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The Feibi Spear was a unique secret treasure found within the ruins. Its origins were unclear, its material unknown, but the one thing that could be confirmed was that it possessed immense power. Moreover, the power the Feibi Spear could unleash was closely linked to the martial artist wielding it. The greater one's physical strength, the more devastating the destruction when the spear was thrown.
In the hands of Jia Song, this object was enough to instantly kill a Great Demon at the late Primordial Sun Realm, let alone when Fang Yang hurled it with all his might.
As this Feibi Spear smashed down, its force radiated out, devouring everything.
Within the enveloping green light, the martial artists of the Firewood Palace screamed incessantly. The members of the other three gangs, protected by their respective leaders, avoided the impact, though the expressions on their faces were a colorful mix of shock and awe.
"Th-that... isn't that the proud Mystic Armament of one of the Firewood Palace Captains... How could it have such tremendous power..." Chen Fu stammered.
Li Jufu's small eyes widened into circles. "What a treasure! Truly a great treasure! This object must be the most formidable secret treasure within your Firewood Palace. What a pity it was obscured like a pearl covered in dust, falling into the hands of someone with low strength, never unleashing its true might. Only now do we get to witness the Feibi Spear's true form. The power of this single spear... it's more than enough to annihilate a late Primordial Sun Realm opponent. Even a Heavenly Sun Realm Great Demon would suffer severe injury... A pity, a real pity..."
Ba Nian's gaze was sharp. "How can this young man's strength be so immense... Even if I were to throw it, I might not be able to achieve much more."
Amid the murmurs of the crowd, Fang Yang, who had previously fallen by the corner of the wall, wobbled unsteadily to his feet. Step by step, he walked out from the cloud of dust.
At this moment, Fang Yang looked rather disheveled. It was clear the successive bursts of Profound Energy from the crowd earlier had inflicted significant damage upon him. His hair was wild, his clothes torn and ragged, yet this disarray only added to his own fierce, untamed aura. A trickle of blood flowed from his temple, trailing down half his face. The expression on his face remained cold and grim, his eyes blazing with thick killing intent.
This matter was not over yet!
Fang Yang took a deep breath. A series of crackling, popping sounds erupted from his body. The power of that previous spear throw was certainly immense, but the burden on Fang Yang was also extremely great. Executing that single spear throw had nearly exhausted ninety percent of the energy within his body. However, as he took that long, deep inhalation, the winds and clouds around him seemed to shift. The Profound Energy between heaven and earth rapidly surged into Fang Yang with that one breath. His previously depleted limbs filled out again, brimming with strength.
And as Fang Yang breathed in, the scene before him, pierced by the Feibi Spear, finally became clear.
At first glance, one saw the collapsed floor of the palace hall. The palace was originally constructed from extremely hard jade, capable of withstanding the Profound Energy attacks of Primordial Sun Realm martial artists. After all, this was the location of the martial stage, so it naturally had to be sturdy. Yet, under the force of Fang Yang's previous spear throw, it had deeply collapsed by a whole zhang, depressed in a bowl shape. Fractures and cracks spread like a spiderweb across the area, a testament to the incredible hardness of the jade here. At the deepest point, the circle's center, the Feibi Spear was embedded halfway, driven deep into the ground.
However, the glow on this Feibi Spear, so brilliantly emerald-green and eye-catching just moments ago, had completely faded. The green radiance was dim, no longer shimmering with a bright, verdant light. Clearly, Fang Yang's strike had exhausted all the energy stored within the Feibi Spear in one go, reducing this secret treasure to ordinary metal and iron.
Scattered haphazardly around the circular pit lay numerous corpses. All were clearly devoid of breath, dead beyond any doubt. Some martial artists who were closest to the spear's impact point had even been utterly consumed by the force, their flesh torn apart, leaving not even bones behind... This showed just how powerful Fang Yang's spear throw was.
Even those survivors who were positioned a bit farther away were already breathing more air in than out. Even if they didn't die, the terrifying force had likely penetrated their internal organs, destroyed their inner foundations, and grievously wounded their Soul Spirits, rendering them no different from cripples...
Witnessing this scene, the martial artists of the other three major gangs also wore expressions of fear and shock.
One man, one spear, annihilated over a hundred Firewood Palace martial artists... and these were over a hundred Primordial Sun Realm martial artists!
If the attacker had been a Heavenly Sun Realm martial artist, everything would have been normal. But Fang Yang was merely a late Primordial Sun Realm martial artist...
"This young man is no ordinary talent, his potential is limitless... I've been active in the Netherworld Passage for a hundred years, seen many geniuses, but a genius to the point of being a monstrous prodigy... this is the first time I've seen such a thing..." Chen Fu sucked in a cold breath.
Li Jufu and Ba Nian also had flickering looks in their eyes. If their four gangs weren't currently in an alliance, making it inappropriate to do anything that would damage their reputations, they would have truly wanted to recruit Fang Yang. But as things stood now...
"What a waste..." Li Jufu sighed.
Having killed so many people on Firewood Palace territory, he had already thoroughly offended Mu Shaohua. There was no way this young man would leave peacefully now.
At the head of the hall, Mu Shaohua's face was like frost. Verdant Profound Energy swirled restlessly around her. Her hands gripped the armrests tightly; the chair, forged from Azure Dragon Jade, twisted and deformed under her grasp. She stared coldly at Fang Yang, as if looking at a dead man.
"What is your name?" Mu Shaohua spoke.
Fang Yang held his sword. Hearing her question, he glanced at her indifferently but did not respond. Instead, he slowly began walking, heading directly towards Bai Fan.
Mu Shaohua's delicate eyebrows furrowed slightly, but she still forcefully suppressed her anger and said coldly, "I don't care why you came. Since you dared to step into my Firewood Palace, don't think you can leave simply. I give you two paths. One, die here. Two, join my Firewood Palace. I will offer you favorable treatment. You can obtain everything you desire."
"Tsk, Gang Leader Mu truly is a formidable figure," Chen Fu said with a sour tone.
Anyone could see this young man's talent. If they could recruit him to their side, he would be far more valuable than the loss of those hundred-plus martial artists. Trading a hundred men for this one young man—to be honest, everyone present felt somewhat tempted.
Hearing this, Fang Yang's forward steps paused. He turned his head to look at Mu Shaohua.
Everyone thought he was tempted. Thinking about it, it made sense. He could preserve his life, receive great favor within the Firewood Palace, and on top of that, if he didn't agree, the only path was death. Any sane person would know how to choose!
Fang Yang remained silent for a long while, then pointed at Bai Fan and said, "What if I said I want his Soul Spirit and his life?"
"Hmm?" Mu Shaohua's brows knitted slightly.
Bai Fan sneered. "A brash, boastful kid. Are you seeking death?"
Mu Shaohua said coldly, "I don't care what grudges exist between you. Once within the Firewood Palace, all must be wiped clean. I can promise to understand the whole story and help you punish him, but Bai Fan is also one of my key generals. I cannot let you deal with him as you please."
