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At this moment, Fang Yang frowned as he stared at the iron box before him, his pupils deep, lost in thought.
After a long while, Fang Yang slowly approached the iron box. He placed a hand on it and then channeled a stream of Profound Energy into it. He didn't dare to use the full force of his Profound Energy right away. Instead, he proceeded gradually, testing the depth of the Barrier Field bit by bit.
Time passed slowly. After a while, Fang Yang withdrew his hand. Looking at the iron box, he said solemnly, "This Barrier Field is incredibly powerful. Though I don't know exactly who set it up, I doubt even Wu Fan could break it."
Of course, this was just Fang Yang's feeling. Cultivators at the Spirit Convergence Stage were considered experts in their own right. Even though Fang Yang had managed to subdue Wu Fan through some means, Wu Fan's strength far surpassed his own. If Fang Yang's estimation was correct, this Barrier Field was likely set up by the Lord of Huoyu County.
That meant it was at least a Void Sojourn Realm Barrier Field. With this thought, Fang Yang felt troubled. A Void Sojourn Realm Barrier Field was something he simply could not open, and he definitely wouldn't be able to open it anytime soon.
"After all that effort, I ended up with just this." He let out a bitter laugh, feeling somewhat disappointed.
He had absolutely no ability to open a Void Sojourn Realm Barrier Field in the short term. He had no idea what treasures might lie inside. In this situation, Fang Yang felt a strange, itchy restlessness in his heart.
"Forget it. I got this for free anyway." Changing his train of thought, he comforted himself with this sentence and gave a light chuckle.
After saying that, Fang Yang began to sort through the items scattered on the ground. Useless things like spring palace paintings, he threw away entirely, keeping only some items that still held some value.
However, as Fang Yang was tidying up, a gleam suddenly flashed in his eyes, and his gaze fell upon another object.
"Huh? Why is there a stone placed here?" Fang Yang said softly with a frown. Among the pile of items, he saw a stone. The stone wasn't very large, was pitch black, and didn't seem like something with any collection value.
For a moment, Fang Yang was puzzled. Given that youth's wealth and temperament, why would he keep something like this in his Spatial Ring?
Thinking this, Fang Yang flicked his wrist, releasing another wave of attractive force, immediately pulling the object into his hand.
As soon as it was in his grasp, Fang Yang's expression changed. "This isn't a stone." He didn't sense any characteristics of a stone from this object. Moreover, when he gently probed it, he discovered there was actually a flow of energy inside it! And the nature of this energy was very strange. For a moment, Fang Yang couldn't guess what this thing actually was.
While pondering this, Fang Yang gripped the object and gradually increased his strength.
"Poof!"
A shockwave transmitted through, and Fang Yang's expression changed again as he felt a numbness in the base of his thumb.
Almost instantly, Fang Yang couldn't help but curse, "Damn it, there's a Barrier Field here too!"
As soon as he made contact with the object, Fang Yang immediately sensed that this thing—which he couldn't identify at all—also had a Barrier Field on it.
For a moment, Fang Yang felt like crying but had no tears.
However, upon second thought, Fang Yang felt a bit of joy. If it was something sealed by a Barrier Field, it must be a good item. Moreover, this Barrier Field didn't seem as powerful as the previous one.
Thinking this, Fang Yang took a deep breath... grabbed the object, and exerted a strong force.
"Poof!"
Blood immediately flowed from the base of his thumb. The power of the Barrier Field directly injured his palm.
Seeing this, Fang Yang knew that relying on his own power alone, he could absolutely not open this thing.
After some thought, Fang Yang held the object. A white light flashed on his finger, and the Jiugong Sword appeared in his hand.
"Purple Break!"
A sharp shout rolled from Fang Yang's throat. A flash of purple Profound Energy brilliance immediately shot from the tip of his sword, striking directly onto the object.
"Boom!"
A loud explosion sounded. The pitch-black object shook violently. What happened next shocked Fang Yang...
Before his eyes, a glow immediately emerged from the palm-sized object. A strange radiance tightly enveloped it, and then streams of energy poured out from within. In the blink of an eye, an energy shield formed over the object. On the shield appeared characters that Fang Yang couldn't understand at all.
Seeing this, a strange feeling flashed in Fang Yang's heart.
But what shocked Fang Yang even more happened next...
A white light slowly rose from the Barrier Field. No, perhaps it shouldn't be called a white light, but white mist. A hazy white mist rose from the energy shield, eventually gathering together.
Then...
A human figure actually appeared before Fang Yang!
