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Whoo!
The cool wind sobbed, causing ripples.
Water rippled, and a figure emerged in the water.
"Di Wuyou."
That figure was enveloped in a mysterious light, his face indistinct, emanating an air of mystery. He gazed at Dao King, his eyes like an abyss, seeming poised to devour him.
Dao King frowned, suppressing the distracting thoughts in his heart, and coldly said, "Daoist friend, who are you?"
"You need not inquire about my origins."
The person laughed and said, "I have come this time to take you as my disciple."
Another invitation to become a disciple?
Dao King chuckled mockingly; how had he suddenly become a target to devour, everyone appearing eager to take a bite.
"The Path of Offerings is indeed an unconventional approach," the man said. "For someone of your stature to remain here is truly wasting your talents." He dangled the bait: "If you become my disciple, the yin and yang realms will be yours to command in the future."
"The yin and yang realms?"
Dao King said with a smile that wasn't a genuine smile, "Senior, your claim is truly grandiose."
He was no longer the naive newcomer who had just ascended to Hongmeng Dao Realm.
A yang realm possessed Nine Thousand Nine Hundred Ninety-Nine Regions, and the yin realm was likely similar.
How immense an energy would it require to unite the yin and yang realms?
"Unfortunately, I have found my own path," Dao King said without hesitation. "Senior, your kindness is not for me to enjoy."
Previously, he had been like rootless duckweed, free to drift at will.
In the lower realm, his roots lay in the Qing Xuan plane.
Therefore, as he ascended, he suppressed and executed high-level cultivators, bringing a period of peace to the Qing Xuan plane.
As for now, Tianxia was his root.
This was his most significant change.
"Senior, by trying to poach people from the Master, are you not afraid he might grow angry and vent it upon you?" Dao King shifted his gaze.
"The master of Heaven's Secret Pavilion?"
The man laughed; his expression concealed beneath the mysterious light remained mysterious.
Still, from his tone, Dao King detected a hint of trepidation.
"Senior, if there is nothing else, I shall take my leave now." Dao King said calmly, stepping toward Eternal Emperor City.
"Do you not wish to Ascend to Dao One?"
At that moment, an alluring voice reached Dao King's ears.
Dao King remained unmoved and continued walking without pause.
"I killed the Witch Master."
Primeval Emperor took out his final trump card.
Dao King’s heart trembled, and he finally stopped walking. He turned to peer at the figure in the river, his gaze growing graver than before.
"And now, do you feel I am worthy to be your master?" Primeval Emperor asked lightly.
Dao King shook his head.
"This is a new road. Unprecedented."
"If you truly understood the Path of Offerings, you wouldn’t be here."
Dao King’s mind was crystal clear.
Primeval Emperor’s purpose was nothing more than to use him to dissect the Path of Offerings—or perhaps had other aims.
After all, he was the one who had slain the Witch Master.
Submitting himself as a disciple to such a ruthless man was no different from making a pact with a tiger.
There was another reason too.
Dao King was gambling.
This was Heaven’s Secret Pavilion.
He refused to believe that Primeval Emperor dared risk the Master’s pressure by trying to kill him here.
"Too clever. It’s no good thing," Primeval Emperor’s voice turned icy, a sliver of killing intent emanating, freezing time and space, causing Dao King’s heart to plummet as if into an abyss.
"You won’t kill me."
Dao King laughed, "At least, not now."
"Correct."
Primeval Emperor admitted it easily, "Only after I grasp the essence of the Path of Offerings shall be the hour of your death."
Dao King remained unfazed.
The Path of Offerings... it was merely a foundation, nothing more.
Boom!
Suddenly, a mysterious light enveloped Dao King, seeming as countless tendrils burrowing into his mind.
Dao King was utterly powerless to resist.
"Primeval Emperor," a voice sounded out abruptly, "Digging up my foundations, killing my people, right in my own territory... have you lost your mind?"
It was the voice of Ye Xu.
Crack!
The mysterious light shrouding Dao King dissolved without a sound.
Ye Xu did not appear.
He was at Heaven’s Secret Pavilion.
Primeval Emperor’s pupils contracted, his gaze snapping towards the direction of Heaven’s Secret Pavilion.
On the armchair, Ye Xu gently swept away the leaves floating atop his spiritual tea, leisurely sipping from it.
"Master of Heaven's Secret Pavilion, long have I admired your fame."
The Primeval Emperor laughed heartily.
Ye Xu set down his teacup, his gaze traversing time and space to meet the Primeval Emperor’s eyes.
"Since you’re here, have a seat."
As his words faded, the Primeval Emperor suddenly appeared within Heaven's Secret Pavilion.
"Long have I heard of your vast divine abilities. Seeing you today confirms it." The Primeval Emperor spoke calmly, a smile on his lips. "They say the Master enjoys trade. So do I."
Hearing this, Ye Xu pursed his lips in an insincere smile.
The Primeval Emperor was no fool.
The being before him was but a wisp of Divine Sense—his true form remained beyond the seventy-two immortal domains, safely outside Ye Xu’s invincible domain.
What a pity it’s not his real body, Ye Xu lamented silently.
"You wish to bargain with me?" Ye Xu chuckled. "Speak."
"Everything in this world has a price." The Primeval Emperor gave a light laugh. "What is Di Wuyou worth?"
"You want to buy him?"
A flicker of interest crossed Ye Xu’s expression.
The Primeval Emperor nodded.
"Let’s settle his account then." Ye Xu spoke unhurriedly. "I helped Di Wuyou establish the foundations of the Path of Offerings. Then I placed him above all but one in Tianxia as its greatest minister. Given his potential, achieving Dao One won’t be an issue."