"Then there's nothing to discuss." The corner of Fang Yang's mouth lifted. "You can talk until the heavens break, I still only want his life."
"Young man, you are too arrogant! When my Scarlet Blood Sword pierces your chest and absorbs all your Blood Qi, let's see if you can still say such words!" Bai Fan roared in anger. He was inherently a proud and unruly character. Hearing Fang Yang speak like this was unbearable for him. A red light flashed in his hand as the Scarlet Blood Sword hovered in his grasp. Simultaneously, his full, surging Profound Energy circulated, and he slashed out with his sword.
"Die!"
Red light shimmered on the Scarlet Blood Sword, transforming into a brilliant Sword Aura that pressed down. The power of this sword strike was fierce and unyielding, significantly stronger than the combined assault of the group earlier.
"Although Bai Fan has character flaws, his Sword Dao cultivation shouldn't be underestimated," Chen Fu said.
Ba Nian snorted coldly. "He's been waiting for this opportunity, conserving his energy. Although this kid is formidable, he just went through a chaotic battle with a hundred people. Even though he killed them all, his own consumption is enormous, especially since he was already wounded by Bai Fan's Scarlet Blood Sword earlier and stained with blood. Can't you all see through Bai Fan's sword technique?"
Hearing this, the others nodded silently.
"Father, what's going on? Is Bai Fan's Sword Dao very powerful?" Chen Birou asked, not fully understanding.
Chen Fu explained, "The Sword Dao Bai Fan practices is the Killing Life Sword Dao, which revels in slaughter and bloodshed. If you knew his background, you'd know how many people he has killed with his sword. With each kill, his Sword Dao improves a little. And he himself is quite talented. On top of the Killing Life Sword Dao, he also practices a manual called the 'Bloodstained Sword Art.' This sword art is extremely sinister. It can stain and absorb an opponent's Blood Qi. Once his blade wounds someone and is stained with their blood, it can form a link with that person's Blood Qi. When he swings his sword, it can not only automatically lock onto the opponent, making escape impossible, but also pull and influence the opponent's Blood Qi flow, affecting their ability to exert their strength."
"Therefore, when encountering someone like Bai Fan, you must strike swiftly and decisively, killing them quickly. Otherwise, once he gets an opening to manipulate the Blood Qi, you've already lost sixty percent of your chance of victory."
Hearing this, Chen Birou's pretty face slightly paled. As someone who also cultivated the Sword Dao, she knew how fearsome Bai Fan's Sword Dao was. If this was true, then this person was in danger...
Seeing Bai Fan's Sword Aura slash out, a flash like thunder seemed to appear in Fang Yang's eyes. "Perfect timing! Now I can kill you!"
Over twenty Azure-Patterned Mystical Armaments around him moved. Sword Stars shimmered brilliantly, transforming into aura.
Nine Revolutions Sword Star!
Boom!
The crimson Sword Aura and the stellar Sword Aura collided, mutually annihilating each other in a massive shockwave. The entire palace hall trembled slightly. At the point of collision, sword winds swept out in all directions, carving white marks into the walls and floor.
The ferocity of their very first exchange showed that both of their Sword Dao cultivations had reached a very high level.
Once the Sword Auras vanished, Bai Fan suddenly let out a cold laugh. The Scarlet Blood Sword in his hand trembled slightly, and a faint glimpse of dark red could be seen flickering on the blade before disappearing. Fang Yang clearly hadn't been touched by the Sword Aura at all, yet he suddenly felt a surge of qi and blood in his chest. He couldn't hold back and spat out a mouthful of blood.
His face paled, and Bai Fan seized this moment to charge forward.
"Hahaha, insolent brat! You dare to compete in Sword Dao with me? Today, I'll show you what true Sword Dao is!" He laughed wildly, waving the Scarlet Blood Sword in his hand repeatedly. Streams of sword qi surged out, stabbing repeatedly at Fang Yang from all sides.
Fang Yang wielded his Jiugong Sword to block.
During this exchange, Bai Fan fully displayed the power of his sinister Sword Dao. As the blade of his Scarlet Blood Sword moved, red light flashed. With each swing, Fang Yang consistently felt his own Blood Qi being drawn, rushing straight to his head. This kind of agony was extremely hard to endure.
After all, the blood in the human body normally flows in a steady, gentle stream. But under Bai Fan's pulling influence at this moment, Fang Yang's Blood Qi surged forward and back, up and down, completely disrupting the normal blood flow. The Blood Qi surged backward, and a bloody smell filled Fang Yang's mouth and nose. Because of this, Fang Yang's defense with the Jiugong Sword became increasingly strained. Under Bai Fan's Sword Dao like this, he simply had no time to gather sufficient Profound Energy. Each time he was about to strike, the disturbance in his Blood Qi would dissipate his Profound Energy. Thus, he was firmly suppressed by Bai Fan.
To onlookers, although the duel between the two was intricate, Fang Yang's performance was barely acceptable, a far cry from his previously unstoppable fierceness.
On the surface, it seemed there was a huge gap in strength between them. However, those who knew about Bai Fan's "Bloodstained Sword Art" mostly curled their lips in disdain. Such a sinister Sword Dao, relying on a sneak attack to gain the upper hand—Bai Fan's treacherous nature was plain to see.
But even so, no one would say anything. Victory makes the king, defeat makes the outcast—this was simply the established truth...
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"Oh ho, what's this? Who was the one saying they'd kill me just now? Go ahead and kill me then! Ha ha ha ha, with just this bit of strength, you dare act arrogantly before me? Watch me drain all the blood from your body!"
Bai Fan laughed triumphantly. Under the effect of the "Blood-Stained Sword Art," he firmly held the upper hand in their clash.
Seeing the previously overbearing Fang Yang being suppressed into such a state by him, he was in high spirits. Wouldn't killing Fang Yang right here in front of everyone also prove his own prowess? The thought of being able to make a name for himself before the four great gangs made the fierce look on his face flash briefly.
"Blood Qi Overturns the Heavens!"
He roared angrily, the Profound Energy around his body surging, channeling into the Scarlet Blood Sword. Red light shimmered on the blade, transforming into countless strands of Blood Qi that spread out in all directions before heavily pressing down toward Fang Yang.
Boom!
Fang Yang's Qi and blood roiled throughout his body. He simply had no strength to dodge and could only take this blood-qi sword strike head-on.
Under that one sword strike, countless sharp energies pierced through his body. Fang Yang's figure trembled as immense pressure crashed upon him, forcing him to bend over at the waist. The sword light itself was one thing, but the key was the turbulent Blood Qi driven by the sword light was truly unbearable. Under this strike, the blood flowing in Fang Yang's vessels was instantly greatly stimulated. With soft popping sounds, blood spurted out all over his body, and blood trickled from his mouth and nose.
"Die!"
Seeing this, Bai Fan grew even more pleased. He brandished the sword in his hand rapidly, striking down one blow after another.
Under his "Blood-Stained Sword Art," the blood flowing from Fang Yang's body would be directly drawn away, entering the sword blade and instead enhancing its power. With his Life-Severing Sword Dao fully unleashed, each sword strike carried intense killing intent.
