasa devours souls and occupies bodies, during intense battles, it reverts to its own form, revealing black patterns and spreading Malefic Qi. But just now... it only seemed to be vigorous Pure Yang Profound Energy."
Sun Rukong also frowned slightly. It was precisely because of this uncertainty that he hadn't used his full power. Otherwise, despite Fang Yang's considerable skills, under the suppression of him—ranked 64th on the Dragon List—Fang Yang would have found it difficult to escape.
"Hmph, maybe he was deliberately hiding it, or perhaps his own cultivation hasn't fully recovered, so he can't manifest it," Tong Yu snorted coldly.
Sun Rukong nodded. "Regardless, he has Baleful Energy on him. We can't let him enter. What's really going on isn't for us to investigate. We just need to stay here, protect this place, and keep it safe."
Upon his words, the two nodded. After Sun Rukong praised the two gate guards for their diligence, the three returned to the stronghold...
"What rotten luck."
Lightning flickered, and a figure darted. Relying on the speed of his Lightning Wings to escape, Fang Yang sensed that no one was chasing him. His form descended, landing in a mountainous forest area.
Recalling what had just happened, Fang Yang wore a bitter smile. "I didn't expect the Nether Emperor's Hand Bone's Soul Spirit mark would now brand me as evil. Such a headache."
He originally thought to enter a place with more people to ask what exactly was happening. But it seemed there was no chance now... once he got close, Sun Rukong and the others definitely wouldn't hold back.
"Still, from their words, it sounds like the Eight Great Generals have truly revived..."
Fang Yang frowned. He had heard the name "Thousand-Faced Fox Demon," one of the Eight Great Generals. Different from the Soul-devouring Rakshasa, she excelled at transformation, able to mimic Martial Artists' characteristics and Profound Energy, making her cunning and troublesome.
Moreover, Fang Yang was certain that the one who attacked him earlier at the Netherworld Crack must also be one of the Eight Great Generals.
"It seems chaos has descended upon the Netherworld Passage. This place is no longer safe... I need to find a way to gather the information I need..." Fang Yang murmured.
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Within the stronghold, people were moving about.
Because of the matter of the Eight Great Generals awakening, which had thrown the entire Netherworld Passage into chaos, the remaining Martial Artists had all gathered together, holding one position to jointly resist the outside threat.
The earlier scene of Sun Rukong and the other two making their move, engaging in a great battle with Fang Yang, had also been witnessed by the people below. Everyone was discussing it nonstop.
"Sun Rukong is truly formidable. A master ranked 64th on the Dragon List is really something else. Did you see those staff shadows earlier? Goodness, even from such a far distance, I felt like that staff was smashing towards me, almost shattering my Soul Spirit," someone exclaimed in awe of Sun Rukong's strength.
"Absolutely. Tong Yu and the Golden Fairy are also incredibly powerful. Thanks to them, we can live comfortably here."
"Who was that person fighting them earlier? Does anyone know?"
"Are you stupid? Didn't you hear what they said? That was the Dragon Pupil, Fang Yang!"
"Fang Yang? The rising star who hasn't appeared in the Netherworld Passage for hundreds of years? It was actually him? Has he also been possessed by the Eight Great Generals?"
"He must have been. Who knows, maybe he was already under the Eight Great Generals' command. Otherwise, how do you think a nobody like him could suddenly rise up and become so powerful?"
"That makes sense... It seems the Eight Great Generals' schemes started long ago. I've heard that quite a few groups have already defected to the Eight Great Generals' side."
"Damn those Eight Great Generals! I hope they die horrible deaths sooner or later!"
Amid the noisy crowd, hearing these words, a figure in the corner moved slightly, then turned and left the place.
...
Among the mountain forests.