When he saw this figure, a flash of alertness immediately crossed Fang Yang's face. The reason was simple: this figure was also a soul body! Having witnessed the power of soul bodies in Bailing City, Fang Yang now felt the caution of once bitten, twice shy.
Before his eyes, the soul body was also an old man. The old man's hair was completely white. Unlike the soul body Fang Yang had seen before in Bailing City, this soul body was entirely pale and seemed almost transparent. The soul body in Bailing City had been extremely solid; if you didn't look carefully, you wouldn't know it was a soul body.
However, Fang Yang still didn't dare to relax his guard. This old man gave Fang Yang a very dangerous feeling. At first glance, Fang Yang's immediate impression was... expert, an absolute expert! His entire body exuded the aura of an expert, that unique temperament of a true master that absolutely couldn't be faked.
Moreover, his entire being carried an extremely noble air, as if he were someone of high status. Especially those eyes gave Fang Yang a complex feeling—there was weariness, there was authority...
"Who are you?" After the old man appeared, he had been looking around, appearing weary and puzzled. Seeing that the other made no move for a long time, Fang Yang couldn't help but ask in a serious tone.
"Who are you?" the old man retorted.
This sentence left Fang Yang speechless. After a moment's hesitation, Fang Yang said calmly, "Upper Sun Palace, Fang Yang."
"Never heard of it." the old man said indifferently.
Fang Yang: "......"
Fang Yang now desperately wanted to slap this old guy to death. This old guy was just too arrogant.
"Huh, there is the bloodline of my clan." Just at that moment, the old man suddenly turned and glanced at the corpse of the youth not far away.
Hearing this, Fang Yang also followed his gaze to look at the youth, then immediately withdrew his eyes. As he withdrew his gaze, Fang Yang seemed to understand something in that moment.
This old man... probably had some relationship with that deceased youth. Likely he was a senior from their family or something similar.
"Was it you who killed my clansman?" Suddenly, the old man turned his head and looked at Fang Yang, a sharp gleam flashing in his eyes.
Feeling that sharp gaze, Fang Yang felt as if he had been scraped by a blade.
The expert temperament on this old man was absolutely no weaker than that so-called Celestial Mansion Primordial Spirits soul body Fang Yang had seen in Bailing City!
Especially from this old man, Fang Yang sensed a feeling of danger. The old man's masterful demeanor was just too strong.
Though the other was a soul body, Fang Yang estimated that this person, in life, was likely a peerless expert!
Gently shaking his head, Fang Yang said seriously, "It wasn't me."
"Hmph, it wasn't you?" Upon hearing this, the old man snorted coldly, his gaze icy as he looked down at the pitch-black stone and said sternly, "Then why is my Duan family's Fruit of Creation in your possession?"
"Fruit of Creation?" Fang Yang frowned, confused. He had no idea what the other was talking about. Even after searching through all his memories, he couldn't find a single bit of information about the Fruit of Creation.
"Hmph, still trying to explain? You were just trying to destroy the Barrier Field I left behind years ago." Snorting coldly, the old man said sternly, his voice carrying a cold tone and a startling murderous intent.
Feeling this murderous intent, Fang Yang's heartbeat immediately accelerated.
The strength of a soul body was impossible to gauge. This old man looked like an expert, his demeanor no less imposing than that Celestial Mansion Primordial Spirit. If the other possessed that level of strength and decided to attack, wouldn't Fang Yang be done for?
For a moment, Fang Yang felt extremely frustrated. He originally thought he was lucky, having picked up quite a few treasures. How did he suddenly bring a death sentence upon himself?
"However, I am puzzled. With your strength, how were you able to break my Barrier Field all the way to the final layer, directly summoning me? It's very strange." Just as Fang Yang was thinking, the old man suddenly spoke, a flicker of doubt in his eyes.
Fang Yang was utterly confused by his words.
"Hmph, regardless, since you have designs on my Duan family's property, I cannot let you live!" Suddenly, the old man snorted coldly, a flash of killing intent bursting from his eyes. His hand trembled, and a vast amount of Soul Power had already gathered in his palm.
Seeing this, Fang Yang's expression changed drastically. This old man attacked as soon as he spoke. When he made his move, the old man fully displayed the posture of an expert. In his every gesture, there was the air of a peerless master!
"Whoosh!"
A streak of brilliance formed from Soul Power immediately shot out. Fang Yang had just been in shock, and by the time he snapped back to reality, it was too late to dodge. This Soul Power was already approaching Fang Yang's chest.