Enveloped by this unbroken tide of killing intent, Fang Yang seemed to be entangled by countless threads of murderous will, unable to break free. He could only resort to passive defense, parrying blow by blow.
Seeing this scene, the few people in the distance sighed inwardly.
"It's over..." Chen Fu shook his head.
Although this young man's sword cultivation was extremely strong, the suppressing effect of Bai Fan's Life-Severing Sword Dao and the "Blood-Stained Sword Art" was truly formidable. Especially the "Blood-Stained Sword Art"—once it controlled one's Blood Qi through his sword, it was almost impossible to turn the tables. If that young man had been at his peak when they fought, the outcome might have been uncertain. But having just faced the assault of a hundred people, his strength had been reduced by thirty percent. How could he possibly oppose Bai Fan, who had been waiting fresh and ready?
Regardless of Bai Fan's reputation, his control over the battle situation was still commendable.
The thoughts in everyone's minds were also what Bai Fan was thinking.
His expression was savage and maniacal. Each sword slash felt exhilarating and satisfying!
Killkillkillkill!
The Sword Dao must be forged through killing! My Sword Dao is the strongest Sword Dao! Anyone and everyone must cower beneath my Sword Dao!
He was filled with excitement. Nothing was more satisfying than slaying a future Sword Dao genius. Bai Fan's fanaticism for the Sword Dao had reached a morbid level. Once someone displayed a Sword Dao stronger than his, that person absolutely could not be allowed to live!
"I'm getting bored playing with you. I'll kill you right now!"
Seeing Fang Yang beaten so badly by his consecutive sword energies that he couldn't straighten his back, Bai Fan laughed loudly again. He wouldn't waste any more time. He needed to quickly absorb this kid's Blood Qi into his own Scarlet Blood Sword to enhance his own strength!
"Now, let me finish you!"
"Blood Opens the Netherworld!"
With a drawn-out shout, he circulated his own scarlet Profound Energy to its limit. A conspicuous red glow appeared on the Scarlet Blood Sword in his hand, faintly connecting with his own body. Blood Qi churned, layer upon layer coiling around him. The form of the Scarlet Blood Sword underwent a huge change. Vaguely, from the sword blade, a ferocious and sinister ghostly image seemed to emerge, as if thirsting for blood.
"Die!"
He swung his sword down.
All the Profound Energy from his body channeled into the Scarlet Blood Sword, then was absorbed by that ferocious ghost head. In an instant, it swelled up like an inflated balloon, growing to the size of three people, and roared as it rushed to devour Fang Yang.
If he were devoured by this Blood Qi-formed demonic ghost, no matter how tough Fang Yang's physical body was, it would be assimilated by the Blood Qi, melting into bones and blood, becoming part of this ferocious ghost.
As the crimson ghost appeared, Blood Qi spread all around, as if a sea of blood had formed.
Fang Yang was half-kneeling on the ground. Blood flowed continuously from his forehead. Yet, even after taking nearly a hundred slashes from Bai Fan head-on and losing half the blood from his body, his eyes remained clear and icy.
The image of Mao San's grinning face seemed to float before his eyes. That dark, skinny youth, acting all brash, one foot on a canoe, hands on hips, proud and self-satisfied, boasting loudly: "In the future, I want to be as strong as you! No, even stronger!!"
As these words seemed to ring in his ears, the blood flowing backward in Fang Yang's body seemed to suddenly stop. The blood ceased to flow, yet his heart beat violently. A wave of scorching heat instantly spread through his body, causing Fang Yang's previously rigid form to fully recover. The Sword Intent within him stirred, then erupted like floodgates bursting open.
"Mao San! I will avenge you here!"
Fang Yang stood up abruptly. Red light flashed in his eyes as he roared furiously.
His roar was like thunder. At the same time, the Jiugong Sword in his hand slashed towards the ghost head before him.
Mind's Eye Single Strike!
The sword cut through the air, accurately striking the weak point of the ghost head. Almost instantly, it caused the Profound Energy within the ghost head to leak out, then fused with the power of Fang Yang's sword strike and reversed direction, swirling back like a storm!
Boom!
The Blood Qi condensed into a storm that whirled back, transforming into a massive sword energy that instantly rushed before Bai Fan.
Bai Fan's expression changed. He had been certain of victory and never imagined Fang Yang still had the strength to counterattack. With a single sword strike, he had broken his ultimate killing move and even reflected it back at him?
"Impossible!"
He hastily swung out his Scarlet Blood Sword. At the same time, protective lights shimmered on his body as he activated six defensive Mystic Armaments in rapid succession, layering them densely before him.
Bai Fan's reaction was already swift, but this strike carried the force of his own previous killing move plus Fang Yang's own sword energy. Its power was immense; how could he simply block it?
Listening to the successive explosions.
Under that blood-colored storm, those protective Mystic Armaments shattered one by one. After the storm's power was reduced by fifty percent, it still slammed into Bai Fan's body with a crash. Bai Fan's figure shook violently. His Protective Aura shattered instantly. The terrifying force struck his chest directly. A large mouthful of blood sprayed out, accompanied by cracking sounds as countless bones fractured.
Boom.
Propelled by this force, his body slammed into the wall behind him. The hard wall dented inward with a thud, showing just how immense the force was.
Under this power, Bai Fan was severely wounded, blood spurting from his seven orifices. However, thanks to the earlier defense from several protective Mystic Armaments, he wasn't killed outright. His face was panicked, his eyes rolled back as he looked at Fang Yang, filled with terror and disbelief.
What happened?
He actually lost??
No, impossible. This must be an illusion. How could my Life-Severing Sword Dao lose? It was a sure-kill blow! Not only did this kid block it, he even managed to reflect it back at me. How could this be something within the normal order of things?
What kind of Sword Dao is this? I've never heard of it, never seen anything like it.
"No... I won't accept this!" Bai Fan howled in rage.
Fang Yang swung his sword, his body staggering. Already injured, forcing himself to use the Mind's Eye Single Strike had caused considerable backlash. But seeing Bai Fan still alive, Fang Yang couldn't relax. He took a step and continued charging toward Bai Fan.
No matter what, he had to kill him!
The members of the three great gangs looked at Fang Yang as if he were a monster. Clearly, he had been trapped in a hopeless situation just moments ago, beyond saving. Yet suddenly, he turned death into life, severely wounded Bai Fan instead, and almost killed him?
This... was too unbelievable.
They were all stunned and horrified, so much so that when Fang Yang dashed past them, none of them reacted at all.
Bai Fan's face was a mask of panic. He struggled desperately, but his limbs were weak, most of his bones shattered. How could he muster even a bit of strength? He could only watch helplessly as Fang Yang charged at him.
However, the others' lack of reaction didn't mean Mu Shaohua could just watch.
Originally, if Bai Fan had killed Fang Yang, that would have been the end of it. But now Fang Yang was alive and Bai Fan was on the verge of death. Immediately, a cold light flashed in her eyes, and her anger erupted.
