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A single Bing Yuyan turned the tide of a battle.
Her current strength was already beyond imagination.
The Zhu Yue Army, heavily favored by the Taixu Dynasty, was almost entirely scattered by her alone. Coupled with Cold Thief Tian working alongside his Thief Guards to ambush and kill, the Zhu Yue Army was severely crippled in a single blow. This ferocious army, intended to destroy the Cold Moon Dynasty, was destined to become a relic of history in this very battle.
Their Grand Commander, Li Xingkuang, who had founded the Zhu Yue Army, also faced mortal peril.
Bing Yuyan's Sword of a Flying Immortal was like a true immortal descending upon the mortal realm. It pierced through the space where the still-scattering remnants of the Zhu Yue Army were, simultaneously taking their lives.
This time, Li Xingkuang saw it clearly.
The astonishingly magnificent sword strike stirred up winds infused with ice and thunder, fused with terrifying sword energy. As Bing Yuyan flew past, it also wiped out his Zhu Yue Army.
Finally, the radiant light gathered at a single point: the tip of the Ice Spirit Holy Sword aimed straight at the center of Li Xingkuang's brow.
Li Xingkuang, however, abruptly formed a sword gesture with the fingers of his right hand and pressed it against his glabella.
A point of holy light flared out.
Protective Power of a Saint!
Who could have imagined that this butcher-like, Great Boundless Perfect Stage fiend, on the cusp of stepping into the Saint realm, would have been granted protective power by a Saint?
Bang!
The power of a Saint was tyrannical.
Bing Yuyan's sword strike failed to take effect. She attacked again.
Li Xingkuang, not daring to clash head-on anymore, continuously retreated and maneuvered, summoning more Great Boundless experts to aid him.
Under these circumstances, how could the forces of the Taixu Dynasty possibly hold?
Although the numbers of the thirty thousand Golden Moon Riders were limited, they had, after all, been personally trained by a Saint and were fighting under the banner of avenging that very Saint. Their frenzied onslaught, combined with Bing Yuyan's singular power which was practically changing the course of the battle, directly shifted the balance of victory and defeat.
High atop the Heavenly Reaching Mountain, Zhang Yang had a commanding view, taking everything in.
Despite the mountain's staggering height, his subtle connection with the Heavenly Reaching Mountain made it feel as though his eyes were witnessing every moment right at the mountain's foot.
He too felt reassured.
Next, he chose... to cultivate!
Back in the Abyss of the Buried Immortals, he had already been at the Ninth level of the Ascending to Heaven realm. Now, it was time to break through.
To greet the second of the destined three calamities: the Opening the Sky calamity!
Now, with his Bloodline Awakening achieved, his Divine Gold Holy Body forged, and his Slaughter Thunder Saint Power reaching Great Perfection, he felt the time was right.
Crucially, he possessed enough Spirit Saint Stones.
The storage bags plundered from the nine Saints and the hundred Great Boundless experts he had slain contained a great quantity of Spirit Saint Stones, more than enough for his use.
Additionally, the Moonlight Saint Stone was also absorbing moonlight, already beginning to stockpile it.
He brought out a pile of Spirit Saint Stones, channeled the Divine Strength Technique in full force, and launched his assault on the Opening the Sky realm.
His Divine Strength Technique had actually been modified by him long ago; only the name remained the same.
Spirit Saint Stones indeed held value that far surpassed that of Spirit Stones.
The sheer abundance and profound richness within it instantly gave Zhang Yang the sensation of racing at high speed.
Like a whale devouring, he refined and absorbed the essence from the Spirit Saint Stones into his body.
Compared to the essence in Spirit Stones, the Spirit Saint Stones not only contained a vastly larger amount but were also more pure, accelerating his cultivation speed significantly.
In less than half an hour, he had already reached the peak of the ninth level of the Ascending to Heaven realm. Zhang Yang was excited by such speed.
Clearly, the Spirit Saint Stones could grant him an astonishing improvement pace within the Opening the Sky realm.
He launched his breakthrough attempt without hesitation.
Thus, the Opening the Sky calamity manifested.
High above the heavens, two existences beyond the path of a saint had already been locked in fierce combat. Although they seemed to have killed their way into another space, no one ever forgot their presence. The outcome of their battle would render the conflicts below meaningless, for they were overwhelmingly powerful.
The sudden thunderclap inevitably attracted attention.
This time, dense, roiling dark clouds appeared, seemingly weaker than before, yet the lightning flashing within them was peculiar—utterly black.
Black lightning bolts snaked and coiled like furious dragons and snakes roaring.
This spectacle also puzzled many spectators.
These were the onlookers outside the battlefield.
While people beyond the Western Desert might not take the Taixu Dynasty's vow to eliminate Zhang Yang seriously, everyone within the Western Desert knew the dynasty would act swiftly. Therefore, they hadn’t left the Falling Star Mountain Range, keeping vigilant watch.
When the hundred thousand black wolf riders surged forth, they moved to the periphery to observe.
