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The perfect world-destroying demon meant that from this moment on, the Seventh Prince would never be the same as before.
The so-called internal reincarnation was like a simplified reincarnation, he felt as if he had little connection to the Great Xia Empire royal family, it was the kind where even his bloodline had transformed, making it barely linked.
He was like true reincarnation.
Everything about his previous life and past was no longer related.
Although memories still existed and he remained in this time period, he could no longer feel any emotions, and of course, he was a cold-blooded person who never put feelings in his heart in the first place.
However, the thought of 'Destruction' surging in his heart was growing rapidly.
The killing intent churning in his heart was always present everywhere; with the slightest stimulus, it would erupt like a volcano brewing for ten thousand years, giving rise to the impulse to slaughter all life in this world.
And he understood one more point clearly.
'Slaughtering all living beings is for cultivation.'
'Slaughtering millions, I will become an invincible saint.'
'Slaughtering billions, I will become the most invincible immortal, even in the so-called Great Silence Immortal Realm, it would be hard to find an unparalleled immortal like me, then the so-called fates of the great immortals, even the supreme unique that Ji Guiwu pursues, will become hope.'
'Therefore, I shall bring about Destruction!'
'Exterminating the beings of the vast world will be how I achieve myself.'
'I want to bring about Destruction!'
This voice reverberated deep within his heart.
His desire for killing intensified continuously, growing increasingly eager.
He gazed up at the sky, watching the Daybreak Phoenix Luan soaring slowly like the Daybreak Sun, a cold smile curling at the corner of his mouth.
From this moment on, he had no connection to the vast world; he was the person who had come to bring about Destruction.
'I am not me!'
'I am also me!'
The change in the Seventh Prince appeared in the eyes of Ghost King Fulong, Qiu Yuwan, and others, like looking at a god of murder; around him there seemed nothing, yet it bizarrely felt like mountains of corpses and seas of blood, as if he had walked out of hell.
But as the Seventh Prince suppressed his aura, everything vanished without a trace.
He was still himself.
It just added boundless dignity out of nowhere, making people afraid to be insolent before him, even stirring an impulse to kneel and submit; this sensation was intensely strong.
They were looking up at the Seventh Prince.
The Seventh Prince was like a true god from the clouds, while they were merely one of the countless masses.
This was a very strange realization, awkward and unsettling.
The Seventh Prince ignored them, his eyes fixed on the Falling Phoenix Valley.
He watched the appearance of the Three Thousand Alchemists exerting their all, revealing an impatient expression, then stomped his foot fiercely on the ground.
The earth rumbled loudly.
The next moment, from the boiling flames ahead, black flames surprisingly emerged and poured in, strengthening the alchemists' alchemy process with greater power.
With the power of a single force empowering the Three Thousand Alchemists!
This ability left Ghost King Fulong and others suffocating and horrified; was this the power of the Ascending to Heaven realm?
Moreover, their realms were considerably higher than the Seventh Prince's.
The Seventh Prince had only just stepped into level two of the Ascending to Heaven realm.
They increasingly felt the Seventh Prince was unfathomable; the urge to submit grew stronger, along with the impulse to bow their heads and bend waists to join the Demon Slayer Team.
However, they were all from Saint-level forces; even though their hearts stirred within, it wasn't so easy for them to bow low, as they kept pondering why it was so.
The black flames raged violently.
The fire like the Phoenix Luan surged powerfully.
The fusion of both made the Falling Phoenix Valley truly resemble a pill furnace, but one filled with deadly killing intent.
Inside the 'pill furnace,' the scene was a whole different story.
Zhang Yang's words offered no proof to the Fire Maiden.
And the Fire Maiden couldn't leave to verify it.
They were stuck at a critical juncture.
At that moment, Yuluan stepped forward, drew her Radiant Divine Sword, and immediately swung a slash.
The nearly formed furnace shattered on the spot, and the terrifying energy spread out, wiping away all resistance—lifting the ground, striking a mountain, and gouging a long ravine into it; the Flame Forbidden Law Patterns atop shattered.
The Fire Maiden was both shocked and outraged.
Yuluan sneered coldly, "Being honest with you isn't out of fear. If not for thinking about the tragic end of the Daybreak Phoenix Luan tribe, where a tiny bit of hope finally sparked only to be exploited by clan-destroying enemies—do you think we'd waste words on you? Do you think you can restrain us?"
Her fierce nature as a bandit queen erupted.
Without even needing Zhang Yang's protection, she strode out directly.
Radiant light boiled around her, coalescing into a dragon that drove away those flames, and she advanced right up to the Fire Maiden's face.
"Either believe, or we'll wipe this place out!"
She was utterly domineering.
The Fire Maiden glanced coldly, clearly not buying into that approach.
Yuluan grew even more irritated; the surging light from her body transformed into a multitude of dragons that violently slammed into the earth.
For a moment, the ground rumbled like thunder, and the surroundings exhibited signs of collapse.
"You can resist with all your strength, and see if you stand a chance against me," Yuluan flaunted her bandit queen's arrogance.
Gravity and puzzlement clouded the Fire Maiden's brows.
