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 Chapter 1281 
 
    Outside the Ice Palace, despite ten days having passed since the blood sacrifice, the sinister and oppressive killing aura still lingered. 
 
    The impact of the massive blood sacrifice, formed by the blood and lives of countless marine creatures, could not be eradicated in a short time. 
 
    As Zhou Yi and his companions habitually flew through the clouds toward this place, they noticed a seven-colored radiance emerging above the Ice Palace. This radiance rippled in circles around the mountain gate, with each wave seemingly causing mystical changes in the space. 
 
    Zhou Yi shook his head slightly. Although he didn't see who was manipulating the divine power of water from the Seven-colored Palace, it was easy to guess that only the Sect Master of the Ice Palace, Bing Xiaotian, possessed the patience and ability to do so. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian was continuously cleansing the exterior of the Ice Palace with divine water power, attempting to clear away the boundless malevolent energy that had gathered. 
 
    However, achieving this was far from easy. Even with the assistance of the divine power of water, it would likely take decades, if not centuries, of effort to restore the area to its original state. 
 
    After all, the number of creatures that had died here last time was simply too enormous. 
 
    Moreover, using water-based divine power to dispel such concentrated malevolent energy might not be effective. 
 
    With a gentle wave of his hand, the clouds that concealed their presence dispersed instantly. 
 
    As Zhou Yi and his companions revealed themselves, the seven-colored radiance suddenly paused, then retracted into the mountain gate of the Ice Palace. Immediately after, a familiar and hearty laugh echoed: "Brother Zhou has returned! Did you manage to deal with those divine beasts?" 
 
    Bing Xiaotian's voice carried a faint hint of sternness and murderous intent. 
 
    The destruction caused by those divine beasts in the Northern Frontier made Bing Xiaotian resent them deeply. Even the sacred ground at the Ice Palace's mountain gate was affected by the aftermath of the blood sacrifice. If possible, he certainly hoped to wipe out these creatures. 
 
    As shadows flickered, three figures flew out from within the mountain gate. They were the three Divine Path powerhouses left to guard the Ice Palace: Bing Xiaotian, Mou Zilong, and Yuan Lixun. 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded slightly toward Bing Xiaotian and said, "Brother Bing, I didn't disappoint you. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian's eyes lit up with surprise. He asked, "Brother Zhou, did you truly slay those three divine beasts?" 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded slightly. With a gentle wave of his wrist, the corpses of the three divine beasts from the Five Elements World flew out and hovered in mid-air. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian let out a long sigh of relief, and his expression relaxed considerably. Although these three divine beasts were not slain by someone from the Ice Palace, Zhou Yi's close relationship with Yuan Lixun meant he was no longer considered an outsider. 
 
    With another flick of his wrist, the bodies of the three divine beasts re-entered the Five Elements World as if they had never appeared. 
 
    Mou Zilong's expression was grave as he asked in a deep voice, "Brother Zhou, what about the two powerhouses in the west and the Divine Dragons?" 
 
    Zhou Yi raised an eyebrow and said, "The two Divine Dragons from the West were both slain, but Leobard and Luke had too many escape methods, so I couldn't capture them." 
 
    He spoke these words calmly, without any hint of boasting, for it was the truth. If possible, he certainly would have preferred to eliminate those two top-tier Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses as well to prevent future troubles. 
 
    However, to the three Divine Path powerhouses on the other side, his words were astonishing. They simultaneously gasped in surprise. 
 
    Counting on their fingers, they realized that as many as seven Divine Path powerhouses had come to the Northern Frontier. Their combined strength would have been more than enough to flatten the entire Ice Palace. Yet Zhou Yi had gone alone and directly slain five of them. The remaining two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses had also fled in panic, not daring to confront him. 
 
    This incredible achievement, if not coming from Zhou Yi himself and without the evidence of the three divine beasts' corpses, would have been unbelievable to Bing Xiaotian and the others. 
 
    "Brother Zhou, well done!" Mou Zilong exclaimed, his face flushing slightly with excitement. 
 
    Although he had shared five hundred years of hardship with the two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses from the West in the Land of Death, conflicts between the Divine Path powerhouses of the East and West had erupted since they left that place. 
 
    Zhou Yi, representing the Eastern world, had fought and defeated the Western Divine Path powerhouse, the Holy Dragon Knight, earning great fame for the East. In retaliation, the Western powerhouses had assembled such a large force of Divine Path powerhouses. If Zhou Yi had not advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, the consequences would have been unimaginable. 
 
    Even Mou Zilong couldn't help but sigh at the thought. 
 
    A Divine Path cultivator who had just advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm possessed such incredible power. 
 
    Defeating two top-tier Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses in succession and slaying five divine beasts—was such an achievement truly possible for someone who had just advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm? 
 
    Although Bing Xiaotian was deeply shocked, he quickly regained his composure as a sect master. He said, "With this battle, Brother Zhou, your name will truly resound throughout the world. Haha... The plaque that Emperor Sakra gifted you might be put to use again." 
 
    Before Zhou Yi and his companions entered the Ice Island, Zhou Yi, who had already mastered the forces of heaven and earth, was undoubtedly the foremost in the world at that time. 
 
    Thus, the Sect Master of the Northwest Tianchi Sect, Emperor Sakra, personally presented him with a plaque inscribed with "First Under Heaven" and had it hung above the gate of the Zhou Family Estate. 
 
    However, after emerging from the Land of Death, not only had the forces of heaven and earth been restored, but many veteran Divine Path powerhouses had also returned from the Land of Death, completely disrupting the balance of top-tier power in the world. 
 
    Although Zhou Yi had also advanced to the Divine Path, he was no longer associated with the title "First Under Heaven." Therefore, upon his return to the Zhou Family Estate, the first thing he did was take down that plaque. However, with the news of Zhou Yi and his companions' battle against the seven Divine Path powerhouses, the likelihood of that plaque being rehung had greatly increased. 
 
    With a bitter smile, Zhou Yi silently shook his head, recalling the earlier performance of the white whale. 
 
    On the Divine Island, its master turned out to be a powerhouse who cultivated both light and darkness. Throughout history, besides himself, the only one known to possess such an incredible constitution was the legendary True Divine Realm powerhouse from the West. 
 
    Recalling the incredible abilities displayed by the Masked Man, Zhou Yi, despite his confidence, did not consider himself truly invincible. 
 
    Mou Zilong sighed softly. During Zhou Yi's duel with Edwin, Bing Xiaotian had not appeared. Although he had heard some information secondhand, he did not personally witness the terror of the Masked Man. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian's eyes flickered, taking in the expressions on Zhou Yi and his companions' faces, and he was secretly astonished. 
 
    "Brother Bing, I saw you using the divine power of water earlier. Were you trying to disperse the malevolent energy here?" Zhou Yi waved his hand, changing the topic. 
 
    This time, it was Bing Xiaotian's turn to sigh helplessly. He nodded with a somber expression. 
 
    The Ice Palace's attack by the blood sacrifice was indeed an unprovoked disaster. Zhou Yi knew this calamity was closely related to him. If not for the intention to separate him from the White Horse Thunder, the two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses from the West wouldn't have taken action, and the blood sacrifice would not have occurred. 
 
    Glancing around, Zhou Yi pondered for a moment and said, "Brother Bing, while the divine power of water is mighty, it is not particularly effective at expelling malevolent energy." He paused, then continued, "If you don't mind, perhaps I can help." 
 
    Bing Xiaotian was naturally overjoyed. He bowed deeply to Zhou Yi and said, "I would be most grateful for your assistance, Brother Zhou." 
 
    Although the Ice Palace had not suffered any substantial damage this time, having a mass of malevolent energy suddenly appear before the mountain gate of any major sect was a significant problem. If this malevolent energy truly lingered for a hundred years, the reputation of the Ice Palace would be utterly ruined. 
 
    He spared no effort in expending the divine power of water, continuously cleansing the malevolent energy, aiming to thoroughly remove anything that could tarnish the sect's reputation and prevent criticism. 
 
    Now that Zhou Yi had volunteered, Bing Xiaotian naturally would not refuse. As for words of gratitude, Bing Xiaotian said nothing; the debt the Ice Palace owed this time was far beyond what could be repaid with a few words. 
 
    At this moment, Bing Xiaotian felt fortunate for having taken Yuan Lixun under his wing and fully nurturing her. Without this connection, it would be unlikely for Zhou Yi to be so dedicated today. 
 
    Mou Zilong frowned slightly and asked softly, "Brother, are you sure you can handle this?" 
 
    Among everyone present, he had the most understanding of Zhou Yi's abilities, so he couldn't help but harbor some doubts. 
 
    Zhou Yi smiled and replied, "Don't worry, Brother Mu. It would have been impossible for me in the past, but after my recent battle with those two Western powerhouses, I've gained some new insights, so it should be no problem." 
 
    Mou Zilong looked at him with a complex expression and slowly nodded, feeling a myriad of emotions in his heart. 
 
    This young brother seemed to gain new insights at any moment. Such talent was truly terrifying, and it was no wonder he had advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm at such a young age. Perhaps, advancing further in the future was not just a fantasy. 
 
    Zhou Yi gestured to his companions behind him and then said, "Brother Bing, during my spellcasting, it may affect the Ice Palace, so please mobilize the divine power of water to seal the mountain gate." 
 
    Bing Xiaotian nodded repeatedly, understanding that expelling such powerful malevolent energy would require extraordinary measures. 
 
    Zhou Yi continued, "Lixun, also bring out the Ice Crystal Mirror, and combine it with Thunder's Thunderbolt Heaven to work alongside the Ice Palace's water-based divine power." 
 
    Yuan Lixun and the others felt a shiver in their hearts. Zhou Yi's cautious instructions gave them a sense of the grave atmosphere. 
 
    With the two divine artifacts, combined with the Ice Palace's own water divine power, this formed an exceptionally strong defense. 
 
    For a moment, even Mou Zilong and Bing Xiaotian were filled with anticipation for the divine abilities Zhou Yi was about to display. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1282 
 
    At Zhou Yi's signal, Treasure Pig, White Horse Thunder, and Brerbo followed Bing Xiaotian and the others into the Ice Palace. 
 
    After receiving Zhou Yi's instructions, Bing Xiaotian dared not show any negligence. He promptly led everyone to the Seven-Colored Palace and personally began to mobilize the water divine power that had accumulated over tens of thousands of years within the Ice Palace. 
 
    The Seven-Colored Palace, even within the Ice Palace, was a forbidden area that ordinary people had no qualifications to enter. However, the Divine Path powerhouses were naturally exceptions, especially since these Divine Path individuals were friends who had come from afar to assist the Ice Palace. 
 
    Upon reaching the center of the Seven-Colored Lake, Bing Xiaotian extended his hand and gently pointed. Instantly, the seven-colored radiance seemed infused with life, beginning to flow and circulate. 
 
    The seven-colored radiance was already extraordinarily beautiful when it remained still. Now that it began to flow, it immediately became a dazzling spectacle, radiant and enchanting. 
 
    However, none of the Divine Path powerhouses paid attention to this surface phenomenon. What they sensed was the immense divine power hidden within this beautiful radiance, a power so vast it seemed capable of destroying the heavens and the earth. 
 
    "Ice Palace disciples, hear my command! The mountain gate is sealed, no one is to enter or leave. Those who disobey... will be executed on the spot." 
 
    The booming voice echoed throughout the Ice Palace. Bing Xiaotian, proving his worth as Sect Master, not only mobilized the water divine power for protection but also commanded everyone to stay within the palace. 
 
    His status within the Ice Palace was supreme, almost like a true deity. Once this order was issued, regardless of whether the disciples understood it, no one dared to disobey in the slightest. 
 
    Moments later, Xu Dongshan hurriedly arrived. 
 
    He had originally been preparing a banquet in the main hall to welcome Zhou Yi, but he never expected that instead of greeting the renowned Divine Path powerhouse, he would be met with a baffling order from the Sect Master. 
 
    However, upon arriving and learning the reason behind the command, he couldn't help but reveal a hint of joy on his face. 
 
    The malevolent energy lingering outside the Ice Palace was a major concern for all the high-ranking members. Unlike Ghost Cry Ridge, the Ice Palace had no need for such energy to enhance the strength of its disciples. 
 
    Now that Zhou Yi was confident in eliminating it, they were naturally overjoyed. 
 
    The news quickly spread among the high-ranking members of the Ice Palace. While everyone was delighted, they were also deeply shocked. This Zhou Yi truly seemed capable of anything... 
 
    Moments later, all the passages leading to the mountain gate were completely sealed. Even the disciples who had been delayed outside hurried back as quickly as possible. 
 
    Thus, there were no longer any living beings outside the mountain gate. 
 
    Under such intense malevolent energy, no small creatures could possibly survive. Even creatures specifically adapted to such environments could not appear here in such a short time. Therefore, the area outside the Ice Palace's mountain gate became a true ghostland devoid of life. 
 
    A continuously flowing, brilliantly colored seven-colored radiance emerged from within the Ice Palace, streaking across the sky before naturally spreading out. 
 
    Like water, the radiant power caused endless ripples and waves in the void, silently enveloping the entire Ice Palace. 
 
    This was the water divine power protection that had safeguarded the Ice Palace for ten thousand years. It was because of this protection that the Ice Palace had been able to stand firm on the continent. Without it, the Ice Palace might have been destroyed by the sacred beast kings of the Northern Sea during the battle of Ice Island thousands of years ago. 
 
    When the water divine power enveloped the Ice Palace in a magical radiance, a gigantic Ice Phoenix suddenly soared into the sky, its massive wings spanning ten Zhang. 
 
    With each beat of its wings, white snowflakes began to dance in the air. 
 
    The temperature within the entire Ice Palace seemed to drop at that moment, and the endless white snowflakes floated outside the palace, merging into the seven-colored radiance. 
 
    The Ice Crystal Mirror had been the Ice Palace's treasured artifact for thousands of years. Now, in the hands of Yuan Lixun, who possessed an extreme cold constitution, its power naturally fused with the seven-colored radiance once it was activated. 
 
    Cheers and praises erupted within the Ice Palace. 
 
    The divine artifact Ice Crystal Mirror and the water divine power were both sources of pride for the Ice Palace. Seeing these two ultimate defenses deployed outside the mountain gate, any true disciple of the Ice Palace would feel genuine excitement and joy. 
 
    However, the defense was not yet complete. 
 
    A small, seemingly insignificant orb compared to the Ice Phoenix slowly rose into the air. 
 
    It hovered there, spinning slowly. 
 
    Despite its unassuming purple-gold appearance, the Ice Phoenix displayed considerable wariness towards this little object. 
 
    The main soul of the Ice Crystal Mirror, the Ice Phoenix, possessed great intelligence. It clearly sensed the terrifying power contained within the divine artifact Thunderbolt Heaven. 
 
    This power was truly capable of destroying the heavens and the earth, an unstoppable force. 
 
    In the next moment, under the control of White Horse Thunder, tendrils of purple lightning resembling serpents were released from Thunderbolt Heaven. 
 
    These purple bolts of lightning were only a few inches long at first, but once they touched the forces of heaven and earth, they rapidly expanded as if they had consumed a potent elixir. 
 
    Under the astonished gaze of the Ice Palace disciples, the purple bolts of lightning, which were initially only a few inches long, transformed into massive serpents several Zhang long, even over ten Zhang in length. 
 
    Each purple serpent exuded a formidable pressure, forming a writhing array of giant serpents that created another protective barrier beneath the water divine power and the Ice Phoenix's strength. 
 
    Although the disciples of the Ice Palace were shocked, they knew that this Divine Path powerhouse, who controlled lightning, was not an enemy. Instead, it was the divine beast that had accompanied Zhou Yi to the Ice Palace previously and had helped them out of a predicament. 
 
    Therefore, they might be surprised and amazed, but there was no panic. 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    Outside the Ice Palace, in the sky, Zhou Yi silently observed his surroundings. Only after seeing the three layers of protection within the Ice Palace did he feel relieved. 
 
    As he had mentioned before, if it were in the past, he would have been helpless against the malevolent energy gathered here. 
 
    After all, this place harbored boundless resentment. Even if he expended his divine power and continuously used the power of light to purify it, it would still take several years at the very least. 
 
    Although this method would be far more effective than Bing Xiaotian and the others using water divine power to cleanse the area, Zhou Yi couldn't afford to waste several years on this task. 
 
    However, during his recent confrontation with Leobard and Luke, Zhou Yi learned an immensely powerful ability. 
 
    This was the most mysterious and profound ability in Western martial arts: Soul Impact. 
 
    This ultimate technique was specifically created to target souls. Its effect was so potent that even Divine Path powerhouses would have no choice but to flee when confronted with it. 
 
    For the malevolent spirits and vengeful ghosts outside the mountain gate, this technique was a perfect solution, easily eliminating them without much effort. 
 
    Of course, only Zhou Yi had the confidence to truly control this technique and limit its attack range to a specific area. 
 
    This was a result of his dual cultivation of light and dark powers. If it were Leobard or Luke, no matter how powerful they were, they couldn't unleash this power while there were still living beings within the Ice Palace. 
 
    Soul Impact was an ultra-tier ability that only a Divine Path powerhouse with innate talents in both light and dark powers could truly master. 
 
    Seeing that the defensive array of the Ice Palace was complete, Zhou Yi took a deep breath and slowly raised his hands. 
 
    The divine power in his dantian surged, flowing into the meridians of his hands, winding upward, and finally converging in his palms. 
 
    In an instant, a strange light appeared in Zhou Yi's palms. This light seemed to be filled with the power of light but quickly dimmed, as if infused with the essence of darkness. 
 
    The fusion of light and darkness created this peculiar yet immensely powerful glow. 
 
    At the moment when the power of light and darkness fused, the souls outside the mountain gate began to boil with agitation. Though they had lost their consciousness, their instincts remained. 
 
    Sensing the combined power of light and darkness, these souls, stripped of wisdom and driven by instinct within the malevolent energy, felt an immense threat. 
 
    This sense of threat far surpassed that of Bing Xiaotian's water divine power, and the closer the spirits were to Zhou Yi, the more agitated they became. 
 
    Quietly sensing the reactions of these souls within the malevolent energy, Zhou Yi sighed inwardly. He wondered how the two Western powerhouses had managed to set up the Hexagram array with such precision. The array had an extraordinary effect, capable of attracting and gathering souls. 
 
    Moreover, once the number of souls reached a terrifying level, it would become a magnetic body with immense energy, drawing even more soulless spirits into its grasp. 
 
    Thus, the malevolent energy grew increasingly stronger rather than dissipating over time. 
 
    Now, outside the Ice Palace, a large-scale malevolent land had formed. 
 
    The wind howled, and ghostly auras lingered. 
 
    Although the spirits within the malevolent energy had no consciousness, they instinctively understood what was truly terrifying. They surged and roiled within the malevolent energy, as if trying to scare this fearsome individual away. 
 
    However, Zhou Yi felt nothing. 
 
    Though the malevolent energy here was dense, it paled in comparison to a place like Ghost Cry Ridge. 
 
    Zhou Yi had remained unafraid in Ghost Cry Ridge, so he certainly wouldn't be intimidated by these spirits now. 
 
    With a light hum, he finally pushed his hands forward, and an unseen, intangible force poured out from his palms. 
 
    In the next moment, within the malevolent energy, a series of piercing howls, akin to ghostly wails and wolfish cries, resounded. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1283 
 
    A burst of powerful, chilling aura erupted from beyond the gates of the Ice Palace. At that moment, it seemed to transform into the most ferocious evil spirits in the world, seeking vengeance against their most hated enemies. 
 
    In Zhou Yi's view, countless rolling ghostly auras began to condense and transform; the endless wailing of the ghosts was piercingly painful like sharp needles. 
 
    If an ordinary human were here, they would likely have been scared to death on the spot. 
 
    But Zhou Yi merely furrowed his brows slightly, his hand remained steady and forceful as he pushed forward. 
 
    In an instant, a surge of overwhelming soul impact burst forth from the Fusion of Light and Darkness at Zhou Yi's hand, following the boundless malevolent energy and striking fiercely at the powerful and vicious soul energies within. 
 
    The soul power here was immense, though not as powerful as the soul of the Beast God of the Totem Clan, it far exceeded the combined strength of several divine beast souls. 
 
    This was because these energies were condensed from the souls of countless marine creatures. 
 
    Even the Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses, Leobard and Luke, who cast the spell, probably had no idea how many lives were sacrificed in that blood ritual. 
 
    These oceanic monsters were unwilling to rest in death. Their souls, separated from their bodies, were confined and fused by the Hexagram Array, ultimately transforming into their current form. 
 
    Although the power of these fierce souls was scattered by the White Horse Thunder, it was merely dispersed, not destroyed. 
 
    Faced with such a massive congregation of fierce souls, even the Thunderbolt Heaven, with its powerful suppression against malevolent energy, couldn't completely annihilate them. 
 
    Thus, they continued to besiege the mountain gate of the Ice Palace, causing great distress to those inside. 
 
    However, when Zhou Yi's soul attack manifested, all the spirits seemed to have encountered their nemesis, losing all their tumultuous energy. 
 
    The formless, colorless waves of power surged forth, and any soul that obstructed this power emitted a final sharp energy fluctuation before exploding, transforming into the purest energy, gradually dissipating into the heavens and earth. 
 
    The countless ghostly winds seemed to be greatly stimulated, starting to boil at an accelerated pace. 
 
    Though numerous, these spirits were inexplicably interconnected. This very connection made them feel as though their end had arrived. 
 
    The power possessed by this human before them could easily annihilate all the fierce souls. 
 
    Although they had lost their consciousness, they still had an instinctive fear. They could feel that this person had something inherently terrifying to them, so they dared not launch a desperate attack against him. 
 
    This was akin to how certain animals in nature, when confronted with a natural predator, would rather flee than gather to attack, despite their numbers. 
 
    If such a vast soul power could reunite, even Zhou Yi couldn't claim to easily resolve it. But before Zhou Yi, who possessed the power of Fusion of Light and Darkness, this possibility was almost nonexistent. 
 
    These souls wanted to flee far away. However, they couldn't escape this blood-stained land. 
 
    On this piece of land, there was a curse that eternally bound them. 
 
    Unless they were completely annihilated, the effect of this curse would persist forever. 
 
    Thus, they began their silent wails in their own way, with the amplitude of energy fluctuations constantly increasing. This was the final cry of the fierce souls, and the ghostly howls caused by the roaring wind grew stronger. 
 
    At first, it sounded as if countless wronged spirits were weeping and pleading, causing an eerie chill to creep into one's heart while also evoking an inexplicable sense of sympathy. 
 
    This feeling was quite strange. When facing the malevolent energy formed by the aggregation of countless vicious soul powers, he still felt sympathy for them. 
 
    If Zhou Yi were to express this feeling, there would probably be fewer people who believed him than he could count on one hand. 
 
    Yet, this feeling was undeniably real. 
 
    As he listened to these endless howls, Zhou Yi seemed to sense the despair they were trying to convey. 
 
    This was a cry that could penetrate directly into one's heart, with no obstacle able to block this final scream of life. 
 
    After gaining the power of soul attacks, Zhou Yi naturally acquired the ability to sense souls. Though he had never intentionally studied or trained, the moment he succeeded in the Fusion of Light and Darkness, it was destined that Zhou Yi would possess this power. 
 
    In his mind, countless fragmented and chaotic memories from these souls flashed continuously. 
 
    An overwhelming army of ocean monsters broke through the ice, surging toward the Ice Palace with an unstoppable momentum like giant ocean waves. 
 
    Along the way, although lacking food and water, most of these creatures reached the foot of the Ice Palace thanks to their resilient bodies. 
 
    However, this marked the beginning of their most tragic fate. 
 
    Under the power of the Divine Path powerhouses, countless sea monsters fell into madness, slaughtering each other. The boundless blood dyed the ground red, and desolate white bones piled up on this land that once shimmered with green. 
 
    When they finally killed each other to the last moment, even their soul powers could not dissipate but were instead confined and controlled by the Hexagram Array. 
 
    Within these countless souls, there was an abundance of hatred and venom. 
 
    Such strong emotional expressions, in this environment, could easily overwhelm a human with insufficient willpower, turning them into a demon who knows nothing but slaughter. 
 
    Zhou Yi sighed deeply. The consequences of the blood sacrifice were horrifying, far worse than the ancient texts described. 
 
    Facing this endless sea of souls, Zhou Yi suddenly realized that his soul attacks could no longer continue. 
 
    They did not want to become part of the legion of spirits; rather, they were forced onto a path with no other choice. 
 
    Indiscriminately shattering them all would be tantamount to personally killing such a vast number of beings. 
 
    Even if he could steel himself to do so, his heart would likely suffer and become twisted as a result. 
 
    The will and resolve of a Divine Path powerhouse, no matter how strong, always have a limit. 
 
    Exceed this limit, and even the strongest spirit would crack. These invisible, undetectable cracks in one's spirit could have fatal consequences on Zhou Yi's future martial cultivation. 
 
    He furrowed his brows slightly, and after a long while, a gleam flashed in his eyes, gradually brightening. 
 
    Since his true intention was not to simply shatter these souls, he decided to use the purifying power of light to smooth out their resentment. 
 
    In his heart, he called upon Treasure Pig and White Horse Thunder, instructing them to notify the other Divine Path powerhouses. For to accomplish this wish, it would likely take more than just a short time. 
 
    After wandering around outside the Ice Palace, Zhou Yi found a spot and sat down cross-legged. 
 
    This place happened to be where Leobard and Delaite once hid to control the entire Hexagram Array. 
 
    This was the control center of the entire array, where the number of wronged souls was greatest and their power the strongest. If he could calm the souls here, he was confident he could resolve all the issues. 
 
    If even the vengeful souls here could not be smoothly resolved, he might as well stop trying, pat himself on the back, and leave, letting Bing Xiaotian slowly cleanse the area with his water-based divine power over the next century. 
 
    His hands slowly came together, forming a rather peculiar hand seal. 
 
    This hand seal was something Zhou Yi had comprehended after his battle with the two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses from the West. 
 
    Previously, all of Zhou Yi's hand seal techniques had origins, either derived from the Five Elements Scriptures or insights from the tortoise shell runes. But this hand seal was now entirely his own comprehension. 
 
    Within this hand seal, it encompassed his insights into the small world of the Five Elements runes, his understanding of the domain of the Fusion of Light and Darkness, as well as his comprehension of the three-element domains and soul attacks. 
 
    This was truly, and entirely, his own martial technique. 
 
    A day ago, when he and Leobard were confronting each other with their domain powers, Zhou Yi had used the method of rune hand seals, attempting to unify the power of himself, White Horse Thunder, and the three divine artifacts. 
 
    Although he didn't completely succeed in the end, the process allowed him to see a glimmer of hope and capture a spark of inspiration. 
 
    He realized he could unify different attributes within his domain, harnessing the powers of various divine beasts and artifacts. 
 
    Then, could he also unify the powers he possessed within himself? 
 
    Once he unified his own powers into a single cohesive force, what kind of terrifying power could he unleash? 
 
    At this moment, in this place, Zhou Yi aimed to purify these countless souls, and it was the perfect opportunity to validate his idea. 
 
    His hands moved through the intricate motions of the hand seal, while his heart settled into complete tranquility. 
 
    He believed that no one would disturb him at this critical moment. 
 
    He opened his mind, recalling every encounter and martial technique he had learned since beginning his martial arts journey. During this process, his hands continuously made the most subtle adjustments. 
 
    No one could discern anything from the mere hand seal techniques, for the true secret lay in the circulation of True Qi. 
 
    True Qi surged through Zhou Yi's body, and his entire being was immersed in the process. 
 
    This session of cultivation was not initially in his plans. 
 
    However, it turned out to be a crucial cultivation. 
 
    It was a summary of everything he had learned and a necessary step for advancing to a higher level. 
 
    One hour, two hours... 
 
    One day, two days... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1284 
 
    The Ice Palace's mountain gate had been closed for an entire month. 
 
    During this month, none of the disciples of the Ice Palace were allowed to leave, nor could they even speak loudly. However, no one was dissatisfied, for they all knew what was happening outside. 
 
    The Divine Path powerhouse, Zhou Yi, was casting spells to expel the malevolent energy that had sealed the outer mountain gate. 
 
    The Sect Master had already stated that if they relied solely on the Ice Palace's own power, continuously using water-based divine power to cleanse the gate, it would take hundreds of years to completely expel the malevolent energy shrouding the outer mountain gate. 
 
    Hundreds of years… 
 
    For Divine Path powerhouses, perhaps this was not unacceptable, but for the vast majority of ordinary people within the Ice Palace Sect, it was an unbearably long time, an eternity they could never wait out. 
 
    If the malevolent energy at the outer mountain gate could not be expelled, then those above the Innate Realm could still enter and exit freely, but ordinary martial practitioners or those unable to cultivate would face a fate of imprisonment. 
 
    Unless a Five Qi Great Venerable or a stronger warrior carried them in and out, they could not hope to pass through safely. 
 
    However, a Five Qi Great Venerable held a lofty status and spent little time cultivating themselves; how could they be willing to do such menial work? 
 
    Therefore, all the disciples within the Ice Palace waited quietly, fearing that their actions might cause Zhou Yi to fail. 
 
    After all, no one wanted to taste the bitterness of eternal imprisonment. 
 
    While ordinary people worried about their own interests, within the Seven-Colored Palace, Bing Xiaotian had much more on his mind. 
 
    He didn't know that Zhou Yi was taking this opportunity to cultivate and merely thought Zhou Yi was expelling the malevolent energy and fierce souls around the Ice Palace. 
 
    Though he knew that Zhou Yi possessed a wide array of abilities, possibly including methods to counter these malevolent energies and evil spirits, Bing Xiaotian also understood that expelling such a vast amount of malevolent energy was far from an easy task. 
 
    If Zhou Yi could complete the task within a year or two, it would already be considered extremely fast. 
 
    However, in doing so, Zhou Yi's kindness to the Ice Palace would be immeasurable, and Bing Xiaotian had no idea how they would ever repay such a debt of gratitude. 
 
    Although there was only a slight hint of worry on his face, Mou Zilong and the others noticed it. 
 
    The seasoned Divine Path powerhouse laughed heartily and said, "Brother Bing, you needn't worry. Brother Zhou never undertakes anything he isn't confident about. Since he has promised to help you expel the malevolent energy, he will surely succeed." 
 
    Mou Zilong held an almost superstitious faith in Zhou Yi. 
 
    In his thousand-plus years of life, it was the first time he had seen such a prodigy. Zhou Yi's repeated miraculous performances convinced him that there was probably nothing in this world that Zhou Yi couldn't achieve. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian forced a bitter smile and said, "Brother Mou, you misunderstand. I am not worried about whether Brother Zhou can expel these malevolent energies." 
 
    As soon as he spoke, the other Divine Path powerhouses present turned their gazes towards him. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian shook his head and sighed lightly, "Brother Zhou, upon learning of our sect's troubles, immediately set aside everything to come to our aid. Not only did he avenge us, but now he is also expelling the malevolent energy for the Ice Palace. This favor will be hard to repay." 
 
    If Zhou Yi's martial arts prowess were not so formidable, the Ice Palace might still have a chance to repay his kindness. However, with his current strength of battling five divine beasts and driving away two Western Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses, Bing Xiaotian could not think of anything within the Ice Palace that would be valuable enough to catch his eye. 
 
    Mou Zilong chuckled quietly, knowing well that this was not something he could easily comment on. 
 
    The Treasure Pig tilted its small head and blinked a few times. It exchanged a glance with the White Horse Thunder, and a faint smile appeared in the eyes of both divine beasts. 
 
    This time, the massive sea monsters had landed from the Northern Sea, and if one were to trace the root cause, it would ultimately be attributed to Zhou Yi. 
 
    Had it not been for the numerous Western powerhouses attempting to take Zhou Yi's life, the Northern Sea seal divine beast would never have dared to come ashore and provoke them. 
 
    Though they understood this reasoning, the divine beasts knew better than to spread it around. 
 
    Yuan Lixun smiled slightly and said, "Sect Master, you are overthinking this." 
 
    Bing Xiaotian waved his hand gently and said, "Lixun, I know that it's because of your connection that Brother Zhou is so generous in helping us, but this favor cannot fall on your shoulders alone." 
 
    A faint blush spread across Yuan Lixun's cheeks, like a light layer of rouge, making her appear even more charming. 
 
    "Sect Master, you've misunderstood me," she said, her gaze shifting northward. "Do you remember what the white whale said? They came to retaliate against humans because we slaughtered a large number of sacred beast kings in the Northern Sea." Her eyes narrowed, and her expression turned solemn. "When we ventured deep into the Northern Sea in search of Ice Island, it wasn't just our Ice Palace but all the pinnacle Human Path powerhouses of the time. Therefore, this sin shouldn't be borne by our Ice Palace alone." 
 
    Mou Zilong's aged face couldn't help but flush slightly, but as a millennium-old monster, his ability to control his expressions had reached its peak. Even the other Divine Path powerhouses did not notice any change. 
 
    With a light cough, Mou Zilong said, "What Sister-in-law said is true. Since these divine beasts came for revenge, the burden should not fall on Ice Island alone. It should be borne by all the Divine Path powerhouses in the world." 
 
    His statement was even more thorough than Yuan Lixun's, implicating all Divine Path powerhouses worldwide. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian was stunned for a moment before finally laughing silently. Although he knew that the purpose of the sea monsters' attack was far more complex, he had no choice but to agree with this reasoning at this point. 
 
    After pondering for a moment, Bing Xiaotian suddenly said, "Lixun, I've heard that Brother Zhou has been appointed as the next Sect Master of the Tianchi Sect?" 
 
    "Yes, as long as Yi achieves even greater success in martial arts in the future, he will become the Sect Master of Tianchi," Yuan Lixun's face flashed with a hint of pride. She shared in the joy of Zhou Yi's accomplishments. 
 
    The muscles on Bing Xiaotian's face twitched slightly, and his expression turned quite peculiar. 
 
    "Brother Zhou has already successfully stepped into the Pseudo-Divine Realm, and he still isn't satisfied?" 
 
    Seeing his expression, the other people's reactions were no better. 
 
    Even the Treasure Pig and the White Horse Thunder showed similar reactions. 
 
    With Zhou Yi's current strength, able to contend with two Western Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses, even Liu Mu from the Tianchi Sect would struggle to rival him. 
 
    If such martial prowess is not enough to satisfy him, then Zhou Yi's ambitions must be vast, seemingly aiming for the legendary True Divine Realm. 
 
    Though everyone had an inkling of this after learning of Zhou Yi's age and rapid advancement, no one had dared to voice it. 
 
    After all, in the past ten thousand years, despite the East and West continents producing countless talents and geniuses, no one had ever successfully advanced to that mythical realm. 
 
    Even Zhou Yi himself had never mentioned this ultimate goal to anyone. 
 
    However, today, from Zhou Yi's attitude towards the sect's inheritance, everyone present had glimpsed his true intentions. 
 
    With a long sigh, Bing Xiaotian said, "Brother Zhou, though devoted to martial arts, understands the importance of Tianchi's legacy. If I am not mistaken, once Brother Zhou returns and announces the results of this battle, Emperor Sakra and the others will surely insist that he takes over as Sect Master of Tianchi." 
 
    There was undisguised envy in his tone. Such a disciple would be the dream of any sect. The Tianchi Sect's luck was truly extraordinary. 
 
    Mou Zilong hesitated, then shook his head and said, "Emperor Sakra is still young. Serving a few more years as Sect Master of Tianchi is not a problem. On the other hand, Brother Zhou has a bright future ahead of him and should not abandon his goals for the sake of a sect leader position." 
 
    Bing Xiaotian and the others understood this truth. The Tianchi sect in the northwest was one of the most prestigious sects . Becoming the Sect Master of such a sect was the lifelong aspiration of many. 
 
    However, for Zhou Yi now, the position of Sect Master might not only fail to provide any assistance but could also greatly restrain him. 
 
    It would be like a bird with shackles, unable to spread its wings and soar. 
 
    What Zhou Yi pursued was no longer the power in his hands but the supreme and ultimate pinnacle of martial arts that existed only in legends. 
 
    In the span of ten thousand years, there have been countless sects like the Tianchi sect. Some thrived, some declined, and some rose to prominence. 
 
    Over the years, what truly lingered in the hearts of all cultivators was not the glory of these sects or their successive Sect Masters. 
 
    What genuinely remained etched in the minds of countless people were just two figures. 
 
    The Light-Dark Holy Son of the West and the Five Elements Ancestor of the East. 
 
    These two powerhouses who had reached the True Divine Realm were the ones whose reputations were truly immortal. 
 
    That was why Mou Zilong could assert so firmly that the position of Sect Master of the Tianchi sect was no longer suitable for Zhou Yi at this moment. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian nodded slightly, but he knew that even if Liu Mu and Emperor Sakra of the Tianchi Sect understood this, they would not let Zhou Yi go. 
 
    Similarly, if he were in their position, he would make the same choice. 
 
    For them, the inheritance and prosperity of the sect were of utmost importance. 
 
    He looked deeply at Yuan Lixun, who was lost in thought, and finally made a decision. 
 
    However, before he could speak, he suddenly sensed a powerful aura emanating from outside the mountain gate. 
 
    His expression changed, and he inwardly exclaimed, "Not good!" He waved his hands continuously, causing the seven-colored radiance in the Seven-Colored Palace to surge and thicken. 
 
    Yuan Lixun and the White Horse Thunder sensed it almost simultaneously. 
 
    The Ice Phoenix and Thunderbolt Heaven, suspended in mid-air, moved at once, and layers of formidable barriers instantly enveloped the entire mountain gate, making it impregnable. 
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    Outside the Ice Palace, Zhou Yi sat at one point of the Hexagram array, his eyes were half-closed, as if he had fallen into a deep meditation. 
 
    At first glance, Zhou Yi appeared to be in a deep slumber, his body as still as a wooden statue, without the slightest movement. However, his hands moved with an extremely slow, almost imperceptible, motion. 
 
    For the past month, he had devoted all his mind and spirit to integrating his martial arts techniques. The martial path he practiced was a mix of various disciplines, with the most formidable Eastern and Western absolute arts, the Five Elements Grand Domain and the Fusion of Light and Darkness, being indispensable. Other techniques, no matter how powerful, could only serve as auxiliaries and could not replace the foundational status of these two arts. 
 
    This was not due to a blind belief in the status of these techniques among practitioners, but because he had a tangible sense of their potential. 
 
    Both the Five Elements Grand Domain and the Fusion of Light and Darkness seemed to possess the potential to further advance, forming a small world unique to themselves. 
 
    If he could achieve this, perhaps he could make progress beyond the limits of martial arts. 
 
    The sonic power of the Treasure Pig and the lightning power of the White Horse Thunder, although seemingly not inferior in potency, lacked the same developmental potential as the aforementioned techniques. 
 
    The Way of the Five Elements involves mutual generation and restraint, complementing each other. 
 
    The Fusion of Light and Darkness encompasses life and death, the cycle of reincarnation. 
 
    Within these two top-tier powers, not only was there incredible might, but also the potential to nurture infinite vitality. 
 
    This was something that other power systems could not easily achieve. 
 
    Thus, Zhou Yi had a premonition. When the Treasure Pig and the White Horse Thunder pushed their powers to the fullest, they could dominate with their sonic and lightning forces, even capable of defeating ordinary Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses. 
 
    However, their ultimate achievements would end there, for these two powers, representing destruction, no matter how strong, could never give birth to new life forces. 
 
    Pure destructive power alone cannot create a world wholly belonging to oneself. 
 
    Just like the Land of Death they had once visited, those places had been utterly annihilated by countless deathly creatures. That world had begun to decline and perish, devoid of any vitality. 
 
    Therefore, over the past month, Zhou Yi meticulously refined the powers he commanded. During this process, he continuously made subtle adjustments to the formidable forces within his dantian. Each slight change in his hand seals caused violent surges within his dantian and meridians. 
 
    Gradually, through continuous integration, all these powers began to merge, forming a unique power system solely belonging to him. 
 
    At this moment, the miraculous potential of Zhou Yi's dantian finally began to manifest its true capabilities. 
 
    After a month, Zhou Yi finally succeeded in fusing all the power attributes within his dantian. Yet, what gave him a slight headache was that the three artifacts, each with their own primary souls, had not merged into this grand family. 
 
    Although these artifacts still resided within his dantian, they gave Zhou Yi a peculiar sense of detachment, as if they were mere observers. If not for the uninterrupted and undiminished connection between him and the three artifacts, Zhou Yi might have suspected that they had slipped from his control. 
 
    At the moment Zhou Yi finally succeeded, his hand seals also completed smoothly. This was a unique set of hand seals that belonged exclusively to him. In this world, no one else could completely replicate them. 
 
    Zhou Yi had this confidence; even if the two legendary True Divine Realm powerhouses of the past were to be resurrected, they could only gain some inspiration from his hand seal techniques but would never be able to fully master them. 
 
    This set of hand seal techniques consisted of only three forms: the Five Elements Seal, the Light-Dark Seal, and the Small World Seal. 
 
    The so-called Five Elements Seal, as the name implies, was a hand seal technique refined from the rune techniques within the ancient turtle shell, combined with the Five Elements Grand Reincarnation Flower techniques he had studied in the past. 
 
    The Light and Darkness Seal was even simpler, created by merging the forces of light and darkness. However, the current Light and Darkness Seal now included a soul attack capability. 
 
    As for the third seal, the Small World Seal, it was Zhou Yi's greatest achievement during this period. This hand seal technique preliminarily integrated all the attribute powers within his dantian. Every slight change in the hand seal was closely connected to the powers within his dantian. 
 
    However, Zhou Yi was not entirely satisfied with the Small World Seal,. Given his current martial arts cultivation and experience, reaching this step was already his limit. Further perfecting this hand seal seemed almost impossible. 
 
    Perhaps in the future, when his knowledge broadens and his experience accumulates further, he might be able to perfect the Small World Seal, transforming it into the Grand World Seal. 
 
    After a month of intense contemplation and summarizing his martial arts experience, Zhou Yi had also developed his unique solution for the malevolent energy in this place. 
 
    Opening his eyes, his hands moved slowly. 
 
    The Light-Dark Seal, one of the three major seals, was instantly formed. Compared to the initial crude Fusion of Light and Darkness, the hand seal now allowed the forces of light and darkness to merge almost perfectly. 
 
    Achieving such a fusion of two fundamentally different, even opposing, forces to this extent was something Zhou Yi could only do after his battle with Leobard and Luke. 
 
    The two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses, when fighting with all their might, had managed to form the legendary Light-Dark Grand Domain, which could contend with the Five Elements Grand Domain. 
 
    Experiencing the power of the Light-Dark Grand Domain enabled Zhou Yi to truly merge the forces of light and darkness. 
 
    At this moment, the fused energies slowly spread around Zhou Yi. In just a few moments, a miniature version of the Light-Dark Grand Domain formed around him. 
 
    This was not the Light-Dark Grand Domain formed by two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses working together but was entirely Zhou Yi's own Light-Dark Domain. 
 
    As soon as the Light and Darkness Seal was formed, the domain naturally came into being. 
 
    Within the domain, powerful forces capable of directly impacting the soul began to permeate. 
 
    However, these forces differed greatly from the soul attacks executed by the two Western Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses. 
 
    Within this power, the deadly destructive energy was absent, replaced by an abundant vitality. 
 
    As this power took shape, it naturally exuded a strong suction force, causing countless streams of malevolent energy to surge madly into the domain. 
 
    As if sensing the impending doom, innumerable fierce souls frantically released their aura, struggling futilely in their final moments. 
 
    However, within the domain, a light emerged. 
 
    This was a warm light, full of life force. It combined the pinnacle powers of purification and growth. In the Fusion of Light and Darkness, to unleash the power of light to this extent was truly unimaginable. 
 
    As soon as the numerous fierce souls and malevolent energy touched this ray of light, they were immediately purified by its power. However, this purification was unique; it did not simply obliterate these soul energies but gradually soothed their violent emotions. 
 
    It acted like a filter, cleansing all the impurities from the soul energies, leaving only the purest essence behind. 
 
    Zhou Yi watched with serene eyes, quietly observing the scene before him. 
 
    In front of him, the endless streams of malevolent energy and fierce souls were continuously drawn into the Light-Dark Domain, purified by the radiant light above his hand seals. 
 
    Afterward, the purified soul power, now as pure as the clearest spring water, began to accumulate once again. 
 
    These soul energies, having lost their malevolent aura, transformed into the most fundamental forces of this world. 
 
    However, Zhou Yi did not abandon these purified soul powers. Although he had yet to discern their ultimate use, he sensed they held significant importance for him. 
 
    With a thought, the Xuan Turtle Shell appeared above his head. The purified soul energies gently rose along Zhou Yi's hand seals, merging into a patch of darkness, and then obediently entered the Xuan Turtle Shell after passing through the dark domain. 
 
    The top of the shell immediately lit up, revealing numerous mysterious runes within. These runes each had unique functions, capable of sealing even soul power. 
 
    At this moment, the soul powers of the five divine beasts were sealed within, and Zhou Yi's current task was to seal more of the purified soul power. 
 
    It was akin to the Beast God Sanctuary of the Totem Clan, where the soul powers were continuously accumulated, eventually forming an unimaginably colossal entity. 
 
    The Totem Clan used soul stones capable of containing soul powers, while Zhou Yi used the rune power within the Xuan Turtle Shell to gather the souls. Though different, the effects were remarkably similar. 
 
    Initially, this process was slow, but as Zhou Yi's movements became more adept, it accelerated at a geometric rate. 
 