"Outrageous!!"
Those two clear, ringing words echoed like thunder from flat ground. They carried the Profound Energy and Soul Spirit of a Heavenly Sun Realm Martial Artist. Hearing them, Fang Yang stumbled, seeing stars before his eyes, and spat out another mouthful of blood.
"You stubborn brat! I will grind your bones to dust and scatter your ashes!"
Mu Shaohua no longer maintained her previous calm and aloof demeanor. Her voice now carried a sinister chill, as if from the netherworld. Her once plump, youthful, and charming face, under the circulation of Profound Energy around her body, rapidly withered like tree bark. In the blink of an eye, she transformed from a beautiful woman into a crone covered in wrinkles and dark skin.
Seeing this, the members of the three great gangs couldn't help but cry out in alarm, feeling their hairs stand on end. Especially some of the young men who had previously coveted Mu Shaohua's beauty—while they had been fantasizing just moments ago, now they felt almost nauseated. Only the Gang Leaders of the three great gangs remained calm and composed. Since they were allies, they naturally understood Mu Shaohua's condition.
"What a pity. Such a beauty, yet she practiced that sinister 'Withered Wood Divine Technique' for the sake of cultivation," Li Jufu said with full regret.
Chen Fu also nodded, deeply agreeing. "But if not for the 'Withered Wood Divine Technique,' she wouldn't have reached her current level and obtained her current status and power."
The "Withered Wood Divine Technique" was the most powerful inheritance Mu Shaohua obtained when she first established the Firewood Palace, from a ruin in the Seventh Layer of the Netherworld Passage. The strength of this technique was rare in the world. Even as a woman, her cultivation speed advanced by leaps and bounds, surpassing countless men.
However, this technique had a major flaw. The name contained the words "Withered Wood," naturally representing the characteristic of practicing it. Once this technique was cultivated, while absorbing withered wood energy to enhance one's cultivation, it also caused the practitioner to age rapidly, just like withered wood.
It could be said to be a sinister technique that traded youth and appearance for formidable power.
Back then, Mu Shaohua, craving success, naturally practiced this technique diligently. But after mastering it, she became the half-human, half-ghost appearance she had now. Only after settling in the Firewood Palace later did she rarely take action, and used Profound Energy to transform her appearance back to its original state. Very few knew what she truly looked like. Because her appearance had become like this, her temperament grew increasingly cruel and ruthless. That's why people in the Firewood Palace earlier dared not let her take action—once she used Profound Energy, her true form would appear, and at that time she would inevitably be brutal and savage. Only sufficient Blood Qi could calm her down.
But in the end... Mu Shaohua still took action.
Once Mu Shaohua transformed, the Profound Energy emanating from her body was like gray twilight, sinister as withered wood. She stretched out her five dry, branch-like fingers. From her palm, a gust of aged, decaying energy blew forth. Wherever it passed, even the hard blue stone ground instantly lost its luster; wooden platforms aged into rotten wood.
Her Profound Energy actually carried the effect of corroding the years!
If a flesh-and-blood body were contaminated by such Profound Energy, it would inevitably wither into a dried-up form like hers!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 453: End of Glory
[image: ]


​
Seeing Mu Shaohua strike, her Profound Energy withered and aged, the three leaders of the groups also visibly paled.
"The 'Withered Wood Divine Art' truly is terrifying. I'd only heard of this technique before, but this is the first time I've truly witnessed it in action," Li Jufu gasped, his small eyes wide open.
Chen Fu and Ba Nian also looked grave.
As Martial Artists of the Heavenly Sun Realm, they could clearly sense the decaying power contained within Mu Shaohua's Profound Energy. It could erode all things in the world; anything touched by it would suffer severe loss of flesh and blood, sustaining critical injuries. Yet, when their gaze fell upon Mu Shaohua's current appearance, a wave of pity washed over them. Sacrificing youth and beauty for such power... for a woman like her, whether it was worth the cost was hard to say.
Mu Shaohua attacked with venomous rage, her actions filled with murderous intent. As the ash-gray Profound Energy swept forth, nothing in its path survived intact. Fang Yang stood enveloped within her energy, unable to evade. He had no intention of retreating anyway. As Mu Shaohua struck, his focus remained fixed on Bai Fan. As long as he could kill Bai Fan and avenge blood-debts, any cost was worth it!
The moment the gray Profound Energy washed over him, Fang Yang stirred his own Profound Energy. Pure Yang Profound Energy swiftly coated his body. Simultaneously, he took a sudden step forward, the Jiugong Sword gripped tightly in his hand. With furious shouts, Fang Yang thrust the sword straight at Bai Fan.
Seeing this insolent youth dare ignore her attack, Mu Shaohua exploded in rage. She snarled chillingly, "So bold! See me turn you into withered ash myself!"
Huuuuu.
Gray Profound Energy flowed out like mist, instantly wrapping Fang Yang completely upon contact.
The corrosive effect within the energy activated the moment it touched Fang Yang. This Withered Wood Profound Energy possessed an assimilating effect, capable of aging anything to decrepitude.
Fang Yang’s Pure Yang Profound Energy was immensely strong. But even as his Great Sun Shield flared defensively around him, upon touching this gray Profound Energy, it visibly weakened to the naked eye before vanishing completely in an instant. The Great Sun Shield hadn’t even lasted one single breath against this gray aura. The Withered Wood Profound Energy penetrated the shield, coming into direct contact with Fang Yang’s flesh.
Then, everyone witnessed a scene they would never forget.
Like a vicious poison, the moment the Withered Wood Profound Energy grazed Fang Yang’s skin, it seemed as if millennia passed in an instant. Fang Yang's skin instantly shriveled and wrinkled, aged like century-old dead wood, bark cracking and flaking. Under the enveloping gray energy, Fang Yang visibly aged by more than a thousand years, his clothes turning to ash on the spot. His once strong muscles, flesh, and bones were utterly desiccated in that moment.
It was as if a gentle breeze had blown, and standing amidst it was an old man teetering on the brink of death.
Fang Yang could clearly feel the changes within himself; it was an unfathomably strange sensation.
What the Withered Wood Profound Energy stole wasn't just time, but the energy inherent to all things. For a human body, this energy was vitality. Absorbing all vitality in one breath naturally caused instant aging, directly turning one to dust and death.
Terrifying!
Mu Shaohua’s Withered Wood Profound Energy could only be described as terrifying. She was even more fearsome than Long Wushuang, whom Fang Yang had once faced. Though Long Wushuang possessed the True Dragon Body, giving an invincible impression, he hadn't instilled terror in Fang Yang. Mu Shaohua achieved that.
In a flash, countless scenes seemed to flow before Fang Yang’s eyes. All youth, all laughter vanished without a trace, leaving only an old man awaiting the arrival of death.
This Withered Wood Profound Energy didn't just affect the physical body; it even threatened to extinguish Fang Yang’s Soul Spirit completely.