"Am I going to die just like this?" A sentence suddenly rose in his heart. Fang Yang muttered to himself. He never imagined things would come to this. This could truly be called a sudden, unexpected disaster!
"Boom!"
Before Fang Yang could form a second thought, the Soul Power struck his body.
In an instant, that Soul Power spread out, beginning to ripple around Fang Yang's entire body...
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This wave of Soul Power began to fluctuate around Fang Yang's body, carrying a tearing sensation, as if trying to rip apart every single cell in Fang Yang's entire being.
At this moment, Fang Yang had already prepared for death, feeling quite unwilling in his heart. He had been reborn into this life, yet never imagined it would come to such an end. However...
Soon, Fang Yang, who had originally had his eyes tightly shut, slowly opened them. A look of confusion appeared on his face as he inspected his own body, gazing at the Soul Power that was still raging freely across it...
Fang Yang's expression became extremely strange. He clearly felt that this Soul Power fluctuating on him wasn't causing him much harm. Although there was some slight pain, it was still within his tolerance.
To confirm this suspicion, Fang Yang's body trembled, and a surge of Profound Energy erupted from him, immediately shaking off all the Soul Power covering his body.
Seeing this, Fang Yang was greatly astonished...
Looking at the old man, his expression was a hundred times more exaggerated than Fang Yang's. He stared at Fang Yang as if looking at a monster, his eyes wide open, seemingly puzzled as to why Fang Yang wasn't dead yet.
"Hey, why aren't you dead yet, kid?" The old man looked thoroughly confused as he spoke slowly to Fang Yang. Pausing briefly, he then added, "Could it be that I held back too much just now?"
Nodding to himself, the old man snorted coldly, "I have been slumbering for a long time, and now I have no physical body. My grasp of force is inevitably a bit off. Prepare to die, kid!"
After saying this, the old man gathered another wave of Soul Power in his palm. This time, he seemed much more serious than before. The last time was just a casual strike, but this time, Fang Yang clearly saw the old man concentrating Soul Power in one hand while the other hand constantly changed gestures, as if forming some kind of seal. As the old man's hands moved, the Soul Power in his other hand actually started changing colors, turning into seven colors within moments. And that wasn't all; the mass of Soul Power even coalesced into the shape of a dragon!
Faintly, Fang Yang saw a long dragon coiling within the old man's palm, breathing towards him menacingly. Looking at that fierce dragon head, Fang Yang felt a chill. To be able to control Soul Power to such an extent, this old man's mastery was truly astonishing!
"Seven Seas Dragon Soars!" A furious roar rolled out from the old man's throat, sounding like thunder. As the thunderous sound faded, the soaring dragon immediately shot out from the old man's hand, rushing straight at Fang Yang.
Fang Yang didn't even try to dodge. It wasn't that he had given up hope of survival, but he knew that before such a powerful individual, any attempt to evade was pointless.
The soaring dragon was incredibly lifelike, just like a real Eastern divine dragon. Controlling Profound Energy was one thing, but someone who could control Soul Power to this degree was surely no ordinary mortal.
"Boom!"
With a dragon's roar, the dragon crashed into Fang Yang's body.
"Pfft!"
Fang Yang was instantly sent staggering...
But soon, Fang Yang's expression changed again. He retreated three or four steps in a row before stopping, looking down at his own body with speechless disbelief. His chest hadn't been pierced by the dragon; not a single bone was even broken. He only felt a slight pain in his chest.
Seeing Fang Yang survive again, this time the old man wasn't just shocked; he was utterly horrified.
"Hey, how are you still alive?" The old man stared at Fang Yang for a long while before exclaiming in surprise.
Frowning deeply, the old man looked utterly perplexed. "This shouldn't be possible!"
"Boom!"
The old man was now slightly enraged. Using both hands together, in an instant, dozens of strands of Soul Power shot out from his fingertips, exploding one after another on Fang Yang's body.
The Soul Power fluctuated on Fang Yang's body. Fang Yang's face darkened, and his figure trembled. All of this Soul Power was scattered away by Fang Yang.
The old man: "......"
At this point, the old man was speechless. Why was it that his attacks had no effect on Fang Yang whatsoever?
"Kid, are you hiding your cultivation level? Are you actually a Void Sojourn Realm cultivator?" The old man, now quite furious, glared at Fang Yang and shouted.
Fang Yang: "......"
Fang Yang felt like cursing inwardly. A Void Sojourn Realm cultivator? If I were a Void Sojourn Realm cultivator, I would have slapped you to death long ago.
