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The golden streak appeared suddenly. Only after over ten Void Sojourn Realm martial artists had been completely decapitated did the surrounding crowd react with panicked shock.
After slaying these Void Sojourn martial artists, the streak didn't stop. It shifted targets and instantly shot towards the cluster of martial artists here. Everyone scrambled to respond. But regardless of how brightly these Void Sojourn Realm martial artists poured their Protective True Energy, under that golden light, it shattered into nothing instantly. Where the golden light passed, another string of splattering blood ensued. At least ten more died.
Now, the golden streak shot towards the Blacktooth Group martial artists.
Huang Ning felt wary the moment he spotted the golden streak. He felt nothing about ordinary martial artists dying. But seeing the golden light target his Blacktooth Group men, his gaze sharpened instantly. He shouted: "I'll handle it!"
He brought two fingers together. Golden sword energy coalesced into form. Whish—a sword strike shot forth.
Clang!
A crisp metallic ring sounded as Huang Ning’s sharp sword energy collided with the golden streak. It barely managed to halt the streak’s forward momentum. Seizing this moment, everyone finally saw the true form of the golden light.
It was a pair of lustrous golden scissors. Crafted as if from pure gold, they shone brilliantly. Both blades took the shape of coiled Flood Dragons. Two faint serpentine dragon phantoms shimmered upon them, trembling fiercely on either side—ferocious and imposing. Those shredded by the golden scissors earlier had stood no chance. Even their Essence Blood had been absorbed.
"An Azure-Patterned Mystical Armament!" Huang Ning went blank briefly, then delight washed over his features.
This Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors before him clearly held traces of sentience—a true Azure-Patterned Mystical Armament!
Fang Yang’s gaze swept over the scissors, glinting slightly. The aura radiating from this pair felt exceptionally uncommon. Though confirmed as Azure-Patterned grade, it seemed stronger than any other in his possession. After all, this Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors had endured countless battles. Fighting against Great Demons while wielded by Primordial Sun Realm warriors had nourished it with countless demonic spirits. Its spiritual nature was rich; its power nurtured into something terrifying.
Blocked once by Huang Ning, the scissors shifted targets with a whoosh, hurtling towards other scattered martial artists.
"So fiercely spirited! It seems without an owner to control it during its years resting within the Imperial Tombs, it’s grown wild and unbound." Huang Ning laughed heartily. "Since that's the case, allow me to tame you! Claiming you, this Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors, will ensure my invincibility even within the late Void Sojourn Realm!"
Finding such a spiritual treasure put Huang Ning in high spirits. He spared no effort now, darting forward. Sword Intent enveloped him, morphing into slashing streams of energy aimed at subduing the prize.
Clang! Clang! Clang!
Metallic clashes rang out in quick succession. Initially, the golden scissors simply fled, sneaking kills on several Void Sojourn martial artists. Yet under Huang Ning’s relentless pursuit, irritation seemed to grow within it. It abruptly changed course and charged Huang Ning head-on.
Snap!
The golden blades snapped shut hard. Phantom serpents trembled; half-python, half-dragon forms hissed as the blades sliced smoothly through Huang Ning's unleashed sword energy. Then, persistently, it chased him like maggots clinging to bone.
"Perfect timing!" Huang Ning bellowed a laugh. His palm twisted, revealing a gleaming golden blade—his personal Mystical Armament. Though decent when acquired and cherished greatly, comparing it to the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors turned it into plain trash. Not minding the damage now, he swung the sword, channeling all power into a ferocious counter-strike.
Inside the stone chamber, energies collided violently. Shockwaves tore through the air, making space tremble. Each clash sent wild sparks flying outwards, scattering among the martial artists and sparking panicked cries. Everyone had retreated to the edges, fearing getting caught in the crossfire. Their strength offered little defense against this devastation.
Beyond the crowd, Fang Yang stood. His Pure Yang Profound Energy stirred silently within. He prepared to strike at the perfect moment!
This Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors was precious. Despite possessing many Mystical Armaments himself, none could rival this one’s fierce spirit. And above all, it absolutely could NOT fall into Huang Ning’s hands. Fang Yang held deep grudges against the Blacktooth Group. Hence, he waited patiently for the right opportunity to seize the scissors decisively!
After more than a hundred strikes exchanged between Huang Ning and the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors, the artifact, though sentient and powerful with Azure-Patterned quality, was still just a weapon. Pressed relentlessly by Huang Ning's late Void Sojourn Realm strength, signs of exhaustion showed. Huang Ning wasn't much better. His shimmering blade now bore countless small notches and gaps from sustained clashes. Even if it didn't break entirely, its quality would plummet drastically after this battle.
Huang Ning dismissed this concern readily. Acquiring the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors rendered his current weapon useless.
"Come to me obediently!" Seeing the scissors falter, Huang Ning roared. Intense gold light burst from his battered blade.
"Unmatched Gold's Edge!"
Metal-Attribute Profound Energy surged into the sword. True to his moniker 'Fengrui'—Sharp Gold—Huang Ning's Metal-Attribute power overwhelmed. As he poured everything into the weapon, it combined with his Sword Intent. Transforming into a destructive Sword Aura, the strike blasted forth relentlessly.
With this swing, golden light exploded across the entire stone room. Within its brilliance, indomitable Sword Intent swirled—pure destruction incarnate.
The Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors sensed the danger. Flustered, it tried to flee. But Huang Ning’s attack was devastatingly swift. No escape remained open.
Boom!
The devastating 'Unmatched Gold's Edge' Sword Aura smashed directly into the golden scissors. The phantom serpent-dragons on each blade shuddered visibly. A mournful wail escaped them before they shrank back into the scissor blades. The golden glow surrounding the weapon dimmed drastically.
"Done!"
Extreme triumph flickered across Huang Ning’s face. After unleashing that blow, over sixty percent of his Profound Energy was drained. His once-gleaming sword looked dull and lifeless—damaged to its very core.
He didn't care. He stabbed the broken weapon into the ground. Watching the weakened Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors wobble downwards, he gathered himself. He wanted to leap forward, claim it, then refine it fully. Possessing that Azure-Patterned Mystical Armament promised an incredible power boost! Securing his position firmly as the Blacktooth Group’s second-in-command. Even building a famed reputation across the Guyan Mountain Range itself!
Impossible to resist the thought. Yet he hadn't taken even one step.
A figure from the crowd moved faster.
Whoosh.
A dark silhouette flashed. Instantly, it arrived beside the falling scissors. Surging, warm Profound Energy pulsed as the figure cocooned the scissors firmly within its grasp.
Huang Ning froze. Recognizing it as a middle-aged black-faced man—a mere early Void Sojourn Realm martial artist—his face darkened instantly. Fury exploded: "Scoundrel! How dare you touch MY prize?! Think you can escape?!"
He'd battled so hard!! Suffered wounds to just weaken the scissors! And this piece wasn't even IN his grasp before some insignificant early Void Sojourn Realm insect dared touch it! Absolute revulsion filled Huang Ning. He flicked two fingers, unleashing a wrath-fueled sword beam. One early Void Sojourn cultivator? Under HIS swordsmanship? Utterly doomed. Truly insane, seeking treasures above one's station! Deserved death!
