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Boundless lightning radiance swept across the sky, engulfing Qiu Lingshui.
Just witnessing this scene sent chills down Ding Yunpeng and the others' spines, filling them with terror. It was utterly breathtaking.
It was like a world-shattering event.
Yet, facing such an assault, Qiu Lingshui's formidable strength became completely clear.
She was not tall. With her black hair flying and white skirt wafting, gripping her sword, she fearlessly charged forward without hesitation.
At the instant of collision, she merged with her sword. An immense sword radiance, ten meters long and three meters wide, shot out, slamming directly into the lightning.
Boom!
The thunder detonated.
Lightning raged wantonly, bringing calamity to countless more members of the Demon Slayer Team.
Meanwhile, that woman in the wafting white skirt was sent hurtling back over a kilometer after shaking the thunderous force. Blood trickled from the corner of her mouth.
Zhang Yang, blasted backwards by the counter-force through the air, felt his blood and Qi roil violently within him. He wanted to vomit blood but fought it back.
The purple-eyed thunder bird was fast. Wheeling around sharply, it caught him.
"Still not enough," Zhang Yang muttered to himself. "Thunder, the ultimate yang, the most rigid, the most domineering, the most powerful force between Heaven and Earth... yet I have never fully unleashed its might. Not even a ten-thousandth, a hundred-thousandth... I need to understand Thunder. I need to deepen my understanding of it. We're going back! Back into the Thunder Zone!"
Instead of seizing the chance to return to the Vast Forest, he retreated the way he had come.
The purple-eyed thunder bird cried out, exhilarated – it loved thunder.
They reentered the Thunder Zone.
Even Qiu Lingshui frowned. She was injured, and the lightning within the Thunder Zone was growing even more ferocious. She no longer felt confident in forcing her way inside again.
The others were naturally even less capable.
Zhang Yang, alone with the bird, easily returned to the place where he had secluded himself earlier.
They bathed in the lightning.
The purple-eyed thunder bird reveled in the thunderous baptism.
Zhang Yang reached out, grasping a bolt of lightning. He observed it, analyzed it, focusing on the profound feeling within his Vital Essence as he fused it with the Thunder itself.
He sought to grasp a deeper level of Thunder power.
"Thunder! Thunder! Thunder!"
He murmured to himself.
"What is Thunder?"
He fell into deep thought. In his left hand was Thunder he had grasped; in his right was Thunder he had conjured by activating his Thousand Thunder Power. The difference was starkly obvious. Yet, the Thousand Thunder Power was fundamentally under his will, meant for his use.
Therefore, the key became how to refine the essence of his own Thousand Thunder Power.
Once again, he began to deduce and evolve his Thousand Thunder Power. This should have been an intricate and complex process, yet for him, it happened to be remarkably simple. With just a little deduction, he found aspects ripe for improvement.
He improved everything that could be improved.
He supplemented everything that needed supplementation.
Furthermore, there was his own understanding of lightning, especially the sensation of slaughter from the previous battle.
He had advanced his Thousand Thunder Power.
"Whoosh..."
It was unclear how much time had passed before he finally let out a long breath of turbid air.
The Thousand Thunder Power had completed its advancement and transformation, turning into a new soul power martial arts technique.
He murmured softly, "Let it be called Slaughter Thunder Power."
This would be a soul power martial arts technique born purely for slaughter.
Because once this martial arts technique was used, it would instill limitless killing intent within him.
The stronger the killing intent became, the greater its power became.
He looked down at the purple-eyed thunder bird and discovered that this bird of prey, whose wisdom had soared dramatically due to his Blood Contract, had actually made a bold decision that astonished even him.
It allowed itself to be struck by lightning, which blasted apart its feathers and flesh, exposing the bones.
Yet when the lightning struck its bones, it made them more crystalline and transparent, with thunder patterns emerging on the surface.
The purple-eyed thunder bird had transformed into an even more profound thunder bird of prey in the Realm of Thunder.
Its realm was also advancing.
Originally, it was at the fourth level equivalent to the Touching Heaven realm, but now it was reaching for the fifth level equivalent to the Ascending to Heaven realm.
Zhang Yang could clearly see that the purple-eyed thunder bird's mastery over the Realm of Thunder had reached an exceptionally astonishing level.
Bolstered by its high intelligence, it was almost embarking on the path of a thunder fey bird.
While they were all advancing, the people outside were growing anxious.
They were concerned that members of the Cang Wolf Palace might break out.
After all, inside the Cang Wolf Palace, there was the palace master Li Kunhai at the Great Boundless level, four elders headed by Lang Yaozu at the Small Boundless realm, and many more at the Opening the Sky realm.
After a brief bout of anxiety, the nervous Ding Yunpeng showed a joyful expression.
Surprisingly, he found that members of the Demon Slayer Team were emerging continuously from within and outside the Vast Forest.
Not one member of the Cang Wolf Palace.
An elderly man hovered in the air, his aura profound and robust, even stronger than that woman Qiu Lingshui; he said, "From my observations, people like Lu Fang and Leng Jiu'ou are at their limit—they're using others as sacrificial fodder. If we don't act quickly, someone might break out."