Fang Yang sat cross-legged. The Profound Energy within his body surged unceasingly. Although he had suffered no obvious injuries from the previous battle, Sun Rukong's Heaven and Earth Staff Art had drawn upon the power of heaven and earth for a fierce assault, which had still shaken Fang Yang's flesh and blood. Therefore, having a moment of leisure, he used his Profound Energy to enter his body and clear away hidden injuries.
While silently cultivating, Fang Yang was also pondering his next steps.
The Tenth Layer of the Netherworld Passage was definitely out of the question. That unknown ghost, freely traversing the Netherworld Qi, likely meant that not just himself, but probably no one, could easily enter or exit that Netherworld Crack. Added to his current status as an "evil presence," the news of the earlier battle would inevitably spread. There were many strongholds within this Eighth Layer, but it would be difficult for him to blend in now.
"The best scenario would be to find Uncle Li and the others. With them as witnesses, my identity probably wouldn't be insisted upon..."
Fang Yang pondered, but he also knew such things were hard to accomplish all at once. Whether Li Mubai and the others, who left that day, were even still in the Eighth Layer was unknown. The Netherworld Passage was dangerous. Even though Li Mubai was extremely powerful, the Netherworld Qi had a suppressing effect on Profound Energy. Whether they could contend with that unidentified ghost was another matter entirely...
At that moment, Fang Yang's heart gave a sudden jolt. He sensed something and looked into the distance ahead. He vaguely detected Profound Energy fluctuations ahead, as if from a fight.
Fang Yang hesitated briefly, then set off towards it. The location of the fight was quite far from the stronghold. Perhaps he could encounter some scattered Martial Artists and inquire about recent events.
His Lightning Wings fluttered. Fang Yang's form transformed into lightning, instantly vanishing.
In just a few breaths, Fang Yang had already approached the source of the Profound Energy fluctuations. Still some distance away, he gazed intently.
Down in the mountain forests below, several figures were fiercely battling. A Martial Artist with a cultivation of only the late Primordial Sun Realm was fleeing in a sorry state, while over ten others closely pursued and surrounded him. These ten-plus individuals had respectable cultivation bases, but their movements were somewhat odd. They didn't exhibit particularly strong Profound Energy surges, and Fang Yang vaguely sensed an unpleasant aura from them. The fleeing Primordial Sun Realm Martial Artist seemed to possess a Mystic Armament, which transformed into light to block attacks, preventing him from being killed under the assault of so many.
Fang Yang immediately activated the Divine Eye Radiance Scripture, using his Soul Spirit to form an eye and peer intently.
With a single sweep, Fang Yang's expression darkened.
The Soul Spirits within these ten-plus individuals had perished; they were hollow and empty, clearly dead bodies. Yet, Vitality flowed within them, vigorous and abundant, unlike the dead.
"A trick of Jiang Bieshu!"
Thinking this, Fang Yang's gaze sharpened, and he decisively took action.
That old fellow Jiang Bieshu was Kui Shan's sworn enemy. If his men were here now, did that mean he was also stationed within this Eighth Layer?
...
Lü Ye was desperately fleeing. Stumbling and staggering, he charged forward recklessly. Watching the figures swiftly chasing him from all sides, he clenched his teeth, disregarding everything else.
He had been too careless...
He had thought that staying in the stronghold for seven days meant he was safe. But he never expected this group had been lying in ambush outside, waiting until he was quite far from the stronghold before rushing out all at once to pursue and kill him.
Lü Ye's strength was too weak. He was no match for any of them in a one-on-one fight, let alone being chased by so many. If not for the protective item in his hand, he probably wouldn't have made it a hundred steps before being killed by these "Wooden Men."
But even so, feeling the Profound Energy of the protective item in his hand weakening, it was about to be depleted.
"Could it be... I'm going to die here today..."
He was so unwilling!
He hadn't even completed his entrusted task, yet he was about to die at the hands of these Wooden Men.
Bang!
A palm force struck down, a powerful force sweeping through. Lü Ye's body was sent flying. The earthy-yellow glow flickering twice over his body could no longer hold, crack, shattering apart.
