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A powerful suction force surged from Long Wushuang's palm. He stretched his five fingers out before Fang Yang, golden light flashing. Fang Yang felt all the flesh and blood throughout his body tremble, as if they were about to be sucked away completely. The blood from the wounds on his body's surface flowed backwards, and his flesh seemed about to peel off from his bones. Sensing his current condition, Fang Yang's expression shifted slightly. He circulated his Profound Energy, wanting to struggle free, but the injuries he had suffered were too severe. For a while, he couldn't break free.
As he saw the blood in his vessels flowing backwards, entering Long Wushuang's hand, Fang Yang knew that in less than the time it took to drink a cup of tea, he would be reduced to nothing but bare bones, drained of all blood and flesh.
At this critical moment, a powerful surge of Profound Energy fluctuations suddenly came from the side.
"Hahahaha! Seems like there's a smell here that pisses me off!" A deep, hearty male voice reverberated, followed by a series of figures dropping into the hall.
The moment they landed, a dark and eerie aura erupted, aimed directly at Long Wushuang here.
Long Wushuang's brows furrowed slightly. Sensing the power contained within this aura, he snorted coldly. Ignoring Fang Yang before him, he twisted his body and dodged away.
Boom!
The wall, struck by the black aura, directly exploded and collapsed, leaving a mess.
Fang Yang finally managed to breathe a sigh of relief. However, having lost too much blood, the skin all over his body showed a bluish paleness. He hastily swallowed a pill and circulated his Profound Energy to restore his lost vitality and heal his wounds. As for the group that had dropped into this place, Fang Yang had already seen their origins.
Zhan Shengping! And the fourteen Corpse Ghosts he had brought with him.
All fifteen of them had entered the hall. A sinister, arrogant smile hung on Zhan Shengping's face. His cold gaze swept over Fang Yang and Long Wushuang, and he chuckled darkly.
"So both the people I want to kill are here. Saves me a lot of trouble searching."
Long Wushuang raised an eyebrow, looking at this group, then spoke, "Zhan Shengping, right? I know of you. Ancestor of the Zhan Family, the one who was suppressed for treason at the founding of the Dragon Abyss Dynasty."
Hearing this, Zhan Shengping's face suddenly darkened. He glared coldly at Long Wushuang. "Treason? Tch, I just wanted what was rightfully mine. What treason is that? Your Long Family is a bunch of bastards with no conscience. I made so many contributions, and you not only didn't repay me, you even laid traps that killed me! Fortunately, my Soul Spirit didn't perish, and I revived as a Corpse Ghost. I came specifically to wipe out your Long Family trash!"
"Wipe out the Long Family?" Long Wushuang's face turned icy cold. "I don't know where you get your confidence from. Since you dare to say such words, I'll scatter your soul to the winds right here and now! Let's see how you can remain eternal then!"
"Foolish brat, seeking death!"
Both flew into a rage simultaneously. Their figures moved as they abruptly attacked.
Golden light radiated brilliantly from Long Wushuang's body. With one palm strike, it was like a golden mountain crushing down with immense force. As for Zhan Shengping, black mist swirled around him, waves of Corpse Ghost Qi spreading like dark clouds, tumbling endlessly.
The moment their Profound Energy made contact, a thunderous explosion resounded.
Vast flashes of light flickered. Profound Energy clashed and exploded continuously, shaking the entire palace.
Both of them possessed cultivation at the Heavenly Sun Realm. One was the ruler of the Dragon Abyss Dynasty, receiving the resources of the entire dynasty. Whether in cultivation or personal martial arts, he was among the best. The other was an ancient monster reborn after a thousand years, further enhanced by the mutation of Corpse Ghost Qi. The power of his Profound Energy had greatly increased, and he was not the slightest bit weaker.
Golden light and black mist spread, the two fighting evenly for a time.
After a short while, they had exchanged over ten moves. Long Wushuang held a slight advantage here. After all, he was a living person who had ample resources for cultivation since childhood. In comparison, Zhan Shengping had been suppressed for a thousand years. Although the Corpse Ghost Qi was powerful, after a prolonged fight, he was at a bit of a disadvantage. His face was dark, and he roared in anger, unleashing another palm strike. Suddenly, a thought struck him. He sensed something and swept his gaze towards the completely dead Xing Yuting over there.
"What a treasure!" Zhan Shengping made a grasping motion in the air and directly retrieved Xing Yuting's Storage Ring. Then, light flowed within the ring, and he pulled out a huge battle axe.
A Violet-Patterned Profound Armament, Five Titans Mountain Splitter!
With the giant axe in hand, Zhan Shengping was overjoyed. Corpse Ghost Qi flowed over the giant axe. The previously brilliantly shining Violet-Patterned Profound Armament transformed into a sinister object shrouded in black aura. After Zhan Shengping refined it, he was also able to wield this Violet-Patterned Profound Armament effectively.
Holding the axe with both hands, he slashed down fiercely. Wherever it passed, walls and the ground were torn apart layer by layer.
Long Wushuang also suffered a minor setback. Anger flashed across his face. "You seek death!" he roared.
He made a grasping motion with his right hand, and a gleaming golden Dragon Bone whip suddenly appeared in his hand, clearly also at the Violet-Patterned Profound Armament level. With the whip in hand, his movements stirred ripples in the surrounding space. The two clashed again, the giant axe and the bone whip colliding, sending out waves of shock...
The momentum of their battle was indeed terrifying.
In a corner to the side, Fang Yang watched the two fight, his eyes flickering, yet he appeared quite relaxed and at ease. The more fiercely these two fought, the better it was for him. Fang Yang took this opportunity, aided by the pill and the circulation of his Profound Energy, to quickly restore his wounds.
"I've mastered the Golden Bone Forging Body, the realm of indestructibility is truly remarkable." Sensing his own recovery speed, Fang Yang sighed in admiration.
Once this profound body-forging method was mastered, it would reach the golden crystal-clear state. The body would become translucent, capable of rapidly self-healing from any injury. Especially since Fang Yang also had True Dragon Essence within him, his recovery rate increased drastically.
Before long, a sharp glint flashed in Fang Yang's eyes. His injuries had recovered by eighty percent. Seeing the battle there still raging intensely, he moved his figure and fled far away.
"It would be best if both of them died here. That would save me trouble," Fang Yang muttered.
Even though he had broken through to the Primordial Sun Realm, Fang Yang currently did not have the capital to fight either of these two.
The moment he moved, Zhan Shengping and Long Wushuang also sensed it.
Long Wushuang frowned. "How did his injuries recover so quickly? Hmph, it seems it's not just the power of the True Dragon Blood Marrow. There must be some healing Arcane Art as well!"
"Stop him! Kill that kid," Zhan Shengping snapped without looking back.
The fourteen Corpse Ghosts at the Primordial Sun Realm immediately sprang into action. Corpse Ghost Qi spread from the fourteen of them, each employing their own methods as they converged on Fang Yang.
Although these fourteen were only at the Primordial Sun Realm in cultivation, firstly, in life, they were people who had followed Zhan Shengping through battles and killings, rich in combat experience. Secondly, the mutation of Corpse Ghost Qi enhanced their own strength. Therefore, each one's strength was not below the mid-stage Primordial Sun Realm. As the fourteen charged together, coordinating with each other, their momentum was still quite formidable.