    Gradually, the malevolent energy in the entire area was greatly affected, becoming more chaotic and violent. 
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    The surge of power caused a chain reaction in an instant, rapidly spreading from the point where Zhou Yi sat cross-legged to the entire outer gate of the mountain. 
 
    Within the mountain gate, Bing Xiaotian and other Divine Path powerhouses almost simultaneously sensed the change occurring. They naturally did not know that Zhou Yi was performing an immense divine power, using a newly created hand seal technique to dissolve the vast resentment and malevolent energy here. 
 
    In their minds, even though Zhou Yi possessed unparalleled abilities, attempting to dispel and expel such a large area filled with such intense malevolent energy was definitely not an easy task. Even if he succeeded, it would inevitably cause a great commotion and could not possibly be resolved silently. 
 
    Now, outside the mountain gate, the malevolent energy surged, and fierce intent filled the air. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian and the others instinctively knew without verification that Zhou Yi had finally begun to expel the fierce energy besieging the Ice Palace gate. 
 
    Only such a grand spectacle could align with their expectations. 
 
    However, the commotion outside the gate was indeed too significant, prompting Bing Xiaotian and the others to give their all, not daring to slacken even a bit. 
 
    Unexpectedly, despite their cautious preparations, they suddenly noticed that although the malevolent energy outside was churning incessantly, it seemed to be restrained by some force, showing no signs of spreading, let alone attacking the Ice Palace's mountain gate. 
 
    Three powerful defensive nets surrounded the entire mountain gate, but they were entirely unnecessary. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian and the others couldn't help but look at each other in confusion, wondering how Zhou Yi managed to achieve such an extraordinary feat. 
 
    The Treasure Pig and White Horse Thunder blinked their eyes, their thoughts connected with Zhou Yi. Moments later, the expressions of the two divine beasts noticeably relaxed. 
 
    While Zhou Yi focused entirely on refining his martial techniques, the two divine beasts, attuned to his intentions, severed their mental connection with him,allowing him to focus entirely on the condensing and training of the three major hand seal techniques. 
 
    However, since Zhou Yi began to dispel the resentment here, the divine beasts were naturally not to be outdone. Yet, upon reestablishing their connection, what they learned filled them with immense excitement and joy. 
 
    As powerful divine beasts, they had not practiced human martial techniques but were well aware of the difference between dispersed strength and unified power. 
 
    No matter how strong scattered forces are, they can never match a well-disciplined army. 
 
    From now on, Zhou Yi’s martial arts cultivation would surely advance to a new level. Even compared to Ao Minxing, reputed to be the foremost Divine Path powerhouse among humans, Zhou Yi might not be far behind. 
 
    Seeing the expressions of the two divine beasts, Bing Xiaotian and the others felt an inexplicable sense of relief. 
 
    Unconsciously, Zhou Yi had garnered a reputation and strength capable of influencing other Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    In the Pseudo-Divine Realm, perhaps only Ao Minxing could be his equal. 
 
    Regarding everything happening within the mountain gate, Zhou Yi remained indifferent. Even when sensing the thoughts of the Treasure Pig and White Horse Thunder, he did not pay much attention, merely opening his mind completely to let the two divine beasts perceive his decisions and the environment he was in. 
 
    At this moment, a vast amount of malevolent energy, carrying countless fierce souls, surged in. 
 
    Fortunately, Zhou Yi's body was incredibly robust, possessing the super strength of the Pseudo-Divine Realm; otherwise, he would not have been able to withstand such a vast influx of ghostly energy. 
 
    However, with sufficient strength, the purification speed also reached an incredible level. 
 
    A vast amount of pure soul power, after being baptized by the dense darkness, quietly and peacefully entered the runic seals within the Xuan Turtle Shell. These souls, though originating from different sea monsters, harmonized perfectly at this moment, without causing any disturbances. 
 
    This situation resembled the divine beast souls that Zhou Yi encountered in the Beast God Sanctuary. Those divine beasts, who had died of old age, willingly relinquished their wills before death, entering the soul stones and using their purest soul power to protect the great Totem Clan for generations. 
 
    Now, using the miraculous technique of the Light-Dark Seal, Zhou Yi purified the malevolent energy and fierce souls, and after the baptism of dark power, they were restored to tranquility, free from pain and sorrow, transformed into the purest energy. 
 
    Dark power does not merely represent evil and death; it also possesses the mystical use of calming and soothing. For healing the wounds of these soul energies, when used properly, dark power is often far more effective than light power. 
 
    Just as humans find it difficult to sleep under bright lights but easily fall asleep in a quiet environment. 
 
    Zhou Yi calmed his mind and immersed himself completely. To achieve the best results, one must devote oneself entirely. To neutralize such immense malevolent energy and the resentment-filled souls within, even Zhou Yi, with his Light-Dark Domain, dared not slacken for a moment. 
 
    It was unclear how much time had passed, but the continuous influx of malevolent energy and fierce souls into the Light-Dark Domain gradually diminished. As this balance shifted, Zhou Yi found himself handling the situation with increasing ease. 
 
    A vast amount of pure soul power entered the Xuan Turtle Shell, gradually filling the previously empty runic seals with a sense of fullness. Although the main soul of the runes did not require soul power, it did not reject its presence either. 
 
    The Xuan Turtle Shell resembled a massive, insatiable black hole, devouring any number of souls that entered, leaving no trace behind. 
 
    Finally, the surging, seemingly infinite malevolent energy slowly dissipated. Such energy was extremely difficult to handle when concentrated, but once its quantity was reduced to a certain level, it became relatively easier to neutralize. 
 
    As the last wisp of malevolent energy completely dissipated, Zhou Yi abruptly raised his head and let out a thunderous roar. 
 
    Feeling the torrential soul power within the Xuan Turtle Shell, his eyes shone brightly. 
 
    At first, Zhou Yi was unsure of the purpose of this pure energy, but as it gathered, he unexpectedly thought of an item. If he could use this soul power to forge that item, he might be able to head west and eradicate the two deeply hidden threats. 
 
    With a wave of his wrist, a small iron plaque appeared in his hand. 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    From the Light-Dark Domain's massive absorption of malevolent energy, in just about an hour, the previously dense and suffocating aura of terror had thinned considerably. 
 
    Though three powerful divine barriers surrounded the mountain gate, preventing most people from seeing the situation outside, this astonishing change could not be hidden from the many Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    They watched in amazement as the overwhelming malevolent energy dwindled like flowing water, with the fierce aura vanishing bit by bit. 
 
    Even the White Horse Thunder and Treasure Pig, aware of Zhou Yi's transformation, were secretly amazed. The newly comprehended divine ability of Zhou Yi possessed such incredible power. 
 
    Finally, as the last wisp of malevolent energy outside the gate completely disappeared, all the Divine Path powerhouses couldn't hide their joy. These smiles were genuine expressions of inner delight, and even the two divine beasts, who had little affinity for the Ice Palace, were pleased with Zhou Yi's martial progress. 
 
    "The mountain gate can be opened," Mou Zilong said with a slight nod, his voice steady. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian nodded repeatedly. In truth, once the malevolent energy had decreased to a certain level, it was unlikely to pose any threat to the Ice Palace. However, as the Sect Master, he dared not be careless and waited until this moment, when all threats had disappeared, to finally feel at ease. 
 
    In the sky, the endless seven-colored radiance began to ripple once again. 
 
    However, this time, it did not scatter in all directions but slowly converged towards the center. 
 
    Not only that, but even the hovering Ice Phoenix and the violet-gold Thunderbolt Heaven also moved accordingly. They gradually retracted the power that permeated the void, restoring the sky to its original appearance. When the three divine powers that enveloped the entire mountain gate completely vanished, all the disciples of the Ice Palace saw a clear blue sky above them. 
 
    They looked towards the mountain gate. There, the same blue sky greeted them, devoid of the previous gray, hazy feeling. Listening closely, they no longer heard the terrifying wails of ghosts and wolves carried by the wind. 
 
    Gradually, smiles of joy spread across everyone’s faces. They all knew that Zhou Yi had undoubtedly succeeded in expelling all the malevolent energy. Although no one knew what methods Zhou Yi had used, at this moment, their hearts were filled with indescribable joy. 
 
    Those who have never been surrounded by malevolent energy can never understand the feeling of being deeply enshrouded in despair. The vast malevolent energy that had sealed the entire mountain gate not only affected their lives but also greatly influenced their moods. 
 
    Now, with these threats eliminated, everyone felt a sense of relief as if the clouds had parted to reveal a clear sky. 
 
    Instantly, a wave of ecstatic cheers swept through the entire Ice Palace. 
 
    Amidst the endless cheers, Zhou Yi raised his head. He was like a victorious general returning home, reentering the Ice Palace amidst the jubilant celebrations of countless people... 
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1287 
 
    The grand hall was decorated with lanterns and streamers, exuding a festive and joyful atmosphere. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian, with a beaming smile, sat in the chief seat, while the honored guest was none other than Zhou Yi, who had just purified all the malevolent energy. 
 
    At this moment, in the hearts of everyone in the Ice Palace, he was undoubtedly the most esteemed guest. "Brother Zhou, this old man toasts to you," Bing Xiaotian raised his cup high and drank it all in one go. 
 
    Zhou Yi smiled and accompanied him in drinking the wine. His heart was also filled with joy. This time, helping the Ice Palace purify all the malevolent energy and fierce souls had brought him immense benefits. Not only did it allow him to refine all his accumulated knowledge and create his unique martial arts technique, the Three Great Hand Seals, but he also absorbed extremely pure soul power. 
 
    Moreover, a sudden inspiration struck Zhou Yi when he finished his task, reminding him of a certain divine artifact that he had yet to start forging. If this divine artifact were successfully forged, it might eliminate the two greatest threats weighing heavily on his mind. 
 
    Therefore, the joy in his heart was no less than that of Bing Xiaotian and the many disciples of the Ice Palace. "Brother Zhou, this old man has something to discuss with you," Bing Xiaotian set down his wine cup, the smile on his face slowly fading, his expression turning quite serious. 
 
    Zhou Yi was slightly taken aback, his expression turning solemn. He said, "Brother Bing, please speak." 
 
    Bing Xiaotian nodded slightly, raised his hand, and pointed vaguely forward, saying, "I wonder what Brother Zhou thinks of the current status of our Ice Palace in the world?" 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes blinked slightly, his heart filled with extreme suspicion. He couldn't fathom why Bing Xiaotian would ask such a question. 
 
    However, after a moment of contemplation, he immediately responded, "The Ice Palace of the Northern Frontier is one of the top prestigious sects of our time. Moreover, the palace is guarded by the divine power of water, a super sect with a legacy spanning over ten thousand years." Zhou Yi paused and then continued with the same solemn expression, "Therefore, the Ice Palace holds a crucial position in today's world." 
 
    Mou Zilong and the others nodded slowly. Zhou Yi's words were no exaggeration. The Northern Frontier Ice Palace not only dominated the entire Northern Frontier but also held a supreme status across the world, being one of the few top sects. 
 
    Of course, in today's world, any sect possessing a Divine Path powerhouse could be considered top-tier. However, the Ice Palace had a ten-thousand-year history and was guarded by the divine power of water, one of the five great divine powers. This was what made it truly remarkable. 
 
    "Since Brother Zhou holds our Ice Palace in such high regard, I assume you wouldn't oppose Elder Yuan taking over the position of Sect Master of the Ice Palace?" Bing Xiaotian nodded with satisfaction, smiling as he spoke. 
 
    The smile on Zhou Yi's face froze instantly, his eyes revealing an expression of incredulity. If he didn't have such confidence in his hearing, he would have thought he misheard. 
 
    Turning to look at Yuan Lixun, he saw the same shock and disbelief on her face. Currently, within the Ice Palace, Yuan Lixun was the only Divine Path powerhouse besides Bing Xiaotian. However, unlike Bing Xiaotian and others, she was not originally from the Northern Frontier. She had merely joined the Ice Palace to learn martial arts, and only for a few short years. 
 
    Moreover, it was almost impossible for Yuan Lixun to reside in the Ice Palace for a long time. Under such circumstances, even Yuan Lixun herself never considered inheriting the position of Sect Master of the Ice Palace. 
 
    Exchanging a puzzled glance with Yuan Lixun, Zhou Yi smiled bitterly and said, "Brother Bing, I fear your kindness can only be appreciated in my heart." He took a deep breath and carefully chose his words, "After Yuan Lixun and I get married, we should settle in Zhou Family Estate, and I fear we won't have the time to stay in the Ice Palace for long." 
 
    His attitude was very sincere when he said this. No matter why Bing Xiaotian proposed this suggestion, one thing was undeniable: he held Yuan Lixun in high regard. Therefore, Zhou Yi certainly didn't want to offend him or the entire Ice Palace by refusing. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian smiled slightly and said, "Brother Zhou, there's no need to worry about this. Although I have been in charge of the Ice Palace for hundreds of years, I have never meddled in its mundane affairs." His gaze shifted as he continued, "For those of us on the Divine Path, diligent cultivation is the right path. These mundane matters can be managed by talented individuals within the Ice Palace. As for the Sect Master's duty, it's merely to steer the sect in the right direction. If it required personal involvement in everything, I would have long since relinquished the position." 
 
    Zhou Yi hesitated for a moment. He then recalled figures like Emperor Sakra of the Tianchi Sect and Zi Luli of the Lingxiao Treasure Hall. They seemed to operate similarly, holding the title of Sect Master but leaving everything to be managed by others unless an earth-shattering event occurred within the sect. 
 
    After a moment's thought, Zhou Yi vaguely understood Bing Xiaotian's intentions. He said, "Brother Bing, if that's the case, then Lixun need not take on the role of Sect Master of the Ice Palace." He paused, then solemnly added, "However, regardless, Lixun is a disciple of the Ice Palace. As long as she holds the Ice Crystal Mirror, if the Ice Palace faces any crisis, neither Lixun nor I will stand idly by." 
 
    His words were a promise that alleviated Bing Xiaotian's deepest worries. However, Bing Xiaotian still shook his head and sighed, "Brother Zhou, if Lixun truly does not wish to take on the role of Sect Master, I won't force her. But as of now, Lixun is the only Divine Path powerhouse in the Ice Palace. I have one more request." He stood up and bowed deeply to Zhou Yi, saying, "If I am still alive, naturally there would be no issue. But if I pass away and no new Divine Path powerhouse emerges in the Ice Palace, I still hope Elder Yuan would reluctantly take on the role of Sect Master." 
 
    Zhou Yi hurriedly stood up to return the salute. He exchanged a glance with Mou Zilong, both understanding Bing Xiaotian's dilemma. 
 
    For a great sect like the Ice Palace, its pinnacle combat power must be among the world's top martial strengths. Although it doesn't necessarily have to reach the Pseudo-Divine Realm, it must at least be a powerhouse of the Ethereal Divine Realm. Otherwise, it would be difficult for this person to have the ability to protect the Ice Palace. 
 
    Five thousand years ago, the Five Elements Sect, at the height of its power, suddenly lost several Divine Path powerhouses, leading to internal strife and eventual disintegration. If not for the core faction of the Five Elements Sect controlling the Qilian Mountain with the protection of the Divine Tree, the sect might have vanished altogether. 
 
    Though the Ice Palace might not necessarily face such a situation, Bing Xiaotian, being in a high position, had to be cautious and prepared. 
 
    After pondering for a moment, Zhou Yi glanced at Yuan Lixun and said, "Lixun, this is your matter. You should decide for yourself." 
 
    Yuan Lixun furrowed her delicate brows. Although she had advanced to the Divine Path, her path of progress had been too smooth, with hardly any setbacks. As a result, she felt a bit uneasy when faced with such a significant decision. 
 
    After a moment, she bowed slightly to Bing Xiaotian and said, "Sect Master, the Ice Palace has nurtured me, and I cannot be ungrateful. If any unexpected events occur, I will certainly do my utmost. However..." 
 
    Her expression grew serious, "As long as a new Divine Path powerhouse emerges in the Ice Palace, please allow me to step down and pass the position on." 
 
    Bing Xiaotian burst into hearty laughter, finally relieved of his worries. Naturally, he had no further objections. 
 
    In truth, he had an unspoken plan. The Ice Palace owed Zhou Yi a significant debt, one that would be difficult to repay. However, if Yuan Lixun became the Sect Master, Zhou Yi and the Ice Palace would truly become one family. Repaying the debt would then become a family matter, making things much easier. 
 
    Moreover, Bing Xiaotian had seen Zhou Yi's boundless potential, so he wanted to forge this connection. If Yuan Lixun could take charge of the Ice Palace, with the personalities of the couple, they would surely treat the Ice Palace favorably. 
 
    Mou Zilong shook his head slightly. Experienced and worldly, he saw through Bing Xiaotian's intentions. However, for Yuan Lixun, becoming the Sect Master of the Ice Palace was an honor. Thus, after a moment of hesitation, he also recognized the merit in the arrangement. 
 
    To gain honor, one must make sacrifices. This is true in martial arts and in life. Zhou Yi sighed inwardly and then turned his gaze, saying, "Brother Bing, Lixun is originally from the northwest. If she takes over the Ice Palace, I'm afraid it might not be convincing." 
 
    A peculiar expression appeared on Bing Xiaotian's face. He smiled faintly and said, "Brother Zhou, if there are no other Divine Path powerhouses in the Ice Palace, then what does it matter if they are convinced or not?" With a sweep of his sleeve, he continued coldly, "If anyone dares to cause trouble, just kill them." 
 
    At this moment, in the grand hall, besides Zhou Yi and other Divine Path powerhouses, all the most esteemed elders of the Ice Palace were present. Hearing Bing Xiaotian's stern tone, they all shivered. Xu Dongshan quickly stood up and respectfully said, "The Sect Master is right. If Elder Yuan can take over the Ice Palace, it would be a great blessing for our sect. If anyone tries to obstruct this, they would be our sect's enemies and should be executed." 
 
    The other elders did not dare to be negligent and stood up one by one to express their agreement. Since even the most powerful Five Qi Great Venerable, Xu Dongshan, had spoken, how could they dare to have any reservations? 
 
    Bing Xiaotian sighed lightly and said, "Brother Zhou, Beneath the Divine Path, all are but ants.. If our sect lacks a Divine Path powerhouse, it will surely attract countless major forces' covetous eyes, openly or secretly. I have no choice in this matter." 
 
    Zhou Yi pondered for a moment and slowly nodded. For a super sect, a Divine Path powerhouse was like the Sea Calming Needle. Without such a powerhouse, the sect could not last long. 
 
    Mou Zilong laughed heartily and said, "Brother Bing, now that this matter is resolved, you can rest easy." Bing Xiaotian nodded with relief, his satisfaction almost palpable. 
 
    Turning, Mou Zilong said, "Brother Zhou, what technique did you use to dispel the malevolent energy? It seems related to the Western art of Fusion of Light and Darkness." 
 
    Zhou Yi gave a thumbs-up and said sincerely, "Elder Brother, you have a keen eye. This is a new hand seal technique I created." 
 
    Mou Zilong's eyes lit up and he said, "Your technique must be extraordinary. May I have the honor to witness it?" 
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    Bing Xiaotian and the elders of the Ice Palace all had their eyes light up with curiosity. What kind of supreme divine power did Zhou Yi use outside the Ice Palace to expel such a dense concentration of malevolent energy within just a few hours? 
 
    It was indeed an incredible and awe-inspiring feat. 
 
    Everyone wanted to understand the mystery behind it, but besides Mou Zilong, even Bing Xiaotian found it hard to voice their curiosity. 
 
    A flicker of surprise flashed in Zhou Yi's eyes. 
 
    He knew that Mou Zilong was quite the martial arts fanatic, so it wasn’t surprising for him to ask this question. What puzzled him, however, was why this usually meticulous elder would bring it up in such a public setting today. 
 
    Regardless of his inner thoughts, Zhou Yi smiled and nodded, saying, "Since elder brother is interested, I naturally dare not withhold my humble skills." 
 
    Mou Zilong laughed heartily and said, "Brother Bing, sister-in-law, would you be interested in joining forces with me to spar with Brother Zhou?" 
 
    Everyone's hearts skipped a beat, realizing the intention of this veteran Divine Path powerhouse. He wanted to challenge Zhou Yi three against one. 
 
    However, upon further thought, the waves in their hearts calmed down. 
 
    When Zhou Yi appeared in the Ice Palace, he effortlessly broke the six bone swords from the Blood Sacrifice method. He then traveled to the Northern Sea, where he consecutively killed five divine beasts and repelled two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses from the west. 
 
    Although he had two divine beasts and the mysterious Brerbo assisting him, his own strength was undoubtedly formidable. 
 
    Even though Mou Zilong had stepped into the Divine Path realm five thousand years ago, it was hard to believe that he could contend with Zhou Yi on his own. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian hesitated briefly before bursting into a hearty laugh, "To witness Brother Zhou's unique skills is indeed a rare privilege. Count me in, of course." 
 
    Yuan Lixun smiled slightly, showing no objection either. 
 
    Among the three of them, Yuan Lixun had the most faith in Zhou Yi's strength, even to the point of being superstitious. She believed that even if three Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses teamed up, Zhou Yi would still prevail. 
 
    In the Ice Palace, the elders led by Xu Dongshan all looked at Zhou Yi with eager eyes, waiting for his response. 
 
    Although they all acknowledged in their hearts that Zhou Yi indeed had the qualifications to challenge three Divine Path powerhouses simultaneously, if he were unwilling, no one could force him. 
 
    A wry smile appeared on Zhou Yi's face. Sparring with the three of them would have to be restrained; some of his more powerful, yet not fully mastered, techniques couldn't be used at all. 
 
    However, Zhou Yi didn't reject the idea of sparring with them. The three major hand seal techniques he created hadn't been tested in real combat. Having three Divine Path powerhouses to practice with was a rare and valuable opportunity. 
 
    Suddenly, Mou Zilong's voice, audible only to Zhou Yi, whispered in his ear, "Brother, show us your true skills. With your current martial prowess, the world is open to you. There's no need to hold back anymore." 
 
    Zhou Yi's heart stirred, immediately understanding Mou Zilong's intent. 
 
    Before advancing to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, he naturally had to keep a low profile. But now, not only had he reached the Pseudo-Divine Realm, but he had also defeated two Western Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses who had joined forces against him. 
 
    Such accomplishments were enough to shock the world, rivaling even the acclaimed strongest Divine Path powerhouse among humans, Ao Minxing. Given this, continuing to hide his strength would be petty. 
 
    Mou Zilong's suggestion also aimed to let the people of the Ice Palace witness his power firsthand, allowing his reputation to spread swiftly across the land. 
 
    Zhou Yi's lips curved into a slight smile. Just as he was about to nod, two figures suddenly appeared in his mind: one was the Masked Man with only Ethereal Divine Realm strength but an unfathomable martial prowess, and the other was the Divine Dragon, who had severely injured the Masked Man. 
 
    For some reason, at this moment, Zhou Yi did not think of Ao Minxing but rather these two figures. 
 
    Seeing Zhou Yi's hesitation, Mou Zilong chuckled and said, "Brother Zhou, are you perhaps afraid of that Masked Man?" 
 
    Zhou Yi pondered for a moment. Since advancing to the Pseudo-Divine Realm and truly mastering the power of domains, he no longer feared the mysterious Masked Man. 
 
    Having gone through numerous battles since then, he had fully integrated his abilities. Although he still had considerable caution towards the Masked Man, fear was no longer a concern. 
 
    His heart suddenly cleared, and he expelled the Masked Man from his mind, a figure that had weighed on him like a mountain. From that moment, Zhou Yi was finally free of this burden. If possible, he even wanted to meet this person immediately and make him taste the power of his three grand hand seal techniques. 
 
    With a slight smile, Zhou Yi said, "Since elder brother and Brother Bing think so highly of me, I humbly accept the challenge." 
 
    With a sweep of his large sleeve, Mou Zilong's figure soared into the sky, swiftly leaving the Ice Palace. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian ordered in a deep voice, "Elder Xu, go to the Seven-Colored Palace and activate the water-based divine power protection." 
 
    Xu Dongshan respectfully acknowledged and slowly retreated from the hall. The other elders also bowed to the Sect Master before filing out one by one. 
 
    They certainly did not want to miss this Divine Path battle, but they knew well that watching from below without any protection would be perilous. Even a single shockwave could obliterate them all. Therefore, those eager to watch hurriedly made their way to the Seven-Colored Palace. 
 
    There, not only could they activate the water-based divine power protection, but they could also view the reflection of the battle in the sky on the surface of Rainbow Lake. Although this method was far less clear than watching directly, it was much better than seeing nothing at all. 
 
    Zhou Yi slightly turned his head and nodded to the White Horse Thunder. It neighed softly, somewhat reluctantly, but still followed Zhou Yi's instructions and headed towards the Seven-Colored Palace with the others. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian nodded to Zhou Yi and said, "Thank you." 
 
    Zhou Yi shook his head with a smile. "My actions are merely a precaution." 
 
    As he spoke, he walked alongside Yuan Lixun, and in an instant, they had already left the Ice Palace. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian watched their backs, letting out a sigh filled with myriad emotions. Then he strode forward and left the hall. 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    Moments later, a brilliant array of seven-colored radiance rose once again from the Ice Palace's mountain gate. 
 
    In the midst of this seven-colored radiance, there were intertwined purple lightning bolts, resembling giant pythons. 
 
    Although this time lacked the divine power of Yuan Lixun's Ice Crystal Mirror, the protective strength was still enough to reassure everyone. After all, this battle between Zhou Yi and the three Divine Path powerhouses was not a true fight to the death but merely a martial arts spar. The unleashed power would be restrained, and the possibility of breaking through these two layers of protection was minimal. 
 
    In mid-air, Zhou Yi stood with his hands behind his back, looking at the three Divine Path powerhouses before him, his heart as calm as still water. 
 
    Having experienced the great battle of light and darkness with Leobard and Luke, his confidence had swelled to its peak. Even facing three Divine Path powerhouses simultaneously, he was assured of his victory. 
 
    Mou Zilong's eyes narrowed slightly, and he shouted, "Be careful!" 
 
    A black shadow suddenly transformed into a giant python, winding its way towards Zhou Yi. At the same time, Bing Xiaotian and Yuan Lixun also unleashed their divine power. 
 
    They all knew Zhou Yi's strength, so they held nothing back. Yuan Lixun immediately summoned her artifact, the Ice Crystal Mirror, and a clear phoenix cry echoed in the void. 
 
    The next moment, white snow began to fall in the void. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian's figure swayed slightly, giving off a bizarre impression of being both real and illusory. As he lightly waved his hand, the sound of crashing waves resounded in the air. 
 
    A swath of yellow divine light surged up in the void, crashing down on Zhou Yi like a giant wave. 
 
    The Sect Master of the Ice Palace chose the most direct and forceful attack at this moment. 
 
    But this was because he had the presence of two other Divine Path powerhouses at his side; he would never be so reckless otherwise. 
 
    The three Divine Path powerhouses launched their attacks on Zhou Yi from different directions using three distinct methods. This scene was witnessed by all the elders of the Ice Palace from within the Seven-Colored Palace. They were all filled with dread. 
 
    Even though they knew Zhou Yi would undoubtedly have a way to counter the attacks, seeing such overwhelming force still made their hearts leap. 
 
    The aura and power displayed by a single Divine Path powerhouse were immense, let alone three working together. 
 
    Even through the divine power protection of the Ice Palace, the elders still felt the intense, almost suffocating pressure. 
 
    However, to everyone's astonishment, Zhou Yi seemed completely unfazed. He watched as the three formidable forces surged towards him without releasing any of his own divine power or making any movement. 
 
    At that moment, he appeared as if he had suddenly become a fool, showing no reaction at all. 
 
    Xu Dongshan's face turned ashen. No matter how powerful Zhou Yi was, he couldn't possibly ignore the combined assault of three Divine Path powerhouses. Why was he just standing there to take the hit? Could he be trying to commit suicide? 
 
    This absurd thought had just crossed his mind when he witnessed a scene he would never forget for the rest of his life. 
 
    The massive forces surged violently and finally struck Zhou Yi squarely. 
 
    The combined, unrestrained attack of the three Divine Path powerhouses landed directly and accurately on his body. 
 
    At that instant, it seemed even time itself had come to a halt. 
 
    Everyone watched the surface of the Seven-Colored Lake in silence, realizing that the thoughts and intentions of Divine Path powerhouses were indeed profound and unfathomable. 
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    The power of the Divine Path was overwhelming and irresistible, especially when it involved an artifact that was no less powerful than an average Divine Path powerhouse. 
 
    When they unleashed their full might, even Zhou Yi dared not be careless. 
 
    In the past, he had managed to behead Samod, partly due to a stroke of luck, but primarily because that Divine Dragon had underestimated Zhou Yi. 
 
    Any Divine Path powerhouse should never be underestimated, even one who had just advanced to the Ethereal Divine Realm possessed immense and unfathomable power. 
 
    However, faced with such an attack, Zhou Yi did not evade. There was no sign of energy fluctuation around him, as if he intended to resist the assault of the three Divine Path powerhouses with his mere physical strength. 
 
    Such an arrogant act was beyond anyone’s expectations. 
 
    Unlike the elders watching from below, the three Divine Path powerhouses focused their gaze intently on Zhou Yi's hands. 
 
    His hands were calmly placed before his abdomen, a seemingly ordinary gesture, but the way his hands were clasped together was rather peculiar. When the sharp gazes of the three Divine Path powerhouses fell upon his hands, they unexpectedly felt a sense of spiritual disturbance. 
 
    Mou Zilong and the other two were astonished. What kind of hand seal technique was this? It could shake the minds of Divine Path powerhouses—truly unbelievable. 
 
    To ordinary cultivators, hand seal techniques were quite mysterious. But to these Divine Path powerhouses, they usually amounted to nothing much. 
 
    However, Mou Zilong and his companions were certain that they had never encountered such a terrifying hand seal technique in their entire lives. 
 
    Simply assuming this stance was enough to shake their minds. If fully unleashed, how immense would its power be? 
 
    This thought flashed through the minds of the three Divine Path powerhouses, and any lingering hesitation vanished instantly. They were now certain that Zhou Yi's strength far surpassed their initial expectations. 
 
    Thus, seeing Zhou Yi without any defenses, they unleashed their previously held-back power entirely. 
 
    The corners of Zhou Yi's mouth curved upwards slightly, revealing a faint smile. 
 
    The sensing abilities of Divine Path powerhouses were indeed extraordinary. Even someone like Yuan Lixun, with minimal battle experience, could sense the immense power contained within Zhou Yi’s hand seal technique. 
 
    The hand seal technique Zhou Yi had displayed was the second form, the Light-Dark Seal, though it was merely an initial stance. He had done this because he had discerned that the three before him were not giving their all. If this were the case, the sparring would be meaningless. 
 
    Now, having sensed the power of the Light-Dark Seal, they were fully alert and ready to go all out. 
 
    Because of this, Zhou Yi’s heart also began to stir with excitement. 
 
    Facing the full-force attack of three Divine Path powerhouses, every hair on his body stood on end, and an overwhelming sense of crisis filled every inch of his being. 
 
    Yet, the greater the challenge, the more focused and exhilarated Zhou Yi became. 
 
    His hands moved with a seemingly slow yet lightning-fast speed. 
 
    His thumbs pointed inward, seemingly targeting his own dantian. 
 
    At that moment, a peculiar power emanated from Zhou Yi, subtly altering the space around him. 
 
    This change was silent and invisible, leaving the elders of the Ice Palace perplexed and unable to discern its mystery. However, the three Divine Path powerhouses facing Zhou Yi simultaneously had slight changes in their expressions. 
 
    They felt that when their unleashed power hit Zhou Yi, there was a peculiar sensation as if they hadn't hit anything at all. 
 
    Zhou Yi was clearly right in front of them, yet their attacks seemed to miss him entirely. 
 
    This bizarre feeling made them extremely uncomfortable and perplexed. 
 
    However, these three were Divine Path powerhouses. In an instant, they realized the reason behind this phenomenon. 
 
    The space around Zhou Yi had undergone a transformation they couldn't comprehend. The space seemed distorted, out of sync with the rest of the world. 
 
    So, when they unleashed their power, it appeared to hit Zhou Yi, but in fact, their energy was absorbed by the distorted space. Thus, Zhou Yi stood there, suspended in mid-air, unmoved and unscathed. 
 
    Zhou Yi laughed heartily, his laughter filled with pride and joy. 
 
    This was the most profound of the three Great Hand Seals—the Small World Seal Technique. 
 
    This hand seal was not yet fully complete, but even in its incomplete state, its power was unimaginable. 
 
    Once fully unleashed, the space around him would automatically distort and transform, creating a small world independent of the larger world. 
 
    Just like the Light-Dark Grand Domain formed by Leobard and Luke, any external force entering it would be utterly crushed by the power within the small world. 
 
    However, the small world Zhou Yi formed at this moment, in terms of potency, was far superior to the Light-Dark Grand Domain. This was because, within the small world seal, Zhou Yi had integrated all his attributes and powers. Thus, even though it was incomplete and far from achieving the true great world, its unleashed power was already on par with the light and darkness domain of two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses. 
 
    With another twist of his hand, the hand seal underwent another mysterious change. 
 
    The current small world seal was purely defensive. Once released, no matter how powerful the enemy, they could hardly harm him. 
 
    However, to attack, Zhou Yi needed to employ the previous two hand seal techniques. 
 
    His hands moved in rapid succession, forming a brand-new hand seal with lightning speed. 
 
    The first of the three major hand seals, the Five Elements Seal. 
 
    A large, continuously rotating Five Elements Flower bloomed from his palms. 
 
    This Five Elements Flower exuded an enchanting allure. As everyone’s gaze fixed upon it, they could almost perceive the cycle of the five elements. 
 
    The continuously generating and regenerating power of the five elements was displayed before the world in such a way that it possessed a soul-stirring, captivating power. 
 
    Mou Zilong's eyes suddenly narrowed, and he let out a thunderous shout,, his voice booming like thunder. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian and Yuan Lixun's spirits were simultaneously jolted, their hearts filled with an overwhelming sense of unease. 
 
    The previous hand seal had already been able to affect the minds of Divine Path powerhouses without even moving, which had left them astounded. Mou Zilong and Bing Xiaotian had vaguely discerned that the hand seal seemed related to Western techniques, hence its strange effects on the soul could be somewhat understood. 
 
    However, the Five Elements Reincarnation Flower that Zhou Yi now unleashed was unmistakably a pure Eastern martial arts technique. 
 
    Even more astonishing was that the Five Elements technique also had an effect on their minds, which seemed incredible. 
 
    Fortunately, the effect was not as powerful as the terrifying previous hand seal, allowing them to break free from the dreamlike image of the Five Elements Cycle relatively easily. 
 
    However, they soon realized something was amiss. 
 
    In Zhou Yi's hands, the immense pressure released by the Five Elements Power was unparalleled. It felt as though they were simultaneously beneath towering mountains and amidst vast oceans, their surroundings enveloped by a dense primeval forest. Within this boundless forest, countless perilous traps lay hidden, and sharp, mutated Thunderbolt Spears blazed with intense flames, relentlessly scorching towards them. 
 
    This was... an illusion. 
 
    Yet these illusions were so real that the expressions of the three Divine Path powerhouses became unusually grave. 
 
    They knew this was no ordinary illusion, but a manifestation of the overwhelming power of the Five Elements. The aura of the Five Elements gathered around was so potent that it completely suppressed their divine might and overwhelmingly dominated them, hence the emergence of such a desperate illusion in their hearts. 
 
    Zhou Yi's hand seal, merely a stance, had already brought an indescribable pressure upon the three Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    Originally, each of the three Divine Path powerhouses had their own territory, and although they joined forces against their enemies, their dignity as Divine Path powerhouses made them reluctant to fight side by side. 
 
    However, after Zhou Yi displayed each of the three major hand seals, they could no longer afford to care about such things. 
 
    Unknowingly, the three had already come to stand together, releasing their distinct but equally formidable divine powers. 
 
    Just one encounter with Zhou Yi made them willingly abandon the reserve typical of Divine Path powerhouses and truly join hands. 
 
    At this point, even if Zhou Yi wanted to defeat them one by one, it was no longer possible. 
 
    Still, a slight smile remained on Zhou Yi's face, and he flicked his hand seal once more. The constantly spinning Flower of the Five Elements suddenly exploded. 
 
    Five differently colored flowers, each representing one of the Five Elements, soared into the sky. After a brief whirl in the air, they ferociously crashed down towards the three of them. 
 
    Mou Zilong and his companions did not dare to be negligent, each unleashing their divine powers to guard themselves tightly. 
 
    Yet, just moments later, a bitter smile appeared on their faces. 
 
    The relentless assault of the five tangible flowers proved to be more powerful than they had anticipated... 
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    "Boom... Boom... Boom..." 
 
    The immense sounds, akin to the simultaneous tolling of bells and drums, reverberated across the sky. 
 
    The five tangible flowers manipulated by Zhou Yi had transformed into massive hammers weighing thousands of pounds. Although the three Divine Path powerhouses successfully blocked each strike, the expressions on their faces clearly showed how strenuous it was for them. 
 
    What particularly frustrated Mou Zilong and his companions was that among the Five Elements flowers, only the earth-element flower naturally possessed overwhelming power difficult to resist. While the other flowers each had their unique marvels, it was clear that they could not match the Earth flower in terms of strength. 
 
    Yet at this moment, these differently colored tangible flowers seemed to have all turned into earth-element flowers, each one amassing a power so immense it was unimaginable. Each resistance they mounted felt like it could make them vomit blood. 
 
    Had they not seen the varying colors, they would have suspected that what danced in the air were not Five Elements flowers but purely earth-element flowers. 
 
    The weighty force, as heavy as Mount Tai, caused the three Divine Path powerhouses to groan in misery. Suddenly, a legend flashed through Mou Zilong's mind, and he exclaimed, "Five Elemental interchange! He has mastered the Five Elemental Interchange." 
 
    Bing Xiaotian's complexion changed slightly, and he quickly responded, "Impossible, the interchange of the Five Elements is a lost supreme technique of the Five Elements Sect, achievable only by Divine Path powerhouses who have already condensed the Five Elements Grand Domain and possess the innate Five Elements Body. Zhou Yi's Five Elements Domain has only formed three elements; could it be that he has now completed all five?" 
 
    Mou Zilong was momentarily stunned; he hesitated and then shook his head with a bitter smile. Before the Ice Palace, Zhou Yi had shown great power by shattering five bone swords with just three elemental domains. 
 
    To suggest that in just a few days he had successfully condensed the remaining two domains was something even Mou Zilong found hard to believe. 
 
    A clear laugh emanated from Zhou Yi, who declared heartily, "Brother Mou, look carefully." 
 
    With a gentle wave of his hand, the five tangible flowers dancing in the void suddenly burst into a dazzling radiance. As the light settled, Mou Zilong couldn't help but widen his eyes. 
 
    Now, the colors of the five flowers suspended in the sky had changed; they were no longer the five colors representing the Five Elements. Instead, they all turned into the yellow of the Earth element. 
 
    The three Divine Path powerhouses simultaneously showed expressions of wry amusement. Mou Zilong called out loudly, "Brother Zhou, your method of deceiving the heavens is truly remarkable and quite useful." 
 
    They had naturally assumed that Zhou Yi was forming the Five Elements Grand Reincarnation Flowers, after seeing him form the Five Elements hand seal and release the Five Elements aura. However, they had not anticipated that Zhou Yi would swap the elements, turning all the flowers into the power of a single element. 
 
    It was this miscalculation that had put them in such a dire state. Had this not been a sparring match but a battle to the death, the consequences would have been unimaginable. 
 
    Although this change was subtle and seemed straightforward, Mou Zilong and the others knew just how difficult it was to achieve. While it was not the legendary ability to interchange the Five Elements Flowers at will, it was much more challenging than using five distinct elemental flowers. 
 
    However, such a tactic could only surprise once; once exposed, others would naturally find ways to counter it. 
 
    The three Divine Path powerhouses exchanged glances. They slightly shifted their stances, no longer foolishly clashing head-on with the earth-element flowers. They either dodged or used the force to their advantage, avoiding direct confrontation with the earth-element flowers unless absolutely necessary. 
 
    Although the power of the earth-element flowers was unparalleled, they were the slowest and least versatile among the five tangible flowers. Therefore, As the three Divine Path powerhouses began their evasive maneuvers, using entangling tactics and circling around, Zhou Yi felt a sense of helplessness. 
 
    Once Mou Zilong and the others started moving, their attacks became unpredictable and varied. As they dodged the earth-element flowers, divine power counterattacks filled the sky, lighting it up with dazzling divine light in mere moments. 
 
    Zhou Yi inwardly sighed. If he were facing only one opponent, he could overpower them with sheer strength, trapping them with the relentless strikes of the Five Elements flowers. 
 
    Similarly, if this were a battle to the death rather than a sparring match, he could alternate between using the Five Elements Seal and the Light-Dark Seal, even occasionally unleashing soul impacts to disturb his opponents. While such impacts might not be lethal to Divine Path powerhouses, suddenly suffering from such an attack would be quite painful. If used correctly, it could even be fatal. 
 
    However, the constraints he faced while sparring with Mou Zilong and the others were too significant, preventing him from fully unleashing his power. Moreover, their extreme agility and perfected movement techniques made it truly difficult to defeat them without causing harm. 
 
    With a slight narrowing of his eyes, Zhou Yi's figure also subtly shifted. Since they could dart around freely, so could he. 
 
    As Zhou Yi began to move, Mou Zilong and his companions found themselves in increasing distress. 
 
    Having spent his days with White Horse Thunder and mastering the formidable lightning powers it possessed, Zhou Yi's speed, though not quite matching that of the horse, was certainly top-tier among Divine Path powerhouses. Once he initiated his movement, he appeared ghost-like, instantly breaking free from the aura lock that Mou Zilong and the others had on him. 
 
    The three Divine Path powerhouses were taken aback. Zhou Yi usually fought while riding the White Horse, employing a human-beast fusion strategy, so no one had realized the extent of his personal speed, which also reached the pinnacle of the Divine Path realm. 
 
    Mou Zilong, familiar with Zhou Yi, had never really seen this aspect of his capabilities come to the forefront, especially in the Deathlands where facing the overwhelming horde of death creatures left little room to showcase individual movement skills. Only now did he realize Zhou Yi's profound mastery in this area. 
 
    Mou Zilong couldn't help but smile bitterly to himself; this brother truly seemed capable of anything. 
 
    In the midst of his rapid movements, Zhou Yi had already positioned himself behind Mou Zilong. 
 
    Among the three, although Yuan Lixun wielded the divine artifact, the Ice Crystal Mirror, the biggest threat to Zhou Yi was still the seasoned powerhouse, Mou Zilong. 
 
    His combat experience was unimaginably vast, and his timing was so impeccable that it was nearly impossible to guard against. Even when Zhou Yi employed the Small World Seal, he had a faint sensation that Mou Zilong might almost see through his strategies. 
 
    Therefore, having gained the upper hand, the first one Zhou Yi targeted was Mou Zilong. 
 
    With a glint in his eyes, Mou Zilong immediately sensed the terrifyingly powerful aura emanating from behind him. 
 
    Although there was no intent to kill in that powerful aura, it still made Mou Zilong's back break out in goosebumps. Without any hesitation, he loudly declared, "Stop, I admit defeat." 
 
    Far from showing any annoyance or frustration, Mou Zilong was all smiles, radiating a cheerfulness that couldn't be hidden. He looked at Mou Zilong, who was grinning like a fox that had just stolen a chicken, and felt a wave of frustration. 
 
    They had circled him for a long time, trying and failing to break through his Small World Seal, yet they seemed to enjoy the challenge as if they wouldn’t stop until they achieved their goal. 
 
    However, when Zhou Yi truly started to demonstrate his agility and prepared to retaliate, Mou Zilong didn't even bother to resist and readily admitted defeat. Such cheeky behavior was indeed frustrating to deal with. 
 
    Zhou Yi's gaze shifted to Bing Xiaotian and Yuan Lixun. As soon as Mou Zilong surrendered, they, as if by prior agreement, immediately stopped their actions. Yuan Lixun gestured with her wrist, and the Ice Phoenix, which had been circling in the sky, obediently entered the Ice Crystal Mirror. 
 
    The main soul within the artifact possessed intelligence comparable to humans. The Ice Phoenix main soul had already sensed the formidable power emanating from Zhou Yi; it was only due to Yuan Lixun's insistence that it had reluctantly engaged with such a fearsome human powerhouse. Now that Yuan Lixun was no longer inclined to fight, the Ice Phoenix was only too relieved. 
 
    Bing Xiaotian burst into laughter, proclaiming, "Brother Zhou's divine might is truly unparalleled in this world." 
 
    Yuan Lixun smiled gently, her expression showing not a hint of surprise, as if she had anticipated the outcome all along. Within the Ice Palace, the numerous elders of the Seven-Colored Palace were utterly astounded. 
 
    The skirmishes between Divine Path powerhouses were both simple and unfathomably profound. They could only feel the immense, oppressive aura of the Divine Path, without comprehending the details of their combat. 
 
    However, this did not hinder their hearing. Upon hearing Mou Zilong and Bing Xiaotian conceding one after the other, they realized that Zhou Yi had won quietly and effortlessly. 
 
    At this point, all the elders were sincerely impressed, even though they didn't fully understand the extent of Zhou Yi's power. Just seeing Zhou Yi casually wave his hands and sway his body, forcing three great Divine Path powerhouses to admit defeat, left ample room for everyone's imagination. 
 
    With Bing Xiaotian's tacit approval, the outcome of the battle at the Ice Palace spread across the world as if on wings. 
 