"What Elder Song says is true," Ding Yunpeng responded helplessly, "but within this Thunder Zone, the natural lightning is guarding the area, making it near-impossible for us to approach."
Elder Song frowned; despite his greater strength, he had no confidence either, yet the situation at the Cang Wolf Palace pressured him.
"Hey Elder Song, why not we join hands and dare to force our way in?" Qiu Lingshui proposed.
Elder Song pondered.
Just then, Ning Feixiao flew up again mounted on a purple-eyed spirit bird—he hadn't perished from the fall, having been rescued by members of the Arrow Battle Team riding purple-eyed spirit birds. After a short rest, he returned quickly.
"Has anyone noticed that the thunder is starting to weaken?"
Having experienced the last battle, he was now composed and observant with finer details.
The onlookers began inspecting carefully.
"It's truly weakening."
"The weakening is accelerating."
"This means heaven forsakes Zhang Yang. He's doomed."
By now, everyone clearly sensed the thunder rapidly dimming.
Elder Song shouted, "Everyone, charge together now!"
He surged forward first.
Qiu Lingshui followed close behind.
Then, Ding Yunpeng, Ning Feixiao, and others steered their purple-eyed spirit birds, trailing the group.
A mass of figures blotted out the sky, darkening it to twilight.
At the heart of the Thunder Zone, Zhang Yang stood with hands behind his back, his expression calm as he watched them approach.
"Everyone, be cautious! This wretch seems so composed. He must have some hidden advantage," Elder Song called out his warning.
Qiu Lingshui sneered coldly. "It's just that purple-eyed thunder bird. No matter. I'll handle it."
She bore her pride, nursing a deep grudge over her earlier injury, blaming the purple-eyed thunder bird entirely.
They advanced at full speed.
With Elder Song and Qiu Lingshui leading the charge, the greatly weakened thunder posed no problem.
Soon, they closed in.
The closer to the center, the more terrifying the thunder's power, exactly where the earlier strike had shattered Qiu Lingshui's defense.
A faint smile touched Zhang Yang's serene face. "You thought the thunder weakened, your chance had come?"
Elder Song remained coldly silent.
Qiu Lingshui’s fine brows arched. Looking at the increasingly feeble lightning, a powerful sense of foreboding suddenly gripped her. When she spotted the injured purple-eyed thunder bird groaning in apparent comfort, the premonition intensified.
An image flashed in her mind: the purple-eyed thunder bird spewing lightning from its mouth.
"Something's wrong! The purple-eyed thunder bird!"
"Fall back!"
She was the first to desperately retreat.
Zhang Yang simply pointed upwards.
The churning clouds above parted and vanished.
A colossal, immense thunderball was revealed.
The supposed weakening of the thunder wasn't fading away; the purple-eyed thunder bird had concentrated it all into this giant orb, hidden within the clouds.
Zhang Yang smiled. "Time to explode."
The purple-eyed thunder bird shrieked wildly.
Boom!
The thunderball detonated.
Instantly, the world was filled only by crisscrossing bolts of terrifying lightning. The sheer force deafened everyone temporarily, drowning out all other sound.
The purple-eyed thunder bird was a fifth-grade demon beast, equivalent to the Ascending to Heaven realm. This wasn't just a full-power attack; it surpassed its limits, fueled by heaven's own thunder. How devastating was its might?
The usually prudent Elder Song, singled out for destruction, took a direct blast. It obliterated him completely.
Zhang Yang sighed regretfully. Not even the storage bag remained.
The massive lightning engulfed the entire sky.
Among those who had just charged forward, only the sharp-witted few like Ding Yunpeng and Ning Feixiao swiftly heeded Qiu Lingshui's cry to retreat. Most others had no chance to react before the deluge consumed them.
One strike. Hundreds perished.
The purple-eyed thunder bird: a killer raptor!
And its next action made Zhang Yang’s heart leap with exhilaration and excitement.
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Ding Yunpeng probably never imagined in his lifetime that the purple-eyed spirit birds he controlled would cause him despair and breakdown, merely because one purple-eyed spirit bird transformed and ascended into a purple-eyed thunder bird.
Controlling over a thousand purple-eyed spirit birds was an astonishingly powerful feat.
Achieving this was, of course, extremely difficult.
Thus, his Blood Contract was somewhat weaker than normal, and only through the support of a special spiritual weapon flute could he achieve perfect control.
However, after detonating thunder balls to blast hundreds to death, the purple-eyed thunder bird forcefully mastered the power and avoided killing any purple-eyed spirit birds; instead, it let out a long cry and gathered over a thousand bolts of lightning, striking them viciously at the heads of these purple-eyed spirit birds.
In an instant, the purple-eyed spirit birds emitted agonizing cries of pain; they were wounded, bleeding, and feathers flew everywhere.
Yet, what excited Zhang Yang and made Ding Yunpeng turn pale was that the Blood Contracts of these purple-eyed spirit birds were torn apart.
Without the Blood Contracts, even with the flute, controlling these purple-eyed spirit birds was impossible.
