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"What is this..." The man in the green robe tightened his fist upon witnessing the strange sight in the void. His gaze turned toward Han Yu, flickering with confusion. "That fellow isn’t from the Imperial Clan. Who could he be? Could he belong to one of the Millennium Aristocratic Families within the Great Qin Dynasty?"
Blazing Flame Slash, Sky Splitting!
Han Yu glanced at the giant fiery sword taking shape in the void. With a gesture from his hand seals, the colossal sword trembled before slashing down toward the Dragon Scale Beast below.
The fiery greatsword shook the void. With every inch it descended, its fierce pressure compressed the pond beneath, forcing the waters to sink several fathoms. Towering waves burst upward like mountains, only to instantly freeze into ice under the extreme cold.
"Roar!"
The Dragon Scale Beast, locked in combat with the Red Horn Beast, let out a savage bellow as the sudden flame sword descended. Knowing the attack was formidable, it wasted no time. Surging Dragon Qi channeled straight into its horn. An overwhelming aura erupted!
Growl!
With a dragon-like roar, the creature’s horn blazed with light. An ancient, terrifying power burst forth—an invisible pressure thick with majesty. Han Yu, standing at a distance, shuddered; shock flickered in his eyes.
Whoosh!
After the roar, a phantom image crystallized above the dragon horn—a colossal beast seemingly from the Ancient Era, striding across the void with wild tyranny as it lunged toward the descending sword gleam in the sky.
This beast mirrored the Dragon Scale Beast, yet carried an aura infinitely more powerful.
"Is this the Dragon Scale Beast’s unique Divine Ability?" Han Yu’s eyes twitched. While the Red Horn Beast’s horn could unleash a light arc, it paled absolutely compared to this.
"Dragon-related beasts are truly incredible!" The green-robed man darted further away, horrified by this Divine Ability. Licking his lips nervously, his fist clenched—even using his ultimate move probably wouldn’t suppress this beast!
Boom!
With an earth-shattering crash, the icy giantsword hovering in the void shattered under the Dragon Scale Beast’s clawing strike. The terrifying energy birthed a Primordial Qi Storm, slamming violently against the light screen above the pond.
"Not good!" The man’s gaze darkened as he sensed disaster. Who could block an attack like this?
"The Dragon Clan’s Divine Ability is this terrifying?" Linked by qi, Han Yu trembled. He shot an alarmed glance upward. His eyebrows knitted tightly as the light screen distorted under the power—once it vanished, the qi fluctuations and noise would reach the Imperial Palace’s cultivators!
Hummm!
Under the tense stares of Han Yu and the green-robed man, the light screen rippled violently across the void before collapsing.
Wham!
As though unleashed, dreadful qi fluctuations erupted skyward. The lingering roar now shook the heavens like thunder, waking everyone asleep within the Imperial Palace.
"What happened?" Chaos instantly erupted in the palace. Numerous warriors, maids, and nobles all turned toward the source of the blast. "That’s the Imperial Forbidden Land—the Dragon Spirit Pool!"
"Who dared trespass?" Inside the Imperial Palace, the Emperor’s sharp eyes swept the sky; his expression turned icy.
Imperial Clan members—Quasi-Insight Practitioners—sensed the noise’s origin instantly: their very own Forbidden Land!
"Damn it! How did these troublesome pests get here?" The green-robed man cursed. A quick gesture summoned twelve Formation Banners flying back to his palm, vanishing into his storage.
"Roar!"
Just as both Han Yu and the green-robed man tensed, the Dragon Scale Beast unleashed another world-shaking cry. It plunged urgently into the pond waters.
"This beast is this sentient?!" Han Yu’s face tightened into alarm. Its haste clearly meant it sensed Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon below—and was rushing to stop it.
"Things just got messy!" Glancing toward the capital, Han Yu could almost tangibly feel countless eyes turning their way.
Swoosh!
But Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon was at a critical juncture—no interruptions allowed! Gnashing his teeth, Han Yu formed a Mental Energy Greatsword of blazing power, the Red Horn Beast’s Divine Ability gleaming crimson as it blasted toward the diving Dragon Scale Beast.
With his Mental Force surging into the Refining Domain Cauldron, the Blazing Flame Slash Formation activated instantly.
Boom!
The Dragon Scale Beast anticipated the assault. Its horn flashed, easily blocking the strike from the Red Horn Beast. The creature vanished into the depths in the next breath, churning up violent waves upon the pond surface.
"That damnable beast..." Han Yu glowered; his strength couldn’t stop it now.
Despite this, Han Yu didn’t hesitate. Flashing beneath his feet, he shot toward the pond.
"Didn’t he already claim his prize?" The green-robed man’s suspicious gaze landed on Han Yu, repeatedly hindering the Dragon Scale Beast. "Why covet the Dragon Spirit Pool still?"
Violent disturbances at the Dragon Spirit Pool drew countless Imperial Clan eyes. Who’d have guessed two reckless fools dared such treachery at the Forbidden Land?
As the Dragon Scale Beast submerged, the green-robed man pondered Han Yu’s motives. Recalling that strange Devouring Vortex—shape of a dragon’s mouth—that had swallowed the Qi Dragon formed by the Formation Pillars earlier, his eyes twitched involuntarily. He stared in startled realization at the youth speeding toward the pond.
"Could he be... Han Yu? The youth who carries a Dragon Soul... the one who captured the Great Qin Dynasty’s Second Prince?"
The man’s frown deepened. "If so... he’s not here for just Dragon Qi seeped from the Dragon Vein?"
"No wonder he blocked the Dragon Scale Beast—his Dragon Soul must be devouring the Dragon Qi below." Everything clicked into place. "That schemer tried luring me away... buying time for the Dragon Soul! Now it makes sense why the Dragon Qi near the pond vanished abruptly after he dived deep."
"Hmph! Trying to fool me? Your Highness?!" Fury creased the green-robed man’s face. He glanced toward the distant palace. "Fine. Secrets are out. You carry this burden!” He smirked darkly. “Let’s see you handle the Principle Cultivators of the Great Qin Dynasty’s Imperial Clan!"
His lips curled into a sinister sneer as Han Yu flew toward the pond. Energy pulsed beneath his feet; he readied to flee.
Hum!
Suddenly, a muffled thud erupted deep within the Dragon Spirit Pool. A dreadful power burst from its heart—immense pressure froze his breath mid-inhalation.
"Such thick aura... is this... the Profound Truth Realm?" The man halted mid-flight, barely a hundred feet fled. His head snapped back, disbelief etched on his face as he stared upon the pond.
At the pond’s surface...
Han Yu, inches above the churning waterline near where the Dragon Scale Beast dove, swirled Primordial Qi around him to craft a Primordial Qi Barrier. An invisible pressure exploded upward—his barrier disintegrated instantly!