Just as Fang Yang was about to dissipate like smoke beneath the Withered Wood Profound Energy, his Soul Spirit on the verge of extinction, a faint trace of vitality suddenly emerged from his finger. Though minuscule, Fang Yang latched onto it like a straw grasped by a dying man. His spirit jolted. His Soul Spirit stretched out to explore his Storage Ring. There, at the very bottom of the ring, he spotted a small potted plant.
The plant within the pot appeared listless, half-dead. Yet, it was the tiny, tender green sprouts growing atop this seemingly withered plant that brought about the massive change.
A trickle of vitality flowed into Fang Yang’s body. Like thin streams entering parched land, his life force, which was about to vanish completely, was instantly nourished. It replenished faster than it had vanished. In mere moments, Fang Yang’s flesh and blood regained vigor. Though far from his peak condition, he regained control of his own body.
The haze faded from Fang Yang’s eyes. He clutched the Jiugong Sword tightly again as it started to fall from his grasp. His gaze burned as it fixed on Bai Fan just ahead. Only three steps! Three steps were enough for him to reach Bai Fan with his current strength!
"Yin-Yang!"
Fang Yang squeezed the very last of his profound energy. Black and white light flashed upon the Jiugong Sword, and he slashed out with a whoosh.
A silken string of black and white energy shot towards Bai Fan, winding around him. Bai Fan, though wanting to dodge, was himself gravely injured and nearly immobile. He could only watch helplessly as the yin and yang threads coiled tightly around him.
Then, Bai Fan felt dizzy. A majestic, gigantic Yin-Yang Gate materialized before him. The gate swung open, and Death descended.
One slash, severing the Soul!
Shiiink!
After the Yin-Yang Gate opened, terrifying death energy permeated out, seizing directly onto Bai Fan's Soul Spirit. His face changed grotesquely, and he screamed like a madman, fighting and writhing as if facing a ghost. Ultimately, he couldn't escape the devouring power of the Yin-Yang Gate.
His Soul Spirit was violently ripped out, sucked entirely into the Life and Death Gate.
Yin-Yang, severing the Soul Spirit, cutting life and death!
With the descent of Fang Yang's sword slash, all vitality was siphoned clean from Bai Fan's body. His face turned ashen, and his head lolled sideways. He was unmistakably, utterly dead...
Elite expert of the Firewood Palace, Captain of the First Squadron, Bai Fan, was dead!
Seeing his enemy fall dead before him, Fang Yang, whose body had been rigidly tensed, finally relaxed. He staggered, nearly crashing to the ground. But he knew rest wasn't an option yet; his danger had not passed.
So, struggling, Fang Yang turned to face Mu Shaohua.
Mu Shaohua seemed momentarily stunned. Just moments ago, Fang Yang had been completely swallowed by her Withered Wood Profound Energy and should have instantly withered into dust. And indeed, that process had begun. Yet, just as Fang Yang aged towards death, she had sensed an sudden burst of immense life energy erupting from his body. It saved his life in an instant, even restoring him under her powerful withering aura.
What was happening?
What force powerful enough to withstand the Withered Wood Profound Energy could possibly exist?!
This moment of distraction had given Fang Yang the window he needed to kill Bai Fan with a single sword strike.
Mu Shaohua snapped back to the present instantly. Her aged visage twisted into a horrifying grimace. "Die!" she shrieked, a boundless wave of Death Qi surging forth once more.
Knowing the terrifying potency of her Profound Energy, Fang Yang dared not linger. Seeing Mu Shaohua adopt a stance of absolute, relentless pursuit, he acted decisively. The Jiugong Sword vanished into his Storage Ring, replaced by another sword hovering in his grasp.
Four Laws Azure Cloud!
Fang Yang had no strength left for a head-on clash now, especially against such a renowned expert of the Heavenly Sun Realm. Retreat was his only option! The farther, the better!
Thinking this, Fang Yang gripped the Four Laws Azure Cloud tightly and unleashed a sword slash without holding back!
A surge of terrifying Profound Energy emanated from the Stone Sword. The slash ripped through space, tearing at the heavens and earth. Where its sword radiance passed, the surrounding Withered Wood Profound Qi was violently shoved aside. The terrifying beam of sword light shot forward instantly, cleaving towards Mu Shaohua.
Mu Shaohua's face drained of color as she sensed the frightening power within that sword energy. Her figure blurred backward sharply. She managed to avoid taking the full force of the Four Laws Azure Cloud head-on. Yet, the azure blade radiance was vast and immense, crashing downward. Almost the entire palace hall felt the shockwave. Even avoiding the core of the strike, the glancing blow caused injury. With a shiiiiing sound, the sword's radiance sliced into her flesh. It felt like striking extremely dry timber. Black fluid seeped from a wound on her right forearm – not blood. The fluid dripped onto the stone floor where it landed. The bluestone slabs rapidly turned grey and brittle. Stepping on them would grind them into gravel. Clearly, her body's corrosive power was even stronger!
Meanwhile, propelled by the force of his own sword slash with the Four Laws Azure Cloud, Fang Yang shot forward, aiming to escape!
His foot stamped down, speeding his flight. The slash from the Four Laws Azure Cloud had shattered a section of the palace wall directly ahead. Fang Yang shot past Mu Shaohua as she retreated, charging through the gap at top speed towards the outside world.
Injured by the sword light and further enraged, Mu Shaohua saw Fang Yang dashing close. Her fingers, like claws, made a grabbing motion through the air before she thrust her palm forward.
"Withered Wood Dissolves Spirit, Death!"
Countless strands of Withered Wood Profound Qi condensed into her palm force as she slammed it down. Her palm strike was elusive, carrying a hollowing force. Fang Yang found no space to dodge. The blow struck him squarely on the back.
Fang Yang staggered violently. A brand seared onto his back: a charred-black palm print. On contact, his skin cracked, brittle lines radiating outward from the wound. Ignoring the agony, under the force of her blow, he poured all remaining energy into accelerating. Propelled even faster, he tumbled through the broken wall, plummeting outside.
He crashed heavily onto the ground outside. A mouthful of dark, tarlike blood sprayed out reflexively. Ignoring the pain, Fang Yang scrambled to his feet and raced away from the palace. His goal here was achieved. Staying held no meaning.
"Wretch! Where do you think you're fleeing?!" Mu Shaohua screeched. A haze of gray energy abruptly surrounded her, lifting her into the air as she soared, chasing Fang Yang with terrifying speed.
The members of the three groups simply stared, open-mouthed, utterly speechless for a long moment.
It wasn't until both figures vanished beyond the ruined palace walls that they finally snapped out of their shock and exchanged stunned glances.
"Gulp."
Chen Fu swallowed subconsciously, muttering, "That... that kid, he's... he's truly..." He cast about for words but couldn't find any strong enough.
Li Jufu supplied one grimly. "A demon. He can only be a demon."
Ba Nian nodded. "Still alive after that. What is his background? Does he have gods shielding him?"
"Unknown. It defies belief. I can hardly fathom it myself," Chen Fu replied, shaking his head with a bitter smile. "Have we grown old? I watched that fight feeling utterly lost. How many times did we think he was certainly finished? Yet this kid stubbornly survived, even pulling through Mu Shaohua's Withered Wood Profound Qi entirely unscathed."