After saying this, the old man seemed to realize it was inappropriate. This young man before him looked only about seventeen or eighteen. If he were a Void Sojourn Realm cultivator, that would be far too monstrous.
However, no matter how he thought about it, the old man couldn't understand. Why couldn't this young man be killed no matter what? Was he from the Phoenix clan? Could he undergo nirvana? But even nirvana requires dying first...
Meanwhile, Fang Yang was also puzzled. But soon, he seemed to guess something... although he wasn't entirely sure in his heart. This guess of his was undoubtedly a bold one.
Just as Fang Yang was thinking, the old man moved again. Seeming embarrassed that his repeated attacks hadn't killed Fang Yang, his face flushed with shame, and his eyes burned with anger.
"Boom! Boom! Boom!"
Fang Yang felt the old man's aura continuously rising.
"Eight Extremities Heavenly Wrath!"
"Yin-Yang Convergence Hell!"
"Earth King Celestial Burial!"
Fang Yang: "......"
The names of martial techniques kept pouring from the old man's throat. Wave after wave of Soul Power, shimmering with dazzling light, continuously struck Fang Yang's body...
Yet even after all this beating, Fang Yang remained completely unharmed. Instead, the old man, having released too many techniques, was now leaning on his legs, panting heavily. His already transparent spirit body grew even more translucent.
"Kid... take this move. I refuse to believe you still won't die." After catching his breath, the old man straightened up, shouted at Fang Yang, and trembled his hands. "Eight Desolations Earth Split...!"
"Ow, darn it, why are you hitting me?"
"Don't hit the face, not the face."
"I told you you were hiding your cultivation level... ow, that hurts!"
Before the old man could finish speaking, Fang Yang finally moved. He couldn't take it anymore. Taking several steps forward, he approached the old man and threw a punch directly, knocking the old man down. Then, without holding back, Fang Yang unleashed a flurry of punches and kicks. The old man lay on the ground, howling in pain...
Half an hour later...
Fang Yang sat on the ground, one leg crossed over the other, looking at the old man, now bruised and swollen, before him. He spoke calmly, "Name."
The old man: "......"
Fang Yang's expression turned stern. "I'm asking you a question!"
"Duan Ling," the old man lowered his head and said slowly.
"Age," Fang Yang asked softly.
"Seven hundred and thirty-two years old when I was still alive. I don't know now," the old man shook his head.
"Cultivation level."
"Primordial Sun Realm..." the old man said slowly, but after speaking, he frowned, showing a hint of embarrassment. "Don't know now either..."
Nodding, Fang Yang said slowly, "Hmm, understood."
"Are you hiding your cultivation level..." The old man looked up, cautiously glancing at Fang Yang as he asked softly.
"Hiding my head, you old ghost," Fang Yang glanced at the old man and said coldly.
"Then how can I, a mere True Martial Realm cultivator, not defeat you?" The old man was utterly confused.
For this, Fang Yang had only one explanation... and this was precisely his earlier guess.
There was only one truth, and that was...
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Looking at the Duan Ling before him, Fang Yang hesitated slightly, then said solemnly, "Has this Barrier Field become one with you?"
Duan Ling nodded. "How did you know?"
Letting out a bitter laugh, Fang Yang finally understood why Duan Ling carried himself like a master yet possessed such weak strength. Fang Yang roughly estimated that Duan Ling currently could have no more than the cultivation level of the True Martial Realm peak.
"Back when this old man was about to die, he left a Barrier Field on this Fruit of Creation. At that time, my end was near, and I was just a soul body, bound to enter the cycle of reincarnation sooner or later. So, I came up with a clever trick. I bound my soul to this Barrier Field. That way, I could exist forever. How about that? Smart, right? And I could protect my family's treasure, the Fruit of Creation, for generations to come!" Duan Ling said slowly, looking at Fang Yang with a proud expression.
But before he could finish basking in his pride, Fang Yang stood up and threw a punch. "Idiot!"
"You brat!!! How dare you hit me!" Duan Ling flared up angrily after being punched again by Fang Yang. However, when he felt the sharp glint in Fang Yang's eyes, he swallowed his anger. He was indeed no match for Fang Yang now... This was precisely what troubled him most. Why did he still feel his realm was intact, yet his strength was so weak?
"You idiot... You fused yourself with the Barrier Field. You have to understand, a Barrier Field needs to continuously absorb energy... All these years, the Barrier Field has been absorbing your Soul Power... Naturally, your Soul Power has grown less and less..." Fang Yang said slowly, looking at Duan Ling as if he were an idiot.