"Incredible energy!" Han Yu froze mid-descent. Shock flashed in his eyes. Yet... sensing the aura, his tension dissolved entirely. "It’s Nine Flames’ presence! Did he... breakthrough?"
His heart pounded wildly. Harnessing the erupting pressure like a springboard, light flashed beneath his feet. He rocketed backward.
"Aaarrroouugh!"
Almost as Han Yu retreated, a terror-laced roar resonated from the depths. Relatively calmed waters convulsed into savage tides. A towering water pillar exploded skyward.
"That agonized roar... Dragon Scale Beast’s Inheritance cry? Could...?" Halting mid-flight, the green-robed man narrowed incredulous eyes toward the source.
Boom!
Following the shriek, an enormous black form violently breached the pond’s surface. Flung spinning through the air, its battered frame sprayed bloody arcs shimmering crimson under the moonlight.
"That’s the Dragon Scale Beast!"
Staring at the horned behemoth soaring skyward now dripping red, the green-robed man’s pupils shrank violently. This beast had been nearly invincible under the Profound Truth Realm! Yet something hurled it, bleeding and ragged... sky-high! How mighty must that unseen opponent be?
Stunned, he strained his eyes at the pond below. His throat moved uneasily; his fists clenched.
"The seal must’ve shattered under Nine Flames!" Han Yu hovered above the pond trembling. Joy sparked in his gaze. He silently cheered for Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon below. He eagerly awaited confirmation of its newfound strength.
Rrrrroar!
The Dragon Scale Beast steadied itself midair. Its enormous lantern-bright eyes darted downward—pure dread visible through flickering moonlight. Its massive form betrayed tremors—not mere fear of power, but a terror resonating deep from its soul.
Glug-glug!
As both stared intently downward, another water shot skyward. Right behind it... a golden Giant Dragon unfurled into the heavens!
"Roooooooar!"
Soaring into the void, a primeval, sky-shaking roar erupted from its fierce jaws. Boundless majesty cascaded outward, proclaiming undisputed supremacy between heaven and earth.
"Groooan!"
The Dragon Scale Beast shuddered at the roar. It curled into meek submission, its echoing cry now one of reverence.
"It really is that Dragon Soul! It... attained the Profound Truth Realm!" The Dragon’s Roar rippled outward; the green-robed man flinched. Shock registered clearly—this changed things. Immediately he poured max power into his Spirit Artifact. Flaring blindingly beneath his feet, the tool surged—ready to bolt.
"Did the beast finally breach that Profound Truth Realm threshold?" Han Yu watched intently. Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon hovered—now far more physically solid, emanated profound, overwhelming presence. Eyes narrowed thoughtfully as soft words escaped him: "Truly incredible."
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"That cry seems to come from the Dragon Scale Beast. Could it be injured?"
In the Imperial Palace, the Emperor and several cultivators at the Half-Step Profound Meaning stage paled upon hearing the commotion.
"Though not a pure-blooded Dragon Clan, if this creature's essence is devoured, Dragon Lord's strength will surely increase!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon let out a sinister laugh. "Hehe, consider this your payment for disturbing Dragon Lord's feast on Dragon Qi!"
With a menacing grin, Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon fixed its chilling gaze upon the trembling Dragon Scale Beast in the void.
Whoosh!
Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's radiant dragon claw streaked across the sky, radiating terrifying power as if ready to rip the latter apart at any moment.
"Roar!"
Seeming to understand Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's words, the fear vanished from the Dragon Scale Beast's eyes, replaced by a flash of savagery. Its entire aura surged abruptly, clearly resolved to fight back with all its might.
Watching the Dragon Scale Beast struggling desperately, Han Yu narrowed his eyes. Suddenly, he felt how quickly things could change. One moment, he'd been vexed by this creature; the next, the once formidable foe had become a weakling to be crushed at will.
"Insolent vermin! Who dares cause chaos in this Forbidden Land of my imperial palace!"
Just as Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon stretched its claw towards the void, a voice rang out near the Dragon Spirit Pool, as if from beyond the heavens. Its invisible pressure forced even nearby plants into submission.
Whoosh!
The soundwave surged, darkening the sky. An invisible pressure pressed down, making Han Yu — flying through the air — shudder uncontrollably. A green-robed man, about to flee elsewhere, was also overcome by terror. "This is... A Principle Cultivator!"
"That old ghost of the Imperial Clan?" Narrowing its draconic eyes, Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon peered towards the depths of a nearby dense forest. That immense, hidden aura was unmistakably emanating from there.
"Whoosh!"
Amidst the intimidating ripple of the soundwave, a tearing sound tore through the air. Everyone saw a Qi Dragon tumble through the air currents, soaring directly toward the Dragon Spirit Pool.
"Roar!"
Stretching dozens of feet long, the Qi Dragon was utterly terrifying. Its entire body shimmered with brilliant gold; scales stood out fiercely. As it swung its claws, they tore the sky, stirring up turbulent clouds. At that moment, the entire Imperial Palace, even the Imperial Capital, was enveloped by an invisible pressure, jolting countless sleepers awake.
"It's the Ancestral Great Emperor! He's acting!"
Cultivators rushing through the palace halted, gazing reverently at the Qi Dragon forming abruptly in the void.
Seeming alive, the Qi Dragon reached the sky above the Dragon Spirit Pool in an instant. Eyes emitting a substantial, piercing light scanned downwards. Then, baring fangs and claws, it pounced straight at Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon. Yet, its tail executed a mighty swing, striking simultaneously towards Han Yu and the green-robed man.
Whoosh!
The sweeping tail unleashed a Primordial Qi Storm. The terrifying pressure made Han Yu tremble; his internal Qi began to crumble. His Dantian itself seemed on the verge of collapsing at any moment.
This strike was ferocious beyond measure. Cultivators at the True Martial Stage or Half-Step Profound Meaning stood no chance. Barring a miracle, Han Yu and the green-robed man were doomed!
"This fellow possesses some strength indeed."
A flicker of gravity passed through Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's eyes. Its dragon jaws parted, and Han Yu felt a horrifying suction force wrench him away. He blurred, then was instantly drawn into Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's body.
"Whoosh!"
Scooping Han Yu inside itself, Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon coiled through the void towards the Qi Dragon, which was now far larger than itself.
"Roar!"
Facing Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's charge, the Qi Dragon showed no retreat. Its aura was palpably stronger. As they neared, it roared savagely, claws slashing the sky like substance, aiming to shred the Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon.
"Hmph! No matter how strong your aura, you're only condensed Dragon Qi. Before Dragon Lord, utterly worthless!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon snorted coldly. Its jaws abruptly stretched wide, and a Devouring Vortex resembling a black hole instantly materialized. "Devour for Dragon Lord!"
