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There was actually someone?!
This surprised Zhang Yang greatly.
Wasn't the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins supposed to open only on the fifth day of May?
He was surprised; even he hadn’t fully figured out why he was able to enter early.
How could there be others inside the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins?
He was bound by these void divine stone steps, unable to escape, and could only stand there, looking at the incoming person.
It was a man wearing a pitch-black armor, pitch-black combat boots, and carrying a pitch-black spear on his back.
The armor also had a skull pattern on it.
Moreover, he exuded an ominous aura.
He said in a deep voice, "Ghostly Divine Platform, Sky Devouring Ghost Guard!"
As one of the biggest enemies, Zhang Yang already had a deep understanding of the Ghostly Divine Platform.
The most terrifying of the Ghostly Divine Platform were the Ghost King Guards.
However, the Ghost King Guards were few in number and extremely powerful.
Besides that, the Ghostly Divine Platform also nurtured many other forces, such as Sky Devouring Ghost Guards, God-Slaying Ghost Guards, and so on.
These ghostly guards were all extraordinary.
"Sky Devouring Ghost Guard, Ghost Wind, greets you who are seeking death, hahaha..."
He introduced himself.
Zhang Yang stared at him intensely and said in a deep voice, "Why are you in the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins?"
Ghost Wind laughed wildly as if he had heard a supremely ridiculous joke. After a long while, he said, "In the Southern Region, is there any place that our Ghostly Divine Platform cannot handle?"
This answer silenced Zhang Yang.
Being a black hand that ran through all major events since the Eternal Night in the Southern Region, and openly acknowledging itself as the behind-the-scenes manipulator, was there any place that the Ghostly Divine Platform could not handle?
For the first time, Zhang Yang deeply understood the meaning of that statement.
Even in the Vast Forest, they could meddle, let alone the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins.
He should have anticipated it long ago.
Only...
He frowned deeply, carefully pondered, and asked doubtfully, "When I was in front of the hundred-meter giant corpse, were you nearby?"
"Tsk tsk, impressive, you actually figured it out afterward." Ghost Wind’s smile was indescribably mocking. "Yes, I did spot you. I thought I could take the opportunity to eliminate you, but I didn’t expect you to go deep inside, forcing me to choose cautiously. As expected, walking in this direction, you still couldn’t resist the temptation of the holy treasure and the inheritance of the saint, walking onto this dead end yourself."
Zhang Yang silently cursed himself for his carelessness.
Instinctively thinking that the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins was empty, even though he had vaguely sensed something earlier, he hadn’t paid much attention.
Now he realized that he must stay alert wherever he was.
But, speaking again, why hadn’t Ghost Wind alerted him immediately?
He was nothing compared to how he was back in the Vast Forest.
"What realm are you in?" Zhang Yang sensed a more crucial question.
Ghost Wind laughed heartily. "Fifth level of the Ascending to Heaven realm!"
So it was true!
Zhang Yang's expression turned icy. No wonder his vigilance had been so low—the gap in their cultivation realms was immense.
Currently at the eighth level of the Touching Heaven realm, he trailed Ghost Wind by a full six minor levels—one major realm included. This gulf far exceeded the disparity he had faced against the Golden Cauldron Sacred Land's generation. Back then, even Qiu Lingshui—the strongest among them—had only been at the second level of the Ascending to Heaven realm.
The gap between even three minor levels within the Ascending to Heaven realm was significant. And this man’s aura was incredibly dense and steady, his actions calculated and calm—clear signs that he was no commoner, but a genius. Truly extraordinary.
"This path is dead end," Zhang Yang stated. "Hence why you didn't take the holy treasure. But that also means danger for me." He paused. "Since that's the case, could you let me know the truth of the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins before I die?"
Ghost Wind chuckled darkly. "Of course. It’s rare to encounter a special case like you. Consider your dying request granted."
Like a chatterbox, he began laying bare the true nature of the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins.
Only after listening did Zhang Yang realize that this place, seemingly overflowing with opportunities, was instead drenched in blood.
Three years prior, the Ghostly Divine Platform had conquered the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins. They secretly funneled people inside to plunder treasures, eventually establishing a city within the ruins—Ghost City.
Not to be outdone, the Great Xia Empire produced a phoenix woman—a person who managed to obtain the phoenix soul condensed over millennia within the ruins. She brought in her own followers and founded a rival city—Phoenix City.
The two cities opposed each other, fighting and plundering treasures, yet remained strangely complicit in keeping the truth hidden.
They also uncovered a great secret: during the five-month period of external access—from the fifth day of the fifth month to the tenth day of the tenth month—the more cultivators who died seeking fortune inside, the more buried treasures and unrivaled Spiritual essences would be unearthed or born once the ruins resealed, drawn forth by its mysterious forces.
Thus, they conspired, spending each open period inciting chaos. Directly or indirectly, they slaughtered no fewer than a hundred thousand souls each time.