The Primeval Emperor’s lip twitched.
To Ye Xu, merely uttering a phrase could gift Di Wuyou Dao One status.
Were Dao One powerhouses just Chinese cabbages in his eyes?
"If you’re buying him, the price is nine trillion, nine hundred ninety-nine billion divine stones."
Ye Xu beamed. "Nine trillion, nine hundred ninety-nine billion divine stones for one cultivation system. How’s that?"
Xixi instantly recognized Ye Xu was toying with the Primeval Emperor.
Why would the Master ever sell him? she murmured inwardly.
Right now, Dao King was Tianxia’s favored rising star, a man of limitless promise. Having observed Ye Xu closely, Xixi understood his thoughts better than most.
The Primeval Emperor sank into contemplation.
A strange light flashed in Ye Xu’s eyes.
Surely he doesn’t actually intend to buy Dao King?
This was nothing but casual banter.
Though... if selling Dao King could propel me to Dao One Ascension... that wouldn’t be entirely unacceptable... Ye Xu’s gaze shifted thoughtfully. Ahem... only poor Di Wuyou might suffer a little...
"Master," the Primeval Emperor stated gravely, "To me, establishing the Path of Offerings system is no great feat. Thus, Di Wuyou does not justify that price."
Ye Xu sighed regretfully, "No matter."
"Parted as friends when dealings failed."
"Before this, we'll settle another score first."
"Another score?"
The Primeval Emperor frowned.
Bang!
Ye Xu struck with his palm, shattering this wisp of the Primeval Emperor’s Divine Sense, extinguished completely, leaving only a pure strand of Spiritual power.
"In my territory, you dared kill my people—did he think I was a pushover?"
"System, exchange."
[Congratulations, host. You’ve obtained 70 trillion Hongmeng points.]
"Tsk tsk..."
Ye Xu marveled, "Truly deserving of the mightiest lifeform nurtured by the Hongmeng Dao Realm. A mere wisp of Divine Sense is worth 70 trillion Hongmeng points."
He glanced at his account balance.
3,170 trillion Hongmeng points.
The odd amount was ignored.
"Only a third gathered so far..." Ye Xu felt deeply vexed. With a mere thought, he summoned the Dao King.
"Greetings, Master."
The Dao King bowed respectfully. "Master, did you obliterate the Primeval Emperor’s strand of Divine Sense?"
"You knew it was just a wisp?"
Ye Xu asked in surprise.
"Master, your power reigns supreme across all realms. Why would a mighty being like the Primeval Emperor personally stake himself?"
Ye Xu nodded.
"How is the progress with the currency?"
"It is being overseen."
The Dao King considered, "Currently, minting is underway. Once the model is finalized, your servant will submit a memorial to His Majesty and present it immediately to Heaven’s Secret Pavilion."
"Good."
"Succeed in this, and you shall be richly rewarded."
Ye Xu laughed heartily.
"My thanks, Master."
The Dao King replied humbly.
"I hear Old Yi intends to take you as a disciple..." Ye Xu regarded the Dao King, smiling faintly. "He is an excellent mentor, yet fate never grants him a worthy disciple."
"Consider it well."
"Yes."
The Dao King’s eyes grew profound as he bowed and withdrew.
...
Yin Realm.
Within a deep, sunless chasm, the Primeval Emperor wore a grim expression. Losing that strand of Divine Sense posed no threat to his foundation.
But his pride was wounded.
That Master of Heaven’s Secret Pavilion had subdued his Divine Sense like swatting a fly—a humiliation he could barely accept.
"This cosmic era... this sovereign will shatter the barriers. This debt is now marked."
The Primeval Emperor exhaled a cloud of Turbid Energy.
"In all likelihood, the Path of Offerings can forge a Dao One. Then, equilibrium will break, rewriting the law of this cosmic era."
"A pity... Di Wuyou... that stubborn fool persists..."
"Therefore, this sovereign has no choice but to gather resources... personally......"
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"How much time remains on the contract between the Witch Clan and Heaven's Secret Pavilion?" Ye Xu inquired.
"There are twenty-nine days left," Xixi replied, her eyes gleaming playfully. "Senior, almost a year has passed, and the Witch Clan still hasn't gathered 1.5 quintillion divine stones—it seems they won’t meet the deadline."
"Then I’ll just have to reluctantly accept the Great Wilderness Furnace," Ye Xu sighed.
The Great Wilderness Furnace was the Witch Master’s innate treasure. In any case, its value was certainly worth five or six quintillion divine stones.
If the Witch Clan truly failed to deliver, he had no choice but to accept it.
"Senior, Brother Wudao has been silent for so long... will he be alright?" Xixi thought of Ning Wudao, her voice filled with concern.
Ye Xu smiled lightly. "He’s with Feng Wuji and currently training in the Lingyun Immortal Domain. His progress is swift."
Hearing this, Xixi felt reassured.
"The sect master of Destiny Sect (Bodhi Temple) seeks an audience with the pavilion master!"
Outside Heaven’s Secret Pavilion, four figures announced respectfully.
Celestial Lord of Fortune appeared youthful as he stood shoulder-to-shoulder with Celestial Lord Bodhi. Behind them were the Second Young Master and the Fourth Young Master, both devoid of their former spirited demeanor.
Thick anxiety clouded the brows of all four.
With the immortal court’s collapse, the death of Celestial Lord of Fortune, and the Third Young Master still missing—alongside being unable to trace the Behind-the-Scenes Culprit—Celestial Lord of Fortune and Celestial Lord Bodhi lived in perpetual dread.