She knew full well that the man was more terrifying.
The Fire Maiden pondered, "I..."
Just then, the black flames released by the Seventh Prince merged in—that corrosive, destructive, and intensely murderous firepower made her expression change drastically.
"This power!"
She seemed to recall some distant memory.
She was born here, but it wasn't just personal memories; it was very chaotic.
"Damn it!"
The Fire Maiden flew into a rage, suddenly turned around, and charged out.
As she raged, all the flame power there was converted entirely into black flames that backfired.
Boom!
The two types of flames were like two giants colliding.
This directly backfired on the Three Thousand Alchemists, making them all spit blood and fall to the ground in disarray.
"Something wrong?"
The Seventh Prince was slightly surprised, then coldly said, "Then I'll handle it."
He stepped forward.
In one step, as if traversing the void, he abruptly appeared in the passage at the entrance and exit of the Falling Phoenix Valley.
Such an ability made Ghost King Fulong gulp, hoarsely saying, "What terrifying power. This is definitely the power of the Opening the Sky realm, truly surpassing the level that we Ascending to Heaven realm practitioners can reach. What kind of transformation has the Seventh Prince undergone to become so invincible?"
Suddenly, someone asked, "Can he defeat Zhang Yang yet?"
That one question brought deathly silence to the scene.
Yes, can he defeat Zhang Yang?
Zhang Yang had repeatedly built his current glorious titles—Mighty Battle God and Human Catastrophe—by stepping on the Seventh Prince's past failures.
It was Qiu Yuwan who had asked. After speaking, she sneered, "No one is undefeated forever. This time, it will surely be when the Seventh Prince regains his prestige. I can sense that the Seventh Prince is greatly different, possessing immense dominance and great fortune!"
Her words drew responses and support from the others.
They also rushed towards the Falling Phoenix Valley.
Qiu Yuwan roared, "All alchemists, continue! Zhang Yang is an incredible medicinal source! Refine and kill him, and you will all receive rewards three times greater than previously promised!"
The disheveled alchemists were overjoyed, hurriedly scrambled up again, and resumed alchemy.
Qiu Yuwan and the others also rushed to the entrance and exit of the Falling Phoenix Valley.
They saw the Seventh Prince's majestic figure. It was like a god of demons—no, more like a devil king—with an invisible pressure that surpassed normal, making the void tremble and preventing the great fire surging out from the valley from getting close to him at all, even forcing it back.
Amidst the raging great fire, the Fire Maiden carried endless flames, condensing them into a Fiery Phoenix Luan that strengthened her back, wildly increasing her combat power, and she roared, "I remember now! Your flame power was one of the killers who destroyed my Daybreak Phoenix Luan tribe!"
That force and might horrified Ghost King Fulong, Qiu Yuwan, and the others.
The Seventh Prince muttered to himself, "So Ji Guiwu had intervened to destroy this place back then. Strange, what could attract him to join the battle? Could there be a greater secret hidden within the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins? Too bad when I refined and killed him, I only gained incomplete memories."
As he murmured this, his hand movements didn't slow.
Bang!
He suddenly reached out.
Just like that, he grabbed the powerful and fearsome Fire Maiden's neck.
He gave a cold laugh and exerted force in his hand.
Bang!
The Fire Maiden was crushed and exploded.
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The great fire instantly collapsed along with the Fire Maiden's explosion.
A figure appeared behind it—Zhang Yang.
The exploded flames gathered once more, reforming the Fire Maiden. She howled with savage fury, an angry roar, ready to strike again.
"You are mine," Zhang Yang said lightly.
The Seventh Prince didn't even glance at the Fire Maiden again. His eyes were fixed solely on Zhang Yang. Step by step, he advanced. A terrible, demon-king like might surged forth violently. Its oppressive force caused the surroundings to show signs of shattering, scattering all the flames. It pressured the Fire Maiden, preventing her from getting close at all. This was his current, immense power.
Zhang Yang also walked toward him.
The two enemies, fated by heaven, prepared to battle once more.
This would be their fourth clash!
In the previous three battles, the Seventh Prince had been utterly defeated.
"You," Zhang Yang stated honestly, never one to lie, "finally make me feel threatened again. I hope this time, you don't disappoint me."
The Seventh Prince snorted. That boundless majesty unique to him erupted abruptly.
In that instant, mountains of corpses and seas of blood seemed to surround him.
He transformed into a god of murder.
"Now, I have completed my true metamorphosis."
"At this moment, I am the complete me!"
"I am... invincible!"
"Die!"
He lashed out suddenly.
As he moved, that terrifying oppressive might instantly burst forth. The force pressed against the mountain walls on both sides, causing them to shake violently. If the previous vision had been illusory, this was a true manifestation.
Corpses rained from the heavens.
Skeletons piled like mountains upon the earth.
The void, stained with blood, turned blackish-red.
He was that god of murder, arriving instantly in a swift killing blow.
Strong!
At this moment, the Seventh Prince exhibited a power that far surpassed anything he'd shown before. It was a qualitative metamorphosis, a qualitative elevation.