To protect their secret, both sides tacitly worked together to suppress the ruin's power limit during the open season to the first level of the Ascending to Heaven realm. But they could operate freely in the fourth month at the fifth level of the Ascending to Heaven realm, maximizing their own gains.
The so-called opportunities of the open season? Mostly discards, or things they couldn’t seize—like this holy treasure.
That was the grim reality of the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins.
Ghost Wind concluded, "Actually, both Ghost City and Phoenix City remained hidden most of the year. Why we’re active now? It’s because the Phoenix Woman is undergoing nirvana. A success means she truly transforms into a Daybreak Phoenix Luan—an outcome we naturally oppose." His voice hardened. "So we’re scouring every corner. Phoenix City searches too, guarding their asset, for both her nirvana and her whereabouts are linked to these ruins, unknown even to them. And quite unexpectedly, they led me straight to you."
Only then did Zhang Yang fully grasp the blood-soaked truth hidden beneath the ruins' veneer.
Who besides the Ghostly Divine Platform and the Great Xia Empire knew how murderous the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins truly were? Likely not even the Two Major Holy Places, the other three Forbidden Lands, or the two intelligence organizations.
"This holy treasure holds the Saint Path inheritance," Ghost Wind sneered. "If it wasn't impossible to remove, do you think we’d leave it for you? Only a fool like you wouldn’t suspect this."
Zhang Yang had considered it—why hadn't it been retrieved during the last opening? But thinking he was alone, he dared to try. Now, he was trapped.
Yet he remained calm.
Since this inheritance was left behind, it was meant to be claimed. Over countless years, its defenses had surely eroded—he might still find a way.
He focused his mind, scrutinizing the treasure intently, searching for a path to its summit.
Suddenly, others arrived.
A piercing eagle’s cry tore through the sky.
A trail of fierce flames surged forward. Standing on the back of a crimson-feathered Blazing Divine Eagle was a woman bearing a sword. She shot toward them, followed by a host of men and women in blazing red battle robes racing across the ground.
Seeing her, Ghost Wind instantly tensed. "Phoenix City! Luan You'er!"
While both cities united against outsiders, the brutal infighting between them remained, making their relationship perpetually strained.
Luan You'er cast a frosty glance at Ghost Wind before fixing her gaze on Zhang Yang. "Are you Zhang Yang," she demanded coldly, "formerly of the Vast Forest?"
Zhang Yang gave a dismissive grunt.
Luan You'er declared, "By command of the Great Xia Imperial Grand Uncle, Mu Yujing: Utilize all forces of Phoenix City to kill Zhang Yang!"
Her voice still echoed when another group appeared—over thirty Sky Devouring Ghost Guards, led by a heavily built man.
Ghost Wind started again at his appearance. "Ghost Tiger?"
Ghost Tiger stated flatly, "King Ghost Wuyou relayed orders from the Ghostly Divine Platform: Cease the search for the Phoenix Woman. Muster all forces of Ghost City to kill a man named Zhang Yang."
It seemed both cities of the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins had united to hunt Zhang Yang down.
Members from both factions exchanged bewildered glances. Who was this Zhang Yang? How had he angered the highest echelons of both the Great Xia Empire and the Ghostly Divine Platform enough to make them abandon hunting the Phoenix Woman and instead unite to kill him?
"I don't know what earth-shattering deeds you committed in the outside world to enrage both the Great Xia Empire and the Ghostly Divine Platform," Luan You'er said, contempt lacing her voice as she pointed at the seven steps before the suspended holy treasure—the jade bottle. She snapped, "But setting foot on this path of the dead saint? Zhang Yang, you are doomed!"
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The people of Phoenix City and Ghost City gave the name "path of the dead saint" to this seven-step path.
At the end of this path lay the holy treasure, the inheritance of the saint; even the Great Xia Empire and the Ghostly Divine Platform were intensely drawn to it.
It was known that a thousand years ago, in that vast, far-reaching war, saints fell like rain.
Yet, those who could leave behind their inheritance were few and far between.
Rarer still were those who could leave their inheritance so openly and righteously.
Thus, it was clear that the saint who left behind this holy treasure and inheritance must have been extraordinarily powerful and terrifying.
Alas, despite occupying this place for a long time, they remained powerless to seize it.
That was why they gave it the name "path of the dead saint."
Luan You'er sneered and judged that Zhang Yang was seeking death.
Ghost Wind and Ghost Tiger were no different.
They did not believe at all that Zhang Yang could come down alive.
After all, every year, they would make attempts.
Each time, the result was death for those who tried, without exception.
Zhang Yang's heart was filled with exhilaration, not nervousness.
He was always the kind of person who loved challenges, yearning for them.
The more difficult the problem he faced, the calmer he became, especially when he entered that wondrous state of a tranquil mind, as if in harmony with heaven and earth.
This time was no exception.
Whenever this happened, he seemed to elevate himself, gaining keen judgment over all things.
Therefore, he unhesitatingly took another step, ascending to the second step.
In an instant, the Holy Intention became imposing, and the Holy Might rolled out like a tide.