With its harsh command, the aura of the Dragon Qi-formed Qi Dragon plummeted instantly. Yet, weakened as it was, its pressure remained significant. A sweep of its tail instantly trapped the green-robed man beside the pool with terrifying force.
"Dammit! Even a Principle Cultivator of the Imperial Clan is alerted. Truly an ill-fated start." The green-robed man cursed. From a Jade Token carved with a peculiar tiny sword in his palm, a frightening aura erupted. The water in the Dragon Spirit Pool...
"Whoosh!"
Almost as the dragon tail swept towards him, a razor-sharp Sword Gleam shot from the Jade Token, churning into a terrifying Primordial Qi Storm before him. The void rippled; the force rivaled a Principle Cultivator's strike!
"Boom!"
The sword gleam pierced the void, colliding head-on with the dragon tail. Two fearsome bursts of Qi exploded into dazzling brilliance, dyeing ten miles around the Dragon Spirit Pool in an intense curtain of light.
"Whoosh!"
Ferocious Qi raged. An irresistible impact smashed through the green-robed man's layered defenses, then crashed onto him like a tidal wave.
"Clang!"
His Treasured Armor rang sharply, absorbing nearly half the impact. Yet the residual force was still terrifying, hurling him backwards. A sweet tang filled his throat, and he spat out fresh blood.
"Pfft!"
Blood sprayed. Forcing stable footing, the man glanced at the plummeting Qi Dragon and the eerie Devouring Vortex. Then, he shot towards the outskirts of the Dragon Spirit Pool.
Swoosh!
As he fled, the airborne Qi Dragon abruptly shuddered and was violently sucked, vortex and all, into Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon. Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's aura immediately soared.
"Bliss!"
The vortex vanished after swallowing the Qi Dragon. Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon regained its shape. A gleam shone in its eyes, radiating a feeling of wanting more.
"Trespassers against the Imperial Clan of the Great Qin Dynasty shall not be spared!" As the Qi Dragon vanished, the air above seemed to ripple like tidal waves. Then, an overwhelming palm seal materialized in the void and crashed towards the Dragon Spirit Pool.
"Whoosh!"
The colossal seal impacted mountains near the pool, shaking them. Trees turned to dust under the dreadful Qi pressure. Clear pond waters almost vanished, churned into towering waves.
"This aura... it surpasses even Hai Hongshan's!"
Inside Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon, Han Yu peered at the colossal palm seal. Instinctively, he flinched. This strike's power far exceeded Hai Hongshan's. The disparity between Principle Cultivators was immense!
Sealing the air itself, imbued with infinite Profound Meaning... Being near it felt like entering another's Domain. Indescribable fear arose.
"This... this is the Ancestor Great Emperor's Imperial Sovereign Seal! Who could force him to unleash such a peerless martial skill!?"
The colossal seal descended over the pool, its terrifying aura radiating across the entire Imperial Palace instantly. Those roused from sleep to witness the sky wore expressions of deep shock.
"The protective palace Qi Dragon the Ancestor Great Emperor summoned... it's vanished without a trace! Who possesses such power?" Cultivators darting out from the Imperial Palace stared afar in confusion. The Emperor remained pensive and deeply puzzled. Few in the Great Qin Dynasty could shatter an Ancestor Great Emperor's protective Qi Dragon!
"An incredibly potent palm seal. Luckily, he's in Closed-Door Cultivation and didn't unleash his full strength."
Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's eyes constricted sharply. As they locked onto the seal, a flicker of gravity passed through them. Instantly, without delay, its claws began weaving signs.
"True Dragon Seal!"
A Magic Seal dense with Profound Meaning shot like a piercing needle towards the overwhelming palm seal. The Magic Seal emanated Supreme Dragon Aura; within its light, a dragon silhouette could be vaguely discerned circulating. Terrible energy spread from its core.
The Magic Seal ripped through the air, piercing towards the Imperial Sovereign Seal. Fearsome energy fluctuations expanded through the void, blanketing the entire sky with Primordial Qi ripples. Cultivators closing in stopped dead, fearing this terrible wave might suck them in.
"This aura... it carries traces of a True Dragon's majesty. Could it be...?" The Great Qin Emperor pondered. His gaze suddenly shifted to Qin Tong behind him. "Prince Tong, go see if Han Yu is within the palace courtyard!"
"Yes!" Qin Tong understood the Emperor's thought. Still, looking towards the distant pool, he couldn't hide his disbelief. "That kid's Dragon Soul... possesses such might?"
"Roar!"
Abruptly, Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's True Dragon Seal let loose a soul-shaking Dragon's Roar! With the soundwave reverberating, a brilliant golden miniature dragon shot from the heart of the seal, darting straight for the Imperial Sovereign Seal!
"BOOM!"
Heaven and Earth shuddered. Dazzling radiance exploded, dimming the sun and stars. Terrifying energy ripped outwards, leaving nearby mountain peaks completely ravaged. Trees splintered; several nearby peaks were sheared flat!
Boom!
The Primordial Qi Storm raged. Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon trembled violently. It was blasted back hundreds of feet. Its Dragon Body aura became chaotic – clearly defeated and badly injured.
"Son of a...! That old codger’s already peaked at the Second Celestial Mansion, verging on opening the Third! Not weak at all!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon swore. Its Dragon Body surged through the void, soaring towards the distant sky.
"What was that... a Dragon Soul? Where could a True Dragon come from in my Great Qin?" Hidden deep within the forest near the Dragon Spirit Pool, a man whose very gestures exuded unmatched authority showed a flash of surprise.
"Forget it. My breakthrough is imminent. Acting rashly now... I might forfeit my chance permanently."
Breathing with authority, the man hesitated slightly. After an inner examination of the Celestial Palaces within himself, his eyebrows finally went down. He assumed a lotus position atop a glowing formation core radiating an uncanny aura. Hands formed signs — vast torrents of Dragon Qi erupted from the jaws of enormous dragon sculptures decorating the pillars around him. Guided by his hand gestures, the Qi flowed directly into his Celestial Palaces.
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Swoosh!
A cool breeze swept through. The Vital Qi Fluctuation across the Void had completely faded. The menacing Giant Dragon vanished, and even the Imperial Sovereign Seal brimming with supreme mysteries had scattered at last.
"Was the victor truly decided?"
Countless shocked gazes stared into the Void, faces full of awe. Within their eyes lingered a sense of wanting to see more. Many Cultivators startled by the earthshaking roar earlier hadn't grasped the specifics of the battle at all. Some hadn't even clearly seen the Giant Dragon shrouded within the Primordial Qi Light Screen.
In the instant a glaring radiance burst forth, and all who could still see squinted to see clearly, the dragon's figure was already gone.
"Escaped... he slipped away!" Far away, the Emperor of the Great Qin Dynasty's eyes darkened slightly as he sank into deep thought.
"Your Majesty, should we hunt him down?" Beside him, a Quasi-Insight Practitioner looked towards the Void and inquired.