The flute was supplementary, but the Blood Contract was crucial.
"Screech~~"
The purple-eyed thunder bird let out a long cry.
Instantly, over a thousand purple-eyed spirit birds cried out in unison, turning collectively to gather behind the purple-eyed thunder bird and encircle it protectively.
At this moment, the purple-eyed thunder bird seemed like the Sparrow King.
"Hahaha..."
Zhang Yang could no longer suppress his excitement and roared with laughter: "My gratitude to the Demon Slayer Team for gifting me an air force of over a thousand!"
Ding Yunpeng spat out large amounts of blood in fury; he was going mad.
This was the purple-eyed spirit bird force he had spent immense effort to build.
According to his sect's inherited secret method, even with only a ten percent success rate, hundreds of purple-eyed spirit birds could be nurtured to the immeasurable stage in the future, enough to allow him to dominate the world.
He had once envisioned his future endlessly.
He belonged to the type destined for invincibility.
But now, everything was gone.
Zhang Yang laughed heartily: "Time to head back."
The purple-eyed thunder bird shrieked aloud and led over a thousand purple-eyed spirit birds diving downward.
Since the unrestrained lightning remained, it naturally blocked the Demon Slayer Team's attacks.
Even the archers of the Arrow Battle Team struggled to be effective, and when they occasionally managed, Zhang Yang could still intercept the arrows; crucially, with so many purple-eyed spirit birds clustered together, they formed a flying landmass in the sky, eliminating any fear of falling.
They effortlessly soared to the vast canopy of the ancient phoenix trees above.
Occasionally, some Demon Slayer Team members tried to muster focus to block them, but it was futile.
The strong winds stirred by the purple-eyed thunder bird leading all the purple-eyed spirit birds easily deflected any assaults.
Thus, Zhang Yang leaped down and returned to solid ground.
"You, lead your brothers to assist at Cang Wolf Palace," Zhang Yang ordered.
The purple-eyed thunder bird swept away with the avian army.
Zhang Yang stood on the ground, looking up at the person soaring down from the sky. He laughed: "Come, right here. I’ll fight all of you alone!"
He was filled with anticipation and excitement.
Finally, he could dominate the weak.
Within the Vast Forest, everyone else was at Level Six of the Returning to Origin realm; only he was at Level Seven.
Just the thought excited him.
"Come on!"
Zhang Yang pointed upward.
Ding Yunpeng, Ning Feixiao, and others who knew his power well wore grim expressions. They knew that once back in the forest, Zhang Yang would become the true King of the Forest, the unrivaled sovereign who reigned supreme over the Vast Forest.
But, someone refused to believe this.
She was Qiu Lingshui.
As a genius disciple of the Golden Cauldron Sacred Land, she had always been proud and arrogant.
She looked down on even the geniuses of the Great Xia Empire. Without the millennia-old foundation of the Golden Cauldron Sacred Land, how could they possibly compare?
"Arrogant fool! Do you truly think you’re so remarkable?" Shouting fiercely, "I'll cut you down!" Qiu Lingshui charged downsword in hand.
She blended with her sword, becoming a beam of peerless killing sword light, like a flowing streak tearing through the void as she plummeted downwards.
Zhang Yang roared with laughter. "Perfect timing!"
He planted his feet on the ground. Without shifting, he simply swung his fist upwards.
Slaughter Thunder Power!
A single divine power was enough.
This was his confidence, stemming from the advantage of his higher realm.
Even though Qiu Lingshui's true realm was the Ascending to Heaven realm, once she entered the Vast Forest's territory, she was immediately suppressed to Level Six of the Returning to Origin realm. Moreover, it was a comprehensive suppression to that level, including her spiritual sword.
Spiritual weapons also had grades. This sword was undoubtedly a top-grade spiritual weapon, far superior to the high-quality spiritual weapon bow Ning Feixiao had destroyed.
The sword’s enhancement, the sword path’s empowerment, the boost in strength, human conviction, killing intent—all fused into one, condensing into this overwhelmingly powerful strike.
Zhang Yang simply punched out with that same straightforward fist.
Slaughter Thunder Power! A fist like a thunderstorm. Endless lightning erupted from his body, yet as if possessing a spirit, it all converged onto this single punch, making its force even more devastating.
Clang! At that moment of collision, time seemed to freeze.
The sword light extended a hundred meters, roaring like a dragon.
The man surged skyward with boundless lightning, roaring like a tiger.
After this brief clash of dragon and tiger, the victor was instantly clear.
The result was utterly one-sided.
Zhang Yang stood arrogantly, completely unscathed.
In contrast, Qiu Lingshui sprayed blood from all seven orifices as she was blasted into the sky like an arrow loosed from its bow. She was hurled beyond the Vast Forest. It was precisely because she escaped the forest that she saved her life; her power instantly returned to the Ascending to Heaven realm. She desperately suppressed the terrifying force that had struck her; even so, she suffered grievous internal injuries. She spat large mouthfuls of blood, her internal organs felt as if they would shatter, her bones were nearly crushed. And the reason she kept her life wasn't just due to her realm being unrestricted outside the forest—it was also because of her sword.