    A month later, the news that five divine beasts had been slain, two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses from the West had fled in defeat, and Zhou Yi had risen to the Pseudo-Divine Realm and effortlessly defeated three Ethereal Divine Realm powerhouses, became known to every high-level cultivator. 
 
    However, what no one anticipated was that these earth-shattering events were merely the beginning. In the following months, the world was thrown into turmoil as formidable cultivators gathered, and the very heavens and earth seemed to change color! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1291 
 
    In the northwest, before the Zhou Family Estate, several figures flashed by, stealthily entering the castle and heading directly to the backyard. 
 
    They seemed very familiar with the Zhou Family Estate, moving unnoticed all the way there. 
 
    By this time, the backyard of the Zhou Family Estate was deserted, with no one in sight. However, the area was regularly cleaned every three days, so it was not only quiet but also clean. 
 
    Pushing open a door, they entered a spacious room. 
 
    "Brother Zhou, why the rush to return?" Mou Zilong asked in a deep voice. 
 
    It was indeed Zhou Yi, Mou Zilong, and others. 
 
    After the sparring session that day, Bing Xiaotian had invited them to stay at the Ice Palace for a few days, but Zhou Yi had only asked Yuan Lixun to stay on behalf of the group while he hurriedly returned to the Zhou Family Estate the northwest with Mou Zilong and the others. 
 
    Naturally, this time he did not go to the secluded residence of the direct descendants of the Zhou family but came to the publicly known Zhou Family Estate. 
 
    Although Mou Zilong was puzzled by Zhou Yi's actions, he followed silently. 
 
    Now that they had returned, he naturally wanted to know the reasons. 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled and said, "Big brother, I rushed back this time because of two things." He flipped his wrist, revealing a small jade bottle, and opened it under Mou Zilong's skeptical gaze. 
 
    Instantly, the air was filled with an intensely rich fragrance. 
 
    A faint wave of power emanated from Zhou Yi's body. He immediately released his domain power, locking down the space, ensuring that the rich fragrance did not escape the room. 
 
    Mou Zilong's nose twitched involuntarily a few times. Being the astute person he was, he quickly guessed the origin of this item. Even with his millennium of composure, he felt a slight stir of excitement and nervousness at this moment. 
 
    "Brother Zhou, is this the Dual Cultivation Elixir?" 
 
    A flash of admiration appeared in Zhou Yi's eyes. As Mou Zilong spoke the first part of his sentence, his voice trembled slightly, but by the end, it had returned to normal. There was no longer any trace of emotional fluctuation detectable in his voice. 
 
    The Dual Cultivation Elixir was immensely important to Mou Zilong; it might very well be his last chance to break through to the Pseudo-Divine Realm. 
 
    Zhou Yi asked himself, if their positions were reversed, he certainly couldn't remain as composed. 
 
    "Big brother, this is indeed the Dual Cultivation Elixir that I've crafted," Zhou Yi said solemnly. "This pill has infinite benefits; it not only enhances the power of the soul but also purifies the body, and it can even extend one's lifespan." He paused, then added, "If I'm not mistaken, it should have the same effect even for Divine Path powerhouses." 
 
    Mou Zilong exhaled deeply. 
 
    Though he had known that the effects of this elixir would be extraordinary, he hadn't expected them to be so profound. An elixir that could enhance soul power was already one of the most treasured items in the world. Any powerhouse who had ascended to the Ethereal Divine Realm would spare no effort to obtain it. 
 
    The strength of one's soul is pivotal in advancing further in the martial arts cultivation. If they possess strong soul power, their chances of ascending to the Pseudo-Divine Realm greatly increase. This singular effect alone is enough to drive all sects across the world into a frenzy. 
 
    Yet the Dual Cultivation Elixir Zhou Yi concocted offers more than this singular benefit; it can even extend the physical life of humans. More incredibly, this medicinal effect is also applicable to Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    While the world does possess some extremely precious elixirs that can extend a person's lifespan to some degree, unfortunately, those are mostly limited to the pinnacle of the Human Path. Once one's martial prowess reaches the Divine Path realm, they transcend human limits, almost becoming a different form of life altogether. 
 
    Extending the lifespan of a Divine Path powerhouse... 
 
    Such a claim, if not made by Zhou Yi himself, would be unbelievable to anyone. 
 
    Mou Zilong’s gaze fell upon the jade bottle. The pill inside didn’t look particularly large; it was round and enticing, like the candies children adore, and indeed, it exuded a candy-like allure, making one long to swallow it at first glance. 
 
    Mou Zilong sighed deeply, "If the effects of this elixir were known, it would surely unleash a storm of bloodshed." 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled and said, "This is what they call 'a curse of holding a jade.' It's like the Qilian Mountains of the Five Elements Sect. If they didn't have enough strength and the ancient divine tree that's been alive for countless ten thousands of years, their lineage would have been wiped out long ago." 
 
    Mou Zilong slowly nodded, his brow suddenly furrowing as he spoke, "Little brother, do you plan to distribute this elixir?" 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded without hesitation, "Although the elixir is precious, I have many family members and friends who need it. And..." he hesitated for a moment, "for now, I am still able to produce quite a few of these elixirs." 
 
    Mou Zilong waved his hand, "Little brother, no matter how many of these elixirs you produce, it will never be enough. And I can assure you of one thing: once you start distributing them in large quantities, no matter how well you keep it a secret, it will eventually bring disaster upon us." 
 
    Zhou Yi responded with a wry smile, Big brother, you're being alarmist. With you and me here, who would dare to cause us trouble?" 
 
    Mou Zilong shook his head, "Little brother, you might be almost unmatched among human Divine Path practitioners now, but you are not yet the supreme under heaven." 
 
    Zhou Yi paused, suddenly recalling two figures in his mind—the enigmatic Masked Man and the powerful, unfathomable Divine Dragon. If they too sought this elixir, could he really handle them? 
 
    After pondering for a moment, Zhou Yi spoke gravely, "If the Masked Man comes, I should be able to manage. But the Divine Dragon... it shouldn't come after this elixir, right?" 
 
    A trace of sarcasm appeared on Mou Zilong's face, "If the elixir didn't extend one's life span, the Divine Dragon might not be interested. But if it knows about this effect, it surely won't miss the opportunity." 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression shifted subtly, "Big brother, are you sure?" 
 
    Mou Zilong's demeanor was utterly solemn, "I have been with the Divine Dragon for hundreds of years, how could I not be sure? Heh..." He chuckled coldly, "In the past, when many Divine Path powerhouses gathered, it was the Divine Dragon that strongly advocated for the journey to the land of immortality, prompting us to open that dreadful passage." 
 
    Zhou Yi exclaimed in surprise, "Why would the Divine Dragon do that?" 
 
    "Because it has lived too long, even by the standards of the dragon race, it has reached its twilight years. It is desperate to find a method for eternal life. But alas, is there really such a method for immortality in this world?" Mou Zilong spoke with a bitter tone. 
 
    He too was one of the victims back then, and although he escaped after five hundred years, the world he returned to was no longer the one he knew—it had changed beyond recognition. 
 
    After a moment of silent contemplation, Zhou Yi finally nodded heavily, "You're right, brother. What do you suggest we do then?" 
 
    Mou Zilong spoke seriously, "This elixir should be used cautiously. Apart from those who absolutely need to take it, we should delay giving it to others." 
 
    A trace of bemusement appeared on Zhou Yi's face; he hadn't expected Mou Zilong to propose such a simple solution. Yet, upon reflection, it seemed the most sensible course of action. 
 
    Mou Zilong gently patted Zhou Yi's shoulder, comforting him, "Little brother, if one day you ascend to the True Divine Realm and become the foremost person under the heavens, then you can do whatever you wish with the elixir, and no one will dare to covet it anymore." 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyebrows lifted slightly, followed by a deep sigh. He sincerely expressed, "The True Divine Realm, it's so difficult." 
 
    Mou Zilong's lips twitched slightly, his heart filled with emotions. For others, the True Divine Realm was an unattainable dream, but for Zhou Yi, it seemed within the realm of possibility. Should he succeed in advancing, he would truly be able to act without any restraint in this world. 
 
    Handing the jade bottle to Mou Zilong, Zhou Yi said, "Brother, you should begin your seclusion now. If all goes well, perhaps within a day or two, you may achieve your long-held desire." 
 
    Mou Zilong's eyes lit up instantly. After more than a thousand years, his aspirations had almost turned to ash, but now, the possibility of success rekindled his fervor, overwhelming him with emotion. 
 
    The jade bottle contained three elixirs, and Mou Zilong looked at them as a drowning man would look at a piece of wood floating on the water—full of hope. 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled wryly, "Don't worry, big brother. This is just a trial. If the increase in soul power is insufficient, I will refine more elixirs to ensure your successful promotion to the Pseudo-Divine Realm." 
 
    Gratefully glancing at Zhou Yi, Mou Zilong felt fortunate once more. It was good that after leaving the land of death, having no home to return to, he followed Zhou Yi to the Zhou estate and settled there. Now, it seemed like the best decision he had ever made. 
 
    A quarter hour later, Zhou Yi watched as the room door slowly closed, murmuring silently in his heart. 
 
    "Big brother, you must succeed in advancing this time. Once you reach the Pseudo-Divine Realm, I can leave the Zhou Family Estate with peace of mind." 
 
    He turned his head, his gaze fixed westward. 
 
    It was as if he could see through endless space, envisioning the two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses far in the west. 
 
    "Just wait, I will come for you soon, and then, we shall resolve our grievances once and for all..." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1292 
 
    In the direct lineage of the Zhou family, although members had long since relocated from the Zhou Family Estate, the estate itself still housed many individuals to maintain appearances. These inhabitants included guardians of the family and household servants, but they all shared one commonality—there were scarcely any elderly people among them. 
 
    However, the few elders who remained held considerable sway within the Zhou Family Estate and led relatively comfortable lives. 
 
    But this day was destined to be anything but peaceful. 
 
    A sudden boom, akin to muffled thunder, erupted from the back courtyard of the estate. 
 
    Following this explosive sound, the entire sky seemed to be affected, and the weather began to change. Within moments, a dense cloud cover started to gather towards the back courtyard, with flashes of lightning darting through the clouds like silver serpents in a frenzied dance. 
 
    Such a bizarre spectacle naturally alarmed everyone in the estate. It was clear to all that these clouds were gathering over the mysterious back courtyard. 
 
    Zhou Wude, the family's patriarch, had issued a strict edict: aside from designated servants, entry to the back courtyard was forbidden without an invitation from its residents. Violators faced severe punishment—death for the most serious offenses, or expulsion from the family for lesser ones. 
 
    For the residents of the estate, those residing in the back courtyard were beings beyond their reach. 
 
    Thus, upon witnessing the strange phenomena in the back courtyard, everyone exchanged looks of uncertainty, completely at a loss for what to do. 
 
    At that moment, within the manor, a young man looked up anxiously at the sky. Around him, several middle-aged individuals dressed in fine garments waited nervously for his decision. 
 
    After a long pause, one of the middle-aged men stepped forward and cautiously said, "Steward Chen, you need to make a decision. Should we send someone to check inside?" 
 
    The young man clenched his teeth, clearly wrestling with his thoughts. After a moment, he stomped his foot decisively and declared, "Send someone to the city to inform Second Elder about the incident. As for the back courtyard..." He paused, then raised his voice, "I will go in and see for myself." 
 
    The faces of the middle-aged men behind him paled instantly. One of them murmured a reminder, "Steward Chen, the patriarch had strict rules; anyone not permitted to enter will face severe punishment, at the very least being expelled from the Zhou estate." 
 
    Fear subtly appeared on the faces of the others. 
 
    the Zhou estate's status in the northwest had reached an unparalleled height, far surpassing even the three major powers of the region. 
 
    Although the young man was not a direct descendant of the Zhou family, he was born into it and had earned the trust and reliance of the Second Elder and the third generation of descendants. He held the position of steward in the current the Zhou estate. 
 
    In the eyes of these servants, his position promised a limitless future. 
 
    If he were to represent the Zhou estate in foreign nations, the respect he would command would surely rival that of the patriarchs of other great families. 
 
    However, if he were to enter the back courtyard against the old patriarch's decree, he would face expulsion from the Zhou estate at the very least. For them, such a punishment was more severe than death itself. 
 
    The young man gave a wry smile and said, "Before leaving, the three elders instructed us to take care of the family and investigate any unusual occurrences thoroughly." He took a deep breath and added, "My life belongs to the Zhou family; I cannot shrink back now." 
 
    The middle-aged man behind him spoke gravely, "Steward, perhaps we should send a servant to investigate." 
 
    The young man shook his head, "They are too timid to discern anything of importance. Just do as I've instructed." 
 
    His voice grew firmer with his final words, prompting the others to retreat apprehensively. 
 
    The young man's eyes flickered with resolve as he quickly stepped forward and slipped into the back courtyard like a nimble cat. 
 
    Although he was aware that if the source of this disturbance was an enemy of the Zhou estate, even the utmost caution might be futile. Still, instinctively, he wanted to conceal his presence as much as possible. If he could uncover the cause of the celestial phenomenon and escape unscathed, that would be ideal. 
 
    He entered the back courtyard stealthily, like a thief. 
 
    Just as he peeked out from behind a building, he felt a somewhat scorching breath behind him. 
 
    Though he was not usually faint-hearted, at that moment, a cold shiver ran from the crown of his head down his spine, spreading throughout his body. 
 
    Even his heart seemed to stop beating at that instant. 
 
    "The Zhou family rules forbid casual entry into the back courtyard. What brings you here?" A familiar voice reached his ears. 
 
    Upon hearing this voice, the young man felt as if his soul had returned to his body. 
 
    He spun around and found himself face-to-face with one of the Zhou estate's most distinguished figures, known to all within. Beside this person was a tall, snow-white unicorn, standing quietly. The two waves of heat he felt earlier were coming from the unicorn's nostrils. 
 
    Without a second thought, he fell to his knees and said, "Sixth Elder, you have returned. I, Zhou Chen, pay my respects." 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded slightly, his mind quickly recalling the young man's background. 
 
    Although young, Zhou Chen was already considered one of the elders of the Zhou Family Estate and was highly valued by the father of Zhou Yi. Moreover, he was the current steward of the Zhou estate. 
 
    "Rise," Zhou Yi said, lifting his hand. Divine power surged, effortlessly lifting Zhou Chen to his feet. 
 
    Zhou Chen did not dare resist, and indeed, even if he had wished to, he lacked the power to do so. 
 
    With his head bowed in respect, he said, "Sixth Elder, I noticed unusual phenomena in the back courtyard and became worried, prompting me to disobey the old patriarch's commands and investigate." Bowing even lower, he added, "I have violated the family rules and will confess my wrongdoing before the patriarch." 
 
    Zhou Yi couldn't help but chuckle, now understanding the young man's intentions and why he had made such a choice. 
 
    He had been appointed the chief steward of the estate, and if such an unusual event occurred without an explanation, Zhou Yi’s father might immediately replace him, potentially ending his prospects for advancement. 
 
    Rather than face such a fate, he decided to take a risk and see for himself what was happening. If he discovered anything, he could make amends with merit. 
 
    His mind was nimble, not rigid, and he was profoundly loyal to the Zhou family, willing to risk his life to enter the restricted area. It was no wonder his father valued him so highly and entrusted him with the management of the estate. 
 
    Zhou Yi shook his head slightly and said, "You were concerned for the safety of the estate; there is no crime in that. If anyone questions your actions, let them come to me." 
 
    Zhou Chen was overjoyed at these words. 
 
    In the Zhou family, although the patriarch was Zhou Wude, everyone knew that the real authority lay with this young Divine Path powerhouse standing before him. With Zhou Yi's forgiveness, Zhou Chen's position within the estate was not only secure but likely to rise even further in the future. 
 
    "Boom..." 
 
    A thunderous roar suddenly echoed from the sky, and the weather seemed to worsen. 
 
    Zhou Chen looked up nervously, his face pale and drained of color, fearing that the Zhou family might have offended the heavens, thus provoking divine thunder as punishment. 
 
    However, stealing a glance at Zhou Yi beside him, he saw a face filled with joy and eyes brimming with satisfaction and happiness. 
 
    His expression seemed to have no connection whatsoever with divine punishment from the heavens. An eerie suspicion crept into Zhou Chen's mind—could this perilous weather have been orchestrated by the Sixth Elder? 
 
    At this thought, his heart began to pound wildly. The Sixth Elder was a legendary figure, rumored to have ascended to divinity. Perhaps, this thunderstorm was indeed summoned by him. 
 
    With a gentle wave of his hand, Zhou Yi said, "This matter does not concern you. Go back, manage the people in the estate, and ensure no one else intrudes here." 
 
    Zhou Chen quickly acknowledged and hurried out of the back courtyard. Although he had escaped the terrifying lightning, he couldn't help but feel a tinge of regret and reluctance. 
 
    "Go to the city and inform the Second Elder that the Sixth Elder has returned." 
 
    Following Zhou Chen's orders, the estate once again bustled with activity. Despite the continuing ominous clouds and thunder above, the people in the estate were no longer worried. 
 
    They knew that this phenomenon was summoned by Six Elder, so there was no need for concern. 
 
    Meanwhile, Zhou Yi in the back courtyard was truly delighted, a feeling that radiated from deep within, unforced and genuine. 
 
    Mou Zilong, after consuming the Dual Cultivation Elixir, had caused a disturbance in the forces of heaven and earth just two days later. 
 
    Zhou Yi was familiar with such phenomena. When he had ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, he too had triggered similar celestial phenomena, even more violent and intense than what was occurring now. 
 
    From man to earth, from earth to heaven, heaven and man as one. 
 
    As Divine Path powerhouses ascend to higher levels, the appearance of celestial phenomena is hardly surprising anymore. This particular bizarre weather phenomenon lasted for an entire day before it gradually dissipated. 
 
    During this time, Zhou Yihai, who had been stationed in Taicang County, hurried back and met with Zhou Yi. Learning that Mou Zilong was on the verge of advancing further, Zhou Yihai was overjoyed. 
 
    The stronger the Divine Path powerhouses in the Zhou estate, the greater the benefits to the estate itself. Zhou Yihai even wished that Mou Zilong would become unrivaled under the heavens. 
 
    With everyone patiently waiting, the thunder and lightning in the sky gradually weakened and eventually vanished completely. The clouds also thinned and faded away. 
 
    Sunlight shone down once more, bathing the Zhou Family Estate in a golden glow, much like crops that, after diligent tending, had finally reached the beautiful season of harvest. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1293 
 
    The tightly shut door slowly opened, revealing a tall, elderly man who stepped out of the room at a measured pace. There was something peculiar about this old man; his eyes were deep and filled with wisdom, suggesting a life rich with experience. 
 
    Yet, paradoxically, he radiated a vigorous vitality. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes lit up slightly. As a Divine Path powerhouse, he was sensitive to subtleties that eluded most ordinary people. 
 
    From Mou Zilong's presence, two distinctly different vibes simultaneously exuded, which was highly unusual. Normally, a Divine Path powerhouse would have unparalleled control over their own power, making such contradictions unlikely. 
 
    This indicated that something significant must have changed within him, preventing him from fully mastering his own strength in such a short span of time. 
 
    Smiling slightly, Zhou Yi called out warmly, "Brother Mou, congratulations." 
 
    Mou Zilong's face twitched slightly, his heart equally thrilled. Despite having lived for over a thousand years, the millennia of meditative cultivation seemed almost forgotten at this moment. 
 
    Since advancing to the Divine Path, he had been relentlessly striving toward the Pseudo-Divine Realm, forsaking all else to dedicate himself entirely to martial cultivation. However, the five hundred years spent in the Land of Death had led him to a sobering realization. 
 
    His soul's power was inherently deficient, and no amount of cultivation could now elevate him to a higher realm in this lifetime. Otherwise, having survived countless brutal killings akin to the Path of Asura in such a harsh environment, he would have already ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm. 
 
    This situation was not unique to him; in the Land of Death, all the Divine Path powerhouses who had not yet advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm were hindered by the same limitation, forever unable to reach that higher echelon. 
 
    However, today, with the help of Zhou Yi, Mou Zilong had managed to break through. Nearly a thousand years of effort and dreams materialized in this moment, stirring even the calmest soul with overwhelming emotion. 
 
    Mou Zilong nodded deeply towards Zhou Yi and said sincerely, "Brother Zhou, my achievements today are all thanks to you." 
 
    He merely expressed his feelings, without uttering a word of thanks. Such gratitude could not be encapsulated by a mere 'thank you'... 
 
    Mou Zilong had already decided to spend his twilight years at the Zhou Family Estate, and now his resolve was even stronger. 
 
    Zhou Yi waved his hand repeatedly and said, "Brother, if it hadn't been you who took the elixir, advancing to the Pseudo-Divine Realm would have been nearly impossible." 
 
    He spoke from personal experience. On that unnamed desolate island, Zhou Yi had consumed Divine Dew continuously, yet it still took him three years to successfully advance to the Pseudo-Divine Realm. 
 
    In contrast, Mou Zilong had only taken a greatly diluted Dual Cultivation Elixir, yet he had advanced within just a few days. 
 
    This highlighted how solid Mou Zilong's foundation was in the Ethereal Divine Realm. Given the slightest opportunity, he was ready to seize it, leaping like a carp that transforms into a dragon. 
 
    Mou Zilong burst into hearty laughter, "Little brother, those like Bing Xiaotian who have just stepped into the Ethereal Divine Realm lack sufficient accumulation. For them, ascending further is extraordinarily difficult. However, the five hundred years I spent in the Land of Death were not wasted." 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression shifted slightly, "You mean, if Bao Yanzhu and Yuan Juan took the Dual Cultivation Elixir, they could also advance to the Pseudo-Divine Realm?" 
 
    Mou Zilong pondered for a moment before responding, "It's very likely, about eighty to ninety percent chance." 
 
    Although another Ethereal Divine Realm powerhouse, Sidney from the West, had also emerged from the Land of Death, they both tacitly ignored him. 
 
    Zhou Yi had deep enmity with the West now, especially after killing three Western divine dragons, making reconciliation impossible. Therefore, Sidney was not considered 
 
    Zhou Yi slowly nodded, calculating in his mind. Although he would not distribute the Dual Cultivation Elixir now, it was indeed a powerful tool. His ties with the Lingxiao Treasure Hall were deep enough, but there was also a guest elder in the Southern Frontier’s Crystal Cave, a true Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse. 
 
    If he helped Yuan Juan succeed in advancing to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, the favor would be immense. When necessary, Zhou Yi believed that this elixir could definitely be exchanged for substantial friendship and benefits. 
 
    "Brother Zhou, the Dual Cultivation Elixir must not be circulated yet," Mou Zilong said solemnly. "Moreover, after taking it, I realized that the power contained within the elixir is still too overwhelming. It should pose no problem for innate powerhouses. However, if ordinary cultivators were to take it, I fear very few could withstand it." 
 
    In Mou Zilong's mind, ordinary people were never a priority. 
 
    However, he was aware that Zhou Yi, in crafting the Dual Cultivation Elixir, would certainly consider his relatives, for whom the life-extending properties of the elixir would be an irresistible temptation. Yet, if Zhou Yi were to directly administer the elixir to individuals like Zhou Wude, the likelihood of a tragic outcome remained high. 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded repeatedly, saying, "Brother Mou is right. I've considered this issue as well. Hence, when I went to the Northern Frontier, although I successfully concocted the Dual Cultivation Elixir, I dared not let our grandfather and the others take it." 
 
    Mou Zilong chuckled, ""Little brother, you have a deep understanding of pharmacology. Finding a way to dilute the medicinal effects shouldn’t be too difficult for you." 
 
    Zhou Yi gave a wry smile, "Although it's not easy to dilute it while preserving its potency, I am confident I can manage it. But this task is tedious, and without a year or two of experimentation, there's no chance of success." 
 
    With a sweeping gesture of his robe, Mou Zilong unleashed a surge of formidable power. 
 
    He paused, a flicker of embarrassment crossing his face. Although he had ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm and his cultivation had greatly increased, he had just advanced and was not yet fully adapted to the overwhelming divine power within his body. His movement was too abrupt, accidentally causing a leakage of divine energy. 
 
    Zhou Yi couldn't help but laugh silently. With a gentle press of his hand, the force released by Mou Zilong was instantly neutralized, disappearing without a trace. 
 
    Mou Zilong, unfazed by his slip, laughed heartily as if nothing had happened. He reassured Zhou Yi, "Don't worry, little brother. I've observed that Old Master Zhou is in excellent health. Not to mention a year or a half, even ten or eighteen years won't pose any problems." 
 
    A flicker of reassured amusement crossed Zhou Yi's eyes. He loved hearing such reassurances and trusted Mou Zilong's judgment. Although his grandfather hadn't advanced to the innate realm, his robust health and strong vitality meant that his lifespan for another decade or more shouldn't be a concern. 
 
    Turning to look into the distance, Zhou Yi's tone shifted abruptly from warm to sharp, even carrying a trace of chilling intent. "Brother, let's set this matter aside for now. I have another important task to undertake." 
 
    Mou Zilong's expression tensed, sensing the severe coldness in Zhou Yi's words. He felt a sinking feeling and asked, "Are you planning to head to the West?" 
 
    Given that the Western Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses Leobard and Luke had already attempted to kill Zhou Yi once, there was no guarantee they wouldn't try again. This time, the Masked Man had been severely injured and hadn't appeared, but if he recovered and joined forces with the other two Pseudo-Divine powerhouses, even Zhou Yi couldn't be sure of escaping unscathed. 
 
    These two were significant threats to Zhou Yi, and if possible, he would not let them off easily. Zhou Yi nodded slowly, "You know me well, brother. I indeed plan to head to the West and put an end to these troubles once and for all." 
 
    A wry smile appeared on Mou Zilong's face. 
 
    Even among the world's Divine Path powerhouses, Leobard and Luke were exceptionally formidable figures. Yet, in Zhou Yi's words, they had become mere troubles awaiting resolution. 
 
    Mou Zilong quickly regained his composure, his years of cultivation lending him steadiness. He slightly furrowed his brows and cautioned, "Young brother, the martial arts of the West are unpredictable and mysterious. Both the Sanctuary of Light and the Dark Council possess astounding secret techniques. These martial arts may not harm you, but their abilities to flee are indeed remarkable." 
 
    His words were tactful, acknowledging that while defeating them might not be difficult for Zhou Yi, especially given the formidable power displayed by his unique hand seals, killing them would be a different challenge altogether. 
 
    Even with the divine beast, White Horse Thunder, Mou Zilong was skeptical about the success of such a venture. 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled lightly, "Brother, you are right. I have experienced their ability to flee; catching them might indeed be challenging. However, I am not without preparation." 
 
    His eyes hardened with determination. "I plan to go into seclusion now. If fortune favors me and I succeed, then even if they had the power of three heads and six arms, they would not escape from my grasp." 
 
    Mou Zilong raised his eyebrows, surprised at Zhou Yi’s immense self-confidence. He didn’t understand where such confidence came from but believed that Zhou Yi must have something to rely on, and it wasn’t just empty talk. 
 
    "Little brother, what do you plan to do?" he asked solemnly. 
 
    "I am going to forge a divine artifact..." 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes sparkled with an indescribable confidence, a brilliance so intense that even the newly advanced Pseudo-Divine Realm Mou Zilong dared not meet his gaze for long. 
 
    Turning away, Mou Zilong sighed inwardly. Zhou Yi's gaze held a soul-stirring power, indicating his mastery of soul strength was becoming increasingly refined and sophisticated. 
 
    A sudden thought occurred to him: if Zhou Yi ever managed to merge his three unique hand seals into one, what unimaginable heights would he reach... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1294 
 
    In the vast, seemingly endless mountain ranges, many hidden perils unknown to mankind lurk. 
 
    However, in the eyes of a Divine Path powerhouse, these dangers are hardly worthy of the name. The creatures living deep in the forest have an acute sense, far surpassing that of humans, about which beings can be provoked and which cannot. 
 
    When Zhou Yi slightly released his formidable aura, the environment around him instantly became eerily silent. Even the dominant beasts of the forest, the kings of this terrain, cowered in their lairs, daring not to confront these foreign intruders. 
 
    After Mou Zilong ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, Zhou Yi finally felt safe to leave the Zhou Family Estate. Although Mou Zilong had just advanced and had yet to master the power of his domain, there was still a Divine Path puppet at the estate. 
 
    Unlike ordinary Divine Path powerhouses, this puppet was truly fearless and formidable, far more troublesome than facing a top-tier Divine Path powerhouse. 
 
    Zhou Yi believed that even if Leobard and Luke came, they would surely be a match for them with the puppet's support. 
 
    With this assurance, Zhou Yi departed from the Zhou Family Estate. 
 
    He sought a tranquil place to forge the divine artifact, Mirage, as recorded on the small plaque. If this artifact truly possessed the miraculous powers as described, Zhou Yi was confident that he could detain the two great Pseudo-Divine Realm warriors of the West. 
 
    The forging of a divine artifact could also provoke changes in the forces of heaven and earth, even more dramatically than the advancement of a Divine Path powerhouse. 
 
    In days past, within the Land of Death, the ascent of the Five Elements Ring and the Xuan Turtle Shell to divine artifacts had summoned a force of heaven and earth so profound that Zhou Yi still vividly remembered it. 
 
    When a Divine Path powerhouse fails to advance, the forces of heaven and earth that gather simply dissipate without causing severe consequences. However, the forging of a divine artifact is different. Any mistake in the process can trigger a catastrophic chain reaction. At that time, it would not be surprising if the entire Zhou Family Estate were blown sky-high. 
 
    Although the Zhou Family Estate is now but a shell, it still houses thousands of people. Unless driven by utter madness, Zhou Yi would never choose to forge the divine artifact there. 
 
    In the Northwest, a quarter of the land is covered by endless mountain ranges. Deep within these mountains lie vast primeval forests and secluded, uninhabited valleys. Though rarely trodden by humans, these areas teem with vibrant life. 
 
    What surprised Zhou Yi even more was the density of the heavenly and earthly forces, several times richer than outside the mountains. 
 
    Unfortunately, he had yet to find a location comparable to the main peak of Tianchi. 
 
    White Horse Thunder suddenly snorted, and the sound echoed far and wide in the silent valley, like a small stone dropped into water, creating countless ripples. 
 
    A flurry of subtle noises followed. All creatures, down to the ants in their hills, sensed the overwhelming presence of the Divine Path powerhouse and began to flee. 
 
    Zhou Yi shook his head slightly. In this place, just like in the Outer Seas, the law of the jungle was stark and unrelenting. 
 
    When a powerful being arrived, there was no need for any reason to decide the life and death of creatures that had lived here for generations. 
 
    Living in such an environment greatly benefits the liberation of one's true nature. However, for cultivators seeking to ascend to higher realms, there is a danger of indulging too much and reaching a point of no return. 
 
    The path of cultivation is fraught with such perils... 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    Time passed, and finally, Zhou Yi and his companions came to a halt. 
 
    Scanning the surroundings, they found themselves in a fairly wide valley. However, compared to other areas, the vegetation here was sparse, mostly consisting of low shrubs. While there were many due to their density, the vitality here seemed significantly less vibrant than elsewhere. 
 
    Zhou Yi frowned slightly and asked, "Brerbo, are you sure this is a good place to forge the divine artifact?" 
 
    Without hesitation, Brerbo replied, "Yes, I searched according to the criteria you provided. This is the most suitable place within a hundred miles." 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded slightly in response. Even Divine Path powerhouses capable of flight could not be more useful than Brerbo here. Divine Path powerhouses have only a pair of eyes, but Brerbo has countless. Since he affirmed that the terrain here was the most appropriate, it must indeed be so. 
 
    Zhou Yis aura suddenly grew stronger. Throughout their journey, he had carefully controlled his aura, revealing only a fraction of his power. Aside from the immensely powerful beasts and spirit beasts in the mountains, other creatures could sense his overwhelming strength but could never fathom its true extent. 
 
    However, at this moment, as his aura intensified dramatically, a strong sense of impending doom filled the hearts of all creatures. It was as if a great disaster was about to strike, prompting every living being to flee in all directions. 
 
    Within moments, apart from some slow-moving small creatures, there were no other visible beings moving in the area. 
 
    Zhou Yi exhaled deeply and sat down cross-legged right there. 
 
    Treasure Pig, White Horse Thunder, and Brerbo spread out to guard the area. With the three of them on watch, even if a Masked Man were to arrive, they could stall for some time. 
 
    With a gentle wave of his hand, Zhou Yi caused multicolored glows to swirl around on the ground, dazzling and bright. Moments later, when everything settled back to calm, the ground within a thirty-Zhang radius around him had transformed into a perfectly flat surface. 
 
    Zhou Yi masterfully wielded the power of the Five Elements, skillfully burying all the flattened debris into the subterranean soil, completely concealing it. This technique, seemingly simple, was performed effortlessly and without any showiness, a rare feat indeed. 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded in satisfaction and extended his hand, repeatedly tapping into the void. 
 
    As he moved his hand, various items began to appear on the ground around him. 
 
    Once Zhou Yi had retrieved all the necessary items, the space around him was filled. Among these, the largest items were the corpses of two Western Divine Dragons. 
 
    Samode and Elbera, these two divine dragons with spatial talents, are the best and most crucial materials for forging the Mirage. 
 
    In addition to these, the assortment of items that appeared around Zhou Yi encapsulated all his treasured collections. 
 
    There was a small green jade bottle exuding a deep chill, stones radiating a strange glow harvested from the caves beneath Penglai Fairy Island, a divine fan capable of wielding the powers of both wind and water, a Staff of Light, and a chain of darkness. There was even a large chunk of white stone and over a hundred variant Thunderbolt Spears. 
 
    The small plaque that Treasure Pig brought detailed the method to forge the divine artifact, Mirage. According to the record on the plaque, this artifact could lock down space, causing even Divine Path powerhouses to become lost within it. The potency of the artifact depended heavily on the quality and quantity of materials used in its forging. 
 
    Beyond the essential bodies of spatial divine beasts and divine pills, a variety of rare and exotic treasures could be integrated into the artifact. The more unusual and diverse the items, the greater the artifact's power. 
 
    After meticulously studying the records within the small plaque and carefully scrutinizing it, Zhou Yi became utterly convinced of its validity. The techniques described were profoundly arcane, and the content was tightly interconnected, with many points that were brilliantly insightful. 
 
    After gaining a deep understanding, Zhou Yi finally verified its authenticity. 
 
    Of course, if the records on the plaque were false, a trick laid by a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse in ancient times to fool future generations, then Zhou Yi was prepared to accept his fate. 
 
    However, considering such a possibility to be exceedingly slim, Zhou Yi decided to take the risk. 
 
    Glancing at the items around him, Zhou Yi hesitated for a moment before taking out two more objects. One was a miraculous Screen Sound Stone, capable of muting sounds, including the sonic attacks of Treasure Pig. The other was a Ten-Thousand-Year Pearl, also acquired from Penglai Island, whose enchanting power could sway even Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    Integrating these two items into the artifact would undoubtedly enhance its power significantly. 
 
    However, after laying out all his most prized possessions, a trace of hesitation appeared on Zhou Yi's face. Some of these items were unique, irreplaceable treasures, and he did not know if he would ever have the chance to obtain them again in his lifetime. If the endeavor failed, or if the record on the small plaque was just a cruel joke, the regret would be unbearable. 
 
    "The probability of its authenticity is ninety-eight percent," Brerbo responded calmly. 
 
    "Can I successfully forge it?" 
 
    "With the aid of the Nine Dragons Furnace, the probability of success is sixty-eight percent, and the probability of failure is twenty-eight percent." 
 
    Zhou Yi paused, quickly did the math, and said doubtfully, "Brerbo, that doesn't add up to a hundred." 
 
    "The remaining possibility is that the furnace explodes," Brerbo replied seriously. 
 
    Zhou Yi's face darkened immediately; this guy truly had no taboos... 
 
    With a slight huff, Zhou Yi decided to ignore Brerbo's dispassionate calculations. With a flip of his hand, a small but impressively majestic furnace appeared in the void. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1295 
 
    The Nine Dragons Furnace, renowned as the foremost fire-element divine artifact in the world, was one of the legendary Five Elements divine artifacts, naturally formed and nurtured by heaven. Beyond its ability to command nine formidable fire dragons to attack enemies, it could also forge divine artifacts and concoct elixirs. 
 
    At this moment, Zhou Yi was using the Nine Dragons Furnace to forge the ultra-level divine artifact, Mirage, as recorded on the small plaque. With the aid of this furnace, Zhou Yi's confidence was immensely bolstered. 
 
    The Nine Dragons Furnace harmonized perfectly with Zhou Yi's will, the nine fire dragons acting as extensions of his own limbs, obeying his every command effortlessly. 
 
    With just a thought, the Nine Dragons Furnace instantly expanded, transforming from the size of an arm to a colossal structure over thirty Zhang high and nearly fifteen meters in diameter. The heat waves it emitted increased a hundredfold, and the temperature at its core was capable of incinerating anything. 
 
    Before he began forging the divine artifact, Zhou Yi had already released his aura to drive away any living beings in the vicinity. Otherwise, once the Nine Dragons Furnace unleashed its fire-element power, it would undoubtedly result in a massacre. 
 
    At this point, the lid of the Nine Dragons Furnace slowly began to rotate open, revealing a huge fire dragon sculpture on its simple and ancient body. The fire dragon seemed to come to life, swaying its tail and then soaring from the furnace, wrapping around the bodies of the two largest Western dragon corpses on the ground. 
 
    The Mirage, inherently possessing the power of space, required the body and inner core of a space beast for successful forging—both indispensable elements. 
 
    Just as the corpses of the divine dragons were fed into the Nine Dragons Furnace, Zhou Yi flicked his fingers, and a streak of cold light swiftly flashed, steadily dropping into the furnace's mouth. 
 
    This was the inner core of the divine dragon Elbera, containing the inherited power of the Samode dragon race. 
 
    The heat and flames within the Nine Dragons Furnace surged dramatically, a blistering wave of heat rushing forth. Yet, Zhou Yi remained unaffected by the intense heat, standing calmly as he awaited the next transformation within the furnace. 
 
    As the smelting process commenced, the Nine Dragons Furnace began to absorb the forces of heaven and earth around it, resembling a black hole that could never be filled. The surging power seemed infinite, rushing ceaselessly into the furnace. 
 
    The massive depletion of these forces of heaven and earth triggered a chain reaction, continuously drawing more forces of heaven and earth to compensate, pouring endlessly into the furnace. 
 
    Fortunately, the forces of heaven and earth were abundantly rich nowadays, far surpassing what could have been imagined in the past, so the immense power required by the Nine Dragons Furnace did not impose significant stress on the world. Had the forces been as scarce as they once were, forging with the Nine Dragons Furnace in this manner would have been an impossibility. 
 
    Several hours later, under the intense fire-elemental power, the corpses of the two divine dragons began to soften and showed signs of melting. 
 
    Zhou Yi marveled internally; when the Nine Dragons Furnace had previously smelted the shell of a Xuan Turtle, it had taken nearly a year to succeed. Yet now, the bodies of two divine beasts were beginning to melt in just a few short hours. 
 
    Although this was related to the restoration of the forces of heaven and earth, which greatly enhanced the power the Nine Fire Dragons could command, it also clearly demonstrated that the hardness of the Xuan Turtle Shell was truly unmatched in the world. 
 
    Estimating that the fire was almost at the right intensity, Zhou Yi's expression turned serious. He extended his hands, forming complex and intricate hand seals, and continuously struck the Nine-Dragon Furnace. 
 
    With each strike, the space within the furnace trembled, and the divine beast inner core and bodies burning in the fierce flames underwent subtle changes. 
 
    This was a critical step in the forging of the divine artifact. Zhou Yi had to successfully forge the artifact core. 
 
    After half a day, the temperature inside the furnace had reached an unimaginable level, and the dragon’s inner core and body had fused into a fist-sized orb. 
 
    The bodies of the two Divine Dragons were immense, yet they had now completely disappeared. They had become nourishment for the beast's inner core, continuously channeling power into it, ultimately transforming the inner core into an artifact core with internal space. 
 
    A flicker of brilliance shimmered in Zhou Yi's eyes, the initial phase of the forging process going remarkably smoothly. This was due to his significantly advanced martial arts cultivation, which had brought him to the brink of touching a minor world. This enhanced his mastery over spatial forces, far beyond what it used to be. 
 
    Of course, the assistance of the nine great fire dragons within the Nine-Dragon Furnace was also crucial. If an ordinary furnace had been used to forge the artifact, it would not have even begun to melt the surface of the Divine Dragons. 
 
    After scanning the ground, Zhou Yi finally gestured, and the Ten-Thousand-Year Pearl, possessing immense power and so intense that even he dared not gaze at it for long, leaped up from the ground. 
 
    The Mirage, as its name suggests, possesses not only the power of space but also the ability to create illusions. 
 
    Therefore, incorporating the Ten-Thousand-Year Pearl was undoubtedly the right choice. Under Zhou Yi's manipulation, the pearl entered the Nine Dragons Furnace and approached the orb. Suddenly, the orb split open, as if it had been cleaved in half by a knife, connected only by a thin layer of its shell. 
 
    Then, the split sphere acted like a monstrous beast with a gaping maw, instantly swallowing the Ten-Thousand-Year Pearl. 
 
    The forging method recorded on the small plaque was utterly extraordinary, completely different from the techniques of any current sect. It was an ancient and rare method, lost to history for countless years. 
 
    The reason this forging method was lost was due to the extremely high requirements it imposed on the forger. 
 
    To undertake such forging, one must possess martial cultivation at the Pseudo-Divine Realm and use only the finest heavenly and earthly treasures as materials. 
 
    Zhou Yi and Treasure Pig had invested nearly all of his accumulated wealth into this project, highlighting the tremendous consumption required by this forging method. 
 
    With such stringent requirements, it seemed almost inevitable that this forging method creation would fade into obscurity without gaining widespread fame. 
 
    With a flick of his wrist, a drop of Divine Dew descended like a falling star onto the orb. In just an instant, the orb absorbed the Divine Dew completely, integrating it into itself. 
 
    The heat within the furnace remained constant, but within the orb, a transformation of epic proportions was taking place. 
 
    The orb may appear small, but it already possesses the essential features of a divine artifact. Inside the orb, there exists a completely independent world. 
 
    Typically, once a divine artifact condenses such a world, its structure becomes fixed. 
 
    Perhaps in the future, as the power of the artifact's main soul increases, this world could expand continuously. However, the fundamental attributes of the world itself would not change. For instance, whether it's the Five Elements Ring or the Nine Dragons Furnace, the main elements and powers that constitute their worlds remain unchanged. 
 
    Even under immense pressure, or even if the artifact itself were to collapse and be destroyed, these would not alter. 
 
    However, this orb was different. It had absorbed the power of the Ten-Thousand-Year Pearl, integrating this power's properties into its own world. Hours later, the Ten-Thousand-Year Pearl was completely assimilated by the orb. At this point, mysterious hues began to surface on the orb's exterior, captivating and possessing infinite charm. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes twitched slightly, his astonishment beyond words. The records on the small plaque were indeed true; such a miraculous method of forging still exists in this world. 
 
    Currently, the orb artifact might not seem very powerful, but once it continuously ingests and absorbs infinite treasures, its ultimate form will be unimaginably formidable. 
 
    This is not an artifact that is invincible from the outset, but it has the potential to evolve into unparalleled supremacy. Of course, the cost to forge it to such a level would likely be unmatched anywhere in the world. 
 
    With a gesture, a silencing stone flew up and was smoothly absorbed by the orb. Not daring to delay, Zhou Yi simultaneously waved out a drop of Divine Dew. 
 
    The remarkable utility of this artifact owes much to the Divine Dew. Without it acting as a lubricant, even the most miraculous artifact would not achieve such incredible effects. 
 
    Thus, Zhou Yi patiently added one treasure after another into the orb. However, he soon realized that as more items were integrated into the orb, the rate at which it absorbed the Divine Dew significantly increased. 
 
    Although Zhou Yi had a considerable amount of Divine Dew, it could not sustain such intense consumption. He would not have been so lavish if he hadn't known about the pool of Divine Dew stored within the Immortal Palace. 
 
    This realization deepened his understanding of why such a forging technique had been lost to time. If it hadn't been, it would defy all natural order... 
 
    Days later, when Zhou Yi added the final treasure into the furnace, he finally breathed a sigh of relief. By then, he had nearly exhausted his supply of Divine Dew. Even if he wanted to add more items, he lacked the resources to continue. 
 
    At last, as the orb absorbed everything, Zhou Yi's hands moved swiftly, channeling a massive amount of the purest soul power from the Xuan Turtle Shell. This was the final and most critical step. 
 
    The Mirage, known to envelop and engulf everything—including the intangible soul power—welcomed all that came its way. In just a few moments, the soul power, which had amassed from numerous sea creatures, was fully integrated into the orb. 
 
    As Zhou Yi used up the last of the Divine Dew, the lid of the Nine Dragons Furnace suddenly spun open, and the nine fire dragons eagerly ejected the orb. Even they sensed the formidable power contained within this semi-finished artifact and felt a compelling urge to distance themselves from it. 
 
    Once the orb made contact with the outside world, it unleashed an incomparable, powerful charm. 
 
    Instantly, the entire area was plunged into darkness, the sun and moon vanished, celestial phenomena changed dramatically, and thunder and lightning clashed violently... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1296 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression immediately became grave. He knew that this was the final step in forging a divine artifact, yet it was also the most crucial one. 
 
    Although the structure and core of the divine artifact were already in place, having absorbed a vast array of different elemental powers, the weapon's main soul had yet to form. To transform into a true divine artifact, it must possess a main soul, but the difficulty of successfully birthing one was immense. 
 