The greatsword Corpse Ghost's huge sword sped forth, swinging unpredictably. Every time its sword energy swept by, the nearby wall stones split like tofu. The others also displayed their abilities. Some were surrounded by black mist with corrosive effects, others had thick, immense Corpse Ghost Qi to tank head-on...
Seeing over ten people charging at him, gold and red light shone between Fang Yang's brows.
"Open!"
He roared, and light circulated between his brows before erupting and sweeping out in all directions.
These Corpse Ghosts were entities condensed from undying Soul Spirits, greatly different from human Martial Artists. Ordinary attacks didn't have much effect on them. Even if their heads were cut off, they could reattach them. Only attacks targeting the Soul Spirit could deal the greatest damage.
Fang Yang unleashed his Soul-Flame Cultivation. Profound divine flames imbued with the Intent of the True Dragon spread out with a whoosh. Where they splashed, the Corpse Ghost Qi swirling around the Corpse Ghosts shrank back uniformly. They cried out in alarm and retreated.
Seizing the opportunity, Fang Yang, with his blade in hand, thrust straight out. Purple light shone on his blade as he charged forward with one slash!
Wherever Fang Yang's Purple Shattering Swordlight passed, these Corpse Ghosts immediately fell into disarray. Then, the blade continued its forward charge, reaching the greatsword Corpse Ghost. The greatsword Corpse Ghost brandished its massive greatsword, slashing horizontally. Its sword energy was fierce and sharp. But when it met Fang Yang's Purple Break, it was still severed by the Purple Break sword energy, cut apart by a single slash.
Ssshhhht!
The Purple Shattering Swordlight's momentum didn't diminish as it pierced through the greatsword Corpse Ghost. The blade twisted, immediately shattering the greatsword Corpse Ghost's chest and passing through.
Fang Yang's body didn't stop, quickly disappearing into the passageway. Only after his figure vanished did the greatsword Corpse Ghost's burly body thud to the ground. For a long moment, it didn't get up. Corpse Ghost Qi merely spread over it, and not long after, the wound on the greatsword Corpse Ghost's chest was repaired...
"Worthless! Couldn't even stop one person!" Zhan Shengping furiously berated them. Watching Fang Yang's retreating back, his voice boomed out, "Fang Yang, you can't run away!"
...
After breaking through the Corpse Ghosts' encirclement, Fang Yang operated his Divine Soul Power and quickly chased along the aura left behind earlier by the Flood Dragon Demon. He now only hoped that Xin Guihua and the others could hold on...
But the Flood Dragon Demon's strength was truly too great. Even mid-stage Primordial Sun Realm Martial Artists had little power to resist in its hands. Especially now, with Sun Manzi severely injured and Shui Qianrou also lightly wounded, relying on just the three of them was truly worrisome.
After speeding down the corridor for a while, a shrill roar suddenly came.
Fang Yang's spirits lifted. "It's the Flood Dragon Demon's voice!" Had Xin Guihua and the others already been caught by the Flood Dragon Demon? Thinking this, Fang Yang's Profound Energy surged, and he rushed quickly towards the direction the sound came from.
He tread the Ember Tread Step, his figure extremely fast. As he turned a corner and entered a hall, his gaze immediately fell upon the Flood Dragon Demon in the center, black aura dispersing from its body as it collapsed to the ground with a shriek.
Fang Yang was stunned, then saw Xin Guihua and the others behind it.
And standing before Xin Guihua was Scholar Li Ru, dressed in his old robes.
Fang Yang relaxed inwardly and dashed over.
"Are you all okay?" Fang Yang looked at Xin Guihua and the others.
Xin Guihua shook his head. "Just as we were caught up by this Great Demon, we were fortunate to be saved by this senior."
Fang Yang turned to Li Ru. "Thank you, Senior Li Ru, for saving us twice."
Li Ru looked at Fang Yang, his expression momentarily blank, seemingly surprised that Fang Yang had already broken through to the Primordial Sun Realm, and that the aura flowing around him was so thick and powerful. Coming to his senses, he also shook his head. "This Flood Dragon Demon originally escaped from me earlier. Running into me again this time, it got what it deserved."
Now, without Long Wushuang to save it, this Flood Dragon Demon couldn't survive under Li Ru's incantation. Black aura surged around its body, completely dispersing, until it finally transformed back into the appearance of Qian Zhuofeng and thumped to the ground. But there was no life aura left. Qian Zhuofeng himself had long been assimilated by the flood dragon's blood, transforming into a Great Demon. With the Great Demon dead, he couldn't survive either.
"Although your soul is destroyed, it's better than you wreaking havoc in the world." Li Ru looked at the fallen, dead Qian Zhuofeng and murmured.
He coughed lightly twice again, a hint of crimson visible at the corner of his mouth.
Fang Yang said, "This isn't a place to linger. Let's leave first. In the back, Zhan Shengping and Long Wushuang are fighting. I'm afraid they won't fight for much longer. Once they break free, we won't be able to leave."
Hearing Fang Yang's words, the others nodded.
But just as they were about to move, they heard a series of dense footsteps. Moments later, another group of people appeared within this hall.
"Fang Yang! Finally found you!"
Chen Jiuyin's eyes gleamed, a sinister joy showing on his face.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 402: The Evil Ghost Eats Itself
[image: ]


​
Chen Jiuyin looked at Fang Yang with surprise and glee.
Earlier inside the passage, he sensed a special Profound Energy fluctuation from this place and hurried over, never expecting to run into Fang Yang, whom he had been searching for a long time!
Chen Jiuyin bore a deep-seated killing intent towards Fang Yang. However, after entering this Dragon Abyss Great Mansion, he had rarely had a chance to encounter Fang Yang. Now that they finally met face to face, the long-buried killing intent surged forth layer by layer. Following behind Chen Jiuyin were the members of the nine-person Evil Ghost Corps.
Eluo's half-ghost, half-face visage twisted and floated grimly, gleaming with a bloody red luster.
"Finally found you. I've been hungry for so long! Now, I'm going to use you to fill my belly!" His voice was low, like a whisper from an evil ghost by the ear.
Fang Yang's expression darkened. They had just wanted to leave, but unexpectedly ran into Chen Jiuyin and his group again.
All ten of them were Primordial Sun Realm mid-stage martial artists. The intensity of their auras was nearly comparable to those Corpse Ghosts. So many of them were definitely enough to cause Fang Yang and his companions significant trouble. If they were elsewhere, Fang Yang, having broken through to the Primordial Sun Realm, wouldn't be too afraid. But right now, Zhan Shengping and Long Wushuang were behind them. If they lingered too long here and those two Heavenly Sun Realm martial artists became free to act, their attacks were no joke... By then, Fang Yang could forget about leaving.
"You actually broke through to the Primordial Sun Realm? Hmph, looks like you really had another lucky encounter, what fortune! But so what? Today, you will die here!" Chen Jiuyin roared, with Profound Energy swirling around him.
He glanced coldly at the sour Scholar Li Ru over there: "Li Ru! This is between me and this kid, it has nothing to do with you. Leave quickly."