"That can't be. Back then, this old man also considered that issue. He placed the Fruit of Creation within an array. The array could continuously absorb energy from heaven and earth to sustain the Barrier Field's power. The Barrier Field wouldn't absorb my Soul Power at all." Hearing Fang Yang's words, Duan Ling looked thoughtful. After a slight hesitation, he spoke slowly.
"May I ask, what was the state of your family when you sealed yourself away?" Fang Yang raised an eyebrow and asked coolly.
Hearing Fang Yang's question, Duan Ling wore a face full of pride. "In this old man's time, the family was immensely prosperous. Even across the continent, this old man could be considered a top-tier power! Although the continent was filled with various sects back then, even the most elite sect forces had to show this old man some respect!"
"Your descendants... are now just a City Lord in the Dragon Abyss Dynasty." Fang Yang said slowly.
"Dragon Abyss Dynasty? What Dragon Abyss Dynasty? What is that?" Duan Ling asked, looking confused.
"A top-tier nation on the continent..." Fang Yang said lightly, then paused slightly. "As for the era of numerous sects you mentioned... that ended long ago. After the Dragon Abyss Dynasty was established, it swept away all sect forces. All sect powers have been incorporated into the court's forces..."
"But what does that have to do with me?" Hearing Fang Yang's words, Duan Ling also looked astonished. He never expected a court force could resolve the continent's long-standing chaotic situation. But after thinking for a moment, Duan Ling hesitated slightly and added, "For a country to wipe out the sects is truly a miracle. But come to think of it, this old man hasn't appeared in the human world for many years. Any kind of change is possible."
Hearing this, Fang Yang immediately felt a black line forming on his forehead. "You idiot..."
"Brat! Why are you insulting me again? Let me tell you, a scholar can be killed but not humiliated! I, a great power of the Primordial Sun Realm, and you, a junior, dare insult me repeatedly. If you insult me again, I'll fight you to the death!" Hearing Fang Yang's words, the old man was furious and yelled.
But Fang Yang didn't indulge him at all and threw another punch.
"Ouch, you little bastard... Didn't I tell you not to hit the face..."
Fang Yang was somewhat impressed by this old man's shamelessness, but he still patiently explained, "If I say you're an idiot, just listen... What kind of idiot would come up with such a method... Yes, sealing yourself with the Barrier Field ensures the Barrier Field's power, and in a way, you continue to exist in this world. When someone tries to break the Barrier Field, you can appear, adding another layer of defense to the treasure... But didn't you ever consider one problem?"
"What?" Duan Ling was stunned.
"Time... brother... Time is the most destructive thing. No matter how prosperous something is, it will eventually decline. Your family might have been very prosperous back then, but after so many years, it has long declined, right? At least from what I know now, your descendants are just a City Lord. Though they are doing quite well, they are far from being a top-tier force on the continent... And as for that array you mentioned that could absorb energy from heaven and earth, I'm afraid it's been destroyed for who knows how many years, right? I'm truly impressed... I don't know what you were thinking. If it were me, I definitely wouldn't do this. If your Soul Power is scattered by someone, you can still reincarnate. But if your Soul Power is completely absorbed by something, you can't even reincarnate. You've essentially sacrificed your next life." Fang Yang said with a helpless expression.
Hearing this, Duan Ling's expression indeed changed immediately, becoming extremely strange. After a long while, Duan Ling said to himself with a serious look, "I never thought about that issue..."
Fang Yang: "..."
Fang Yang was truly speechless with this Duan Ling. He felt the other was a master, but somehow, Fang Yang always thought this guy was missing a screw.
"So according to what you're saying... all these years, this old man's Soul Power has been constantly absorbed by this Barrier Field?" Duan Ling raised his head and looked at Fang Yang, asking. As he spoke, Duan Ling still seemed somewhat unconvinced, a strange flicker in his brows.
"Obviously." Fang Yang scolded.
"No wonder this old man's strength has declined so much..."
After this sentence, Fang Yang almost spat out blood. He really wanted to say, do you even have a heart? That's not the main point, is it?
You know, you just wanted to kill me earlier. Now I'm stronger than you. Killing you would be a matter of seconds. And you still have the mind to worry about this?
For a moment, Fang Yang didn't know what to say... The killing intent he had stirred up earlier gradually faded at this moment.