"No. Wait for Prince Qin Tong to arrive. Matters will become clear then," the Emperor's eyes opened and closed. He then muttered softly, "If it truly is him... trouble stirs."
"Since the Great Emperor Ancestor intervened, surely he will investigate," another Quasi-Insight Practitioner beside him remarked, noticing the Emperor's troubled expression.
"The Great Emperor Ancestor is in Closed-Door Cultivation. Unless he achieves a breakthrough, he will not emerge lightly," the Emperor stated calmly, then narrowed his eyes. "Observing the move He made just now, His strength almost reached thirty percent of a Celestial Mansion. A breakthrough must be imminent."
Swoosh!
A figure abruptly shot across the sky. The emperor blinked lightly but did not turn away, his tone steadied. "Report."
"The boy is gone. Vanished from the residence," Qin Tong answered.
"Hmph. Seems the lad possesses some hidden depth, escaping even the Great Emperor Ancestor’s grasp. Plans concerning Feng'er’s release... may be affected." A troubled light flickered in the Emperor's eyes.
"Staying in the palace... he surely aimed for the Dragon Spirit Pool! With his strength, why bother stealing our Imperial Clan’s Battle Skill?" a Middle-aged Man remarked curtly.
The Emperor thought silently, his gaze drifting towards the Dragon Spirit Pool without further comment.
"Your Majesty, I discovered another presence on my patrol." Seeing the Emperor deep in thought, Qin Tong pressed her crimson lips together and spoke.
"Who?" Slowly the Emperor turned his head, a sharp gleam flashing in his eyes.
"The Prince of the Jiang Wu Dynasty... Jiang Zhengyang," Qin Tong revealed. "He bore heavy injuries, and the path he was fleeing down... it came directly from the Dragon Spirit Pool!"
"The Jiang Wu Dynasty!" The Emperor's eyes instantly turned cold, a trace of Killing Intent unmistakable beneath the surface.
"Jiang Zhengyang?" The other Quasi-Insight Practitioners accompanying them all wore expressions of seriousness.
"Shall we detain him?" Qin Tong suggested.
"The Jiang Wu Dynasty has long coveted this dynasty's Dragon Vein. Their ambitions are plain. Though they lack a Dragon Vein to guard their land, their strength remains considerable. An open confrontation is ill-advised at this juncture." The Emperor waved his hand dismissively.
"Yes!"
Qin Tong and the others flashed a hint of indignation. They clearly desired to punish those daring to offend their Imperial Clan. Yet, recognizing the Emperor's will, they restrained themselves.
The vast lands around the Imperial Capital stretched endlessly, its mountains disappearing into the horizon. Far away above the distant void, wave-like ripples suddenly shimmered. A figure ‘whooshed’ down into a dense patch of jungle. A lizard-shaped Phantom Shadow promptly alighted upon his shoulder.
"That old ghost of the Imperial Clan has quite the power!" Han Yu heaved two deep breaths, his voice laced with lingering fear.
"Naturally. That old coot approaches the opening of his Third Heavenly Palace. His strength is far beyond that Hai Family's geezer," Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon replied indifferently.
"And your strength?" After calming his breathing, Han Yu turned, fixing his expectant gaze onto Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon.
"Merely equivalent to a Human Cultivator who has opened one Celestial Mansion," Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon waved one tiny claw dismissively.
"Just one Celestial Mansion?" Han Yu couldn't mask his disappointment. That Imperial Clan's old ghost had nearly opened three! If he pursued them... things looked grim.
"Curses! Don't talk to Lord Dragon about it! If that damned Dragon Scale Beast hadn't barged in, I could have swallowed far more Dragon Qi! How could my strength be only this measly?" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon fumed bitterly.
"That Dragon Scale Beast... it was at the Quasi-Profound Truth Realm! Yet its power proved invincible below the Profound Truth Realm! Right now, I couldn't withstand it." Han Yu spread his hands helplessly. If not for its interference, they might not have alerted the Imperial Clan so quickly.
"Forget it! Just a little Dragon Qi! Fear not, another opportunity will arise!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon's eyes glinted fiercely. He waved a claw decisively. "One day, Lord Dragon will return and swallow this whole Dragon Vein! Let's see what the Great Qin Dynasty uses as its Foundation then!"
"Swallow...the entire thing? Is that possible?" Han Yu couldn't help swallowing hard. This creature, after only a brief feast of Dragon Qi, reached power comparable to the Profound Truth Realm. If it devoured the entire Dragon Vein... what terrifying level would he attain?
"This Dragon Vein exhibits signs of instability. According to Lord Dragon’s estimate, the Seal placed by the Great Qin’s ancestors will soon fail to contain it any longer. Hehehe... then Lord Dragon can devour it whole!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon squinted confidently.
"You mean... once the Great Qin Dynasty loses control... that will be our moment?" Hearing this, enthusiasm surged within Han Yu. Should Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon consume this entire Dragon Vein, its power would multiply exponentially! Han Yu would undoubtedly gain a formidable ally!
"That may be... yet the Great Qin Dynasty possesses substantial depth of its own. Without sufficient strength, seizing it will be far from simple!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon warned. "Others likely lust after it too."
"Mean the youth?" Han Yu’s expression turned heavy. That young man who appeared at the Dragon Spirit Pool clearly possessed significant status. His aura suggested profound backing, surpassing even families like the Hai Clan.
"A Dragon Vein breaking free from its Seal won’t merely attract a single faction! That day shall draw many powers! Without true skill, claiming it as ours promises no ease. Thus... you must rapidly advance your strength. Reaching the Profound Truth Realm is imperative!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon stated.
"The Profound Truth Realm..." Han Yu unconsciously licked his lips. Within the Great Qin Dynasty, that Realm stood as the peak! To ordinary Cultivators, attaining it seemed an impossible dream!
"Why the pessimism? True, the threshold of the Profound Truth Realm exists... yet it’s merely the first step towards true might! Throughout the vast Worlds beyond, Cultivators of this Realm number beyond counting. These dynasties possess only sparse Primordial Qi, incapable of nurturing such power in abundance! Once you enter Huatian Gate... with your talent and Lord Dragon's aid... the Profound Truth Realm shouldn’t prove difficult!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon declared proudly.
"The Profound Truth Realm..." Han Yu’s eyes narrowed as he gazed into the Void. To ordinary Cultivators, that realm felt distant... even unattainable. Yet its true power... true strength... masters capable of transforming the very heavens and earth with a gesture... drew his thoughts longingly.
"That Great Qin elder likely won’t pursue us now. Find a secluded spot and Refine that Dragon Spirit Fruit!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon pulled its gaze back from the sky. "Lord Dragon requires some recuperation."