Chen Jiuyin still held considerable apprehension towards this sour scholar from Bright Mountain Manor. It was best not to fight him if possible.
Li Ru, his face etched with sorrow, ignored Chen Jiuyin's words completely. His gaze rested peacefully on the Evil Ghost Corps behind Chen Jiuyin, and his voice was righteous and firm: "Humanity and evil cannot coexist. Since we are born into this chaotic world, one must uphold one's true self and not become lost. How can one abandon oneself to despair, feeding one's body to ghosts? That is even more absurd and sinister than becoming a ghost itself. Since childhood, I have pledged myself to heaven, to not tolerate demons and evil. This is my own path, and the path of the world. Since I have personally witnessed this today, you few cannot be allowed to remain."
His voice was resolute, and his gaze was fixed directly on Eluo and the others.
Hearing his words, Eluo laughed coldly repeatedly: "I don't like listening to your fancy, scholarly talk. If you think we're wrong and want to kill me? Then come on, let's see what skills you, this stinky scholar, have!"
Chen Jiuyin's eyes also revealed killing intent: "Li Ru, since you insist on opposing us, then you'll die here too. Attack!"
As soon as his words fell, the black auras around the nine people behind him surged. Eerie shrieks of ferocious ghosts rang out as their figures flickered and moved, charging towards Fang Yang and the others.
Eluo and Chen Jiuyin headed straight for Fang Yang himself.
"Fang Yang, die!" Chen Jiuyin bellowed with great force. His Profound Energy was extremely formidable, enhancing his body. One punch carried the force to split mountains.
Eluo, on the other hand, was wrapped in a ferocious ghostly aura. His originally honest and sincere appearance faded away, transforming entirely into a ghostly face with protruding fangs. The black aura shot towards Fang Yang like sharp needles.
Over on the other side, due to considerable wariness towards the sour Scholar Li Ru, four of the eight men entangled around him, seizing opportunities to strike. The remaining four confronted Xin Guihua and the other three. During this time, the injuries on Shui Qianrou's body had mostly recovered. Fighting a martial artist from the Evil Ghost Corps alone wasn't much to fear, but Xin Guihua and the other two seemed somewhat hard-pressed.
Observing their situation, Fang Yang's expression darkened. The Jiugong Sword was in his hand, sword light shimmered behind him as he activated all sixty Azure-Patterned Mystical Armaments.
"Sword Star: Nine Revolutions!"
Fang Yang roared. Sword energy flowed over the sixty blades, converging into a massive sword aura that swept out. Wherever it passed, whether it was Chen Jiuyin's fist force or the evil ghost energy around Eluo, everything dissolved, unable to withstand it.
Seizing the opening created by Sword Star, Fang Yang, holding the Jiugong Sword, charged ahead to confront Chen Jiuyin directly.
His wrist trembled lightly. Azure light flickered on the Jiugong Sword, and Sword Intent wavered. Under Fang Yang's control, the Jiugong Sword was nimble and versatile, repeatedly thrusting towards Chen Jiuyin's vital points. Fang Yang was desperate to break free and couldn't afford to hold back at all. He unleashed his full Sword Intent, with Profound Energy flowing continuously.
Chen Jiuyin's face showed surprise and uncertainty. He hadn't expected Fang Yang's attack to be so resolute. Caught off guard, he was pierced by several of Fang Yang's sword energies, leaving four sword wounds on his body. However, he immediately circulated his Profound Energy to defend hastily. Fang Yang's sword strikes rained down like a furious storm, densely peppering Chen Jiuyin's entire body. Clanging sounds were heard as, under Fang Yang's relentless pressure, the Protective Aura on Chen Jiuyin's body became precarious.
"What's going on... how is this kid so strong?" Waves of shock surged in Chen Jiuyin's heart.
The strength Fang Yang displayed now was completely different from what he had seen before.
Was it because he had broken through to the Primordial Sun Realm? But what Primordial Sun Realm martial artist possessed such power immediately upon breaking through? Chen Jiuyin himself was a favored son of heaven. While roaming the Netherworld Passage, he had seen countless so-called geniuses. But someone like Fang Yang, who possessed such formidable strength right after breaking through to the Primordial Sun Realm, was unique...
His face turned livid. The more powerful Fang Yang was, the more unwilling he became.
How could he, the prestigious Lord of Hunyuan Manor, who built his fortune from nothing with his own efforts till now, possibly lose to some greenhorn kid?
"Fang Yang, I will definitely kill you!" Chen Jiuyin roared in fury. A light flashed from the ring on his hand, and he was seen taking out two Mystic Armaments: a palm-sized round mirror and a set of protective armor.
As these two Mystic Armaments appeared, flowing light shimmered on them. These items were clearly not ordinary.
Donning the armor, Chen Jiuyin's defense increased greatly. When Fang Yang's sword struck again, the damage he inflicted became minor. As for the round mirror in his hand, it was even more extraordinary. With Profound Energy channeled into it, the mirror in his palm flashed, reflecting Fang Yang's figure. Fang Yang felt his body freeze, as if his Soul Spirit was about to be sucked in. His face showed alarm. Fortunately, having broken through to Primordial Sun and bolstered by the Intent of the True Dragon, his own Soul Spirit had also greatly improved, so he wasn't actually sucked into the mirror.
However, the grin on Chen Jiuyin's face didn't diminish in the slightest. He snarled, "Fang Yang, come and taste the power of my Soul-Reflecting Mirror!"
Saying this, his body retreated swiftly. Behind him, Eluo happened to charge forward and entangled Fang Yang, preventing him from giving chase.
Then, Chen Jiuyin was seen standing ahead, holding the mirror. Fang Yang glanced over and noticed his own image was still on the mirror's surface. What was going on? The mirror clearly wasn't pointing at him right now.
While Fang Yang was puzzled, Chen Jiuyin moved the Profound Energy in his hand and slammed it hard onto the mirror.
Bang.
His Profound Energy struck the mirror and passed straight through without causing any ripples. Instead, Fang Yang's body here shuddered, as if a fist force had struck right in his chest. He grunted, feeling his chest's qi and blood churn.
"This..." Fang Yang's expression grew even more shocked.
This attack had completely ignored the Protective Aura on his body, striking his physical form directly. It definitely couldn't be someone ambushing him... and Eluo, fighting him ahead, hadn't gotten a single move close to Fang Yang's side. If it wasn't him, then it could only be...
Fang Yang's gaze fixed on the mirror in Chen Jiuyin's hand.
Seeing Fang Yang's expression, Chen Jiuyin laughed uproariously: "How about it, Fang Yang? Now you know fear! This item is called the Soul-Reflecting Mirror. It's a treasure I obtained within the Netherworld Passage. Although it's only at the Azure Pattern level, it's an extremely rare item, a relic left behind by a Heavenly Sun Realm martial artist from ancient times. Anyone whose reflection is captured in my mirror will have a false soul branded within it. After that, any attack I make on the false soul will be reflected onto your body, and it ignores Protective Aura!"
"With this, no matter how strong you are, you will fall here today!" Chen Jiuyin laughed triumphantly, immensely pleased.