    Superb treasures all have the potential to birth a main soul, but this requires sufficient conditions and a long period of accumulation. The Five Elements Ring in Zhou Yi's hands was initially just a rough prototype. The origin of this prototype was extraordinary, its history no less ancient than the Five Elements Ring held by Ao Minxing. 
 
    It had accumulated enough power over ten thousand years to transform, and finally, with the addition of the five top-tier Five Elements sacred beast inner cores containing divine beast bloodlines and a massive convergence of the power of the Five Elements, it successfully advanced into a divine artifact. 
 
    The origin of the Xuan Turtle Shell was even more mysterious and unfathomable. It transformed into a meteor in the mysterious sky of the Life and Death Realm, and who knows how many years it had accumulated power, likely even surpassing that of the Five Elements Ring. 
 
    Both artifacts had undergone a lengthy period of accumulation, so when the conditions were met, they could soar to the heavens, advancing into the realm of divine instruments. 
 
    However, despite its unparalleled might, the object Zhou Yi had just forged was still too newly formed. From any perspective, it could only be called a divine weapon. 
 
    In this world, apart from those naturally nurtured divine artifacts, the rest of the human-forged divine weapons require a long time of nurturing to gradually become sentient and eventually qualify to advance to divine artifacts. 
 
    This process varies in length—long ones take thousands of years, while shorter ones span hundreds. However, it was unheard of for a newly forged item to advance to a divine artifact immediately. 
 
    If someone could continuously nurture the Mirage forged by Zhou Yi for thousands of years, it might absorb the infinite forces of heaven and earth, advancing to a divine artifact. 
 
    However, Zhou Yi desired its immediate display of tremendous power, so he could not afford to wait too long. 
 
    Infusing the countless sea monster souls, purified by light and soothed by darkness, into the artifact acted like adding a large amount of catalyst, accelerating its growth and providing the foundation and qualification to become a divine artifact. 
 
    At the moment when the lid of the Nine Dragons Furnace was just opened, releasing it and making contact with the outside world, it immediately took over the dominant position over the Nine Dragons Furnace in this space and began voraciously absorbing the surrounding forces of heaven and earth. 
 
    Zhou Yi's focus was at its peak, as this moment was critical. Any carelessness, and the artifact's failure at the last moment would result in immense and unbearable loss. 
 
    With a slight wave of his hand, the Nine Dragons Furnace instantly shrank and swiftly disappeared into Zhou Yi's hand. 
 
    The sentient artifact seemed to sense the power of the Mirage and thus, was reluctant to remain in the same space with it. Zhou Yi was secretly amazed. 
 
    Although the Nine Dragons Furnace was one of the top naturally nurtured divine artifacts and got along well with the Xuan Turtle Shell and the Five Elements Ring, it was strangely wary of this yet-to-be-fully-realized demi-artifact. 
 
    With a thought, he had already faintly guessed the reason behind this. 
 
    Perhaps the Nine Dragons Furnace was somewhat fearful of the Mirage's ability to absorb other divine artifacts. 
 
    "Boom, boom, boom…" 
 
    Thunderous roars, as if from beyond the clouds, echoed through the air. A thick bolt of lightning slashed across the sky, descending from the heavens towards the orb that was continuously absorbing a massive amount of the forces of heaven and earth. 
 
    The difference between a successful and unsuccessful forging of a divine artifact was indeed vast. The amount of heavenly and earthly forces the Nine Dragons Furnace had absorbed just before was no less than what the orb was absorbing at the moment, but it only caused a swift surge of these forces. 
 
    However, the Mirage was entirely different; once it began to unleash its absorption of the heavenly and earthly forces, it even attracted the might of the heavens and earth. 
 
    Such was the nature of divine artifacts—so powerful that even the heavens might grow jealous. 
 
    Zhou Yi extended his hand, a divine power condensing within it. Although heavenly thunder was formidable, it also depended on who it was challenging, and Zhou Yi now undoubtedly had the qualifications to contend with it. 
 
    However, just as he raised his hand, a peculiar feeling surged in his mind. While forging Mirage, Zhou Yi had imprinted his divine power and will deeply into the origin power of the Mirage. as per the small plaque's instructions. 
 
    Thus, a miraculous connection had already been established between him and the Mirage. Although the orb had not yet grown into a true divine artifact and lacked a complete main soul, it already possessed an instinctual, keen sensitivity. 
 
    Just as the heavenly thunder was about to strike, Mirage transmitted a feeling of joy to Zhou Yi. 
 
    Being struck by lightning and feeling happy about it? 
 
    Zhou Yi immediately dismissed the idea of intervening, convinced that his senses were not mistaken. 
 
    Indeed, just as a thick bolt of lightning was about to strike the orb, it suddenly split open. Like a monster opening its massive mouth, it swallowed the bolt of lightning whole. 
 
    Zhou Yi gasped in astonishment; this thing had quite the appetite. 
 
    This was genuine heavenly thunder, its power comparable to that of Thunderbolt Heaven, and yet the Mirage could still devour it as usual. Such an extraordinary ability was indeed incredible. 
 
    However, by this time, the Divine Dew Zhou Yi carried had been completely depleted, leaving him unable to assist further. Thus, after his initial surprise, concern crept back into his mind. 
 
    His will communicated out, quickly linking with the orb before him. He could distinctly sense every inch of change within the orb's interior. While the power of the thunder was formidable, it posed no significant threat to the internal space of the orb. 
 
    After all, every material that formed the Mirage was a true treasure of heaven and earth. If it could be so easily destroyed, then the divine artifact Zhou Yi had forged with so much effort would be worthless. 
 
    The massive bolts of lightning continued to crash down, and the orb, unfazed, devoured them all. 
 
    It seemed as if the defiance of this small entity had unusually enraged some power within the heavens and earth. The heavenly thunder from the sky grew unimaginably larger and more relentless in its fury, terrifying to behold. Eventually, even Zhou Yi began to hesitate at the thought of directly confronting its force. 
 
    With a quick thought, he considered calling upon the White Horse Thunder. If the white horse could unleash Thunderbolt Heaven, it would surely be able to block this wave of heavenly thunder. 
 
    Yet, the sensations emanating from the orb remained filled with joy, and this joyous feeling was intensifying. 
 
    Despite the formidable power of the heavenly thunder, the orb gave Zhou Yi the impression that it was using the lightning's energy to transform. The immense power of the thunder continuously washed over and tempered the orb, slowly consolidating and growing it. 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression fluctuated, a mix of hope and apprehension that he had not felt in a long time. 
 
    After a long while, he finally sighed deeply, abandoning the idea of summoning the White Horse Thunder. Without enduring hardships, how could it grow into a legendary superior-grade divine artifact? Perhaps, this was a necessary trial for the Mirage to undergo. 
 
    Finally, an incredibly spectacular bolt of lightning struck straight down from the sky, crashing fiercely onto the orb. This bolt was unbelievably thick, many times larger than the orb itself. When it struck, the orb was completely enveloped by the lightning. 
 
    It seemed to reach its limit; the orb could not withstand the immense pressure and suddenly burst open, dissolving into a faint, formless mist that vanished before Zhou Yi's eyes in an instant. 
 
    His heart trembled violently, and he could hardly believe his own eyes. An artifact on the verge of formation had been obliterated by a bolt of heavenly thunder... 
 
    While the power of this thunderbolt was indeed excessively strong, it seemed unlikely that the artifact would be so fragile, no matter how one looked at it. 
 
    Just as this thought emerged, a miraculous intuition suddenly surged through Zhou Yi's mind. His eyebrows twitched a few times, and a look of relieved joy finally spread across his face. 
 
    After a few more chaotic strikes, the lightning in the sky seemed to calm down as it lost its target. The gathering clouds slowly dispersed, and the forces of heaven and earth around gradually returned to tranquility. 
 
    The strength of the heavenly and earthly forces in the world had reached an incredible density. Despite such a powerful disturbance, there was no real loss to the world itself. It only took a moment to revert back to its original state. 
 
    Feeling the surging forces of heaven and earth, Zhou Yi was deeply moved. 
 
    Before the closure of the Death Passage, the hardships faced by all practitioners of the Innate Realm were indescribable, far beyond what the newly advanced Innates of today could imagine. 
 
    Shaking his head slightly, Zhou Yi refocused his spirit. With a gentle lift of his hand, the space around him began to ripple with a strange change. Subsequently, countless invisible forces began to converge in his hand. When these forces gathered to a certain extent, they finally began to materialize. 
 
    An orb, roughly the size of the super-tier divine artifact Thunderbolt Heaven, appeared in Zhou Yi's hand. However, this orb was not purple-gold but filled with indescribably colorful glows. 
 
    Looking at the dazzling lights, Zhou Yi felt a slight stir in his spirit, as if even his soul might be drawn into it. After gazing intently for a moment, he finally shifted his eyes away. 
 
    Mirage, coalescing myriad colors when gathered, dispersing into invisible and colorless forms, endless in its transformations..." 
 
    At this moment, it had successfully condensed into the main soul of the artifact, and it had also made Zhou Yi fully understand the miraculous power and function of this artifact. 
 
    With a flick of his wrist, the Mirage vanished from his hand. With a whistle, Treasure Pig, White Horse Thunder, and Brerbo appeared before him. 
 
    Zhou Yi's gaze turned westward, his voice deep, "Let's go... it’s time we collected our debts." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1297 
 
    The Western Sanctuary, having weathered the calamity of the past, now found itself thoroughly rejuvenated. 
 
    The entire city had once again flourished, with the prestige and power of the Sanctuary of Light ascending to new heights. This resurgence was fueled by the return of the Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse, Leobard, and the birth of the Holy Dragon Knight, rekindling the faith in light once more. 
 
    However, a subtle gloom still lingered within the Sanctuary. 
 
    The highest echelons of the Sanctuary, those powerhouses who had reached the realm of the Venerable, received unsettling news: The Divine Dragon Elbera had fallen, and Zhou Yi, who had previously wreaked havoc before coming to the Sanctuary, had grown terrifyingly powerful. Even the combined forces of the two great Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses of the West had suffered a crushing defeat at his hands. 
 
    Though this news was kept from spreading, all Venerables privy to the truth were profoundly shaken, as if a heavy stone weighed down their hearts. 
 
    Zhou Yi, a name synonymous with a demon for the Sanctuary, had once again emerged like a great devil from the abyss, this time seemingly invincible. 
 
    Nevertheless, there was slight relief among them, as after about a month of vigilance, this legendary terrifying figure had not appeared to challenge them as Lord Leobard had anticipated, easing everyone's fears somewhat. Perhaps, the great devil would never appear before the Sanctuary again. 
 
    At this juncture, even the most loyal to the Sanctuary harbored no thoughts of vengeance. 
 
    A frail ant might muster the courage to fight a stronger ant. However, when faced with an elephant, its courage would burst like worthless bubbles, utterly shattered. 
 
    Every day, countless ants are inadvertently crushed by larger creatures, yet these ants never contemplate retaliation. 
 
    This is the harsh reality. When one recognizes the overwhelming strength of an adversary, the wisest and most prudent decision is invariably made. 
 
    However, some events are not swayed by desires; what is destined to happen will inevitably come to pass. 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    Clouds drifted slowly across the sky. 
 
    Yet within the Sanctuary below, no one noticed that hidden within one of those clouds lurked the very demon they most feared and dreaded. 
 
    Gently parting the clouds, Zhou Yi gazed downward, his brow slightly furrowed. 
 
    Having successfully forged the divine weapon Mirage, they had traveled here with utmost haste. However, as they approached the Sanctuary, Zhou Yi and his companions concealed their tracks. 
 
    They were not intimidated by the Western Sanctuary at this point, but their purpose was not to demolish the entire Sanctuary; they aimed to eliminate Leobard. Should this veteran Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse manage to escape, Zhou Yi would be apprehensive and refrain from attacking the Sanctuary. 
 
    Among the Divine Path powerhouses of both the East and West, there exists an unwritten rule: one must not attack a sect that harbors a Divine Path powerhouse. 
 
    As long as a sect houses a Divine Path powerhouse, even if only of the Ethereal Divine Realm, that sect remains as stable as Mount Tai, rarely provoked by others. 
 
    Thus, until Leobard, Edwin, and the Masked Man are confirmed dead, Zhou Yi would refrain from taking any overly drastic actions. 
 
    After all, some rules must not be broken; otherwise, without these restraints, the entire world would descend into chaos—a scenario no Divine Path powerhouse wishes to see. 
 
    At this moment, peering through the clouds, Zhou Yi meticulously scanned the area, then shook his head with a wry smile. "I can't find Leobard, nor can I sense his presence. Could it be that he hasn't returned to the Sanctuary?" 
 
    Brerbo, by his side, spoke in a calm tone, "There's over a seventy percent chance he's hidden here, but a thirty percent possibility that he's gone to the Divine Island." 
 
    Zhou Yi pondered for a moment, then slightly shook his head, "After all, he is a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse, with his own dignity. Unless he's utterly cornered, he wouldn't personally go to the Divine Island for help." As he spoke, a sharp gleam flashed in his eyes, "As long as I don't attack the Sanctuary, he won't take that step." 
 
    Brerbo thought seriously for a moment and said, "Perhaps you're right. Human emotions are indeed too complex for me to factor into my calculations." 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled, but his expression soon turned to one of resignation, "Leobard's art of concealment is strong; I can't locate him. Brerbo, what about you?" Zhou Yi asked, clinging to a sliver of hope. 
 
    Brerbo shook his head, "I can't find him either." 
 
    With a light sigh, Zhou Yi rubbed his hands together, a faint mysterious glow flickering in his palms. Though he had successfully forged the divine artifact, he now found himself without the opportunity to use it. 
 
    Against ordinary foes, his current level of cultivation was more than sufficient to prevail without the need for the newly forged super-tier divine artifact. 
 
    "Brerbo, let's think of a strategy," Zhou Yi suggested. "We need to lure out Leobard, but we can't cause too much damage to the Sanctuary." 
 
    Treasure Pig and White Horse Thunder both widened their eyes; they could understand Zhou Yi's dilemma. 
 
    Everyone has family, friends, descendants, and vulnerabilities. Hence, when facing a force with a Divine Path powerhouse, one must tread carefully and avoid reckless slaughter, lest the opponent retaliates in kind. 
 
    Brerbo's eyes brightened, a sign he was engaging in complex calculations. After a moment, his gaze returned to normal, and he declared, "This can be done." 
 
    "Can be done?" Doubt simultaneously flickered in the eyes of all three. 
 
    "Leobard is afraid of you," Brerbo stated seriously. "If a Divine Path powerhouse unrelated to you starts causing trouble for the Sanctuary, Leobard will surely show himself." 
 
    Zhou Yi glanced at Treasure Pig and White Horse Thunder, then shook his head. 
 
    Although these divine beasts were powerful, their appearances were too well-known across the land. If Leobard saw them, he would immediately suspect Zhou Yi's involvement, and it would be suspicious if he still chose to appear. 
 
    Brerbo seemed to understand Zhou Yi's concerns and added, "I have a way..." 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    In the distant sky, a tiny black dot suddenly appeared. As the dot grew larger, the entire city began to stir. 
 
    Everyone could clearly see that the small black dot was a Divine Dragon, and not just an ordinary dragon, but a Golden Divine Dragon—the king of the western dragon race. 
 
    It flapped its massive wings, gliding leisurely through the sky. Although not very fast, it was heading towards the Sanctuary. 
 
    The people in the city raised their hands high, sending forth heartfelt praises towards the dragon. The humans of the West harbored a deep-seated fear of the powerful dragon race, but it was this very fear that fostered a blind adoration for them. 
 
    This fervor had reached its peak since the emergence of the Holy Dragon Knight. 
 
    At that moment, as a second divine dragon graced the skies above the Sanctuary, all who witnessed the scene in the West unleashed their throats, cheering fervently towards the dragon in the sky. 
 
    Unexpectedly, the dragon floating in midair seemed to misunderstand their cheers as provocation. Thus, the dragon lowered its head, suddenly opened its vast maw, and emitted a deep, thunderous roar. 
 
    "Roar..." 
 
    The robust and powerful dragon's cry echoed between heaven and earth, forcefully suppressing the shouts of countless people. 
 
    Time seemed to pause momentarily, and then, the city erupted into even greater commotion. 
 
    The dragon's roar carried immense anger. Although no one could precisely understand what it was saying, the unmasked fury was enough to terrify everyone into submission. 
 
    The Golden Divine Dragon's roaring did not cease; instead, it intensified. It opened its mouth again, releasing another earth-shattering roar, distinctly different from the first. 
 
    If the initial roar was merely a display of its anger, the current cry was imbued with tremendous power. 
 
    Invisible waves of force exploded from the dragon's mouth, creating visible ripples in the air. Within the range of this sonic attack, there were countless heart-wrenching screams and the rumbling sounds of collapsing buildings. 
 
    Containing a powerful sonic attack within a dragon's roar was a rare and formidable ability, even among the royal dragon lineage. 
 
    This sonic attack was even more terrifying than the dragon's breath, causing greater damage. Fortunately, the dragon restrained itself and did not unleash a lethal sonic assault. Thus, people only suffered excruciating headaches and screamed in agony. 
 
    Had the dragon fully unleashed the power of its sonic attack, the area below would have instantly become a city of the dead. Such is the power of the royal lineage among divine beasts, possessing divine abilities far beyond ordinary dragon breath. 
 
    Suddenly, a tremendous radiance burst forth from the depths of the Sanctuary. This brilliance rapidly spread, and in just a moment, it enveloped the entire city. 
 
    This was the power of light—the Sanctuary had absorbed and gathered the divine light for tens of thousands of years and now diffused it above its precincts once again. 
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1298 
 
    A sonorous and powerful voice resonated throughout the Sanctuary: "Respected Dragon King, why have you come to attack us humans?" 
 
    In the sky, the Golden Dragon King roared, "I seek Leobard, come forth!" 
 
    The massive voice thundered, penetrating even the barrier of divine light power, and was heard clearly by every human below. 
 
    "Lord Leobard has already left the Sanctuary," the aged voice spoke again. "Dragon King, when the lord returns, we will immediately inform him." 
 
    "I do not believe it," the Divine Dragon swayed its massive head, "If Leobard does not appear, then I will wait here, and none in your Sanctuary shall pass safely." 
 
    Beneath the protective light shield, everyone's face changed. 
 
    The strength displayed by the dragon had already informed the venerables within the Sanctuary that it was a powerful divine beast. 
 
    If it were not so, the Pope himself would have initiated an attack as a reprimand when he activated the power of light for protection. 
 
    The Pope gave a bitter smile, realizing that the creature before him was a Golden Dragon who had just ascended to the Divine Path. 
 
    He inwardly marveled at the potential of the dragon race; even after three divine beasts had fallen, another Divine Path powerhouse had emerged. Yet, what puzzled him was why this Divine Dragon had come to the Sanctuary in such a furious manner. 
 
    "Respected Golden Dragon King, may I ask what business you have with His Excellency Leobard?" the Pope asked patiently. 
 
    Hovering in the sky, the Golden Dragon exuded an aura of overwhelming majesty, its heavy pressure suffocating those who could sense the divine dragon's presence. 
 
    Its thunderous roar suddenly erupted: "I must see Leobard. I need to know how the two prides of the Dragon Race met their demise." 
 
    Lide's eyes brightened slightly, and he sighed in relief internally, saying, "Respected Dragon King, the dragon race’s..." 
 
    "I do not need your explanations," the Golden Dragon harshly interrupted him. "I need Leobard himself to explain it to me." 
 
    A flicker of anger passed through Lide's eyes, but facing the Golden Dragon, he felt helpless. 
 
    The pontiff indeed held a supreme position among humans, and even Divine Path powerhouses like Leobard and Edwin would show him ample respect and face. 
 
    However, what he faced now was a divine beast. 
 
    Though the intelligence of a divine beast was not inferior to that of humans, the worldview between divine beasts and humans differed greatly. 
 
    In the world of divine beasts, absolute power reigns supreme. 
 
    They care not for your noble status; if your strength is far inferior to theirs, even the pontiff of the Sanctuary would not gain the recognition of a divine beast. 
 
    Just as Lide was at a loss, a familiar voice suddenly rang out. 
 
    "Dragon race's strong one, I am here." A slender figure slowly emerged from the protective light shield, his face showing neither joy nor sorrow. Even when facing a powerful member of the dragon race, his expression remained utterly untroubled. 
 
    The Golden Dragon's huge eyes narrowed slightly, and the aura emanating from its body seemed even more formidable. At the same time, its vast mouth opened and closed as if ready to unleash a sonic attack at any moment. 
 
    Leobard, of course, was not intimidated by the sonic force akin to a dragon's breath, but he knew well that the protection of the power of light, though formidable, had its limits. Close to the center of the Sanctuary, it could withstand powerful attacks, but towards the edges of the city, the protective strength was significantly weaker. 
 
    The divine light there could not withstand an assault from a Divine Path powerhouse, so when Leobard saw that the Golden Dragon seemed poised to unleash another sonic attack, he quickly interjected, "Respected Dragon King, whatever you wish to know, I assure you I will tell the truth, but please, could we choose another place to talk?" 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Because this is the Sanctuary, and we should not hold discussions in the sky above it," Leobard said solemnly. 
 
    The divine dragon pondered for a moment, its eyes rolling slyly, almost cunningly. It then declared loudly, "Very well, let us go to the sea." 
 
    Leobard paused slightly at these words, sensing an ominous intent. 
 
    It was well known that the sea was indeed an ideal place for Divine Path powerhouses. However, he had no desire to engage in a confrontation with this newly ascended powerhouse from the western dragon race. 
 
    However, before he could ponder further, the Divine Dragon swiftly waved its gigantic wings, casting a huge shadow across the sky before turning and flying off into the distance. 
 
    For some reason, witnessing the flight of the dragon gave Leobard a rather strange feeling. Although he was not of the dragon race, his extensive dealings with them had given him an understanding far beyond that of ordinary humans. 
 
    He subtly noticed something peculiar about the Western Divine Dragon's control over its body—it appeared awkward, creating a jarring, out-of-place feeling. 
 
    While he hesitated, a figure flashed by, and Pope Leide flew up to join him. 
 
    Breaking through the protection of the power of light was no easy feat, but as the controller of this force, it was not surprising for Lide to move freely. 
 
    With a grave expression, he said, "Your Excellency Leobard, this newly advanced Golden Dragon King is full of aggressive energy; I fear it harbors ill intentions. You must be cautious." 
 
    Leobard's eyes suddenly brightened; Lide's words alleviated his concerns. 
 
    Originally, there were only three Divine Path powerhouses among the western dragons, but they had all perished, and this beast must be the dragon that had just ascended to the Divine Path. 
 
    Upon initial advancement to the Divine Path, a dragon's body is flooded with immense, unimaginable power. To fully master this power, a period of adjustment is necessary. Therefore, the dragon's odd flying behavior was understandable. 
 
    At that moment, even the reason behind the dragon's irascible temperament became clear to Leobard. 
 
    A newly ascended child, naturally arrogant and proud... 
 
    Leobard waved his hand gently, smiling, "Your Holiness, rest assured, whatever malice it harbors, it cannot harm me." 
 
    Lide nodded slowly, his belief unwavering. A pseudo-divine realm powerhouse who had been renowned for nearly a thousand years would certainly not fear a divine beast that had just ascended to the Divine Path. 
 
    Yet, he hesitated, saying, "Your Majesty, but our deep enmity with Zhou Yi... If you suddenly go out, I fear..." 
 
    Leobard's lips curled into a proud smile. "Your Holiness, although I am no match for them, once I deploy the speed of the aurora, no one in this world can catch up with me." He paused, confidently adding, "The same goes for that white horse." 
 
    Lidet glanced in the direction of the increasingly distant Golden Dragon, his gaze hesitant. 
 
    Leobard laughed heartily. "Do not worry. If our enmity with Zhou Yi is deep, then the feud between the Dragon Race and Zhou Yi is utterly irreconcilable. Thus, the Dragon Race will definitely not ally with Zhou Yi." 
 
    If it had been another Divine Path powerhouse, they might suspect Zhou Yi's involvement, but the appearance of the Divine Dragon dispelled such concerns. 
 
    To suggest that the western dragons, after losing three divine beasts, would then ally with Zhou Yi was as unlikely as the sun rising from the west. 
 
    The pride of the dragon race is beyond human comprehension. 
 
    Humans might submit to a powerful enemy due to circumstances, but the Dragon Race would never. They might flee, hide, or fight to the death, but they would never surrender or submit. 
 
    This exemplifies the fundamental difference between dragons and humans, true for both Eastern and Western dragons alike. 
 
    Finally understanding, Lide floated slightly backward and said, "Your Majesty, may your journey be smooth." 
 
    Leobard nodded, seemingly still a bit concerned, and added, "Your Holiness, if Zhou Yi does indeed come, please do not activate the divine power of light. Just let him search the Sanctuary freely." 
 
    Lide's expression darkened, understanding that doing so would result in a loss of face for the Sanctuary. But compared to being completely destroyed, this was the only choice. 
 
    He also knew that as long as he did not show any intent to resist, Zhou Yi would likely not destroy the Sanctuary. After all, Zhou Yi was not a lone wolf; he had his bases in the northwest and would not dare to act rashly. 
 
    Leobard looked forward; the Divine Dragon had become a small dot in the void. If he did not catch up now, he might lose sight of it altogether. 
 
    Nodding to Pontiff Lide, Leobard turned and soared upwards. The speed of a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse was formidable; although humans were not born with the innate ability to fly like dragons, once Leobard unleashed his speed, he was no less impressive than the Golden Dragon King ahead. 
 
    As Lide watched Leobard depart, for some reason, an uncomfortable feeling suddenly arose within him. At that moment, he felt a despair welling up from the depths of his heart. 
 
    This was not only about the departing Leobard but also seemed to represent the future of the Sanctuary. 
 
    Shaking his head, he cast aside this difficult, incredible feeling of pain. Looking down at the grand structure of the Sanctuary and its numerous followers, Pope Lide's spirit was rekindled. 
 
    Even if a great devil like Zhou Yi had emerged in the East, the glory of the Sanctuary would not forever dim. 
 
    As long as the foundation of the Sanctuary remains intact, just as it has survived countless perils over millennia, there will eventually be a day when the clouds part to reveal the sun, and the power of light will spread across the entire land! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1299 
 
    From afar, the seam where the sea meets the sky was already visible. 
 
    The marvels of nature truly knew no bounds, and a surge of profound sentiment suddenly swelled within Leobard's heart. If he were to fly straight on, he wondered if one day he might reach the very end of the world, and what grand spectacle would await there. 
 
    The small dot ahead seemed to speed up slightly. Sensing that Leobard's speed was not inferior to the dragon's, the Golden Dragon kept increasing its pace. 
 
    A faint scent of competition seemed to permeate the air. 
 
    The old man's lips curled into a subtle smile. This was a young dragon, its heart brimming with a competitive spirit. Indeed, the dragon race was the most cherished by the heavens, with one powerhouse after another ascending to the Divine Path, seemingly without end. 
 
    He maintained a steady pace, neither overtaking nor falling behind his counterpart. 
 
    Leobard was demonstrating his strength to the golden dragon in this unique manner, knowing well that when dealing with the Divine Dragon race, mere explanations and retreats would not suffice. Only by letting the other realize that he possessed power not inferior to—or perhaps even greater than—its own, could he more easily persuade it. 
 
    Finally, they crossed the coastline and entered the vast, boundless sea. 
 
    The sound of the tides reached his ears continuously; waves followed one another, tightly linked. As they began to crest, they turned into roaring, powerful breakers that surged ashore with force. Wave upon wave, layer upon layer, the white foam surged to the sky, forming a wide and spectacular array of waves. 
 
    Although Leobard's heart was not at ease, the sight before him brought a sudden clarity, and the oppression that had weighed on his heart seemed to dissipate greatly at this moment. 
 
    He faintly felt that choosing to come to the seaside this time was not a bad decision. 
 
    Perhaps, he should consider venturing out more often to relax his mind. 
 
    Suddenly, the golden dragon ahead came to a halt, stretching its wings and hovering in mid-air, its eyes twinkling as it stared directly at him. 
 
    Leobard slowed down, not wishing to provoke any unintended misunderstandings. 
 
    However, as he approached the Golden Dragon, a vague sense of foreboding took hold of him. The eyes of the dragon felt eerily familiar, and the expression they conveyed was peculiarly unsettling. 
 
    Despite racking his brain, he couldn’t recall where he had seen such eyes on any Divine Dragon before. His suspicion deepened. Dragons were not numerous; those that had made a significant impression on him were even fewer, yet he couldn’t figure out any clue. Such strange occurrences were definitely not a good sign for a Divine Path powerhouse. 
 
    At this moment, he even began to wonder if he was truly getting old… 
 
    "Leobard, you have finally arrived," the Divine Dragon suddenly spoke, its booming voice echoing over the sea and stirring countless ripples. 
 
    Leobard’s spirits lifted instantly, and he quickly responded, "Respected Golden Dragon King, I understand your sorrow and pain over the fall of the dragon race’s Divine Path powerhouses. But please believe, I share your sentiments." 
 
    The Golden Dragon King's gaze grew even more peculiar. "You feel sorrow as well?" 
 
    Its tone was laced with distrust, clearly not believing a word. 
 
    Leobard forced a bitter smile. He didn’t truly believe his own words, so how could a Divine Dragon? 
 
    Upon learning of the Divine Dragon's fall, his predominant feelings were fear and powerlessness. Although there was a hint of the 'fox mourning the hare' sentiment, to say he felt sorrow would merely be lip service. 
 
    Clearing his throat, Leobard quickly shifted the topic. "Your Excellency, whether you believe me or not, I must clarify that the one who killed the divine dragons is Zhou Yi, a Divine Path powerhouse from the northwest. He bears a grudge not only against Dragon Valley but also harbors a deep-seated enmity against our Sanctuary. Therefore, we should not be enemies but allies, united against that formidable adversary." 
 
    The Golden Dragon King suddenly roared, "Leobard, if it weren’t for your instigation, would our Western Dragon race have ended up in this plight?" 
 
    The thunderous voice exploded outward from it, creating a massive pit several Zhang deep in the sea due to the immense pressure. 
 
    As this oppressive force dissipated, a surge of seawater rushed back in, causing towering waves ten Zhang high to rise. 
 
    Yet, after this roar, all nearby marine creatures frantically fled to distant waters. 
 
    Such a roar was even more effective than the oppressive aura of a Divine Path powerhouse. 
 
    Leobard's face subtly changed. Deep down, he was indeed guilty. The escalating conflict between the Dragon race and Zhou Yi was genuinely due to the dragon egg he had taken from the Sanctuary. 
 
    Had there been no such catalyst, the proud nature of the dragon race would have remained uninvolved, even if all the humans of the West were eradicated by the East. 
 
    However, at this point, he certainly couldn't admit to that. 
 
    With a stern face, Leobard said gravely, "Respected Golden Dragon King, our Sanctuary has always been the closest friend of the dragon race. Since the era of the great Light-Dark Holy Son and the great Divine Dragon King ten thousand years ago, almost every five hundred years a Holy Dragon Knight has emerged. So, you must be mistaken about our Sanctuary." 
 
    The Golden Dragon King replied coldly, "Before Elbera, there has been no Holy Dragon Knight from the Sanctuary and Dragon Valley for five thousand years." 
 
    Leobard's face reddened slightly, and he responded, "That is due to the scarcity of the forces of heaven and earth and the disappearance of Divine Paths. As you can see, after the recovery of these forces, haven’t Edwin and Lord Elbera become Holy Dragon Knights?" 
 
    The Golden Dragon King continued coldly, "They united only to face the formidable enemy from the northwest. Without that catalyst, would Edwin have earned Elbera’s recognition?" 
 
    Leobard found himself at a loss for words, yet he inwardly sighed. If it weren't for the necessity of facing Zhou Yi, he wouldn't have gone to such lengths to stir up hatred and hostility between them. 
 
    Blinking his massive eyes, the Golden Dragon King declared loudly, "Leobard, I have decided. The future of the dragon race cannot be allied with someone like you. I must seek new allies elsewhere." 
 
    "New allies?" Leobard's eyebrows furrowed deeply. "Your Excellency, the Dragon King, while the Dark Council is indeed powerful, the type of power they wield is not suitable for the dragon race." 
 
    The Golden Dragon King shook his massive head with an undeniable tone, "I have no intention of allying with the Dark Council." 
 
    Leobard grew more suspicious. In the entire West, besides the Sanctuary of Light, only the Dark Council seemed qualified to ally with the dragon race. Beyond these, even with Leobard's extensive knowledge of the Western world, he could not think of any other power that possessed the strength to be taken seriously by the dragon race. 
 
    "Respected Golden Dragon King, with whom do you plan to form an alliance?" Leobard asked instinctively. 
 
    The Golden Dragon King let out a loud laugh, filled with a deep sense of triumph. 
 
    "Leobard, my ally is right behind you. Open your eyes wide and see clearly." 
 
    Upon hearing this unabashed, boisterous laughter, a profound sense of imminent danger surged within Leobard. He raised his eyebrows and sensed a massive presence emanating from behind him. 
 
    To his surprise, this formidable presence evoked a mix of familiarity and strangeness. 
 
    The events of the day had far exceeded his expectations. With a stern face, Leobard finally turned around. 
 
    Then, as the Golden Dragon King had said, his eyes widened in shock. 
 
    Behind him, impossibly, stood a person who should never have been there. 
 
    Zhou Yi, the common nemesis of the Western Sanctuary and the dragon race, was casually smiling at him. 
 
    Leobard's mouth opened slightly as he realized a bitter taste filled his mouth. "Impossible…" he murmured as if talking to himself. "How could the dragon race possibly ally with you?" 
 
    Zhou Yi stood with his hands behind his back, his gaze playful and inscrutable. "Why is it impossible? I've resolved the grievances with the dragon race, so naturally, we can unite." 
 
    "This animosity cannot be resolved," Leobard declared, his eyes suddenly blazing with intensity. "The dragon race is the proudest in the world. They could never reconcile with a human who has slain three Divine Dragons." His body trembled slightly, clearly overwhelmed by this revelation. 
 
    Zhou Yi shrugged his shoulders in a helpless gesture. "I didn’t intend to resolve any grievances with the dragon race, but this Golden Dragon King came to me on his own, wanting to become my mount. I took pity on it, so I accepted." 
 
    Leobard stared at Zhou Yi, dumbfounded, then back at the hovering Golden Dragon King, his eyes filled with disbelief. 
 
    He suddenly realized that his understanding of the dragon race might have been deeply flawed. Perhaps they were not as proud as he had imagined. 
 
    After a moment of stunned silence, seemingly regaining his composure, Leobard flicked his wrist, and a Hexagram Divine Path Weapon appeared in his hand. With swift motions, he quickly inscribed several characters onto it, then with a wave, the artifact tore through the void, turning into a streak of light that shot into the distance. 
 
    Zhou Yi seemed poised to intercept but suddenly paused, his expression a mix of amusement and indifference, allowing the object to escape through the air. 
 
    Leobard breathed a sigh of relief and declared loudly, "Zhou Yi, you drew me here to kill me, didn't you? But unfortunately, you will never be able to stop me." 
 
    Zhou Yi's smile widened, his smirk tinged with undisguised mockery. 
 
    "Big words, Leobard. You might as well try." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1300 
 
    Leobard gazed deeply at his opponent, his divine power surging within him, his formidable strength boiling and burning fiercely. 
 
    Although he knew that since Zhou Yi had set this trap, he must have been fairly confident of its success, otherwise he would not have risked exposing a Divine Path powerhouse from the Dragon Race. 
 
    However, Leobard was resolutely confident in his own Aurora Escape Speed. Despite the great cost and its inability to be used continuously for long periods, once his potential was ignited, his speed was unmatched, the fastest under the heavens. 
 
    Thus, although he did not have the confidence to defeat Zhou Yi, he was confident he could escape successfully. 
 
    "Mr. Zhou, there seems to be a great misunderstanding between us," Leobard suddenly slowed his tone, saying, "It was indeed our fault for offending you previously. If possible, I hope you can give our Sanctuary a chance to apologize." 
 
    "Apologize..." Zhou Yi scoffed disdainfully. "You have tried to take my life multiple times; do you think an apology can fix that?" 
 
    "We can compensate you for your losses," Leobard stated solemnly. 
 
    Although he knew in his heart that such a proposal was unlikely to be accepted, as long as there was a sliver of hope, he was unwilling to give up. 
 
    After all, Zhou Yi had grown to a stature that he could only look up to. Since he could not be his enemy... Leobard glanced towards the location of the Golden Dragon King. Even the proud and rigid Dragon Race had submitted; why should he continue to resist stubbornly? 
 
    A muscle twitched in Zhou Yi's cheek, almost betraying a laugh. 
 
    Although he did not possess the divine ability to read minds, one only needed to look at Leobard's expression to guess what was on his mind, something even a fool could discern. 
 
    He took a deep breath, his expression becoming solemn once again: "Leobard, does that Masked Man come from the Divine Island?" 
 
    Leobard hesitated for a moment, then slowly nodded. 
 
    "What exactly is his origin, and what is his connection to the Light-Dark Holy Son?" Zhou Yi asked gravely, a tinge of tension rising in his heart. 
 
    For some reason, Zhou Yi placed an unparalleled importance on this Masked Man. Even though Ao Minxing had once said that there was no need to worry about this person once one ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, he couldn't let it go. 
 
    A bitter smile appeared on Leobard's face. "All I know is that he is currently the true master of Divine Island. As for his connection with the Light-Dark Holy Son, no one knows. However..." He paused, then added, "This person must have received the legacy of the great Light-Dark Holy Son." 
 
    Zhou Yi glanced at him irritably. That was stating the obvious. 
 
    Without the inheritance of a True Divine Realm powerhouse, how could the man possess such formidable power? 
 
    Leobard sighed deeply, "Due to the legacies of light and darkness, both our Sanctuary and the Council hold deep reverence for the Divine Island. The decision to attempt your assassination also came from the Island's directives." 
 
    A chill ran through Zhou Yi’s heart, and he said sharply, "That Masked Man wants to kill me?" 
 
    Leobard slowly nodded, "The white whale is the guardian divine beast of the Divine Island, and the Ironshell Back Dragon and the Seal Divine Beast were also recruited by the white whale as allies." He sighed inwardly; such a formidable lineup had not only failed to kill Zhou Yi but had instead suffered heavy losses without any gain. 
 
    The decision of the Masked Man... it was indeed a mistake. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes flickered with intensity, confirming the true identity of the Masked Man from Leobard's words. However, it seemed that Leobard knew no more than he did; everything about the Masked Man was mere conjecture. 
 
    "Leobard, apart from the Light-Dark Holy Son, is there anyone else who possesses both light and dark physiques?" Zhou Yi asked. 
 
    "Yes," Leobard replied without hesitation. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes narrowed sharply, and he asked sternly, "Who?" 
 
    "You," Leobard said solemnly. "You are the only person I have ever encountered who possesses the dual cultivation physique of light and darkness." 
 
    A wave of disappointment swept through Zhou Yi's heart, but upon receiving his answer, a terrifyingly incredible thought abruptly surfaced in his mind. 
 
    Shaking his head, Zhou Yi cast aside the impractical idea, saying, "Leobard, I accept your apology." He spoke earnestly, "As long as the Sanctuary surrenders one item, then I can forgive and forget the past." 
 
    Leobard's eyes immediately lit up. He had only spoken in passing without any real hope. 
 
    But he hadn't expected Zhou Yi to respond in such a manner. At this moment, he had decided that whatever Zhou Yi wanted, he would agree to, because the Sanctuary could not afford to have such a formidable enemy. 
 
    "What do you need?" Leobard asked eagerly. 
 
    "I want..." Zhou Yi's voice suddenly turned stern, and he declared sharply, "I want Leobard's head." 
 
    As soon as these words fell, he flicked his wrist, releasing a strange and incredibly potent force. This force, bizarre and unfathomable, spread out suddenly, and even Leobard, with all his experience, could not discern its origin. 
 
    However, one thing was certain: this power was not akin to Zhou Yi's own aura. It was clear that this was not an ability of Zhou Yi himself but rather stemmed from some divine artifact on him. For a moment, Leobard's heart was filled with intense jealousy and envy; the number of divine artifacts Zhou Yi possessed was rare even among the most distinguished figures of the ages. 
 
    But this was no time for sentimentality. As soon as Zhou Yi uttered those words, Leobard realized that Zhou Yi was determined to put him to death. 
 
    Leobard's figure swayed slightly as he dashed toward the left. Flanked by Zhou Yi and that wretched Golden Dragon King, his only escape routes were to the sides. 
 
    Before seeing the White Horse Thunder, Leobard would not easily resort to using his Aurora Escape Speed. After all, the cost of using such a means of escape was too great; he would not use it unless absolutely necessary. 
 
    However, as if anticipating his move, Zhou Yi shouted lightly, and immediately, a massive, unimaginable electric python shot out from the sea floor towards Leobard. 
 
    A chill ran through the old man's heart; the White Horse Thunder had been hiding beneath the sea, and for some reason, he had failed to detect it in advance. 
 
    Although the speed of the lightning was fast, the old man's movements were equally swift. His figure shifted nimbly, dodging the assault of the lightning at the last moment. 
 
    However, this momentary delay was all Zhou Yi needed to close in on him. This time, he didn’t resort to any divine artifact; instead, his hands clasped together, forming an unusually bizarre hand seal. 
 
    Suddenly, five streams of Five Elements Energy burst forth, transforming into five massive palms that enveloped the sky, reaching out to grasp Leobard. Simultaneously, the sea split open, and the White Horse Thunder rose from the water. Its singular horn was surrounded by purple lightning, and its body radiated a fierce aura. 
 
    Leobard’s expression changed slightly; he knew that if he were entangled by Zhou Yi at this moment, escaping later would likely be impossible. 
 
    Clenching his teeth, divine power surged within him, and his body burst into radiant light. Then, his body twisted eerily, seemingly disappearing and transforming into a pure form of light power. 
 
    This was the most powerful manifestation of light power, renowned for its unparalleled speed. 
 
    Countless light-aligned Divine Path powerhouses from the Sanctuary had used this secret technique to successfully escape death many times over the generations. In the annals of the Sanctuary, it was an unbreakable record. 
 
    In an instant, Leobard transformed into a beam of light, rushing towards the farthest limits of the horizon. 
 
    In the void, a dazzling flash of light streaked across, and then everything returned to normal. 
 
    Leobard's breathing became noticeably heavier. Although the technique was immensely powerful, it was also tremendously taxing on the body. 
 
    He had just used the technique a few days prior, and employing it again now placed an even heavier burden on his physique. Fortunately, he had managed to escape from the formidable Zhou Yi, and even more fortuitously, he himself was a practitioner of the light element. 
 
    With a flick of his wrist, light emanated around him, soothing like the warmest spring waters, bringing immense relief throughout his body. His somewhat damaged body was healing rapidly in this comforting light. 
 
    As he relished the recovery from his injuries, Leobard's mind was quietly calculating whether to seize this opportunity to head northwest. Perhaps showing his face near the renowned Zhou Family Estate would send a message to Zhou Yi—that he was not a pushover to be trifled with. 
 
    If pushed further, he was ready to fight to mutual destruction. 
 
    However, just as this thought surfaced, he felt something was amiss. The surrounding space seemed bizarrely familiar. Blinking hard, his heart suddenly turned cold. 
 
    He realized that the environment was exactly the same as before—there was no difference at all. In other words, after deploying his Aurora Escape Speed and running a great distance, he had somehow circled back to his original location. 
 
    Such an accident happening to him was absolutely impossible, which meant that all of this was Zhou Yi's doing. 
 
    Warily scanning his surroundings, his expression darkened. Not far from him, Zhou Yi was forming hand seals with the Five Elements Flower revolving around him. Beside him, the White Horse Thunder and the Golden Dragon King looked at him with mocking eyes. 
 
    This man and two beasts brought an immense, unprecedented pressure on him at that moment. 
 
    "Leobard, there's no need to waste your efforts," Zhou Yi said calmly, as if discussing something utterly simple and ordinary. "You cannot escape." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1301 
 
    With a gentle wave of his hands, his movements were light and harmonious, like the wind in nature, filled with an ethereal and elusive essence. 
 
    As his hand seals changed, the five-colored tangible flowers swirling around Zhou Yi suddenly came to life as if commanded, dancing in the air and rushing towards Leobard. 
 
    Leobard's expression was extremely solemn. Even now, he couldn't understand why his Aurora Escape had failed. However, his millennia of experience told him that there was no time left to study the problem closely. Without knowing the cause, any attempt to use Aurora Escape again would be futile. 
 
    A sharp light flashed in his eyes as he shouted, and suddenly, a small Staff of Light appeared in his hand. 
 
    Zhou Yi exclaimed in surprise; he recognized at a glance that the Staff of Light in his opponent's hand was identical to the one he had once acquired from Franklin. 
 
    It was a replica of a divine artifact. 
 
    Frowning slightly, the five tangible flowers paused mid-air. Zhou Yi spoke in a deep voice, "Leobard, could it be that the Sanctuary's Staff of Light is not in your possession?" 
 
    Leobard snorted coldly and replied, "The Staff of Light is a sacred artifact specifically for the Light-Dark Holy Son. His Holiness took it with him when he left, so the Sanctuary does not possess the Staff of Light." 
 
    This was originally one of the Sanctuary's closely guarded secrets, but Leobard, fearing that Zhou Yi might attack the Sanctuary in his greed for the artifact, causing massive casualties, decided to reveal this secret bluntly. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyebrows rose slightly as he asked, "So, both the Sanctuary's Staff of Light and the Council's Chains of Darkness are on the Divine Island?" 
 