Crack!
The sword, a top-grade spiritual weapon worthy of being ranked among the very best of spiritual swords, instantly shattered into fragments the size of fingernails, scattering in all directions.
Zhang Yang blinked unhappily. "Tricked. Should've fought you on the ground. Shouldn't have punched you skyward. If I had, you'd already be dead!"
Qiu Lingshui was shaken, feeling a chill run down her spine, a flicker of fear surfacing deep inside.
She finally realized why Zhang Yang dared to defy the Great Xia Empire within the Vast Forest.
With this power, here, he was absolutely undefeatable!
Crucially, she could tell Zhang Yang hadn't unleashed his full strength in the slightest. This was definitely not the power he possessed outside the forest.
She had previously thought Zhang Yang had broken through the Returning to Origin realm, operating with the power of the Touching Heaven realm.
Only now did she realize he was still only at the Returning to Origin realm.
"Lady Qiu, that monster is too formidable," Ding Yunpeng said. "Here, no single individual can contend with him. We should join forces."
Qiu Lingshui swallowed a healing pill, recovering from her injuries. "Just us won't be enough. Tell Lu Fang to divert forces here for support. The Cang Wolf Palace doesn't need to fight so intensely on that front now."
One punch from Zhang Yang had shattered her pride.
Ding Yunpeng immediately made contact.
Overhead, Lu Fang had already noticed Zhang Yang's return to the ground. Filled with rage, aside from his existing anger, he dispatched three thousand men.
His situation wasn't ideal either. The Cang Wolf Palace forces were enraged, and with the purple-eyed thunder bird leading its flock into the fray, he was somewhat cornered. Nevertheless, he provided support—his sole objective was killing Zhang Yang!
Three thousand fighters surged down.
Combined with the team Ding Yunpeng and Ning Feixiao already commanded, their numbers approached four thousand.
Lu Fang gave an absolute order: they must kill Zhang Yang. Anyone retreating would be killed!
Like a flood, the four thousand charged towards Zhang Yang.
Qiu Lingshui, Ding Yunpeng, Ning Feixiao, and the other experts made their preparations.
They were ready to gang up on Zhang Yang.
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Human memory is always so peculiar; even when fully aware of a certain outcome, when there are no alternatives, people habitually forget past experiences.
The Demon Slayer Team forgot.
But the members of the Cang Wolf Palace all smiled.
In this world, if there was one person who most enjoyed group battles, it was definitely Zhang Yang.
He loved brawls—one person brawling against over four thousand.
That's exactly what he did back at the Divine Forbidden Gate, slaughtering until those four thousand fled in panic.
Lu Fang now believed they had merely been intimidated back then, their morale shattered. But now, with desertion punishable by death, the result would surely be different.
Zhang Yang retrieved the Thousand Wolves Pillar, sized up the crowd of over four thousand, and roared, "Come on! Fight!"
His strength was immense. Despite the Thousand Wolves Pillar being one meter thick and ten meters long, he gripped a small section with one hand and wielded it effortlessly. With a single sweeping strike,
five or six massive ancient phoenix trees were torn from the ground or snapped in half and sent flying.
Just that one blow covered several hundred people.
Zhang Yang planted his foot on a fallen phoenix tree, then vaulted onto an extended branch. Unafraid of becoming a target for arrows, he began swinging the Thousand Wolves Pillar in wide, looping circles.
Circle after circle after circle.
Anyone charging forward or arrows shot his way were all sent flying.
"Hahaha! Now this is exciting!"
This brought that poem back to mind, and he bellowed it loudly as he leapt down, charging straight into the thick of the crowd.
"I flaunt my might fighting in the Southern Region, unruly and proud, laughing at the vast wilderness!"
The Thousand Wolves Pillar whirled like a tempest, creating winds fierce enough to blow people away.
The relatively dense grove of ancient phoenix trees were smashed one after another. Those crushed or injured by the flying wood and debris were beyond counting.
Reaching a fever pitch of battle, he let out repeated, deafening battle cries.
Over four thousand soldiers?
In just this short time, more than a thousand were gone.
The most frustrated was Qiu Lingshui. Several times she wanted to join the fray below, but she couldn't find an opening.
The length of the Thousand Wolves Pillar coupled with Zhang Yang’s reach was simply too long. His circling swings were incredibly fast, covering a vast area and leaving no opportunity for anyone to get close.
Qiu Lingshui watched, furious and exasperated. She yelled angrily, "Zhang Yang! Are you even a martial artist? Fighting wildly without any technique like this—what kind of skill is that? Face me properly with martial arts techniques!"
Zhang Yang rolled his eyes. "I don't know any martial arts techniques. This is all I got!"
Qiu Lingshui’s face turned livid with rage. "You're an utter disgrace to martial artists!"
"How unreasonable! Not knowing martial arts techniques makes me a disgrace? How does that make sense?" Zhang Yang retorted, displeased. "If you've got the guts, use your precious martial arts techniques and fight me. See if I can beat you to death with one blow!"
Who cares if you knew techniques or not? Useful was all that mattered!