Since the yin and yang realms began merging, the Time Palace had been the first lamb slaughtered. Then came the immortal court... Their faction would inevitably be next.
After contemplation, only Heaven’s Secret Pavilion held answers—perhaps even a lifeline.
"They’ve finally come," Ye Xu remarked faintly. Among Great Celestial Lords, Celestial Lord of Fortune and Celestial Lord Bodhi ranked among the most formidable; their wealth was also remarkably deep.
"Enter."
At his voice, the four cautiously stepped into the pavilion as if treading on thin ice.
"We pay our respects to the Master," greeted Celestial Lord of Fortune, bowing deeply.
Reflecting on the past—when Ye Xu had forced him to reveal himself and earned his resentment—he realized now that their departure unharmed was sheer blind luck.
"Leave the past behind," Ye Xu said lightly.
Celestial Lord of Fortune felt as if pardoned, replying gratefully, "Thank you, Master, for your magnanimity in sparing this junior."
"Sit first," Ye Xu invited them.
"That you delayed coming for months... you’re truly unafraid of death."
"If not for the immortal court's collapse and Celestial Lord of Fortune's demise, you all might still be sitting idly by."
Celestial Lord Bodhi’s expression was grave. Draped in monk's robes, a pair of peach blossom eyes radiating icy intent, he addressed Ye Xu, "Master, we were once frogs at the bottom of a well, unaware of your true power." He sighed deeply. "Today, this humble monk and Daoist brother of Fortune have come seeking an answer: who truly orchestrated the ambush of Fifth Young Master and the killing of Celestial Lord of Fortune?"
"Two questions..." Ye Xu muttered. "No rush. We’ll take them one by one." "The first question: three hundred trillion divine stones."
"No problem."
Celestial Lord of Fortune produced a Celestial Lord treasure, smiling, "Please examine this, Master."
"System, exchange."
\[Congratulations, host. Obtained thirty-four trillion Hongmeng points.\]
"Fifth Young Master’s death was wrought by Qin Huangluo and Zhuge Qinmo," Ye Xu declared with a light laugh. The answer to this query, he’d long extracted from Yu Wuxia’s memories. More free stuff. Though a paltry sum, even the tiniest mosquito carries a speck of meat.
"Qin Huangluo?"
Celestial Lord of Fortune’s brow twitched. Qin Huangluo’s ascension to Dao Ancestor was common knowledge, yet he couldn’t fathom why he would assault Time Palace and seize the Book of Time?
"Zhuge Qinmo? And who is this?" Celestial Lord Bodhi inquired, perplexed.
"A denizen of the yin realm. Also a Dao Ancestor," Ye Xu stated lightly. "Consider this answer a gift."
"Our deepest thanks, Master." Both Celestial Lords, overwhelmed by such unexpected favor, exchanged surprised glances. Seems the Master possessed a heart of kindness after all.
Second Young Master hung his head low. Returning to Heaven’s Secret Pavilion felt like stepping into a different lifetime. After all, he’d been among the very first to enter upon its Ascension to Hongmeng Dao Realm. Yet, mere years later, its name resonated throughout the entire Hongmeng Dao Realm. His own spirit felt crushed low as dust.
"Then who destroyed the immortal court?" pressed Celestial Lord Bodhi.
"System, query the cost of this matter in Hongmeng points?" Ye Xu silently demanded.
\[One hundred and fifty trillion.\]
"Three hundred trillion divine stones."
Ye Xu quoted the price.
“Three... million billion?” The Celestial Lord of Fortune’s heart sank. This was truly an astronomical price.
Ye Xu reclined halfway on his grand master’s chair, quietly observing the two men.
“Daoist brother, money is but an external object,” Celestial Lord Bodhi remarked. “If we don’t uncover the Behind-the-Scenes Culprit, the Celestial Lord of Fortune will serve as a cautionary example.”
“You speak reason.”
The Celestial Lord of Fortune nodded.
Ye Xu was very satisfied.
Truly befitting one of Buddhist origins—seeing things so clearly.
However, he was a worldly man, interested only in the damnable money.
“Fine.”
Gritting his teeth, the Celestial Lord of Fortune channeled his magic power, summoning forth two Celestial Lord treasures, along with numerous immortal roots, and several dozen bottles of supreme-grade pills.
Celestial Lord Bodhi likewise stirred his magic power and produced his own treasures.
After a quarter hour, the pair had assembled four Celestial Lord treasures. Numerous immortal roots floated in mid-air, while the pills emitted an exotic fragrance, filling the room with scent.
“System, exchange.”
Ding!
[Congratulations, host. Obtained three hundred and one million billion Hongmeng points.]
[Initiate query immediately?]
“Search now.”
Ding!
Instantly, streams of information surged into Ye Xu’s mind, vast as rivers, clearly leaving no detail unexplored about this person’s background.
Ye Xu tallied the information; it was enough to fill a book.
“Xu You...”
“Why does that name feel so familiar?”
“Where have I heard it before?”
Shua!
One breath later, realization struck Ye Xu. “Isn’t this Lin Qianmo’s birth father?”
Within Wu Tianyue’s memories, Lin Qianmo’s birth father was Xu You.
“Huh... wait a moment...”
Ye Xu continued scanning the details, his expression turning peculiar. “So it’s him.”
The Epochal Celestial Lord.
The Heaven Clan’s Dao Ancestor!
“Fellow Daoists, here is the information you sought.”
Ye Xu flicked his finger, sending two jade slips flying toward the two Great Celestial Lords.
Their Divine Sense surged into the jade slips.