Countless witnessed the entire battle unfold.
They were astonished by the Cold Moon Dynasty's decisive action, sending thirty thousand Golden Moon Riders into the fray.
They were stunned that Cold Thief Tian, ranked third among the Western Desert's Thirteen Great Thieves, also joined the fight.
They were even more awe-struck by Bing Yuyan, the devastatingly beautiful, peerless the first Great Boundless of the Southern Region, who almost single-handedly reversed the tide of war.
Now, their amazement was directed towards the peak of the Heavenly Reaching Mountain.
Though it should have been impossible to see, and for reasons unknown, they could perceive it clearly, as if someone deliberately allowed them this view.
"Why isn't Zhang Yang participating?" asked Holy Son Lu Hengkong of the Sunlit Sacred Land. "I saw with my own eyes him shatter the Supreme Emperor's Remnant Soul. If he fought, he could definitely pose a lethal threat to Jin Zhilong and Jin Liuli."
Marquis Xia Houzun, the first Marquis of the Crimson Flame Dynasty, responded with playful intrigue, "Eliminating Jin Zhilong and Jin Liuli would indeed have a tremendous impact on the Taixu Dynasty. Crucially, both are trusted confidants and blood relatives of the new emperor. Having just ascended the throne, losing two Battle God-level geniuses like them would certainly spark significant turmoil. It’s undeniable that the Taixu Dynasty simply has too many geniuses in this generation."
Lu Hengkong chuckled, "Sometimes, having too many geniuses is actually a burden."
Xia Houzun glanced towards other spectators nearby, including powerful figures from holy places like the Burial Land, Golden Crow Sacred Land, and Nine Nether Cave Heaven. This gathering essentially represented all Three Major Dynasties and Four Major Holy Places of the Western Desert, with only the enigmatic Fallen Immortal Forbidden Land absent.
"Lord, what do you think Zhang Yang is doing?" Lu Hengkong inquired.
Xia Houzun gazed intently into the distance of the peak and sneered coldly, "This man is treacherous. Since he hasn’t made a move, he must have some ulterior motive."
As they conversed, the Opening the Sky calamity officially descended.
The calamity struck like a colossal black thunder dragon pouncing down from the sky.
Zhang Yang remained seated, unmoving.
The Opening the Sky calamity was terrifying, but his previous Ascending to Heaven calamity had been unusual. His first attempt was unknowingly blocked by the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, resulting in an exceptionally powerful second calamity.
This time, without such interference, the might of the Opening the Sky calamity posed little danger to his current power.
Especially since Zhang Yang now possessed the Divine Gold Holy Body, he was eager to test its resilience.
Boom! Rumble! Rumble!
The black lightning, as thick as ten meters, enveloped Zhang Yang like ravening dragons.
The mountaintop became a raging sea of boiling, violent, churning black lightning.
Moments later, the black lightning vanished.
Zhang Yang sat completely unscathed. Holy light danced around him, his body gleaming like forged divine gold, appearing even more crystalline and translucent amidst the fading ebony radiance.
A faint smile touched his lips; he was immensely satisfied with the Divine Gold Holy Body.
Therefore, he continued to cultivate within the heavenly tribulations!
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The Opening the Sky calamity did not differ greatly from the Ascending to Heaven calamity, apart from its far greater power. However, the one undergoing the tribulation naturally possessed realms and strength far superior to before.
Therefore, the nine heavenly tribulations grew increasingly powerful and faster with each subsequent strike.
Zhang Yang still chose to sit there.
Boom!
After the second strike, the overbearing black lightning caused the mountain peak to shudder slightly. Flecks of shattered black lightning even covered the mountain.
Looking at Zhang Yang, he remained sitting there, unharmed and serene.
The Holy Body awakened by his bloodline was too domineering.
The Divine Gold Holy Body. Every hair on his body was as robust as if forged from divine gold. Once he willed it, its toughness surpassed even that of boundless artifacts. This was something even the Holy Bodies of Saints envied; its resistance to damage was unparalleled.
Thus, Zhang Yang was still cultivating.
He honed the Divine Gold Holy Body with the heavenly tribulation.
He harnessed the chaotic surge of heaven and earth's power stirred by the tribulation, supported by the Spirit Saint Stones, and kept cultivating.
He hadn't forgotten his peculiar experience in the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins. Prevented from undergoing his first Ascending to Heaven calamity, ignorant of the reason, he had foolishly cultivated relentlessly, charging ahead recklessly without regard for the consequences. Though breaking through realms proved difficult, it caused his Nine Extremes True Essence to surge continuously, shattering shackles as it grew to an extent beyond comprehension. This was precisely why he still held a significant advantage when facing the Seventh Prince.
Having had such a unique experience, how could he let it go to waste?
Naturally, this time was even more intense.
Yet this time, his method was more overbearing: cultivating by harnessing the heavenly tribulation itself.
However, the heavenly tribulation originated from Eternal Night.