    A flicker of emotion crossed Leobard's face as he spoke in a deep voice, "I don't know, but that should be the only place they could be." 
 
    As he said this, a faint hope arose in his heart, wishing that Zhou Yi, driven by his greed for the divine artifacts, would head to the Divine Island. 
 
    Although Leobard had visited the Divine Island before and hadn't found any supremely powerful beings there, he had a feeling that if Zhou Yi went to the island now, he would never return. 
 
    Zhou Yi, observing him, suddenly displayed a strange smile and said, "Leobard, you want me to go to the Divine Island, don’t you?" 
 
    Leobard's heart chilled, but his expression remained unchanged as he replied, "I am merely stating the facts." 
 
    "Heh heh..." Zhou Yi laughed coldly. "Such sly excuses deserve punishment." 
 
    In an instant, the five tangible flowers once again blazed with brilliant light and fiercely smashed towards Leobard. 
 
    With a grim face, Leobard's spiritual sense fully expanded, meticulously searching the area. Vaguely, he felt something strange about the space here, but he couldn't pinpoint the difference at the moment. 
 
    However, he knew that if he wanted to leave safely today, he must identify these anomalies. 
 
    While his spiritual sense continued its search, his actions did not slow down. 
 
    The air howled as an earth-element flower, charged with immense power, surged towards him. Leobard lightly wielded the replica Staff of Light, and a dazzling light sparked at the tip of the staff. 
 
    With a thunderous crash, the earth-element flower struck as if it had hit a wall, pausing momentarily before rebounding far away. 
 
    Although the power of the Five Elements Flower was formidable, the strength of a single element was not enough to suppress a Divine Path powerhouse like Leobard. 
 
    However, even Leobard was shaken by the encounter. The earth element, known for being the most powerful, heaviest, and most substantial among the Five Elements, clashed directly with him. The old man's body trembled violently, and his palms tingled with numbness. He was inwardly shocked; Zhou Yi's mastery over the Five Elements powers was growing stronger by the moment. 
 
    That strike had even reminded him of his encounters with Ao Minxing, who was recognized as the foremost human Divine Path practitioner, wielding the grand domain of the Five Elements and sweeping through the Pseudo-Divine Realm as a supreme powerhouse. 
 
    Yet, Zhou Yi, who had only recently advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, was now, in Leobard's mind, unconsciously being equated to such legendary figures. 
 
    Before he could gather his thoughts, another tangible flower approached. 
 
    This one was a metal-element flower, radiating an intense power so sharp it could almost sting the skin. 
 
    Leobard huffed lightly. The defining feature of the metal element was its sharpness, but for an experienced fighter like him, there were many ways to counter such sharpness. 
 
    With a slight flick of his wrist, the Staff of Light brightened and transformed into layers of light shields, resembling cascading water. 
 
    He was confident; with these layered barriers of light, he could completely block the opponent's metal-element power and wear down the sharp tangible flower until it was utterly dissipated. 
 
    With another resounding boom, the metal-element tangible flower also paused momentarily before suddenly flying backward. 
 
    Leobard became increasingly disheveled; his figure in midair was no longer stable, but instead, was thrown by the sudden and unexpected force. 
 
    Surprisingly, the force contained within the metal-element flower was not its characteristic sharpness but an immensely heavy, mountain-like power. 
 
    Caught off guard, Leobard realized something was amiss at the moment of contact and tried desperately to alter his defensive approach. Nevertheless, he was ultimately blasted away by the overwhelming force. 
 
    A hint of fear crept into his heart. It was clearly the sharp power of the metal element, yet why did it deliver a blow as heavy as that of the earth-element flower? 
 
    Before he could figure it out, a black water-element flower appeared before him. 
 
    As the water-element flower approached within fifteen meters of Leobard, he could even hear the roaring, majestic sound of ocean waves. Though it was just a small tangible flower, it evoked in the battle-hardened old man the sensation of witnessing a stormy sea. 
 
    Without a second thought, his power of light spread out, forming a luminous barrier that enveloped his body. 
 
    The essence of water-element power is its ability to penetrate. If there was even the slightest gap, that power would seep through relentlessly, engulfing and drowning him completely. 
 
    Leobard was well aware of the formidable nature of this power. 
 
    Yet again... 
 
    Yet another deafening boom echoed as the water-element flower was repelled, and Leobard's expression darkened, nearly as if he could wring water from it. 
 
    Leobard's right hand, gripping the Staff of Light, even began to show faint cracks at the base of his thumb. 
 
    What kind of water-element flower was this? 
 
    The power of water was so strong that it surpassed the renowned strength of the earth-element flower, and his scattered light protection had crumbled upon contact. Fortunately, Leobard's extensive combat experience instantly kicked in. He unleashed the full might of his light power, staunchly resisting the overwhelming force. 
 
    However, the sudden change in power caused him great distress. Not only did the base of his thumb crack, but even the flow of divine power within his body felt slightly obstructed. 
 
    In an instant, another tangible flower, thick yet bursting with vibrant life, suddenly flew towards him. 
 
    This was the wood-element flower. Before it even reached him, Leobard felt as if he were lost in deep, ancient woods, ensnared by the mystical power of the forest. 
 
    While the wood element is a force of life, it is also a power of illusion, capable of easily entrapping one within its grasp. 
 
    Leobard's body flickered with light, but as he was about to make contact with the wood flower, his heart made a decisive move. He concentrated his powerful light into a single point and cautiously met the incoming force. 
 
    With a loud crash, the wood-element flower, like those before it, was sent flying, but Leobard merely swayed slightly before steadying himself in the void. 
 
    His eyes sparkled fiercely, and his gaze towards Zhou Yi was filled with resentment. 
 
    Leobard finally realized that the five differently colored tangible flowers were not the Five Elements Flowers at all, but simply the most straightforward and practical earth-element flowers. Zhou Yi had used five earth-element flowers to masquerade as the Five Phases flowers, and Leobard had naively fallen for the deception repeatedly. 
 
    If not for a last-minute flash of insight, he might have continued to suffer losses. 
 
    This young Divine Path practitioner was indeed too cunning... 
 
    Zhou Yi blinked, shaking his head slightly with a soft sigh. 
 
    After all, Leobard was one of the most powerful fighters in the Pseudo-Divine Realm, and they were engaged in a battle of life and death. After enduring three consecutive strikes from the earth-element flowers, he finally had his realization. 
 
    He pointed lightly, and the last tangible flower circled in the void. It didn't continue its assault but returned to his side, rejoining the other four to reform the Grand Reincarnation of the Five Elements. 
 
    "How does it feel, Leobard?" Zhou Yi asked with a smile. 
 
    Though Leobard was extremely annoyed, his expression remained composed. 
 
    "Well played, Mr. Zhou," he responded blandly, his mind rapidly scanning the surroundings. If Zhou Yi wanted to engage in conversation now, Leobard was more than happy to drag out the time. 
 
    Perceiving his opponent's intentions, Zhou Yi coldly smiled, and the flowers by his side began to spin again, rapidly closing in on Leobard. 
 
    Leobard tensed up, fully prepared. The combined force of the five earth-element flowers was immense, and even he dared not underestimate it. 
 
    With a heavy impact, Leobard managed to repel the earth-element flower, but his face turned pale as he attempted to deflect the second tangible flower in the same manner. To his surprise, the second, a metal-element flower, displayed unparalleled sharpness, piercing through his light-based defenses and smashing directly towards him. 
 
    Leobard yelped, his figure swaying back and forth as his hands fluttered and the Staff of Light glowed dazzlingly, barely managing to block the metal-element flower. However, the subsequent water, wood, and fire element flowers gave him a hard time. 
 
    By this point, he realized that Zhou Yi had used the brief moment earlier to change the properties of the earth-element flower, transforming it into the true Five Phases flowers. 
 
    The flow of the Five Phases, each supporting and enhancing the others, presented countless variations and was incredibly difficult to defend against! 
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    White Horse Thunder and the Golden Dragon King watched the battle quietly, showing no intention of joining the fray. 
 
    Had it been before today, Zhou Yi would never have faced a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse alone. But now, with Leobard stripped of his ability to flee, Zhou Yi no longer needed any assistance. 
 
    This was the result of a significant boost in strength and confidence. Facing his peers, Zhou Yi was filled with a conviction of victory. 
 
    From the start of their clash, he took the initiative. He didn't even need to use his divine artifacts; using just one of the three major hand seals, the Five Elements Seal, he dominated Leobard with the endlessly changing, boundless Five Elements Reincarnation Flowers, leaving Leobard utterly spiritless. 
 
    Although the Five Elements Flowers still couldn't change attributes at will and required the cycle of the Five Elements Reincarnation before each change, this peculiar combination still left Leobard unable to predict and awkwardly defend against it. The fight between them was intense, and the surges of divine power rippled out, seemingly affecting the very fabric of the world. 
 
    However, the surrounding space was extraordinary; no matter how turbulent the divine power, it did not cause the environment to explode or shatter. The ocean remained calm, and the winds blew steadily, as if the natural scenery was indifferent to the impacts of divine power. 
 
    The more Leobard fought, the more terrified he became. Zhou Yi's strength was not beyond his expectations, but what truly frightened him was the nature of the space they were in. 
 
    When their divine powers clashed and evaporated a large swath of the sea or pressed into it creating massive deep pits, the surrounding waters would automatically refill, restoring everything to its original state. 
 
    All this seemed ordinary and logical, yet Leobard, with over a thousand years of experience, knew this was far from normal. With the intensity of their clash, had it taken place on the actual ocean surface, it would have likely triggered massive, tsunami-like waves. 
 
    However, here, no matter how powerful the force they unleashed, the outcome was always the same—recovery. 
 
    Everything returned to calm, unchanged from the first scene he had witnessed. 
 
    From the moment the fight began, he intentionally retreated in a certain direction while battling. Though not fully fleeing, their speed was not to be underestimated. However, even as the earth-element flowers nearly crushed him to the point of vomiting blood, he still hadn't reached his destination. 
 
    The distant island and high mountains remained hazy and intangible. 
 
    Flashes of text from ancient scriptures reserved for the high echelons of the Sanctuary flickered through his mind, texts that even ordinary venerables of the Sanctuary could not see. But now, these chilling words emerged clearly in his mind. 
 
    World... 
 
    This was a true world, yet utterly different from the world they inhabited. Whether it was the martial arts of the East or the martial arts of the West, upon ascending to the pinnacle of the Divine Path realm, one would touch upon the existence of a world. 
 
    But it was not this world—it was a world entirely their own. 
 
    If he could successfully condense this world, then he would break through his own limits and become a legendary True Divine Realm powerhouse. 
 
    Throughout the ages, only the Five Elements Ancestor in the East had elevated the Five Elements Domain into the Five Elements Grand World, and in the West, only the Light-Dark Holy Son had ascended the Light-Dark Domain into the Light-Dark Grand World. Aside from these two, no one else had ever successfully advanced. 
 
    At this moment, Leobard felt the power of the world emanating from Zhou Yi. His gaze towards Zhou Yi was filled with fear; Zhou Yi had already touched the edge of the world. With this realization, Leobard's heart sank deeply. 
 
    Although he had anticipated that Zhou Yi might one day have the chance to step into this incredible realm, it should have been a distant possibility, not something achievable now. It was astounding that Zhou Yi had made such progress in the Divine Path in just a few years. 
 
    Regret welled up in him; what kind of freak had he provoked? 
 
    The multicolored glow continued to flicker, filling this part of the world. In this world, Zhou Yi fought more and more smoothly. Under his control, the Five Elements Flowers seemed to come alive, showing signs of mutual transformation. 
 
    Zhou Yi’s hands moved at a steady pace, appearing relaxed and leisurely, as if he were not battling a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse but casually cultivating his martial arts. To him, his opponent seemed to no longer exist. 
 
    His hand seals became more adept, each change in the Five Elements Seal bringing an epiphany-like feeling. 
 
    Engaging in combat with a formidable enemy is indeed the best method for martial arts cultivation. Leobard, a seasoned Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse, possessed strength that far surpassed ordinary Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    Although Zhou Yi's Five Elements Flowers were powerful, Leobard managed to handle them without any flaws. Despite being unable to escape, the protection of the light power ensured that Zhou Yi could not harm him even slightly. 
 
    In this deadlock, Zhou Yi gained a deeper understanding of the hand seals. He even felt that his mastery over the domains had made a new breakthrough. Upon his initial ascension to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, Zhou Yi had already controlled the fire and earth domains. Outside the Ice Palace, witnessing the overwhelming power of the Blood Sacrifice Technique and the nearly indestructible Bone Sword had made him aware of the power of the soul and the metal domain. 
 
    Thus, he had successfully condensed three major domains. However, in his battle with Leobard, Zhou Yi's understanding of the Five Elements Seal deepened further. As fire generates earth and earth generates metal, he subtly sensed the surging power of the water domain, which gradually began to coalesce around him. 
 
    Leobard's eyes suddenly brightened; he felt a strange change stirring within this world again. Zhou Yi's surroundings once again radiated with the power of his domains, growing stronger and exerting greater pressure. 
 
    However, the greater the pressure, the brighter Leobard's eyes became, and a new hope slowly emerged in his once-despairing heart. If Zhou Yi truly possessed the power of a world, then there was absolutely no hope for him to counterattack. 
 
    As Zhou Yi unleashed his domain power, Leobard spotted a flaw. Zhou Yi was still in the process of condensing the power of the four elements. Since he hadn't yet succeeded in mastering the four elemental domains, how could he possibly possess the power of the world? 
 
    Although Leobard did not know how Zhou Yi had come to wield such power, if it wasn't from his own inherent world force, then Leobard saw a chance for a desperate fight. His spirits lifted, and his fighting will surged anew. The power of light within him boiled over, filled with a strong intent to battle. 
 
    "Even if I die, I'll drag you to hell with me..." 
 
    At this moment, he held nothing back, dealing with Zhou Yi's gradually forming four-element domain power while freely spreading his consciousness everywhere. 
 
    Finally, he faintly sensed something extraordinary at the edge of his will. This sensation... it was a divine artifact! 
 
    His expression turned grave as he realized that Zhou Yi possessed a divine artifact, one that incredibly held the power of a world. 
 
    Leobard was more shocked than when he had discovered Zhou Yi's access to world power. 
 
    What kind of divine artifact was this, and how could it possess such immense power? A divine artifact with the power of a world should not exist in this world. 
 
    A wild thought flashed through his mind: could this weapon be the True Divine Realm among all divine artifacts? 
 
    A hint of madness flickered in his eyes. Although Zhou Yi was powerful now, he was not yet invincible. But if he were to fully unlock the secrets of this divine artifact and truly master the power of the world, then he would indeed be unstoppable. 
 
    Subtly, a certain resolve settled in Leobard's heart, and he stared intently at Zhou Yi, his gaze gradually becoming as cold as ice. 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    Zhou Yi's brows furrowed slightly; he faintly felt that the man before him suddenly exuded a dangerous aura. 
 
    Initially, when he used the Mirage to silently alter the surrounding space, Leobard had continuously tried to unravel the mysteries of this space after his escape attempts failed. Long periods of fruitlessness had led him to frustration and even despair. 
 
    However, after this period of combat, it was unclear what thoughts the Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse harbored, but his demeanor suddenly sharpened, and a lethal intent radiated from him. This shift made Zhou Yi subtly feel that something unknown had happened to Leobard; otherwise, a person's aura could not change so drastically in an instant. 
 
    Yet, whether this change was a blessing or a curse for him remained unknown. 
 
    The resisting power emanating from Leobard suddenly strengthened, giving Zhou Yi a deeper understanding of the deficiencies in his Five Elements Seal. The forces of both parties continuously collided in the void, producing dazzling and brilliant bursts of light. 
 
    Leobard's gaze was resolute, showing no signs of backing down. 
 
    Meanwhile, Zhou Yi's four-element domain gradually took shape. 
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    The power of the four elemental domains gradually merged into one. As Zhou Yi harnessed and fused these powers more effectively, their might increased significantly. 
 
    Yet, even so, Leobard remained able to cope with ease. 
 
    The Five Elements power is the most peculiar force in this world. When the Five Elements Domain is not fully formed, the power of a single domain or four domains, although slightly different, is not vastly disparate. Only when the full Five Elements Domain is achieved does its power surge, creating the truly dominating Five Elements Grand Domain. 
 
    Therefore, although Zhou Yi successfully condensed the four-element domain this time, it only slightly increased the pressure on Leobard. Relying solely on the four-element domain to defeat him was simply impossible. 
 
    With a soft sigh, Zhou Yi's hand seal technique suddenly changed, shifting from the Five Elements Seal to the Light-Dark Seal in an instant. 
 
    The power of the hand seal technique had already reached an advanced stage. Further breakthroughs would not come easily. Thus, Zhou Yi decisively switched his hand seal technique. 
 
    By using the power of light and darkness to combat Leobard, he might also gain insights that could elevate his martial arts to the next level. 
 
    At this moment, Zhou Yi viewed Leobard as a test stone in his martial path. Only by enduring Leobard's tempering could he fully realize the potential of his martial arts. 
 
    With the change in hand seal technique, the five tangible flowers rotating in the sky suddenly exploded, and the immense impact force wantonly invaded the surrounding space. 
 
    Anything that came into contact with this force was instantly turned to dust. However, this state was fleeting, and soon everything was restored. 
 
    This is the greatest marvel of the Mirage, which can be infinitely vast or as small as a mustard seed. 
 
    Although the newly forged Mirage was far from achieving such capabilities, it was more than sufficient to alter this small space. 
 
    A flicker of keen light passed through Leobard's eyes, and then he paid it no more attention. At this moment, the old man had made a certain resolution; he harbored no thoughts of fleeing anymore. 
 
    He was acutely aware that as long as Zhou Yi continued his efforts, a day would come when he would command the world. If he waited until that day, his death would be certain, with no escape possible. 
 
    Initially, Leobard thought this process would take a very long time, perhaps millennia. But Zhou Yi's growth was too rapid, alarmingly so... 
 
    Surrounding him, the light flared simultaneously. Leobard unleashed all his power, even gathering the most refined divine power of light that he had accumulated over a thousand years within his body. 
 
    This was a desperate, life-risking strike. But if he didn't risk everything now, he wouldn't even have the chance to fight for mutual destruction. 
 
    Zhou Yi's hand seals finally began to change, shifting from the Five Elements to the Fusion of Light and Darkness. 
 
    This change was incredibly subtle, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, causing no disturbance at all. 
 
    However, at that moment, Leobard erupted. 
 
    As a veteran Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse, Leobard had already understood Zhou Yi's intentions when the latter did not use his divine artifacts nor had his divine beasts intervene. 
 
    Therefore, he waited for this singular opportunity that would only arise once. 
 
    In an instant, the Replica Divine Artifact, the Necklace of Light that Leobard held, burst apart, unleashing a torrent of overwhelming power. This surge struck precisely at the moment Zhou Yi's hand seals transitioned. 
 
    The explosion of the Replica Divine Artifact, combined with Leobard's full-powered strike, caused even the void itself to begin trembling. Zhou Yi's expression changed, his gaze becoming truly solemn for the first time today. 
 
    Indeed, these old-guard Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses were not comparable to the divine beasts he had slain; their experience, capabilities, and decisive actions far surpassed those of the five divine beasts he had once killed. 
 
    As Leobard began his desperate fight, even the Mirage, a super-tier divine artifact, seemed unstable. 
 
    Around Leobard, an endless surge of power emerged abruptly: the sharp, knife-like winds, the incessant flow of water, the intertwining flashes of lightning and flames, and the blended forces of light and darkness. 
 
    The space seemed to undergo a drastic change instantly, transforming into a deathly perilous area riddled with traps. The true power of the Mirage was unleashed without reservation at this moment. 
 
    In the space, it seemed as if thousands of thunderous noises erupted within just a few breaths. 
 
    The power emanating from Leobard appeared inexhaustible. Even as Zhou Yi harnessed the power of the Mirage, he found himself unable to suppress it. 
 
    Moreover, what truly alarmed Zhou Yi was that under this direct clash of powers, the Mirage seemed on the verge of being torn apart. 
 
    His heart raced, and a fierce glint flashed across his eyes. 
 
    With a slight alteration in his hand seals, all the forces within the space halted momentarily. Only Leobard's pure light power continued to break through all barriers, storming towards Zhou Yi with reckless abandon. 
 
    This was Leobard's desperate strike, abandoning everything at this moment. 
 
    Yet, just as the dazzling light was about to reach Zhou Yi, he slightly opened his mouth and let out a strange cry. 
 
    In an instant, the entire sky was enveloped by a dark force. 
 
    The range of light released by Leobard was immediately compressed to its limit. His all-out effort of light power, when faced with the overwhelming darkness before him, was instantly shattered. 
 
    The attack of the soul, the power of the soul... 
 
    The highest achievement of the Light and Darkness Seal was the immense power that could directly assault the opponent's soul. 
 
    Although Leobard and Luke had once unleashed this formidable power together, now Zhou Yi was releasing it alone, and he wielded this power to an unbelievable extent.. 
 
    Leobard let out a furious roar, his body suddenly suspended in mid-air. The power within him seemed to be entirely drained in that moment, leaving nothing behind. More horrifyingly, his black hair rapidly turned white at a visible speed. In an instant, it became a head of snow-white hair, and his face was covered in countless wrinkles, as if he had aged hundreds of years within a few breaths. 
 
    A chilling aura of death emanated from Leobard's body. The life force within him was gradually dissipating, reducing a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse to a mere shell. 
 
    "Soul power... you already possess such formidable soul power," he murmured. 
 
    Leobard's fighting spirit had completely dissipated, leaving no trace. A once mighty Pseudo-Divine Realm expert now stood before Zhou Yi as an ordinary old man, filled with the stench of decay and on the brink of death. 
 
    Witnessing the old man's rapid decline filled Zhou Yi with contemplation. 
 
    The forces of light and darkness were always in opposition. Whenever these two powers meet, unless they are fused into a Grand Domain of Light and Darkness, they are inevitably antagonistic and cannot coexist. 
 
    Leobard had ignited all his potential, pushing the power of light to its peak. Yet, at that moment, he was overwhelmed by Zhou Yi's soul assault and the engulfing darkness. 
 
    If it were any other powerhouses of the same level, even under such an attack, they wouldn't weaken so drastically in such a short time. 
 
    But Leobard was different; once the light was completely submerged by darkness, all the potential he had stimulated vanished in an instant. 
 
    Since the powers of light and darkness could not merge, only one could prevail. 
 
    The victor lives, the defeated dies—there was no third path to choose. 
 
    “Leobard, the soul attack just now wasn't solely my power; it also contained the power of this Mirage space,” Zhou Yi said in a deep voice. 
 
    "The Mirage? What kind of divine artifact is that, and why does it possess the power of the world?" 
 
    Feeling the continuous loss of vitality within the opponent, Zhou Yi shook his head slightly and said, “This is an ancient artifact with the ability to encompass all things. As for the power of a world...” He paused abruptly, realizing that describing the Mirage's capabilities as 'world' was quite apt. 
 
    Vaguely, Zhou Yi felt as if he had grasped something crucial. 
 
    “An ancient artifact…” Leobard said with a bitter smile. “Your luck is extraordinary, to have even acquired such a Divine Artifact.” 
 
    Zhou Yi smiled without replying. If Leobard knew that this artifact wasn’t acquired but was forged by his own hands, the old man would be even more astonished. 
 
    Leobard's gaze shifted, finally landing on the Golden Dragon King. His throat moved slightly, and he finally asked, “I don’t understand. Why would the proud Dragon Race forget its enmity with you and become your ally?” 
 
    Zhou Yi hesitated for a moment before finally saying, “So be it, let you die with understanding.” 
 
    After all, Leobard was a human powerhouse at the Pseudo-Divine Realm. The imminent fall of such a figure stirred a strange sense of poignancy even in Zhou Yi, who was the very architect of this outcome. 
 
    Although Divine Path powerhouses are mighty, they are not immortal. When faced with a power stronger than themselves, death is the only outcome. 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded towards the Golden Dragon King, who then let out a loud, mocking laugh. 
 
    Hearing this laughter, Leobard's eyes twitched slightly; he recognized that sound. A golden light began to emanate from the dragon, and within this golden glow, everything began to change strangely. 
 
    Leobard's lifeless eyes widened further, his mouth agape, rendered speechless. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1304 
 
    As the golden light vanished, so too did the great Golden Dragon King disappear from sight. Hovering in its place were the Treasure Pig, now about ten Zhang in size, and Brerbo. 
 
    Leobard finally witnessed Brerbo's incredible transformative ability. He now understood that this fearsome man had attached himself to the Treasure Pig and taken on the guise of a Western dragon. 
 
    Even with his own eyes as witnesses, Leobard still found it hard to believe. 
 
    Throughout, he had never doubted the identity of the Golden Dragon King, only puzzled over what methods Zhou Yi had used to subdue the dragon race. But now, he understood. 
 
    The dragon race had not succumbed to Zhou Yi; he had simply been deceived. 
 
    For a moment, deep regret flashed through his eyes as he thought of the message he had sent back. If the Sanctuary truly turned hostile towards the Dragon Race because of this... 
 
    His already overwhelmed mind could no longer continue to ponder. 
 
    Zhou Yi slowly raised his hand and said, "Leobard, your strength is formidable, among the top Divine Path powerhouses I've encountered. But you and Luke, you shouldn't have come to kill me." 
 
    Leobard managed a wretched smile. At this point, no matter what he said, it was futile. 
 
    Recalling the clash of light and soul darkness just moments ago, a sudden flush appeared on his face. 
 
    "I see now, Zhou Yi, you've purified the soul power from the Ice Palace," he said. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes flashed with surprise; the old man's insight was indeed extraordinary to have guessed even this. 
 
    Leobard chuckled. "It's a pity, such a pity. You must have channeled this soul power into that ancient divine artifact." 
 
    With a slight shift in his thoughts, Zhou Yi's gaze shifted as he responded, "Indeed, you guessed correctly." 
 
    Leobard's laughter grew louder, his complexion turning rosier, although Zhou Yi could tell it was but the last flicker of a dying flame. Perhaps in the next moment, he would breathe his last. 
 
    "Zhou Yi, you possess the powers of light and darkness, allowing you to both purify and soothe these souls. Unfortunately, you do not know the method to properly harness and utilize them," Leobard gasped deeply, his voice growing fainter as if it might stop at any moment. 
 
    Zhou Yi moved slightly and floated to his side, leaning in to listen closely. 
 
    At that moment, Leobard's eyes suddenly lit up. He reached out and gripped Zhou Yi's wrist tightly, shouting angrily, "Die with me!" 
 
    A massive light erupted from his body. No one had expected that the seemingly exhausted Leobard could still unleash such a powerful force. 
 
    With a thunderous explosion, his body burst apart, the immense force filling the space around them. 
 
    This was Leobard's true trump card, his final strike before his life force completely extinguished. He controlled his power with precision; his body burst apart from the neck down, his head remaining intact with eyes bulging, filled with the ultimate madness. 
 
    However, in his final moments, this madness did not turn into joy but shifted to shock, disbelief, and ultimately, deep despair. 
 
    He saw no sign of panic on Zhou Yi's face. Even though he had firmly grasped Zhou Yi's arm before detonating himself, Zhou Yi had not moved an inch throughout. It was as if what clung to his arm was not a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse on the verge of self-destruction, but rather, a tiny, harmless ant. 
 
    In Zhou Yi's eyes, Leobard discerned a mix of pity and mockery, emotions that should not have been present at such a moment. 
 
    Then, the space around Zhou Yi underwent another bizarre transformation. 
 
    In the last clear moments of his consciousness, Leobard sensed it—this was the power of the world. But this power did not emanate from the mysterious ancient artifact that had appeared; rather, it clearly surged from Zhou Yi himself. 
 
    World Power... 
 
    At that moment, Leobard finally understood that Zhou Yi had indeed cultivated the power of the world. Though this power was not as formidable as the divine artifact Mirage, with this power, no one in this world could harm him anymore. 
 
    Perhaps, the two legendary True Divine Realm powerhouses could, but he was now powerless. 
 
    With his last regrets, fear, and reluctance, Leobard's eyes opened wider than ever before; he truly died with his eyes open. 
 
    Zhou Yi shook his head slightly as he approached Leobard, his hands calmly positioned in front of his lower abdomen, thumbs facing each other across his dantian. Under normal circumstances, such an odd posture would have caught Leobard's attention and aroused his suspicion, but at that moment, the Pseudo-Divine Realm old man had no choice but to proceed with his actions, aware or not. 
 
    "He's dead," Brerbo's voice came from behind Zhou Yi. 
 
    Nodding slightly, Zhou Yi cast one last glance at the floating head with its long white hair billowing in the air. 
 
    Suddenly, a burst of light emanated from him, sweeping over the head and causing it to vanish completely, leaving no trace behind. 
 
    "Leobard, you spent your life cultivating the power of light, so let this power purify you in the end." 
 
    In the foreheads of human Divine Path powerhouses, there exists a Divine Path Sarira akin to a divine beast's inner core. However, Leobard's head no longer contained this Sarira . 
 
    He had exhausted all his potential, detonating his body in his final moments. 
 
    The last explosive force was the work of the Divine Path Sarira; he had drained every ounce of his energy completely. 
 
    With a gentle gesture, Zhou Yi caused intense fluctuations in the void. 
 
    Moments later, the void began to ripple with countless folds, layering upon each other and surging towards Zhou Yi's hands. It was as though a veil had been suddenly lifted, revealing the hidden scene beneath. 
 
    Finally, the lifted veil gathered into a sphere in Zhou Yi's hands. This was the Mirage, a super-tier artifact also endowed with the power of the world. 
 
    With a gentle clench of his fist, Zhou Yi opened his hand again, and the Mirage had vanished. 
 
    "Leobard's power was immense," Zhou Yi stated solemnly. "In his final desperate act, even the Mirage was affected. We must find a place to reforge it." 
 
    Treasure Pig blinked its small eyes, asking, "How long will it take?" 
 
    "One month should suffice." 
 
    "What if Leobard's disappearance for a month raises Luke's suspicions?" Treasure Pig turned its head, glancing towards the horizon as it spoke. 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled, "Treasure Pig, do you remember the message Leobard sent out using the Hexagram？" 
 
    Treasure Pig nodded vigorously, its thoughts aligning instantly with Zhou Yi's. It then cracked a sly, cunning smile. 
 
    Zhou Yi's gaze fixed on a distant island, and he chuckled, "After receiving that message, the Sanctuary will likely carry out a thorough investigation and consider sealing the information. However, by the time they actually uncover anything, we will no longer need to hide." 
 
    Treasure Pig nodded repeatedly; no one had anticipated that Leobard would notify the Sanctuary in such a manner. Initially, Zhou Yi intended to intercept the Hexagram, but upon hearing Brerbo's voice, he immediately abandoned the idea. 
 
    The reason for all this was that Leobard had only written five words on the Hexagram. It wasn't that he didn't want to write more, but in such a situation, surrounded by formidable enemies, managing to send those five words was already the limit he could achieve. 
 
    With a gentle wave of his hand, Zhou Yi declared loudly, "Let us depart. In one month, we will visit the Dark Council. This time, we must eliminate the problem once and for all." 
 
    Treasure Pig and White Horse Thunder bellowed in unison, and several figures instantly vanished above the vast ocean. 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    Above the Western Sanctuary, an eerie and oppressive atmosphere seemed to envelop the air. 
 
    After the Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse Leobard left the city, most people felt somewhat at a loss. Their concern was not for the safety of Leobard himself, but rather they feared the breakdown of negotiations with the Dragon Race and the inability to obtain their forgiveness. 
 
    However, to everyone's surprise, just half a day later, the void suddenly brightened. A beam of intense, almost blinding light appeared from beyond the limits of sight. 
 
    Then, at an incredible speed, it sliced through the space and embedded itself deeply into the highest structure of the Sanctuary. 
 
    The people of the Sanctuary were struck with inexplicable fear, but upon seeing the object, all voices instantly fell silent. 
 
    The weapon that had returned to the Sanctuary in such a spectacular manner was none other than the Divine Path Weapon of the Sanctuary itself, the Hexagram of Light, which had recently been under the control of Leobard. 
 
    Its sudden and radiant return cast an indelible shadow over the hearts of all present. 
 
    Pope Lide, surrounded by numerous bishops of the Sanctuary, approached the square and personally retrieved the Divine Path Weapon. 
 
    He pondered for a long time, as if suddenly recalling something significant. Then, he released a beam of light power from his hands, which shone upon the Hexagram and subtly resonated with it. 
 
    After the light faded, Pope Lide's expression was so grave it was suffocating. 
 
    "Your Holiness, what has happened?" someone asked with a trembling voice. 
 
    Finally shifting his gaze away from the Hexagram, Pope Lide spoke in a deep voice: "The Dragon Race... has rebelled!" 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1305 
 
    This year is destined to be a year fraught with calamity for the Western Continent. 
 
    Merely a month after the Sanctuary received the Hexagram message from Leobard, infinite misfortune descended once again. This time, however, it was not the Bright Sanctuary that bore the brunt, but rather the Council Alliance, veiled in darkness in the West. 
 
    Though the Dark Council boasted a substantial reputation in the Western world, it was far more discreet compared to the Sanctuary. 
 
    In a dense jungle rarely trodden by man, there lay a grand avenue leading to the outside world. At the end of this avenue stood the famed headquarters of the Dark Council. 
 
    However, in the West, while the number of powerful beings who could locate this place was not small, it was certainly not common knowledge. 
 
    Only those who had attained a certain level of strength were deemed worthy of knowing its location. 
 
    Here, it was a place of utter tranquility. 
 
    Several large castles stood like specters in the night, their presence as quiet and solemn as guards of darkness. 
 
    Those granted the right to reside within these castles were at least of the Venerable realm. 
 
    Since a few years ago, the number of councilors choosing to dwell here has increased. 
 
    The environment was exceedingly suitable for practitioners of the dark arts. Especially after the restoration of the forces of heaven and earth, the unique benefits of this place became even more apparent. 
 
    For those powerhouses who had reached the realm of the Venerables, they would pursue anything beneficial to their cultivation with relentless dedication. 
 
    Moreover, an ancient ancestor from the dark world resided here. This Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse, who had disappeared for thousands of years, had returned to the Western Continent. 
 
    With such a figure anchoring their power, even a few casual pointers from him could benefit the Venerables for a lifetime. It was akin to an aggregation effect: the more powerhouses gathered here, the faster their advancement, and the stronger the cohesion of the dark world became. 
 
    Everyone here firmly believed that as long as Chairman Luke remained, no one would dare to provoke them. 
 
    However, this belief was shattered today. 
 
    A sonorous Divine Dragon's roar reverberated through the sky, carrying an indescribable sense of nobility and authority. 
 
    A tremendous pressure surged from the heavens, affecting all the castles below with its overwhelming force. 
 
    Inside the castles, nearly everyone was forced to prostrate themselves instantly, overwhelmed by the pressure. Even the Venerables found it hard to bear, let alone the numerous ordinary cultivators. 
 
    However, this situation did not last long. A black mist began to emanate from the largest castle. It was not a malevolent energy; rather, it was filled with a tranquil force that soothed the soul. 
 
    This was the essence of true darkness, akin to how the Sanctuary of Light had inherited and accumulated the power of light over millennia. The headquarters of the Dark Council had similarly condensed millennia of the power of darkness. 
 
    As this mist, representing the power of darkness, enveloped all the castles, the people residing within them stood up in fright. 
 
    Although the divine power of darkness prevented the unbearable holy pressure, it could not immediately dispel the terror in the hearts of the people. Despite the varied thoughts of everyone in the castles, no one dared to step forward and curse. 
 
    The Dark Council had been a major force in the Western world for thousands of years, even during the eras when Luke was absent. No one had ever dared to provoke them, especially now with a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse in residence. 
 
    As the saying goes, good men do not come uninvited, and those who come uninvited are not good. Since this individual acted so brazenly, they must have substantial backing. Moreover, the Venerables had already sensed from the aura just now that the visitor was certainly a Divine Path powerhouse. 
 
    Against such an adversary, apart from Lord Luke, they were nothing but ants, and any attempt to confront would only lead to certain death. 
 
    The lives of the Venerables, while akin to ants in the eyes of a Divine Path powerhouse, were still precious in their own eyes, so none planned to step forward and sacrifice themselves. 
 
    Suddenly, a strong and vigorous voice emerged from the mist: "Honorable Golden Divine Dragon King, why have you left the Divine Dragon Valley and come to the Dark Council?" 
 
    In the sky, a Western Divine Dragon, glowing with a golden radiance, hovered majestically. Its eyes shone brilliantly, and its entire being emitted a powerful, breathtaking aura. 
 
    "Luke, come out," boomed the voice, echoing through the sky. The unique sonic waves of the Golden Divine Dragon King caused the dark divine power below to churn incessantly. 
 
    Within the dense fog, two elderly figures stood side by side, both looking up with grave expressions. 
 
    If Zhou Yi were here, he would undoubtedly recognize their origins. 
 
    One of them was naturally Luke, the supreme figure of the dark world and a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse. The other was Sidney, another Divine Path powerhouse who emerged from the land of death. 
 
    Sidney was a lone practitioner in the West, not aligned with the forces of light or darkness. However, at this moment, he appeared at the Dark Council and seemed to have a close relationship with Luke. 
 
    The two did not engage in conversation; they simply exchanged a glance and then nodded to each other. 
 
    Luke's figure gradually floated up and left the protection of the dark divine power, rising into the mid-air. 
 
    "Respected Golden Divine Dragon, have you come for me?" Luke asked knowingly. 
 
    The Golden Divine Dragon flapped its massive wings and said, "Luke, I have some matters to discuss with you. Do you intend to talk here, or will you come with me?" 
 
    A gleam flashed in Luke's eyes as he replied, "Where would you, Lord Divine Dragon, prefer to discuss?" 
 
    "Over the ocean, of course," the Golden Divine Dragon said matter-of-factly. "I want to see for myself how strong a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse you truly are." 
 
    Luke seemed momentarily stunned, his expression turning somewhat peculiar. "Lord Divine Dragon, have you already crossed paths with Leobard?" 
 
    The Golden Divine Dragon wasn't surprised by Luke's question. 
 
    Its appearance at the Sanctuary and the subsequent leading away of Leobard had surely spread throughout the entire Western world. Even if the Sanctuary wished to suppress this news, it would be impossible. 
 
    After all, many had witnessed the event firsthand. If Luke, the lord of the dark world, was unaware of such a matter, then he and his force would hardly qualify as one of the two great commanding powers of the West. 
 
    The Divine Dragon lifted its head high and spoke, "Indeed, Leobard is powerful, but I wonder if you, who are said to be his equal, can also provide me with a surprise." 
 
    With that said, it flapped its wings once more, and its vast form turned and shot off towards the distance. 
 
    Luke hesitated for a moment before making his decision. His body transformed into a streak of black light, closely following the Divine Dragon. 
 
    Below, within the castle shrouded in endless dark power, Sidney gazed into the distance, a flicker of concern occasionally crossing his eyes. 
 
    "The betrayal of the Dragon Race, what does this truly mean..." 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    The fierce winds in the sky posed no obstacle to the flight of Divine Path powerhouses. Both the Golden Divine Dragon and Luke maintained a stable speed as they advanced. 
 
    As he flew, Luke continuously released his will, monitoring every little movement within a ten-mile radius with full focus. This was the prowess of a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse; when their attention was fully engaged, the strength of their will was displayed in full force. 
 
    However, to his surprise and relief, nothing unusual had arisen along the way. 
 
    The faint sound of surging waves reached his ears, stirring something in Luke's heart. Sure enough, moments later, he beheld the vast, boundless ocean. 
 
    Indeed, the Divine Dragon had truly brought him above the sea. 
 
    At this, Luke's heart settled somewhat. Battles between Divine Path powerhouses were best conducted in such an environment. 
 
    It seemed that the Golden Divine Dragon might indeed have come to spar with him. An hour later, they had far outstripped the continent. Looking back from their position, there was nothing but the line where the sea met the sky. 
 
    The Golden Divine Dragon suddenly halted, looking around as if quite satisfied with the location. 
 
    "Respected Divine Dragon King, do you wish to battle me here?" Luke also stopped, looking up at the massive Divine Dragon with a serious expression. 
 
    A playful glint appeared in the Golden Divine Dragon's eyes as it regarded Luke, much like one would look at a lamb ready for slaughter. 
 
    Luke felt a surge of irritation. Since ascending to the Divine Path, no one had dared to look at him with such a gaze. However, he was also greatly surprised. Such behavior from the dragon must stem from profound confidence. 
 
    He released his will once more, meticulously searching the area within a ten-mile radius, yet still detecting nothing out of the ordinary. 
 
    "What are you looking for?" the Divine Dragon asked mockingly. 
 
    Luke ignored the taunt and spoke solemnly, "Divine Dragon King, I have a question that I wish to ask you." 
 
    "Speak," said the Divine Dragon, blinking its enormous eyes. 
 
    "I want to know, where exactly is Leobard?" 
 
    The Divine Dragon turned its head in a somewhat peculiar motion, pausing for a moment before responding, "Leobard mentioned that he was going to the Divine Island. Whether he actually went there, I cannot be sure." 
 
    Luke's expression, previously marked by deep wariness, visibly relaxed somewhat. Since the disappearance of Leobard, after sending back the Hexagram, the entire Western world qualified to hear such news had been shaken. 
 
    However, at this moment, Luke felt a significant burden lifted from his shoulders. If Leobard had indeed gone to the Divine Island for some reason and was still there, it wouldn't be unusual for him to be gone not just for a month, but even a year or more. 
 
    After a moment's hesitation, Luke spoke again, "Lord Leobard conveyed a message to the Sanctuary, accusing the Dragon Race of betrayal. May I ask, Divine Dragon King, do you have an explanation for this..." 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1306 
 
    The Golden Divine Dragon's eyes flickered for a moment, clearly taken aback by the question posed. Meanwhile, Zhou Yi, hidden in the shadows, felt a chill in his heart. 
 
    Luke had received the news far sooner than he had anticipated, a scenario vastly different from what he had imagined. Subtly, Zhou Yi sensed a close connection between the Sanctuary of Light and the Dark Council, one that was far less strained than it appeared on the surface. 
 
    Zhou Yi was certain that the Sanctuary would block any news of the "Dragon Race's betrayal." Such a revelation could unleash an unimaginable upheaval across the West. Only a fool within the Sanctuary would commit such an unforgivable blunder. 
 
    Given that Luke had received the information so quickly, it most likely originated from within the Sanctuary itself. 
 
    In the sky, there seemed to be a moment of silence before the Divine Dragon swung its massive head and declared, “Our covenant with humanity has been torn asunder. Did not Leobard inform you?” 
 
    Luke’s expression froze. He had never anticipated such a response. 
 
    “Covenant torn?” he echoed in disbelief. 
 
    “Indeed, during the siege against Zhou Yi, your humans remained unharmed, while our Dragon Race lost two Divine Path beings. How could we ever trust humanity again?” the dragon proclaimed righteously. 
 
    Luke heaved a deep sigh, his heart accepting the truth of the dragon's words. 
 
    As Leobard had said, the Dragon Race had indeed betrayed them, tearing apart the covenant with the Sanctuary and the Council. Yet, it seemed unfair to blame the dragons entirely, for after losing three divine beasts in succession, even Luke found it hard to believe that the dragons wouldn't harbor any resentment. 
 
    The Divine Dragon, with its head held high and chest puffed out, declared loudly, “In the matter of dealing with Zhou Yi, the Dragon Race will take matters into our own claws. We no longer require human meddling.” 
 
    A flash of embarrassment crossed Luke’s face. 
 
    The last ambush on Zhou Yi had been meticulously planned by him and Leobard. This included deploying sea monsters to besiege the Northern Frontier, forcing Zhou Yi to split from his White Horse Thunder, and ultimately encircling him. Their scheme was brilliantly executed. 
 
    They had been quite successful, but somehow, there was a slip-up, and Zhou Yi, who was supposed to have exploded and died, had somehow resurrected. 
 
    Luke vividly remembered the terror he felt when he saw Zhou Yi alive again, robust and vigorous, suddenly standing before him. Even as a powerhouse in the Pseudo-Divine Realm, Luke shuddered uncontrollably. 
 
    The aftermath was even more disheartening. 
 
    The combined light-dark domain, conjured by the two pseudo-divine realm powerhouses, was forcibly destroyed by Zhou Yi. Moreover, the power of light and darkness emanating from Zhou Yi was even stronger than theirs. 
 
    Had it not been for their unique escape techniques, their names might have been added to the list of the fallen that day. 
 
    Thoughts flashed through Luke's mind as he gradually restrained his smile and asked, "Your Excellency, Dragon King, do you still intend to deal with Zhou Yi?" 
 
    "Of course," the Golden Dragon King replied with righteous indignation. "He killed the pride of the Dragon Race; we must deal with him." 
 
    A trace of bitterness appeared on Luke's face as he responded, "Your Excellency, for the safety and future of the entire Dragon Race, I urge you to reconsider this idea." 
 
    "Why?" the Golden Dragon King asked, puzzled. 
 
    Luke's face showed a rare hint of sincerity as he replied, "Because Zhou Yi is too powerful." He paused, then added, "Even the Light-Dark Grand Domain that Leobard and I unleashed was shattered by his soul's assault. His strength far exceeds your imagination. Currently, within the Dragon Race, there likely exists no one capable of defeating him." 
 
    The Golden Dragon King pondered for a long while before asking, "Is there really no one in the whole world capable of defeating him?" 
 