Hazily, it seemed as if a saint was about to emerge.
Moreover, a spiritual oppression formed, and he seemed to hear saintly whispers in his ears.
He paused briefly and then continued stepping forward.
The third step.
The moment he stepped onto it, the scene before his eyes transformed dramatically.
The imposing Holy Intention and surging Holy Might coalesced into a real saint, who remained blurred yet felt genuinely present.
At the same time, a fearsome holy power pressed down on his body, giving him a sense of imminent collapse.
The faint saintly whispers in his ears struck straight to his core.
"What is martial arts?"
"What is the path?"
"What is the purpose of martial arts?"
"In the presence of a saint, how shall you conduct yourself?"
A series of saintly whispers questioned him directly to the heart, as if aiming to shake his heart of martial arts, making him feel reverence, bowing his head, and listening to the path of a saint.
Zhang Yang's mind grew briefly dazed when he heard this, but only for a moment.
He then raised his head again, his eyes blazing with divine light, and growled, "What is martial arts? What is the path? Why should I explain my martial arts journey to you?"
"I cultivate martial arts based on my own heart only; I do not need to explain it to you."
"A saint?"
"Sorry! I aspire to become immortal; I must be fearless and unafraid—what does a saint matter?"
This was his martial arts way, his true self.
Ever since setting out on the martial path and learning of saints, he had never taken saints too seriously.
When he faced Chi Zhenyi's spirit, it was the same.
Later, facing Lie Qingshan, it was also the same.
When a revered sage like Liu Yinhua descended upon Mo City, Zhang Yang had chosen without hesitation to slay the sage!
Because in his eyes, only celestials mattered.
The blurred figure of the sage remained before him, yet he strode forward resolutely, like shattering an obstacle before his eyes, utterly disregarding it.
He ascended three steps in succession, reaching the sixth step.
Only one step remained ahead.
This whole process happened incredibly swiftly, stunning Luan You’er, Ghost Wind, and Ghost Tiger, who had been sneering and waiting for his demise on the path of the dead saint. Their faces paled visibly.
“He actually reached the sixth step.”
“Could it be... the holy treasure, the inheritance of the saint, might truly fall into his hands?”
“Something our two cities couldn’t resolve, he can accomplish? No wonder the Ghostly Divine Platform and their Great Xia Empire jointly issued the order, even temporarily abandoning the search for the Phoenix Woman. This man... is formidable!”
Doubt had begun to stir within them.
Zhang Yang’s heart, however, remained unwavering and resolute. From beginning to end, he had never held the sages in high regard.
His ultimate goal in martial arts had always been... Ascension.
Perhaps it was because, unlike others who had instructors since they began cultivation, extolling the majesty of sages and preaching the despair of the severed Path of Ascension, instilling deep-seated reverence and hopelessness within their bones, in their very souls...
He was different.
It was precisely for this reason that he was walking a path uniquely his own.
Likewise, this path of the dead saint faintly revealed to him the conviction held deep within his heart.
He felt he was beginning to grasp the essence of his own martial way.
“Haaah...”
He exhaled a turbid breath, paused but briefly, and strode towards the final step.
As his foot landed upon it, heaven and earth shifted violently. Tremendous Holy Might surged as if from the edge of the sky. A colossal hand blotted out the sky, covering the dome of heaven, crushing all before it, descending to smother him.
A terrifying, resounding voice, holy and vast, filled the world, echoing within the depths of his soul and resonating in his mind.
"All beneath the sages are but mere ants!"
It radiated the arrogance of a sage reigning from the clouds, viewing all beings as insignificant insects. It was a suppression aimed directly at Zhang Yang’s martial heart, an attempt by an invincible saint’s will to shatter his unwavering conviction.
Zhang Yang lifted his head towards the enormous palm whose lines were clearly visible even as it blotted out the sky and murmured, "A sage? Were I to attain Ascension, even a sage would be no more than an ant!"
He did not bow his head.
He held steadfast to his own Way.
The thundering holy voice boomed with even more domineering force: "Insulter of sages, DIE!"
The terrifying gigantic hand crushed the void, solidifying into a palm of palpable, annihilating force as it slammed down.
At that instant, the blood within Zhang Yang’s body boiled. He felt as if he were thrust back into those moments of bleeding and injury in the past.
Each time he bled, fury consumed him. For it carried a deep, soul-searing shame born from the very marrow of his being. Even when the Demon Warlord, the saint of the Demon Sword Forbidden Area, wounded him amidst the Diamond Temple in the Vast Forest, that burning humiliation remained.
Now, amplified and set ablaze by this terrifying pressure, it felt as if a distant, ancient howl of fury resonated through his seething bloodline.
Zhang Yang couldn’t decipher the sound clearly; only overwhelming fury, rebellion, and the searing shame of being despised by a saint burned wildly within him. Half-lost, half-aware, it seemed a mysterious resonance awakened deep within his blood. A cold snarl tore from his lips:
"If the celestials are but ants... then what is a mere SAGE?"