"Dragon Spirit Fruit..." A slight smile curved Han Yu’s lips. After sweeping his eyes across the surroundings, his figure darted and vanished from the spot. Nurtured by the Dragon Vein’s primal energies, the essence of purest Dragon Qi contained within this fruit far surpassed the roaming wisps found within the Dragon Spirit Pool. Possessing this Spiritual Fruit... mastering the foundational techniques of the Nine Transformations Heavenward Dragon Art... lay imminent!
The next morning, dawn painted the skies above the Imperial Capital. The lingering clouds drifted lazily apart. Gentle Sunlight painted vibrant hues across the sky, spilling softly downwards.
Cultivators throughout the city buzzed heatedly over the mighty Dragon's Roar shaking the city deep into the previous night. Yet, as that battle had flashed by in an instant, most hadn't witnessed its soul-stirring magnificence. Only fragmented details were even hazily recalled within the Imperial Clan itself.
Consequently, speculation ran wild across the Imperial Capital. What could have sparked such monumental conflict?
Events within the Imperial Palace fueled the city's fervor for a time. However, amidst the rising tide, a new focus emerged: the Huatian Gate disciples' selection ceremony was unexpectedly brought forward! Within a mere two days, the eyes of every denizen swiveled towards that grand event.
Though the Imperial Garden lay shattered, countless Inns throughout the Imperial Capital readily absorbed the attendees. The Testing Ground chosen for the selection ceremony resided upon a vast Training Ground capable of holding hundreds of thousands eager to witness its unfolding.
As the Huatian Gate disciple selection ceremony commenced, exhilarating commotion consumed the Imperial Capital. The events of days prior gradually faded from common memory. Sole attention fixed upon every development within the grand ceremony’s progression.
Huatian Gate prioritizes innate potential when selecting disciples. Following that, they evaluated comprehensive combat capability, age, and various other factors.
While outside, fervent speculation dominated concerning who might seize the opportunity to enter Huatian Gate... who had the almost guaranteed path to becoming a True Disciple... Han Yu sat deep within a secluded Mountain Cave, cultivating the foundational cultivation method of the Nine Turns Heavenward Dragon Art.
Whoosh!
A fierce wind gusted into the cave, causing loose strands of hair across his cheeks to flutter wildly. Han Yu positioned his hands in an intricate, profound posture, circulating the strands of refined Dragon Qi now flowing deep within his body.
After two days and nights, his Meridians and bones had undergone a complete baptism by these potent energies. Now he channeled the Dragon Qi to forcibly carve out Meridians and establish an embryonic stage dwelling – the Embryonic Mansion.
Similar to the Flame Embryo within the Innate Flame Devouring Art, this Embryonic Mansion existed entirely independent of the Dantian. It served as a reservoir dedicated solely to storing and condensing potent Dragon Qi. In theory, once his Cultivation Base grew sufficiently robust, this dwelling could potentially coalesce a Dragon Embryo. Since no Human Cultivator recorded in this Art's history had managed this feat, Han Yu remained cautiously uncertain.
However, after the profound tempering his body endured from the Dragon Qi, his conviction in the Art's profound wonders deepened significantly! Currently, the sheer resilience of his bones likely surpassed even forged Spirit Artifacts or Treasures made from Half-Step Profound Truth Demonic Beasts! The technique's formidable refinement spoke volumes of its incredible potential. Continued cultivation promised a Mortal Body reaching unfathomable heights – perhaps even exceeding Spiritual Beasts!
"Huff!"
Han Yu, who'd kept his eyes tightly shut throughout, suddenly exhaled softly. His eyelids fluttered open. Within him, the swirling eddies of purest Dragon Qi solidified within the successfully formed Embryonic Mansion.
"The Embryonic Mansion stands established. This marks true entry." Han Yu internally observed the potent energies gathered within. Though its reserves remained nascent... it held sufficient might to commence cultivating the Raging Dragon Slash immediately.
Therefore, Han Yu acted without hesitation. As the embryonic structure solidified, he immediately began circulating techniques... diving deep into the intricate principles governing the Raging Dragon Slash...
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Time flew by in a flash. While Han Yu concentrated on his cultivation, the Huatian Gate competition in the Imperial Capital reached its final stage. As eliminated disciples retreated in defeat, talented cultivators were one by one chosen for coveted spots.
One early morning, Huatian Gate's final disciple match in the Imperial Capital was about to begin. Today, exceptional disciples would be selected to directly join the Inner Sect. Those among the top ten would become True Disciples, receiving focused training and unlimited future prospects.
Within the Imperial Capital’s Training Ground stood a majestic Competition Stage. Here, the finest young talents of the Great Qin Dynasty would compete one last time.
Below the stage sat a row of VIP chairs. Seated in front were four imposing elders. Behind each stood several young men.
These youngsters’ cultivation bases were all at the Peak True Martial Stage, rare talents indeed. If one looked closely, one among them was Mo Yixuan, who’d once visited Jingyang City. Yet now, as he scanned the crowd of cultivators entering the arena, his brows furrowed tightly.
“Could that boy really not come?!”
Mo Yixuan frowned intensely. They’d been in the Imperial Capital for two days. After resting only briefly, the disciple screening began. After selecting the most gifted candidates, they must return to Huatian Gate without delay.
“Junior Brother Mo,” said a blue-robed man beside him, wearing a tied topknot and crown, an eyebrow raised mockingly, “I heard you recommended a talented youth to the Master. Why hasn’t he shown up after so many days?”
“Perhaps he got held up,” Mo Yixuan replied, withdrawing his wandering gaze, a trace of annoyance in his voice.
“What a pity,” sneered the blue-robed man. “I’d have liked to see what extraordinary genius Junior Brother befriended — someone worthy of skipping into the Inner Sect immediately!”
Mo Yixuan’s eyelids twitched slightly at this. But he had excellent self-control. Calm quickly returned. Forcing a smile, he looked toward the youths bustling below the stage.
Those gathered were participants for this final round. Divided into groups, they’d compete. Whoever made the top fifty would enter the Inner Sect. Others eliminated could join as Outer Sect Disciples.
Mo Yixuan gave the crowd a casual glance, then looked away. The truly promising candidates — potential True Disciples — hadn’t arrived yet.
“Yixuan,” rasped a voice in front of him. A man in bamboo-green robes, seated ahead, slowly opened his eyes. He seemed thoughtful before asking, “That youth you mentioned last time... what was his name?”
“Respected Master,” Mo Yixuan replied respectfully. “His name is Han Yu. I had informed him to come early. Yet he hasn’t appeared. This is my failure. Punish me willingly.”
“Han Yu...” The green-robed man’s brows shifted slightly. Turning to three youths behind him, he asked, “Have any of you heard of recent events in the Great Qin Dynasty?”
“Rumors only,” said two youths hesitantly. “Why do you ask, Master?”