The incoming sword beam brimmed with terrifying power.
Surrounding martial artists watched amusedly. Desire for the Azure-Patterned weapon existed in many, yes. But facing Huang Ning? Completely futile. Who’d dare attempt this?! Suicide.
Huang Ning waited confidently to see the interloper disintegrate. Instead, the next scene stopped him cold.
The man smiled mildly, utterly ignoring the lethal blade flying toward him. Simultaneously, immense Profound Energy coalesced rapidly in his right fist. Crimson-tinged golden energy, radiating explosive power, churned violently into a giant fireball. He grinned cheerfully at Huang Ning: "Recognize this move?"
Then, he hurled the fireball.
KABOOOOM!!
Impact with the sword beam triggered a titanic explosion. Earth-shattering shockwaves erupted. The entire stone chamber rocked. Towering serpent skeletons lining the edges rattled violently. Structural collapse seemed imminent.
Not only did Huang Ning’s killing strike fail against the fireball, the explosion reversed its power violently, hurling it backward.
"Curses! IT’S YOU!!"
Huang Ning’s shriek pierced the air. Engulfed in roaring flames, his charred form catapulted sideways through thick smoke and dust. Slamming through dozens of Great Demon skeletons, he crashed painfully against a distant wall. When his body slumped down, ragged clothing covered scorched, hideous wounds. His expression twisted ugly.
All spectators gaped, stunned.
"Wh— What?! Huang Ning failed?!"
"Holy—! That attack's insane! Who IS that?! Which force does he belong to?!"
"Total fluke! Huang Ning was exhausted! This idiot ambushed him! Damn—an Azure-Patterned Mystic Armament! Wish I’d rushed now!"
"Useless. Huang Ning’s late Void Sojourn Real—"
Before chatter ceased, Huang Ning scrambled up violently. Soot blackened his face. Murderous intent overflowed his eyes: "YOU! The brat from Grey Sparrow Mountain! I knew you’d show! And NOW I know who you are! FANG YANG!!"
He bellowed the name with crushing fury.
When Huang Ning marched warriors onto Grey Sparrow Mountain confident of absolute victory—destroying the sect and capturing dozens of Grey-feathered Sparrows—one unexpected opponent foiled the Blacktooth Group plan! Not only had Fang Yang disrupted them completely, but every martial artist Huang Ning brought had fallen. Worse, Zhuang Bie and his son—both late Void Sojourn Realm elites—died too! Huang Ning returned wounded. Remembering it made him insane. Later, warriors from Tiance Prefecture proposed alliance with Blacktooth Group. That's when Huang Ning learned his tormentor's identity: Fang Yang—that new star of the Dragon-Snake List!
Now, collaborating together, Huang Ning craved Fang Yang’s death more than ever. And this enemy shows up? NOW?! When Huang Ning had fought the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors into temporary defeat? Only for FANG YANG to grasp it instead?!
Fang Yang grinned easily. His features shimmered briefly, returning to his true form. The Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors gleamed in his grasp. His tone infuriatingly light: "Much obliged, Captain Huang. Without your hard work, this Mystic Armament wouldn’t have reached my hands."
"You?! You’re asking to die! RETURN—IT—NOW!!" Huang Ning’s eruption ripped through air. He stomped hard, exploding forward like a spear.
Fang Yang stored the scissors instantly. Blackwater Sword shimmered crimson in his hand.
"Dragon-Snake." "Quadruple Revolution."
A violent vortex of black and crimson Dragon-Snake Sword Qi erupted from the blade. A tempest raged. Huang Ning's charge ended abruptly—smacked sideways like a fly.
Normally, Huang Ning's strength wouldn't crumble so fast. But after exhausting much Profound Energy depleting the scissors, plus severe damage to his Mystical Armament? His peak power sat below half. Against Fang Yang at this moment? Hopeless.
"It’s FANG YANG? KILL HIM!"
"THAT Fang Yang?! He’s actually HERE?!"
"What are we waiting for?! One hundred million Mystic Coins! One Celestial Vein Pill! SLICE HIM APART!"
The crowd erupted into wild frenzy. Stimulated by the astronomical bounty placed on Fang Yang, the remaining eighty-to-ninety martial artists surged forward, maddened. Profound Energy erupted wildly across them. Blazing lights filled the tomb.
Fang Yang’s icy gaze circled their approaching forms.
"Hunting my bounty? Come on now! ALL OF YOU!"
While speaking, he retrieved the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors again. Pure Yang Profound Energy surged into them instantly. The golden sheen blazed anew.
He gripped both handles tight and snapped the blades together powerfully, clear challenge in his voice: "There STILL might not be enough of you to handle THIS!"
The serrated energies of both blade-dragons exploded outwards—engulfing everything—
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Although Fang Yang had not yet refined the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors, with the support of his own Profound Energy channeled into them, he was still able to unleash the weapon’s power.
Pure Yang Profound Energy surged into the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors. Fang Yang squeezed hard, and two phantom figures, half-serpent and half-dragon, appeared on the scissors. They roared and transformed into two sharp golden beams, immediately sweeping left and right to crush the group of Martial Artists charging at him.
Snap!
"Thud, thud..."
Blood sprayed. Where the two phantoms swept through, the Protective True Energy of those Martial Artists was sheared apart like paper. Then, the phantoms of the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors directly tore through their flesh and blood. The sturdy bodies of these Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artists were like straw under the scissors—not a single person could block a single shear head-on. Where the half-serpent, half-dragon phantoms passed, only a large pool of blood and severed, halved corpses remained.
In an instant, over sixty Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artists were slaughtered!
"Truly powerful!"
Fang Yang’s face showed astonishment. Even though he knew how formidable the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors were, witnessing the scene before him when he truly activated them still amazed him.
This was the true power of an Azure-Patterned Mystical Armament!
After that one shear, Fang Yang felt the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors in his hand tremble. With a turn of his soul, he looked in shock at the path of destruction. All the Essence Blood and soul fragments of the Martial Artists who died under the scissors were uniformly devoured by the two half-serpent, half-dragon phantoms, strengthening themselves.
"A Mystic Armament that strengthens itself?" A storm of shock surged in Fang Yang’s heart. This was the first time he had seen a Mystic Armament possess such a special ability.
It seemed this was why this Azure-Patterned Mystical Armament’s spirituality was so strong. Precisely because of excessive killing, the Flood Dragon soul used in forging the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors was awakened, continuously devouring Essence Blood and souls to perfect itself and rapidly increase its power.
After devouring so many Martial Artists’ Essence Blood and souls, Fang Yang felt the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors in his hand tremble violently, faintly showing signs of breaking free. He quickly circulated his Pure Yang Profound Energy to forcefully suppress it, preventing the Mystic Armament from going out of control again.
"Before it’s refined, it seems this Mystic Armament shouldn’t be used too much."
As Fang Yang murmured, Huang Ning over there flew into a rage. "Bastard! I’ll kill you!!"
He crouched down and picked up the damaged golden sword Mystic Armament he had discarded earlier. Ignoring the damage the weapon had sustained, he channeled Profound Energy into it and swung.