"Sigh... It seems this old man cannot protect this Fruit of Creation anymore." After who knows how long, Duan Ling took a deep breath and let out a long sigh.
Hearing this, Fang Yang glanced at Duan Ling and asked softly, "What exactly is this Fruit of Creation you mentioned?"
Glancing at Fang Yang, Duan Ling snorted coldly, acting as if he completely ignored Fang Yang, remaining silent.
Seeing Duan Ling's attitude, Fang Yang was irritated. Without any hesitation, he threw a big punch directly.
"Ow, don't hit me, I'll talk..."
"Didn't we agree not to hit the face?"
"Who the hell agreed with you..."
Amidst the punches and kicks, Duan Ling kept begging for mercy, making Fang Yang both angry and amused. This guy was not only missing a screw but also loved to act tough. Even though his strength was very weak now, he always tried to put on the airs of a master in front of Fang Yang.
Sure enough, as soon as Fang Yang relaxed his fists, the recently begging Duan Ling immediately became cold and aloof again. "Hmph, you brat, you don't even know about a treasure like the Fruit of Creation? Anyone in the world with a bit of knowledge knows about the Fruit of Creation!"
Seeing this guy's pretense, Fang Yang's hand itched again...
Seemingly sensing Fang Yang's intention, Duan Ling quickly took back his words. "The Fruit of Creation is a treasure that harnesses the spiritual energy of heaven and earth. No one knows its origins, but such things indeed exist in this world, just extremely rare. Every time the Fruit of Creation appears, it causes a bloody storm."
"What exactly is this thing for?" The other's description made Fang Yang's heart itch, but seeing that the other still seemed to want to ramble on with an introduction about the Fruit of Creation, Fang Yang wanted to swing a big fist and give him a face full of blooming peach blossoms.
Seemingly sensing that Fang Yang was about to act again, Duan Ling quickly swallowed some adjectives. But what he said next almost made Fang Yang directly kill him with a burst of Profound Energy...
"I don't know either." Duan Ling suddenly said.
Fang Yang: "..."
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Without any hesitation, Fang Yang swung his fist back, immediately preparing to give Duan Ling another punch.
But in the very next second, Duan Ling quickly said, “Don’t hit me, don’t hit me... I really don’t know.”
“Who are you trying to fool? You willingly turned into a Barrier Field to guard this thing, yet you claim not to know what it’s for. Do I look like an idiot?” Fang Yang shouted angrily.
“Yes,” Duan Ling nodded very seriously.
“Damn it!” Fang Yang couldn’t hold back his anger, and a big fist went straight for Duan Ling.
Amidst a series of yelps, Duan Ling kept shouting, “I really don’t know what this thing does. Not just me—no one on the entire continent knows what it’s really for, because its purpose isn’t fixed at all.”
Hearing this, Fang Yang pulled back his fist. He looked at Duan Ling with a puzzled expression and asked, “What do you mean?”
“The use of the Fruit of Creation... isn’t fixed,” Duan Ling said helplessly. Then, with a bit of impatience, he continued, “This thing is an extremely mysterious item. All its properties are unpredictable. Everyone just knows that if you consume the Fruit of Creation, you’ll gain various abilities.”
At this point, Duan Ling paused briefly. “However, consuming the Fruit of Creation invites heavenly punishment. The heavens will send down Thunder Punishment. Most people can’t withstand it; there’s a huge risk to one’s life.”
“So what? The path of cultivation is inherently dangerous. If the Fruit of Creation is as miraculous as you say, there should still be plenty of people willing to take the risk for it, right?” Fang Yang asked.
Actually, with this question, Fang Yang was really trying to ask Duan Ling: If the Fruit of Creation were truly that miraculous, why didn’t you consume it yourself? And why hadn’t any of your Duan family ancestors eaten it up to now? Duan Ling had been dead for who knows how many years, yet even by Duan Yuan’s generation, no one had taken it.
“I just said, consuming this thing invites heavenly disaster, but the abilities gained aren’t fixed. If you get some incredible ability, that’s fine. But if you end up with some useless ability, is it worth taking such a big risk?” Duan Ling countered.
“For example, after you eat this Fruit of Creation, the ability you get is just growing a little taller or getting a bit fatter. Do you think that would be worth it?” Duan Ling asked.
Hearing Duan Ling’s words, Fang Yang nodded, feeling that Duan Ling made a good point. But then, a thought occurred to him, and he asked, “Can it really be as absurd as you say?”
“You know, when I was alive... do you know what the most ridiculous Fruit of Creation ability I ever saw was?” Duan Ling asked.