"Fight!"
Zhang Yang's battle spirit was also ignited to blazing fury. Without conscious effort, his semi-awakened bloodline boiled within him, instantly pushing his combat strength to its peak state.
"The roar like that of Baxiang!"
On the spot, he unleashed the Ultimate Baxiang Power. Surging under the might of his bloodline, it was almost as if a thread of that power originated from Baxiang itself, or perhaps an even more ancient Ancestral Dragon. The oppressive aura around him coalesced into form, overturning the fire, overturning the mountain walls on either side. Vivid and lifelike, an image of Baxiang appeared between heaven and earth.
This was the profound insight Zhang Yang had gained from comprehending the Baxiang Roaring Picture.
A formidable opponent unexpectedly drew from him such a display.
He too seemed to explode at his limits.
In that instant, regardless of who watched, their eyes no longer perceived Zhang Yang and the Seventh Prince.
What they saw was a god of murder striding out of a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood; they saw Baxiang trampling mountains and rivers while roaring at all heavens.
Boom!
Enormous bodies collided ferociously within the passageway of Falling Phoenix Valley.
Without saying anything else, every single person within the valley—including the Fire Maiden, including the black flames, and everyone behind them—was sent flying backward by that terrifying shockwave.
The Fire Maiden shrieked mournfully once more before shattering and breaking apart.
Beyond the valley, the Three Thousand Alchemists, as if suffering a backlash, spat blood in unison and fell over backward.
That dreadful scene persisted for a moment before finally fading.
What remained was the fierce confrontation between Zhang Yang and the Seventh Prince.
The two men exerted force again violently, both sent hurtling backwards by the recoil.
After landing, they slid over thirty meters backward before finally coming to a stop.
It was as if everything had been preordained.
Perfectly identical.
This was an evenly matched contest!
This was also the first time in history that the Seventh Prince had genuinely withstood Zhang Yang’s onslaught.
Both men knelt on one knee, eyes locked onto the other.
Together, they threw their heads back, as if seeking to overturn the heavens themselves. The air high above them was swept clean once more, an endless sea of flames kept at bay by the force of their wills to prevent them from touching each other.
"I haven't even used my true killing move yet, and it’s already a stalemate," A hint of smugness curled at the corner of the Seventh Prince's mouth as blood welled. "So you’re just that powerful after all."
Zhang Yang sneered coldly, "Then bring it."
The Seventh Prince suddenly slammed his palm into the ground, roaring, "All gods heed my call! Assume your positions!"
From beneath the earth, death energy, dark energy, blood energy, and other malignant energies surged forth.
Instantly, beings resembling the reaper of shadows, the Dark Killing God, and bloodthirsty fiend gods simultaneously manifested from the energies.
They streaked through the air like Dao light, crashing into the Seventh Prince’s body.
The Seventh Prince’s power surged violently, growing exponentially.
"This is my supreme killing art!"
Compared to this secret technique, the secret technique he employed in his battle against Zhang Yang before the Mountain River Pill Furnace wasn't even one-tenth as potent.
That technique was taught to him by Ji Guiwu, who had selfishly—severely selfishly—withheld its true essence, imparting only the most superficial aspects.
Now, the Seventh Prince reached his absolute peak, his pinnacle state.
"I am invincible!"
"Die!"
His roar was like an infinite sound of killing, as if launching a dark war. Alone, he resembled a dark army, stirring immense momentum that tore apart the mountain walls on both sides, threatening to sweep away the entire Falling Phoenix Valley.
That destructive power and terrifying scene were not illusions; they were real.
This sight made Ghost King Fulong, Qiu Yuwan, Gu Jianfeng, Yu Yihang, Leng Jiu'ou, and others tremble uncontrollably.
They seemed to see an ancient god of murder truly walking out.
"Such power crushes all enemies within the Ascending to Heaven realm!"
"Truly invincible, within the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, the Seventh Prince undeniably ranks first. Alone, he can crush everything."
"What Mighty Battle God Zhang Yang, what Surging Battle God Ye Kuanglan—all are useless! They're finished!"
"Zhang Yang, you're dead!"
Finally, Qiu Yuwan let out a wild, relieved shout, as after two of the three from Mo City had died, she was genuinely terrified.
However, at the moment she shouted, that unparalleled true manifestation like a dark army abruptly exploded and vanished.
Then, in their eyes, the Seventh Prince, who was deemed the top in the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, transformed into a meteor-like streak, soaring straight into the high sky, and spurting out copious amounts of black blood.
They were so shocked they gaped, looking up at the sky in disbelief, watching the stream of black blood scatter, gazing at their invincible Seventh Prince.
In their fright, they thought it was fake. Some slapped themselves hard, others bit their tongues, and a few glanced toward the entrance of the Falling Phoenix Valley.
The passage to the Falling Phoenix Valley had been utterly destroyed, with both mountains trembling and about to collapse.
Inside, the most terrifying thing was a faint, unwavering Holy Might that seemed sacred and untouchable.
"Holy?"
"There's a holy person hiding there, helping Zhang Yang!"