Although the Soul-Reflecting Mirror was powerful, it was a single-use Mystic Armament. After all, the Profound Energy attacking the mirror would also damage it. Once the soul within the Soul-Reflecting Mirror was slain, the mirror would end up shattered to pieces.
This treasure was something Chen Jiuyin kept carefully stored, always saved as a trump card without a chance to use it. He never thought he'd have to use it on Fang Yang today. But thinking about the benefits of killing Fang Yang, Chen Jiuyin could no longer care about the heartache.
He looked at Fang Yang with a savage grin. This Fang Yang had many methods and strong defenses, but once the Soul-Reflecting Mirror captured his false soul, he would be at Chen Jiuyin's mercy. Thinking this, he threw out another palm strike. Fang Yang, who was fighting Eluo, frowned, his body clearly trembling.
Seeing this, Chen Jiuyin was even more delighted, feeling his attack was working. He launched successive attacks.
"Yin-Yang!"
After enduring over a dozen of Chen Jiuyin's attacks, Fang Yang's expression darkened, and he shouted sharply. The Yin and Yang lines on his Jiugong Sword flashed, and with a swoosh, he slashed towards Eluo.
The evil ghost aura around Eluo surged greatly. Sensing the power of this sword strike, his expression changed abruptly, and he retreated swiftly. But even retreating couldn't outpace Fang Yang's sword light. The Yin and Yang lines instantly caught up and slashed down on the evil ghost's body.
The Yin-Yang Sword Strike bypassed the physical body, aiming solely for the soul spirit.
If it struck an ordinary martial artist, their soul spirit would be severely wounded. However, a ghost-feeder like Eluo was special. As Fang Yang's sword fell, a shrill ghostly wail was heard. Black smoke billowed around him as the sword struck the Netherghost within his body. Eluo cried out in pain, his ghostly visage flickering, transforming back into a half-human, half-ghost face. But now, a sword scar remained on his half-ghost face, dripping with black blood, making him look even more ferocious.
"Die! Die!!" the evil ghost howled savagely, seemingly greatly provoked. It lowered its head and took a heavy bite on its own arm, actually tearing off a bloody strip of flesh, chewing and swallowing it voraciously.
Fang Yang felt a chill down his spine: "Is this guy crazy..."
Eating himself?
Chen Jiuyin, watching from the side, was also slightly startled: "Eluo is driven to desperation, actually using the Self-Devouring Technique!"
This Self-Devouring Technique was the ultimate move of ghost-feeders, but also a forbidden technique. Because after using it, feeding one's own flesh and blood to the ghost would cause the ferocious ghost within to go berserk, unleashing all its ghostly energy. The boost in power in that instant was immense, but it would also damage the user's own body, giving the ferocious ghost an opening. One might even lose consciousness, be devoured by the ferocious ghost, and suffer eternal damnation.
It seemed Eluo, driven to desperation by Fang Yang, no longer cared about the consequences.
A series of cold laughs appeared on Chen Jiuyin's face: "Fine. When Eluo goes mad, he's even more formidable. With the two of us cooperating, we will definitely kill this kid Fang Yang!"
Thinking this, a small dagger also materialized in Chen Jiuyin's palm. This time, instead of slapping with palm force, he gripped the dagger and stabbed it towards the mirror's surface in his hand.
At that moment, Eluo's Self-Devouring Technique over there was nearing its end...
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Using the self-devouring art, Eluo bit off three chunks of his own flesh. Blood dripped from his mouth.
After that, thick black Qi swirled around him. The image of a wicked ghost emerged again on his face. Not only had his appearance changed, but Eluo’s entire aura surged, his body swelling and rising until he stood twice the size of a normal man. Hulking and fierce-faced, he became a true demonic ghost.
Transformed into a ghastly form, Eluo’s ghost Qi intensified, almost solidifying.
His crimson eyes shone with pure killing intent. Fixating on Fang Yang, he let out a piercing shriek. Black Qi churned around him, and he lunged forward.
Fang Yang’s expression darkened. Sensing the immense power radiating from Eluo, he dared not be careless. Green light flashed on the Jiugong Sword in his palm as he thrust it forward.
“Dragon-Snake!”
The Dragon-Snake Sword Qi roared forth, crashing into the hulking ghost’s body. The impact sent Eluo’s ghost Qi trembling, yet failed to wound him. Instead, Eluo spread its claws. Over a dozen skeleton phantoms shot from the dark, clawing shadow, rushing towards Fang Yang. Fang Yang tried to pull back his sword to block, but Chen Jiuyin seized the moment. A dagger struck the Soul-Reflecting Mirror. Pain shot through Fang Yang’s arm, numbing it. Unable to retract his sword in time, two skeleton phantoms slammed squarely into him.
The phantoms shrieked upon touching Fang Yang before exploding. Powerful black Qi passed right through his body.
Fang Yang felt the black Qi, like countless tiny threads, burrowing towards his organs wherever the phantoms had struck.
“Golden Bone Forging Art!” Fang Yang roared.
Brilliant golden light burst from his body, encasing him entirely. He seemed to turn into a golden statue, neutralizing the phantoms’ devouring energy. Nevertheless, the raw force of the phantom impacts still sent him staggering back.
“Hahaha! Fang Yang, die under the ghost’s devouring!” Chen Jiuyin laughed triumphantly.
His face was pale too, his Profound Energy significantly drained. This Soul-Reflecting Mirror wasn’t meant to casually mimic Fang Yang’s false Soul Spirit. It required constant infusions of Profound Energy to maintain the projected image, and every attack sent through it consumed far more energy than normal. Otherwise, he could have ended it long ago just by unleashing a powerful move to destroy Fang Yang’s projected soul.
Under their combined assault, Fang Yang was hard-pressed.
With ghost-turned Eluo clinging to him, escaping their dual onslaught was impossible for Fang Yang anytime soon.
As their battle raged, a clear, resonant voice echoed across the sky.
“Virtue stands eternal through the ages; Evil finds no foothold near its light!”
Li Ru had been struggling badly against the four Evil Ghost Corps members encircling him. But as he uttered those words, a green aura surrounded him. Haoqi spread out around him, bright and magnificent. In an instant, it pushed back all the nearby Evil Ghost Corps fighters.
In his hands lay an old book with a faded cover, emitting a pure white light. Clearly, it was an extraordinary Mystic Armament.
With the book held high, the Haoqi radiating from Li Ru grew even stronger. He opened a page at random, his gaze fixed on one of his assailants. He read aloud in a calm, steady voice:
“Great perfection seems incomplete, but its use is never exhausted...”
His words, though spoken evenly, pulsed with a peculiar power. As the words landed, the targeted Evil Ghost Corps fighter let out a sharp cry. The half-ghost features on his face writhed horribly, as if in intense agony. A dark aura seemed pushed by some immense force, ready to burst from his body.
Chen Jiuyin saw it and gasped. “It’s Li Ru’s Haoran Admonitions! Attack him now! Don’t let him finish speaking!”
The other Evil Ghost Corps fighters snapped to attention. They attacked simultaneously, bombarding Li Ru with strikes.
Li Ru stood utterly still, bathed in a pure white light. The light barrier absorbed every incoming blast, layer by layer, preventing even a scratch. He kept reading. Soon, he finished: “...tranquility sets the standard for all under heaven.” As he intoned these last words, the book closed softly.