Having witnessed the power of the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors directly, Huang Ning felt jealousy and fury completely overwhelm him. That should have been his possession!! What an incredibly formidable Mystic Armament—with a single shear, it could slaughter so many Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artists. If it were in his hands, who could oppose him?! Who would dare challenge his might!
The thought that the might and status that should have been his were snatched away by Fang Yang made him strike out in impatient rage.
As long as he killed this hateful brat, the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors would be his again!
Thinking this, Huang Ning’s sword Qi attacks swarmed forth in a fierce assault.
Fang Yang put away the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors and retrieved the Blackwater Sword again. Dragon-Snake Sword Qi roared out, clashing repeatedly with Huang Ning’s strikes. The two streams of sword Qi swept across, causing the entire stone chamber to shake with a loud rumble. The remaining twenty-plus surviving Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artists immediately paled and hastily retreated to the previous hall, fearing being caught in the crossfire and dying without knowing how.
"Damn it, damn it!" Huang Ning cursed repeatedly.
The sharp sword Qi from his long sword continuously shot forth, but its power was truly limited. With the strength of the Mystic Armament in his hand and the remaining Profound Energy in his body, hoping to defeat Fang Yang was like dreaming...
After a hundred exchanges, Fang Yang retracted the Blackwater Sword, and ten swords floated out beside him.
"Sword Star!" "Quadruple Revolution!"
The power of stars coalesced fiercely on the ten blades, transforming into a massive sword beam that surged forth in a powerful attack.
Huang Ning’s face turned pale with shock. He frantically swung his sword to block, but how could his current strength possibly withstand Fang Yang’s killing blow?
Boom!
The golden sword beam Huang Ning unleashed was completely devoured by the Sword Star as if crushing dry weeds. The remaining force of the Sword Star slammed into Huang Ning’s body. His golden sword, taking the brunt, instantly snapped and shattered. He himself was caught in the blast of sword Qi, sent flying, and landed spitting blood.
Huang Ning landed in a heap. His hands trembled, swept by the sword Qi; his arms were covered in wounds, bleeding profusely. His face was extremely haggard. In his current state, he clearly had little strength left to fight back.
Fang Yang took a deep breath, quickly recovering his depleted Profound Energy. Seeing Huang Ning’s condition, he stepped forward, his sword poised to strike again. Suddenly, the ground beneath his feet shook violently. Stones and earth peeled from the surrounding walls, and the massive serpent skeleton from the chamber’s ceiling began to fall.
"It’s going to collapse!" Fang Yang’s expression tightened.
It seemed the intensity of their earlier clash was too much, causing this stone chamber to give way. After all, it was a tomb left from ancient times, located underground—its structural integrity naturally had limits.
If buried here, it could very likely cause the earth and stones above to collapse as well. This was no joke—once buried, there would be no way out...
Even if Fang Yang had many methods, under thousands of tons of earth and rock, he wouldn’t be able to move a muscle, unable to use any attack.
Thinking this, Fang Yang no longer cared about the heavily injured Huang Ning. He quickly dashed out, kicked open the coffin in the center, revealing the pattern beneath it that connected to a passage. The pattern under the coffin was the central point, and a translucent white stone was placed within it.
"Core Crystal?"
While puzzled, Fang Yang placed his right hand on the Core Crystal and channeled Profound Energy into it.
As Fang Yang’s Profound Energy flowed, a stream of light suddenly surged from the Core Crystal. It then spread from the complex pattern, illuminating the entire stone chamber brightly.
Rumble...
A sound of shifting earth and stone. After the pattern flashed and glowed, the sealed stone door finally opened.
Boom!
The collapse within the chamber accelerated. Pieces of the giant serpent’s skeleton were now falling in chunks, smashing deep pits into the ground. Huang Ning, over there, had just struggled to sit up, but as soon as he moved, a bone segment the size of a millstone fell, instantly crushing him. No sound came after...
Fang Yang hurriedly rushed out, plunging through the stone door.
"Pity about the Primordial Sun Realm Martial Artist’s corpse... Besides this Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors, there should be other treasures, right?"
Fang Yang murmured, filled with regret. He should have inspected the coffin earlier. He instinctively glanced back at the coffin, wanting to see what else was inside. But with that glance, Fang Yang’s eyes paused, and a look of shock appeared on his face.
At that moment, another loud rumble shook the place. All the serpent bones had now fallen. Dust rose behind Fang Yang. Several minutes later, the stone door was completely blocked, obscuring the view inside.
Fang Yang had successfully survived the collapse.
"This tomb is truly dangerous..." Fang Yang felt lingering fear.
Even if Huang Ning hadn’t died under that initial crushing blow, with the tomb collapsed, he absolutely could not have survived.
"But just now... could I have been mistaken?" He frowned in thought. Although it was only a fleeting glimpse earlier, he clearly hadn’t discovered anything inside that coffin.
Not to mention any treasures left by a Primordial Sun Realm Martial Artist—there wasn’t even the skeleton of one...
Martial Artists at the Primordial Sun Realm were half-step into the realm of true warriors. Their flesh, organs, and bones were tempered by the Intent of Pure Yang. Even after hundreds or thousands of years, their flesh might not remain, but their bones shouldn’t be missing... Yet Fang Yang’s eyes couldn’t deceive him; the coffin was indeed empty.
"Where did the Primordial Sun Realm Martial Artist’s body go? It seems this tomb is somewhat strange." Fang Yang immediately grew wary.
He wasn’t in a hurry to leave. After placing a Formation Disk here, he activated a Concealing Shadow Magic Formation to stay hidden. Then, Fang Yang took out the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors, intending to begin refining it.
The Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors had fully regained their Vitality. As soon as Fang Yang took them out, the half-serpent, half-dragon phantoms on them trembled, constantly struggling to break free from Fang Yang’s control.
Fang Yang calmed his mind and spirit, circulating his Pure Yang Profound Energy and channeling it into the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors, wanting to completely refine the item for his own use. This was a highly spiritual Azure-Patterned Mystical Armament. Once mastered, even if surrounded by a hundred Void Sojourn Realm fighters, he could break free with ease. Moreover, with the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors’ power to sever flesh and soul, facing enemies at the late or even peak Void Sojourn Realm, he might not be without a fighting chance!
Having personally experienced being hunted by Li Bei, Fang Yang clearly knew how strong his opponent was. Not to mention, earlier above the tomb, he witnessed the clash between Beast Emperor Chen Si and Shui Qianrou. Either of them was absolutely not an opponent Fang Yang could match.
Therefore, Fang Yang focused his mind on the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors.
With the potency of Pure Yang Profound Energy, refining a Mystic Armament shouldn’t be too difficult, especially since it was ownerless with no master’s soul seal. Just adding his own Soul Power should suffice.
That’s what he thought, but when Fang Yang actually began refining, he found it wasn’t so simple...
"Unable to refine?"
After half an hour, Fang Yang opened his eyes, full of confusion.
How could this be? He had continuously channeled Pure Yang Profound Energy into it for so long, yet not only could he not add his own Soul Power, he couldn’t even penetrate deep into the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors’ interior.
The resistance from the two half-serpent, half-dragon phantoms was extremely strong. Fang Yang’s Pure Yang Profound Energy was completely blocked.
"Is my strength too low? Because it’s a spiritual Mystic Armament?" After much thought, this was the only reason Fang Yang could come up with.