"Epochal Celestial Lord?"
The Celestial Lord of Fortune's expression changed dramatically. "How is that possible?"
Celestial Lord Bodhi's state of mind became equally tumultuous. "Epochal Celestial Lord? Isn't he one of us? How could he be a Dao Ancestor of the Heaven Clan?"
"Don't rush."
Ye Xu said, "Take your time."
Epochal Celestial Lord's origins were fully recorded in the jade slips, and he couldn't be bothered to explain.
A moment later.
The Celestial Lord of Fortune and Celestial Lord Bodhi finished absorbing all the information in the jade slips. Both fell silent.
"Master, what exactly is going on?"
The Second Young Master spoke solemnly.
"Epochal Celestial Lord had been possessed by this Heaven Clan Dao Ancestor long ago. The person we dealt with was always Xu You."
"As for the name Xu You, it was merely an alias."
"This is the Fifth Ancestor of the Heaven Clan."
"So, we've been watched all along." The Second Young Master gave a bitter laugh. He had thought his master was the ultimate mastermind, but now realized the Celestial Lord of Fortune was nothing more than a large ant.
The Celestial Lord of Fortune's heart grew cold as death too.
Celestial Lord of Fortune's death had been orchestrated by Epochal Celestial Lord.
How could they possibly contend against a Dao Ancestor?
"Daoist brother, do not forget why we came to Heaven's Secret Pavilion." Celestial Lord Bodhi's voice turned icy. While uncovering the Behind-the-Scenes Culprit was one aim,
their true purpose was survival.
"The master speaks reason."
The Fourth Young Master, who had remained silent until now, spoke up. "If we simply resign ourselves to fate, then why did we bother coming to Heaven's Secret Pavilion?"
Who didn't know that Heaven's Secret Pavilion was a place where one could defy heaven and change fate?
"Sharp observation!"
A trace of appreciation appeared on Ye Xu's face.
Celestial Lord Bodhi gazed steadily at Ye Xu and bowed deeply until his head nearly touched the ground.
"Master, how can we survive?"
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“Survival is quite simple.”
Ye Xu laughed: “But, two Daoist friends, search your hearts—do you merely seek survival?”
Upon hearing this, Celestial Lord Bodhi and Celestial Lord of Fortune fell silent.
They wanted more than survival.
They aspired to advance further, to become Dao Ancestors!
Yet the destruction of the immortal court and the sealing of Time Palace had filled them with dread. In this great contest, the slightest misstep would bring eternal doom.
“Master, how should we proceed to survive?”
Celestial Lord Bodhi inquired.
“From this day forward, announce your separation from the Spirit of the Heavenly Book, expelling it from your sects. Then no one will trouble you again.”
“The second method.”
Ye Xu paused deliberately.
“Master, speak plainly.”
A glint flashed in Celestial Lord of Fortune’s eyes.
“You may reside in Eternal Emperor City. Accommodation costs one billion divine stones per person, per day.”
“...”
The corners of both Great Celestial Lords’ mouths twitched.
One hundred billion per day—ten thousand billion over a hundred days.
Celestial Lord of Fortune wore an uncertain expression.
“If we seek to become Dao Ancestors, remaining at Heaven's Secret Pavilion only wastes our days.” Celestial Lord of Fortune’s gaze sharpened gradually, turning ruthless. “To advance, we must risk it all.”
“The Heavenly Book is our sole chance!”
“Daoist friends, what are your thoughts?” Ye Xu said languidly.
“Mast—”
Celestial Lord Bodhi began to speak, yet Celestial Lord of Fortune abruptly cut him off. Turning to Second Young Master, the Elder of Fate revealed a meaningful smile.
“Master, is there a way to swiftly elevate my junior disciple’s cultivation to the Celestial Lord Realm?”
Bang!
Second Young Master trembled violently.
He widened his eyes, staring at Celestial Lord of Fortune in terror.
This day had finally come.
In Celestial Lord of Fortune’s eyes, he was merely cultivated nourishment—a key held in another’s hand.
“Daoist brother...” Celestial Lord Bodhi’s expression altered slightly. “You... you intend to sacrifice him?”
Fourth Young Master felt a chill pierce his heart.
The methods of Celestial Lord of Fortune were terrifying.
"Good disciple, surely you wouldn’t let your master remain utterly insignificant for life?" Celestial Lord of Fortune smiled a chilling grin. "As the saying goes, troops are trained for many years just for a moment of use. It’s your turn to repay my kindness now."
Ye Xu's eyes remained calm, undisturbed.
He had long been aware of Celestial Lord of Fortune’s intentions.
"Master, is this method feasible?" Celestial Lord of Fortune inquired with a smile.
Ye Xu replied, "Helping him attain the Celestial Lord Realm poses no difficulty. However, your will cannot stand for his will."
"The transaction lies between him and me."
Celestial Lord of Fortune’s smile stiffened. "Not even if I pay?"
Wasn’t it rumored that the Master of Heaven’s Secret Pavilion cared only for profit? Why, today, was he turning contrary, passing up a fortune in divine stones?
How utterly strange!
Ye Xu ignored Celestial Lord of Fortune. He turned to the Second Young Master and asked, "What are your thoughts?"
The Second Young Master’s eyes were dull as he returned Ye Xu’s gaze. "Master, in the end, will the Spirit of the Heavenly Book inevitably return to its source?"
"Yes."
Ye Xu nodded.
Even Qin Yi had returned to his origin with his assistance. Yet there was a difference: Qin Yi was the sovereign, not the Hongmeng Heavenly Scripture.
They were originally one and the same.
This was destiny.