Eternal Night, having already issued the order for his absolute demise through its lackey, the Supreme Emperor, and now provoked by Zhang Yang's earlier challenge uttered atop the Heavenly Reaching Mountain, naturally brewed an even more terrifying heavenly tribulation.
But no matter how terrifying it became, it still operated within certain bounds.
This was The Great Path!
The Great Path of Eternal Night.
This was also its rule. Violating this rule would unleash a chain of terrifying repercussions, even giving the Boundless Heavens an opportunity to retaliate. Therefore, it could only operate within the rules of The Great Path.
The third, fourth, and fifth strikes arrived, each causing tremendous shockwaves.
The superiority of Zhang Yang's Divine Gold Holy Body was fully displayed.
He endured them raw!
Of course, each successive attack brought increasingly astonishing cultivation effects. He could vaguely feel his Nine Extremes True Essence once again approaching a bottleneck.
This also highlighted once more the incredible, manifold-times-greater value of Spirit Saint Stones over Spirit Stones.
It was very possible he could once again break past the bottleneck and elevate the Nine Extremes True Essence.
There was also a drawback.
With each strike, scattered fragments of the dark lightning power seemed almost sentient as they coated the Heavenly Reaching Mountain, as if seeping in, attempting some kind of sabotage.
Zhang Yang, in the midst of cultivation, paid it no mind, having no spare attention. He simply pressed on.
His action, however, struck the people on the battlefield, and the spectators, like a vicious hammer blow right to their souls.
The faction supporting Zhang Yang watched with blood boiling with fervor and their fighting spirit blazing ever fiercer.
"Invincible Lord!"
"Mighty Lord!"
"Not even the Eternal Night could shake our Lord!"
"Fight! Fight! Fight!"
Each roar felt akin to Jin Liuli employing forbidden arts to bolster her power—it elevated their momentum, an intangible force.
The higher the morale, the stronger the confidence, the greater the performance unleashed, even exceeding normal limits.
The lower the morale, the weaker the confidence, the more limited the output became. Like a psychological shadow, even overwhelming combat strength couldn’t be drawn forth beyond thirty to forty percent. This phenomenon had been glaringly apparent in past experiences of Yuluan and Jin Zhilong. Another exception was Yue Guilong; witnessing Zhang Yang slay the Supreme Emperor's Remnant Soul shattered his inner shadow, granting him an opportunity to Prove the Path to Immortality and attain the Holy Body. Yet due to various reasons, he hadn't yet settled down for the breakthrough.
No one could escape this law of human nature. Thus, Zhang Yang, who shattered fear and stood fearless, grew ever more valiant and progressed ever bolder. This was precisely why Shui Lianyi had Xue Feishuang orchestrate events to help Yuluan break her own inner shadow, and so on.
"So formidable, that was his goal all along."
"Not joining the battle directly, yet multiplying his own faction's power—is such the ability of the Lord of the Sacred Forest?"
Even those spectating on the periphery sighed in wonder.
Even Lu Hengkong and Marquis Xia Houzun exchanged a glance, sensing an indescribably strange feeling.
The difference in effect between 'Holy Son' and 'Lord of the Sacred Forest'—separated by barely a single word—was far too vast.
Marquis Xia Houzun murmured, "I knew his abstention from battle held deeper purpose. By undergoing the heavenly tribulations to strengthen himself, he simultaneously inspired his own forces. Two gains from a single move."
But was that truly all there was?
Zhang Yang continued enduring the heavenly tribulations.
This ordeal served to show the world the nature of his tribulation, utterly divergent from that of the Seventh Prince.
The Seventh Prince faced a chaotic barrage of multi-hued lightning bolts.
Zhang Yang confronted a heavenly tribulation that seemed deliberately guided—a tribulation purely meant for annihilation.
It turned into hammers, sharp blades, beasts from primordial times, each form assaulting him relentlessly.
Yet, Zhang Yang remained seated throughout, serene and unruffled.
Each successive strike seemed to awaken his Divine Gold Holy Body further.
He strongly suspected that the Divine Gold Holy Body was merely a foundation, capable of continuous ascension and breakthroughs in the future.
He even used this process to sense and trace backwards into his bloodline, starting to suspect it could undergo a second awakening, a third awakening—things not at all impossible.
He felt anticipation, intense anticipation.
Now, he was thrilled, extremely thrilled. His Nine Extremes True Essence, forged through his mad cultivation, had indeed shattered its shackles and surged mightily once more.
But because the tribulation wasn’t finished, he was still unable to break through.
Thus, he kept cultivating.
After eight consecutive strikes, the ninth was about to descend.
Zhang Yang’s eyes, closed in cultivation, suddenly snapped open, blazing with holy light. Augmented by his fire-eyed golden vision, they pierced the roiling dark clouds above, seeing within them the convergence of endless chaotic lightning coalescing into a colossal figure.
It stood ten thousand meters tall.
He stood towering amidst the dark clouds.