“What?”
“A fire-attributed great expert at the Primordial Sun Realm ate the Fruit of Creation. He only felt that his eyes gained some mysterious ability—it was like there was a ball of hot fire-attribute energy in his eyes. There wasn’t anything suitable to test it on nearby at the time, so he casually picked up a basin of water and stared at it for over two hours. Guess what happened?” Duan Ling asked calmly.
Hearing this, Fang Yang thought for a moment, then said solemnly, “He boiled the water dry.”
“He heated the water.”
Fang Yang: “...”
Listening to Duan Ling’s explanation, Fang Yang felt helpless. If things were truly as Duan Ling described, then this Fruit of Creation really was a frustrating item. You had to take huge risks to consume it, yet it wasn’t guaranteed to benefit you. No wonder no one had eaten it all these years.
But then another thought struck Fang Yang. He looked at Duan Ling and asked seriously, “But if it’s such a useless thing, why guard it so fiercely? Treating it like a family heirloom—I believe your family had quite a few treasures during its peak, right? Even if you set up a Barrier Field, you should’ve guarded something more reliable.”
Hearing this, Duan Ling shook his head, looking like a lonely expert. “You’re too young to understand the ways of my generation...”
“Crap, you’re hitting me again!”
“Kid, can we not do this?”
Not giving Duan Ling another chance to show off, Fang Yang once again beat him half to death. By now, Fang Yang had figured out that Duan Ling was just an old shameless person—the kind whose flesh could rot but his mouth wouldn’t soften. There was no need to be polite with someone like this; otherwise, they’d always act aloof around you.
“Sigh... fine, I’ll tell you,” Duan Ling sighed. His body seemed even more transparent than before; clearly, being beaten up by Fang Yang had consumed quite a bit of his Soul Power. “There’s a legend that on the continent, there’s a group of mysterious people. Every so many years, they appear to collect scattered Fruits of Creation across the land. If someone hasn’t consumed theirs, they can exchange the Fruit of Creation with these mysterious people for immense benefits. These mysterious people are incredibly secretive. No one knows where they come from, no one knows their background, and of course, no one knows what they want the Fruits of Creation for. It’s only known that they seem to have endless wealth, endless treasures, and each one is a peerless master. With one Fruit of Creation, you can obtain anything you want from them.”
Hearing this, Fang Yang frowned. “That sounds like nonsense.”
“Believe it or not,” Duan Ling said coldly, giving Fang Yang a glance.
“How often do these people appear? And how do they know who has a Fruit of Creation?”
“How often they appear, I don’t know. As I just said, they’re very mysterious. Some people have Fruits of Creation without anyone else knowing, yet these people are aware. Some rumors say they might be sent by the heavens. Of course, that’s just speculation, purely a legend. But these mysterious people really do exist. I once knew an old senior who had a Fruit of Creation. He exchanged it with those mysterious people for an unparalleled Arcane Art, and his cultivation soared from that day on. I wasn’t lucky enough to see them appear, but I hoped my descendants might. So I turned myself into a Barrier Field to guard this Fruit of Creation and left a will: none of my descendants were to consume it, only waiting to see which generation might have the luck to meet these mysterious people,” Duan Ling explained calmly.
“If you explain it like that, though it still sounds like nonsense, it’s a bit more believable,” Fang Yang nodded. Suddenly, he remembered: back in Bailing City, Wu Fan hadn’t made a move, instead keeping Duan Yuan alive. He must have wanted the Duan family’s Fruit of Creation.
In that situation at the time, even Teng Shuize wasn’t sure he could survive, giving his treasures to that playboy youth. Duan Yuan was no exception, so it was no surprise that the Fruit of Creation ended up in that playboy youth’s hands.
However, Fang Yang was a bit puzzled. The matter of the Duan family having a Fruit of Creation probably wasn’t widely known over the years. Maybe some knew in the past, but by Duan Yuan’s generation, not many should have known. Otherwise, given the Duan family’s current status, they probably couldn’t have kept it. But how did Wu Fan know?
Of course, Fang Yang didn’t dwell on this question; it wasn’t important to him.
Glancing at the Fruit of Creation, Fang Yang thought for a moment. “Based on what you said, this thing is too useless. I can’t guarantee I’d survive eating it, and I certainly can’t guarantee it would bring me any benefits. I’ll just keep it for now. Maybe one day I’ll run into those mysterious people and have them take it off my hands.”