"Hahaha..."
The Second Young Master suddenly roared with laughter, tears mixed with mucus all over his face, as if unhinged. "Since this fate is Heaven’s decree, who am I to defy it?"
"Fate..."
"Is this the fundamental truth of the Dao of Fortune?"
Boom!
The Second Young Master’s heart withered into ash.
Yet, as if comprehending the profound mysteries of fate itself, his aura was surging.
This was his predetermined end.
The tragedy lay in this: the very moment he apprehended the Principle of Fortune was also the instant he embraced his own annihilation.
"He’s about to ascend?"
Celestial Lord of Fortune felt both shock and elation.
Not a single extra divine stone required!
A huge bargain!
Celestial Lord Bodhi’s expression was complex, his eyes revealing profound pity. Fate, ordained by Heaven, could not be altered. It was precisely because the Second Young Master saw this, and acknowledged his own destiny, that he was now advancing to the Celestial Lord Realm.
After all, not even Heaven’s Secret Pavilion could enable him to defy Heaven and rewrite his fate.
He did not have enough money.
Ye Xu also had no reason to intervene.
He already possessed the Hongmeng Heavenly Scripture, so there was no need to accept the Second Young Master.
Moreover, he had his own considerations.
"Second Brother..."
Fourth Young Master murmured, a sorrowful expression on his face.
Xixi also felt somewhat saddened.
Within Heaven’s Secret Pavilion, she had witnessed too many events and observed all the myriad facets of human life.
Furthermore, the people of Heaven’s Secret Pavilion did not conceal their emotions, so everything was often more raw and brutal.
Boom!
The Second Young Master’s cultivation surged dramatically.
He had already been at the Five Tribulations Dao Sovereign realm, and once enlightened, it was like a fish leaping over the Dragon Gate.
However, he was not Feng Suiyuan, without that free-spirited resolve to “hear the Dao in the morning and die content at dusk.”
He accepted his fate.
"My good disciple," Celestial Lord of Fortune laughed heartily, "if this master can advance to become a Dao Ancestor, then you are this master’s great benefactor, a noble figure of the Destiny Sect."
The Second Young Master remained silent. He sat cross-legged, his magic power vast and mighty. His one hundred and eight Great Dao Worlds also underwent a qualitative transformation, and each Dao fruit grew more crystalline and translucent, shining brilliantly like stars.
After an unknowable length of time.
The Second Young Master’s aura grew calm.
He had succeeded.
Celestial Lord Realm.
The Fourth Young Master’s heart tightened.
Cultivating to the Celestial Lord Realm meant returning to one’s origin.
"Celestial Lord of Fortune," the Second Young Master’s eyes were clear as the heavens, filled with a divine light of wisdom, "I have recognized my own destiny, and I have followed destiny’s path. What about you?"
Celestial Lord of Fortune was taken aback.
He did not understand why the Second Young Master seemed like an entirely different person all of a sudden.
"If you want the Heavenly Scripture, then go and seize it."
The Second Young Master walked out of Heaven’s Secret Pavilion.
"Fate is innately uncertain; everything is determined by Heaven."
The Second Young Master murmured.
He summoned the power of fate.
The power of fate permeated heaven and earth. Around the Second Young Master, space began to ripple in an eerie manner, and an incredibly mysterious aura flowed everywhere.
"Huh?"
At this time, within the Eternal Emperor City, inside a tavern, Mo Wangshu and Chu Jiankuang drank until their cheeks flushed scarlet, their bleary eyes turning toward the Heavens Secret Pavilion.
"Senior brother," Mo Wangshu mumbled, "It feels like the aura of the Spirit of the Heavenly Book... at the Celestial Lord level."
"Don't mind it."
Chu Jiankuang gripped a wine flask in one hand. "Keep drinking."
"Can't drink anymore."
"Blergh..."
Mo Wangshu vomited onto the floor.
"Is another Heavenly Book about to emerge?"
In another place, the Celestial Lord of Creation sat quietly on a meditation cushion. Sensing the power of fate, he opened his eyes and gazed toward the Heavens Secret Pavilion in the distance.
He saw the Second Young Master.
"Indeed, it is the Spirit of the Heavenly Book."
He possessed an extremely clear perception concerning the Spirit of the Heavenly Book.
"I must cultivate to the Great Celestial Lord as swiftly as possible."
The Celestial Lord of Creation felt a sharp sense of urgency.
He had spent three days contemplating the Dao before the Heavens Secret Pavilion, deepening his understanding of the Dao of Creation. Since leaving, he had been in secluded cultivation.
Now, he drew closer and closer to the Great Celestial Lord Realm.
"If it weren't for that little bastard, I would have long ago achieved the Great Celestial Lord realm and ascended to Dao Ancestor with the Creation Jade Butterfly!"
The very thought of Li Ruoyu made the Celestial Lord of Creation gnash his teeth.
He pushed aside distracting thoughts and resumed his cultivation.
The manifestation of the power of fate rippled through the Eternal Emperor City, sensed by numerous cultivators. Those of slightly weaker cultivation saw all manner of illusions rise within their minds.
They seemed to witness their past lives.
Under the Second Young Master's influence, many touched upon the threads of destiny.
BOOM!
Half an hour later.
A light seemed to streak across the heavens as a kaleidoscopic world appeared before their eyes, seemingly superimposed upon the sky.
It was an epoch of the past.
The Epoch of Disaster Soil!
Within that desolate epoch, the aura was chaotic and unpredictable, ever-shifting. Hidden deep within the River of Time, they could faintly glimpse an ancient tome floating.
The Heavenly Book of Fate had emerged.