His gaze swiftly rose upward, quickly bringing the lightning-covered face into clear view.
The Supreme Emperor!
This had truly been his objective all along—to find concrete, direct evidence to prove his earlier suspicions.
Now, it could be bluntly stated.
The Supreme Emperor was a lackey of Eternal Night. The Taixu Dynasty was a lackey of Eternal Night.
The Ghost King was a lackey of Eternal Night. The Ghostly Divine Platform was a lackey of Eternal Night.
Yet, Zhang Yang also noticed something peculiar.
If the Supreme Emperor's portrait within Heavenly Reaching Mountain represented his murderous intent, then what about the one within the Abyss of the Buried Immortals? And the one battling the Buddha Immortals? Or the one before him now?
There seemed to be multiple Supreme Emperors.
Yet there also seemed to be only one Supreme Emperor.
Was this a result of Saints' laws? Or perhaps a boon granted by Eternal Night? If so, could it be that the hidden depths held within the Taixu Dynasty's imperial palace included the Supreme Emperor?
Zhang Yang contemplated deeper thoughts.
At this moment, the Supreme Emperor, transformed into this heavenly tribulation, did not fully manifest himself like the Ten-Thousand-Meter Ghost King during the Ascending to Heaven calamity. Though also ten thousand meters tall, he remained concealed within the fog. Bolts of lightning coalesced into a massive hand that brutally smashed down towards Zhang Yang.
This was the final strike of the Opening the Sky calamity.
Overcoming it would mean the completion of the Opening the Sky ordeal.
The entire process mirrored his previous Ascending to Heaven calamity, except the entity acting as the tribulation had changed.
Crucially, amidst this gathering of over a hundred thousand people, under the scrutiny of countless eyes, this Ten-Thousand-Meter Supreme Emperor still refused to fully reveal himself.
This once again made Zhang Yang realize—under the rules of The Great Path, such acts of becoming the tribulation implied genuine awareness.
He sneered coldly, "You think you can simply choose not to appear? Do you know what I've truly been seeking during my seclusion here?"
For the first time, he took the initiative to attack.
Still seated cross-legged, still cultivating, he channeled all of his Nine Extremes True Essence at once.
The quantity far exceeded previous levels. Even so, forcibly activating Great Perfection Slaughter Thunder Saint Power to its utmost sent waves of intense exhaustion washing over him.
Under his control, the Slaughter Sacred Thunder solidified into a blindingly brilliant ray of lightning that shot upwards to meet the attack.
For a split second, two opposing forces—one dark, one bright—collided in the heavens.
Dark as ink.
Silvery white as snow.
One shaping like a hand.
The other a fist.
They clashed violently amidst the sky.
Crack!
The outcome held no suspense whatsoever. The power of the tribulation, ignited by the Opening the Sky calamity, had an inherent limit. Zhang Yang's combat strength had long since surpassed that threshold. When the supremely domineering Great Perfection Slaughter Sacred Thunder surged forth, it was truly peerless.
A single blow shattered the lightning hand.
The Opening the Sky calamity ended!
However, at precisely that fleeting instant—as the churning dark clouds in the heavens began to disperse, as the condensed figure of the Supreme Emperor started to melt away—Zhang Yang, who could freely commune with Heavenly Reaching Mountain, instantly chose to strike.
Starlight erupted violently from Heavenly Reaching Mountain!
The instant that the shattered dark lightning began to seep into the void, it was instantly dissolved.
The starlight pierced the sky, directly blasting apart the dark clouds!
Forcibly making the Ten-Thousand-Meter Supreme Emperor manifest!
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The fighting below the mountain had reached a stalemate; the most thrilling part had already passed. What drew the observers' attention now was Zhang Yang, especially their immense curiosity toward the Heavenly Reaching Mountain.
They must know the Heavenly Reaching Mountain was famed as the miracle peak of the Western Desert that no one had ever scaled. Suddenly seeing the starlight piercing the heavens would naturally draw even greater focus.
So, following the starlight, their gaze saw the calamity clouds disperse, and that ten-thousand-meter-tall figure became bright, clear, and familiar under the brilliant starlight.
"The Supreme Emperor!"
"It's the Supreme Emperor again!"
"How is this possible? This is a heavenly tribulation, the embodiment of the Eternal Night's will. Why did it transform into the Supreme Emperor? What connection is there?"
"The Supreme Emperor is connected to the Eternal Night!"
"No immortals have existed since the Eternal Night. The Supreme Emperor emerged as one of the highest saints on the Western Desert land after the Eternal Night. Why is this?"
"Is it the Eternal Night imprinting the Supreme Emperor's power, then manifesting it through the form of a heavenly tribulation?"
The crowd erupted in a frenzy.
They had never imagined, let alone considered, that the final lightning palm strike belonged to the Supreme Emperor. The impact on their minds was utterly overwhelming.
Bear in mind, these observers came from Sacred Dynasties and royal courts across the Western Desert.