    Luke hesitated momentarily before responding, "Perhaps there are, but those individuals are not on our Western continent." 
 
    Interest flickered in the eyes of the Golden Dragon King, who quickly pressed, "Who are these people?" 
 
    With a slight smile, Luke shook his head and said, "Your Excellency, I understand what you mean, but unfortunately, those who are qualified to challenge Zhou Yi would absolutely not intervene on behalf of the Dragon Race." 
 
    The Golden Dragon King, clearly displeased, retorted, "What I am thinking is none of your concern. Just tell me who can defeat Zhou Yi." 
 
    Luke sighed lightly and said, "You must have heard of these individuals; they are the supreme divine beast and the strongest human alive." 
 
    "The Eastern Divine Dragon and Ao Minxing of the Five Elements Sect," the Golden Dragon King slowly said. 
 
    Luke nodded, "That Eastern Divine Dragon is said to have a lifespan nearing ten thousand years, with unfathomable skills. If there's anyone in this world who can kill Zhou Yi in a one-on-one battle, it would likely be him." 
 
    The enormous body of the Golden Dragon King shuddered abruptly but soon calmed down. "And what of Ao Minxing?" 
 
    "Ao Minxing, though the strongest among humans, might not be able to break through the Light-Dark Domain that Leobard and I unleashed together. So, if those two were to meet, it's uncertain whose hand would claim victory," Luke assessed impartially. 
 
    A peculiar expression flickered in the Dragon King's eyes, a mix of emotions that left Luke utterly perplexed. It was a blend of relief, worry, excitement, and hope, making it difficult for Luke to decipher. 
 
    After a moment, the Dragon King suddenly asked, "What about the Divine Island? Is there no one there capable of battling Zhou Yi?" 
 
    Once again, a bitter smile appeared on Luke's face as he responded, "If the Light-Dark Holy Son of the past could be resurrected, naturally he could slay that man. But as for the current Masked Man..." He shook his head and closed his mouth, his implication clear even to a fool. 
 
    Despite the Masked Man's strength, Luke didn't believe he could prevail against Zhou Yi. 
 
    Only those who have personally witnessed the overwhelming might released by Zhou Yi can truly understand how terrifying he is. 
 
    The Dragon exhaled heavily, the air rich with the scent of sulfur, causing Luke's brows to furrow slightly. 
 
    "Well, why are you telling me all this?" the Golden Dragon King muttered. 
 
    Logically, even if Luke wasn't sowing discord, it was unlikely he would persuade the Dragon King to abandon his vendetta—such behavior was indeed puzzling. 
 
    Luke slowly shook his head, "The number of Divine Path powerhouses in the West is already very few. Although we have two new Divine Path powerhouses joining us, our numbers still pale in comparison to the East. Therefore, we cannot afford any more losses." 
 
    The Golden Dragon King seemed startled, "Two new Divine Path powerhouses?" 
 
    "Indeed, one of them is Glinton, a Venerable from our Dark World. He and Edwin are currently staying on Divine Island to receive the Light-Dark Holy Son’s inheritance. Once their training is complete, they will return to the Western Continent together." For the first time since meeting the Golden Dragon King, a genuine smile appeared on Luke's face. 
 
    "Glinton, Edwin!" The tone of the Golden Dragon King was peculiar, "The Sanctuary of Light and the Dark Council have successors." 
 
    Luke smiled with relief, "Those two are the future of our Western world. Naturally, they carry the hopes of many. However..." he changed the subject, "The Dragon Race is also a great race, and with the restoration of the forces of heaven and earth, the inheritance of Divine Path powerhouses in your race will no longer be interrupted." 
 
    The Divine Dragon suddenly realized and shouted, "I understand now! You mean the other Divine Path powerhouse is me!" 
 
    Luke nodded slightly, his face brimming with a smile. 
 
    If the human powerhouses of the West are from the Sanctuary and the council, then the universally acknowledged powerhouse among the divine beasts would be the great Western Divine Dragon. 
 
    Although the Western Divine Dragons had lost three Divine Path powerhouses, as long as new Divine Path powerhouses continued to emerge, the future of the Dragon Race would remain secure. 
 
    The Golden Dragon King let out a deafening laugh, filled with a sense of pride and exuberance. 
 
    Luke's brow furrowed slightly; it seemed this newly ascended Golden Dragon King might be a bit too arrogant. 
 
    After a long while, the laughter ceased, and the Golden Dragon King said, "Luke, what do you plan to do then? Are you truly going to give up on being his enemy?" 
 
    A cold smile appeared on Luke's face. "Once Glinton and Edwin return, I will personally visit Divine Island. I believe that the Light-Dark Holy Son of old must have left some contingency plans." His voice suddenly turned sharp. "Zhou Yi is progressing too quickly. We must eliminate him before he truly matures, and Divine Island will be our only chance." 
 
    The dragon seemed stunned by these words, blinking its large eyes and suddenly letting out a long, leisurely sigh, "What a pity, truly a pity." 
 
    Luke, puzzled, asked, "What's a pity?" 
 
    The dragon chuckled darkly, its laughter tinged with the flavor of a successful conspiracy. "What a pity that you have not truly grasped this final opportunity." 
 
    Luke's heart jolted at these words, which sounded alarmingly like something an enemy would say during a confrontation. What puzzled him even more was the divine dragon's sudden intense hostility towards him. 
 
    "Luke, look behind you," the Golden Dragon King said mockingly. 
 
    Cautiously, Luke turned around, and his heart turned cold in an instant. Behind him, a figure had appeared out of nowhere. This figure was all too familiar, one that had inflicted unimaginable harm upon Luke. It was a presence he could never forget. 
 
    "Zhou Yi..." 
 
    Luke spun back to face the Golden Dragon King, his gaze intense. Without needing any further explanation, he now understood the true meaning behind the Dragon Race's betrayal. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1307 
 
    The Dragon Race, the proudest breed of the West, had abandoned their dignity, ignoring even the vendetta for the death of three kinfolk among the Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    The five words transmitted by Leobard were not about any fracturing alliance between the dragons and the Westerners, but a betrayal by the Dragon Race of the entire West, allying instead with Zhou Yi. 
 
    Luke's face turned exceedingly grim in an instant. He knew that if this matter were to spread, it would bring unimaginable harm to the West. Although this harm was not visually perceivable, its significance was profound and its impact deep. 
 
    Leobard did not elaborate, likely due to these concerns. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Luke said, “Your Highness, the Dragon King, you represent the Dragon Race of the West, not the divine dragons of the East. How could the ancestors of our race ever forgive you?” 
 
    The Golden Dragon King's massive head bobbed up and down as it declared loudly, "I swear by the divine blood within me, my ancestors will surely forgive me." 
 
    Its eyes twinkled mischievously, proud of its cunning. At this moment, it thought, if the ancestors of the Eastern Dragon Race knew of its deeds, they would likely laugh heartily, treating it as the favored child of the heavens. 
 
    Listening to such a solemn oath, Luke felt a darkness before his eyes, nearly unable to catch his breath. 
 
    Clutching his fists tightly, sparks flying from his eyes, Luke roared, “The ancestors of the Dragon Race could never forgive you!” 
 
    The immense body of the Golden Dragon King shifted slightly as it replied, “You are not a member of our race, you have no right to say that.” 
 
    Luke was momentarily speechless; indeed, he was not a member of the Dragon Race and had no grounds to criticize. 
 
    A subtle smile played on Zhou Yi's face as he surveyed his surroundings, all the while communicating with the divine artifact, Mirage. This artifact indeed possessed unmatched power, capable of turning the illusory into reality and temporarily absorbing a piece of the world to transform it into its own domain. 
 
    However, this ability was still immature, especially when dealing with Divine Path powerhouses. It was necessary to lure them into a pre-prepared space to ensure infallibility. 
 
    Releasing the Mirage in front of these Divine Path powerhouses would greatly increase the likelihood of being discovered. Zhou Yi had once activated the Mirage in front of Leobard; if Leobard had decided to flee on the spot, Zhou Yi would not have been able to hold him. 
 
    But once Zhou Yi had finished setting up in advance, even he could not detect any signs, let alone anyone else. 
 
    At this moment, because of the disguises provided by Treasure Pig and Brerbo as Divine Dragons, Luke had unwittingly stepped into this trap. 
 
    Confidence filled Zhou Yi's heart. Since Leobard had fallen here, Luke would likely meet the same fate. 
 
    Sensing the intense murderous intent emanating from Zhou Yi, Luke's mind became more focused, and he spoke in a deep voice, "I have one last question, Leobard, did he really go to the Divine Island?" 
 
    Zhou Yi could not help but laugh silently, saying, "Luke, do you really think Leobard could escape my hunt?" 
 
    Luke lowered his gaze, his heart sinking completely even though he had already anticipated the answer during his inquiry. 
 
    Leobard, his rival of a thousand years, was indeed dead. The thought of his fallen adversary stirred a deep poignancy within him. 
 
    However, this wave of emotion was fleeting; his spirit quickly regained its calm. The power of darkness is a serene force, unparalleled in restoring tranquility compared to other elemental powers. 
 
    In that moment, he made his decision. 
 
    Luke's form suddenly blurred, and in the next instant, his body split into two dense streams of black smoke, charging towards Zhou Yi and the Golden Dragon King. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyebrow twitched slightly in surprise as he watched this supreme being from the dark realm. 
 
    He had thought Luke, like Leobard, would desperately deploy his ultimate skills to flee. Only when cornered, he believed, would Luke find the courage to forsake everything and fight to the death. 
 
    Divine Path powerhouses treasure their long lives. They may regard the lives of ordinary people as insignificant, but they highly value their own. 
 
    As long as there was a sliver of hope, they would avoid risking their lives—a principle all Divine Path powerhouses adhere to. Behind each powerhouse stands a significant force; their lives is not only for themselves but also for the prosperity of their sects. 
 
    As long as they live, their sects remain secure. Even their enemies would hesitate to utterly destroy them. However, if they die, everything changes. 
 
    So, Luke's decision to attack Zhou Yi and the Golden Dragon King, rather than escaping at the first opportunity, genuinely surprised Zhou Yi. 
 
    With a gentle wave of his hand, five tangible flowers appeared before Zhou Yi. 
 
    One of the three major hand seals, the Five Elements Seal, was immediately unleashed. The seal, containing an unparalleled mighty force, surged towards the black smoke like a mountain bearing down. 
 
    Yet, to Zhou Yi's further astonishment, the moment his Five Elements Flowers touched the black smoke, it completely disintegrated. Although Zhou Yi could not yet discern with his eyes or mind which stream of black smoke was truly Luke, the brief contact between their powers was enough to tell him that this was not Luke's real body. 
 
    His gaze quickly shifted to the distance where another stream of black smoke tangled with the Golden Dragon King. Hearing Treasure Pig's angry roar and the faint rumbling of immense power, Zhou Yi could confirm that Luke was not only attacking in his true form but was also exerting his full strength, determined to slay the Golden Dragon King at any cost. 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression shifted slightly, and with a subtle shake of his body, he rapidly moved forward. 
 
    Before Zhou Yi could intervene, a massive purple lightning bolt, even thicker than Luke's form, swept through the area. This was the power of thunder, released by White Horse, its tremendous force accompanied by an unstoppable momentum that instantly engulfed both the black smoke and the Golden Dragon King. 
 
    "Crackling..." 
 
    Infinite purple lightning, like giant serpents, rampaged through the space, creating a scene reminiscent of the apocalypse, striking fear into the hearts of those who witnessed it. 
 
    A stream of black smoke nimbly escaped from the midst of the purple electricity. Although it had diminished considerably in size, it was precisely because of this that it managed to slip through the seemingly impenetrable net of lightning. 
 
    The black smoke swirled briefly before reshaping into the figure of Luke. Perhaps due to the fierce battle with the Golden Dragon King and the assault from White Horse's thunder, he appeared significantly drained, his complexion faintly pale. 
 
    After Luke's escape, the giant electric python paused abruptly, quickly weakening and retreating into the distance. 
 
    There, White Horse, having at some point stepped onto the void, stared down at Luke with its large, beautiful eyes, seemingly frustrated by the ineffectiveness of its lightning attack. 
 
    The formidable Golden Dragon King, however, appeared rather disheveled. 
 
    Its body bore dozens of massive gashes, with the most severe wound under its wing. It was unclear what kind of formidable power Luke had wielded, but it had managed to sever one of the Golden Dragon King's wings completely. 
 
    A faint, slightly crazed smile played on Luke's lips. "A newly ascended Divine Path traitor of the Dragon Race, heh, this is the fate of your betrayal of the Western world." 
 
    Zhou Yi raised his eyebrows slightly, now understanding why Luke had made such an unusual choice. It turned out he had intended to slay the Golden Dragon King all along. 
 
    Attacking a newly advanced Divine Path being with the power of a pseudo-divine, even if that being was the mighty dragon king, held a significant chance of success. 
 
    Of course, Luke's success hinged primarily on the element of surprise. 
 
    Zhou Yi and his companions never expected that Luke would choose this moment to attack the Golden Dragon King. Moreover, the Golden Dragon King was somewhat clumsy at this time, which allowed Luke to inflict such severe damage. Had the Golden Dragon King been on guard, Luke certainly wouldn't have succeeded so easily. 
 
    The battle concluded in an incredibly short span, leaving the Golden Dragon King severely wounded, even having one of its wings severed. While such injuries would not be fatal to a divine beast, the loss of a wing was a significant blow to its pride and dignity. 
 
    However, the reactions from Zhou Yi and the others were also beyond Luke's expectations. Instead of showing any signs of panic or dismay, they looked at him with a peculiar, unsettling gaze. 
 
    Luke paused, realizing something was amiss. 
 
    Though he had swiftly inflicted serious injuries, the divine beast's reaction was oddly peculiar; not a single drop of blood had flowed from its wounds. 
 
    The smug smile previously on Luke's face had vanished. If he hadn't been sure of the feeling when he struck, he might have thought he had merely slashed at an illusion. 
 
    A hearty laugh, filled with satisfaction, emanated from Zhou Yi. "Lord Luke, you have wasted your efforts," he said with a hint of mystery. "The Golden Dragon King is somewhat different from the typical Western dragons, as it possesses a unique divine ability." 
 
    Luke's face turned ashen. He opened his mouth to ask, "What divine ability?" 
 
    It was rare for spirit beasts to possess innate divine abilities, and even more so for divine beasts. 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled, speaking slowly and teasingly, "The Dragon King's innate divine ability? It's rebirth..." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1308 
 
    As Zhou Yi spoke, the wounds on the Golden Dragon King began to squirm with rapid vitality. 
 
    Within moments, the gaping slashes had healed completely, leaving its skin smooth as silk and scales hard as iron, appearing as though it had never been wounded. 
 
    Even more astonishing, the Golden Divine Dragon extended a claw and grasped its severed wing, then carelessly threw it onto its back. The broken wing rooted itself as if alive, with visible granulations weaving and twisting together. In just moments, the wing melded back into its original place on the dragon’s spine. 
 
    Then, as the new flesh competed in a rush to wither, the wing fully healed within a few breaths. The Golden Divine Dragon flapped its wings vigorously and unleashed a deafening roar from its throat. 
 
    Amidst this thunderous sound, the dragon glared with menacing eyes at Luke, as if ready to pounce and shred him to pieces at any moment. 
 
    Luke's eyes had been wide since the dragon began to heal, and upon witnessing the miraculous regeneration of its wing, he seemed to enter a trance-like state. Such a miraculous innate ability was something Luke had never seen or even heard of before. 
 
    At that moment, the only thought in his mind was how terrifying this ability was. Although the dragon's cultivation level was not yet on par with his, possessing such a divine ability meant it was virtually invincible. 
 
    Faced with an opponent that seemed impossible to kill, Luke truly didn’t know how to defeat the Golden Divine Dragon. The roaring of the dragon seemed to awaken him, and as his gaze shifted, he immediately noticed the several powerful beings around him. He realized that there was no longer any chance of killing the Golden Divine Dragon. 
 
    Without a second thought, his body blurred once more. This time, ten streams of black smoke surged from his form. These smokes moved with incredible speed and their trajectories were unpredictable and complex, eluding capture. 
 
    The power of darkness was not only useful for calming and focusing the mind, but it was also unparalleled in the art of escape. Compared to it, even Leobard's aurora speed seemed inferior. 
 
    Zhou Yi let out a cold snort. Having suffered a setback before, he was determined not to give his opponent the slightest chance to escape this time. His hands moved slightly, and the Five Elements Seal was formed. Almost instantly, five massive tangible flowers materialized and spun as they chased after the five streams of black smoke. 
 
    With preparations already in place, the speed of the Five Elements Flowers was unmatched. Before the black smoke could make a full escape, they had already caught up. 
 
    Explosions sounded as the immense power within the flowers, each harnessing the divine might of the five elements, firmly captured the respective black smoke. 
 
    With the circulation of the Five Elements, the black smoke had little resistance, disintegrating within moments. 
 
    Almost simultaneously, both the Golden Divine Dragon and the White Horse Thunder took action. 
 
    A massive roar, like thunder cracking through the sky, erupted and forcefully scattered two streams of black smoke that were flying towards it. While the black smoke contained powerful dark energy, without someone to control it, how could it possibly contend with the force of sonic waves? 
 
    Once again, a huge electric python appeared, but this time it split into three, swiftly pursuing the last three streams of black smoke. Zhou Yi, the White Horse Thunder, and the Golden Dragon King focused their attention on these three smokes. Since the other seven streams were already dealt with, it was certain that Luke was hiding in one of these last three. 
 
    However, something astonishing happened. Under the fierce assault of the lightning, these three streams of smoke also dissipated without offering any significant resistance. Seeing this clearly, Zhou Yi and his companions exchanged bewildered glances. Among the ten plumes of black smoke, not one contained Luke's true for 
 
    Scanning around, a cold smile appeared on Zhou Yi’s face. In the past, when Luke had drawn everyone's attention with such tactics and then vanished, Zhou Yi indeed had no way to handle him. But things were different now. Within this space, there was the presence of a super-tier divine artifact. 
 
    No matter how powerful Luke’s stealth techniques were, using them here was like a louse on a bald head—nowhere to hide. 
 
    With a slight squint of his eyes, Zhou Yi established a miraculous connection with the Mirage in the void. In just an instant, he knew the answer. 
 
    With a cold snort, Zhou YI flipped his wrist, transforming the Five Elements Seal into the Light-Dark Seal, capable of directly attacking the soul.His hands slowly drew together, then he pushed forward in an exceedingly bizarre posture. 
 
    An invisible and colorless force, as if it didn't belong to this world, followed Zhou Yi’s gesture and surged forward. 
 
    In the next moment, a tremendous, pain-filled scream erupted from an area of the void where no one seemed to be present. A black figure appeared—Luke, grimacing in pain and looking horrendously at Zhou Yi. 
 
    This was the power of a soul attack, a force that, in the Western world, could only be unleash through the combined efforts of him and Leobard. However, the man before him had managed to release this power single-handedly, and what's more terrifying was the ease on Zhou Yi's face, indicating that this formidable power posed no strain on him whatsoever. 
 
    Fear finally flickered in Luke's eyes. Even a Divine Path powerhouse would suffer splitting headaches after an unexpected soul attack, and if one were attacked this inexplicably during an evenly matched battle, it was certain that the one attacked would be in mortal peril. 
 
    After giving Zhou Yi a profound look, Luke’s heart was devoid of any remaining hope. With a piercing scream, his body suddenly exploded. However, instead of blood and gore filling the sky, Luke used a dark secret technique to transform into hundreds of streams of black smoke, scattering in different directions. 
 
    Under Zhou Yi and the others’ blockade, ten streams of black smoke could not escape, but hundreds of them were a completely different story. 
 
    Even with one person and two divine beasts deploying every trick in their arsenal, they only managed to intercept a majority of the scattered black smoke; over twenty streams still broke through, fleeing in different directions. However, Zhou Yi's face showed no sign of urgency; he waited quietly, seemingly sensing something. 
 
    Moments later, a slight smile appeared on his face, and he began to move in a specific direction. His speed was leisurely, as if he were merely strolling in his own backyard. 
 
    After drifting about a hundred zhang or so, he spotted a stream of black smoke moving rapidly. Unknown to others, although the black smoke seemed to move quickly, it was unwittingly circling back on itself. No matter where it fled, it would inevitably return to its original location. 
 
    This was the power of the Mirage, containing the force of the world within it. Once trapped in the world of the Mirage, escape became nearly impossible. 
 
    Zhou Yi suddenly let out a long cry, waving his hand as five tangible flowers rustled, emitting a harmonious sound of the Five Elements vibrating. Instantly, Luke, who was in the midst of rapid flight, came to a halt. To his shock, the powers of the Five Elements surged around him. 
 
    Luke was greatly alarmed and filled with disbelief. Zhou Yi’s speed was astonishing, and it seemed that the smokescreen he had created during his escape hadn't much affected him. Otherwise, it would have been impossible for him to catch up so quickly. 
 
    Once Luke realized that Zhou Yi possessed the ability to discern his true form within the black smoke, a chill ran through his heart. The multicolored glow blocking his path suddenly transformed into five massive torrents, encircling him and forming what seemed to be an impenetrable wall. 
 
    Luke halted abruptly. 
 
    But in just a moment, countless black mists surged from his body. He seemed to merge with the darkness, transforming into relentless shockwaves that violently slammed against the formidable wall. 
 
    With a thunderous crash, the newly erected wall crumbled under the force. 
 
    Zhou Yi inwardly lamented the missed opportunity. If he had successfully condensed the Grand Domain of the Five Elements, this would have been enough to trap Luke.. Yet, the Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse made a decisive move and managed to break through the not yet perfected domain of four elements. 
 
    Unexpectedly to Zhou Yi, Luke, who had turned into black mist and burst forth, suddenly stopped. His eyes, filled with terror, looked around, showing a hint of inexplicable horror and despair. 
 
    Slowly turning his head, Luke stared at Zhou Yi and said hoarsely, "This... this is the power of the world.” 
 
    Zhou Yi smiled wryly; indeed, the two great Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses of the West were among the top beings. They had both easily sensed the most powerful aspect of this divine artifact. 
 
    As Zhou Yi stood proudly in silence, Luke's expression grew increasingly bitter. 
 
    “No wonder Leobard couldn’t escape,” Luke murmured, his voice gradually steadying. “So, you have mastered the power of the world.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1309 
 
    With a faint smile, Zhou Yi said, "Luke, now that you know, do you still harbor illusions of escape?" 
 
    Luke raised his head, his lips trembling slightly as if recalling something, his gaze steadily growing more resolute. 
 
    A chill ran through Zhou Yi as he remembered Leobard, the Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse of light who had shown a similar expression and reaction when he intended to self-destruct and take He Yiming down with him. 
 
    These apex human powerhouses, cornered and aware of their impending demise, would invariably drag their adversaries down with them. 
 
    With a thought, Zhou Yi raised his hands, slowly forming seals with them. 
 
    However, at that moment, a strange smile spread across Luke's face. His form burst apart once again, transforming into hundreds of streams of black smoke, scattering in all directions. Zhou Yi's brow furrowed, his mind perplexed and tinged with an ominous premonition. 
 
    Luke knew he was enveloped by Zhou Yi’s world of power, and with his strength, escape was virtually impossible. Moreover, his facial expressions and eyes no longer showed fear but rather a fierce, bloodthirsty resolve. 
 
    Despite this, Luke chose to flee in the face of the enemy, puzzling Zhou Yi even further. 
 
    White Horse Thunder neighed softly, its large beautiful eyes blinking in confusion. 
 
    Zhou Yi gently patted its neck and reassured, "Don't worry. Though his art of escape is formidable, it undoubtedly comes at a great cost. I assure you, he no longer has the strength to do so many more times." 
 
    Luke's dark escape technique was indeed ingeniously crafted. He transformed into hundreds of streams of black smoke, each seemingly possessing its own consciousness, knowing instinctively how to seek fortune and avoid disaster. 
 
    Although not as versatile and adaptable as a true Divine Path powerhouse, locating Luke’s real body among these shadows was akin to finding a needle in a haystack. 
 
    However, the more powerful a martial technique, the greater the price one must pay. 
 
    Although Zhou Yi did not know the specific conditions required for Luke to use this dark escape method, he was certain that this master of darkness could not sustain it indefinitely. Once Luke exhausted his energy, he would likely lack even the strength to fight desperately. 
 
    Leobard, upon realizing escape was futile, had immediately abandoned his aurora escape speed to engage in a desperate struggle with Zhou Yi, for this very reason. 
 
    Thus, although Luke's reaction was unexpected, Zhou Yi remained confident in his ability to permanently trap this dark lord here. 
 
    Sensing faintly, within moments, Zhou Yi pinpointed the true body of Luke. 
 
    Though the split-off smoke possessed a semblance of instinctual consciousness, it was clear that such awareness could not last. After a brief moment, they began to fade, eventually lingering as mere wisps of blackness in the air. When swept by powerful gales, they would be torn apart, gradually dissipating without a trace. 
 
    Yet the wisp carrying Luke's true essence maintained a robust momentum, chaotically darting throughout the world. 
 
    Within the illusory world of the Mirage, no matter how swift Luke's true form moved, it could not surpass or break through this world. 
 
    Zhou Yi shifted slightly in the void, curving through space, and the seals formed by his hands subtly altered. This time, he did not conjure the Five Elements Seal or the Light-Dark Seal but instead a purely defensive Small World Seal. 
 
    Luke's actions piqued his curiosity, compelling him to discover Luke's true intentions. As a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse, Luke was typically meticulous and leak-proof in his strategies, unlikely to engage in futile efforts. 
 
    Zhou Yi, along with White Horse Thunder and the Golden Dragon King, constantly moved through the void. Even Brerbo could not discern which wisp of black smoke contained Luke's true form, but within the Mirage, they could easily tell. 
 
    Luke's performance was an eye-opener for Zhou Yi. He had caught up to him seven times, yet each time Luke saw him, he would explode without a word into hundreds of streams of black smoke and instantly flee far away. 
 
    Although Luke’s face grew paler with each encounter, his dark escape technique continued to astonish Zhou Yi. 
 
    However, just as Zhou Yi predicted, when he caught up to Luke’s true form for the eighth time, the top dark powerhouse no longer fled. At this moment, his face was so pale that not a trace of blood color remained, and his eyes were filled with an exhausted, deathly weariness, as if lying down might mean never waking up again. 
 
    Moreover, the aura emanating from him let Zhou Yi clearly know that Luke's physical condition was dire, his divine power nearly depleted. Compared to his peak, he could only muster about ten to twenty percent of his strength. 
 
    Shaking his head slightly, Zhou Yi was utterly perplexed by Luke's actions. This man seemed like an enigma shrouded in darkness, impenetrable and elusive. 
 
    Despite knowing that using such a vitality-draining escape technique would not allow him to escape, Luke persisted relentlessly. Now, nearly drained of his vital energy, he had even lost the strength to fight back. 
 
    Yet, no matter how desperate Luke appeared, Zhou Yi harbored no underestimation. 
 
    His eyes firmly fixed on the old man who was gasping in low breaths, Zhou Yi's hands remained steadily forming seals. The power of the Small World Seal pervaded his entire being, ready to activate instantly to ensure his absolute safety. 
 
    Luke struggled to lift his head, giving Zhou Yi a painfully wry smile, "So this is the power of the world... I've exerted my utmost effort, yet I still cannot break this world." 
 
    Zhou Yi was momentarily stunned, an absurd thought flashing through his mind, "Is this what you've been trying to do? To try to break the world's power and escape?" He shook his head and said, "You're mad." 
 
    Luke chuckled dryly, pride lacing his voice, "I have once shattered the void and opened worlds, so of course, I had some confidence." 
 
    Zhou Yi raised an eyebrow, a chill running through his heart. 
 
    The power required to break a world was immense. If Luke truly possessed such strength, he would have easily swatted Zhou Yi like a fly. 
 
    "You... shattered the void?" Zhou Yi's eyes brightened, and he said half-jokingly, "You mean the death passage." 
 
    Luke's eyes briefly flared with a revived gleam, as he said, "Indeed, I've broken through real world forces before, so what's your personal world in comparison?" 
 
    Zhou Yi laughed coldly, "Heh, such bold words. But have you managed to break through?" 
 
    Luke's expression quickly faded, "I underestimated your power, hence my failure." 
 
    Zhou Yi's heart gradually relaxed. Now understanding the other's intentions, although he still harbored some doubts, he mostly felt reassured. 
 
    Luke clearly intended to use secret techniques to escape the Mirage. 
 
    Unfortunately, he had forgotten something crucial. 
 
    In the past, the ability to shatter the void and open a passage to the land of death was due to the combined power of all the Divine Path powerhouses of that era. 
 
    According to Liu Mu, the count of human Divine Path powerhouses and divine beasts at that time had nearly reached a hundred. 
 
    Such formidable strength was incomparable to that of the present day. 
 
    Perhaps, after recuperating for thousands of years, the number of Divine Path powerhouses in this world might return to those levels, but certainly not now. 
 
    With such formidable power, under the leadership of the Divine Dragon and Ao Minxing, a concerted strike could indeed shatter the void and break the world's barrier, creating a passage to another world. 
 
    However, now trapped within the Mirage was only Luke himself. 
 
    Though the Mirage could not compare with the true power of the world, it was not something a Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse could easily break through. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes sharpened, a fierce killing intent emanating from his being. Even though Luke was already exhausted, having lost nearly all his strength, Zhou Yi gave his all, not slackening his vigilance in the slightest. Facing such a formidable opponent, even one on the brink of death, required absolute vigilance. 
 
    Feeling the tangible killing intent radiating from Zhou Yi, Luke managed a pained smile and said, "Leobard couldn't escape from you, and now neither can I. But if you want my life, you’ll have to pay a hefty price." 
 
    A ferocious aura, intense to the extreme, burst forth from him. In that moment, his weariness seemed to vanish, replaced by a resurgence of power. 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression changed slightly; he was all too familiar with this display. 
 
    His hands subtly moved the seals, divine power surged from his dantian, and the Small World Seal activated. The space around him began to oscillate. 
 
    At that moment, Luke's body exploded dramatically, a vast shockwave sweeping out in all directions. 
 
    However, once this force entered the space of Zhou Yi's Minor World, it was distorted and dissipated into nothingness, leaving White Horse Thunder and the Golden Dragon King unscathed. 
 
    Moments later, everything cleared; Luke's self-destruction was even more thorough than Leobard's, leaving not even his head intact. 
 
    From then on, there was no trace of him left in the world. 
 
    Zhou Yi remained silent for a long while before finally letting out a deep sigh. 
 
    His mind swept through the Mirage several times to confirm that Luke was indeed beyond any possibility of survival. 
 
    With a flick of his wrist, he stowed away the divine artifact. Treasure Pig spun in the void, parting from Brerbo, and they exchanged glances before flying towards the Western Continent. 
 
    However, unbeknownst to them, half an hour later, the remnants of black smoke that had not yet been dispersed by the wind in the void suddenly stirred. 
 
    They converged into a thin, nearly vanishing wisp of smoke. 
 
    This wisp of smoke circled in the air and then suddenly darted towards the direction of the Dark Council... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1310 
 
    The sound of the sea striking the shore reached their ears, the majestic coastline spectacular and exhilarating no matter the time of day. 
 
    Zhou Yi and his companions paused here, gazing into the distance. Zhou Yi's expression was grave, as if caught in a difficult decision. 
 
    Treasure Pig extended his long snout and nudged him a few times, asking, "What do you plan to do? Will you destroy the Sanctuary and the Dark Council?" 
 
    Zhou Yi pushed the little creature away, somewhat irritated, "Didn’t you hear what Luke said? Grinton and Edwin are the new generation of Divine Path powerhouses from the Dark Council and the Sanctuary. They are still on the Divine Island. If I destroy those places, do you think they would just let it be?" 
 
    Treasure Pig tilted its head back and replied, "They're just newly advanced Ethereal Divine Realm, we’re not afraid." 
 
    Zhou Yi let out a wry smile, "Of course, we're not afraid, but Zhou Family Estate is." 
 
    Zhou Family Estate had grown considerably by now, and it was certain that as the third generation of the Zhou family started families, they would branch out. 
 
    In time, the Zhou family would become even larger, taking on the form of a true clan. But with more family members, their living areas would become more scattered, making them harder to protect. 
 
    "If there are two Divine Path powerhouses lurking nearby," Zhou Yi continued, "even if I truly grew three heads and six arms, I couldn't protect every descendant of the Zhou family." 
 
    Treasure Pig cocked his head, his little eyes suddenly gleaming, "They are on the Divine Island now, aren't they? Why don’t we go there too, and deal with these threats first?" 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression flickered slightly, betraying a hint of temptation at Treasure Pig's proposal. To claim that he was wholly unmoved would be a lie. 
 
    On Divine Island, not only were the two Divine Path powerhouses present, but also the Masked Man, whom Zhou Yi had always regarded with considerable trepidation. 
 
    The sense of danger that the Masked Man evoked in Zhou Yi far surpassed that of the two divine powerhouses, perhaps even surpassing the combined threat of Leobard and Luke. 
 
    If the Masked Man left the island for the mainland, with Zhou Yi's current strength and divine artifacts, he might stand a chance to confront him. 
 
    However, venturing into the lair of the Masked Man on Divine Island was something Zhou Yi was decidedly averse to. Perhaps one day, when he achieved the True Divine Realm, he might consider visiting that legendary place, but certainly not now. 
 
    With a slight wave of his hand, Zhou Yi decisively said, "We'll deal with the Sanctuary and the Council later. Let's spare them for now." 
 
    The little Treasure Pig's mouth twisted slightly, clearly unsatisfied, but it did not persist in causing further fuss. After all, Treasure Pig's intelligence was not inferior to humans, and with a little thought, it understood the concerns in Zhou Yi's mind. 
 
    Brerbo, who had been silently following Zhou Yi, suddenly turned his head to look back. Zhou Yi felt a chill in his heart and asked, "Brerbo, what's happened?" 
 
    Brerbo replied calmly, "In the place where we just clashed, there seems to be some energy fluctuations." 
 
    Zhou Yi frowned slightly and asked, "Has someone arrived there?" 
 
    "Perhaps," Brerbo replied uncertainly. "I only placed a device there to collect energy fluctuations, not a tracker, so I can't be sure." 
 
    Zhou Yi was intrigued. "What's the purpose of that collector?" 
 
    "To gather information on energy changes, to study the power of the world," Brerbo explained matter-of-factly. 
 
    "And have you discovered anything?" Zhou Yi asked with interest. 
 
    "No." 
 
    Brerbo's response was quick, which undoubtedly was the answer Zhou Yi least wanted to hear. 
 
    Shaking his head, Zhou Yi said, "Let's not worry about that place anymore. After all, this area is close to the Western Continent's ocean. Perhaps some powerful sacred beast or a human Five Qi Great Venerable noticed the residual energy there and went to check it out. But..." He sneered, "They definitely won't be able to discern anything." 
 
    Indeed, after Zhou Yi took away the Mirage, only some fading black smoke remained there. Half an hour had passed now, and with the roaring gales at high altitude, this black smoke would have nearly dissipated entirely. 
 
    Under such circumstances, if someone could still detect something, that person would have to be akin to a deity. 
 
    After considering it, Brerbo agreed with Zhou Yi's assessment and turned back, asking, "Should we head back now?" 
 
    The primary objective of their journey to the Western world was to eliminate Leobard and Luke. Initially, their plan extended to cleansing both the Sanctuary and the Council Headquarters after assassinating these two. 
 
    However, they were now aware of the presence of two Divine Path powerhouses within the Sanctuary and the Council, making them hesitant to act rashly. 
 
    Zhou Yi's face revealed a peculiar smile as he mused, "It's rare for us to come to the West. If we return now without achieving anything substantial, it would be somewhat regrettable." 
 
    Treasure Pig's small eyes widened with excitement as he looked at Zhou Yi. 
 
    Seeing the look on little Treasure Pig, Zhou Yi couldn't help but laugh softly, reaching out to affectionately scratch its long snout. "Little guy, though we cannot stir trouble at the Sanctuary or the Council, we might as well pay a visit to Dragon Valley." 
 
    Treasure Pig's eyes immediately lit up like stars twinkling in the night sky. Ever since their last return from Dragon Valley, the little guy had been obsessed with the treasures of the Dragon Race. 
 
    At that time, the Dragon Race still had two Divine Path powerhouses, and they had formed an alliance with the Western human strongmen. Under such circumstances, Zhou Yi naturally would not have agreed to any reckless moves by Treasure Pig. 
 
    However, the situation had changed significantly since then. The last of the Dragon Race’s Divine Path dragons had fallen, and following the message from Leobard, the Western humans had begun to harbor suspicions towards the Dragon Race. Even if Zhou Yi were to completely obliterate the Dragon Race now, it was unlikely that anyone would step forward to avenge them. 
 
    Treasure Pig jubilantly leapt into the air, executing several mid-air somersaults, filling the air with its excited cries: "Let's go, let's hurry." 
 
    Zhou Yi, laughing heartily, extended his long arms and scooped Treasure Pig into his embrace. With a slight sway of his body, he had already leapt onto the back of White Horse Thunder. 
 
    With a long neigh, the White Horse burst into a gallop, racing swiftly towards the location etched in their memories. 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    In the dense jungle, a sinister chill suddenly swept through, carried by a wisp of light smoke that was now almost imperceptible. 
 
    However, as this wisp of smoke finally arrived at this place, its density seemed to recover slightly. The environment here appeared to aid the smoke, allowing it to absorb the local energies and maintain its form. 
 
    The smoke trembled faintly, as if a human was desperately trying to scream. 
 
    Moments later, a figure flickered and abruptly appeared before the smoke. This man was Sidney, the last remaining Divine Path powerhouse in the entire Western world. 
 
    His gaze swept around, taking in everything with a frown of puzzlement forming in his eyes. 
 
    As the wisp of smoke began to move, Sidney's attention was firmly caught. His expression turned decidedly grim as he recognized what it was. 
 
    In just a few breaths, the smoke had condensed into a human shape, its features becoming discernible. Although its colors were faint, Sidney easily recognized its identity. 
 
    "Luke, how did you end up like this?" Sidney took a deep breath, suppressing the tumultuous thoughts in his heart, and asked urgently. 
 
    He knew that although Luke had returned in this form, it was unsustainable and he could dissipate at any moment. 
 
    The ethereal figure flickered slightly and said, "Sidney, we've been deceived. The dragon race has betrayed the Western world and has allied with Zhou Yi." 
 
    "The dragon race has allied with Zhou Yi?" Sidney said in disbelief. 
 
    The Western powerhouses had all had dealings with the dragon race to varying extents and knew well the dragons' proud nature. Therefore, unless they witnessed it themselves, it was difficult for them to believe that the dragons would set aside their enmity to collaborate with Zhou Yi, who had slain three Divine Path dragons. 
 
    Luke sighed deeply and said, "I couldn't believe it either, but the Golden Dragon King has indeed joined forces with Zhou Yi." 
 
    Sidney's facial muscles twitched slightly. "Were you killed by them?" 
 
    Luke nodded and said, "Sidney, I was fortunate to escape back here, and I need to ask you to do something." 
 
    "Tell me." 
 
    "I need you to convey to the Sanctuary and the Council not to seek vengeance for me and Leobard, absolutely not." 
 
    A flash of shock crossed Sidney's eyes. "Leobard has also fallen?" 
 
    "Yes," Luke's face displayed a vivid, bittersweet smile. "Zhou Yi has mastered the power of the world. He is no longer someone we can contend with." 
 
    Sidney's eyes widened dramatically as he gasped in shock, his heart churning with tumultuous waves. If initially he harbored thoughts of revenge, those were now dispelled upon hearing Luke's words, dissolving like smoke into thin air. 
 
    "Luke, are you certain?" Sidney asked in a deep voice. "Zhou Yi has only advanced to the Divine Path a few years ago. How could he possibly have mastered the power of the world?" 
 
    "I am certain. If it weren't for the power of the world, neither Leobard nor I would have fallen," Luke responded calmly. 
 
    Sidney closed his eyes, and after a long moment, he let out a sigh of despair. 
 
    "Luke, I understand. Rest assured." 
 
    As Luke's spectral form became increasingly faint, upon hearing Sidney's promise, he finally let go of his last earthly concern, reverting back into a wisp of smoke. 
 
    It rose high into the air, looking down over the darkened council until it slowly faded away, ceasing to exist... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1311 
 
    Dragon Valley, renowned in the West, holds a reputation not inferior to that of the Sanctuary and the Dark Council. 
 
    Compared to humans, the dragons were rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns. Yet, the proportion of dragons that ascended to become divine beasts was beyond human imagination. 
 
    Additionally, when considering the divine beasts with dragon bloodline heritage, their numbers might very well rival the total count of human Divine Path practitioners. 
 
    Thus, Dragon Valley, the stronghold of the Western dragon race, is perceived by Westerners not only as a perilous place but also as a sacred site shrouded in mystery. 
 
    However, this sacred site was not at peace today. 
 
    From the distant skies, a shadow plunged at an inconceivable speed, too fast for even the naturally flight-capable Western dragons to compare. This shadow left a massive streak of light in the air, making no effort to conceal its approach as it dived directly towards Dragon Valley. 
 
    Suddenly, a massive burst of light illuminated the pathway leading into Dragon Valley. This beam of light soared into the sky, enveloping the entire valley in an instant. 
 
    Zhou Yi gently nudged his steed, and the White Horse Thunder immediately halted. With curious eyes, it gazed at the anomaly below, and everyone's heart was filled with wonder. 
 
    The last time they had visited Dragon Valley, they had passed through the same pathway without any hindrance. But this time was clearly different; they had not even entered the pathway yet and were already repelled by some force within. 
 
    With a slight frown, Zhou Yi released his will, allowing it to spread toward Dragon Valley. 
 
    A torrent of information flowed into Zhou Yi's mind through his will's connection, providing him with a clearer understanding of the current situation. The immense light enveloping Dragon Valley originated from the indecipherable characters and lines engraved on both sides of the pathway. 
 
    After a moment of contemplation, Zhou Yi came to a realization. 
 
    The pathway walls were likely a protective formation left by the ancient dragon divines. Due to the depletion of heaven and earth forces, this grand formation had naturally deteriorated over the past five thousand years. 
 
    However, with the recent rejuvenation of heaven and earth forces and the commitment of the two Divine Dragons to their homeland, they had painstakingly repaired this guardian formation of the Dragon Race to fend off attacks from other Divine Path powerhouses. Now revitalized by the abundant forces of heaven and earth, the formation had regained its original appearance, silently guarding the Dragon Race. 
 
    At this moment, the stone walls on either side burst into a beautiful and dazzling radiance. The unleashed power of heaven and earth was overwhelming, repelling all external forces. 
 
    A trace of a disdainful smirk appeared on Zhou Yi's face. Had a Divine Path powerhouse been controlling this protective formation, he might have considered whether it was worth the effort to destroy it. But now, with no divine beings presiding over Dragon Valley, how could a mere protective formation stop him? 
 
    With a flick of his wrist, the divine artifact Mirage appeared in his hand. He lightly tapped it, and it immediately descended toward the formation below. Upon contact, a burst of bright light exploded and then vanished into thin air. 
 
    Moments later, the vast radiance was completely enveloped by the Mirage. Initially, this divine artifact didn't appear large, but once activated, its inner world was immensely vast. So vast, in fact, that even Leobard, using his fastest Aurora Escape Speed, could not break free. 
 
    Thus, enveloping the protective formation posed no challenge at all. Zhou Yi's lips curled into a satisfied smile; using this artifact against the protective formations of various sects was undoubtedly the best choice. 
 
    With a mere thought from Zhou Yi, the world power within the Mirage erupted. Instantly, the radiance below trembled violently, accompanied by thunderous booms that startled Zhou Yi and the others high above. 
 
    The light flickered, resisting the devouring force of the Mirage. However, the Mirage inherently possessed the power of a world. No matter how formidable the force, once enveloped by it, and if the force was not strong enough to break it, escape or resistance was futile. 
 
    The glow of Dragon Valley dimmed increasingly, and after half an hour, it completely vanished. Silence fell over the entire valley, devoid of any sound. 
 
    Zhou Yi and Treasure Pig exchanged a smile. However, as their wills effortlessly penetrated Dragon Valley, their expressions subtly changed. 
 
    Inside, while the number of divine dragons was small, based on previous observations, there should have been around a hundred. Yet, the life forces they now sensed were fewer than ten. 
 
    Suddenly, from below, a chorus of dragon roars echoed as eight divine dragons soared into the air. Upon spotting Zhou Yi and his companions above, they bellowed furiously and then scattered, each darting off in different directions. 
 
    Zhou Yi remained motionless, a cold smirk passing over his lips. If even Leobard and Luke could not escape from the Mirage, what hope did these divine dragons, who hadn't even advanced to the Divine Path, have? 
 
    However, after discovering the changes within Dragon Valley, Zhou Yi had no interest in wasting time with them. With a slight nod, both Treasure Pig and White Horse Thunder charged downward. 
 
    These two divine beasts, connected in spirit and will with Zhou Yi, although unable to control or command the Mirage, were not deceived by it. With their strength, the eight divine dragons had no power to resist. In just a quarter of an hour, they had effortlessly captured all eight dragons. 
 
    Zhou Yi inwardly marveled; even the weakest of these eight dragons possessed the strength of a human Venerable, yet in front of Treasure Pig and the others, they were no different from lambs to the slaughter. 
 