As soon as the words left his mouth, the immense, sky-covering hand instantly disintegrated.
All illusions before his eyes vanished like smoke.
Only the blood within his veins continued its fervent boiling, surging power flooding him. An immense feeling arose within him – an impossible sense that beneath his feet lay not just the Southern Region, but the entire vast world, even the Primal Universe itself; as if heaven, earth, and all creation knelt before him.
He then ascended the seventh step.
Setting his foot upon it felt like the infinite expansion of the world. He stood now upon its very apex.
Physically, the seven steps rose barely more than ten meters. Yet, upon reaching the summit, it felt like soaring high above the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins. The entire realm unfurled below him.
The majestic Phoenix City in the East.
The strange and spectral Ghost City of the West.
The colossal corpse of the hundred-meter giant.
The dragon bones stretching for a hundred miles.
The Daybreak Phoenix Luan whose radiance bathed the entire Daybreak Phoenix Ruins.
He understood: these were visions left behind by the master of this holy treasure and of this saint's inheritance.
These seven steps were an ordeal for the inner world. Failure meant collapse, threatening life itself. Successors who ascended, however, experienced this "commanding the world beneath one's feet" sensation. For in the vast world birthed after the Eternal Night... sages reigned supreme.
Zhang Yang lowered his gaze.
In the eyes of Luan You’er, Ghost Wind, Ghost Tiger, and the others, past the shock... burned naked greed.
"The path of the dead saint," Luan You’er spoke, her beautiful eyes exceptionally luminous, unable to mask her fervor – a glance at the holy jade bottle causing her voice to tremble slightly with excitement, "is akin to the trial of questioning the heart of martial arts encountered in the Small Boundless realm. Many at Small Boundless realm struggle to pass it. Yet you... you actually succeeded! You did it! Excellent! Truly worthy of being marked for death above even the search for the Phoenix Woman! Splendid! Now that you've taken the holy treasure... your life and that treasure are ours!"
Ghost Wind greedily added, "The inheritance within the holy treasure belongs to the saint. The Ghostly Divine Platform long ago assessed this saint... likely the soaring saint of legend, the one who dared challenge our first sage, God King Taiyi! To obtain his legacy... ensures becoming one of the era's truly unrivaled sages!"
Ghost Tiger already seemed barely able to restrain himself, eager to kill and seize the treasure.
Gazing down upon them, Zhang Yang only responded with cold, disdainful laughter.
Fueled by his boiling blood's contempt for sages, and his own fearless heart, a potent battle will churned within him. Even knowing their realms far surpassed his... he yearned for the fight.
He wanted to test just how strong Ascending Heaven Stage Five could be.
He hoped they wouldn’t disappoint.
Kill him and seize his treasure?
He was contemplating killing them for their treasures!
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For Zhang Yang, the people who had already been plundering treasures in the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins were walking troves of riches.
But, he had fiercely provoked them.
"Kill me and steal my treasures? Heh, you better ponder this: after I reveal the bloody truth of the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins to outsiders, how would everyone in the Southern Region treat you all?"
"Even if you came from the Great Xia Empire or the Ghostly Divine Platform, so what."
"Every year, a hundred thousand people die directly or indirectly by your hands—they aren't just from minor factions; they're from the Golden Cauldron Sacred Land, the Ziyang Sacred Land, the Liu Family, Moonview Tower, Embrace Moon Tower, Demon Sword Forbidden Area, Burial Dragon Forbidden Ground, and the cursed land of Langya. If they united, even with the Great Xia Empire and Ghostly Divine Platform combined, you couldn't withstand it."
"Guess how much your backing saints would have to sacrifice to calm it all down? And you incompetent lot, would you be executed?"
Luan You'er, Ghost Wind, Ghost Tiger, all brimming with greed, were startled and instantly sobered; their faces turned solemn, their killing intent sharp.
Luan You'er murmured to herself, "Dead people are the safest."
Ghost Wind and Ghost Tiger nodded.
They joined forces with silent understanding.
Zhang Yang’s heart surged, and he grew even more excited; he laughed loudly, "Are you ready? Because I'm coming to crush you."
His fighting spirit blazed fiercely.
He reached out to grab the floating jade bottle holy treasure.
This was the holy bottle.
Inside, holy light gushed forth.
As his fingers touched it, an indistinct figure within emitted a path of a saint sound—this was the inheritance of the saint.
Clearly, stepping onto the path of the dead saint meant earning this saint's recognition.
In an instant, Zhang Yang understood from the path of a saint sound that it truly was the inheritance of the soaring saint, just as Ghost Wind had said.
If he had been asked in the Vast Forest who the soaring saint was, he would have been clueless, never having heard the name.
But now, he knew.
The soaring saint was one of the mightiest saints a millennium ago, qualified to contend for the title of the supreme saint in the vast world.
At that time, no saint formally claimed it, but it was widely assumed God King Taiyi of the Southern Region’s Ghostly Divine Platform held that status; the soaring saint had once battled God King Taiyi for a full day and night without a victor, so his power was acknowledged.