They understood all too clearly that the Taixu Dynasty currently claimed supremacy across the land, seeking to annihilate the Cold Moon Dynasty and rise to such dominance that every other Sacred Dynasty would have to defer to it.
Though everyone knew this, they maintained an unspoken agreement, none daring to provoke the Taixu Dynasty.
Why? Because all knew the Taixu Dynasty had reached its present power through the Supreme Emperor's legacy and a ten-thousand-year plan. It was already strong enough to stand unchallenged across the Western Desert. If it truly unleashed its might, simultaneously crushing three or four Sacred Dynasties would be entirely feasible.
Such a Taixu Dynasty was terrifying enough.
And what if the Taixu Dynasty were proven to be linked to the Eternal Night?
That would be more than terror.
That threatened extinction.
That could ignite a fierce will to resist – because without resistance, annihilation became a real possibility.
Conversely, on the battlefield, those from the Taixu Dynasty watched in excitement and fervor.
"Ancestor Supreme Emperor!"
"Hahaha! Ancestor Supreme Emperor shares a mysterious connection with the Eternal Night. We are under the Eternal Night's protection!"
"Brothers! Charge! Victory will be ours!"
"The Eternal Night is the sky above our Taixu Dynasty! This Western Desert is destined to be ours!"
"You boys of the Cold Moon Dynasty, your resistance is futile!"
They were wildly ecstatic, battle spirit fiercely ignited.
In stark contrast, the Golden Moon Riders of the Cold Moon Dynasty were deeply shaken, stunned as they stared at the ten-thousand-meter image of Supreme Emperor.
Yue Guilong was the first to react. He roared with immense force, his voice booming across the sky, echoing far:
"You Sacred Dynasties and forbidden lands of the Western Desert! Have you not seen? The Taixu Dynasty doesn't just want to destroy us; they want to destroy you all!"
"My Brother Zhang has already slain nine great saints of the Taixu Dynasty! Their strength has plummeted! Now is the Taixu Dynasty at its weakest! When will you contact your Lords of the Sacred Forest and emperors, if not now?!"
At that moment, Zhang Yang also spoke up.
He relied on the starlight power of Heavenly Reaching Mountain, so his voice did not merely echo through the Falling Star Mountain Range; it was broadcast directly to the Western Desert.
This was a force capable of opposing Eternal Night's will. Even though Zhang Yang summoned it in a limited form, it could still play a massive role.
"After Eternal Night, there are no Immortals in the Western Desert, all due to the deeds of Eternal Night's lackey, the Supreme Emperor."
"All Sacred Dynasties, forbidden lands in the Western Desert, listen. For any of you who had geniuses that achieved the Dao to become Immortals but were inexplicably slain, the murderers are all Eternal Night's lackey, the Supreme Emperor, and all the work of the force Eternal Night fostered here, the Taixu Dynasty."
"Now, after Eternal Night's support and ten thousand years of accumulation, the Taixu Dynasty has gained the strength to replace Eternal Night in wiping out all Sacred Dynasties and forbidden lands in the Western Desert. If we do not unite now, this land will become Taixu Dynasty's domain!"
"Destroy Taixu—the moment is now!"
His voice carried even farther and grew more provocative, for he openly named the Supreme Emperor as Eternal Night's lackey and the Taixu Dynasty as Eternal Night's force in the mortal realm.
He aimed to incite hatred against Taixu Dynasty, forcing them to confront the might of the entire Western Desert.
And the most brilliant aspect lay here.
Whether you believed it or not, you had to face this issue head-on.
Because the Supreme Emperor truly manifested the heavenly tribulations power of Eternal Night's will.
Because the Taixu Dynasty genuinely harbored ambitions to dominate the Western Desert alone.
Because the Taixu Dynasty had just suffered the loss of nine great Sages—a severe blow. Even after their ten-thousand-year plan built an immense number of Sages, losing nine inflicted heavy losses.
This undeniably thrust both the future peril and current opportunity right before the Sacred Dynasties and forbidden lands across the Western Desert.
This blade was now before you—would you seize it or not?
Moreover, they could verify it all.
Because Lu Hengkong, Marquis Xia Houzun, and other figures with status and position in the Sacred Dynasties witnessed it firsthand, providing reliable confirmation.
So, was there a chance for the Western Desert to unite against the Taixu Dynasty in an assault?
Nobody could say for certain.
One could only declare—anything was possible!
This caused the black wolf riders and the Zhu Yue Army of Taixu Dynasty, whose morale had soared, to plummet instantly to rock bottom. Only then did they grasp the irony—that this might bring Taixu Dynasty to the brink of ruin.
This also filled the battered Golden Moon Riders with wild joy, for they spied hope; the crisis threatening the Cold Moon Dynasty seemed on the verge of dissolving.
Even Gu Qianmu balled his fists in rapture. He knew that Zhang Yang's maneuver was pure genius. Without ever entering the depths of the Western Desert or confronting Taixu Dynasty face-to-face, he forged a path toward its destruction. The odds might be slim, but a crippling blow was plausible, and freeing their Cold Moon Dynasty from quagmire was now inevitable.