He had zero interest in technical flourishes, secret techniques, hidden arts, and the like. What about it? Don't like it? Come and fight!
Spinning! Still spinning! Only spinning!
People were swept flying one by one.
Even though retreating could get them killed in such a battle style, some still shrank back.
"This is simply impossible to fight."
"Zhang Yang's fighting style is too invincible."
"If this goes on, we'll all be beaten to death by him; Zhang Yang's power is limitless."
Many members of the Demon Slayer Team were already complaining.
It was truly impossible to fight any longer.
Zhang Yang's fighting style was too bullying.
Finally, filled with resentment, Qiu Lingshui gritted her silver teeth and roared, "Retreat!"
She gave up, as she was truly powerless to continue; it would only cause casualties among her own people.
At the command "Retreat," everyone immediately scattered like birds and beasts—what team? What battle formation? All went to hell.
"Run? Not so easy."
Zhang Yang refused to accept it; damn it, the bullying of the weak had just started and he was enjoying it; if they stopped fighting, how could that be allowed?
Carrying the Thousand Wolves Pillar, he charged towards powerful warriors like Qiu Lingshui, Ding Yunpeng, and Ning Feixiao.
These people were truly frightened by him and shot upwards into the sky, trying to escape the confines of the Vast Forest.
Zhang Yang flung the Thousand Wolves Pillar out with a shake of his hand.
He didn't have any specific technique, but this throwing showed his mastery and became a regular move.
Whoosh!
The Thousand Wolves Pillar was huge and covered a wide area, targeting Qiu Lingshui, Ding Yunpeng, and Ning Feixiao.
This revealed the strength of the three.
Qiu Lingshui was at the Ascending to Heaven realm, exceedingly powerful, and could freely soar through the air without fear of falling; she swept sideways, kicked off a phoenix tree, and soared diagonally into the sky to dodge it.
Ning Feixiao was an archer, excellent at long-range combat and very alert to close combat; so when Zhang Yang gave chase, he sensed danger and pulled away just in time, narrowly avoiding it.
Only Ding Yunpeng fiercely stomped on a purple-eyed spirit bird to leap into the sky.
As a result, the purple-eyed spirit bird was crushed and fell, narrowly escaping, but his right foot didn't avoid it and was struck by the Thousand Wolves Pillar.
Amid the sound of bones cracking, Ding Yunpeng screamed as he collapsed to the ground.
Zhang Yang activated the One Step of Mountains and Rivers to chase down the Thousand Wolves Pillar, grabbing it again; unfortunately, Qiu Lingshui and Ning Feixiao were now high in the sky and unafraid of his attack.
He shouted, "You two, come fight us! We won't use realms to bully others; let's battle on equal ground to see who the real genius is. Come down, fight!"
Qiu Lingshui's face turned cold and pale; she still felt a chill in her heart and couldn't understand where such a monster came from or why he was so strong.
Of course, they never dreamed that Zhang Yang, who proclaimed fair play, was actually bullying the weak within the Vast Forest.
He was at Level Seven of the Returning to Origin realm, and according to Chi Zhenyi, it was truly unique.
"Let's have a fair fight—no ambiguity; you choose how many, I'm alone, dare you? Since you're a woman, come down to me." Zhang Yang taunted.
Qiu Lingshui wanted to curse at people.
Weren't they all insults saying "you're a man, so you must do such-and-such"?
She refused to act. Absolutely refused to act.
Zhang Yang had provoked and challenged for a long while, yet no one came to fight. Even the battle at Cang Wolf Palace's side came to a halt because of it.
If they couldn't deal with Zhang Yang, the other battles lost all meaning.
A major conflict sparked by Zhang Yang's breakthrough drew to a close.
The Demon Slayer Team suffered heavy losses once again.
Lu Fang fell into utter despair.
When the Seventh Prince had sent one hundred fifty teams here, his intention was to wipe out Zhang Yang and the others in one fell swoop to restore the Demon Slayer Team's prestige. How could anyone have imagined it would end like this?
First, Jin Yuguan arrived and suffered complete annihilation, with Jin Yuguan himself captured.
Lu Fang then led the main force only to be ambushed by the Divine Forbidden Gate and trapped to the southwest, both engagements ending in disastrous defeat. Now, facing another crushing defeat, Lu Fang had even lost the courage to fight again. He had lost, and lost utterly.
"Let's wait for the Seventh Prince." Lu Fang heaved a long sigh, announcing he could fight no longer.
Qiu Lingshui, Ning Feixiao, Leng Jiu'ou and the others voiced no objection.
Cang Wolf Palace, however, erupted in celebration.
They fought an unprepared major victory.
Although no one managed to break through earlier to support Zhang Yang high above, to stop them, Lu Fang had desperately thrown lives into blocking their path. They fought a battle of rivers of blood, yet crucially, they suffered few casualties themselves, proving they were truly elite among elites.
This also met Zhang Yang's demands.
Numbers truly held no meaning in his eyes.
Yuluan knew Zhang Yang had a killer move, so she quietly approached him asking, "Why didn't you use the war statues?"