Once the Profound Energy shield shattered, Lü Ye's face turned pale. There was no way out now.
With his current cultivation, putting up any resistance against even one of them would be difficult, let alone so many. Seeing the ten Wooden Men leaping towards him like ghosts, he somewhat resignedly closed his eyes.
Right at that moment, a clear, ringing sound reached his ears.
A sharp sword was drawn, its sound crisp and resonating. Then, a dazzling light flashed before his eyes and vanished. Even with his eyes closed, Lü Ye could vaguely sense the power of that sword light.
A series of messy, heavy thuds sounded as things hit the ground.
Lü Ye was stunned for a moment, then slowly opened his eyes. The group of Wooden Men that had charged at him earlier now lay scattered on the ground, their flesh trembling, yet not a drop of blood flowed out. Standing before him was a black-robed man with an upright posture.
Who was this...
"Truly a bunch of monsters."
This person was naturally Fang Yang. Sensing the Wood Qi of Jiang Bieshu on these pursuers, he had acted decisively, drawing the Jiugong Sword and striking them down with a single slash.
After cutting down these strange Living Dead with one sword, Fang Yang's brow remained tightly furrowed.
These fellows were not human. They contained Jiang Bieshu's Wood Qi inside them, their Vitality vigorous. Although Fang Yang had sliced them apart, their Vitality persisted. He saw lumps of flesh wriggling, and half-bodies actually wobbled back to their feet.
A cold gleam flashed in Fang Yang's eyes. Intention surged on the Jiugong Sword, and fierce flames blazed.
He slashed out with his sword again. This time, the blade carried scorching power. As soon as it struck, whoosh, flames ignited on the bodies of these Living Dead. Then the fire penetrated their forms, burning away the Wood Qi. In an instant, the Wood Qi within the dozen-plus Living Dead was completely consumed, and they turned into decaying corpses burned to ashes.
"Previously, Jiang Bieshu's methods required very high-quality corpses, right? Only Martial Artists of the level of the Golden Lion Wan Qingtian or Ice Mountain Xue Jun could withstand his Arcane Art. Yet now, some of these Martial Artists are even at the Primordial Sun Realm level... How could it succeed..."
As Fang Yang muttered to himself, Lü Ye behind him came to his senses and quickly spoke up, "Thank you for saving me, Senior!"
Fang Yang turned around.
When Lü Ye saw his face, after a moment of shock, he was overjoyed, "You... you're Fang Yang?"
Fang Yang inwardly thought, 'This is bad.' His "evil presence" reputation had likely already spread. Being recognized now probably meant he couldn't gather any information easily. Thinking this, he noticed the other's expression wasn't fear, but overwhelming delight, which surprised him somewhat.
"Who are you? Do you know me?"
"I... I came looking for you," Lü Ye hurriedly stood up, excitement on his face. "After I heard news of your arrival in the stronghold, I rushed over immediately. I finally found you. Any later would have been too late."
"Too late? Too late for what?" Fang Yang asked curiously.
"Kui Shan... Kui Shan will die," Lü Ye said.
Hearing this, Fang Yang's expression changed. He abruptly took a step forward. Lü Ye felt the world before him seemed to shrink under that step. A pressure, as if the very heavens and earth were rushing towards him, made his body tremble.
"What did you say? Kui Shan? Mountain Goblin Kui Shan? What happened to him?" Fang Yang shouted.
The shout, vibrating his Soul Spirit, helped Lü Ye stabilize his emotions a bit. He hurriedly said, "Kui Shan... he was captured by Jiang Bieshu."
"What!" Fang Yang was shocked. He steadied his mind and spoke, "Explain in detail, take your time. What's your name? Where are you from?"
Lü Ye nodded, took a few deep breaths, and then began, "My name is Lü Ye. I was originally an ordinary Martial Artist in the
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