“Could it be... him?” Mo Yixuan’s gaze sharpened. A wild flicker crossed his thoughts, but he immediately dismissed it and looked at his Master.
Suddenly, commotion stirred across the Training Ground. A youth slowly approached, led by several elders in embroidered robes.
“Nothing,” the middle-aged man muttered upon seeing Mo Yixuan’s doubtful expression. Shaking his head, he too dismissed his suspicion and turned his gaze toward the newcomer.
Staring at the youth, the man gave an unseen nod. “Only twenty-one, yet he’s reached the Primordial Spirit Realm. Not bad. Shendao Peak truly found themselves a treasure!”
A trace of jealousy crossed the green-robed man’s gaze as he side-eyed a slightly plump man beside him.
As the youth appeared, even the three other cultivators nearby — previously motionless — stirred. Their eyes opened slightly, admiration lighting their gazes as they observed him.
The plump man, especially, wore a pleased grin, his fleshy lips parting. Stroking his beard, he murmured, “This boy... he’s a promising seedling. With proper guidance, who knows? He might even give Huatian Gate an edge against other sects in the future...”
A charming smile appeared on the youth’s lips. His sharp, arrogant eyes swept across the crowds in the Training Ground like daggers. Few dared to meet his stare.
“Fang Yuanhao... he’s so handsome!” squealed several maidens who’d arrived early, chin-in-hand, completely smitten.
“Rumor says,” whispered others enviously, “he was the only Mind Refiner to reach the Primordial Spirit Realm this competition! Already accepted as a True Disciple of Huatian Gate. His future is limitless!”
“Where else can I find such a Prince Charming?” sighed maidens wistfully. “I wish I could join Huatian Gate just to see him daily!”
“...”
Fang Yuanhao sauntered, basking in the attention. Entering Huatian Gate as a True Disciple meant learning the ultimate secrets of the Great Dao — Spirit Refining itself. This would elevate the Fang Family swiftly within the Great Qin Dynasty. Soon, they’d be a top Noble Clan, their status ironclad.
Beside him walked an old man with graying temples, nervously scanning the Training Ground.
“Grandfather, why worry now?” scoffed Fang Yuanhao coldly.
“Sigh... I still feel uneasy until we eliminate that boy,” sighed the old man, Elder Fang.
“He offended several factions,” Fang Yuanhao frowned, eyes glinting sharply. “He’d dare stay? Probably fled the Imperial Capital already. But if he lingers — I guarantee he won’t leave alive!”
“He’s changed... become formidable,” muttered Elder Fang, eyelids twitching with lingering fear.
“He fled the Hai Clan like a dog,” Fang Yuanhao retorted, proud sneer widening. “His Dragon Soul isn’t strong enough to face a Principle Cultivator. An incomplete soul cannot rival true Principle Cultivator strength. Now, I have reached the Primordial Spirit Realm. With the Fang Family’s Inheritance — why fear him?”
“True... but that boy unnerves me,” Elder Fang’s frown softened slightly, though unease remained.
“You worry too much, Brother Bailang,” soothed another elder beside Fang Yuanhao, stroking his beard. “He kidnapped the Second Prince! Join hands with the Imperial Clan — and crushing him will be effortless!”
As others spoke, Fang Yuanhao’s grandfather, Fang Bailang, stayed tense. Eyes darting nervously, he whispered, “They say the Emperor invited him to the Imperial Palace... yet no news follows. What happened?”
Only Imperial Clan members within the palace knew details of the Dragon Spirit Pool incident. The Emperor had silenced his guards thoroughly, keeping many factions in the Imperial Capital in the dark.
“Look — the Imperial Family!”
Murmurs resurfaced as another procession arrived. Several men wearing python robes and a figure crowned with gold stepped toward the Huatian Gate elders.
An invisible pressure radiated from the dragon-robed leader. Awe gripped the crowd. The noisy arena fell silent. Tens of thousands held their breath as respectful fear swelled toward the majestic figure.
“Is that Qin Yuan — Emperor of the Great Qin Dynasty?” Even the four Huatian Gate elders showed flickering interest beneath their eyelids.
“Dragon Qi flows through him... truly a remarkable Aura!”
Huatian Gate’s young disciples, previously arrogant, now wore expressions of deep surprise.
The Emperor’s aura felt undeniably powerful — rivaling even Principle Cultivators! Possessing such potent Dragon Qi, he’d surely become a formidable power upon reaching the Profound Truth Realm.
“Ah... Dragon Veins are miraculous things!”
Mo Yixuan stared in awe at the Imperial Clan’s invisible majesty. Though Huatian Gate boasted abundant resources, spiritual veins this pure were scarce.
Regaining composure, Huatian Gate’s elders withdrew their gazes. Dragon Veins were priceless treasures, not lightly contested. Huatian Gate, despite its legacy, could not interfere freely in dynasty matters without risking trouble.
Accompanying the Emperor Qin Yuan — besides Qin Tong and other high-ranking cultivators — were several young men in their twenties. Handsome and capable, their cultivation bases already at the Late True Martial Stage, they were promising talents.
Where the Imperial Clan passed, surrounding cultivators respectfully yielded space. Displays of prostration may have been absent, yet reverence was plain on their faces.
As Qin Yuan passed with his entourage, the Fang Family halted, stepping aside. Though influential within the Imperial Capital, the Fang Family far paled against the Imperial Clan. Caution was necessary.
“Once I master Huatian Gate’s Profound Meaning and become unmatched... what will the Imperial Clan have to boast about?” Though Fang Yuanhao’s expression stayed respectful, deep pride glinted within his eyes.
Yet when Qin Yuan’s group approached the Huatian Gate elders, the seated seniors merely raised their brows slightly. They didn’t stand or bow. Though Qin Yuan held the Imperial Capital’s advantage — perhaps even surpassing their Quasi-Profound Truth strength — Huatian Gate’s deep roots dwarfed any single empire. Their status demanded no obeisance toward a mere Emperor.
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Seeing the indifferent expressions of the Huatian Gate elders, Qin Yuan felt no anger. In the past, the Imperial Clan might not have cared much for this sect, but now they couldn't avoid socializing.
"Qin Yuan is late. I hope you brothers will forgive me." Qin Yuan walked up to the Huatian Gate elders, clasped his fists, and forced a smile.
"Brother Qin, you are busy. It is fine to arrive later."
Seeing Qin Yuan speak to them as a fellow Cultivator, the Huatian Gate elders’ expressions softened slightly. Their faces showed faint smiles, and they did not address him with his imperial title.
"These are young members of my Imperial Clan. I wonder if you brothers might consider taking them into your sect?" Qin Yuan pointed at three youths beside him and smiled.
"Oh!"
The four Huatian Gate elders showed slight surprise. The Imperial Clan of the Great Qin Dynasty had the Dragon Vein blessing their bodies. Their members enjoyed unique advantages for Cultivation and rarely sent their own disciples to other sects.