"Exposing them now isn't worth it," Zhang Yang replied. "After this battle, the Seventh Prince will surely lead the army here himself. Then, it won't just be Returning to Origin realm; we’ll face Touching Heaven realm and even Immeasurable stage confrontations. Let's save this surprise for him then."
In truth, his hidden cards also included the Thousand Wolves Pillar, each of its two functions profoundly powerful.
Now, everyone was pointing and discussing the bird army led by the purple-eyed thunder bird.
These nearly twelve hundred purple-eyed spirit birds could undoubtedly form a formidable air force.
But controlling this force would require a commander, and building it from scratch was no easy task.
Yuluan softly recommended someone to him.
Zhang Yang thought for a moment, then nodded. "Brother Night," he said, "after some consideration, I believe you are the most suitable to be this air force commander. Are you willing?"
The Night Stalker, for various reasons, had embarked on this path of no return with them.
Unlike the Golden Ape King who had his ape clan, different from Lang Xiaotian and others with Cang Wolf Palace, and unable to compare with Yuluan who had the Snow Guards behind her, he alone stood solitary, appearing rather lonely. Thus, he had not been very active here.
But when Zhang Yang proposed he establish and lead this bird army, the Night Stalker instantly perked up.
"I am willing!" he declared.
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Zhang Yang still trusted Night Stalker. He was the first person Zhang Yang had saved, and this man possessed absolutely no greed. Back then, when presented with an opportunity to attempt comprehending the footprints of the saint, he had given it up without hesitation; he was a man of principle.
"The whole team needs you to pull together and nurture," Zhang Yang said. "It won't be easy."
Night Stalker thumped his chest in assurance. "Rest easy, I certainly won't let you down."
Yuluan added, "Brother Night, you must ensure the members' loyalty."
"I know," Night Stalker replied, brimming with excitement. Having something to do, he hurried off to work.
The group cleaned up the battlefield, preparing to celebrate.
Zhang Yang personally hauled Ding Yunpeng off to the prison.
The prison was specially designated.
Currently, only two prisoners were held inside.
Jin Yuguan and Yun Luofeng.
Ding Yunpeng would be the third.
"Zhang Yang, what exactly do you want?" Yun Luofeng's voice was shrill. He had already been castrated.
Jin Yuguan also watched coldly.
Zhang Yang chuckled. "No need to hurry. Lu Fang has already been defeated. Your Seventh Prince should be coming soon. At that time, your lives will be handed over to him to decide."
Jin Yuguan shouted, "You intend to use us to threaten His Highness? Impossible!"
"Heh, you're overthinking it," Zhang Yang said. "I simply want to see how inhuman this mad dog of a Seventh Prince can be."
"Audacious! How dare you insult His Highness!" Jin Yuguan roared in fury.
Unperturbed, Zhang Yang replied lightly, "He's not just a mad dog; his Demon Slayer Team is a pack of mad dogs. I believe this will be acknowledged by everyone in the Southern Region in the future."
He couldn't be bothered to engage them further. Having said his piece, he left.
Once outside, after turning twice along winding paths, he leaped onto the roof of a building in a secluded spot and lay there, observing.
Soon, a black-clad figure appeared silently near the prison and slipped inside in a flash.
A cold smirk touched Zhang Yang's lips. His hearing detected the black-clad figure, even though the intruder used a secret technique to suppress his aura and sound to the utmost. Zhang Yang could faintly make him out. When Zhang Yang channeled his energy into his ears, he could even hear faint heartbeats, the sound of blood flow, and other minute details.
He didn't need to watch; listening was sufficient.
Very quickly, the black-clad man entered inside the prison.
The three prisoners, all shrewd, remained silent and watched him.
The black-clad man pulled down the black cloth covering his face, revealing his true appearance—a middle-aged man.
"Lord Yun!"
"Second Uncle!"
Jin Yuguan recognized this man as Lord Yun Yun Dongliu, ranked forty-first among the seventy-one lords of the Great Xia Empire—Yun Luofeng's second uncle.
"Second Uncle, I'm ruined," Yun Luofeng finally saw a relative and immediately burst into tears.
Yun Dongliu said coldly, "Cease this crying. As long as you diligently cultivate and reach the immeasurable stage, you can cultivate the regeneration art. What was lost... can be grown back."
"Really?" Yun Luofeng exclaimed with delight.
"Hmph! Would I lie to you?" Yun Dongliu's face darkened with gloom.
Both his precious sons had died.
He had utterly doted on Yun Liuhuo and Yun Dongji, even giving them names derived from a character in his own name.
Because of their deaths, Yun Luofeng was now the only Yun family junior showing even marginal promise, forcing Yun Dongliu to take this perilous risk.
"Second Uncle, please save me quickly. Once I return, I'll cultivate diligently," Yun Luofeng pleaded.
Jin Yuguan and Ding Yunpeng also watched with anticipation.
Yun Dongliu said coldly, "Cang Wolf Palace currently holds overwhelming power. My own survival here hangs by a thread. With all three of you in tow, escaping is impossible. But don't despair. Before I came, the Seventh Prince assured me that he will lead his army here within a month at most. When that time comes, I will coordinate his rescue operation. We will attack from within while he strikes from without, crushing them utterly."