As for the current first saint under heaven, Zhan Tianque, he was still maturing back then, not reaching the peak saint level, with no contention rights; only after the War of the Saints, when saints fell like rain, did he rise.
This showed that gaining such inheritance could allow the inheritor to undergo a super transformation and lay an invincible foundation.
However!
Zhang Yang looked down upon it.
This was an instinct born from his boiling bloodline.
If not for his awakened bloodline, which carried a scorn for saints from its depths—even a faint disdain for the Immortal Capital—he might have embraced the inheritance willingly; but now, his heart resisted it, his bloodline rejected it, giving him the illusion of contamination, similar to how Chi Zhenyi once said a saint's blood might taint his bloodline.
"After all, the soaring saint’s inheritance was unworthy of me," he muttered to himself.
He tightened his grip on the holy bottle, forced the gushing holy light back in, and halted the saint’s inheritance, preserving it inside.
His mind flashed to an image of his senior sister Xue Feishuang, looking spirited and heroic; he decided to gift it to her.
He then stored the holy bottle into his storage bag. This action instantly stunned Luan You'er, Ghost Wind, Ghost Tiger, and the others.
"What's he doing? He didn't directly accept the inheritance."
"Isn't this better? I was just worried that if he accepted the inheritance, getting it later would be troublesome and laborious. Now there's no need to worry."
All three were eager and itching for action.
The men they brought also drew their swords and prepared for battle.
Working together to kill Zhang Yang, while simultaneously competing with each other for the holy treasure – this was their nature. Cooperation and mutual slaughter were intertwined.
Zhang Yang watched them. His inner battle spirit matched their intensity, his boiling blood still surging. He stared at them as he stuffed the holy bottle into his storage bag.
He wanted to fight!
At the very instant the holy bottle vanished into the storage bag, the path of the dead saint formed by the seven void divine stones suddenly shattered. It disintegrated into a mass of intertwined sacred runes that swirled around Zhang Yang. Then, with a flash of light,
Zhang Yang was gone.
Only his frustrated voice echoed in the air.
"No! I still want to kill people and seize treasure!"
He had been teleported away.
Ghost Tiger bellowed angrily, "He still wanted to kill us and seize treasure? Despicable!"
Being regarded as prey infuriated him.
Luan You'er was also furious. Within the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, this was their domain. How dare someone treat them as prey? It was contemptible! Yet, upon calming down, an even greater unease gripped her.
"It's bad! If he reports the true nature of this place to the outside world, there will be huge trouble."
Ghost Wind and Ghost Tiger both paled considerably at her words.
Luan You'er urgently commanded, "Men! Return to Phoenix City! Notify Murong Bai! Tell him to bring a hundred Silver Phoenix combat slaves to guard the entrance and exit of the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins! If Zhang Yang approaches, kill him without mercy!"
"The rest of you, search for and kill Zhang Yang!"
Her words shook Ghost Wind and Ghost Tiger from their stupor. These two also immediately notified King Ghost Wuyou, who was holding the fort in Ghost City.
King Ghost Wuyou was a direct descendant of the Ghostly Divine Platform and served as the supreme commander of the Ghostly Divine Platform's forces within the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins.
Upon receiving the news, King Ghost Wuyou first ordered Ghost Tiger to take a hundred Godslaying Ghostly Guards to garrison and defend the entrance/exit zone. Simultaneously, he dispatched orders for an all-out manhunt to search for and kill Zhang Yang.
The entire Daybreak Phoenix Ruins suddenly erupted into activity.
Despite the commotion, their numbers were pitifully small compared to the vastness of the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins. Zhang Yang, teleported onto a particular mountain, still felt the desolation stretch before him. In every direction he looked, there was no sign of human life.
The mountain itself was fractured.
Though tens of thousands of feet tall, it seemed as if someone had cleaved through it – split open as if about to explode, frozen in that fractured, unburst state.
However, Zhang Yang was deeply frustrated.
"I really wanted to fight."
"I wanted to see how strong a genius at the fifth level of the Ascending to Heaven realm truly is."
His surging blood, finding no opponent to battle, slowly subsided.
That restless heart also calmed and returned to peace.
Next, relying on his keen senses – especially when he fully activated his Nine Extremes True Essence – he concentrated intently. He could still faintly perceive a scent, an aura almost imperceptible, yet bearing the same imprint as the traces the soaring saint had left within the holy bottle.
It was exceptionally faint, yet he could still conclude that this mountain was likely connected to the inheritance of the soaring saint.
Perhaps upon reaching it, one could gain further inheritance, aiding its assimilation, or uncover even more profound secrets.
Alas, it had been a thousand years since the War of the Saints had ravaged this place.
Countless generations over the centuries had entered since. Any worthwhile treasures had long been looted.
After a thorough search, Zhang Yang found nothing.
"No good. I still need to find them and fight."
"He felt discomfort if he did not fight."
He stood at a high point, gazing out in all directions, trying to discern the right way.