After all, Mystic Armaments with such spirituality as the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors were truly rare. Fang Yang’s inability to fully refine it was understandable.
He sat cross-legged on the spot again, refining for half a day, but still achieved no result. Fang Yang was greatly frustrated. Having finally obtained such a treasure, now he was told he couldn’t use it properly...
"This is such a loss."
He gave a bitter smile and decided not to waste more time. He directly sealed the Dragon-Serpent Golden Scissors with his Profound Energy and stored it inside his storage ring.
"Probably my refining method is wrong. I’ll wait until I leave this place and return to Sword River Mansion, then ask that old ghost Duan Ling."
After all, Duan Ling was a Primordial Sun Realm Martial Artist. He surely knew much more than Fang Yang and might know the method to refine this Mystic Armament.
Thus, Fang Yang stood up. After putting away the Formation Disk as well, he finally had the mind to observe the corridor he was in.
After passing through the stone door, there was still a long corridor ahead, but it was clearly wider than the previous one. The murals on both sides also appeared more exquisite. The Inner Cores of Great Demons with fire properties lit up along the corridor, providing ample light.
Fang Yang swept his Soul Power ahead, confirming no danger. Only then did he proceed deeper into the corridor.
Where exactly were those experts from the major forces...
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Thump, thump.
Fang Yang's footsteps echoed alone in the corridor. He walked cautiously for a long time when suddenly the space ahead opened up, and he stepped inside.
The spacious hall was completely silent, with several passages leading out from all sides, much larger than the corridors he had seen outside earlier. Each passage had Profound Energy flowing within, clearly not a dead end, though it was unknown where they led.
In the center stood a statue of a fierce beast.
The beast statue was lifelike, a fearsome half-human, half-lion form, seated upright on a stone platform with all four claws planted firmly.
"What is this place?"
Fang Yang frowned as he walked forward, approaching the statue to check for any Magic Formations or traps. But just as Fang Yang came within three steps of the platform, a sudden surge of energy erupted from the previously silent statue.
"What's happening?" Fang Yang was startled.
Then he clearly saw the half-human, half-lion statue's eyes instantly turn crimson.
Crack, crack.
This supposed stone carving actually came to life right before Fang Yang's eyes!
"Roar!"
The half-human, half-lion statue roared, its fierce gaze fixed on Fang Yang as it leaped forward to attack. The Profound Energy fluctuations from the statue were impressive, at least at the late Void Sojourn Realm level.
Fang Yang was greatly shocked, a similar scene suddenly flashing in his mind. Back when he was imprisoned in the Ling Family mansion in Fire Feather Prefecture, the two stone statues guarding the Interrogation Room had also seemed capable of coming to life!
"Could it be sealing the soul of a Great Demon?"
That was the only reason Fang Yang could think of, but he had no time to ponder further as the Great Demon statue had already charged to his side.
Its teeth and claws gleamed coldly as it swung forcefully, the powerful might enhanced by Profound Energy exploding instantly, slamming into Fang Yang. Fang Yang raised his Blackwater Sword to block, but even so, the force sent him staggering.
"So strong! Not much weaker than Huang Ning." Fang Yang was astonished.
The statue pursued him like a shadow. Being half-human and half-beast, the Great Demon statue moved with extreme speed, its crimson eyes locked on Fang Yang, pressing him relentlessly.
Fang Yang frowned, Dragon-Snake Sword Qi roaring on his Blackwater Sword.
"Dragon-Snake! Quadruple Revolution!"
Thick sword energy surged out, roaring and tearing into the statue.
Boom! A dull thud echoed.
Under the shredding force of Fang Yang's sword energy, the statue instantly exploded into fragments of stone, scattering across the floor.
"Huh...?" Fang Yang was dumbfounded. So fragile? That shouldn't be... Didn't this statue have late Void Sojourn Realm strength? Even if it couldn't fully exert its power, it shouldn't have been destroyed so easily.
Just as Fang Yang was pondering, the scattered stone fragments around trembled and swiftly coalesced once more.
The half-human, half-lion statue roared angrily, its face still glowing with a fierce red light, and lunged forward again.
"Immortal body?" Fang Yang's heart skipped a beat.
Sword energy flowed in his hand as he shattered the Great Demon statue several times in a row, but each time, after a short while, the statue reformed vigorously and continued its fierce assault.
Over time, it was Fang Yang who became impatient.
"How the hell do I fight this? Even though the statue isn't very hard, it can resurrect infinitely!"
Given that it had the attack power of the late Void Sojourn Realm, Fang Yang would definitely suffer if he kept tangling with it. So he stopped wasting Profound Energy, used a sword energy surge to shatter the statue once more, and before it could recover, he swiftly moved, dashing into one of the passages at random.
Behind him, the statue reformed, roaring continuously, its Profound Energy closely tailing Fang Yang as it quickly followed.
Fang Yang and the statue, one person and one beast, rapidly headed deeper into the passage.
Drip, drip.
In a stone chamber that had mostly collapsed, water surged and splashed.
The ground, which should have been covered with stone slabs, was now muddy everywhere, with countless droplets still flowing down the walls, forming small puddles in the muddy stone chamber.
Many bodies lay scattered on the ground, some crushed by falling debris, but most had a small hole in their foreheads, their eyes wide open in death.
Even so, the number of Martial Artists remaining here was still very large, about one hundred and fifty to sixty people. Two led them: a hunchbacked, withered old man, and a one-eyed white-haired old woman. Both were at the late Void Sojourn Realm level, hailing from a two-mountain faction—Mutuo Mountain.
Among the five two-mountain factions that entered the Ancient Corpse Battlefield, Mutuo Mountain was one. When the ground outside collapsed earlier, their group successfully entered the Imperial Tombs. After wandering inside, they made significant discoveries.
"Hehe, old woman, who would have thought we'd come here and meet the famous Mountain Lord."
"Indeed, old man. Seems this one isn't in great shape."
The two chuckled coldly, their dry laughs like mountain demons.
Surrounded by the crowd, a few figures stood in the center of the muddy ground.
Ten injured women from Water Moon Mountain formed a protective circle, watching the surrounding Martial Artists with caution and fear.
In their center sat the damaged water-blue sedan, now reduced to only its base. A delicate woman with silver hair and silver eyes sat atop it, her face as cold as a snow lotus, showing no emotion. However, it was clear her complexion was somewhat translucent, her energy flow uneven, indicating she was not in good condition.
Water Moon Mountain Lord, Shui Qianrou!
When the Serene Divine Lake vanished and the ground collapsed earlier, Shui Qianrou and her Water Moon Mountain group were closest to the lake, so they bore the brunt of it. After falling, they ended up in this part of the Imperial Tombs, with the murmuring water around them being the lake water from the Serene Divine Lake.
Shui Qianrou, at the peak of the Void Profound Realm, had already shown others how powerful she was during her fight with Chen Si outside.
But people only saw part of it and didn't know her true condition wasn't good. Although she had peak Void Sojourn Realm strength, she couldn't fully use it. Shui Qianrou was exceptionally talented, reaching the peak Void Sojourn Realm at her age was almost unheard of. Her rapid improvement was largely due to her unique physique. She possessed a one-in-a-million special physique—the Water-Drawing Profound Physique. This water-attribute physique was extremely unusual and powerful; whenever she was in a place rich with water energy, she would unconsciously start cultivating, quickly refining water energy into her own cultivation.