"Zhang Yang, you deserve death—framing our Taixu Dynasty like this!"
"We only seek to obliterate the Cold Moon Dynasty; this is pure slander!"
"The Supreme Ancestor is invincible, marked by Eternal Night's power—entirely normal. You understand nothing, so stop spewing lies!"
Jin Zhilong, Jin Liuli, and others roared in defense, but to no avail; they were already drowned in the tumult of battle.
Now, Jin Liuli revealed her vicious nature. This ruthless beauty swept an icy gaze over the battlefield and yelled, "Focus all forces—kill Yue Guilong!"
That command jolted countless people across the field.
This was the true weak spot!
Compared to the challenge of slaying Zhang Yang, eliminating Yue Guilong was simpler, as he stood right here on the front lines.
She must be acknowledged as capable, yet her actions were confined to this.
For Yaoruoxian had been acting half-heartedly earlier, her expression dazed and tangled in Zhang Yang's disheartening cultivation speed. The moment she saw Jin Liuli utter words to shift the tide, she snapped alert and attacked with ruthless fury, driving Jin Liuli back in desperate retreat.
At the same time, unseen currents surged as black wolf riders and Zhu Yue Army charged relentlessly for Yue Guilong's position.
To this, Zhang Yang reacted with a chuckle and a single action.
The starlight of Heavenly Reaching Mountain reappeared—not soaring upwards, but racing straight to the Sage battle at the mountain's far slope.
He intended to assist Lie Qingshan in destroying Taixu Dynasty's last surviving Sage there.
This was more than a game-changer—it instantly paled the faces of all in Taixu Dynasty.
Once the Sage battle concluded, Lie Qingshan alone could crush them all with ease.
Jin Zhilong bellowed in fury and panic, "Retreat! All units retreat!"
As his shout echoed, that dreadful starlight encased Taixu Dynasty's Sage.
Lie Qingshan's large seal slammed down, blasting the Sage backward to crash against it.
Bang!
The Sage was mighty, but Heavenly Reaching Mountain's starlight proved deadlier.
With that one strike, the Sage ceased to exist.
Lie Qingshan now had no opponents left, and his terrifying Holy Might instantly suffused the battlefield.
From the peak of Heavenly Reaching Mountain, Zhang Yang's icy voice rang out, "Exterminate all members of Taixu Dynasty!"
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Once the kill order was given, it became a one-sided slaughter.
Jin Zhilong, Jin Liuli, and others who possessed an ancient teleportation array chose to flee immediately at the first opportunity.
Even within a superpower like the Taixu Dynasty, those possessing an ancient teleportation array were extremely rare. Out of over a hundred thousand people, only a little more than a hundred possessed one.
The others fled for their lives.
The Golden Moon Riders of the Cold Moon Dynasty instantly abandoned the black wolf riders. Led by Yue Guilong, they targeted the remaining Zhu Yue Army, determined to annihilate them completely.
The Zhu Yue Army had been established specifically to extinguish their Cold Moon Dynasty. It wasn't just humiliation; they had genuinely slaughtered Cold Moon's people.
After being partially massacred by Bing Yuyan and then partially slaughtered by Cold Thief Tian leading his forces, their remaining numbers were limited. With the desperate urge to flee on their minds, how could they still resist?
Being personally trained by a Sage, the Golden Moon Riders possessed considerable strength.
This was a siege.
Moreover, it was a one-sided siege of ten against one.
As for the black wolf riders.
They truly witnessed the Sage's absolute crushing power over those beneath him.
After the Golden Moon Riders who had been engaging them withdrew, Lie Qingshan brought his palm down.
It was the posture of covering the heavens with a single hand.
That terrifying Sage's hand completely enveloped the entire area where the black wolf riders stood.
Boom!
With a single slap, everyone in that area—the black wolves, all plants and trees, all weapons and armor—were shattered and crushed into nothingness.
When the Sage's hand vanished, the scene revealed itself.
The black wolf riders were gone.
Annihilated in a single blow.
Lie Qingshan then flicked his finger towards the Zhu Yue Army who were still fighting desperately to the death.
The Zhu Yue Army perished.
The fiercely brutal battle that had raged moments earlier ended just like that.
This was why it was said that all beneath the Sage were ants, completely incapable of standing against such power.
Thus, the Taixu Dynasty's famed force of one hundred thousand black wolf riders and ten thousand Zhu Yue Army was completely wiped out.
Witnesses from other Sacred Dynasties and powerhouses across the Western Desert swallowed hard.
They were very familiar with Sages, having even sought martial arts advice from them multiple times, and they all knew of their terror. Yet, truly seeing such destructive slaughter for themselves—this was a first.
Just one individual, acting alone, slaughtering nearly a hundred thousand people in a single strike, looking as easy as turning over his palm—it was utterly overwhelming.
"The Taixu Dynasty must be reeling from this blow."