After a moment, he gave up.
Not only could he not locate the place where the path of the dead saint had been, he couldn't even pinpoint the direction of the entrance/exit. Well, to put it simply, he was lost. Getting lost was part of Zhang Yang's standard repertoire.
"Forget it. I'm quite a peace-loving person."
Indifferently picking a direction, he resumed his quest for treasure.
It had to be admitted, the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins were indeed teeming with opportunities. Even after repeated sweeps by the Great Xia Empire and the Ghostly Divine Platform, many valuable things remained.
"Huh? Something good?"
Zhang Yang looked at a slightly glowing divine stone in his hand, his expression somewhat stiff.
"Damn it, they've already gone through here. This is trash they didn't want."
"What do I need this for? I should think of a way to find them, to plunder Phoenix City and Ghost City!"
He casually tossed away the divine stone, muttering to himself, "Unless it's the absolute best treasure, I don't need it."
This mindset made him significantly speed up.
Formerly collected items now seemed beneath his notice. Activating the Three Steps of Mountains and Rivers, he blazed through the landscape like a streak of celestial light.
Only when he reached a place shimmering with a seven-colored radiance was his attention truly captured, bringing him to a halt.
It was an area before a mountain slope. Approximately an acre of ground emitted a brilliant seven-colored glow. The terrain was devoid of rocks, covered instead in fine, granular soil.
And growing directly upon this seven-colored soil, without any visible support, was a gourd vine that climbed vertically for about five meters into the air. Suspended horizontally in the air, it bore seven gourds, each a different color.
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The seven gourds swayed in the wind, colorful and shimmering with radiant lights.
When Zhang Yang focused his Nine Extremes True Essence into his eyes, he discovered a hazy Holy Intention on the surface of the seven gourds.
He had a certain understanding of everything related to saints.
Moreover, he possessed the mysteries of the path of a saint given by Lie Qingshan, as well as insights gained before the corpse of a hundred-meter giant, enhancing his cognitive abilities in this regard.
He suspected these seven gourds were holy treasures.
As for the gourd vine and the seven-colored soil, they were exceptional treasures too.
"They weren't taken by the two cities, it seems similar to the path of the dead saint situation," he thought.
He still felt tempted.
By now, he had recognized the true treasures in the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins.
The top-tier ones were beyond the two cities' power to take.
The ones they could carry but didn't take were actually the worst.
Therefore, what the two cities did take wasn't the best either.
He reached out to grab the seven-colored soil.
The moment his hand stretched toward it, a brutal, domineering, menacing Holy Intention was aroused.
This patch of seven-colored soil instantly transformed into a deathly forbidden land, like a terrifying beast lurking within, glaring fiercely at Zhang Yang and waiting for him to step into its jaws.
"It's different from the path of the dead saint," he realized.
Zhang Yang made a quick judgment.
"The path of the dead saint was about leaving a legacy; it actually tested one's heart of martial arts to see if they were worthy of receiving the heritage," he thought.
"After all, the immensely powerful soaring saint couldn't just bestow it on anyone.
But this place has killing intent lying in wait, linked to saints.
If one steps into it, they'll face genuine peril of death."
However, he also noticed that while grabbing the seven-colored soil stirred that brutal, domineering Holy Intention filled with killing intent, it reignited the stimulation in his once-calm bloodline.
Could his bloodline help him disregard this killing intent?
He intended to test it.
Reaching out again to seize the seven-colored soil, as his fingertips neared its surface, he frowned and glanced behind him.
He spotted a figure charging toward them from afar—it was none other than Ghost Wind!
Zhang Yang couldn't help but find it amusing internally; this fellow was truly something, finding him first again.
Ghost Wind lived up to his name, like a black gale sweeping across the earth, breathtakingly fast and arriving in a flash, swirling wind in his wake.
"The two of us are truly fated," Ghost Wind said with a laugh, glancing again at the seven-colored gourds.
His breathing grew hurried.
"You want to get the seven-colored gourds?"
Zhang Yang nodded.
Ghost Wind declared, "I can offer you some knowledge to help you secure the seven-colored gourds first; afterward, we'll settle matters between us in life or death."
Zhang Yang fully grasped his meaning: Ghost Wind couldn't handle it himself yet craved it endlessly, planning to have Zhang Yang obtain the treasure before killing him to seize it.
"Fine, go ahead," Zhang Yang replied.
He also wished for a deeper understanding, as it would aid in acquiring the seven precious gourds.
Ghost Wind explained, "Through probes by our Ghostly Divine Platform and multiple verifications, this is likely a corner of the pivotal battlefield from the War of the Saints of old.
At least fifteen saints were slain here by the saints of our Ghostly Divine Platform and buried deep underground.
Their blood, their paths of a saint, their Holy Intention, their holy treasures, and even their distinct Saints' laws were in a stage of blazing peak bloom.
Yet, they miraculously achieved a perfect balance, nurturing a single seven-treasure gourd seed.
Then, over millennia, it sprouted, took root, and grew."