    He felt no pity for these seemingly innocent dragons. Whatever the reason, since the three Divine Path powerhouses of the dragon race had attacked him, the feud had been established. Now that the dragon race had lost the protection of their Divine Path powerhouses, he naturally intended to eliminate them completely to prevent future threats. 
 
    By the time Brerbo landed, the eight massive divine dragons were piled up on the flat grounds of Dragon Valley. 
 
    In their eyes, alongside the fear, was boundless fury. Their gazes seemed to want to swallow Zhou Yi whole and tear him to pieces with their terrifyingly sharp teeth. 
 
    Zhou Yi ignored their hostility and spoke calmly, "I know the Dragon Race is a wise species; you can understand my words. So, I want to know, where are the rest of the dragons in Dragon Valley?" 
 
    With a fierce roar, one of the divine dragons spat, "You despicable human, having killed our three greatest warriors, now seek to eradicate us entirely? Such delusions... Ptui!" 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyebrows furrowed slightly as his gaze swept across all the dragons. To his disappointment, each dragon shared the same defiant expression. Perhaps knowing their deaths were inevitable, they displayed no signs of fear or pleading. 
 
    Shaking his head slightly, Zhou Yi chuckled, "It's said that the dragon race is the proudest among all. Seeing you today, I find it to be true. Unfortunately, you no longer have the capital or the right to be proud." 
 
    His hands slowly formed a seal, completing the Light-Dark Seal in an instant, releasing a powerful soul attack. 
 
    All eight divine dragons cried out in agony, blood flowing from their mouths and nostrils. Under the force of the soul attack, four of the weaker dragons died on the spot, while the remaining four were left in a dying state. 
 
    Zhou Yi waved his hand, and four beams of light from Mirage shot into the bodies of these dying dragons. The Ten-Thousand-Year Pearl possessed the ability to bewitch the soul. If the dragons had been whole and healthy, perhaps they might have resisted, but for those near death, there was no issue. 
 
    Moments later, Zhou Yi had extracted the information he sought from their soul memories. His brows furrowed again. Upon learning that all the Divine Path powerhouses of the dragon race had fallen, the strongest among them, a silver dragon, had led most of the Dragon Race away from the well-known Dragon Valley in the West. 
 
    They were seeking refuge, for an ancient prophecy of the Dragon Race foretold that when all the Divine Path powerhouses of Dragon Valley perished, the world would covet the treasures of the dragons, bringing doom upon them. 
 
    At such a time, the Dragon Race was compelled to leave Dragon Valley and seek refuge in Dragon Island, a Sanctuary established by their ancestors. Only with the emergence of new Divine Path powerhouses could the dragons hope to return to the world. 
 
    Upon learning this, Zhou Yi felt a deep melancholy. The eight dragons before him were young and strong within their race, and while they knew of Dragon Island's existence above the vast ocean, they knew nothing else. Their decision to remain was based on disbelief that anyone would dare invade Dragon Valley to slaughter dragons. 
 
    He sighed softly. The vast ocean was boundless; finding a hidden Dragon Island there was an impossibility. The Dragon Race had earned its formidable reputation for a reason. Zhou Yi sensed that, although the Western dragons were currently in decline, they would one day rise again and astonish the world. 
 
    However, that day might be centuries away. 
 
    Suddenly, Treasure Pig let out an excited roar and darted into the mountain caves. Moments later, its jubilant cheers echoed out. 
 
    Zhou Yi knew it had found the dragons' leftover treasures. 
 
    Despite the dragon race's great migration, without their Divine Path powerhouses, they were unable to take all their accumulated wealth. While the most precious heavenly materials and treasures were surely taken by them, the remaining riches were still considerable. 
 
    This expedition, though it had not achieved the complete annihilation of Dragon Valley, was nonetheless quite rewarding. 
 
    Accompanying Treasure Pig, Zhou Yi scoured Dragon Valley thoroughly. Every item of value was packed up and stowed away in the Five Elements World, including the invaluable corpses of the eight divine dragons. 
 
    Each dragon was a moving treasury, and without the protection of Divine Path powerhouses, they indeed lacked security in Dragon Valley.Looking back at the now transformed and desolate Dragon Valley, a complex expression flickered through Zhou Yi's eyes. 
 
    Zhou Family Estate must never experience a fate similar to that of Dragon Valley. 
 
    Perhaps, it was time to consider leaving a path of retreat for Zhou Family Estate... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1312 
 
    The Northwestern lands are not at the heart of the continent and have never been a strategic battleground of paramount importance. 
 
    On the map of the continent, its status pales in comparison to the eastern and western blocks. Neither the Northwest nor the northern and southern frontiers play the role of protagonists on the continent. 
 
    However, in recent months, all cultivators across the continent have turned their eyes here. This shift in attention is due to an invitation that has circulated throughout the entire human society. Those with the most formidable strength, who stand at the pinnacle of human society, have all received the same invitation. 
 
    Northwest, Zhou Yi. 
 
    This was the first time Zhou Yi had issued invitations in his own name, calling together the most renowned martial arts cultivators from around the world to gather in the Northwest. The invitation caused a tremendous stir worldwide, as everyone who received it decided to make the journey. 
 
    No one wanted to offend Zhou Yi at this time, not even the Five Elements Sect, which, having regained its position as the foremost sect in the Eastern Continent, held immense power. Prior to this, Zhou Yi's achievements in the Northern Frontier had been spread far and wide by the Ice Palace. 
 
    The fall of five divine beasts and the escape of two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses from the West had elevated Zhou Yi's reputation to a lofty status. 
 
    Even Ao Minxing, proud as he was, dared not claim with certainty that he could defeat Zhou Yi. 
 
    For the first time, Zhou Family Estate in the Northwest truly became the focus of the world. 
 
    Such a level of attention had previously been seen only when the Totem Clan dominated the Realm of Life and Death for thousands of years, thus antagonizing the entire Eastern World. That was the only time comparable to the present situation. 
 
    In front of Zhou Family Estate now, the massive city wall still stood, but its role had shifted from repelling formidable enemies to serving as a decorative element, a display of power, and a platform for watchtowers. If someone today were to provoke Zhou Family Estate, they would at least need to be a Divine Path powerhouse. To such beings, the wall was no different from a child's building blocks—easily swept away with a mere kick. 
 
    However, for ordinary people, these structures still possessed considerable deterrent power. Now, Zhou Family Estate had once again become the main stronghold of the Zhou family. All direct descendants of the Zhou family had returned to their long-time home. And Zhou Yi's status within the family has become even more unshakeable. 
 
    Everyone knew that their departure from Zhou Family Estate was due to Zhou Yi facing an enemy he could not resist. Influenced by this, the entire manor shifted from light to shadow, abandoning its prosperous base of decades and concealing itself within a secluded valley. 
 
    Now, the Zhou Family Estate has re-emerged into the limelight, thanks again to Zhou Yi. In the realm of Divine Paths, Zhou Yi has advanced significantly, possessing a level of cultivation far surpassing ordinary Divine Path powerhouses. His formidable display in the battles of the Northern Frontier has deterred the world, prompting the estate to ascend to new heights of influence. 
 
    By now, everyone at Zhou Family Estate had fully understood one thing: if Zhou Yi, the towering tree, were to fall, then Zhou Family Estate would become rootless driftwood, unable to even return to their former humble existence in Taicang County. 
 
    ※※※※ 
 
    Countless luxurious carriages continuously arrived from Taicang County town. 
 
    Today is the day specified in Zhou Yi's invitation, and all those who received the invitation have been arriving in succession. For a moment, the roads in front of Zhou Family Estate were bustling with carriages and horses, and the air was filled with lively chatter. 
 
    The many descendants of the third generation of Zhou Family Estate stepped forward to welcome the guests. Those who appeared here today were all prominent figures from across the land, with a significant number of local heroes from the Northwest being the most numerous. 
 
    As these individuals arrived at Zhou Family Estate, they immediately noticed that each of the third-generation Zhou family members was accompanied by a congenital powerhouse. In the eyes of people like Zhou Yi, such powerhouses might seem ordinary, but for the magnates of the Northwest, their presence was quite impressive. 
 
    Then, those with discerning eyes recognized their origins; these were all congenital disciples from the Northwest Tianchi lineage. After the initial shock, this revelation made sense to everyone. 
 
    The rise of the Zhou Family Estate was inextricably linked with the Tianchi lineage. It was precisely because of the unwavering support from the dominant Tianchi lineage in the Northwest that the Zhou Family Estate had rocketed from obscurity to become one of the most formidable powers in the region in just a decade. 
 
    Now, as the most powerful figure of the Zhou Family Estate issued his invitations, it was only natural for the Tianchi lineage to send representatives to show their support. 
 
    However, having congenital powerhouses serve the third-generation disciples of the Zhou Family Estate seemed excessively extravagant. Yet, it was only after the dignitaries of the Northwest with exalted statuses or the leaders of medium-sized sects entered the grand hall prepared for them that they truly felt awe. 
 
    In the hall, the three second-generation heads of the Zhou family greeted their guests with cheerful smiles. Beside each of them stood a formidable Venerable from the Tianchi lineage. Witnessing this scene, everyone from the Northwest understood one thing clearly: the Tianchi lineage was using this as a way to express their close relationship with the Zhou Family Estate. 
 
    If congenital powerhouses were attending to the third-generation disciples and Venerables to the second-generation heads, then the person who interacted with the patriarch of the Zhou family, Zhou Wude, was... 
 
    As the attendees' eyes turned toward the main seat with reverence, they bowed their heads in respect. There, conversing happily with Zhou Wude, were indeed the two most prominent figures of the Northwest. 
 
    Emperor Sakra, the sect master of Tianchi, and the foremost Divine Calculator in the world. One was a newly ascended Divine Path powerhouse, and the other, though second to the Divine Path, was the true ruler of their sect. 
 
    When these three took their seats at the main table, the vast hall fell into an unusual silence, few dared to speak casually. Instead, most listened attentively. They were all aware that if any one of these three became displeased or had a negative opinion about someone, they wouldn’t even need to act themselves—countless others would eagerly suppress and eliminate that person. 
 
    This was the power. 
 
    From afar, a long howl suddenly pierced the air, accompanied by a hearty laugh: "Elder Zhou, it's been years since we parted in the Southern Sea. I trust you've been well." 
 
    Inside the estate, Zhou Yi's voice responded promptly: "Brother Bao, coming from such a distance, I am deeply grateful. Please, come inside." 
 
    The disciples at the estate's entrance were instantly invigorated. They understood that the only ones who could speak to Zhou Yi with such familiarity, besides his close friends and relatives, were Divine Path powerhouses on par with him in martial cultivation. Whether they were in the Ethereal Divine Realm or the Pseudo-Divine Realm made no difference to them. 
 
    Under Zhou Yitian's command, the pathway was immediately cleared, creating a straight route from the distant horizon to the gate of the city. 
 
    Everyone watched with reverence towards the horizon, waiting for the elderly figure who could project his voice over thousands of miles to arrive. 
 
    Suddenly, someone pointed to the sky and shouted, "Look..." 
 
    As if on cue, everyone looked up, only to see three streams of radiant light flying across the sky. These lights paused briefly above Zhou Family Estate before directly entering the premises. 
 
    It was then that everyone understood: the true powerhouses did not simply walk; they flew like birds... 
 
    Envious, jealous, and admiring gazes were all directed toward the interior of the estate. The ability to fly freely was a dream of all humanity, and for the vast majority, this was their first time witnessing top powerhouses capable of flight. This sight would undoubtedly be unforgettable for them. 
 
    Emperor Sakra's eyes twinkled slightly as he smiled and said, "Brother Zhou, guests from the Lingxiao Treasure Hall in the Eastern Continent have arrived. Let's go welcome them." 
 
    Zhou Wude nodded repeatedly, his heart filled with a mixture of emotions. He felt pride, nervousness, satisfaction, and a sense of fulfillment that, at this point in his life, he could die without regrets. 
 
    For someone who was once a discarded disciple of the Hengshan lineage, to now sit as an equal with the sect master of Tianchi, who even politely addressed him as a peer, felt like a dream from which he never wanted to awaken. 
 
    Indeed, the Tianchi lineage had sent greetings every year, and it was not Emperor Sakra's first visit. However, this time was distinctly different, and even Zhou Wude could feel that Emperor Sakra and his companions were much warmer and more cordial than before. 
 
    Moreover, he was now about to represent the Zhou family in welcoming the Divine Path powerhouses from the Lingxiao Treasure Hall, which naturally filled the elderly man with uncontainable excitement and joy. 
 
    Just as they reached the outside of the hall, Zhou Yi, Liu Mu, and Mou Zilong were seen walking out from the backyard. They exchanged smiles and moved forward to greet the guests together. 
 
    Unnoticed by others, Liu Mu subtly nodded towards Emperor Sakra and the Divine Calculator. Although these top figures of the Tianchi lineage had been somewhat prepared, they were still profoundly shocked at that moment. 
 
    Both of them, observing Mou Zilong's departing figure, felt a deep respect for the old man. He had surprisingly broken through his own limits to advance to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, a feat that had exceeded everyone's expectations. 
 
    Not far away, the radiant figures from the sky had descended. It was Bao Yanzhu, Zi Luli, and Jin Zhanyi. 
 
    A hint of delight flashed in Zhou Yi's eyes as he greeted Bao Yanzhu and Zi Luli with a fist salute, but to Jin Zhanyi, he smiled and said, "Brother Jin, congratulations on advancing to the Five Qi Realm." 
 
    When Zhou Yi had left Lingxiao Treasure Hall, Jin Zhanyi and the two Divine Path powerhouses had gone to the Southern Frontier. Now, seeing each other again, it was evident that their efforts had been fruitful. 
 
    Jin Zhanyi chuckled and nodded deeply. Although Zhou Yi's status had changed dramatically since then, he had not forgotten the friendships formed in the past. He always held Jin Zhanyi in special regard. 
 
    As the group exchanged greetings, even Divine Path powerhouses like Bao Yanzhu did not dare to put on airs with Zhou Wude, insisting on addressing him as an equal. Though the old man felt nervous, he did not dare to go against the insistence of so many powerful figures. 
 
    Finally, Bao Yanzhu's gaze fell on Mou Zilong, and his expression froze unexpectedly. His eyes, wide with disbelief, were fixed intently on this old friend he had not seen for many years. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1313 
 
    Bao Yanzhu's gaze was peculiarly strange, and his behavior could certainly be considered quite rude. If their relationship was not one of close personal friendship, such actions could easily offend. 
 
    However, at this moment, Bao Yanzhu could no longer concern himself with such niceties. He blurted out, "Brother Mou, have you actually advanced?" 
 
    Zi Luli's expression also shifted, and even Jin Zhanyi focused his attention here. They were quite familiar with Mou Zilong's circumstances. This veteran powerhouse, a longstanding figure of the Ethereal Divine Realm, had not ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm even in the land of death, suggesting that he might never have such a chance in his lifetime. 
 
    But now, he had broken through his own limits and successfully advanced... 
 
    This unexpected development deeply stung Bao Yanzhu, who had not managed to advance himself. 
 
    Mou Zilong laughed heartily, saying, "Brother Bao, my advancement was purely fortuitous." 
 
    His voice was laden with infinite emotion; had it not been for the assistance of Zhou Yi, how could he have possibly succeeded? The others might not understand what he was feeling emotional about, but they could certainly grasp the sentiment in his tone. 
 
    Advancing further within the Divine Path Realm was an enormous challenge, even greater than ascending to the Divine Path itself. For Mou Zilong to encounter such a fortune in the twilight years of his life made his tone unavoidably filled with more sighs. 
 
    Bao Yanzhu's gaze dimmed as he said, "Brother Mou, you have successfully advanced, but I fear I am doomed to mark time for the rest of my life, never achieving further success." 
 
    Mou Zilong hesitated for a moment before saying, "Brother Bao, as they say, the world is full of uncertainties. Perhaps tomorrow, you too might encounter such an opportunity." 
 
    Bao Yanzhu was momentarily stunned. Mou Zilong's words seemed laden with deeper meanings, and faintly, he discerned an unusual tone within them. His heart stirred slightly, and his eyes involuntarily glanced towards Zhou Yi. Could it be that Mou Zilong's advancement was somehow related to this Elder Zhou, who had repeatedly wrought miracles? 
 
    Once again, the sky echoed with several long cries, amidst which a powerful tiger's roar resounded through heaven and earth. 
 
    Liu Mu chuckled quietly, saying, "The friends from the Southern Frontier have arrived." 
 
    The roar was filled with the majestic authority of the divine beast, the Tiger King, and the only divine beast from the Southern Frontier that could arrive at the Zhou Family Estate in the Northwest with human powerhouses was the Twin-winged White Tiger from Crystal Island. 
 
    Indeed, moments later, several streaks of light reappeared in the sky. 
 
    Mou Zilong squinted slightly in surprise and said, "Elder Brother Zhou, the Southern Frontier is really giving you considerable respect this time." 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded lightly, his heart also slightly amazed. 
 
    Currently, the Southern Frontier's Crystal Island faction, with the addition of the pseudo-divine powerhouses Ma Yu and the Twin-winged White Tiger, along with Yuan Juan's return and the master of Crystal Cave, Liu Changju, boasted four Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    Although Zhou Yi had made a name for himself in the Northern Frontier and had ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, he had never imagined that all four of the Southern Frontier's Divine Path powerhouses would come to the Zhou Family Estate. This was truly exceptional treatment, and even Zhou Yi felt a touch of relief and gratitude. 
 
    With a flash of light, they descended from the sky. In addition to these four Divine Path powerhouses, there were also the father-daughter duo, Li Jiangfeng and his daughter. However, like Jin Zhanyi, they had successfully advanced to the Five Qi Realm and had flown over on their own, controlling their divine weapons. 
 
    In the past, Bing Xiaotian and the other four peak Human Path figures were all capable of nurturing a Five Qi Great Venerable. Therefore, when the five Divine Path powerhouses joined forces, it was naturally even more effortless. 
 
    Zhou Yi, with a beaming and sincere face, greeted them warmly. He was not only polite to the Divine Path powerhouses but treated the Li family father and daughter with the same respect. 
 
    When Zhou Yi had escaped from the Realm of Life and Death, he was completely drained. Fortunately, he encountered the Li family, who offered him a restorative elixir, aiding his swift recovery—a kindness he would never forget. 
 
    After a brief conversation, Ma Yu also noticed the miraculous changes in Mou Zilong and was immensely surprised. Yuan Juan's eyes sparkled, clearly touched and thoughtful, much like Bao Yanzhu, but with an added sense of frustration and reflection. 
 
    Half a day later, several beams of light again brightened the sky. 
 
    This time, all the Divine Path powerhouses who had already arrived stood up with solemn expressions, for the aura emanating from afar clued them in on the identity of the newcomers. 
 
    Ao Minxing, the pseudo-divine realm's peak powerhouse renowned as the number one expert among all human Divine Path practitioners, finally appeared. 
 
    Compared to the full mobilization of the Lingxiao Treasure Hall and the Southern Frontier's Crystal Island, the visitors from Qilian Mountain were much simpler—only Ao Minxing and the Qilian Twin Devils. 
 
    However, Ao Minxing's mere presence, given his lofty status, subtly suppressed the aura of the other attendees. 
 
    Previously, Zhou Yi did not fully understand Ao Minxing's true strength. However, after clashing with Leobard and Luke in the Light-Dark Grand Domain, he realized the terrifying power such a grand domain possessed. 
 
    Ao Minxing, who had cultivated the Five Elements Grand Domain, possessed a formidable power that was rare and commendable, even though it was not a congenital Five Elements. In the past, within the land of death, it took the combined efforts of Ma Yu, the Twin-winged White Tiger, and Yuan Juan to dare challenge Ao Minxing, highlighting his formidable strength. 
 
    Now, upon meeting again, Zhou Yi, whose strength had greatly increased, truly felt the profound and unfathomable aura of Ao Minxing. 
 
    Meanwhile, Ao Minxing was not at peace internally. Although the changes in the West had not yet reached him, the rumors from the Northern Frontier alone were enough to indicate that Zhou Yi was a different person from before. However, it was only upon actually meeting him that Ao Minxing realized Zhou Yi might be even stronger than the legends suggested. 
 
    Their gazes met momentarily, and inexplicably, the air around them seemed to grow heavier with tension, silencing the entire Zhou estate suddenly.Realizing the tension, Zhou Yi and Ao Minxing simultaneously withdrew their gazes. 
 
    "Haha, I didn't expect that Brother Ao of the Five Elements Sect would personally visit this time. It truly honors us," Mou Zilong stepped forward and laughed heartily. 
 
    Ao Minxing's lips twitched into a faint smile. He was about to speak when his eyes suddenly sharpened, his gaze on Mou Zilong turning into one of surprise. 
 
    Knowing he couldn't hide it, Mou Zilong straightforwardly said, "I have been fortunate to make a breakthrough and have only just ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm." 
 
    Ao Minxing shook his head and sincerely congratulated him, "Brother Mou, congratulations." 
 
    These Divine Path powerhouses, who had emerged together from the Land of Death, held deep ties regardless of their stances. Ao Minxing's congratulations were genuinely heartfelt, devoid of any pretense. 
 
    However, when Ao Minxing's gaze fell on Zhou Yi, he couldn't help but feel envious of the young man's good fortune. Just now, Mou Zilong had spoken on behalf of Zhou Yi, and from the tone of that statement, it was clear that Mou Zilong considered the Zhou Family Estate his own home. The modest Zhou Family Estate, hosting so many Divine Path powerhouses, naturally evoked Ao Minxing's envy. 
 
    The atmosphere inside and outside the Zhou Family Estate gradually returned to normal, but everyone held a deep respect for the Divine Path powerhouses within the estate. Although there was no concrete evidence that the strange and powerful pressure earlier had come from them, such things didn't really require evidence. 
 
    Ao Minxing engaged in brief conversations with each Divine Path powerhouse. Upon his arrival, he subtly overshadowed Zhou Yi. 
 
    The title of the foremost human Divine Path powerhouse was indeed deeply entrenched and difficult to shake. 
 
    The Qilian Twin Devils approached Zhou Yi to pay their respects, their relationship with him also being exceptionally close .Meanwhile, two Venerables of Zhou Estate, Chu Haozhou and Deng Yichen, came forward to welcome the visitors. Along with Jin Zhanyi and the Li family, they unintentionally formed a group. 
 
    Although these venerables had deep ties with Zhou Yi, they still behaved quite reservedly given the presence of many Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    Ao Minxing's gaze swept over the crowd, and he voiced a suspicion, "Brother Zhou, the journey from the Northern Frontier should be the shortest here. Why do we not see any guests from the Ice Palace?" 
 
    At the mention of this, Zhou Yi's face flushed slightly with a faint blush. He cleared his throat and said, "Brother Ao, I've invited everyone here today actually for two reasons." 
 
    Ao Minxing's eyebrows rose slightly, and he smiled, saying, "That's quite a coincidence, as I too have come with two matters that I hope to discuss with Brother Zhou." 
 
    Zhou Yi appeared briefly startled, then quickly responded, "Brother Ao, please feel free to ask anything. As long as it is within my capabilities, I will do my utmost." 
 
    A flicker of suspicion crossed Ao Minxing's eyes. Although Zhou Yi had a decent relationship with the Five Elements Sect, it wasn't to such a profound extent. However, they could not possibly know what lay in Zhou Yi's heart. 
 
    In the Immortal Palace, Zhou Yi had gained much, and though the Five Elements Sect was unaware of these gains, Zhou Yi felt a twinge of guilt. Should the Five Elements Sect need his assistance, he would certainly not refuse. 
 
    Ao Minxing gave a respectful fist salute and said, "Brother Zhou, your generosity is greatly appreciated." He paused, then reciprocated, "I wonder what matters Brother Zhou wishes to discuss. If there is any way I can assist, I certainly will not hesitate." 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled lightly, "Actually, the first matter is related to the Ice Palace." He paused for a moment, then spoke earnestly, "The heir of the Ice Palace, Yuan Lixun, is my fiancée. Today, I have invited everyone here in hopes that the major sects could help me act as matchmaker." 
 
    Upon hearing this, Ao Minxing and the others were first taken aback, then their expressions turned to smiles. 
 
    The idea of convening powerful Divine Path warriors from various major sects across the realm just to play matchmaker, if publicized, would certainly cause a sensation. 
 
    Ao Minxing chuckled and said, "Miss Yuan assisted Mr. Brerbo in closing the death channel, a feat of great merit. I will certainly take on the role of matchmaker. I wonder who else is interested in accompanying me on a trip to the Ice Palace." 
 
    With such a prominent figure readily agreeing, the rest had no reason to object. It was now clear to everyone that the Ice Palace from the Northern Frontier had not sent representatives not because of disregard but because they were leisurely waiting for them to come. 
 
    Ma Yu and his wife exchanged a look, their eyes reflecting a touch of warmth. Then, Ma Yu spoke up, "Brother Zhou, what is the other event?" 
 
    Zhou Yi shook his head slightly and said, "The other matter is an announcement." He spoke slowly, "Two months ago, I traveled to the Western Continent and have slain Leobard and Luke." 
 
    Instantly, all sounds ceased in the area, and a profound silence fell, so intense that one could hear a pin drop. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1314 
 
    Zhou Yi's voice wasn't very loud, and only a handful of people could hear him in this place. 
 
    However, at this moment, everyone's expression, except for Mou Zilong, Zhou Wude, Chu Haozhou, and Deng Yichen, subtly changed. Whether it was the Venerables like Jin Zhanyi or Divine Path powerhouses like Ao Minxing, they all felt as if they had misheard. 
 
    Bao Yanzhu opened his mouth and asked, "Elder Zhou, did you kill both Leobard and Luke?" 
 
    Zhou Yi smiled faintly and replied, "The two of them, along with the five great divine beasts, went to the Northern Frontier and tried to ambush me. Although I did not wish to be their enemy, since they pushed me so far, I couldn't just let them do as they pleased." 
 
    Bao Yanzhu chuckled and said, "Well done, well done." 
 
    While he spoke words of praise, the shock flickering in his eyes could not be hidden from anyone. 
 
    At this moment, no one dared to mock this veteran Divine Path powerhouse, as even they themselves were dizzy from the shocking news. 
 
    The two men Zhou Yi had killed were not ordinary people, but true Divine Path powerhouses. 
 
    They had both advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm in the land of death, and their cultivation ranked them among the top ten in the world. 
 
    Yet, even such formidable figures had been slain by Zhou Yi. 
 
    Ao Minxing took a deep breath, overwhelmed by indescribable astonishment. 
 
    After hearing about Zhou Yi's divine prowess in the Northern Frontier, he realized that Zhou Yi had advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm within just a few years. Upon meeting him today, he had faintly sensed Zhou Yi's profound and unfathomable strength. However, it was only now that he understood all his previous conjectures had been entirely wrong. 
 
    The power that Zhou Yi now possessed far exceeded his imagination, to the extent that he could directly challenge him. 
 
    Defeating a Divine Path powerhouse and killing one were two entirely different matters. Ao Minxing admitted to himself that if their positions were reversed, he might be able to defeat Leobard and Luke, but killing them was beyond his certainty. 
 
    The fact that Zhou Yi had successively killed both indicated that it was no fluke. 
 
    Simultaneously, Ao Minxing and the others turned their gaze to a corner where the Twin-winged White Tiger, Treasure Pig, and White Horse Thunder were gathered, seemingly in harmonious discussion about something. 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled inwardly; he knew that everyone attributed the killing of the two Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses to White Horse Thunder. However, he offered no clarification; this wasn't his misdirection, but rather the others' presumption. 
 
    For him, this might even be a good thing. 
 
    No one questioned the authenticity of Zhou Yi's words, for no one would lie about such a matter. Since Zhou Yi had declared it so, it confirmed that the two major Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses from the West had indeed fallen. 
 
    However, due to the profound divide between the East and West, information between them was not well circulated. 
 
    Even such earth-shattering news, if it could reach the East within half a year, was considered remarkably fast. 
 
    However, they did not know that even in the Western sanctuaries and councils, it was only confirmed that the two were missing, not that they had fallen. 
 
    Finally, Ao Minxing let out a long sigh and said, "Brother Zhou, your martial prowess is admirable." 
 
    For someone of his stature to utter such words made the expressions of Ma Yu and others even more complex and varied. 
 
    If everyone had previously regarded Zhou Yi as a newly advanced Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse, at this moment, his status had invisibly taken a great leap forward, nearly putting him on equal footing with Ao Minxing. 
 
    After all, the ones Zhou Yi had slain were not the newly advanced divine beasts but rather pseudo-divine powerhouses who had been renowned for a thousand years. 
 
    Upon hearing the news of their fall, Ma Yu and Liu Mu felt a tightness in their chests, and almost simultaneously, a thought arose: if Zhou Yi targeted them, could they escape with their lives? 
 
    At this moment, their subconscious thought was whether they could flee, not whether they could defeat Zhou Yi. 
 
    In their minds, they had already placed this martial cultivation freak on the same level as Ao Minxing. 
 
    The three powerhouses from the northwest exchanged glances, inwardly sighing at how well Zhou Yi had kept his secret, never mentioning a word even in their presence. However, they also acknowledged internally that revealing this news now delivered the strongest shock to everyone. 
 
    Zhou Yi casually waved his hand, not bothering to be modest, and said, "Brother Ao, if there is anything you need me to do, please speak freely." 
 
    Ao Minxing nodded slightly and said, "This time, my first purpose in coming here is to relay a message on behalf of someone, asking for Brother Zhou's assistance." 
 
    Zhou Yi's heart tightened as he responded, "To think someone could enlist Brother Ao to relay a message, I wonder who this distinguished person might be." 
 
    In the current era, apart from Sidney in the West, most of the Divine Path powerhouses were gathered here. Zhou Yi did not believe that just anyone could persuade a figure like Ao Minxing to deliver a message. 
 
    Ao Minxing nodded slightly and revealed, "It is Divine Dragon Brother." 
 
    A flicker of surprise passed through the eyes of those present. The "Divine Dragon Brother" mentioned by Ao Minxing was undoubtedly the Eastern Black Dragon, famed as the foremost divine beast in the world. 
 
    This Black Dragon, said to have lived for ten thousand years, possessed immeasurable cultivation depth, so much so that even Ao Minxing would not confidently claim the ability to defeat it. 
 
    "Divine Dragon wishes for my help?" Zhou Yi furrowed his brow slightly, adding, "If even it finds the matter challenging, I fear I might also be powerless." 
 
    Everyone internally nodded in agreement. Although Zhou Yi's status had risen significantly in their eyes, the Divine Dragon was extraordinary. Anyone who had seen it and experienced its majesty would not readily believe Zhou Yi could surpass it. 
 
    Ao Minxing gave a wry smile and said, "I, too, am quite puzzled by this. However, Divine Dragon Brother mentioned that, in this world, perhaps only you could be of help." 
 
    Zhou Yi's heart stirred. After pondering for a moment, he declared, "Well, if Divine Dragon holds me in such regard, I will certainly give it my all." His eyes sparkled as he continued, "May I know where the Divine Dragon currently resides, and when my assistance will be required?" 
 
    Ao Minxing nodded as if a weight had been lifted off his shoulders, his unabashed expression letting everyone know that he too had hoped Zhou Yi would agree. 
 
    "After the matters here are settled, I will accompany Brother Zhou. As for when the Divine Dragon wishes to meet, he did not specify, but it seems he wants to see Brother Zhou as soon as possible," Ao Minxing said with formality. 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded slightly, understanding that Ao Minxing did not want to disclose the current whereabouts of the Divine Dragon. It was only natural; if Zhou Yi were in his place, he too would not want the location of the Divine Dragon to become common knowledge. 
 
    "Brother Ao, besides this, is there anything else?" Zhou Yi continued to inquire. 
 
    Ao Minxing's expression immediately turned serious, and he spoke in a grave tone, "I heard that Brother Zhou has slain five divine beasts in the Northern Frontier and defeated three major Divine Path powerhouses. Moreover, the techniques you used were self-created, which piqued my interest, and I wish to witness them for myself." 
 
    Everyone held their breath as the atmosphere once again grew tense. 
 
    In their minds, a single thought prevailed: could this be a challenge from the strongest human of the older generation to the strongest of the younger generation? 
 
    Sensing the shift in the atmosphere around him, Ao Minxing furrowed his brows and clarified, "Do not misunderstand, I merely wish to see the legendary Three Great Hand Seal Techniques, not to engage in a battle with Brother Zhou." 
 
    The crowd collectively exhaled in relief, yet there was a hint of disappointment lingering in their hearts. 
 
    Although Ao Minxing is renowned as the foremost among humanity, Zhou Yi, having rapidly ascended in power, now possesses the strength to challenge for the title of humanity's strongest. 
 
    While a showdown between the two seems inevitable in the future, it is unlikely to happen today. 
 
    Zhou Yi's smile remained unchanged. While he no longer feared Ao Minxing, he was not eager to confront him until his Five Elements Grand Domain was fully condensed. 
 
    Unless he resorted to using his ultimate treasure, the Mirage, he couldn't confidently claim victory over his opponent. After all, Ao Minxing's Five Elements Grand Domain was executed by himself alone, unlike the Light-Dark Grand Domain of Leobard and Luke, which had a flaw that could be exploited. Coupled with his thousand years of combat experience, Ao Minxing was undoubtedly a tough opponent. 
 
    Feeling a slight relief in his heart, Zhou Yi said, "Since Brother Ao is interested in the Three Hand Seal Techniques I devised, I naturally cannot keep them hidden." 
 
    He slowly extended his hand and began to demonstrate. 
 
    The crowd was momentarily stunned, then quickly focused their minds to carefully observe. 
 
    However, only the Divine Path powerhouses truly understood the profundity of his techniques. For Venerables like Chu Haozhou, it was like trying to grasp something completely out of their reach, while Zhou Wude and other distant onlookers were even more puzzled. 
 
    Zhou Yi's wrist moved gently, the speed seemingly fast yet paradoxically slow, giving off a magically sluggish impression. 
 
    Ao Minxing's eyebrows raised slightly. He could already sense that this was a technique condensed from the power of the Five Elements. 
 
    The reason it felt so contradictory was that Zhou Yi had mastered the attributes of mutual generation and mutual restraint to perfection. 
 
    It was not difficult to display the techniques of mutual generation within the Five Elements, but to unleash the power of mutual restraint was exceedingly challenging. 
 
    As for merging both the powers of mutual generation and mutual restraint into one, as Zhou Yi was doing now, it was nothing short of astonishing. 
 
    Ao Minxing inwardly sighed, acknowledging that although Zhou Yi had not yet reached the peak of his understanding of the Five Elements or condensed the Five Elements Grand Domain, he already possessed the qualifications to challenge him... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1315 
 
    The five different forces fluctuated continuously within this small area. Although these fluctuations were subtle, they were incredibly vibrant and powerful to the senses of the Divine Path powerhouses present. 
 
    These were the powers of the Five Elements. The massive forces of the elements flowed like a gigantic windmill, rotating without cease. Despite a faint hindrance within, the figures gathered here were no ordinary individuals. They could sense that Zhou Yi had subtly unleashed the power of his domain, and it was a domain of four elements. 
 
    In an instant, their expressions shifted slightly. 
 
    Zhou Yi had advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm for less than a year, yet he had already successfully formed a four-element domain, just one step away from completing the Five Elements Grand Domain. 
 
    While the Five Elements technique, due to its uniqueness, meant that the power difference between a four-element domain and a single-element domain was not vast, the speed at which Zhou Yi mastered his domain was nonetheless astonishing to all. 
 
    However, they were unaware that this was just the beginning. 
 
    Zhou Yi's hand seals changed subtly, shifting from the Five Elements Seal to the Light-Dark Seal. 
 
    The power of light and darkness was exceedingly enigmatic, rarely mastered even in the Western world. None of the Divine Path powerhouses present had cultivated this system of power. 
 
    Yet, this did not hinder their perception of its force. 
 
    As Zhou Yi formed the Light-Dark Seal, the aura around him transformed dramatically, condensing into a Light-Dark Grand Domain around him. 
 
    At this moment, the eyes of everyone present shimmered with disbelief. 
 
    They finally began to suspect that perhaps it was Zhou Yi alone who had slain Leobard and Luke. 
 
    Ao Minxing's eyes lit up, sparkling with an unusual brilliance. 
 
    If witnessing the Five Elements Seal and feeling the power of the four-element domain had convinced Ao Minxing that Zhou Yi was qualified to challenge him, then seeing the Light-Dark Seal and sensing the true Light-Dark Grand Domain made him realize that even in a fair fight, victory was not guaranteed for himself. 
 
    The Five Elements Grand Domain and the Light-Dark Grand Domain are the two ultimate arts of the East and West. No one could definitively declare which of these supreme arts was superior, as both had given birth to legendary True Divine Realm powerhouses. 
 
    Thus, after sensing the might of the Light-Dark Grand Domain, although Ao Minxing did not consider himself destined to lose, he lost the certainty of absolute victory in his heart. The shift from being merely a challenger to an equal opponent was merely a change of a hand seal. 
 
    A slight smile crept across Zhou Yi's lips. He carefully, gently unleashed the most potent force within the Light-Dark domain—the Soul Impact. 
 
    Having slain Leobard and Luke, Zhou Yi gained a new understanding of the powers of light and darkness, especially advancing his control over soul power. 
 
    This progress in the Light-Dark domain had catalyzed these advancements. Now, he was confident enough to release the Soul Impact, targeting only the Divine Path powerhouses without affecting the innocent bystanders. 
 
    The next moment, all the Divine Path powerhouses felt a slight sting in their souls. Being discerning individuals, they immediately recognized that this power could attack the soul. 
 
    For a moment, their smiles became somewhat strained. 
 
    Meanwhile, the Divine Calculators and other strong individuals who had not yet ascended to the Divine Path felt an inexplicable chill sweeping through their bodies. For these Venerables to feel a sudden, inexplicable coldness was indeed a shocking event. 
 
    They instantly understood that this bizarre sensation was triggered by Zhou Yi's unique hand seal. However, they were unaware of the exact nature of this power. Had they known and understood its formidable strength, they would surely have fled, preferring death to remaining at Zhou Yi's side. 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression hardened. After executing two major hand seals, he hesitated, wondering whether he should reveal all his secrets. But the thought was fleeting, and he made his decision swiftly. 
 
    He was about to meet the Divine Dragon with Ao Minxing, and with the dragon's inconceivable divine abilities, his true cultivation level was likely impossible to conceal. Once the Divine Dragon knew, it would surely inform Ao Minxing, meaning this secret could not be kept hidden. 
 
    Given these circumstances, he decided to reveal his power now, letting everyone understand his strength. Although these individuals were unlikely to harm him directly, it was necessary to maintain a certain level of deterrence. 
 
    Had Leobard and Luke known earlier about the extent of Zhou Yi's formidable power, they would never have ventured to the Northern Frontier to cause him trouble. 
 
    Seeing Zhou Yi's expression grow increasingly solemn as he began to change his hand seals once more, the hearts of the Divine Path powerhouses were all in their throats. Zhou Yi's performance had shocked them deeply. 
 
    From the Five Elements Seal to the Fusion of Light and Darkness Seal, and then to the Soul Impact, all of this had elevated their assessment of Zhou Yi to an unprecedented level. 
 
    Yet now, seeing Zhou Yi's expression, it seemed that he placed even greater importance on this third hand seal. 
 
    In an instant, all eyes were firmly locked on him, eager to witness the formidable power contained within his final hand seal. Zhou Yi's thumbs pointed towards his dantian, and suddenly, an unparalleled massive force burst forth from within him. Moreover, the space around him began to vibrate. 
 
    This was a visible vibration, as if Zhou Yi had suddenly entered the water and his movements caused the underwater currents to ripple. 
 
    Ao Minxing and the others' eyes widened in astonishment, their gazes filled with a peculiar sense of wonder as they looked at Zhou Yi. 
 
    What was certain was that, despite their shock, even Liu Mu and Emperor Sakra bore expressions of having seen a ghost. 
 
    These Divine Path powerhouses, whether they were renowned for thousands of years or leaders of major sects, had reached an incredible level of understanding concerning power. Therefore, when the space around began to warp and mutate, they recognized the origin of this power. 
 
    "The power of the world..." Liu Mu could no longer contain himself and exclaimed, "Elder Zhou, you have actually mastered the power of the world!" 
 
    Zhou Yi laughed heartily, abruptly withdrawing his hand seal. 
 
    In an instant, the fluctuating and mutating power in the void dissipated as if it had never been. 
 
    However, the way everyone looked at Zhou Yi changed once again. 
 
    The first two hand seals had already displayed immense strength, yet this power was still within the realm of their acceptance. Whether it was the incompletely formed Five Elements Seal or the enigmatic Fusion of Light and Darkness Seal, the power they exhibited was indeed breathtaking but did not command deep reverence. 
 
    After all, they had Ao Minxing, who had successfully condensed the Five Elements Grand Domain, among them. 
 
    However, when Zhou Yi formed the third seal and unleashed the power of the small world, it deeply moved all those who knew of the world's power. 
 
    The power of the world is the pinnacle of martial cultivation. 
 
    It is a power that only the two legendary True Divine Realm geniuses can truly master. 
 
    Although the world power that Zhou Yi displayed was still very thin and far less formidable than the legends, the gathered powerhouses could see a hint of potential in it. 
 
    Zhou Yi had officially touched upon the power of the world and had begun to gradually condense it. 
 
    They believed firmly that one day, Zhou Yi would fulfill his aspirations and ascend to the legendary true god realm. 
 
    Thus, even after he released his hand seals, many of the Divine Path powerhouses remained immersed in the profound shock of that moment. 
 
    After a long while, Ao Minxing finally let out a deep sigh and said, "Brother Zhou, your three great hand seals are truly unmatched in this world." 
 
    His words carried no exaggeration. Particularly, the final hand seal displayed by Zhou Yi had opened the eyes of many Divine Path powerhouses, prompting them to reconsider their plans. 
 
    Before Zhou Yi displayed the three great hand seals, the crowd had favored Ao Minxing. After all, Ao Minxing's fame preceded Zhou Yi’s by far. When Ao Minxing had successfully condensed the Five Elements Grand Domain, Zhou Yi's grandfather, Zhou Wude, had not even been born. 
 
    The differences in reputation, strength, and combat experience made everyone favor Ao Minxing at that moment. 
 
    However, the moment Zhou Yi revealed the power of the world, perceptions drastically shifted. If Zhou Yi and Ao Minxing were to duel now, the majority would undoubtedly bet on Zhou Yi to emerge victorious. 
 
    Zhou Yi gestured slightly towards Ao Minxing and smiled, "Brother Ao Minxing, you flatter me." He clapped his hands and continued, "Ladies and gentlemen, since the Divine Dragon is in such a hurry, there must be important matters that cannot be delayed. Thus, I would like to depart now. I apologize for any inconvenience this may cause." 
 
    Ma Yu and the others promptly expressed their understanding. 
 
    Whether it was the Divine Dragon or Zhou Yi, neither were individuals they could aspire to equal. It was best to avoid getting involved in matters between these two powerful beings. 
 
    Ao Minxing looked at Zhou Yi in surprise, not expecting such decisiveness from the latter. He chuckled wryly, "Brother Zhou, although the Divine Dragon said the sooner, the better, there's no need to rush this moment." 
 
    Zhou Yi shook his head slightly and replied, "Brother Ao, the Divine Dragon once intervened and gravely injured that Masked Man. I have always kept this favor in mind. Since there is an opportunity now, it is best to repay it soon, so I can feel at ease." 
 
    After a moment of contemplation, Ao Minxing said, "Since Brother Zhou insists, I have no objections." 
 
    The two most powerful human beings, one from the old generation and one from the new, bid farewell to the crowd and then soared into the sky. 
 
    Below them, the expressions of the many Divine Path powerhouses varied, but when they looked towards the Tianchi lineage, they could not hide their envy. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1316 
 
    Waves of intense heat rolled through the sky, one after the other. 
 
    Zhou Yi confidently followed Ao Minxing as they left Zhou Village. Although he was unaware of their destination, the fact that most of the Divine Path powerhouses had gathered there reassured him. 
 
    After all, most Divine Path powerhouses were gathered at the Zhou Family Estate. If anything unexpected still happened, those powerhouses might as well take their own lives. 
 
    What truly surprised Zhou Yi was that Ao Minxing had brought him to a familiar place. Feeling the scorching breath rising from below, Zhou Yi's expression became quite peculiar. They had arrived at the Eight Hundred Li Flame Mountain, a place brimming with the power of fire. 
 
    Before this journey, he could never have imagined that the Divine Dragon would be waiting here. Countless thoughts raced through his mind, yet he could not fathom the dragon's intentions. He silently marveled, "A Divine Dragon remains a dragon, enigmatic and profound in its actions." 
 
    Suddenly, Ao Minxing, flying ahead, stopped abruptly. He seemed to hesitate slightly as his gaze shifted. 
 
    Zhou Yi asked suspiciously, "Brother Ao, could it be that the Divine Dragon senior is not here?" 
 
    Ao Minxing smiled wryly and said, "The Divine Dragon sent me a message, asking me to invite you to meet here at the Eight Hundred Li Flame Mountain." He paused, a hint of helplessness flashing in his eyes, "But the range of eight hundred li is quite vast." 
 
    Even with Zhou Yi's composure, he couldn't help but feel an urge to roll his eyes at this moment. 
 
    This place stretched for eight hundred li, with the widest part reaching nearly a hundred li. The Divine Dragon merely mentioned the location by name, leaving them to search on their own. This was indeed a headache. 
 
    Observing Ao Minxing's calm demeanor, but the indignation in his eyes, Zhou Yi immediately understood that this Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouse was also quite displeased. If it weren't the Divine Dragon who had sent the message, Ao Minxing would likely have ignored it altogether. 
 