"Dammit! Zhang Yang is despicable to rely on outside help. He's nothing on his own."
"The Seventh Prince was defeated by his holy, holy, holy..."
They could not continue.
Because Zhang Yang took a step Ascending to Heaven, charging straight into the high sky. He carried a wisp of Holy Might himself and attacked again.
It emanated from his own body.
Quasi-Holy Power, Diamond Dragon Strength!
Although it had not yet fully reached the true holy power level, its might far surpassed the world's top soul power martial arts techniques, Ultimate Baxiang Power, by a large margin.
Naturally, it could not fuse with other soul power martial arts techniques, not even Ultimate Baxiang Power.
It was purely a single Quasi-Holy Power.
What kind of domineering force was that?
This wasn't the Saints' laws that Yaoruoxian referred to; those were her own methods, which relied on power to function.
This was the same.
The power of the Nine Extremes True Essence far exceeded it.
Therefore, its might was even more monstrous.
That single strike blasted the Seventh Prince, who believed he could win, and the outcome also galvanized Zhang Yang.
His fierce battle spirit boiled over, and his half-awakened blood surged, revealing a fragmented celestial court, fueling his desire to kill the Seventh Prince even more strongly.
"I am invincible!"
"Kill!"
He swung his fist and punched again.
It was like releasing a dragon—a Diamond Dragon carrying a faint Holy Might—that tore through the air, intent on devouring the Seventh Prince.
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Seventh Prince was furious!
He was actually beaten to the point of vomiting blood again—was he about to be defeated again?
Unforgivable!
Seventh Prince roared savagely; in the face of the Quasi-Holy Power's blow, he fearlessly unleashed an even more terrifying World-Destroying Secret Technique.
Ten Thousand Weapons Kill!
Weapons refer to arms!
Blades, spears, swords, halberds, axes, hooks, forks, and all kinds of weapons, yet these seemed as if summoned straight from the true Nine Abyss Hell.
In an instant, he transformed into a black halberd three meters long, as thick as a bowl, pitch-black all over like forged black gold; its body was etched with streaks of slaughter lines converging at its tip, unleashing an unstoppable sharpness as it fiercely attacked.
Bang!
The black halberd was indeed infinitely sharp—it actually knocked the Diamond Dragon aside and truly collided with Zhang Yang's heavy fist.
The overbearing force of Quasi-Holy Power also erupted at that very moment, bursting from his fist in dazzling, brilliant radiance, like the Daybreak Sun of the Nine Heavens descending from the sky.
Clang!
This was the sound of metal clashing.
The light blazed brilliantly, exploding in all directions.
The black halberd emitted a buzzing, cracking noise, then suddenly shot away.
In the void, the black halberd transformed back into Seventh Prince; his skin seemed to explode all over, spraying blood, and his bones crackled loudly—cracks running through his entire body.
Zhang Yang clashed through the chaotic light and charged forward again.
He had already gained the upper hand.
This time, he intended to pursue Seventh Prince to the end.
In the sky battle, victory had been decided.
The ground battle had also erupted.
The situation was unexpected too.
Seventh Prince's forces, with an overwhelming numerical advantage, faced Yuluan for the first time—her divine power fully unleashed, battle strength blazing extraordinary, peerless in the world—charging out like a Battle God.
How strong Yuluan was, she likely wasn’t sure herself; she just wanted to fight to prove herself, shedding any lingering inferiority from once serving as Xue Feishuang’s assistant—even her maid.
So she directly unleashed her strongest killing technique.
As soon as she struck, graceful dragon horns on her forehead flashed with light.
Sizzle!
Immediately, two dragon-shaped beams intertwined to slash through the void; Ghost King Fulong, Gu Jianfeng, and others frantically blocked but were still forced back, while the elite fighters behind them were swept away instantly—it became a massacre.
It swept through in one go.
All fifty-plus elite fighters were crushed directly into dust—not a single speck remained.
Needless to say, these fighters were formidable individuals, each of extraordinary combat strength; carefully selected, they were incredibly powerful—in a group attack, victory might not have been certain even with just one or two joining forces casually.
Yuluan had killed him with a single strike.
Immediately after, the Dragon Girl Battle God Yuluan charged in.
Golden Dragon Shield in her left hand.
Radiant Divine Sword in her right hand.
These were both obtained from Mo City and were boundless artifacts with the potential to advance into holy weapons.
She arrived abruptly, slamming Ghost King Fulong away with the shield while thrusting her sword toward Gu Jianfeng.
Gu Jianfeng, as a genius nurtured by Ziyang Sacred Land leading the Purple Flame Guards into battle, possessed formidable strength.
He too was a powerhouse on the sword path.
Therefore, he also struck back fiercely with his sword.
Clang!
Sword met sword.
Simultaneously, Yuluan had just rammed Ghost King Fulong away, meaning this strike wasn't her absolute peak. Yet its might was overwhelmingly terrifying, directly causing Gu Jianfeng's sword to fly uncontrollably from his grip. Suppressed by the Radiant Divine Sword, the blade slashed across his chest.
Thunk!
Gu Jianfeng's own sword bit into Gu Jianfeng's chest.