This was why Shui Qianrou had her current cultivation and strength.
But at the same time, gaining such strength came with serious drawbacks for the Water-Drawing Profound Physique. Because her body accumulated too much water energy, her bones and flesh changed, becoming extremely weak as water energy invaded, hence her silver hair and silver eyes.
If this continued, in less than ten years, her body would be completely taken over by water energy, making survival difficult. Therefore, Shui Qianrou now had to avoid any water energy exposure. On Water Moon Mountain, her residence was protected by a water-restriction formation to prevent water energy intrusion. This was also why Shui Qianrou was always mysterious in the Guyan Mountain Range—she rarely appeared outside, as every time she exerted herself, her physical condition worsened.
Whenever she went out, she had to use this water-blue sedan. The sedan was made from the trunk of Water-Drawing Wood, the same material as Grandma Sun's walking stick. Its main feature was its ability to absorb surrounding water energy autonomously. When Shui Qianrou was inside the sedan, her Water-Drawing Profound Physique was greatly restrained. Much of the water energy in the environment was absorbed by the sedan, extending her lifespan. Yet even so, she didn't have much time left unless she could reach the Primordial Sun Realm.
Reaching the Primordial Yang stage would generate the Intent of Pure Yang within her body, perfectly balancing and restraining the water energy, stabilizing her flesh and bones. Then the water energy would only enhance her cultivation, and Shui Qianrou would truly master the wonders of the Water-Drawing Profound Physique without any drawbacks.
The reason for coming to the Ancient Corpse Battlefield was that someone in the mountain had exhausted their life to deduce fate, learning that the key for Shui Qianrou to break through to the Primordial Sun Realm lay near the Serene Divine Lake. They took the risk, but not only did they fail to get what they wanted from the lake, they also fell into danger. Now, without the Water-Drawing Wood sedan to divert water energy, her Water-Drawing Profound Physique was active again, with endless water energy flowing through her body. Each bit of water energy increased her danger, especially after her several exertions by the lake, where large amounts of water energy entered her body each time she used water energy, worsening her condition.
When the hunchbacked old man and one-eyed old woman entered this part of the Imperial Tombs and saw Shui Qianrou, they were initially terrified. But after sensing her unusual state, they grew malicious.
As the Mountain Lord of a prominent three-mountain faction, Shui Qianrou must have many treasures. If they killed her while she was weak, wouldn't all her belongings be theirs? Moreover, eliminating Shui Qianrou would cause Water Moon Mountain to collapse, allowing their Mutuo Mountain to seize its territory and become the next three-mountain faction!
Thinking this, both wore cold smiles.
"Mountain Lord Shui Qianrou, we've had no quarrel with you, but since you're in this state today, don't blame us for being ruthless," the one-eyed old woman sneered.
The hunchbacked old man's muddy eyes glinted, having a different idea. "Tsk, killing such a beauty would be a pity."
"You rotten old man, having evil thoughts again?" the one-eyed old woman rasped.
The hunchbacked old man chuckled dryly. "Hehe, little girl, if you don't want to die, that's fine too. Just swallow this Soul-Dazing Insect, and I'll spare your life." As he spoke, he took out a small earthen jar containing a colorful, writhing Gu Insect, exuding sinister Malefic Qi.
Shui Qianrou's gaze remained cool and indifferent.
The Water Moon Mountain women angrily rebuked him. "Nonsense! The Soul-Dazing Insect controls the soul. If our Mountain Lord takes it, she'll be under your control!"
"What's wrong with that? Better than losing your life, right?" The hunchbacked old man leered.
The women were furious; anyone could see this old man was no good.
Shui Qianrou simply didn't want to speak. With a flick of her finger, water energy condensed into a droplet and shot out.
Pop.
The droplet pierced the small earthen jar, shattering it instantly, along with the Gu Insect inside. The hunchbacked old man jumped in fright, then looked pained. "My Soul-Dazing Insect! I spent years refining that treasure! You little wench, since you're stubborn, don't blame us for being brutal! Let's see how long you can last against our Mutuo Mountain warriors in your state!"
"Everyone, attack! Once we destroy Water Moon Mountain, any woman on that mountain is yours to pick!" the hunchbacked old man shouted fiercely.
The Mutuo Mountain Martial Artists behind him looked delighted, ignoring the danger as they all charged forward.
Profound Energy filled the air, pressing towards the Water Moon Mountain group.
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The martial artists of Mutuo Mountain all practiced Gu poison arts.
Because of the uniqueness of the Guyan Mountain Range, not only were there many Great Demons and demonic beasts in this place, but there were also many Gu Insects. If used well, Gu Insects could be a great aid to martial artists. Gu Insects were strange and varied, coming and going without a trace. Gu Insects like the Soul-Loss Insect in the hunchbacked old man's hand earlier were not few in number.
Therefore, when the martial artists of Mutuo Mountain made their move, the sky was filled with flying Gu Insects.
With a buzzing sound of flapping wings, at least a hundred or more Gu Insects shot out from among this group of people, swirling toward Shui Qianrou and her dozen or so companions.
Some of these Gu Insects were twisted centipedes, others were moths with colorful wings... each one's body glowed with brilliant toxins. As they closed in, large clouds of poisonous mist expanded.
"Be careful!"
A blue light curtain flowed over the bodies of the Water Moon Mountain women, protecting them. Their hands moved continuously, streams of watery vapor taking shape, turning into palm-strength water pillars that shot out. However, they couldn't withstand the sheer number of these Gu Insects. After all, these dozen or so individuals were merely ordinary Water Moon Mountain disciples. Their own cultivation was only at the early stages of the Void Sojourn Realm. Facing the Gu Insect attacks from over a hundred people, how could they possibly hold out?
It didn't take long before their Profound Energy was depleted. The swarm of Gu Insects buzzed and covered them, densely swarming over the water curtain, greedily gnawing at the Profound Energy.
Pop...
The light curtains burst one after another. A stream of Gu Insects, like sharks smelling blood, swarmed over the bodies of the women before them. Once a Gu Insect touched them, forget about the gnawing, just the poisonous gas they carried would be unbearable for these martial artists.
On Shui Qianrou's cool, beautiful face, her delicate eyebrows slightly furrowed. She extended her fair, small hand, water droplets appearing on her five fingers, which shot out with a whooshing sound.
Because of the special nature of Shui Qianrou's constitution, she didn't dare to recklessly use strong Profound Energy attacks. Otherwise, if she gathered too much watery vapor, the speed at which her body absorbed it would also increase, which was disadvantageous for her. Yet, even these seemingly simple water droplets, when they burst forth, possessed terrifying power.
Bang!
The water droplets shot out and struck the Gu Insects. Explosions of water splashed everywhere, each blast shredding at least a dozen Gu Insects into pieces. In no time, the swarm of Gu Insects filling the area ahead thinned out by more than half. However, after making several moves in succession, Shui Qianrou's cheeks grew increasingly pale and translucent. On her exposed skin, one could vaguely see within her jade-white, ice-like flesh something that seemed to flow, not like blood, but more like streams of water.