"Ten great sages butchered, the black wolf riders destroyed, the Zhu Yue Army eradicated, over a hundred Great Boundless cultivators killed... Even though their Taixu Dynasty's strength and deep reserves far surpass others, this should leave them damaged to its core, right?"
"An ordinary Sacred Dynasty might have ten-odd Sages; their Taixu Dynasty, being unmatched, had twenty-plus, maybe even thirty. Losing ten all at once must be absolutely unbearable."
"This truly presented an opportunity."
Many people concealed unspoken excitement, fervor, and even yearning within their hearts.
For individuals like Lu Hengkong, a Holy Son of the Sacred Land, specifically the Sunlit Sacred Land, and moreover the son of its Lord, he could dominate and do as he pleased anywhere across the vast Western Desert. Yet, when confronting the Taixu Dynasty, he consistently lacked sufficient confidence, purely because the Taixu Dynasty was utterly terrifying. The more one learned about them, the clearer their horror and their ambitions became, hence the repeated warnings never to provoke them.
For a Naturally Born Holy Son, this was deeply frustrating.
Suddenly witnessing the hope of the Taixu Dynasty's collapse ignited a palpable excitement within them.
"Honored guests."
A clear, resonant voice cut through the air.
The onlookers on the periphery startled simultaneously, realizing Zhang Yang stood before them now.
While figures like Lu Hengkong and Marquis Xia Houzun had still harbored some conceit and self-assurance facing Zhang Yang back at Star Tiger Mountain, that confidence was entirely gone now.
"Lord Zhang."
Lu Hengkong's voice even emerged somewhat strained.
Zhang Yang offered a slight smile. "Esteemed guests, relay a message to your Lords of the Sacred Forests and your Emperors for me."
"Please speak," Lu Hengkong urged.
Zhang Yang stated, "Tell them: Now is the opportune moment to destroy the Taixu Dynasty. If they possess the will, I stand ready to lead the main assault."
A figure flashed, and Yue Guilong of the Cold Moon Dynasty arrived beside him, declaring, "My Cold Moon Dynasty also pledges to lead the main assault!"
Ultimately, regardless of the opportunity presenting itself, whether it could sufficiently galvanize the major sacred lands and dynasties of the Western Desert, long oppressed by the Taixu Dynasty, remained uncertain.
It resembled the situation with the Ghostly Divine Platform in the Southern Region. Despite the disturbance caused by the holy corpse, had any sacred land, forbidden ground, or empire made any unusual move?
No, they did not.
Even if ten great sages were slaughtered, minds might stir, but deciding to act was an entirely separate matter.
Naturally, Lu Hengkong and the others lacked the authority to make such decisions. Thus, they immediately moved to confer.
This involved confidential matters, so they stepped aside, each activating intricate Forbidden Law Patterns to shield their discussion from eavesdroppers.
The scene became one of busy preparation.
"Brother Zhang, will they take action?" Yue Guilong inquired.
Zhang Yang countered, "You understand the nuances of the Western Desert. What is your judgment?"
Yue Guilong offered a bitter smile. "Truthfully? No, they likely will not. At most, they'll feel a surge of excitement, only to be doused by cold reason eventually. Especially recalling the connection between Eternal Night and the Supreme Emperor, they become increasingly reluctant to act rashly. Hence..."
He left the sentence unfinished.
This represented a monumental opportunity, a serendipitous outcome born from the immense shock of the Supreme Emperor's bloodline command – compelling the Taixu Dynasty to deploy ten great sages who were then utterly destroyed. This accidental convergence created an extraordinary chance. Failing to strike decisively at the Taixu Dynasty this time, Yue Guilong felt, would be deeply disheartening.
Zhang Yang murmured thoughtfully, "If he were to return, it could force their hand."
"Him? Who?" Yue Guilong questioned.
Zhang Yang offered no explanation. He turned instead, his gaze shifting towards the battlefield site.
The ground, awash in blood, had turned a deep, dirty crimson.
Presently, individuals employed various techniques trying to clean the area and alter its lingering aura.
Yet, the sheer brutality of the scene still delivered a powerful visual assault.
Zhang Yang sighed inwardly. This was the stark reality of cruel war.
World-destroying demon!
Chaos-bringer!
In a certain light, the accusations held some truth.
For a world under Eternal Night's shroud, his mission was to destroy this realm of Endless Night and disrupt everything under its dominion—actions inevitably provoking vast, devastating conflicts.
At times, he questioned his own path. Was this right? It could indeed lead to rivers of blood deep enough to float pestles and mountains built from bones.
But then, he contemplated Eternal Night's own methods.
Strangling the immortal path.
Simultaneously cultivating its own earthly forces to perpetually suppress other sacred lands, dynasties, and forbidden grounds. What was its ultimate goal? Complete domination and eventual enslavement?
The answer eluded him now. Yet, such methods inevitably resulted in their own storms of blood. Rather than letting them dictate the future, it was better to seize control himself; to shatter this Eternal Night and peer at the world beyond.