    With a slight smile, Zhou Yi said, "Brother Ao, since the senior dragon has spoken, let's notify him then." 
 
    "Notify?" Ao Minxing paused, then countered, "Do you know where Brother Dragon is?" 
 
    Zhou Yi shook his head repeatedly and said, "If the Divine Calculator were with us, he might be able to deduce it, but I am powerless." 
 
    Ao Minxing retorted, "Since that is the case, how do you propose to notify him?" 
 
    Zhou Yi chuckled and patted the Treasure Pig, who was comfortably seated on the back of White Horse Thunder. 
 
    The little fellow immediately puffed out its chest and tensed its legs, leaping off the back of the White Horse Thunder. In mid-air, its body trembled, and in an instant, it expanded to countless times its size, transforming into a gigantic beast over sixteen to seventeen zhang long. 
 
    Ao Minxing looked at the Treasure Pig with a trace of envy in his eyes. 
 
    How wonderful it would be if such a divine beast could belong to the Five Elements Sect. 
 
    Although he knew such thoughts shouldn't arise, knowing was one thing, and completely suppressing them was another matter entirely. 
 
    After the Treasure Pig transformed, it suddenly opened its gigantic mouth, releasing an enormous roar. 
 
    "Roar..." 
 
    The unparalleled roar, originating from this point, spread outward at an incredible speed. 
 
    Ao Minxing immediately understood their plan, shaking his head and smiling wryly in his heart. 
 
    Zhou Yi's suggested method was indeed reckless. 
 
    Although such actions were unbecoming of their status as Divine Path powerhouses and might subject them to ridicule if known, he had to admit it was an effective approach. 
 
    After this powerful soundwave was sent out, Zhou Yi and the others waited quietly, but no response came. Zhou Yi slightly shook his head and said, "Brother Ao, it seems the senior dragon is not within a hundred li. Let's move forward and search." 
 
    Ao Minxing naturally had no objections. With the Divine Dragon's cultivation, if it were within a hundred li, it surely would have detected the earth-shattering roar. Although the Eight Hundred Li Flame Mountain was vast, with the Treasure Pig by their side, notifying someone was still an easy task. Eight hundred li merely required eight roars. 
 
    However, Zhou Yi and Ao Minxing felt increasingly frustrated as the Treasure Pig, sounding more exhausted, let out its tenth roar without any sign of the Divine Dragon. 
 
    Nevertheless, the Treasure Pig's roars were not entirely fruitless. Upon hearing the roar of the divine beast, various peculiar animals living within the Flame Mountain scrambled around in panic. Some of these were rare species, unexpected finds in the Flame Mountain. 
 
    At this moment, however, neither of them had any leisure to care for these exotic birds and beasts. 
 
    "Brother Ao, are you sure that was really a message from the Divine Dragon?" Zhou Yi asked cautiously. 
 
    Ao Minxing's face turned a rare shade of red, and he responded in a deep voice, "Brother Zhou, rest assured, I can certainly distinguish between truth and falsehood." 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded repeatedly, no longer daring to question this matter. 
 
    Looking up, Zhou Yi pondered aloud, "Perhaps the Divine Dragon senior is in seclusion and did not hear us." He signaled to the Treasure Pig in the air, "Give it a couple more roars." 
 
    Though the Treasure Pig was clearly unwilling, pouting its mouth, it still let out two more roars. However, there was a noticeable lack of effort in these attempts. 
 
    Ao Minxing shook his head with a wry smile. If the Divine Dragon were nearby, even in deep seclusion, it would be impossible not to hear the divine beast's roar. 
 
    Just as he was about to speak, a thunderous dragon's roar erupted in the distance, followed by a dense, dark cloud slowly drifting their way. Such clouds, laden with immense hydro power, could not naturally form over the fiery skies of Flame Mountain. Although the cloud moved slowly, it approached them steadily and unscathed over the Flame Mountain. 
 
    Zhou Yi and the others immediately understood that this must be the Divine Dragon's doing. 
 
    The two exchanged a glance and simultaneously moved forward to meet it. 
 
    Moments later, they arrived before the enormous black cloud that seemed to cover the sky. From within the cloud, a gigantic dragon's head slowly emerged—it was the Divine Dragon they had been tirelessly searching for. 
 
    "How did you arrive so quickly?" the Divine Dragon accused, turning the tables. 
 
    Ao Minxing and Zhou Yi were left speechless… 
 
    Sensing something amiss in his own words, the Divine Dragon chuckled awkwardly and said, "Mr. Ao, thank you." 
 
    Ao Minxing bowed to the Divine Dragon and replied, "Brother Dragon, you are too kind." He paused, then added, "The Five Elements Sect has already prepared a residence for Brother Dragon. May I ask when you will grace it with your presence?" 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyebrows twitched, and he inwardly cursed. No wonder Ao Minxing was so attentive to the Divine Dragon's affairs—he intended to invite the Divine Dragon to become the guardian beast of the Five Elements Sect. 
 
    If the Divine Dragon truly became the guardian divine beast of the Five Elements Sect, the sect would become impregnable. 
 
    The strongest divine beast and the mightiest human powerhouse joining forces—what force could possibly stand against the Five Elements Sect? 
 
    The Divine Dragon laughed heartily and said, "I have sought out Zhou Yi this time to craft a certain item. If successful, it would resolve a lingering concern of mine, and thereafter, I could settle in Mount Qilian." 
 
    Ao Minxing was overjoyed. Having known the Divine Dragon for centuries, he understood it always meant what it said. 
 
    With a deep bow, Ao Minxing said, "In that case, I will prepare for your arrival and await the honor of hosting you, Brother Dragon." Then he turned and said, "Brother Zhou, I will return and gather all our friends to head to the Northern Frontier. We must ensure this marriage at all costs." 
 
    Zhou Yi, although unsure about the matter with the Divine Dragon, was pleased after hearing Ao Minxing's words and said, "Thank you so much, Brother Ao." Seeing a glint of expectation in Ao Minxing's eyes, he solemnly added, "Brother Ao, rest assured, as long as it is within my power, I will spare no effort." 
 
    Ao Minxing nodded in satisfaction, a whisper reaching Zhou Yi's ears: "If Brother Zhou can help the Divine Dragon fulfill his wish, the Five Elements Sect will surely reward you handsomely." Given his status, such a promise was not made lightly and would certainly be honored. 
 
    Nodding slightly to everyone, Ao Minxing turned and vanished in a flash, soon disappearing from their sight. 
 
    Zhou Yi retracted his gaze from the distance. With Ao Minxing leading and so many Divine Path powerhouses heading to the Northern Frontier Ice Palace, it would surely surprise Bing Xiaotian. With such connections, even if Yuan Lixun were to take over the Ice Palace in the future, no one would dare oppose her. 
 
    Opposing Yuan Lixun would mean standing against all the Divine Path powerhouses of the world—a thought that would send shivers down anyone's spine. 
 
    "Zhou Yi, you have done well," the Divine Dragon's booming voice came from the sky, its gaze filled with satisfaction when looking at Zhou Yi. 
 
    Zhou Yi calmed his mind and asked, "Senior Divine Dragon, what do you mean by this?" 
 
    The Divine Dragon laughed heartily, "I always knew you would advance to the Pseudo-Divine Realm, but I didn't expect your progress to be so swift. Very good, very good..." 
 
    Zhou Yi grew more puzzled, wondering how his rapid advancement related to the Divine Dragon. After a moment, the Divine Dragon's laughter subsided, and it said, "To tell you the truth, I need to forge an item, but lack the strength to do so alone and need a helper. The person must be at least at the Pseudo-Divine Realm. Although you were also strong before, your martial realm prowess was insufficient. Now, you are capable." 
 
    Zhou Yi finally understood; assisting the Divine Dragon in forging an item was no issue for him. 
 
    However, after some thought, Zhou Yi said, "Senior Divine Dragon, I have just advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm. There are other human powerhouses at this level. If you invite them, I am sure they would be more than willing to help." 
 
    The Divine Dragon's status was extraordinary, and if it asked, people like Liu Mu and Ma Yu would probably compete to assist. Yet, the Dragon had ignored them, waiting instead for Zhou Yi to grow, which naturally made him curious. 
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    The black clouds in the sky roiled as the immense body of the Divine Dragon slowly stirred within them. Despite the surrounding heat waves, the clouds remained firmly attached to the Divine Dragon, showing no sign of evaporating. 
 
    Hearing Zhou Yi's words, the dragon couldn't help but burst into laughter. "Zhou Yi, what I'm forging is no ordinary object. If an ordinary Pseudo-Divine Realm cultivator were to assist, it would be of no use. Even if we gathered all the Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses from both the east and west, they would still fail to help me accomplish this task.” 
 
    Seeing the doubt and worry on Zhou Yi’s face, the Divine Dragon shook its enormous head and said, “The reason is simple. The Pseudo-Divine Realm cultivator must possess the Five Elements Body, capable of harmonizing with my Five Elements power; otherwise, they would only hinder rather than help.” 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes brightened with understanding. However, his gaze quickly shifted in a certain direction as he spoke, "As far as I know, Brother Ao mastered the Five Elements Grand Domain hundreds of years ago. His control over the Five Elements far surpasses mine." 
 
    Judging by Ao Minxing's attitude towards the Divine Dragon earlier, it was clear that he was willing to do anything to ensure the Divine Dragon’s permanent residence within the Five Elements Sect, sparing no effort to curry favor. 
 
    As long as the Divine Dragon showed the slightest inclination, Ao Minxing would undoubtedly assist without hesitation. 
 
    However, the Divine Dragon's eyes now reflected a deep melancholy as it sighed, “Ao Minxing’s research and utilization of the Five Elements power indeed surpasses yours by far. But unfortunately, he is not an innate Five Elements Body.” 
 
    Zhou Yi opened his mouth, finally understanding the true reason. 
 
    The Divine Dragon possessed an innate Five Elements Body, as did Zhou Yi. Thus, only their Five Elements powers could truly integrate. 
 
    If Ao Minxing were to be substituted, perhaps he could leverage some of his power, but it would undoubtedly cause impediments to the divine power’s operation. The final outcome would likely be more loss than gain. 
 
    As for Pseudo-Divine Realm powerhouses like Ma Yu, who did not practice the Five Elements, mentioning them is even less necessary. Introducing their divine power into the mix would certainly cause more harm than good. 
 
    In an instant, Zhou Yi fully comprehended the Divine Dragon’s intentions. It was precisely because of this understanding that he became immensely curious about what the dragon was about to forge. 
 
    What could it be that even the Divine Dragon was not sure of success in its creation? 
 
    Seeing Zhou Yi readily agree, the Divine Dragon was unusually pleased. It proclaimed, “Zhou Yi, let us first find a place to construct an alchemy chamber.” 
 
    Zhou Yi raised his eyebrows slightly and said, “There’s no need for such trouble.” With a smile, he continued, “I possess the Nine-Dragon Furnace, which can be used for alchemy if needed.” 
 
    However, the Divine Dragon shook its massive head and replied, “No, the Nine-Dragon Furnace, although a naturally born divine artifact, cannot withstand the might of what we are about to forge.” 
 
    Zhou Yi’s heart tightened as he immediately sensed the silent protest from the Nine-Dragon Furnace within his dantian. 
 
    Divine artifacts have their own main souls. After countless years of tempering and growth, the main soul of the Nine-Dragon Furnace possessed wisdom comparable to humans and pride matching that of dragons. 
 
    Hearing the Divine Dragon disparage it so, naturally, it was immensely infuriated. 
 
    Zhou Yi hurriedly calmed it in his mind, his brain working at high speed. Suddenly, a thought struck him, and he exclaimed, "Are you planning to forge the core of that monster's lair?" 
 
    As soon as he uttered those words, his dantian fell silent. The Nine-Dragon Furnace, which had been surging with anger like a stormy sea, instantly quieted down, more subdued than eels in a pond. 
 
    In the Land of Death, the Nine-Dragon Furnace had unleashed its divine might, burning the monster’s lair for several days, purging all impurities and extracting a core of pure essence. However, when it attempted to incinerate the core, even though the furnace had reached its peak power, it failed to damage the core in the slightest. 
 
    At that time, the Divine Dragon had mentioned that refining this core with the Nine-Dragon Furnace alone was unlikely to succeed. So, when Zhou Yi brought up the core, the Nine-Dragon Furnace immediately fell silent. 
 
    Back then, even with the entire monster’s lair as raw material, the unbelievable temperatures generated were unable to affect the core. The current environment here was even less likely to succeed. 
 
    A grave expression appeared in the Divine Dragon's eyes. "Indeed, what I intend to forge is that lair core." 
 
    Zhou Yi’s mind raced, his eyes sparkling as he recalled the events of the past. 
 
    The lair core had originally been stored in his Five Elements World. However, when leaving the Land of Death, after the Divine Dragon displayed the Five Elements Grand Domain before his eyes, the lair core had mysteriously disappeared. Along with it, a Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit had also vanished. 
 
    Zhou Yi had always been puzzled as to why the Divine Dragon would take away these two items, but it was only when he heard the dragon mention concocting elixirs that he truly understood. 
 
    At this moment, Zhou Yi's expression was quite peculiar. With a mix of amusement and disbelief, he said, "Senior Divine Dragon, do you really think that the core of that monster's lair is actually a divine beast's inner core?" 
 
    When Zhou Yi obtained the Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit, he had learned about its use from the records. By fusing the Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit with a divine beast's inner core to make a pill, one could achieve miraculous effects. If a Divine Path powerhouse consumed it, they could transform into a divine beast. 
 
    The Divine Dragon had taken both the monster's lair core and the Heavenly Earth Sacred Fruit and had come to the Eight Hundred Li of Flame Mountain, known for its fiery power. His intentions seemed clear now. 
 
    However, what Zhou Yi found most surprising was that those death creatures also had an inner core, and it was so bizarre and unique. 
 
    The Divine Dragon shook its massive head a few times and said, “Ordinary death creatures do not have an inner core, but their lair does.” 
 
    Seeing the confusion in Zhou Yi's eyes, it hesitated for a moment before explaining, “The lair was not lifeless. It was originally an incredibly powerful life form that fell only after being besieged by countless Divine Path powerhouses. This life form was so peculiar that even after its fall, its core would continue to move autonomously. If not for you bringing the Nine-Dragon Furnace into the Land of Death, I would never have obtained this core from it.” 
 
    Zhou Yi nodded slightly, accepting the Divine Dragon's explanation without doubt. 
 
    Because his time in the Land of Death had been so short, his understanding of those ferocious and grotesque creatures was far inferior to that of the Divine Dragon before him. 
 
    However, his eyes suddenly sharpened, and a rather bizarre thought emerged abruptly in his mind. 
 
    With a curious gaze fixed on the Divine Dragon, he asked in a deep voice, "Elder Divine Dragon, are you planning to use the Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit and the core of the lair to concoct an elixir?" 
 
    “Correct, you have guessed it,” the Divine Dragon responded calmly. 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression changed slightly, and he said, “Senior Divine Dragon, this must not be done.” 
 
    The Divine Dragon snorted, “Why not?” 
 
    Zhou Yi spoke earnestly, “You are well aware of the Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit’s abilities. Once it is refined into an elixir with the core of a divine beast and consumed by a human Divine Path powerhouse, it grants the ability to transform into that divine beast." He took a deep breath and continued, "You have seen how terrifying those creatures of death are. If the elixir is indeed successfully concocted, and if these monsters start appearing in this world in large numbers, wouldn't that lead to the destruction of the entire world?" 
 
    The Divine Dragon chuckled, “Zhou Yi, you worry too much.” It exhaled deeply, and before it appeared the lair core and the Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit. 
 
    "The Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit, when fused with a divine beast's core, indeed allows humans to transform into divine beasts. However, I assure you that using this particular core with the Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit to create an elixir will not turn anyone into a creature of death, nor will it cause any harm to our world." 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyebrows furrowed slightly, "How can you be so sure?" 
 
    Zhou Yi had made up his mind: if the Divine Dragon couldn't convince him, he would rather offend the dragon than assist in concocting the elixir. Having personally experienced the horrors of death creatures and knowing their dangers, he held a strong opposition to anything that might bring them into this world. 
 
    The Divine Dragon was not surprised by Zhou Yi’s attitude. It slowly explained, “Individual death creatures are not very powerful. They can devour everything because of their sheer numbers, countless and overwhelming. If only a single death creature appeared in our world, its fate would be easy destruction.” 
 
    Zhou Yi paused, thoughtfully considering the dragon's words. 
 
    “I’ve studied those creatures in the Land of Death for five hundred years. Based on my findings, if we successfully refine the Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit with the lair core into an elixir, consuming it would give me the potential to reach a higher realm,” As the dragon spoke, its eyes gleamed with an indescribable light. 
 
    Zhou Yi felt that the dragon was definitely hiding something. The elixir couldn't be as straightforward as it seemed. 
 
    He pondered, “You’ve already reached the pinnacle of the Pseudo-Divine Realm. Are you aiming to use this pill to advance to the True Divine Realm?” 
 
    The Divine Dragon grunted, seemingly acknowledging Zhou Yi's suspicion. 
 
    Zhou Yi was startled. There had never been any records in ancient texts of a True Divine Realm divine beast. If the Divine Dragon could successfully advance to the True Divine Realm, it would become the first of its kind in history. 
 
    However, Zhou Yi felt there must be another, greater purpose for this elixir. Yet, no matter how he probed, the Divine Dragon skillfully deflected his questions, leaving him in the dark. 
 
    After a long time, under the impatient gaze of the Divine Dragon, Zhou Yi finally made his decision. If the Divine Dragon intended to use the pill merely to break through, that would be acceptable. However, if it transformed after consuming the pill, Zhou Yi was determined to rally the Divine Path powerhouses from all over the world to eliminate the Divine Dragon immediately. 
 
    No matter how formidable the Divine Dragon’s strength, it could not hope to stand against all the Divine Path powerhouses in the world. 
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    Following the Divine Dragon's directive, Zhou Yi instructed White Horse Thunder, Treasure Pig, and Brerbo to temporarily leave the vicinity of Flame Mountain. 
 
    Although their power was immense, the Divine Dragon was correct: the task of concocting the elixir required not sheer strength but rather the innate properties of the Five Elements. 
 
    If mere power could ensure success in alchemy, then the Divine Dragon wouldn't have painstakingly waited for Zhou Yi's growth. For Treasure Pig and the others, staying inside the alchemy chamber would be of no benefit and might even disrupt the surrounding environment with the potent aura of divine beasts, a severe taboo in elixir creation. 
 
    Despite their dissatisfaction, White Horse Thunder and Treasure Pig adhered to Zhou Yi's suggestion and waited quietly outside with Brerbo. 
 
    As for safety during the alchemy process, neither Zhou Yi nor the Divine Dragon mentioned it, as they both had absolute confidence in their abilities, believing their cultivation was more than enough to prevent any interference. 
 
    The Divine Dragon, swaying its vast body wrapped in thick black clouds, slowly scoured the area within Flame Mountain. 
 
    After half a day, it settled on a location—a vast valley with an exceptionally peculiar environment where the heat waves were significantly more intense than in other areas. 
 
    Upon selecting the location, the Divine Dragon opened its mouth, releasing countless golden rays. 
 
    Each golden ray embodied powerful metal element power, acting like massive blades that leveled the rocky ground within the valley. These beams, like massive blades, carved out a flat expanse of rocky terrain in the valley. 
 
    Witnessing the Divine Dragon's control over metal element power, Zhou Yi couldn't help but feel a deep respect. Though confident in his ability to achieve the same, he acknowledged that he couldn't match the dragon's efficiency and speed. 
 
    Nodding in satisfaction, the Divine Dragon once again opened its massive jaws, releasing a mysterious force. 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression subtly changed as he tensed up at this moment. This was not merely the power of the Five Elements... 
 
    If his senses were correct, this was the power of the world. Within this breath, there lay a formidable, already formed world power. 
 
    He abruptly raised his head, his gaze fixed intently on the Divine Dragon, as if trying to see through it. 
 
    The Divine Dragon glared back with irritation, saying, "Do you think you're the only one allowed to wield the power of the world?" 
 
    Zhou Yi was momentarily taken aback, a hint of embarrassment flashing across his face. 
 
    The Divine Dragon was right. Since he had fortuitously grasped the power of the world, it was not strange that this inscrutable dragon, having lived through countless years, might have also accidentally understood this power. 
 
    Now, Zhou Yi understood why the Divine Dragon was so concerned about the Heavenly Earth Sacred Fruit and the Lair Core. 
 
    If the dragon was correct, and these items could advance its cultivation further, then the dragon, already comprehending the power of the world, might truly have a chance to advance to the True Divine Realm. 
 
    The world's power permeated the air, swiftly enveloping the cleared space. 
 
    The space began to fluctuate strangely, containing profound principles between heaven and earth. These fluctuations layered upon each other, seemingly forming an entirely independent world. 
 
    To others, this scene might appear astonishing and enviable, yet they could not fathom the changes occurring within. 
 
    However, Zhou Yi was different. Not only did he possess the mystical Mirage, but he had also successfully cultivated the Small World Seal Technique. Although this technique was merely in its infancy, far from perfection, it already granted him the qualification to touch the power of the world. 
 
    At this moment, in Zhou Yi's eyes, every fluctuation of power here was filled with mysteries, and when contrasted with his own insights, he felt a vague sense of enlightenment. 
 
    His eyes gleamed slightly as his consciousness deeply immersed itself in the power, almost irresistibly so. 
 
    "Hey..." An annoyed voice broke into his reverie. 
 
    The voice was perfectly pitched to snap him back to reality. 
 
    Zhou Yi's body shook slightly as he turned to look at the Divine Dragon. 
 
    Somehow, the massive dragon had shrunk its body to about ten meters in length. Though still much larger than Zhou Yi, they were now able to interact more normally. 
 
    "Zhou Yi, I brought you here to help me concoct an elixir, not to daydream," the Divine Dragon said with a hint of irritation. 
 
    Having traveled for many years, Zhou Yi's skin had grown thick—not as impenetrable as the old powerhouses like Mou Zilong, but far beyond any novice. 
 
    Even so, his cheeks still flushed slightly upon hearing the Divine Dragon's teasing. 
 
    The dragon raised a claw and promised, "I assure you, if we can successfully concoct this elixir, I will share all the knowledge of the world that I know with you." 
 
    Zhou Yi's heart raced momentarily before quickly returning to normal, but such a change did not escape the notice of the dragon before him. Satisfied, the dragon turned its head, knowing that Zhou Yi would spare no effort in assisting with the elixir's concoction this time. 
 
    The Divine Dragon raised its claw high and gestured to the sky, causing a mass of clouds to suddenly pour down. Within the world controlled by the dragon, it was as if a massive storm had erupted, the immense energy of the clouds and rain refreshing the entire world. 
 
    Clearly prepared, the Divine Dragon began to trace its claw through the air, each stroke tearing open space and releasing a heap of items. 
 
    These items, seemingly imbued with life, fell onto the surrounding land. 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes widened as he realized these items were seeds. They sprouted and grew incessantly, possessing boundless vitality, maturing into small trees two Zhang tall at a speed he could scarcely comprehend. 
 
    The Divine Dragon nodded slightly, saying, "Although they are a bit short, they will suffice." 
 
    Zhou Yi's mouth twitched slightly. At the sight of the dragon's miraculous, world-altering abilities, a deep reverence took root in Zhou Yi’s heart. He had previously believed that, having advanced to the Pseudo-Divine Realm and gained some control over the world's power, combined with the Mirage artifact, he might be qualified to rival the Divine Dragon. 
 
    However, at this moment, he realized that to catch up with the Divine Dragon, he still had an unfathomably long path ahead. 
 
    Zhou Yi's gaze towards the Divine Dragon held a trace of suspicion. Could this formidable predecessor truly only possess the cultivation level of the Pseudo-Divine Realm? Or perhaps... 
 
    Shaking his head, Zhou Yi dismissed the thought. If the Divine Dragon had already reached such a level, why would it go to such lengths to refine the Heaven and Earth Sacred Fruit and the Lair Core? He must be overthinking things. 
 
    The Divine Dragon turned its massive body in a circle and suddenly spoke, "The power of the world is indeed formidable, but to wield this power effectively, you must form a world that best utilizes your strengths." 
 
    Zhou Yi's heart tightened, and he immediately calmed his mind, listening intently. 
 
    "Both of us possess the innate Five Elements Body. For individuals like us, only a world where the five elements are perfectly balanced can allow us to unleash our greatest power," the Divine Dragon said, its gaze sweeping around the surroundings."Why don't you sense the world here?" 
 
    Zhou Yi immediately unleashed his willpower, letting it roam around to carefully sense every inch of the space. 
 
    After a long while, his face showed an expression of utter astonishment. In Zhou Yi's perception, this world indeed formed a fully integrated, mutually reinforcing, perfectly balanced realm of the Five Elements. 
 
    Such a world should not exist. 
 
    Not to mention this Flame Mountain, which is brimming with fire power, but even in the entire world, there shouldn’t be a place where the forces of the five elements are entirely balanced. 
 
    Unless it was the Five Elements World within Zhou Yi’s artifact or the vast realm of the Five Elements Grand Domain, such a place was nearly impossible to find. Yet, the Divine Dragon, through its incredible means, had forcefully created a perfectly balanced Five Elements World here. 
 
    Nodding heavily, Zhou Yi sincerely said, "Senior, your methods are truly impressive. I am in awe." 
 
    The Divine Dragon laughed heartily, “Cultivate slowly. One day, you will understand that achieving this is not as difficult as you think.” 
 
    Zhou Yi was momentarily stunned, a bitter smile flashing across his face. If even this was not difficult, then what in this world could be considered challenging? 
 
    The dragon's gaze grew solemn, "The Five Elements World is now ready, and we can begin the concoction of the elixir." 
 
    With a flick of its claw, the core and the Heavenly Earth Sacred Fruit levitated, hovering mid-air, each radiating a hazy, mystical energy. 
 
    "Refining the Heavenly Earth Sacred Fruit and this core is not a simple task," the Divine Dragon's voice echoed. "Relying solely on fire element power won't allow them to merge.. We must use the power of the Five Elements and the world to merge them." 
 
    "We need to use world power as well?" Zhou Yi asked in surprise. 
 
    The Divine Dragon paused for a moment before replying, "Yes, because they are, in essence, a world." 
 
    A flash of understanding crossed Zhou Yi's eyes. No wonder the Divine Dragon valued these items so highly—they were worlds in themselves. 
 
    "I will use the power of the Five Elements World to fuse these two worlds. During this process, Flame Mountain will provide me with endless power, and your task is to convert the power of fire into a balanced power of the Five Elements," the dragon said gravely. "Remember, in this world, the balance of the Five Elements must be maintained." 
 
    No sooner had the Divine Dragon spoken than five radiant beams of light shot out, striking like lightning upon the two items suspended in the void... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1319 
 
    No sound was emitted, yet Zhou Yi could clearly sense it. The moment the five beams of light controlled by the Divine Dragon slashed out, the Five Elements World it had created began to boil. 
 
    The entire Five Elements World operated with a peculiar rhythm, and Zhou Yi's spirit was instantly immersed in it. 
 
    He clearly remembered his task: to maintain the balance of this world while the Divine Dragon gathered the full power of the Five Elements World. 
 
    For Zhou Yi, who possessed the Five Elements Ring and was long accustomed to controlling the Five Elements World, this task was as easy as eating or drinking for an ordinary person. However, Zhou Yi knew that if it were truly so simple, the Divine Dragon wouldn't have been so cautious, nor would it have waited so painstakingly for him to advance to the Pseudo-Divine Realm before asking for his help. 
 
    All of this indicated that the matter was undoubtedly arduous and far from trivial. 
 
    Therefore, he didn't dare to be negligent in the slightest. 
 
    As the power of the space began to operate, Zhou Yi's wrist shook, and a similar five-colored light flew up, gathering above his head to form the artifact, the Five Elements Ring. 
 
    Simultaneously, his hands moved swiftly, forming the Five Elements Seal in an instant. 
 
    This was the first time Zhou Yi simultaneously performed the Five Elements Seal and the Five Elements Ring after condensing the three major hand seals. Previously, even when facing Leobard and Luke, Zhou Yi had managed to completely subdue them with just the hand seal techniques. But at this moment, he dared not hold back in the slightest. 
 
    The Five Elements Ring floated above Zhou Yi's head, aligning with his Baihui acupoint, while the Five Elements Seal pointed straight at his dantian below his abdomen. 
 
    The artifact and the hand seal resonated with each other, and before Zhou Yi, five indistinct but ethereal Five Elements Flowers appeared. 
 
    An infinite amount of power surged from these Five Elements Flowers, and in the next moment, they were already connected to the Five Elements World. 
 
    As Zhou Yi achieved this, he suddenly realized that the Divine Dragon had indeed handed over the control of the entire Five Elements World to him. 
 
    Just as the Divine Dragon had said, in order to suppress and refine the two great worlds simultaneously, it needed to focus entirely without any distractions, leaving it with no ability to control the Five Elements World. 
 
    However, the moment Zhou Yi took over, he fully understood why the Divine Dragon had specifically chosen him. 
 
    This Five Elements World did not reject him in the slightest. 
 
    Although this world was created by the Divine Dragon with immense power within the Flame Mountain, once the Divine Dragon relinquished control and handed it over to him, Zhou Yi found himself able to control it with an almost magical ease, as if it were an extension of his own body. 
 
    Innate Five Elements... 
 
    The reason for this miraculous change was singular: both the Divine Dragon and Zhou Yi possessed the Innate Five Elements Body. 
 
    Thus, once the world no longer bore the Divine Dragon’s imprint, Zhou Yi could easily take control. 
 
    Had it been Ao Minxing, although his familiarity and mastery over the Five Elements might surpass Zhou Yi's, he would never be able to seamlessly take over the Five Elements World as Zhou Yi did. 
 
    His divine sense flowed rapidly, and Zhou Yi was completely captivated by the grandeur of this world. 
 
    Although this world was not large, a mere inconspicuous speck within the vast expanse of the Eight Hundred li of Flame Mountain, it felt immensely grand in Zhou Yi's perception. 
 
    It was a small world entirely independent of the larger world, where the foundational forces of the Five Elements coexisted and flowed incessantly. 
 
    They operated continuously, constantly absorbing external power. 
 
    If everything remained unchanged and the world was given enough time to grow, it might one day transform into an artifact with its own space and a main soul, a super-level artifact with power not inferior to the Mirage. 
 
    Of course, this was merely a possibility, an almost unattainable one. 
 
    The time required for this world to develop would be enough to drive any human to despair. 
 
    Likewise, the Divine Dragon did not create this world to forge an artifact. Its sole purpose was to make this world a power transit station, helping it gain enough strength to suppress and refine two major world treasures. 
 
    At this moment, the immense power generated by the Five Elements did not stabilize or expand the world further. 
 
    This incomparable power was being drawn away by the Divine Dragon the moment it was produced. 
 
    The continuous force of the Five Elements, under the Divine Dragon's control, relentlessly scoured the two world treasures. Every instant, these two treasures endured unimaginable force. 
 
    Zhou Yi felt a chill in his heart as he sensed the magnitude of this power. 
 
    The might of it was akin to the full-force attack of Leobard and Luke after forming the Grand Domain of Light and Darkness, maintaining its peak intensity and growing even stronger. 
 
    Zhou Yi was certain that if he were subjected to such an incredible assault, his fate would be unimaginably dire. Even with numerous divine artifacts for protection, he would not withstand such relentless attacks for long. 
 
    However, the two world treasures stood firm. The massive power striking them seemed like a gentle breeze, having no visible effect at all. 
 
    Zhou Yi bitterly smiled in his heart. The fact that the Nine Dragons Furnace had never managed to melt that core despite its full effort indeed had its reasons. 
 
    His brow suddenly twitched, and Zhou Yi's heart tightened. 
 
    The Five Elements World, originally extremely stable, had shown signs of imbalance due to the Divine Dragon extracting too much power in a short time. 
 
    If this continued, in no more than a quarter of an hour, this miraculous Five Elements World would completely collapse. 
 
    Zhou Yi's mind raced as he recalled the Divine Dragon's instructions. He immediately grasped their meaning, though a bitter smile appeared on his lips. 
 
    The Divine Dragon had placed too much trust in him. 
 
    However, aside from this method, Zhou Yi had no other options. He couldn't just watch this world collapse before his eyes. 
 
    With a turn of his thoughts, he let go of the Five Elements World. 
 
    This world was initially a completely independent one, with no connection to the outside except for steadily absorbing the power of the larger world. 
 
    Yet, under Zhou Yi's control, the previously independent world opened up and made full contact with the outside. 
 
    In an instant, the surging, endless fire element power from the outside world flooded in madly. 
 
    Within the Eight Hundred li of Flame Mountain, the abundant fire elemental power reigned supreme, capable of sweeping everything away. 
 
    But when this power entered the small world, a wondrous transformation occurred. 
 
    Fire engenders Earth; the earth element became dense and solid. Earth engenders Metal; the metal element turned sharp and unmatched. Metal engenders Water; the water element flowed endlessly. Water engenders Wood; the wood element became vibrant with life. Ultimately, the wood element once again transformed into the fire element, forming a stable world anew. 
 
    This is the true essence of the Great World of Five Elements. 
 
    Regardless of the type of external power entering, once it passed through the cycle of the Five Elements, it would become the most stable Five Elements power within this world. 
 
    Yet, just as this vast Five Elements power emerged, it immediately vanished. 
 
    The Divine Dragon, like an unreasonable robber, seized all the Five Elements power Zhou Yi painstakingly accumulated and lavishly poured it onto the two world treasures. 
 
    There was no room for complaints, as Zhou Yi was entirely occupied with managing the torrent of incoming fire power. 
 
    All his attention was focused on cycling the Five Elements and condensing their power; he couldn't afford to think about anything else. 
 
    He forgot the passage of time and everything around him, pouring his entire being into this task. 
 
    Not only Zhou Yi, but the Divine Dragon was equally engrossed. However, while Zhou Yi focused on the Five Elements World, the Divine Dragon's attention was on the two world-defying treasures before it. 
 
    This Five Elements World was a priceless treasure to others, but to the Divine Dragon, it was just an ordinary world. Even if it were completely destroyed, the Divine Dragon wouldn't have any pity. 
 
    Although the man and the dragon didn't converse, their cooperation was seamless. 
 
    Zhou Yi exerted all his strength to transform the Five Elements power, striving to provide as much of it as possible. Simultaneously, as the Divine Dragon drew upon this power, it meticulously retained just enough to keep this fragile world from collapsing in the harsh environment of Flame Mountain. 
 
    It was precisely because the world was always on the brink of collapse that Zhou Yi unknowingly pushed himself to his utmost potential. 
 
    He didn't notice that his speed in cycling the Five Elements was increasing, providing more and more power to the Divine Dragon. 
 
    During this process, Zhou Yi's understanding of the Five Elements World advanced remarkably. 
 
    As the saying goes, "Practice makes perfect." 
 
    At this point, no matter how much fire power surged from the Flame Mountain, Zhou Yi could effortlessly convert it into Five Elements power. 
 
    He had begun to sense the existence of certain rules within the techniques. 
 
    This assistance to the Divine Dragon brought him unforeseen and immense benefits. He vaguely felt that he had touched the edge of the Grand Domain of Five Elements. 
 
    Given time, he believed he could condense a true Grand Domain of Five Elements, and possibly even harness the power of the Great World. 
 
    However, just as he was feeling confident and proud, a sudden, thunderous roar from the Divine Dragon interrupted him, filled with an indescribable mix of shock and anger. 
 
    Immediately, the entire Five Elements World became chaotic. Despite Zhou Yi’s best efforts, he could no longer maintain its balance... 
 
      
 
   


  
 



 Chapter 1320 
 
    The Five Elements World suddenly shook violently, as countless forces rampaged like wild horses, everything spiraled out of control. 
 
    Zhou Yi's expression changed drastically. All his focus was on converting the power of the Five Elements. His deep understanding of the Five Elements World made him indifferent to everything else. 
 
    Thus, he had no idea what had happened, but the immense changes in the Five Elements World instinctively filled him with deep fear. 
 
    If this world exploded, the resulting shockwaves would be something even he couldn’t withstand unharmed. 
 
    However, just as the forces of heaven and earth went into turmoil, and the qi of the Five Elements was about to explode, a thunderous roar reached his ears: “Cease...” 
 
    A single word. 
 
    Just a single word, and everything around him seemed to change miraculously. 
 
    The endless chaotic qi ceased its frantic surge, and even the power of the Five Elements on the verge of explosion halted instantly. 
 
    At that moment, it felt as though time itself had stopped. 
 
    However, only Zhou Yi could perceive that this was not some force that halted time, but rather an unimaginably terrifying power emanating from the Divine Dragon. 
 
    This power was vast, far surpassing the strength of the entire Five Elements World. When it began to release, all the sources of chaos were instantly suppressed. 
 
    Even the violent power of the world seemed insignificant in the face of the Divine Dragon's overwhelming presence. 
 
    Zhou Yi felt a chill throughout his body; he couldn’t even muster the strength to move. 
 
    The Divine Dragon's aura was so overwhelmingly powerful that it not only stabilized the Five Elements World but also immobilized Zhou Yi completely. 
 
    It wasn't that he didn't want to resist; it was that resistance was utterly impossible. 
 
    The Divine Dragon extended its terrifying claws, casually grasping at the void, and then roared, "Gather." 
 
    With these words, the previously bound forces once again surged madly, but this time they were no longer chaotic and disordered. Instead, they were under the control of the Divine Dragon and gradually stabilized. 
 
    The Divine Dragon's claw moved rhythmically within a confined space, and the world began to restore itself. 
 
    Moments later, everything returned to tranquility. 
 
    The Divine Dragon let out a long breath of relief. Though it had displayed its incredible power to neutralize the crisis, the situation had been perilously close. Even the Divine Dragon itself was secretly shaken by the ordeal. 
 
    Zhou Yi slowly turned his head. The force that had been restraining him was gone, but his neck felt as if it were rusty, tingling slightly as he turned. 
 
    The scene just now had delivered an unimaginable shock to him. 
 
    Only by personally experiencing that moment could one truly comprehend the Divine Dragon's immense power. 
 
    From this, Zhou Yi was certain that the Divine Dragon had always been holding back. No matter who it faced, it had never revealed its true strength. 
 
    If Ao Minxing and the others had felt the power the Divine Dragon had just released in that instant, there would never again be anyone daring to harbor any rebellious thoughts against it. 
 
    Whenever Zhou Yi thought of those who had ascended to the Pseudo-Divine Realm and treated the Divine Dragon as their equal, a strange feeling arose in his heart. 
 
    It was akin to ants calling an elephant their brother. When the elephant was in a good mood, it might not mind, but if it got angry, one stomp could crush the ants like the weight of Mount Tai, reducing them to dust in an instant. 
 
    With the corners of his mouth slightly twitching, Zhou Yi forced a smile that looked worse than crying. "Divine Dragon Senior, what exactly happened?" 
 
    The Divine Dragon's expression was quite peculiar, as if it was aware that it had just exposed its true strength. However, fortunately, there was no killing intent emanating from it, which reassured Zhou Yi somewhat. 
 
    Shaking its massive head, the Divine Dragon sighed, "I was wrong." 
 
    Zhou Yi was taken aback, his heart once again on edge. 
 
    "I underestimated the power of these two treasures," the Divine Dragon shook its head. "With my strength alone, I can't possibly fuse them together." 
 
    Zhou Yi let out a slow breath of relief, realizing that the earlier upheaval wasn’t his doing. 
 
    Gathering his thoughts, he asked, "Divine Dragon Senior, is there no way to succeed?" 
 
    The Divine Dragon pondered for a moment and then said, "If I could find someone with a cultivation level similar to mine to join forces, then perhaps it might be possible." 
 
    A look of difficulty flashed across Zhou Yi's face. If it had been before he had witnessed the true power of the Divine Dragon, he might have volunteered. But now he knew that he was not even close to being on par with the Divine Dragon. 
 
    The Divine Dragon's gaze fell on the two floating treasures, its eyes glinting with a cold light, as if calculating something. But after a long while, it shook its head and muttered to itself, "I can't let him help." 
 
    Zhou Yi was greatly astonished. Could there really be someone in this world who could rival the Divine Dragon? Otherwise, why would the Divine Dragon be so indecisive? 
 
    After a while, the Divine Dragon suddenly asked, "Zhou Yi, do you want to advance to the True Divine Realm?" 
 
    Zhou Yi immediately blurted out, "I do." 
 
    For any Divine Path powerhouse, this desire was irresistible. 
 
    However, after voicing his thoughts, Zhou Yi's face turned somewhat awkward as he said, "To advance to the True Divine Realm is easier said than done. Even if I spent my entire life, it might still be beyond my reach." 
 
    The Divine Dragon's expression was solemn. "You are mistaken. Among all the human Divine Path powerhouses I have encountered, you are the most likely to advance to the True Divine Realm." 
 
    Zhou Yi's eyes gleamed slightly. He wanted to ask if the Divine Dragon had already reached the True Divine Realm, but for some reason, when he met the Divine Dragon's gaze, the question lodged in his throat and he couldn't bring himself to ask. 
 
    The Divine Dragon continued, "Advancing to the True Divine Realm isn't actually difficult. You only need to grasp the power of the world." 
 
    Zhou Yi was dumbfounded. Advancing to the True Divine Realm isn't difficult? If anyone other than the Divine Dragon had said this, Zhou Yi would have left in a huff. 
 
    "Your Innate Five Elements Body and Light-Dark Body are both constitutions capable of advancing to the True Divine Realm," the Divine Dragon said solemnly. "You must strive to master your own domain, expanding its power as much as possible to encompass more. If one day you possess your own world, you will have reached the True Divine Realm." 
 
    Zhou Yi's face twitched slightly. It sounded deceptively simple, but to actually achieve it was incredibly difficult. 
 
    Having one's own world was no easy feat. 
 
    The Divine Dragon ignored the look of difficulty on Zhou Yi's face and spoke directly, "The Five Elements of Heaven and Earth are the foundation of this world. The power of the Five Elements is complementary and mutually reinforcing, as well as mutually restraining..." 
 
    At first, Zhou Yi didn't pay much attention, but after hearing just a few sentences, he immediately focused intently. 
 
    What the Divine Dragon was describing was the true art of using and controlling the Five Elements. The detailed knowledge about the grand domain of the Five Elements was astonishingly comprehensive. 
 
    Through the Divine Dragon's words, Zhou Yi seemed to see and even sense a perfect Grand Domain of the Five Elements. The method to advance from this Grand Domain to creating a world was imparted by the Divine Dragon without reservation. 
 
    This was the true essence of the Five Elements. With this inheritance, Zhou Yi's heart surged with emotions. 
 
    With this knowledge, Zhou Yi's future path in martial arts cultivation would be smooth, free from any obstacles. 
 
    If others were like blind men feeling an elephant, groping their way forward in complete darkness, then the darkness before Zhou Yi had been dispelled by sunlight, revealing the clear path to the highest peak. 
 
    As long as he steadfastly walked this path, achieving the highest realm of the Divine Path would no longer be a dream. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Zhou Yi asked solemnly, "Divine Dragon Senior, why are you telling me all this?" 
 
    The Divine Dragon gestured toward the two world treasures floating before it and said, "Once you advance to the True Divine Realm, I hope you can help me refine this elixir." 
 
    Zhou Yi's heart surged with emotion as a realization dawned upon him. 
 
    This Divine Dragon, a peer of the Five Elements Ancestor, had likely already advanced to the True Divine Realm. 
 
    Otherwise, it wouldn't have such a profound understanding of the Five Elements. 
 
    "Why don't you teach this cultivation method to Ao Minxing?" Zhou Yi asked abruptly. 
 
    The Divine Dragon sighed softly and said, "Ao Minxing is not of the Innate Five Elements Body." It paused and added, "Among all the people I've encountered, only you can inherit the true mantle of the Five Elements." 
 
    Zhou Yi lowered his gaze, contemplating seriously. "Divine Dragon Senior, to successfully create a world, relying solely on the power of the Five Elements is not enough. To truly establish a world, various powers must be derived to form a complete world. If I wish to achieve this, it might take a hundred years of cultivation." 
 
    The Divine Dragon chuckled, "If you can form a true world within a mere hundred years, your speed will be unprecedented and unmatched." It waved its claw and said, "Now, go to the Five Elements Gate and summon the Qilian Twin Devils to see me. Afterward, you can go into seclusion and cultivate diligently, striving to advance to the True Divine Realm as soon as possible." 
 
    Zhou Yi was momentarily stunned. "And what about you?" 
 
    "The alchemy process has begun and cannot be interrupted. I will stay here and use the power of the Five Elements to suppress these two treasures," the Divine Dragon replied calmly. "The Qilian Twin Devils, though two individuals, share the same mother and are barely considered to have the Innate Five Elements Body. When you advance to the True Divine Realm and they ascend to the Divine Path, we will attempt it again." 
 
    Zhou Yi's face changed slightly. "You mean to guard here for a hundred years?" 
 
    The Divine Dragon looked at him with deep meaning. "If you successfully advance to the True Divine Realm within a hundred years, you can relieve me earlier." 
 
    A bitter smile appeared on Zhou Yi's face. After a long period of contemplation, he bowed deeply to the Divine Dragon and finally turned to leave this mystical world of the Five Elements. 
 
      
 
    （Dear readers, first and foremost, I want to express my heartfelt gratitude for reading this far. Secondly, I want to inform you that the next book will be the final installment of this series. Finally, if you could leave a positive review for my first book, I would be incredibly grateful. Your support is the greatest motivation for me to keep writing!） 
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