This was Yuluan's single blow.
Blasting away Ghost King Fulong.
Executing Gu Jianfeng.
Just this act utterly ignited Yuluan's confidence. That last lingering shred of inferiority instantly turned to dust, shattered by her own hand. She snarled wildly, whipping her head to the left.
That was the direction Yu Yihang and Leng Jiuyou were charging from.
Whoosh! Whoosh!
Two draconic beams erupted from her delicate, adorable dragon horns.
Boom! Boom!
Both masters were blasted off their feet simultaneously.
Alongside them flew Qiu Yuwan.
For the Flower Phantom, who had long sworn bitter vengeance, burst forth like a peerless sword light from hell itself. Her Hell Slayer Sword Path carried a trace of bloody hue as it ferociously closed in on Qiu Yuwan.
As the young mistress of Embrace Moon Tower, Qiu Yuwan's strength was immense as well. Having sensed the attack long ago, she struck back savagely, snarling with the intent to counter-kill the Flower Phantom. Yet she was sent flying by the lethal blow.
Both women crossed paths in mid-air.
With absolute speed, Yuluan seemed to transform into a true Chi Dragon King, traversing the void to appear directly before Yu Yihang and Leng Jiu'ou.
The two masters roared furiously, launching desperate attacks.
Yu Yihang thrust his sword, like an ancient divine bird taking flight.
Leng Jiu'ou's blade carried a deep, cold aura, not a single shred of force leaking away, concentrating all power at the sword tip.
Both were immensely proud. They could not tolerate being forcibly pushed back by Yuluan.
Yuluan?
Who?!
If not for Zhang Yang, if not for the Vast Forest, who would know who she was? Yet she had managed to defeat them—utterly humiliating.
Thus, both men launched a ferocious counterattack.
After slaying Gu Jianfeng and repelling Ghost King Fulong, Yuluan underwent a transformation from within. It was a mental sublimation. Having completely erased her self-doubts, she unleashed increasingly formidable power.
She crossed the void like a dragon.
Facing the combined assault of two geniuses, her Radiant Divine Sword struck hard against the Golden Dragon Shield. With one resounding blow, countless dragon-shaped beams of light exploded forth.
Boom! Boom! Boom!
Though unwilling, Yu Yihang and Leng Jiu’ou were overwhelmed by the surging wave of light. The impact shattered their defenses and sent them staggering backward in opposite directions.
Whoosh!
The instant they retreated, Yuluan shot forward, her speed accelerating abruptly. In a flash, she appeared before Leng Jiu’ou.
"My sword can illuminate the Nine Heavens!"
A chilling voice cut through the air as the frosty Radient Divine Sword traced a soul-stirring arc.
Clang!
Channeling the potential of a top assassin from the Black Cloak Pavilion, Leng Jiu’ou managed to intercept the blade’s path. Yet, the force behind it was overwhelming, utterly crushing his own strength. He simply could not withstand it.
Thud!
The sword ground against his own weapon, sparks flying wildly. The impact sent Leng Jiu’ou’s black blade trembling with a mournful whine before the Radiant Divine Sword pierced straight through his throat, emerging from the back of his neck.
Leng Jiu’ou slain in a single strike!
This was complete domination.
In a moment, Yuluan had single-handedly battled four masters—killing two and repelling two.
Thoroughly terrified, Ghost King Fulong and Yu Yihang dared not fight longer. They turned and ran.
True fear had taken hold of them.
It was from this moment that the name Dragon Girl Battle God Yulan began to rise against all odds. She began to shine with her own light beside Zhang Yang, destined also to illuminate the Southern Region—deified in a single battle.
Elated, Yuluan threw her head back and roared into the sky.
The sheer force fractured her surroundings, striking Qiu Yuwan who was still locked in battle beneath Flower Phantom’s onslaught. Qiu Yuwan coughed blood and was thrown back. Without a second’s hesitation, she activated an ancient teleportation array and fled.
Though unable to escape the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, she could still reach other parts of its domain.
Qiu Yuwan had escaped too.
Both women radiated fierce battle spirit, lifting their gaze as one toward the sky-high fight.
The Seventh Prince was in peril!
Already overwhelmed by Zhang Yang, the situation turned critical as a blade sliced through the west—Ye Kuanglan had arrived!
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Ye Kuanglan was informed by Flower Phantom.
When she realized something was wrong, Flower Phantom immediately sent a message using the Qian Kun Spirit Plate.
Ye Kuanglan also arrived as quickly as possible.
As a result, he saw Zhang Yang and others counter-encircling, and at a glance, he spotted the Seventh Prince. The obsession and hatred deep inside him erupted, and completely disregarding everything else, he charged at the Seventh Prince.
The Seventh Prince was suffering.
Zhang Yang's fists were practically invincible, each blow causing him severe injuries and making him vomit blood.
Ye Kuanglan's sword was equally unmatched in sharpness.
"Roar~~"
At the critical moment of life and death, boundless black radiance surged violently from the Seventh Prince's body, rising towards the sky like a tide.
Boom!
The sound of thunder suddenly arose.