"Thus, once this seven-treasure gourd fully ripens, it will become an unimaginable, peerless great opportunity."
Ghost Wind stared with blazing eyes, declaring, "The seven-colored soil will be sacred soil! The gourd vine will be a sacred vine! The seven-treasure gourd will become a holy treasure! It might even yield seven extraordinarily powerful Saint Path inheritances!"
"I’ve even heard saints from the Ghostly Divine Platform mention that the gourd vine is the core. Should our Ghostly Divine Platform claim it, it could potentially awaken sentience, becoming a Saint Vine!"
Even Zhang Yang felt a surge of excitement upon hearing this for the first time.
A Saint Vine?
His mind immediately leaped to the Vast Forest's Small Tree King—weren’t they similar in nature?
Crucially, this place held the remains of at least fifteen saints. If it truly evolved into a Saint Vine, could it inherit the legacies of those fifteen saints? Even fragments or incomplete inheritances could trigger an earthshaking transformation for the people of the Vast Forest.
Now this—this was what a true sacred land’s foundation meant.
"I will obtain it!" he declared outright, concealing nothing.
Ghost Wind laughed. "Splendid! I vow to you—I shall not act until you secure it."
To reassure Zhang Yang, he immediately made a solemn martial oath.
Zhang Yang sneered inwardly. This wretch truly brimmed with confidence, gambling that he was no match for him, thus believing Zhang Yang’s gain would inevitably become his gain.
Zhang Yang didn’t expose him—he was deeply tempted himself.
Immediately, he reached once more for the seven-colored soil.
Against a place truly imbued with a saint’s killing intent, Zhang Yang had few options. His sole hope rested on the innate bloodline that allowed him to scorn saints.
Earlier, his bloodline had stirred. Now it required further provocation.
He grasped a handful of seven-colored soil.
The tranquil patch of seven-colored soil instantly erupted in swirling radiance, as though a primordial beast had roused. Treacherous, cruel, overbearing Holy Intention saturated with malice surged toward him, scorching like wind, blazing like fire.
Simultaneously, his dormant bloodline seemed forcefully awakened again.
He intuitively recognized his bloodline was indeed agitated by Holy Intention—though not overwhelmingly so.
Stretching his hand again, the Holy Intention radiating from the seven-colored soil intensified. If it had merely manifested illusions before, now it became terrifyingly real—winds coiled, flames lashed forth, and threads of sword energy and blade light shimmered.
Ghost Wind frantically retreated behind him, recalling vivid horrors where mere proximity to the seven-colored soil meant annihilation.
Rapt with fervent hope, Ghost Wind yearned for Zhang Yang to succeed—perhaps even more intensely than Zhang Yang himself—cheering him on with wild encouragement: "Break through it! Do it!"
Zhang Yang instinctively wanted to retreat, yet an inner conviction rooted him there.
He trusted his instincts implicitly, having relied on them countless times in the past.
So he gritted his teeth and held firm.
As the howling winds, searing flames, piercing sword energies, and slicing blade lights assaulted him, his simmering bloodline convulsed violently as though electrified. Like a calm stream metamorphosing into turbulent rapids, it exploded into the fury of a storm-swept ocean.
Buzz!
His bloodline erupted tumultuously. An unseen force instantly dissolved the visualized winds, flames, sword energies, and blade lights born of Holy Intention—leaving only a soothing breeze that brushed his face.
"Can this truly work?"
"The path of the dead saint reacted similarly."
"The seven-colored gourd land responds identically."
"Could my early entry into the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins somehow relate to my bloodline?"
Zhang Yang pondered this emerging thought fleetingly before he rose to his feet, gaze pinning Ghost Wind.
Ghost Wind smiled carelessly. "Proceed. I assure you, I won't intervene."
Zhang Yang cracked his neck sharply. His aura blazed ferociously; light ignited in his eyes; battle fury flared wildly within him.
"When my bloodline boils, battle madness consumes me."
"I cannot control the urge to fight!"
The very same had erupted upon the path of the dead saint—interrupted by abrupt teleportation.
But not here.
He could not suppress this battle lust—nor did he wish to.
He craved combat!
A duel against a fifth level Ascending to Heaven realm genius!
He gripped his fists, roaring explosively: "Fight!"
He threw aside the seven-colored soil and dove at Ghost Wind like a tiger charging down the mountain.
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Ghost Wind was a bit stunned. He hurriedly said: "I swear, don't worry, I absolutely will not attack."
He still thought Zhang Yang was worried he would ambush stealthily.
When he saw Zhang Yang not stopping at all and truly charging to kill, he also became furious: "You pathetic insect, I let you live a little longer, but you insist on rushing to your death! With your measly Touching Heaven realm, how can you fight me? I intended for you to get the seven-treasure gourd for me. Since you seek death, I'll grant it!"
"Oh my seven-treasure gourd, forget it!"
"Having the inheritance of the saint is sufficient."
He also roared madly and launched an attack.
A warrior at the fifth level of the Ascending to Heaven realm, even an ordinary expert, wields terrifying power, not to mention a genius.