It wasn't that the Imperial Clan's foundation was deeper than a sect like Huatian Gate. Rather, while sects offered good Cultivation conditions, the competition was fiercely intense. At any time, it was entirely possible for someone's life to be lost.
Therefore, millennium aristocratic families, even when producing exceptionally brilliant talents, always kept one such person within the clan as insurance. This was to prevent the family from suffering a sudden decline if any misfortune befell those who ventured out and to ensure the Inheritance continued.
After glancing at the youths beside Qin Yuan, a Huatian Gate elder with slightly gray temples at his forehead smiled and said, "Since Brother Qin has spoken, we can hardly refuse."
Although these youths from the Imperial Clan were not extraordinarily gifted, a single glance showed they were not ordinary either. Huatian Gate taking on a few extra members was acceptable.
Seeing the Huatian Gate elders didn't refuse, Qin Yuan smiled slightly. After exchanging a few pleasantries with them, he headed towards a row of seats nearby.
Only after Qin Yuan led the Imperial Clan members away did Fang Yuanhao and his group step forward slowly to greet the Huatian Gate elders.
As time passed, the training ground grew more and more crowded, packed almost to suffocation. The young people preparing for the final match had gathered at the designated area by the competition stage.
Because he possessed a special Divine Ability, Fang Yuanhao was exempted from participating in the competition ceremony again, which left him quite relaxed.
Once the major factions were basically seated below the competition stage, everyone turned their gazes towards the youths preparing to compete. Now, they only awaited the official start time.
"The time is almost here. We can begin," said an elder from Huatian Gate to a middle-aged man standing behind him who possessed Half-Step Profound Meaning.
"En." The middle-aged man acknowledged, his sharp gaze instantly snapping towards the youths waiting for the final showdown.
However, the moment this man's gaze swept out, the training ground erupted in noise again.
"It's the people from the Hai Clan!"
Hearing this, the Huatian Gate elders narrowed their eyes. A peculiar glint immediately surfaced in their pupils; they had heard about recent events in the Great Qin Dynasty.
An old man wearing light green robes, his aura as vast as the sea, was seen slowly walking through the crowd towards them. His pace was steady as a mountain. His sharp eyes scanned the people as if trying to pierce through the void to drag someone from distant space right before him.
Whoosh!
As his gaze swept over them, everyone on the training ground instinctively held their breath. A trace of terror flashed in their eyes. Strangely, under this man’s gaze, the Primordial Qi in their Dantians felt unstable and threatened to dissipate.
"Is this Hai Hongshan, the Principle Cultivator of the Hai Clan?"
Feeling the man's presence, the people on the training ground licked their lips nervously, turning fearful eyes towards him.
"The Profound Truth Realm is truly terrifying! Just one glance is probably enough to shatter the Dantians of ordinary Cultivators like us!" Some low-level Cultivators trembled uncontrollably, their faces filled with fear.
"If the Hai Clan has such a powerhouse, how did that Han Yu manage to kill several of their clansmen and escape unscathed?" someone asked, full of confusion. "It seems that Han Yu is not to be underestimated either!"
After sensing an invisible aura from the Principle Cultivator, people recalled the grand battle the Hai Clan was involved in. They couldn't help but swallow nervously. Fighting such a powerhouse wasn't even imaginable; a mere wave of his hand could easily kill low-level Cultivators like them.
"Hee hee, Hai Hongshan actually dared to come to the Imperial Capital." Seeing Hai Hongshan, the grandfather of Fang Yuanhao, Fang Bailang, narrowed his eyes. A sinister smile played on his lips. "With this old man here, if that brat dares to show his face, his end is guaranteed."
After Han Yu abducted the Second Prince, he had leaked the news. Unexpectedly, the Hai Clan had reacted so quickly; clearly, this old monster had traveled non-stop through the night.
Now, with the Fang Family, the Hai Clan, and the Imperial Clan joining forces, how could they fear a youth barely twenty years old?
As Hai Hongshan arrived, the Imperial Clan Cultivators nearby revealed strange gleams in their eyes. They knew about what had happened to the Hai Clan. This Principle Cultivator, who usually remained aloof, had obviously not come for the Huatian Gate disciple selection.
"Hai Hongshan must be here for that kid!" Beside Emperor Qin Yuan, Qin Tong said quietly, squinting.
Qin Yuan raised his eyebrows slightly. After looking at Hai Hongshan's impressive aura, a thoughtful expression appeared. He showed little other emotional change.
"Your Majesty, why not use this opportunity to flush out that kid?" Qin Shan said grimly from one side.
"Enough talk! I will decide!" Qin Yuan waved his hand dismissively, then looked directly at Hai Hongshan. A complex glint flickered deep in his eyes.
These millennium aristocratic families, standing tall in the dynasty for a thousand years, were, in a way, a latent threat to the Imperial Clan.
"What a shame that kid has already antagonized my Imperial Clan. Otherwise, his hand could have removed this Hai Clan for us," Qin Yuan thought privately.
Hai Hongshan's arrival didn't shock the Huatian Gate Cultivators. They simply raised their eyebrows slightly before turning their gazes away. While such Cultivators were powerful even within Huatian Gate, they seemed insignificant in these elders' eyes. Their identities meant they had no need to fear him.
Only two elders at the Peak True Martial Stage and four exceptionally talented youths accompanied Hai Hongshan. After his gaze swept the training ground, he turned and walked directly towards the Imperial Clan's seats without bothering to greet the Huatian Gate elders.
"That old thing..."
The brows of the Huatian Gate elders furrowed slightly, clearly displeased by Hai Hongshan's disregard. Although they were only at Quasi-Profound Truth cultivation base, their strength far surpassed ordinary Cultivators. Plus, with Huatian Gate's powerful backing, wherever they went among the great dynasties and families, weren't they always treated with respect and held a higher status?
Even Principle Cultivators didn't dare slight an Inner Sect Disciple of Huatian Gate lightly.
"Ah, seniors, why be troubled by this? As a Principle Cultivator, he naturally looks down on low-level Cultivators like us," a woman in plain blue robes standing before Mo Yixuan and others opened her eyes and chuckled softly to the elders beside her.
"He's just a Principle Cultivator who opened a First Heavenly Palace; he doesn't get to be arrogant in front of Huatian Gate," retorted the slightly plump elder without reservation.
The others smiled noncommittally. Every advancement in the Profound Truth Realm brought a qualitative leap in strength. Although Huatian Gate wasn't at its most prosperous period with Principle Cultivators commonplace, such powerhouses were still numerous.
"Is he here for that Han Yu?"
The disciples behind the Huatian Gate elders looked puzzled. Their gazes unconsciously shifted towards Mo Yixuan.