A burst of white light enveloped the targeted Evil Ghost Corps Martial Artist. He screamed in agony, unable to hold out any longer. The bound evil ghost was ripped out by pure Haoran Admonitions energy and instantly incinerated to dust.
Since the Martial Artist’s body had fused with the ghost spirit, his own fractured soul couldn’t survive its destruction. Black dust trickled from his nose and mouth before he collapsed, lifeless.
A Primordial Sun Realm Martial Artist, mid-stage, perished so easily by Li Ru’s hand!
These were elite fighters from the Netherworld Passage, each Evil Ghost Corps member strong enough to defeat a dozen ordinary Primordial Sun Realm fighters alone. Yet such a formidable opponent was utterly crushed by Li Ru. His power was undeniable.
“Attack! Don’t stop! His Admonitions are powerful but take a huge mental toll. He can’t cast them consecutively! Kill him now!” Chen Jiuyin shouted.
The remaining three charged instantly. Seeing Li Ru cornered, two more fighters broke away from Xin Guihua’s group of attackers and rushed Li Ru. Four against Xin Guihua were more than sufficient.
Li Ru coughed. Blood leaked from his lips. Chen Jiuyin was right: the Haoran Admonitions strained him immensely. He couldn't cast them again. After all, he was a latecomer to Martial arts. Though blessed with Haoran Admonitions power, he had a weak foundation. After the Prefecture Lord of Bright Mountain Manor fell ill, Li Ru exhausted himself daily. His health was ruined. Years ago, he’d noticed blood appearing after each use of Admonitions. His condition was beyond recovery.
True to his commitment to the Path of Haoqi and his own peculiar integrity, Li Ru never shied away when action was needed, regardless of his failing health.
Killing that one Evil Ghost Corps fighter left him critically weakened. Untrained for group fights, facing five Primordial Sun Realm attackers left him barely hanging on. It wouldn’t be long...
Fang Yang, battling the ghost-formed Eluo, saw Li Ru’s plight. Seeing his rescuer in peril filled him with fury. Profound Energy surged inside him violently.
Fang Yang lived by a simple code: when he received a drop of kindness, he returned a river. Li Ru’s timely interventions weren’t just life-saving—they protected Fang Yang’s vital companions too. This was the third time today Li Ru had shielded him. Seeing Li Ru in danger now ignited a furious eruption of power.
Eluo’s ghost body was maddeningly resilient. The dense ghost Qi surrounding him absorbed Fang Yang’s strikes with alarming efficiency. Even his Purple Break technique pierced through only to be swallowed by the black shroud, leaving barely a scratch. Meanwhile, relentless skeleton phantoms clawing from Eluo struck again and again. Chen Jiuyin’s Soul-Reflecting Mirror interference added to the frustration.
Yet again, a phantom dagger pierced through the mirror into Fang Yang’s lower dantian. His surging Profound Energy sputtered out instantly. Seizing the chance, Eluo’s ghostly claws shot forward, clamping onto Fang Yang’s body. This time, it held on fast. Thick, writhing ghost Qi surged from Eluo, engulfing Fang Yang entirely. It crawled over him, like ravenous black serpents trying to devour him whole.
“It’s time for you to die!” Chen Jiuyin’s pale face twisted as he shouted savagely.
Seeing Eluo activate the ghost devouring technique, he gathered his last shreds of Profound Energy, channeling it into his dagger. He aimed straight at Fang Yang’s forehead—intending to pierce his Soul Spirit and shatter it completely!
WHUMP!
The dagger stabbed downward. An unseen spear rammed right through Fang Yang’s skull. Agony exploded inside his head. Even reinforced by the Golden Bone Forging Art, a bloody gash opened between his brows. The stab reached his Soul Spirit. White-hot pain raced through Fang Yang’s mind like a tidal wave, threatening to drown him. Swirling black Qi ate at his golden defenses inch by inch. He teetered on annihilation.
But in that extreme moment, the Intent of the True Dragon surged from within him. A cooling sensation swept over his brow. Dragon Intent flowed into his Soul Spirit, granting instant clarity. The flicker of a dragon shadow seemed to pass behind his eyes. Visions flashed in his mind’s eye—the six hand seals recorded within the Golden Bone Forging Art appeared before him.
Vast Sea Seal... Mountain Overturning Seal... Thunderclap Seal... Earth-Shaking Seal... Sky-Suppressing Seal... Myriad Forms Seal...
He visualized the weaving of each seal, faster and faster. As the speed increased, the six seals blurred together, merging into one luminous pattern. Hazily, Fang Yang felt the fusion deep inside. The form of the ultimate seal crystallized.
As the final seal manifested before his inner eye, Fang Yang’s gaze sharpened with incandescent light. He bellowed.
Brilliant, scalding golden energy erupted from his body. The constricting black Qi shattered and hissed away like mist scorched off by the sun. Freed from the dark prison, Fang Yang hovered in midair. Without hesitation, he began to weave the hand seals.
One after another—Vast Sea Seal, Mountain Overturning Seal, Thunderclap Seal, Earth-Shaking Seal, Sky-Suppressing Seal, Myriad Forms Seal—he formed them rapidly. But instead of unleashing their power, he compressed each seal’s Profound Energy inside his core. He gathered and condensed... then finally, combined all six into one.
Fang Yang targeted the colossal ghost looming before him. Seals fused as one, his palm slammed out.
“Seal of None!”
Profound Energy flowed mysteriously in his palm the moment it struck. The air before him rippled as if a stone had plunged into deep water.
The palm strike brushed gently against the mountainous ghost body. Where it landed, the massive form instantly collapsed inward. Anything the palm passed through simply vanished. This creature, shielded by near-impenetrable dark mist, offered no resistance whatsoever against this strike.
The palm’s translucent force passed unimpeded through the ghost’s colossal frame.
Eluo screamed. His chest bore a gaping hole where the Seal had struck. Thick tendrils of black Qi poured out from the wound. He could no longer hold his ghost form. Reverting to his normal body, he crashed helplessly to the ground. The ghost half still fused to his face was devouring the human flesh. He writhed, desperate to tear it free. But forced self-devouring and Fang Yang’s strike had drained him utterly. He lacked the strength to escape.
With a final grotesque twitch, the ghost consumed the rest of his body entirely. The physical shell, unable to contain the ghost’s power, crumbled to ashes. Both vanished into nothing...
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Fang Yang combined six seals into one, which he called the "Seal-less Seal."
But all things under heaven and earth are born from existence, and existence is born from nothingness. The Seal-less Seal was also a seal, and could be considered the most fundamental seal technique. This single seal encompassed the power of all the seal techniques Fang Yang had used before, representing the pinnacle of his seal arts. Therefore, underneath this seal, it possessed such devastating power, annihilating that troublesome evil ghost manifestation.
The members of the Evil Ghost Corps fed their bodies to ghosts. When they could control the ghost's power, they could use it to enhance themselves. But once they could no longer suppress the ghost and were instead devoured by it, their soul and spirit would be utterly destroyed, turning to ashes. Under Fang Yang's Seal-less Seal, Eluo failed to withstand it and naturally met a miserable end, vanishing without a trace.