"Mountain Lord!"
"Mountain Lord, you mustn't push yourself any further."
The Water Moon Mountain disciples around her all looked fearful.
Originally, the watery vapor within this stone chamber was extremely abundant. Without the help of the bamboo carriage to draw away the watery vapor, Shui Qianrou's condition was already very dangerous. Now, forcing herself to use Profound Energy attacks would only cause her to absorb even more watery vapor.
"Let's hold on for a little longer! I've already crushed the Communication Jade Token. Grandma Sun and the others will be here soon," one of the women said.
As soon as her words fell, a bent figure suddenly darted out from the side. The hunchbacked old man gave a sinister laugh. "Hold on? With what will you hold on?"
He raised his right hand and took out a black jade gourd. Unstopping it, a loud, buzzing, chaotic noise was heard. Suddenly, a black stream shot out from inside the gourd. Looking closely, it was composed of at least a hundred or more tiny black mosquitoes. Individually, the mosquitoes were small and inconspicuous, but gathered together, the black stream they formed was quite spectacular. Buzzing, they charged toward the woman who had just spoken.
The woman's face changed in alarm. She quickly made several hand seals, condensing watery vapor in front of her to meet the black stream.
But the attack, intended to block the black stream, had no effect whatsoever. From the bodies of the black stream's mosquitoes, wisps of black mist shot out, layer upon layer, actually directly piercing through the covering of water and rushing straight onto the woman's body.
A wretched scream rang out. The woman's entire body was instantly tightly covered by the black stream. She struggled violently for a moment. Shortly after, when the hundred or so black mosquitoes flew up, only a shriveled corpse was left on the ground.
"Sister Yu!"
The eyes of the women around instantly reddened, and fury erupted.
"Mutuo Mountain! We won't let you get away with this!"
"You dare kill Sister Yu? I'll make you, old bastard, pay with your life!"
Enraged, three of them suddenly charged forward. The others couldn't stop them in time. They swiftly darted to the hunchbacked old man's side. The old man merely wore a cold, sinister smile. With a sweep of the black mosquitoes, they followed closely, swirling like black mist. Once they wrapped around a person, it only took a few minutes for them to completely devour the woman's corpse's Blood Qi, leaving only an ugly, dried-up husk on the ground.
These three didn't even last a few minutes before being utterly consumed by the black mosquitoes.
"Hahaha! I've nurtured this gourd of Black Blood Mosquitoes for over thirty years! I painstakingly fed them with the flesh and blood of various Great Demons and martial artists to reach the current number of over a hundred. Did you little wenches think you could withstand them? Truly, death is no pity. It's better that you become nourishment for my Black Blood Mosquitoes!" The hunchbacked old man was exceedingly pleased with himself.
With those few dead, Shui Qianrou's side seemed even more isolated, with only six people left.
The hunchbacked old man waved his hand. "Continue the assault!"
The remaining martial artists acknowledged. Not only did the Gu Insects surge forward, but they themselves, shrouded in poisonous gas, rushed toward Shui Qianrou and her group.
Though these women resisted with all their might, their strength was truly too weak. After Shui Qianrou forced herself to attack and kill over ten more people, her figure staggered and she leaned sideways against the ground. The watery vapor filling her entire body placed an immense burden on her bones and flesh. Even her own Profound Energy could only barely resist. This made it difficult for her to unleash any more strength, and she could only watch helplessly as the remaining few women fell under the encirclement of the crowd.
Under the siege of a hundred people, what could these six women possibly do? With the sound of spraying blood, the six of them couldn't even withstand a few moves before they were all killed.
A trace of sorrow appeared in Shui Qianrou's cool, silver eyes.
"Kekekeke, now there's no one left to save you! Shui Qianrou, why don't you just surrender?" The hunchbacked old man shouted excitedly.
The one-eyed old woman wore a sinister expression. "Look at this delicate, tender body. Should I feed it to my Great Yellow Flower Python, or grind it into bait for my Silver Thread Snakes?"
Shui Qianrou remained silent, her eyes resting quietly on the corpses of the Water Moon Mountain women. If not for her, they wouldn't have ended up like this...
Seeing that Shui Qianrou paid no heed to their words, both of their expressions suddenly darkened, murderous intent flashing in their eyes.
"Fine! Since you want to die a mute's death, we'll grant your wish! Attack!"
The Gu Insects all around moved in unison, densely surrounding Shui Qianrou. At a glance, there were at least four to five hundred of them, of various types, dazzling to the two pairs of eyes.
Just as everyone was about to send the Gu Insects swarming forward, a loud bang of impact came from behind.
The hunchbacked old man and the one-eyed old woman were both startled. They turned their heads to look, faintly sensing a violent surge of sword energy sweeping out and smashing forward. Immediately following, a figure appeared, flying backward rather awkwardly, crashing directly into the wall.
The figure landed. Fang Yang wiped the corner of his mouth, cursed, and sword energy flowed again on his Blackwater Sword.
"Dragon-Snake!"
The Dragon-Snake Sword Qi, swaying with a huge body, swung out with a roar, directly smashing the Great Demon that was hot on his heels into countless stone fragments.
"Who are you?!" the hunchbacked old man barked sharply.
Having shredded the Great Demon statue with one sword, Fang Yang's body moved as he was about to dart forward. Upon hearing the shout, he suddenly noticed the scene here.
When he saw several hundred pairs of eyes fixed on him, his heart skipped a beat. Then his gaze shifted to the silver-eyed Shui Qianrou over there, and his expression froze. With a quick sweep, Fang Yang roughly understood what was happening here.
"Cough, I'm just passing through," Fang Yang waved his hand. Since they were all strangers, he couldn't be bothered to get involved in this mess.
Shui Qianrou was beautiful, absolutely beautiful, but cultivation at the Void Profound Realm Peak was no joke. And with her standoffish attitude that kept people at a distance, Fang Yang didn't feel much like playing the hero rescuing the beauty... Besides, compared to Shui Qianrou, his own cultivation really didn't qualify him as any hero.
Crack, crack.
A tremor of stone. While Fang Yang was speaking, the Great Demon statue over there reassembled itself. It suddenly let out a furious roar and charged toward Fang Yang.
"Damn it, this thing is seriously annoying," Fang Yang cursed loudly.
Ever since he triggered this statue in that hall, this thing had been sticking to him like a bone maggot. Along the way, the two had fought a hundred times. Fang Yang's Profound Energy had been depleted over and over, yet he still couldn't completely destroy this thing. Instead, he was the one being driven to distraction.
Seeing this Great Demon appear before him again, Fang Yang moved, darting into the crowd.
The Great Demon didn't care about anything. Swinging its fangs and claws, its power exploded violently. The late-stage Void Sojourn Realm force smashed into the crowd of over a hundred. The sound of screams was heard as dozens were sent flying, blood spraying, with at least a dozen or more killed.
Fang Yang darted chaotically among the crowd, and the Great Demon attacked wildly.
After a moment of stunned silence, the hunchbacked old man flew into a rage. "What reckless brat dares to meddle in our Mutuo Mountain's affairs? Kill him! Along with that beast!"
He completely took Fang Yang for someone who deliberately came to cause trouble.