Surprisingly, a black speck in the high sky, which was the residual lightning tribulation power from when Zhang Yang first shattered the Ascending to Heaven calamity, integrated into the shield of the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, was actually drawn by the Seventh Prince.
Black lightning struck down like a thunderbolt.
Ignoring the danger of being fiercely killed by Zhang Yang and Ye Kuanglan, the Seventh Prince gave up resisting and suddenly leaped.
Whoosh!
He collided with that black lightning.
Following that, the black lightning flashed and vanished.
The Seventh Prince disappeared!
This scene made Zhang Yang and Ye Kuanglan glance at each other: surprised, shocked, and even more curious.
It was completely unexpected.
Yuluan and Flower Phantom also ascended to the sky to check.
There was not a trace of the Seventh Prince; he had truly disappeared.
"Why?"
Zhang Yang was puzzled.
He had already formed huge associations with Eternal Night, with his heavenly tribulations, and with the Ghostly Divine Platform.
How could the Seventh Prince have such deep connections with it?
Clearly, it was the heavenly tribulation meant to kill him, but it became the Seventh Prince's power, even perfectly utilized by him. Why was that?!
He intensely wondered.
Now, he had an even stronger desire to investigate the Seventh Prince's identity and origins.
The so-called identity as a prince of the Great Xia Empire instead seemed unimportant.
He knew that the Seventh Prince might have escaped back to Phoenix City, but he did not go to Phoenix City.
Phoenix City's own defenses were too strong; he still had no confidence in breaching them at present. Unless he achieved another breakthrough in his realm, there was little hope.
They landed in Falling Phoenix Valley.
Within the valley, the great fires had subsided.
Only the Fire Maiden stood there, her face etched with grief. She was clearly suffering a heavy internal blow.
The hatred of her annihilated clan!
The sole hope, painstakingly cultivated over a millennium, had been seized by the very enemy who had destroyed her clan. And she had even worked for them. It filled her with a regret so deep she felt it was worse than death.
Zhang Yang said, "Remorse and regret are meaningless. It's better to find a way to retrieve the Phoenix Soul and restore the Daybreak Phoenix Luan tribe."
The Fire Maiden had no tears. Gritting her teeth, she said, "You're right. We must kill that fake Mu Lin'er." She looked at Zhang Yang and Ye Kuanglan, and said, "I hope you can help me."
The reason she hadn't addressed Yuluan and the Flower Phantom was because Yuluan had seen the Three Thousand Alchemists fleeing. Driven by her female bandit nature, she had unhesitatingly dragged Flower Phantom off to chase and plunder the alchemists.
"Speak," Zhang Yang said.
The Fire Maiden said, "Once Mu Lin'er completes her rebirth, she truly becomes the Daybreak Phoenix Luan physique. Within these Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, as if favored by heaven itself, she will stand nearly invincible just by existing. Forget killing her; self-preservation alone won't be easy. To stop her rebirth, to strip away her Phoenix Mark, only by finding the Rebirth Fire can we succeed. That way, even if she emerges, she won't be a complete Phoenix Woman and won't easily command everything within the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins. She will only be herself; her power will be solely her own, and she'll find it difficult to borrow large amounts of external force."
Zhang Yang said, "Leave that to me. I have two intelligence experts by my side. If they join forces in searching for the Rebirth Fire, they will definitely find it."
The combined efforts of Yi Ren Zui and Flower Phantom, when it came to intelligence gathering, possessed the sheer might to sweep away all obstacles.
Even Qiu Yuwan would have to step aside.
He had that confidence.
The Fire Maiden then looked at Ye Kuanglan and said, "You, stay. There is one supreme sword style engraved within this mountain valley. Observing your previous movements, it seems you have the potential to master it."
She then glanced towards Yuluan, who was busy plundering the alchemists. "Her bloodline is too potent, not aligned with pure sword path; she is unsuitable for this cultivation."
This seemed like an explanation for Zhang Yang.
Ye Kuanglan saw no reason to refuse either; he too felt the mounting pressure.
In the past, he had truly lacked worthy opponents.
Now, Zhang Yang and the Seventh Prince both put pressure on him.
Furthermore, he had recently learned of a white crane, an unparalleled supreme beast seemingly born for the sword path, and Yaoruoxian; they all made him feel pressured.
He absolutely needed to become stronger.
Therefore, he stayed behind to accept the peerless sword style.
Meanwhile, Flower Phantom went to contact Yi Ren Zui to jointly search for the Rebirth Fire. Simultaneously, Flower Phantom also contacted the other three Phantoms, initiating a comprehensive search for the Phoenix Woman's rebirth site.
Zhang Yang met up with Yuluan, the female bandit who had just plundered the Three Thousand Alchemists.
The two, like an immortal couple, headed directly east.
Having gone through this battle, Zhang Yang felt even more convinced of the overwhelming advantage of holy power martial arts techniques.
It reminded him of Yaoruoxian's Saints' laws.
Despite being merely laws, they possessed a similar, domineering force as the holy power martial arts techniques. The limitation was that Yaoruoxian wasn't Zhang Yang or the Seventh Prince; she lacked the Nine Extremes True Essence, which restricted her power.