"This kid is anything but ordinary. After today, he'll likely cause enormous turbulence in the Netherworld Passage," Li Jufu predicted.
Ba Nian's eyes swept over the ruined grandeur of the grand hall, sighing sadly, "After today... the Firewood Palace is finished..."
Hearing this, the others slowly nodded in bleak agreement. Mu Shaohua remained, the core elite were dead. With Mu Shaohua's vindictive personality, she'd harbor no intention of rebuilding. Her mind would be consumed utterly with an oath to hunt down that youth to the bitter end.
"Ahem. Well, that matter is beyond us now. Losing the Firewood Palace weakens our combined forces considerably, but the exploration must proceed regardless. Let us leave. To my Sinking Water Group's quarters. We’ll discuss strategies on how to proceed in exploring the ancient ruins," Chen Fu proposed.
Li Jufu and Ba Nian immediately nodded assent. Without further hesitation, the group departed the ruined Firewood Palace complex.
The glory of these once splendid palaces was probably over...
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Fang Yang coughed repeatedly, each cough bringing up a large mouthful of black, foul blood.
That palm strike from Mu Shaohua earlier was utterly terrifying. It was a technique that concentrated her mastered Withered Wood Profound Qi. With that palm imprint, the devouring power contained within it erupted in succession, invading his flesh, blood, and organs, intending to completely drain Fang Yang of all his life force.
The vitality within Fang Yang seemed both severed and connected. A faint layer of green light constantly covered his Soul Spirit and heart meridian, ensuring Fang Yang was not completely consumed by that sinister, damaging gray Profound Energy. This green light emanated from the wilted potted plant inside Fang Yang’s Storage Ring.
He darted out in succession, fleeing quickly toward the outside of the palace.
Close on his heels, a chilling wind swept up from behind. Mu Shaohua's icy voice, as if it had crawled out from the deepest underworld, clung to him like a bone-deep maggot.
“Where do you think you’re going?! Die!!”
A great surge of Withered Wood Profound Energy billowed from behind. Wherever it passed, the ground cracked dryly, buildings aged and decayed, and the vibrant plants cultivated within the palace instantly withered, losing all luster.
Fang Yang was hit by the Withered Wood Profound Energy several more times, spurting out several more mouthfuls of foul blood. His Jiugong Sword flashed in his hand as he turned and slashed out with a sword strike.
Sunburn Sword Art!
A crimson sword light shot through the air, plunging headlong into the gray Profound Energy. The supremely rigid and pure Pure Yang Profound Energy was most effective at suppressing sinister, malefic things. Upon contact with the mass of gray Qi, a sizzling sound erupted as they intermingled and canceled each other out. However, although this Withered Wood Profound Energy was sinister, it was different from ordinary Malefic Qi. Encased within the Withered Wood Profound Energy, Fang Yang's sword energy did not last long before being directly corroded away.
Fang Yang fought as he fled, already nearing the palace gates.
Outside the palace gates, it was bustling and noisy, with a clamor of voices arguing incessantly.
Fang Yang's footsteps halted. Three sword blades materialized around him, whooshing as they shot toward Mu Shaohua's face.
Mu Shaohua's withered face was filled with killing intent. “Your blades are useless against me! Watch me corrode your swords!” She manipulated her Withered Wood Profound Qi, wrapping it toward Fang Yang's sword blades.
Even Azure-Patterned Mystical Armaments would not last more than a moment within her Withered Wood Profound Qi.
However, Fang Yang had already planned for this. Just as the Withered Wood Profound Qi was about to make contact with the blades, he suddenly clenched his fist. A terrifying fluctuation abruptly spread out from within the three Azure-Patterned Mystical Armaments, followed by a tremendous explosion!
Fang Yang had actually used these three sword blades as carriers, detonating the powerful Profound Energy contained within them to create massive chaos. The Profound Energy exploded, with booming roars. A massive shockwave blasted out, directly blowing away Mu Shaohua who had already charged forward. These were three Azure-Patterned Mystical Armaments—how could the Profound Energy contained within them be ordinary?
After accomplishing this, Fang Yang twisted around and rushed out toward the palace gates.
Over there, after being blasted back a hundred steps, Mu Shaohua gathered the Withered Wood Profound Qi before her, completely swallowing all the explosive shockwaves. She herself suffered no damage whatsoever. After all, she was a Martial Artist of the Heavenly Sun Realm, and the marvel of the 《Withered Wood Divine Art》 allowed her body to turn into withered wood, minimizing the impact of all attacks.
Now, seeing Fang Yang exit the palace gates, she shrieked in fury. “I won’t let you escape!”
A gray whirlwind swept beneath her, continuing to carry her in close pursuit.
As soon as Fang Yang darted out of the palace gates, he saw a dense crowd of Martial Artists still gathered in front of the gates. Seeing him rush out, startled cries rose from the crowd as they hastily retreated.
“He... he came out...”
“He actually destroyed Firewood Palace single-handedly. Who the hell is this guy?! He’s so damn powerful!”
“That fight just now was so awesome. I want to be like that in the future.”
“His name is Fang Yang. I know him. He’s been accepting a lot of missions at our Mission Tower these past few days! I knew at first glance he was someone formidable, but I never expected him to be this formidable.”
Amid the panic of the crowd, waves of heated shouts also rang out.
Fang Yang spat out a mouthful of blood. Hearing everyone’s words, he felt puzzled. He turned his head to look and only understood when he saw the huge Projection Mirror placed in front of the palace gates. So, the Projection Mirror inside the martial combat hall had been functioning all along. Unknowingly, the scene of his fierce battle inside the martial combat hall had been completely witnessed by everyone.
When Fang Yang first entered the palace, many people were still gossiping and cursing him for not knowing his own mortality. After all, this place was Firewood Palace's stronghold, one of the most powerful groups in the first layer of the Netherworld Passage. Daring to cause trouble here—wasn't that just asking for a quicker death? Especially those few who had been frightened by Fang Yang earlier; now, having regained their senses and feeling they lost face, they desperately wished for Fang Yang to be beaten half-dead by Firewood Palace members and thrown out. Then they could also kick him while he was down and regain some face. But after waiting and seeing Fang Yang single-handedly slaughter a hundred people, everyone’s expressions turned to pure astonishment.
In the Netherworld Passage, strength was paramount. Someone as formidably strong as Fang Yang naturally earned everyone's admiration.
This kid actually destroyed Firewood Palace's Martial Artists single-handedly. What more needed to be said about such strength?
Now, seeing Fang Yang emerge, countless people immediately laughed and flattered him, while some groups had already begun fawningly extending invitations.
Fang Yang, however, had no time for this. The Withered Wood Profound Energy within him was still clashing constantly with his Vitality. His limbs felt weak, and Mu Shaohua's shrieking voice faintly reached his ears. Fang Yang's expression changed as he gathered a bit more strength within his body.
He roared, “Leave here quickly!! People will die!”