"Eluo!" Chen Jiuyin saw this scene and cried out in shock, his face turning pale.
This should have been the perfect moment for the two of them to join forces and kill Fang Yang. How had it turned, in the blink of an eye, into Eluo being killed by Fang Yang instead? What was that seal technique from before? It left a deep feeling of fear in Chen Jiuyin's heart.
However, there was no time for him to think it through now.
After killing Eluo in one move, Fang Yang's figure shifted. The light from the Jiugong Sword in his hand shone brightly as he pointed it straight at Chen Jiuyin.
"You're next!"
He let out a fierce shout. Purple Break swirled and shot forth, piercing toward Chen Jiuyin.
Chen Jiuyin was greatly alarmed. At this moment, eighty percent of the Profound Energy in his body was depleted, all used on the Soul-Reflecting Mirror. How could he possibly have the capital to face Fang Yang head-on? His expression changed, and he gritted his teeth, channeling all his remaining Profound Energy into the dagger in his hand. He aimed it at the fake soul of Fang Yang within the Soul-Reflecting Mirror and roared, "Even if it cripples me, I will kill you here and now! Your fake soul is still in my hands. Now I will shatter it and destroy you!!"
As he roared, the dagger in his hand viciously stabbed toward the fake soul.
Crack.
The dagger pierced the round mirror. A faint white mark appeared, and moments later, cracks spread, causing the mirror to shatter rapidly. When the cracks reached the fake soul, Fang Yang's fake soul also seemed unable to bear the strain, quickly crumbling and scattering into pieces.
Seeing the fake soul disintegrate, Chen Jiuyin's face lit up with joy. "Haha, Fang Yang, you're dead!"
He laughed, looking at Fang Yang, waiting quietly for Fang Yang's soul spirit to perish along with the fake soul. But when his gaze fell upon Fang Yang, he saw the Purple Shattering Swordlight from Fang Yang's hand piercing toward him. Fang Yang wore a cold smile, seemingly not disturbed in the slightest.
"Why? Impossible!" Chen Jiuyin stared, dumbfounded, but by then the Purple Shattering Swordlight had already arrived.
Clang.
The swordlight struck Chen Jiuyin's body. Thanks to the resistance of the exceptional armor he wore, Chen Jiuyin was not pierced through. Even so, he spat out a mouthful of blood and was sent tumbling backwards. Fang Yang tapped his foot, immediately giving chase. Just as Chen Jiuyin hit the ground and tried to get up, Fang Yang stepped on his chest, pinning him to the ground.
Fang Yang held the Jiugong Sword, his eyes cold as he looked down upon Chen Jiuyin from above. The tip of his blade pointed at Chen Jiuyin's throat.
Chen Jiuyin trembled like a sieve, his face still full of shock and doubt. "You... why weren't you affected by the destruction of the fake soul?"
Fang Yang raised an eyebrow. "Probably because my soul is strong enough. Now, die." As he spoke, the blade in his hand quivered, green light surging, and it shot straight toward Chen Jiuyin's face.
Without the protection of his armor, Chen Jiuyin had no hope of escaping death from this strike.
On the brink of death, he was filled with resentment and roared ferociously, "No! It shouldn't be like this!! I don't want to die..."
Boom.
The swordlight pierced through his head, cutting off Chen Jiuyin's words in his throat. Struck by this sword, Chen Jiuyin naturally had no way to resist. His head was directly shattered by the swordlight, and he died instantly.
After killing him, Fang Yang grunted softly, a trickle of blood flowing from his nose.
"Although the Intent of the True Dragon entered my soul, greatly boosting it, facing that peculiar Soul-Reflecting Mirror still left me with some injuries..." Fang Yang murmured.
He hadn't been able to ignore the effects of the Soul-Reflecting Mirror entirely. It was just that earlier, when the Intent of the True Dragon erupted within his body and surged through him, it also flowed into his soul, greatly enhancing his Divine Soul Power. That was what allowed the combination of the six seals to appear. Bolstered by the Intent of the True Dragon, Fang Yang's soul spirit was strong and naturally wouldn't perish along with the fake soul. Even so, the injury to his soul spirit made Fang Yang's head feel like it was splitting with pain.
But there was no time to recuperate now. After killing Chen Jiuyin, Fang Yang's figure moved again, rushing toward the other few.
Scholar Li Ru was in the most dangerous situation. Under the joint attack of five Evil Ghost Corps martial artists, his body was covered in bloody wounds, and black energy coiled around him. He was clearly heavily injured. In comparison, the four people with Shui Qianrou, dealing with two opponents, were having no major problems.
So, Fang Yang pointed his sword and rushed to Li Ru's side.
The swordlight in his hand was fierce. He used lethal moves, instantly breaking the formation of the joint attack and killing several in quick succession.
Among the ten people Chen Jiuyin brought, the strongest were undoubtedly Chen Jiuyin and Eluo. The remaining eight members of the Evil Ghost Corps, though their cultivation was also not weak, still had some gap compared to those two. Now that Fang Yang had killed Chen Jiuyin and Eluo, they lost their leaders and their focus scattered. Combined with the inherent gap in strength, Fang Yang's attacks met little resistance. In no time at all, he had beheaded two with his sword, turning them to ashes.
Seeing the situation was hopeless, the remaining few wanted to flee. But under the illumination of the ancient book in Li Ru's hand, their bodies stiffened, and they too were subsequently killed by Fang Yang. When the remaining seven had all turned to ashes and their forms dissipated, they finally let out a sigh of relief.
Li Ru slumped to the ground, covered in blood and filth, his expression growing increasingly feeble. He looked at Fang Yang and forced a faint smile onto his sorrowful face. "Thank you for helping."
Fang Yang shook his head. "I should be the one saying that. Chen Jiuyin and his group clearly came for me, yet you ended up suffering because of it..."
"No. Regardless of who they were targeting, since they were manifestations of evil ghosts, I could not stand by and do nothing," Li Ru said calmly.
Fang Yang's expression turned serious, and he felt a sliver of respect for Li Ru. Upholding one's own path, never retreating or slacking off no matter the circumstances—that was the mark of a true scholar, a true Great Dao.
"Senior, please take some medicine and tend to your injuries first," Fang Yang said, taking out several Five-Element Spirit Pills.
"Cough, cough." At that moment, Li Ru coughed violently twice, as if he were about to cough his lungs out. Blood spilled from the corner of his mouth, and his face grew even paler.
Fang Yang grew anxious. "Senior, are you alright?" Profound Energy flowed in his palm as he quickly channeled it into Li Ru's body, wanting to help him recover. But as Fang Yang's Profound Energy circulated once within Li Ru, sensing his current condition, Fang Yang's heart immediately turned cold.
Li Ru at this moment could be described with four words: "the oil exhausted, the lamp dry."
Originally, a martial artist who had reached the Primordial Sun Realm contained the Intent of Pure Yang within, their spirit full, their body strong and healthy, like an endlessly radiant sun. Unless they suffered some irrecoverable blow, a Primordial Sun Realm martial artist's natural lifespan was nearly a thousand years. But the essence, energy, and spirit within Li Ru's body were like a pool of stagnant water... His Sea of Consciousness was withered, lacking the endlessly vigorous, thriving scene. It was like a piece of barren land, on the verge of annihilation and dissipation at any moment.