"Excellent!" Jin Yuguan cheered. "If the Seventh Prince comes, that monster Zhang Yang will surely be finished."
Yun Dongliu took out three healing pills, distributing one to each. "Not only will these pills restore your strength instantly, but they also let you unleash your powers far beyond your limits. You will be weak and vulnerable for days afterward, true, but it will be enough to execute the Seventh Prince's plan flawlessly. Remember this well: do not take them lightly. Only ingest them when I come to rescue you. They are your lifeline for that critical moment."
The three nodded.
Yun Dongliu left.
He never imagined, however, that Zhang Yang was watching everything from the shadows.
After Yun Dongliu departed, Zhang Yang muttered to himself, "One month? What is that mad dog Seventh Prince scheming? Even if he left Green Sparrow Palace right now, traveling without haste, he could get here in half that time. Why a full month? Seclusion cultivation? Impossible. What is he aiming for?"
After clearing the battlefield and handling miscellaneous tasks, the celebratory banquet began, personally hosted by Li Kunhai.
This time, even Li Kunhai felt exhilarated by the day's outcome.
The Demon Slayer Team had attacked and fought with such ferocity, yet their losses were minimal. Moreover, every participant had been honed through intense combat, significantly aiding their growth.
Zhang Yang also attended.
Everyone participated except the Snow Guards assigned to protect Xue Feishuang.
That night, everyone reveled with abandon, unconcerned about a potential sneak attack by the Demon Slayer Team. They felt utterly fearless.
The real issue was that the Demon Slayer Team lacked the audacity to try.
They all believed that with Zhang Yang present, any fight was a guaranteed loss.
The only thing that annoyed Zhang Yang was the wine.
Others, even immeasurable stage experts, could easily achieve a pleasant buzz if they didn't deliberately resist.
Zhang Yang couldn't. He drank and drank but felt absolutely nothing. He remained unnervingly sober.
The slightly tipsy Yuluan found him and whispered into his ear, "Little monster, don't think you're getting off scot-free just because you got a peek."
"And what would Sister Yuluan like then?" Zhang Yang inquired.
Yuluan's lovely face flushed, her drunken state utterly captivating as she replied, "Of course, I want a look back."
Zhang Yang blinked. "How about right now? We could go see."
He grabbed her hand and pulled her away.
Yuluan immediately flushed crimson and broke free, spitting out a protest, "Who would have thought you were such a little pervert."
"So Sister Yuluan figured me out," Zhang Yang retorted, his gaze sweeping over her figure as if seeing through her clothes. This enraged Yuluan, who chased after him, trying to land a blow.
The entire night passed in merriment.
For the next five days, Zhang Yang immersed himself in cultivation.
After mastering wind and thunder, light was next.
This light specifically meant sunlight.
Without any special treasures related to sunlight, his only option was to cultivate under the sun during the day. Even if the results were unsatisfactory, it was progress.
Just his luck, it was the rainy season, and the sun proved hard to find.
During the constant downpours, he watched a battle unfold.
The Bull-Bird Battle.
The Ironback Blue Bull versus the purple-eyed thunder bird.
Both were his beast companions, bound by Blood Contracts, both were demon beasts, and both vied for dominance as the alpha.
The Ironback Blue Bull claimed seniority, having joined Zhang Yang first and served the longest.
The purple-eyed thunder bird countered with superior power and command over its flock.
Thus, the bull and the bird had been locked in combat for five consecutive days, putting on a spectacular fight.
Despite the purple-eyed thunder bird's astonishing transformation and higher overall level, the restrictions within the Vast Forest prevented it from gaining any advantage.
The fight revealed the Ironback Blue Bull’s true prowess—despite its usually taciturn demeanor—its combat ability was formidable. The Blood Contract, its ancient giant elephant bloodline, the Blood Spirit Flowers, and more had all combined to transform it beyond recognition.
On the sixth day, the Golden Ape King concluded another seclusion session and emerged.
This time, his emergence was different. Not only had he undergone another transformation, further boosting his power, but he had also bestowed upon himself a name: Yuan Tong.
Further, he informed Zhang Yang that while secluded, the Small Tree King had briefly awakened and told him about a location holding a significant opportunity.
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Chapter 56: Great Fortune
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The uniqueness of the Small Tree King was undoubted.
Even Li Kunhai couldn't pinpoint its origins, only faintly inferring a connection to how the Cangmang Sacred Land transformed into the Vast Forest. The specifics remained unclear; Grand Elder Lang Yaozu even speculated whether the Small Tree King resulted from Cangmang Sacred Land employing immortal arts in an attempt to start anew.
Regardless, the Small Tree King’s words were certainly reliable.
So, two humans and one ape promptly set off.
The two humans were Zhang Yang and Yuluan.
The ape was naturally Yuan Tong.
The precise location existed solely in Yuan Tong’s mind—a detailed map presenting every feature for thousands of miles in a three-dimensional form, further demonstrating the Small Tree King’s extraordinariness.