Then, without caring about anything else, he stumbled forward, dashed through the crowd, and fled into the distance.
He needed to hurry, he needed to reach the Teleportation Array.
The crowd was somewhat puzzled by Fang Yang's shout, but at that moment, a gray-black breeze suddenly swept out from within the palace. Wherever it passed, the surrounding objects instantly withered. Only then did the crowd's expressions change drastically as they suddenly understood.
“The Elder Witch came out!”
“It’s the half-human, half-ghost Mu Shaohua! Run!”
Immediately, the crowd erupted into chaos, jostling and fleeing in all directions.
Mu Shaohua darted out with a sinister, vicious expression. Just as she was about to continue pursuing Fang Yang in the distance, she never expected so many people outside. Her charging figure halted, especially upon hearing this crowd's muttered exclamations and screams. She let out a sharp shriek, her face showing great shock, and she hastily covered her face, shrinking back inside the palace gates.
Women naturally care deeply about their appearance, especially beauties like Mu Shaohua. Therefore, after establishing Firewood Palace, she no longer mingled in the Netherworld Passage. Instead, she returned to the first layer territory, occupied this city, and used Profound Energy to take the form of a dignified, aloof woman. Those who knew her true face were always extremely few. Over time, everyone completely came to believe that the master of Firewood Palace was a rare beauty. She greatly enjoyed this sense of vanity from being admired and adored. However, in her rage, she used Profound Energy to reveal her true self. Suddenly encountering so many people who could only admire her before, her illusion shattered. Naturally, she was horrified and retreated in panic.
She covered her face with her hand, her withered, aged face showing a trace of misery. But after only a moment, killing intent spread, transforming back into a severe chill.
“Everyone who has seen my true face must die!”
She shrieked and howled like a vengeful ghost, then her figure moved. Whoosh! She darted out from within the city again. Now, she no longer cared. Her entire body’s Withered Wood Profound Energy erupted violently, sweeping indiscriminately in all directions. Wherever it passed, the surrounding houses instantly collapsed, and plants withered in an instant. Any Martial Artist touched by her Withered Wood Profound Energy, even those at the Primordial Sun Realm, would instantly have their flesh and blood wither, finally turning into a desiccated corpse that aged to death, turning to dust...
Originally prosperous Greenwood City now clearly became like hell, with constant miserable wails and endless slaughter.
And Fang Yang, taking advantage of the moment when Mu Shaohua's mind was occupied by killing intent, stumbled and fled, eventually arriving before the Teleportation Array.
Before he even got close to the Teleportation Array, Wen Ruohuo over there had already spotted him. A red light flashed as Wen Ruohuo suddenly appeared in front of Fang Yang.
Seeing Fang Yang’s condition, his expression changed drastically. “Fang Yang, are you alright? You... what happened?”
Fang Yang’s skin alternated between withered and full, the two states constantly shifting, which was unsettling. And as Wen Ruohuo probed Fang Yang's body with his Soul Spirit, he saw that his meridians were withered, nearly destroyed. This was a near-fatal severe injury!
“Pfft.”
Fang Yang spat out another mouthful of black blood. Seeing Wen Ruohuo approaching, a few traces of relief finally appeared on his pale face. He waved his hand. “The Teleportation Array?”
“No problem. It's already been seized. I’ve also placed the Mystic Crystals on it. There’s enough energy to take us away.” Wen Ruohuo quickly said while supporting Fang Yang.
“Let’s go first. This place isn’t safe.” Fang Yang said.
Wen Ruohuo also sensed the spreading aura of severe Profound Energy in the distance. He nodded gravely, grabbed Fang Yang, and brought him into the Teleportation Array. At the Teleportation Array site, the thin, dark little girl Xiao Yi had already woken up. She stood timidly inside, and only when she saw Wen Ruohuo and Fang Yang arrive did she sigh in relief.
Fang Yang saw she was safe and sound. He forced a smile onto his face, patted her head, and said softly, “It’s alright now.”
Xiao Yi also recognized Fang Yang as someone she had seen before. It was as if she had found her anchor. Her small hand directly clutched Fang Yang’s tattered clothing.
“Let’s go.” Fang Yang said.
Wen Ruohuo nodded and began to activate the Teleportation Array.
At that moment, a Yin wind stirred. In the distance, a gray-black Qi rapidly spread toward them, carrying with it Mu Shaohua’s sinister muttering.
“Run? Where do you think you’re running? Everyone will die, all of you will die!!”
Whoosh.
A black wind swept past. Mu Shaohua’s figure suddenly appeared a hundred steps ahead. She seemed to have also discovered that Fang Yang and the others were about to activate the Teleportation Array to escape. Her face showed a flash of severe fury. “Die! Die for me!!”
Her hands moved continuously. Endless Withered Wood Profound Energy surged from her palms. With a heavy slam, it crashed down.
Fang Yang’s expression changed in alarm. He roared, “Is it ready yet?!”
“Ready, ready!” Wen Ruohuo responded.
The Teleportation Array beneath their feet emitted a dim, hazy light, slowly enveloping the three of them. Under the gentle power's embrace, their figures gradually blurred.
At that moment, that sinister Withered Wood Profound Energy smashed down with a boom.
Boom!
The Profound Energy struck the large array. A violent tremor shook the Teleportation Array beneath their feet, its light flickering as if it might eject them at any moment.
“Hold on tight.” Fang Yang said in a grave voice, instinctively pulling Xiao Yi into his arms.
The Teleportation Array activated with difficulty, trembling violently. Just as Mu Shaohua was about to gather a second attack, with a flash, the three figures instantly vanished. The second wave of Withered Wood Profound Energy followed closely, exploding against the Teleportation Array.
The Teleportation Array immediately broke down under her Profound Energy, its light dimming. But the three who should have been there, Fang Yang and the others, had long since disappeared without a trace.
Mu Shaohua was furious, her face shrieking like a vengeful ghost.
“You can’t run! I won’t let you run! I’ll find you, I’ll kill you!!”
Her figure spun, transforming into a gray wind. Whoosh! She flew out into the distance, far away from Greenwood City.
And after her rampage, the originally prosperous Greenwood City was already more than half destroyed. More than thirty percent of the Martial Artists died under the Withered Wood Profound Qi... The place was sinister, like a ghost city.
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He was thirsty. Very, very thirsty.
It felt like a fire was burning in Fang Yang's throat. He opened his mouth, wanting to say something, but his voice was hoarse, and he couldn't utter a single word. His eyelids felt incredibly heavy, as if weighed down by a thousand pounds, and no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't open them.
Just then, a drop of water suddenly fell onto his lips. Fang Yang welcomed it like a gift of sweet rain. He pursed his lips with effort, and the drops of clear water moistened his throat, easing his discomfort a bit. After that, he fell unconscious again.
This repeated itself many times. After nearly a dozen instances, Fang Yang's condition finally improved somewhat. He strained to lift his eyelids. His eyes were dry and gritty, but at last, a blurred image began to form before him.