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"Heavenly Book of Fate..."
Celestial Lord Bodhi's gaze turned profound.
Fourth Young Master's heart quivered. He instinctively distanced himself from Celestial Lord Bodhi.
"I am not the Celestial Lord of Fortune," Celestial Lord Bodhi smiled reassuringly, patting Fourth Young Master's head with paternal concern. "Though the Heavenly Book of Fate binds me by karma, you remain my finest disciple."
"Fate is Heaven's decree; so too is karma."
"If ever that day arrives... I shall personally bid you farewell."
Fourth Young Master felt steadied by these words.
Seated in his armchair, Ye Xu fixed his eyes upon the Heavenly Book of Fate, a faint smile playing on his lips.
"The Heavenly Book of Fate!"
Elation surged through the Celestial Lord of Fortune.
After meticulous scheming, his desire was finally within reach.
Boom!
The Heavenly Book of Fate drifted amidst currents of time. The Epoch of Disaster Soil seemed to descend endlessly, merging with the yang realm as a profound force drew the Heavenly Book downward toward the mortal world.
Second Young Master shut his eyes tightly.
He actively sought communion with the Heavenly Book, yearning to return to his ordained destiny.
Second Young Master's aura grew ever more formidable.
Yet his body gradually disintegrated into streams of light, soaring toward the Heavenly Book of Fate.
Whoosh!
Seizing the moment, the Celestial Lord of Fortune unleashed his divine power, his form expanding majestically. He took a colossal stride, soaring toward the Epoch of Disaster Soil in a desperate bid to seize the Heavenly Book.
"Overestimating yourself!"
Mu Fanyin and Yu Wuxia materialized silently in the void. Cold disdain colored their expressions as they observed the Celestial Lord of Fortune's frantic charge.
To breach the Old Era of Disaster Soil required either the power of a Dao Ancestor or a Dao Ancestor's direct aid.
How could a mere Great Celestial Lord hope to traverse the River of Time unaided?
"The Heavenly Book of Fate... It shall finally be mine..." The Celestial Lord of Fortune roared with laughter, ascending to the zenith of the heavens in his flight toward the ancient cataclysm.
Bang!
An invisible barrier slammed against him. Blood streamed down his shattered forehead, stars exploding before his eyes.
He could not enter.
"No!"
The Celestial Lord of Fortune bellowed in rage, "The Book belongs to me!"
Frantically, he stretched his hand toward the Heavenly Book of Fate.
Yet this infinitesimal gap yawned as wide as the horizon itself—utterly unbridgeable.
Woo!
Countless specks of light, carrying the wondrous power of fate, traversed time and space, flying toward the Heavenly Book of Fate.
"I refuse to accept this..." roared the Celestial Lord of Fortune. He had devoted all his efforts to nurturing the Second Young Master, constantly scheming to obtain the Heavenly Book of Fate and ascend to Dao Ancestor.
How could he possibly give up?
The Celestial Lord of Fortune opened his jaws wide, inhaling deeply as he devoured the specks of fate one by one like a Taotie. The power of the Spirit of the Heavenly Book took root and sprouted within his flesh.
"Has he gone mad?" Celestial Lord Bodhi stared in astonishment.
"He has,"
Yu Wuxia descended, her tone light. "The Spirit of the Heavenly Book of Fate comprehends destiny, yet the Celestial Lord of Fortune remains blind to it. His obsession destined this day."
"Senior Sister?"
Celestial Lord Bodhi hadn't expected to encounter Yu Wuxia at Heaven's Secret Pavilion.
Whoosh!
At that moment, the Heavenly Book of Fate opened. Like the Book of Time and the Hongmeng Heavenly Scripture, each ancient character within it held infinite wonders of the Dao of Fate.
The figure of the Celestial Lord of Fortune suddenly materialized on the pages of the Heavenly Book.
"What is happening?" Celestial Lord Bodhi asked in confusion.
"By devouring the Spirit of the Book, he merely transforms into the Spirit of the Book in another form," Yu Wuxia said lightly. "He, too, is a sacrifice."
Boom!
The Celestial Lord of Fortune's body crumbled inch by inch. His one hundred and eight Great Dao Worlds instantly collapsed, his primordial spirit and Dao fruit disintegrating at a visible pace.
A massive force enveloped him, dragging him into the Epoch of Disaster Soil.
"Ahahaha..."
The Celestial Lord of Fortune's laughter echoed through heaven and earth. "I am about to succeed."
As long as he entered the disaster soil and touched the Heavenly Book, he could gain mastery over it and ascend to Dao Ancestor.
Even now, he was still dreaming.
"This man is insane."
Mo Wangshu sobered up, though his eyes still held a hint of drunkenness. He looked at Chu Jiankuang and grinned, "Senior Martial Brother, why don't we grab a Heavenly Book for fun?"
"Do you know how to seal it?"
Chu Jiankuang asked.
"I was once of the lineage of the heavenly path," Mo Wangshu replied. "I possess some insight into sealing a Heavenly Book."
"Then let’s bring one down to play with."
Chu Jiankuang was eager to give it a try.
This was one of the supreme treasures of the Hongmeng Dao Realm, tied to the yin and yang realms—he wanted to study it thoroughly.
Boom!
Amidst the Celestial Lord of Fortune's roars, he transformed into a vast surge of power, completely merging into the Heavenly Book of Fate. Not another sound was heard.
Boom! The Spirit of the Heavenly Book was devoured, and the Heavenly Book of Fate was pulled by an unstoppable force toward the rift between both realms.