At departure, Yuan Tong looked around for the Ironback Blue Bull, his closest companion, wishing to bring him along to seek the great fortune.
Regrettably, the Ironback Blue Bull and the purple-eyed thunder bird were locked in fierce combat, having vanished to parts unknown. Thus, only the three of them journeyed together.
The others weren’t idle either; all cultivated within Cang Wolf Palace.
Everyone understood: defeating Lu Fang’s faction meant Seventh Prince Mu Shaoyang would soon lead the main force of the Demon Slayer Team against them. Strengthening themselves was paramount.
Zhang Yang, Yuluan, and Yuan Tong moved swiftly.
No one knew how long this great fortune might take. Should it prove lengthy, they risked missing the decisive battle with the Seventh Prince.
Zhang Yang knew with absolute clarity: Seventh Prince Mu Shaoyang would arrive within a month.
En route, none of them spoke.
Only Yuluan secretly grasped Zhang Yang’s hand, her fair cheeks faintly flushed. When he turned to glance at her, she intentionally pinched him, forbidding him to look.
Zhang Yang chuckled inwardly—was Sister Yuluan falling in love?
He reciprocated by holding her hand.
Much time later, Yuluan finally murmured quietly, "Your senior sister will emerge from seclusion soon. Then... you won’t belong to me alone."
Zhang Yang remained silent, only entwining his fingers tightly with hers.
A full two hours passed before they reached the site of the great fortune.
It stood before a low hill.
The hill wasn’t tall—merely a hundred meters.
Lush woods crowned it, thick with green undergrowth.
Guided by memory, Yuan Tong located a cave entrance, walked to its end, turned left to face the rock wall, and delivered three consecutive strikes—high, middle, and low.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
Three fissures spiderwebbed outwards as bitingly cold, frozen air seeped from within.
Yuan Tong exhaled deeply. "The Small Tree King said it is here. He claimed an Ice and Snow Divine Palace lies buried beneath."
"The Ice and Snow Divine Palace?" Yuluan’s beautiful eyes widened in astonishment. "This is actually the Ice and Snow Divine Palace?"
Yuan Tong nodded and began striking the rock wall rhythmically once more, seemingly disrupting some hidden barrier.
Zhang Yang inquired, "Was the Ice and Snow Divine Palace tremendously powerful?"
"Strong! Extremely strong!" exclaimed Yuluan. "Though Cang Wolf Palace reached its peak five hundred years ago, it still couldn't compare to the Ice and Snow Divine Palace. Among the many sects subordinate to the Vast Forest, the Ice and Snow Divine Palace could rank in the top three, perhaps even first. It was reputed to possess a staggering number of experts at the Great Boundless rank, rivaling half a Sacred Land. Crucially, their palace master at the time was Bing Yuyan."
Zhang Yang murmured, "Bing Yuyan? I think I've heard you and senior apprentice sister mention that name."
Yuluan's eyes shone with an unusual light. "She was the idol of both your senior apprentice sister and me! She was the premier beauty of the Southern Region five hundred years ago, hailed as the woman most likely to Prove the Path to Immortality and become a goddess at that time!"
Zhang Yang suddenly recalled it.
He seemed to remember Xue Feishuang once saying that any woman aspiring in martial arts within the past five hundred years saw Bing Yuyan as their ultimate goal.
Beautiful enough to bewitch all living beings.
Strong enough for all living beings to look up to.
This was the assessment of that peerless beauty in the Southern Region.
"Sadly, that peerless beauty ultimately tragically perished just before she could Prove the Path to Immortality," Yuluan sighed with profound feeling.
A woman who possessed such glorious renown during her lifetime, only to perish just before achieving ultimate success, was imbued with infinite tragedy. Thus, even after five hundred years, the name Bing Yuyan remained resonant across the Southern Region, mentioned daily by many.
Zhang Yang sighed too. Without achieving sagehood, one is ultimately just an ant.
But what of achieving sagehood?
Didn't the vast Cangmang Sacred Land still transform into the endless Vast Forest?
Only an Immortal, who could stand supreme in the world and look down upon sages as ants, could truly be eternal.
Under Yuan Tong's rhythmic and methodical blows, the mountain wall finally cracked open.
Chilling, biting cold air rushed out.
"Hurry inside! This place will seal itself naturally, cutting off contact with the outside to prevent others from discovering it again," Yuan Tong urged.
They stepped inside.
Behind the mountain wall was a passageway leading downward.
The shattered mountain wall behind them immediately re-froze. An unseen power of forbidden laws moved, gathering and fusing the broken fragments as if it had never been damaged.
The stairs leading down were pitch black.
To Zhang Yang's eyes, it was as bright as daylight; no difference.
Yuluan and Yuan Tong couldn't see as clearly; their vision was dim and obscured.
"Just stay close behind me," Zhang Yang instructed.
They descended the stairs.
After barely three hundred steps, Yuluan and Yuan Tong were struggling, forced to activate their energy to resist the cold.
Zhang Yang felt nothing.
After over five hundred steps, they could no longer withstand it.
The restrictions within the vast
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