After Ghost Wind completely released his power without restraint, the erupted force was truly awful.
Black wind howled and condensed onto his fist for a fierce explosive blow.
Zhang Yang's blood boiled, making his battle spirit uncontrollable. He attacked with full force.
He deeply knew the large gap in realms.
Also because in battle, he never knew how to probe; he just fought.
Thus, his momentum was equally astounding.
The outer manifestations of the four great divine powers boiled and raged, adding boundless force. This made him seem like a Battle God, stepping on thunder and fire, with Golden Light and cold air shrieking as they surged forth.
Bam!
Touching Heaven realm eighth level against Ascending to Heaven realm fifth level, a clash of pure, absolute power.
One strike.
Both trembled at the same time.
Zhang Yang retreated a small half-step.
Ghost Wind grunted and took one step back.
This outcome made both of them perk up at once.
Zhang Yang felt thrilled, tipped back his head, and laughed wildly: "The fifth level of Ascending to Heaven realm, it's nothing special!"
Ghost Wind, however, felt horror.
He was an unparalleled genius, the strongest among Sky Devouring Ghost Guards, and even a genius recognized by Ghostly Divine Platform. His combat ability had been endorsed.
With his strength leading by so many realms, he hadn't gained any edge.
This single hit made him understand why Ghostly Divine Platform and Great Xia Empire were so focused on killing Zhang Yang, even more than finding the Phoenix Woman.
"Roar!"
Ghost Wind was shocked and also enraged. He threw back his head and bellowed fiercely, cloaked in a great black wind. Like the demon of black wind, he charged at Zhang Yang again.
"To kill an unparalleled genius, what a joy for me!"
He held nothing back.
"Defying heaven and slaughtering Ascending to Heaven fifth level, I'm so excited!"
Zhang Yang also burst into wild laughter as he launched his attack.
They clashed once more.
Boom!
In this renewed duel, their bodies shook intensely yet neither moved. Clenching their teeth, vast amounts of black wind, Golden Light, thunder, flames, and more surged violently from their bodies.
Like frenzied beasts, the two unleashed continuous blows.
Bang! Bang! Bang!...
Within moments, over fifty punches had landed – each strike precise, neither yielding an inch, both fighting with every ounce of their strength.
After this breathless barrage, another change occurred.
On the fifty-sixth punch, Ghost Wind grunted and took a step back.
Zhang Yang remained unchanged - his aura savage, battle spirit blazing wildly. His hair whipped around him, fists like lightning, relentless and swift, leaving Ghost Wind no chance to breathe as he pressed the attack.
"Ghost Wind, not very enduring, are you?"
"A man needs stamina!"
He roared with laughter, hurling heavy fists once more.
Ghost Wind seethed with humiliation and fury. He was a fifth level of the Ascending to Heaven realm genius, yet he couldn't withstand this!
What infuriated him more was Zhang Yang showing no sign of fatigue; from the very first punch until now, his power had diminished only the merest fraction.
Such endurance was monstrous!
The problem was, Zhang Yang's heavy fists offered him no moment’s respite.
Every step was a pressuring advance!
Fists radiated light, the rampant killing thunder and Baxiang Divine Fire lashed the black wind, while the dreadful freezing cold of the Ice Spirit Power constantly hindered and affected Ghost Wind.
Thus, Zhang Yang’s blows forced Ghost Wind into repeated retreat.
Every backward step choked Ghost Wind with the urge to vomit blood.
Yet with each step Zhang Yang advanced, his pressure intensified. Strangely, even now, the expected depletion of power was absent; instead, his ferocity only burned brighter.
"Fight!"
"Born to battle, dead still fighting. I shall be the Battle God!"
For the first time, he forgot the epithet "Con Artist" in his heart.
He would be the Battle God.
Battle the heavens, war with the earth!
Reaching the pinnacle of combat, the Golden Light of the Diamond Dragon Divine Power, the killing thunder of the Slaughter Thunder Power, the Baxiang Divine Fire of the Baxiang Power, and the freezing cold of the Ice Spirit Power surged together onto his fist. Instantly, this single punch exploded with a might far exceeding even his very first strike.
Boom!
The fist shot forth. Space itself seemed on the verge of tearing. An overwhelmingly domineering force ripped apart the black wind, striking straight for Ghost Wind’s face.
Ghost Wind shuddered in terror, a scream escaping him: "You never used your full strength from the start!"
He desperately crossed his arms before him in defense.
He was now too powerless to fight back.
Crack!
Under Zhang Yang’s heavy punch, Ghost Wind’s arms were shattered, sending him uncontrollably flying into the air.
What humiliated Ghost Wind even more was Zhang Yang's muttered statement to himself.
"The innate power enhancement from soul power martial arts techniques is tiresome! It’s not pure divine strength unleashing itself—fighting feels unsatisfying."
Disregarding the Golden Light, thunderous flames, and icy aura completely, Zhang Yang threw another simple, pure heavy punch straight at
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