Since Zhang Yang understood the crux of the matter, he was naturally spurred to strive harder, to swiftly attain mastery over the holy power martial arts techniques. He aimed to truly overpower all opponents with a definitive, overwhelming advantage.
Thus, he headed towards the terrifying location of the colossal dragon bones he had seen upon finally reaching the summit of the path of the dead saint.
Quasi-Holy Power, just half a step remained.
This wasn’t about comprehension of the path of a saint, nor merely an issue recorded in the holy power manuscripts; it lay with his understanding of dragons.
Diamond Dragon Strength originated from the Diamond Dragon itself. Later, he deduced it into Diamond Dragon Divine Power. Now, evolving into Quasi-Holy Power, it still lacked a deeper understanding of dragons.
This was his profound insight gained during his simultaneous seclusion with Yuluan, where their cultivation complemented each other.
If he could observe a dragon anew, he truly had hope to shed that "Quasi-".
Just imagin the utter invincibility of the complete Diamond Dragon Holy Power?
The thought alone thrilled him.
Thus, he raced ahead at full speed.
Though bad with directions, he knew the general area. With Yuluan leading, finding the way posed no concern.
"Huh?"
Yuluan halted mid-flight, frowning, and retrieved the Langya Divine Jade.
Zhang Yang glanced over, noticing faint divine light shimmering across the jade. Astonishingly, it subtly inhaled, like respiration, drawing trace wisps of the aura Yuluan naturally emanated.
This sharpened Zhang Yang's gaze.
Yi Ren Zui had previously cautioned them through the Flower Phantom to stay vigilant.
Yuluan had been exceptionally careful, yet the Langya Divine Jade had still seized an opportunity.
Never mistake Yuluan's natural aura for ordinary—her chi dragon royal bloodline still held immense latent potential, hinting at power far exceeding mere chi dragon limits. Threads within this aura bore traces of the Chi Dragon King's essence. Collect enough, and it could immensely augment chi dragon bloodlines.
Zhang Yang and Yuluan exchanged a glance. Words were unnecessary. A wordless understanding blossomed into simultaneous smiles.
Hand in hand, they stepped forward abruptly—and vanished.
Moments later, a figure streaked from the distance, landing precisely where they had stood. His hand stretched outwards, gathering lingering threads of the Chi Dragon King's aura into his palm. A savage grin spread across his face. "Truly worthy of the chi dragon royal bloodline. With her essence, I can achieve transcendence."
"Do you still harbor such hopes?"
A cold, quiet voice came from behind him.
He whirled around to find Zhang Yang and Yuluan glaring at him icily.
It was Langya Yu.
Zhang Yang held the Langya Divine Jade. Under Langya Yu’s stare, he clenched his fist casually.
CRACK!
The Langya Divine Jade shattered.
"Ugh!"
Langya Yu spat a mouthful of blood, stumbling back, his once-handsome face twisting into a vicious snarl. "I knew you'd uncover it eventually. No matter. My primary goal was to verify Yuluan's bloodline. Now that I know it's the unprecedented chi dragon royal bloodline—that suffices."
His furious eyes locked onto Yuluan, his voice dripping ice. "Your bloodline belongs to the cursed land of Langya! Either surrender it willingly... or the cursed land of Langya will obliterate you and take it by force!"
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Zhang Yang and Yuluan displayed no sense of being threatened at all. They both gazed at Langya Yu as if looking at a fool.
Despite his handsome appearance, he was utterly an imbecile.
Who in the world didn't know that the Vast Forest of the Southern Region stood opposed to the entire Southern Region itself.
Not to mention adding your cursed land of Langya, mocked as the weakest of the four great forbidden areas. Even if you added three or four more like yours, they would not fear it.
What annoyed them both, however, was the substance of Langya Yu's words.
"What makes the chi dragon royal bloodline belong to your cursed land of Langya? You overthink too much," Zhang Yang said coldly. "She belongs to the Vast Forest, and always will. No one can take that away." His voice turned icy. "Also, use your brain. Don't foolishly overestimate yourself. How dare you, with just your cursed land of Langya, threaten us? Do you believe we could destroy you outright?"
Langya Yu flushed with shame and fury. "Your Vast Forest! You only rely on that one man, Chi Zhenyi." He sneered bitterly. "What else do you have? You stand no chance against us!" His words abruptly halted. A savage glint flashed in his eyes as he looked at Yuluan. His right hand stealthily slipped into his storage bag, closing around something before withdrawing it. "I can tell you the truth!" he sneered finally.
"The truth about the cursed land of Langya!"
"The truth about why Yuluan was cast out and wandered!"
Langya Yu leaned against a boulder, catching his breath. He pulled out some pills and shoved them into his mouth. "Want to know?" he gasped.
Zhang Yang watched him coldly.
"Speak!" Yuluan commanded.
The internal affairs of the cursed land of Langya had always remained a mystery. Even intelligence organizations like Embrace Moon Tower and Moonview Tower possessed only vague and incomplete records.