To end this era devoid of immortals and usher in an age where enlightened beings surged like the tide.
The path of immortality—this he desired.
Shattering Eternal Night—this too he craved.
Lost in these thoughts, the gloom of the deep night sky was abruptly pierced by sunlight. It tore asunder the darkness, flooding the world with brilliant radiance.
The Daybreak Sun returned.
Azure blue reappeared.
A resplendent golden Buddhist light suffused the heavens and the earth.
The Buddha Immortals, who battled the Supreme Emperor, had returned.
The Buddha Immortals were headless; their heads, formed from the condensed starlight of Heavenly Reaching Mountain, dissolved upon their return, releasing the starlight.
Zhang Yang, channeling immense power into the Four Lamps within his bloodline world—especially the Dim Light of Death hidden within the shadows—let out a roaring command: "Help me strike the imperial palace of the Taixu Dynasty!"
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The scene was utterly still.
Whether Zhang Yang’s own allies or the onlookers, all stared at him in dumbfounded shock.
Even those communicating with their Lord of the Sacred Forest or Emperor—whose hearts were first captivated by the return of the Buddha Immortal, causing them to forget their connection—now heard Zhang Yang’s words, letting the sound reach the ears of those they were communicating with.
The Buddha Immortal!
This was a true being who had already transcended the path of a saint—alive without a head, unstoppable with a head.
No one knew the outcome of his battle with the Supreme Emperor.
But the fact he could return spoke volumes.
What if the Buddha Immortal acted now?
The crucial point was, even Zhang Yang himself wasn't certain if his shout could truly make the Buddha Immortal act.
Why had the Buddha Immortal emerged to block the Supreme Emperor?
He couldn't clearly explain it either.
He only dimly felt it might be related to the Heavenly Reaching Mountain, or perhaps connected to the stone monkey with open eyes in the "Xiao" hall of the bloodline world.
As for anything else, he didn't know.
His approach was simply to strive and do as he thought best. Whether it succeeded always depended more on fate.
So after shouting himself, he also watched quietly.
Time seemed to stand still at this moment.
Yue Guilong beside him clenched his fists tightly in excitement; he understood what Zhang Yang meant by "applying pressure."
Since the various Sacred Dynasties and empires of the Western Desert were trembling under the might of the Taixu Dynasty, too afraid to act even after seeing it lose ten great sages and over a hundred Great Boundless warriors, why not deal the Taixu Dynasty another heavy blow? Would they still be able to resist such an unprecedented, peerless opportunity?
An opportunity like this, once missed, would likely never come again.
However, the key was still whether the Buddha Immortal would act.
If the Buddha Immortal acted, the landscape of the Western Desert would change dramatically. Especially for their Cold Moon Dynasty—it wouldn't just struggle free from the mire, it could even ride this momentum to rise anew and reclaim its standing. Conversely, the Taixu Dynasty might plunge into an unprecedented crisis.
The many Lords of the Sacred Forests and Emperors of the Western Desert would face a choice: divide and conquer. Between seizing parts of the Cold Moon Dynasty or the Taixu Dynasty—which was the more tempting option?
Anyone with sense knew it was the Taixu Dynasty.
The depth of its accumulated foundation was unimaginably vast. Its supreme prestige, built upon the annihilation of countless Sacred Dynasties, empires, and forbidden lands, was common knowledge. How could anyone not be enticed?
Therefore, Yue Guilong was the most excited, the most nervous, and the most expectant.
Only a fleeting silence passed before the Buddha Eyes upon the Buddha Immortal's head—gathered from Heaven-reaching starlight—flashed with an unusual gleam. Then, he raised his hand and struck out towards the direction of the Western Desert.
This motion suffocated everyone present.
They strained their eyes to look afar.
Naturally, they saw nothing at all.
They could only sense by instinct that an overwhelming power had seemingly landed in a certain place at an extremely distant location.
Above the Taixu Palace—the core seat of power of the Taixu Dynasty, and indeed the most feared location in the entire Western Desert—a colossal golden hand condensed from Buddhist light suddenly descended, pressing down upon it.
It was too abrupt.
At this moment, just after midday, when the Taixu Imperial Capital was at its busiest and loudest, crowds surged.
Suddenly, the Buddha hand appeared, shaking the entire Taixu Imperial Capital.
The might of that Buddha hand made the imperial capital seem on the verge of collapse, giving everyone inside it the illusion that the apocalypse had arrived.
Boom!
Under the Buddha hand, the Taixu Palace was razed to the ground.
The key was that the terrifying power of the Buddha hand was too advanced; even if the Sages hidden deep in the palace reacted instantly, or even if the palace's own accumulated holy power's forbidden laws from tens of thousands of years were activated, it was all in vain.
Sages fell.
Great Boundless ones fell.
Various holy treasures and holy weapons were destroyed.
However, below the Great Boundless level, not a single person was harmed; even ordinary people were safe and sound.
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