Of course, Fang Yang didn’t fully trust what Duan Ling had said. After returning, Fang Yang would immediately research ancient texts and ask around to verify whether Duan Ling’s story today was true. Then he would make a final decision about the Fruit of Creation.
With that thought, Fang Yang took a deep breath. After a long while, he turned his gaze to Duan Ling. His eyes gradually turned cold.
Duan Ling seemed to sense Fang Yang’s ill intent. His gaze sharpened, and he immediately looked at Fang Yang and asked, “Kid, what are you planning?”
With a cold laugh, Fang Yang asked quietly, “Old man, even though we’ve talked for a while, you and I are ultimately not friends. You tried to kill me earlier. Tell me, how should I deal with you now?”
As soon as the words fell, Fang Yang’s voice trembled, and in that instant, murderous intent filled the air!
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At this moment, Fang Yang's expression was cold. Although the relationship between the two had eased somewhat after a short while, Fang Yang knew that he was absolutely not friends with this old man!
Sure enough, hearing Fang Yang's words, the old man's expression also turned cold: "What do you plan to do with me?" Here, the old man paused slightly, then added: "I am indeed no match for you now, but with your current strength, if you want to kill this old man, it's still a bit difficult!"
Upon hearing this, Fang Yang's pupils contracted as he stared at the old man, thinking who knows what...
"Kid, how about this: let's make a deal?" Raising an eyebrow, the old man chuckled lightly.
"What?" This old man seemed a bit slow-witted, but Fang Yang would never forget the aura of a master that radiated from him when he first appeared. That presence was definitely not faked. According to what the old man said, he had once reached the Primordial Sun Realm at his peak. Was a great expert of the Primordial Sun Realm that simple? So, even though the other was down on his luck now, Fang Yang believed that if he wanted to kill him, he probably wouldn't succeed without paying some price.
"I can forget about you killing a member of my Duan family..."
"That person from your Duan family wasn't killed by me," Fang Yang interrupted.
Glancing at Fang Yang, Duan Ling fell silent for a moment before chuckling softly: "That doesn't matter. I can overlook everything, and you can also take the Fruit of Creation, but you must promise this old man one thing."
"Do you think you have the capital to negotiate terms with me now?" Fang Yang raised an eyebrow and snorted coldly.
"I said, don't underestimate this old man too much. When you laid hands on me earlier, it was because I didn't want to bother with you. If you truly push me too far, this old man might still be able to act against you!" Duan Ling snorted coldly. As he spoke, a sharp glint flashed in his eyes, like two blades sweeping across Fang Yang's face.
"Don't place yourself too high," Fang Yang said coldly, glancing at Duan Ling, completely unshaken by him. "You say you can threaten me; I admit that. A fossil of your age must still have some hidden trump cards. But... if I ignore you, what can you do?"
Duan Ling: "..."
Seeing Duan Ling fall silent, Fang Yang's cold smile deepened. "If I ignore you and leave you here—this area is wild and deserted, with no one around—you can just live or die on your own. You've fused with the Barrier Field and can't move freely like an ordinary soul. The power of the Barrier Field will eventually absorb your soul completely!"
Duan Ling: "..."
Duan Ling remained silent. Seeing that Duan Ling wasn't speaking, Fang Yang also stopped talking.
Who knows how much time passed before Duan Ling sighed: "Ah... Alright, can this old man beg you then?"
"Speak. Let's see if you can offer terms that satisfy me, and what you want me to do for you," Fang Yang said indifferently.
"Help me find one drop of Sacred Dew of Rain Spirit," Duan Ling suddenly said.
"Sacred Dew of Rain Spirit?" Fang Yang raised an eyebrow and muttered to himself. At the same time, he began frantically searching his memory for anything about Sacred Dew of Rain Spirit. In just a moment, he recalled it. He seemed to have seen this thing in the newly bought medicinal compendium. It was an extremely rare and hard-to-find natural treasure. However, he forgot its specific effects; after all, he hadn't studied the compendium carefully yet, only glanced through it roughly.
"What do you want that for?" Fang Yang pressed.
"Ah... Back when this old man's lifespan was nearing its end, I used a great method to extract my soul and fused it with this Barrier Field. But I gave my clan one piece of information," Duan Ling said slowly. "I ordered my clansmen to search for this Sacred Dew of Rain Spirit. This item could help me be reborn. But so many years have passed... I'm still like this. If you hadn't summoned me out today, I fear I would have been absorbed by the Barrier Field sooner or later. They must not have found it. And, if what you say is true, the Duan family has
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