"How could this be..." Fang Yang said, stunned.
Li Ru gave a faint smile and pushed away the pills in Fang Yang's hand. "I understand my own condition. Taking medicine is useless now."
"Then... then what should we do? It's all because of me that you were forced to expend your spirit, to activate the Haoran Admonitions..." Fang Yang gritted his teeth, his face filled with guilt.
"No, I've already said, whether there were people here or not, since I encountered this group, I alone would not have yielded an inch. If it had been like that, I'm afraid even expending all my energy might not have been enough to kill one of them. Today, being able to see them all destroyed was also thanks to your help. I should be thanking you," Li Ru said. As he spoke, a sudden ruddy flush appeared on his face. Seeing this, Fang Yang's heart sank even further. He knew this was the so-called "rally before the end."
"Moreover, my internal condition has been like this for thirty years already. I didn't have many years of life left anyway. Today's battle merely accelerated it slightly," Li Ru said.
Fang Yang remained silent...
Li Ru's current state of "oil exhausted, lamp dry" was not something that could be restored by medicine or spiritual materials. His essence, energy, and spirit were depleted, with little capacity for regeneration. It was as if a huge hole had appeared within him. Even if he were stuffed with more pills, they would quickly leak out clean, leaving nothing behind.
"It's fine. When I came to the Dragon Abyss Great Mansion this time, I never expected to leave safely," Li Ru said gently, seeing the conflicted look on Fang Yang's face. "It's just that I have one last matter weighing on my heart, and now there is no one by my side..."
"Senior, please instruct me on this matter. Whether it is within my capabilities or not, I will spare no effort to fulfill it!" Fang Yang said resolutely.
Li Ru smiled and nodded. Perhaps because of the rally, his normally sorrowful appearance faded considerably. The smile on his face carried a sense of relief and depth. "The Prefecture Lord of Bright Mountain Manor did me a great kindness, one I could never repay in my lifetime. But the Prefecture Lord is now gravely ill and near death, and Bright Mountain Manor has no successor. If you are willing, you could help Bright Mountain Manor select a suitable person to inherit it. I don't ask that they preserve the manor's glory, only that they prevent Bright Mountain Manor from descending into endless chaos and disgrace."
Fang Yang was taken aback. He hadn't expected Li Ru's request to be this.
"The matter of the Prefecture Lord is no small thing... for me to casually make a recommendation?"
"Making a recommendation is one thing. Whether they are capable is another. I observe that you carry a heavy aura of slaughter, yet your nature is upright and unwavering, possessing the Haoran essence. I naturally trust you," Li Ru said, handing the ancient book in his hand and his Storage Ring to Fang Yang. "This 'Qinghao Book' and the 'Haoran Manifesto' inside the ring were obtained by me by chance from an inheritance. Since they came from an inheritance, they should be passed on. If you find a suitable candidate, you may gift these to be passed down."
Fang Yang accepted the two items and nodded solemnly.
Having seen Li Ru's Haoran Admonitions, Fang Yang naturally knew how terrifying the power of his inheritance could be. Once word got out, seekers would flock to it. And yet, Li Ru had entrusted these two things to him so readily, which was also a sign of his trust in Fang Yang.
"I will do my utmost," Fang Yang said firmly.
Li Ru nodded slightly. "That is good."
At that moment, in the distance, Profound Energy surged, and Zhan Shengping's powerful voice spread out. "Youngster Fang Yang! Finally caught up to you. Let's see where you run now!"
From the corridor, Zhan Shengping charged forward ferociously, thick black energy swirling around him.
Seeing this, Fang Yang's heart tightened. Instinctively, he gripped his sword, ready to defend.
Li Ru, however, gently patted Fang Yang's hand. "You all leave. Leave this place to me."
"Senior!" Fang Yang was shocked. Was he saying this because he intended to sacrifice himself to cover their escape?
"My life was only half an incense stick's worth left anyway. I can't run anymore. Why not do one more deed of vanquishing evil? Zhan Shengping's Corpse Ghost Body cultivation is formidable. Though I am no match for him, I can hold him off for a short while," Li Ru said, slowly standing up.
Fang Yang gritted his teeth, knowing there was no way to reverse fate, and could only reply in a low voice, "Then I'll trouble you, Senior."
He quickly retreated to Shui Qianrou and the others, then bowed deeply toward Li Ru before turning to leave.
"Fang Yang, where do you think you're going!" Zhan Shengping, seeing Fang Yang about to leave, roared in anger and struck out. Black energy spread from his palm, rushing forward.
At that moment, Li Ru's figure trembled as he stepped in front of the black energy. White light surged around him, and Haoran energy rose ethereally. "Let me, for the last time, recite the Haoran Admonitions! Zhan Shengping, I will fight you."
His voice rang out, clear and bright, echoing as the Admonitions surged forth.
Fang Yang led the others, speeding out of the hall. Behind them came the sounds of explosions and Zhan Shengping's furious shouts.
The scholar's voice echoed, vast and boundless to the ends of heaven and earth...
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Fang Yang and the others finally managed to escape safely, as Zhan Shengping's figure was blocked by Li Ru.
Behind them, the immense and resonant voice lingered. Fang Yang gritted his teeth and did not dare to linger, though he silently remembered the favor Li Ru had done for them. Once they were out of the hall, they traveled smoothly and quickly made their way toward the outside of the main hall.
They had already gained enough from exploring this place, and with pursuers still behind them, Fang Yang did not want to stay any longer. So, after leaving the hall, the group headed straight for the vortex inside the True Dragon, hoping to use it to leave this place.
However, after leaving the hall, they saw the familiar huge figure of the Five-Colored True Luan in front of the vortex.
Fang Yang carefully scanned the Five-Colored True Luan and noticed faint wisps of black energy swirling around it. He knew it had already been corrupted by Zhan Shengping's Corpse Ghost Qi and was no longer its original self. Immediately, he turned his sword, not holding back, and launched a fierce attack.
"Ninefold Coiling Serpent!"
A massive phantom of a dragon-snake roared out and crashed heavily onto the Five-Colored True Luan. Black flames coiled around the Five-Colored True Luan, spewing down and quickly countering Fang Yang's sword energy.
But Fang Yang's strength was now far greater than before. His Primordial Sun Realm sword energy contained the Intent of the True Dragon, which happened to have a suppressing effect on this Five-Colored True Luan. Therefore, its flames could not easily neutralize his sword energy. Seizing this opportunity, Fang Yang and the others bypassed its guard and plunged into the vortex together.
The six entered the vortex, and after a dizzying swirl, they all fell onto the previous True Dragon Plaza.
"We're finally out..." Tang Yiran let out a sigh of relief. Only now, standing on the True Dragon Plaza, did she finally feel a sense of safety.
The previous repeated dangers felt like a dream, making everything seem unreal to her, who was still relatively inexperienced.
Fang Yang nodded and was about to say something when he suddenly raised an eyebrow, faintly sensing an approaching presence. He abruptly turned to look.