The Evil Sea surged. Waves of resentment eroded the Epoch of Disaster Soil, and the sky was enveloped in darkness.
Flash! At that moment, a mysterious light shone from the distant heavens. A Treasured Mirror hung in the sky, its radiance brilliant, illuminating the Heavenly Book of Fate. For an instant, it actually held the book still.
The Epochal Celestial Lord approached slowly.
Ye Xu smiled. That guy was truly diligent, wholeheartedly trying to prevent the fusion of the yin and yang realms.
"Hahaha... Daoist friend, this heavenly book has an owner now. From this moment, it carries the surname Mo," Mo Wangshu said as he and Chu Jiankuang entered the Epoch of Disaster Soil.
"Heaven Sealing Technique!" Mo Wangshu activated his divine powers. He stamped down a seal, and all the great paths of the world were sealed. The sealing technique landed on the book, causing the Heavenly Book of Fate to snap shut immediately.
In an instant, that bizarre and mighty force seemed to break like a severed connection, vanishing without a trace.
This divine power temporarily cut off the link between the Heavenly Book of Fate and the Dao of heaven.
Flash! Suddenly, the Heavenly Book of Fate vanished from Mo Wangshu's hand.
"Huh?" Mo Wangshu sobered up completely and angrily shouted, "Which senior played such a joke on me?"
"It was me," Ye Xu said lightly.
Such a treasure had appeared in his own domain; naturally, he couldn't let it go.
"Uh..." Mo Wangshu stammered silently, then laughed, "So it's the Master. If you had spoken sooner, I would have presented the Heavenly Book of Fate to you with both hands. We very nearly had a misunderstanding."
"..." Chu Jiankuang was speechless. He landed in front of Heaven's Secret Pavilion and said, "Master, could you let me take a look?"
"One hundred trillion divine stones."
"..." Tears welled up in Mo Wangshu's eyes. He robbed my book and still wants my money! How utterly heartless!
The Epochal Celestial Lord watched the scene, frowning slightly. He couldn't grasp Ye Xu's intention.
If not for Ye Xu, the Heavenly Book of Fate would never have emerged. Yet after its emergence, he immediately seized and contained it.
What kind of game was he playing?
"Does the Master wish to collect heavenly books?" Yu Wuxia asked in surprise.
The Hongmeng Heavenly Scripture and the Heavenly Book of Fate—so would the Heavenly Book of Causations be next? Yu Wuxia glanced covertly toward Celestial Lord Bodhi.
"The Master only wants to make money," Mu Fanyin declared, her tone confident, knowing Ye Xu quite well.
"Then I won't look," Chu Jiankuang snorted coldly. It was just one heavenly book; seeing it or not barely mattered.
"Junior brother, let's continue our drinking."
"Drink!" A belly full of bitterness and anger surged within Mo Wangshu as he exclaimed, "We absolutely must drink joyfully until we're thoroughly drunk!"
The two of them shuffled away dejectedly.
Ye Xu cast his eyes upon the Heavenly Book of Fate. After scanning it once, he lost all interest.
"System, exchange." Ding! "Congratulations, host. You have gained eight hundred trillion Hongmeng points."
"Eight hundred trillion... it's still acceptable," Ye Xu thought to himself.
"Daoist Friend Bodhi, you two, how do you want to live?" Collecting the book, Ye Xu said to them with a smile.
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"Master, can the Bodhi Temple be incorporated into Tianxia?"
Celestial Lord Bodhi smiled charmingly.
Ye Xu smiled.
He looked towards Yu Wuxia.
Yu Wuxia hurriedly averted her gaze.
This plan, naturally, had been told to Celestial Lord Bodhi by her.
"Yes."
Ye Xu nodded. Tianxia currently ruled seventy-two immortal domains and was in urgent need of capable individuals. Celestial Lord Bodhi joining Tianxia would be a tremendous asset.
He had no reason to refuse.
"Since you have decided, report to Yi Tianxing," Ye Xu said lightly. "If you can perform meritorious services for Tianxia in the future, the Heavenly Book of Causality is also not off the table."
He had already taken the Heavenly Book of Fate and possessed the Hongmeng Heavenly Scripture. Of the Nine Great Heavenly Books, he held two.
Acquiring the Heavenly Book of Causality was certainly possible.
"If I can gather the Heavenly Books into my hands, I might not be far from the Dao One realm," Ye Xu felt a stir in his heart. "How would the Hongmeng Dao Realm change then?"
The Nine Great Heavenly Books held the key to the fusion of the Dao of heaven.
However, even if they were all lost, the Dao of heaven would continue to evolve. This was the will of the Hongmeng Dao Realm and would not be altered by external objects.
Unless, of course, one shattered the Dao of heaven itself.
"Many thanks, Master."
Celestial Lord Bodhi dropped to one knee.
The Fourth Young Master knelt and bowed.
"You may go."
Ye Xu waved his sleeve.
The two, along with Yu Wuxia, departed together.
"Master, the Witch Clan's contract term seems to be approaching," Mu Fanyin's beautiful eyes flickered. "Do they not want the Great Wilderness Furnace back?"
"There are twenty-nine days left. Wait patiently," Ye Xu said.
The Great Wilderness Furnace was the Witch Master's innate treasure. He believed that Wu Xuan would redeem it, even if it meant bankrupting himself.
"This junior, Epochal Celestial Lord, requests an audience with the Master."
Suddenly, Epochal Celestial Lord approached Heaven's Secret Pavilion from the horizon, standing tall and announcing clearly.
"Xu You is Xu You. No need to hide behind a false identity."
Ye Xu sighed inwardly, then said, "Enter."