Langya Yu took a deeper breath and began recounting a history stained in blood.
"The Langya Empire existed for over ten thousand years," he said, a flicker of past grandeur in his eyes. "Once mighty enough to challenge the Ghostly Divine Platform itself. Such glory!" His expression darkened. "Yet, over the last millennium, problems arose constantly. Saints aged and died, or perished in battle by mischance. Still, its final Emperor commanded the might of six or seven Saints!"
"It was his stupidity," Langya Yu spat venomously, "that doomed the entire Langya Empire."
"Though he realized it in the end," his voice took on a bitter edge. "He sacrificed his own life to seal the Langya Imperial Capital in a single moment, transforming it into a cursed land. He paid the price for that final act of power." Langya Yu's lip curled in contempt. "His death! That was his rightful curse."
"After he died, chaos erupted within the Imperial Capital," Langya Yu continued relentlessly. "The royal Saints paid the price in blood for the curse. The oppressed families, of course, seized this chance. They banded together and stormed the palace!"
"Though they managed to butcher several Saints in the chaos," Langya Yu admitted grudgingly, "one royal Saint survived, rallying long enough to strike back. He slaughtered them all! He eradicated every attacking family!"
"He never imagined," a cruel smile twisted Langya Yu's handsome face, "those families possessed ancient roots and deep reserves. Even as they attacked the palace, they had backup plans. They weren't truly annihilated. They used old connections, secretly returned, and rebuilt new families." His voice hardened. "New families sharing the cursed land with the royal survivors."
"By then," Langya Yu stated flatly, "both sides understood. Hatred had to be set aside, if only temporarily, to regain strength and survive. Otherwise, if outsiders sensed their weakness, without enough Saints, they too would face ruin."
"So, after three hundred years of effort," Langya Yu narrated, "Saints rose again. Among the royals... and among those reborn families."
"Ambition," his voice dipped into a cruel whisper, "finally flared again."
"Hatred," the whisper turned venomous, "blinded their eyes."
"Over ten years ago," Langya Yu's tone became brutally matter-of-fact, "internal conflict tore the heart of the cursed land apart. The royal faction was finally extinguished." He paused for effect. "The surviving royal Saint fell in battle. Only a few royals escaped—those with tainted, impure blood. They fled," he uttered the next words viciously, "and later, they were hunted down."
Langya Yu became increasingly savage. "As far as I know," he hissed maliciously, "only one of those survivors from over a decade ago is still living. There are none other. You alone." He glared triumphantly at Yuluan. "Meaning the royal bloodline... is essentially extinct."
He leaned closer, his voice filled with deliberate cruelty. "But I tell you this more—when the royal family fell, not all the royal women were slaughtered." He laughed, the sound devoid of humor. "Oh no. They were preserved. Kept alive. Distributed among the families." His eyes bored into Yuluan. "To be used as broodmares."
"For years," Langya Yu snarled, "they were treated as vessels. Many men visited them every day." Contempt dripped from his every word. "Children were conceived—whatever family sired them—hoping to awaken the chi dragon bloodline." His voice grew harsh and mocking. "Hoping to strengthen those new families! Yet," he sneered, "all those years passed. Not a single child with the pure chi dragon bloodline appeared!" His voice dropped to a whisper filled with dark purpose. "Never mind the royal chi dragon royal bloodline."
His gaze locked onto Yuluan with terrifying intensity. "And then... you appeared." A fanatical light burned in his eyes. "You gave us hope!"
His final words slammed down like an iron gate. "Therefore, you belong ONLY to the cursed land of Langya!"
At this moment, it wasn't just Yuluan who found it unbearable. Even Zhang Yang erupted with a devastating surge of killing intent.
He felt an impulse to devastate the cursed land of Langya.
The people within this forbidden land had lost all humanity.
Langya Yu roared with laughter. "Yuluan! You have only two outcomes. First, have your royal bloodline stripped; second, bear children for our noble families..."
Slap!
Zhang Yang sent him flying with a slap.
Langya Yu's face swelled like a pig’s head. Blood and teeth spurted from his mouth.
"Your woman, she will eventually..." Langya Yu started to speak again, only to be struck by another slap. This one was fiercer, sending him tumbling a dozen times through the air before he crashed to the ground.
Slamming headfirst into the earth, Langya Yu saw darkness cloud his vision as dizziness overwhelmed him.
Zhang Yang stepped forward, planting his foot on Langya Yu’s hand and crushing it.
A piercing shriek of pain tore from Langya Yu as a heavy Beast Bone clattered onto the ground. The bone was densely carved with Forbidden Law Patterns—clearly an ancient teleportation array.
"You thought having that ancient teleportation array hidden in your grasp would let you escape under my nose?" Zhang Yang’s voice was icy cold. "Using these things in front of me demands power. Without it, you don’t even get the chance to activate it."
He pocketed the Beast Bone.
Ancient teleportation arrays were indeed rare treasures within the Vast Forest.
Langya Yu struggled free from the fog of pain and dizziness, his gaze snapping to Zhang Yang in pure terror. He knew this was his end.
Zhang Yang declared, "Sister Yuluan
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