Fang Yang tried to move. He only felt weakness and soreness throughout his body, as if he had lost all sensation. His vision gradually returned to normal. His eyes swept around, and he discovered he was lying beside a large tree. The area around him was open and empty. A cold sensation whooshed over his skin.
"Where is this?" Fang Yang frowned.
The last memory in his mind was of the three of them stepping into the Teleportation Array. Then the array activated, engulfing them in a blue light, and they successfully survived Mu Shaohua's attack. However, her Withered Wood Profound Qi must have affected the spatial teleportation. The moment the three of them vanished, they felt the surrounding space become chaotic and violently unstable. In the end, Fang Yang tightly held Xiao Yi before tumbling out and losing consciousness.
"Did the teleportation fail? Where is Wen Ruohuo? Where is Xiao Yi?"
He struggled to stand up, but he couldn't muster any strength at all. The moment he tried to move, he slumped back down powerlessly.
Fang Yang's expression changed slightly. He hurriedly tried to circulate his Profound Energy to check his own condition. But as soon as he tried, a sharp pain shot through the meridians all over his body. He couldn't summon even the slightest bit of Profound Energy. It wasn't just his Profound Energy; Fang Yang's Soul Spirit was also severely damaged. He could only use less than one percent of his Divine Soul Power. He forced himself to look inward with his spiritual sense, and that was when he discovered the culprit responsible for his current state.
There, attached to Fang Yang's meridians and internal organs throughout his body, was a mass of gray energy. It was precisely Mu Shaohua's Withered Wood Profound Qi.
The Withered Wood Profound Qi had invaded his organs. It had completely withered Fang Yang's meridians and even sealed his inner core. Naturally, it was extremely difficult to utilize any Profound Energy. Normally, when a Martial Artist suffered such injuries, they should have died. But covering Fang Yang's heart meridian and the location of his Soul Spirit was a thin layer of green light. This was what prevented him from being destroyed and perishing under the Withered Wood Profinct.
Even so, Fang Yang was now half-crippled.
A bitter smile appeared on his face. "That Mu Shaohua is truly an Elder Witch. Her Profound Energy power is rarely seen in the outside world, incredibly formidable..."
Unable to use Profound Energy or Soul Spirit power, Fang Yang was now practically no different from an ordinary person...
"I hope nothing happened to the other two..." Fang Yang's heart tightened as he thought of Wen Ruohuo and Xiao Yi. Wen Ruohuo was probably fine. Although he was injured, he still had the foundation of the Heavenly Sun Realm. Even if he encountered spatial turbulence, staying alive shouldn't be a problem.
But Xiao Yi was someone who couldn't cultivate...
Just as Fang Yang was deep in thought, a rustling sound suddenly came from a nearby thicket.
His expression tensed. This place was inside the Netherworld Passage. Moreover, judging by the location, this was clearly a mountainous forest area. Was it perhaps the territory of some Great Demon? If a Great Demon really appeared—even one at the Void Sojourn Realm—given Fang Yang's current state, he would undoubtedly die!
Fang Yang's body stiffened. He straightened up, using the tree for support as he tried to stand.
Would his lifetime of heroic reputation really end with him dying at the hands of a Great Demon...
While he was worrying, a small figure suddenly darted out from the thicket. Fang Yang blinked at the sight, then relaxed, crying out in pleasant surprise, "Xiao Yi!"
The one who had run out from the thicket was the thin, dark-skinned little girl, Xiao Yi.
Xiao Yi clutched a few unripe fruits in her hands. Upon seeing Fang Yang, her face first showed alarm, followed by what seemed like joy. She pattered over on little steps and rushed to Fang Yang's side.
"You're okay. That's great," Fang Yang said with a smile.
He had been afraid earlier that the little girl wouldn't withstand the spatial turbulence. Now it seemed that because he had held her tightly at the time, she wasn't harmed by the chaotic currents. Therefore, the two of them had successfully fallen in the same place.
Xiao Yi timidly offered one of the fruits in her hand to Fang Yang.
"Did you pick these? That's really amazing," Fang Yang praised. However, when he saw the fresh wounds on the little girl's extended arm, his brow furrowed slightly. The wounds looked recent, probably minor injuries she got while picking the fruit.
As if sensing Fang Yang's gaze, Xiao Yi gave a shy smile and shook her head, indicating she was fine.
Fang Yang felt a warmth in his heart. He took the fruit and took a bite.
The fruit was unripe and its flesh was quite hard. A bitter taste spread in his mouth as he bit into it. Fang Yang paused in his chewing. But when he saw the clear, pure look in the little girl's eyes, he continued to bite down, eating it mouthful by mouthful.
Even such a bitter fruit... was something Xiao Yi had obtained through great difficulty.
Seeing Fang Yang eat it, Xiao Yi happily grabbed a smaller fruit, stuffed it into her mouth, and began chewing happily.
These bitter, unpleasant fruits... Xiao Yi had managed to pick only three of them. She ate the smallest one herself, and the other two went entirely into Fang Yang's stomach. Having something in his belly also gave Fang Yang a bit of strength.
"This isn't a place to linger. We need to find a city to settle in," Fang Yang said. After all, inside the Netherworld Passage, the wilderness was far too dangerous.
So, after feeling he had regained some strength, Fang Yang and Xiao Yi got up one after the other and began walking out of the forest. Because Fang Yang's Soul Spirit was injured, he couldn't even sense the right direction and could only pick one direction and walk straight ahead. The two of them proceeded cautiously, afraid some Great Demon might suddenly leap out from the side.
They walked and walked. Seeing the sky gradually darken, Fang Yang's heart sank.
Great Demons had the trait of night vision. The wilderness at night was extremely dangerous. He was just about to find a place to hide temporarily when a sense of warning suddenly arose in him.
Although Fang Yang's Soul Spirit was injured and he couldn't probe the surroundings for danger, he had still been honed through countless life-and-death battles. He possessed some instinctive sense of imminent danger. The moment he detected it, he immediately scooped up Xiao Yi and rolled to the side.
Boom!
A powerful blast of energy exploded behind them. Then, in the darkness, a huge, leopard-like demonic beast leaped out.
Holding Xiao Yi, Fang Yang's expression changed as he looked at the creature.
"A Primordial Sun Realm Night Leopard! Trouble!" His heart sank. This type of demonic beast was most troublesome at night. If he were in perfect condition, Fang Yang could easily kill it. But now, severely injured as he was, how could he possibly be a match for a night-hunting Great Demon?
The Night Leopard's body wasn't very large. Compared to an average Primordial Sun Realm Great Demon, it was relatively weak. Its greatest characteristic was its night vision and activity, making it an extremely troublesome Great Demon at night. Now, the Night Leopard's eyes glowed red. It let out a roar at the two of them. It seemed to also sense that these two before it weren't formidable opponents. Without hesitation, it took a step and pounced.
A foul, bloody wind blasted toward them. There was no way to avoid it.
Fang Yang gritted his teeth, desperately trying to force his Profound Energy to move. But aside from waves of intense pain from his meridians, he couldn't summon even a shred of Profound
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