Then, he saw Long Moyu floating lightly beside them. Long Moyu had intended to appear suddenly and speak with a smile, but he did not expect his presence to be detected by Fang Yang. Seeing Fang Yang look over, he was slightly taken aback, surprised that Fang Yang's perception had become so sharp.
Long Moyu was very confident in his ability to conceal his aura. Without this skill, he would have been found by Long Wushuang long ago, and an inevitable battle would have ensued. Yet, even his aura-concealing technique, which could deceive even a Heavenly Sun Realm martial artist, was seen through by Fang Yang? Although he had not used it to its fullest and was close to Fang Yang, it still should not have been so easily detected.
Thinking this, Long Moyu carefully examined Fang Yang, and his eyes lit up. "You actually broke through to the Primordial Sun Realm?"
"By chance," Fang Yang nodded.
Having dealt with Long Moyu before and knowing he was not a bad person, Fang Yang relaxed his guard.
"Your luck is indeed rich," Long Moyu smiled slightly, his expression somewhat meaningful. Fang Yang raised an eyebrow but did not pay it much mind; the Intent of the True Dragon within him probably could not be hidden from Long Moyu anyway.
However, Long Moyu clearly had no intention of delving deeper into the matter. "Just in time, I've been waiting here for you. Since you've escaped safely, that's for the best."
"Waiting for me? What is it?" Fang Yang asked.
Long Moyu smiled without directly answering. He took out a thumb-sized crimson glass bead and lightly tossed it. The bead shot into the vortex and suddenly exploded.
Boom!
A massive tremor echoed, and the entire space shook unsteadily. Fang Yang saw with his own eyes that the huge vortex trembled violently from the explosion of the glass bead and then slowly vanished before everyone's eyes.
Fang Yang was stunned, then showed a look of surprise. "This... you sealed the space??"
"Correct," Long Moyu nodded. "The item I used earlier is called a Chaos Realm Pearl. Once activated, it has the explosive power to disrupt space. Although it isn't enough to make this vortex space disappear completely, it can disrupt it for three to five days, which is sufficient."
"Three to five days?" Fang Yang suddenly thought of something. "Doesn't this Ancient Dragon Lair only open for seven days? With four days left, it will soon close, and the next opening will be fifty years later? If that's the case, then Long Wushuang and the others..."
Fang Yang's thoughts swirled, and hope flickered on his face.
The Ancient Dragon Lair only opened once every fifty years. If anyone was sealed inside after it closed, there was no way to escape. Moreover, in past Great Mansion Competitions, many who entered the Ancient Dragon Lair never came out, and no one had ever survived to emerge after fifty years. If Long Wushuang and Zhan Shengping could perish inside the Ancient Dragon Lair, it would be a great advantage for Fang Yang.
Long Moyu understood Fang Yang's thoughts and gave a bitter smile. "I wish it were that way; it would save me a lot of trouble. But my elder brother is meticulous. He had already disrupted the space here earlier using a Boundary Breaker Spike along with formations. With the space unstable, sealing the Ancient Dragon Lair space naturally became impossible. Although I also had a backup plan—sending people to repair the magic formations around the area when they broke through the boundary—once space is torn open, no amount of repair can stabilize it completely. At most, we can seal it for a month or two, but they will still be able to escape."
Hearing this, Fang Yang felt a pang of regret. Still, a month or two was not short and would give Long Moyu plenty of time to act.
No wonder, after entering the Dragon Abyss Great Mansion, only Long Wushuang's subordinates from various sects were active, while Long Moyu's people were nowhere to be seen. It turned out they had been secretly repairing the formations. Long Moyu's participation in this Great Mansion Competition was because he had already discerned Long Wushuang's intentions and prepared countermeasures. As for the so-called True Dragon Blood Marrow and treasures, he never cared about them in the first place.
And after this incident, Long Moyu would gain an advantage within the Dragon Abyss Dynasty. Currently, Long Wushuang held overwhelming power, while Long Moyu's influence had shrunk. But if Long Wushuang disappeared for a month or two, it would be enough for Long Moyu to carry out major reforms outside, weakening Long Wushuang and strengthening himself instead. Perhaps he could even turn the situation around and gain the upper hand.
Realizing this, Fang Yang felt admiration for Long Moyu.
This was a true strategist who used his brains. Unlike Long Wushuang, who believed in sheer force and had a combative personality, Long Moyu excelled at planning and careful calculation. If it came to managing the affairs of the dynasty, Long Moyu was clearly more suitable.
"You deliberately waited for us, sealing the space only after we got out to prevent us from being trapped inside and wiped out by Long Wushuang. I must thank you for that," Fang Yang said sincerely.
If they had been trapped inside for two months, no matter how vast the Ancient Dragon Lair space was, Fang Yang's group would never have escaped the pursuit of Long Wushuang and Zhan Shengping. Fang Yang truly owed Long Moyu a favor for this.
Long Moyu smiled lightly. "As long as you remember."
He did not act coy. His move was precisely to give Fang Yang a favor, so that Fang Yang would side with him at a critical moment. Knowing Fang Yang's character, Long Moyu was confident that since Fang Yang acknowledged this debt, he would not stand idly by if Long Moyu ever faced trouble.
"Now, let's go out. It's time for this Great Mansion Competition to end," Long Moyu said.
Fang Yang nodded, and the group sped off toward the exit.
Along the way, Fang Yang recalled Zhan Lingshui's proud face and felt a pang of worry. He had not seen any trace of Zhan Lingshui since entering this place and wondered if she had even entered the Ancient Dragon Lair... And if she had, escaping now would be difficult.
After a brief hesitation, Fang Yang decided to ask Long Moyu about her.
Regarding Zhan Lingshui's identity, Fang Yang did not explicitly mention it, but he did not hide it either. The enemy of the Zhan Family was the Eldest Prince, Long Wushuang, which had little to do with Long Moyu.
"Someone from the Dragon King Manor?" Long Moyu pondered slightly. "Everyone in the Dragon King Manor cultivates the same water-attribute technique. If she were inside the Ancient Dragon Lair and made a move, her powerful aura should have been noticeable. Since I didn't sense it, she probably isn't there."
Hearing this, Fang Yang felt relieved.
Then, using the Teleportation Array on the True Dragon Plaza, the group reappeared on the outer Desolate Plain.
Long Moyu said, "Now that the Great Mansion Competition is over, I'll gather the remaining people, and we'll leave this place together."
Long Moyu then faced the distance. Fang Yang sensed a surge of powerful Divine Soul Power from him, likely some special communication method to send messages to his subordinates. Fang Yang remained calm and looked back at the others. Except for Sun Manzi, who was still unconscious, Tang Yiran, Shui Qianrou, and the others, though somewhat disheveled, had no serious injuries. Perhaps because of the intense battles they had experienced, each person's aura seemed more condensed and powerful, their eyes bright and alert. Clearly, they had gained significant insights. Once they left this place and found somewhere to meditate quietly, they would undoubtedly improve greatly.
The group waited for a while. Before everyone had gathered, Sun Manzi groaned and woke up.
"Manzi!"
"Brother Sun!"
Everyone was overjoyed to see this.
Sun Manzi shook his head groggily as he woke up, looking confused. He glanced around and asked
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