The martial artists of Mutuo Mountain changed their target, immediately urging their Gu Insects toward Fang Yang and the Great Demon.
Suddenly surrounded by a swarm of Gu Insects, Fang Yang gave a bitter laugh. He really wanted to shout that it was a misunderstanding, but seeing everyone's aggressive stance, he guessed shouting would likely be useless.
He turned his Blackwater Sword, and a Dragon-Snake roared out, instantly shredding the dozens of Gu Insects that pounced at him. Fang Yang's figure swiftly retreated, wanting to escape this chaotic place.
"Brat, where do you think you're running? You've killed so many people from our Mutuo Mountain and think you can leave? Let this Grandma tear your body apart!" the one-eyed old woman shrieked. Her figure darted forward like a ghost, appearing in front of Fang Yang. Though her height only reached Fang Yang's chest, she was short and ugly, but her speed was incredibly fast. Arriving beside Fang Yang, the old woman's hand flashed with light, and a brilliantly patterned python appeared out of thin air, lashing out toward Fang Yang.
This brightly patterned python, with its sharp fangs, lunged to bite Fang Yang.
The Great Yellow Flower Python, one of the one-eyed old woman's two most cherished Gu Insects. Actually, a python couldn't really be considered a Gu Insect, but the rearing of this Great Yellow Flower Python was no simple matter. It was fed over a hundred different poisonous creatures to grow. Not only was it powerful, but its flesh, blood, and even its scales carried potent toxins. Unaware martial artists would be poisoned the moment they touched it, their internal organs destroyed, leading to death.
"A poisonous creature?" Fang Yang was a Physician. At one glance, he raised an eyebrow at the brightly colored, faintly glowing python.
Sword energy swirled on the Blackwater Sword, and the Dragon-Snake Sword Qi smashed onto the python with a bang.
Sizzle...
White smoke rose. Even the touch of the sword energy, as it grazed the python's body, seemed to be rapidly dissolving.
"Gahaha, still trying to attack this Grandma's treasure? You wish! The toxins on my python's body are such that even Profound Energy is helpless against them. You'd better obediently become a meal for my python!"
The Great Yellow Flower Python hissed, its body quickly twisting. It brushed past Fang Yang's sword energy bombardment and arrived before him. Its long tail lashed out, grazing the clothes on Fang Yang's body. Not only did it instantly dissolve part of his clothing, but it also left a black, burn-like mark on his skin.
Seeing this, the one-eyed old woman looked even more delighted.
"Poisoned by this Grandma's treasure, you can just obediently go die now!"
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The one-eyed old woman was overjoyed.
Martial Artists who practiced the Gu Insect and poison arts were usually extremely weak in their own strength, much worse than ordinary Martial Artists. Even a late-stage Void Sojourn Realm practitioner might not be much stronger than an ordinary mid-stage Void Sojourn Realm practitioner. Their biggest advantage, however, was the use of Gu Insects. For a Gu and poison practitioner, the stronger their Gu Insect, the greater the power they could unleash.
Mutuo Mountain was able to become one of the Two Mountain powers within the Guyan Mountain Range precisely because of the strength of their Gu Insects.
The two Gu Insects that this old woman had painstakingly nurtured were extremely extraordinary. She had put immense effort into raising them, specifically feeding them toxins tailored to target Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artists. A mere brush from this big yellow-spotted python would allow the poison to invade the body, ravage the internal organs, and damage the Soul Origin, killing a Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artist without them even knowing how they died. Of course, this did not include late-stage Void Sojourn Realm practitioners. They had unique self-preservation methods; death was unlikely, but serious injury was certain.
As for practitioners before the late stage, they had no hope of resisting!
With this big yellow-spotted python, she could be considered a certain-kill presence among Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artists.
The Guyan Mountain Range was filled with talented individuals, and there were indeed quite a few who could fight one against a hundred.
If Fang Yang had been swapped for famous experts from Tiance Prefecture like Sun Manzi or Xin Guihua, he probably would have met his end as well.
But... Fang Yang was Fang Yang.
Fang Yang looked at the black mark that had appeared on his skin. When the mark appeared, a dark, shadowy aura quickly surged along the wound, racing through his meridians, trying to invade his body like a foreign enemy.
He raised an eyebrow. "A rather interesting poison."
Then, Fang Yang circulated a small amount of Pure Yang Profound Energy. The crimson-gold Profound Energy flashed through his meridians, covering that black aura and directly annihilating it without a trace. The black mark on his skin also quickly faded.
The joy on the one-eyed old woman's face froze, turning into shock. "How is this possible! Why is the poison from my heart's treasure useless?!"
"Haven't you heard of Pure Yang Profound Energy?" Fang Yang said with a light smile.
"Pure Yang Profound Energy?" The old woman's expression changed strangely. "The ultimate yang Profound Energy that contains the pure yang attribute?"
"Exactly. Pure Yang Profound Energy is impervious to all poisons and evil influences. What use could a little poison like this be to me?" Fang Yang shrugged.
Pure Yang Profound Energy was the greatest counter to dark, evil things. While the poison on this big yellow-spotted python had a certain-kill characteristic against ordinary Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artists, to Fang Yang... it was practically like an itch.
"No! How can a youngster like you possess Pure Yang Profound Energy! Isn't that the unique Profound Energy of the Pure Yang True Sect within Tiance Prefecture?!" the old woman shrieked.
Fang Yang smiled. "Unfortunately, I just do."
He took a step forward, a fireball condensing in his palm. Sunfire Dance rapidly spiraled out, darting toward the big yellow-spotted python.
"Sunfire Dance... Quadruple Revolution."
Fang Yang murmured. The fireball in his palm seemed to expand violently like adding strong liquor, its fiery aura swirling more fiercely. Then, he slapped it forward.
Once Sunfire Dance left his hand, it touched the big yellow-spotted python. A surge of powerful, blazing fire energy exploded violently. Under the force of the powerful blast, the thick-bodied python didn't even have a chance to dodge; it was instantly engulfed in flames.
"My treasure!" the one-eyed old woman wailed.
Under the explosion filled with Fang Yang's Pure Yang Profound Energy, the python she had painstakingly raised for decades was directly torn apart, its skin and flesh ruptured, utterly destroyed by the Pure Yang Profound Energy.
The one-eyed old woman stumbled to the side of the python's corpse and sat down. She picked up the charred body and examined it. After confirming it was dead beyond any doubt, she immediately began to wail mournfully. Tears streamed from her eyes, her face sorrowful.
Fang Yang frowned slightly. Just as he was about to leave, the old woman's head suddenly turned toward him. Fang Yang glanced at her and felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. Her left eye was originally blind, covered with a black cloth. Now, that black cloth was lifted, and a silver snake, as thick as a little finger, shot out from it.
This one-eyed old woman actually raised her Gu Insect inside her own body!
"You killed my big treasure! I'll have my second treasure devour your head!" The old woman shrieked like a vengeful ghost.
The silver thread snake in her eye socket flashed with a white shadow, whooshing to appear right in front of Fang Yang. Its speed was incredibly fast; even Fang Yang was somewhat caught off guard. Sensing the silver snake closing in, Fang Yang circulated his Pure Yang Profound Energy, intending to rely on its effect to repel the Gu Insect once more. But he hadn't expected this silver thread snake to be extremely different. The Pure Yang Profound Energy he released failed to block its advance. With a flash of white light, the silver snake broke through the Pure Yang Profound Energy and closed in on Fang Yang.