Though they knew Mo Yixuan knew a youth named Han Yu, they really couldn't connect that person to the one who broke into a millennium aristocratic family, killed several Quasi-Insight Practitioners, and escaped unscathed from a Principle Cultivator.
Mo Yixuan's eyelid twitched faintly, his lips curling into a bitter smile. "If that guy doesn't make it here in time, he'll miss this chance to join Huatian Gate. Wouldn't that waste all of Elder Xie's goodwill?"
After speaking, the corner of Mo Yixuan's eye glanced at the slightly plump elder leaning on a chair in front of him. A complex gleam passed through his pupils.
With the arrival of the Hai Clan members, the competition preparation stalled temporarily. Several Huatian Gate disciples looked at Hai Hongshan and his group with intense curiosity.
They had come to the Imperial Capital precisely because they heard a youth named Han Yu had stormed the Hai Clan and later abducted the Imperial Clan's Second Prince. Even coming from Huatian Gate, they found this news incredibly shocking.
After all, these major forces all had Principle Cultivators guarding them! Cultivators of this level, even within Huatian Gate, were respected powerhouses. Yet a youth had dared to offend and defy such existences. It was like tweaking a tiger's whiskers – sheer audacity!
"Where on earth did that youth get the courage to defy such a Cultivator..." The Huatian Gate elders narrowed their eyes slightly, their gazes following Hai Hongshan and his group as they walked away. They too were vastly intrigued by the existence of this youth.
"Hohoho, Elder Hai! What brings you to the Imperial Capital!"
As Hai Hongshan approached within a few zhang (several meters), Qin Yuan slowly stood up, clasping his fists with a smile. With a wave of his hand, attendants promptly brought chairs for Elder Hai to sit.
"I heard the Second Prince was abducted by a youth named Han Yu. Is this true?" Hai Hongshan sat down, a faint tremor visible at the corner of his eye, before getting straight to the point.
"Correct."
Qin Yuan leaned back languidly in his chair, replying in a deliberately neutral tone.
"The old monster definitely came for that kid," Qin Sen and others thought, a sinister smile curling their lips. "It seems the hatred between the Hai Clan and that kid runs very deep!"
Qin Tong and the others also showed slight delight, though the final decision rested with the Emperor.
"In that case, I shall be direct," Hai Hongshan felt he couldn't save face any longer. "Your Majesty surely knows the enmity between my Hai Clan and that boy. What if we join forces to kill him?"
"Join forces?" Qin Yuan frowned, a hint of hesitation flashing in his eyes.
Seeing Qin Yuan hesitate, several Imperial Clan Cultivators furrowed their brows tightly. They deeply despised that youth who repeatedly defied the imperial dignity and wished they could grind his bones to dust to vent their fury.
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"This Emperor had surprisingly so many reservations."
The cultivators of the Fang Family were also closely watching these events. Hearing this, their brows couldn't help but furrow. If the Imperial Clan and the Hai Clan joined hands, that young man wouldn't need the Hai Family to lift a finger; he'd be dead.
"What? Is His Majesty simply swallowing his anger like this?" Hai Hongshan frowned. "If so, who would ever respect the Imperial Clan's dignity again?"
"My Imperial Clan certainly won’t let this matter drop, yet Elder Hai needn’t trouble yourself," Qin Yuan replied, his eyes narrowing slightly with a faint smile.
"This..." A flicker of anger passed through Hai Hongshan's eyes. As a Principle Cultivator, he had lowered himself to discuss matters courteously, only to be flatly rejected. How could he not fume?
"What exactly is the Emperor thinking?" Cultivators from other factions were filled with confusion upon hearing this exchange.
"That lad possesses a Dragon Soul, and its power isn't insignificant. Given the Imperial Clan’s strength alone, killing him will likely prove difficult," Hai Hongshan remarked icily.
After a pause, he pressed on, "Consider it for a moment. If our two sides cooperate, we can certainly annihilate him in one blow and eliminate this scourge!"
"The Emperor should be swayed now!"
Hearing this, cultivators from the Fang Family and other major clans couldn't help but glance curiously at Qin Yuan. If this pact was sealed, that young man would likely have no escape; his doom would be certain.
Principle Cultivators possessed incredibly powerful divine abilities. Trying to kill one relying solely on either the Hai Clan or the Imperial Clan was difficult. Cultivators of that level could utilize Sky-Stepping. Given the slightest opening, they could seize the chance to flee. Only through the combined effort of several powerful figures could such immense divine abilities be overcome, ensuring the target had no safe escape. Should Han Yu perish, it would greatly benefit both the Imperial Clan and the Hai Clan.
"It seems that young man truly has some skill."
Seeing Hai Hongshan show such deep concern over the matter, several elders of Huatian Gate narrowed their eyes, their curiosity about the youth growing even stronger.
To force even a Principle Cultivator to pay such heed at less than twenty years old... such a cultivator was anything but ordinary!
"Most likely, this Han Yu is definitely not that Han Yu," Mo Yixuan shook his head, completely dismissing that impractical notion now.
Once the slight astonishment at Hai Hongshan’s focus on Han Yu faded, everyone’s gaze fixed firmly on His Majesty the Emperor, waiting for his pronouncement. In their judgment, his next words would unquestionably decide the young man’s fate.
However, just as everyone waited for the Emperor’s reply to Hai Hongshan, a streak of light was swiftly approaching in the void.
"That old fellow actually dared to come to the Imperial Capital? Things are getting troublesome!" A youth in purple robes suddenly halted his flight, stopping high in the distance. His sharp eyes looked down below, and his fists clenched unconsciously.
"Annoying creature. If I don’t teach him a lesson, he’ll really think this Dragon Lord is a vegetarian!" Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon grumbled, its small eyes flashing with impatience.
It paused, then asked, "What’s your plan?"
Han Yu glanced down at the densely packed training ground below and shrugged helplessly. "The Huatian Gate disciple selection ceremony is almost over. If we don’t use this chance to connect with them, we’ll probably miss the opportunity altogether."
After emerging from his seclusion, Han Yu had overheard people in the streets discussing how Huatian Gate's selection was reaching its final day. He’d hurried here immediately, never expecting to find Hai Hongshan present.
"In that case, let's go," Nine Flames Heavenly Dragon stated, its eyes glinting sharply.
Han Yu shrugged. His gaze coldly swept over the cultivators of the Hai Clan. Without further hesitation, a glimmer of light flickered at his feet as he swiftly shot towards the training ground.
On the training ground, the Great Qin Emperor’s expression remained utterly unchanged. His eyes, slightly narrowed, swept towards Hai Hongshan as he spoke plainly, "This matter requires no concern from Elder Hai. My Imperial Clan can handle it."
He had long since made his decision on this. While he loathed Han Yu intensely, it wasn’t enough to make him irrational. As the ruler of the Great Qin Dynasty
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