The small, snow-white body touched Fang Yang's skin and vanished instantly.
Fang Yang's body stiffened, standing frozen in place.
Then the old woman over there gave a sinister laugh. "Block it? You can't block it! Cackle, cackle! My big yellow-spotted python specializes in breaking Martial Artists' physical bodies. A single touch means death or severe injury. And my silver thread snake is specifically for dealing with the Soul Origin! Your Pure Yang Profound Energy could destroy my big treasure, but can it work on the Soul Origin? Just wait for the silver thread snake to slowly tear apart and devour your Soul Origin. I'll make you suffer unbearably!"
As the one-eyed old woman shouted, Fang Yang also sensed an anomaly within his Sea of Consciousness.
A white flash—the vanished silver thread snake suddenly appeared within Fang Yang's Sea of Consciousness. Its tiny form slithered about, then darted toward the location of Fang Yang's Soul Origin.
The silver thread snake specialized in killing the Soul Origin. It was a treasure the one-eyed old woman had deliberately raised to target powerful experts. It was also a natural variant species, something she had obtained with great difficulty. Ordinary Profound Energy defenses were useless against the silver thread snake; it could directly enter the Sea of Consciousness.
For most Martial Artists, the Soul Origin was an extremely fragile existence. Once the silver thread snake got close, the only outcome was death by devouring. Even some late-stage Void Sojourn Realm practitioners would have no chance of blocking the one-eyed old woman's sudden attack.
The silver thread snake appeared and opened its mouth wide, biting down.
Crack...
The scene of the Soul Origin being devoured did not occur. The silver thread snake's mouth directly clamped onto a hard cocoon.
Fang Yang's Soul Origin was currently undergoing the process of transformation, still completely encased within a cocoon formed from white soul threads... This cocoon had no other outstanding feature except for being exceptionally hard. Not to mention the not-so-aggressive silver thread snake, even if the big yellow-spotted python were in Fang Yang's Sea of Consciousness, it couldn't break open this white cocoon.
"It seems I have to disappoint you again," Fang Yang said aloud.
A wisp of Frostflame quietly floating beside the cocoon suddenly brightened. A sapphire-blue light flashed onto the silver thread snake.
Once touched by the blue flame, the tiny silver thread snake immediately writhed in agony. Its tongue flickered briefly before it turned into a puddle of charred, frozen flesh.
"Pfft!"
The one-eyed old woman spat out a mouthful of blood. Raising Gu Insects was inherently connected to one's own soul. Now, with both of her soul-linked Gu Insects dead, the backlash alone inflicted extremely severe injuries on her.
"N-no, impossible... even my silver thread snake..."
Blood filled her mouth as she retreated step by step, her face full of disbelief.
Pure Yang Profound Energy was one thing; it just meant this kid had some luck. But why did he have such strong defense even on his Soul Origin? What kind of monster was this...
"Now it's my turn."
After being ambushed twice in a row by the old woman, a thread of killing intent also rose in Fang Yang's heart. He took a step, sword light shining brightly like falling stars.
"Die!"
Boom!
The power of the Sword Star shot out from his blade, directly blasting the old woman. She didn't even have time to scream before being swallowed by the Sword Star and turning to dust.
As soon as the old woman died, the hunchbacked old man over there abruptly turned his head and cried out, "Old woman!"
He was still leading his men to surround and attack that strange Great Demon statue inside. He had killed it several times, but the statue kept reviving, much to his frustration. He was well aware of the power of the old woman's Gu Insects and had originally thought that with her strength, eliminating a seemingly not-very-strong youngster like this would be more than enough.
But he never expected that in the end, not only did Fang Yang not die, but the late-stage Void Sojourn Realm old woman perished here instead.
"I'll make you pay with your life!"
The hunchbacked old man roared with bloodshot eyes, no longer caring about the Great Demon statue. He directed the swarm of over a hundred black-blooded mosquitoes to turn with a buzzing sound, rushing to assault Fang Yang. At the same time, the flesh on his hunched back tore apart. With a tearing sound, a crimson shadow shot out from the bulging hump, ripping through most of the old man's flesh.
Upon landing, it was revealed to be a scorpion the size of a head, blood-red in color.
This old man was also clearly raising Gu Insects within his body.
"Black-blooded mosquitoes, Bloodmelt Poison Scorpion! Kill this brat for me!!"
Ignoring the mangled flesh on his back, the old man controlled the two types of Gu Insects to charge at Fang Yang.
Fang Yang frowned, sensing the power of these two Gu Insects. He didn't give them a chance to get close. With his right hand, a Sunfire Dance fireball swirled; with his left hand, thunder flickered, seal techniques floating.
"Sunfire Dance! Thunderclap Seal!"
The fireball and thunder merged, forming a fire-thunder sphere. Fang Yang pushed with both hands and hurled it forward.
Boom!
A violent tremor shook the hall. Flames splattered everywhere; silver lightning danced like snakes. Both the fireball infused with Pure Yang Profound Energy and the righteous thunder technique were natural enemies of Gu and poison creatures. Fang Yang fused the two and blasted them onto the two types of Gu Insects. The hundred-plus black-blooded mosquitoes were instantly reduced by seventy to eighty percent. As for the terrifying-looking Bloodmelt Poison Scorpion, it was swept by the lightning, its body flipping over, convulsing uncontrollably. Even if not killed immediately, it clearly wouldn't survive much longer.
The old man also spat out a mouthful of blood, greatly alarmed.
Fang Yang gave him no time to react. Sword Star rose again and blasted out.
"No!!" The hunchbacked old man only had time to utter one word before being swallowed by the Sword Star.
The starlight from the sword flashed and vanished. The entire hall fell into silence. The many Martial Artists from Mutuo Mountain surrounding them stood dumbfounded, terrified by Fang Yang's display of power.
With his own strength, he consecutively killed two late-stage Void Sojourn Realm Martial Artists... and they were the two famous Mountain Lords of their very own Mutuo Mountain!!
"W-who are you?"
"The Mountain Lords, the Mountain Lords are dead! What use are we?"
"Even the Mountain Lords' Gu Insects were useless. This guy is our natural enemy! Let's not fight, run!"
The many Martial Artists panicked, unable to muster any will to fight. They fled in all directions, scattering in panic. During their escape, the Great Demon statue seized the opportunity and slaughtered another twenty-plus people. In the end, only a mere thirty-some Martial Artists barely managed to escape the place, and many of them were wounded or disabled.
Fang Yang couldn't be bothered to give chase. Successively fighting two opponents had long since depleted the Profound Energy in his body.
"I really was just passing by..." Fang Yang gave a bitter smile, though by now no one was left to hear it.
Killing these two individuals and four Gu Insects could only be attributed to Fang Yang's good luck. Many of his techniques were natural counters to Gu Insects... This group had poor judgment and happened to provoke him. They had only themselves to blame for their deaths.
The hall instantly became empty. Even the statue Great Demon that had been chasing him for so long seemed to have found other targets, following the fleeing Martial Artists into the corridor.
Fang Yang took a
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