Xu You froze stiffly on the spot.
He thought twice about it, then merely smiled faintly.
The master of Heaven's Secret Pavilion knew everything. Xu You's identity remained a secret across the yang realm, yet it stood transparent before Yang Celestial Sovereign and Primordial Dao God’s discerning eyes.
Ye Xu’s power clearly surpassed theirs far beyond measure.
How could he hope to conceal anything from this mastermind?
"Your wisdom shines eternal, Master," Xu You forced a bitter smile. "This junior is indeed not the true Epochal Celestial Lord."
"Years ago, obeying my Ancestor’s command, I infiltrated the yang realm. I seized the Epochal Celestial Lord’s body through possession and have maintained this disguise ever since — all to prevent the fusion of the yin and yang realms and defy heaven’s decree."
"Defy heaven’s decree?" Ye Xu couldn't suppress his laughter. "You hardly possess such qualifications."
"......"
Xu You chuckled awkwardly. This man before him was a supreme expert dedicated to overturning heavenly mandates. Speaking of defying fate within Heaven's Secret Pavilion? Nothing but purest folly, a laughable attempt to display one’s incompetence before an expert.
"Xu You," Ye Xu asked lightly, "you have a daughter named Lin Qianmo. Are you aware?"
Xu You froze in bewilderment. He could only shake his head helplessly at Ye Xu’s question.
"Surely you remember Wu Tianyue?"
Ye Xu spoke again.
Xu You nodded.
"She is a woman from my past," Xu You explained. "Before I possessed the Epochal Celestial Lord upon entering the yang realm. A disciple of the Witch Clan’s eighth generation, boasting cultivation at the Celestial Lord realm."
"Master... why do you inquire about her now?"
"Her daughter, Lin Qianmo, was an old acquaintance of mine."
Boom!
Xu You’s mind went blank, cold dread surging within him instantly.
Could Ye Xu intend to target him for this very matter?
"...Ai."
Sensing Xu You’s fear, Ye Xu sighed inwardly. This man, Xu You, truly was the vile scum who flees after taking pleasure — one utterly devoid of responsibility.
"Sister Lin may be an old acquaintance," Ye Xu’s tone remained calm, "but I hold no authority to discipline you on her behalf." Rest assured, your worries are unfounded."
Mu Fanyin’s peripheral gaze flickered toward Ye Xu, a strange light passing swiftly through her eyes.
"Hoo..."
Xu You exhaled a long sigh of relief.
Wu Tianyue and Lin Qianmo meant nothing to him. His sole purpose in the yang realm was halting the fusion of the two realms.
"Master," Xu You’s expression grew solemn, "this junior has a question."
"If the Master seeks to gather the Heavenly Tomes, why permit Bei Di Xuanwu to break the Evil Sea’s seal? Why permit the fusion of the yin and yang realms?"
"Five hundred million million divine stones."
Ye Xu named his price.
Xu You felt a chill run down his spine. Five hundred trillion for one question? Had Heaven’s Secret Pavilion gone mad with poverty!
“Deal.”
Gritting his teeth, he produced an epochal treasure.
It was none other than a Mysterious Light Mirror.
“System, exchange.”
[Congratulations, Host. You have obtained five hundred trillion Hongmeng points.]
Ye Xu smiled. “Bei Di Xuanwu was just like you—paying Heaven’s Secret Pavilion for information. Since he could afford it, I, the Master, naturally pointed him in the right direction.”
“To be frank, if not for you, he would have attained Dao Ancestor by now.”
Xu You frowned.
“Does the Master only care about money?”
“That is another question, which requires separate payment,” Ye Xu replied.
“Master, I just paid five hundred trillion...” Xu You felt there might be no tears to cry. Had he traded an epochal treasure for five hundred trillion divine stones just to hear a single sentence from Ye Xu?
“Have you forgotten the rules of Heaven’s Secret Pavilion?”
Ye Xu said lightly, “One question, one price.”
Xixi stifled a giggle behind her hand.
Ye Xu was clearly swindling him.
Senior must be avenging Sister Lin... Xixi thought to herself.
Mu Fanyin’s expression also turned peculiar.
She remembered Lin Qianmo.
Back in the lower realm, when Ye Xu had compiled the beauty list, Lin Qianmo had claimed the top spot, placing above Mu Fanyin herself.
Does the Master have a thing for her?
Mu Fanyin mumbled inwardly.
“Fine.”
Xu You took a deep breath and spoke solemnly, “Your price, Senior.”
“Six hundred trillion divine stones.”
“Wait.”
Xu You suddenly interrupted.
“Senior, is everything you do truly motivated solely by wealth?” Xu You added, “Your decisions wouldn’t change, regardless of whether the yin and yang realms merge, or even if the Hongmeng Dao Realm perishes?”
“Eight hundred trillion divine stones.”
Ye Xu increased the price.
“I ask you, Senior, to swear by the—” Xu You began, then abruptly fell silent. He had intended to demand an oath upon the Heavenly Dao. But he suddenly remembered Ye Xu was a rebel against fate itself—had the Heavenly Dao been able to bind him, Heaven’s Secret Pavilion would never have existed in the first place.
"The intelligence spoken from my mouth held no falsehood."
Ye Xu's expression turned cold as he declared, "If you doubt it, why come to Heaven's Secret Pavilion at all?"
"Leave."
"Senior!"
Xu You's expression was heavy. This question held paramount importance for him. Only by knowing Ye Xu's objective could he properly prepare.
"This epochal treasure, I ask the Master to evaluate."
"A mere one epochal treasure is far from sufficient."
Ye Xu stated impassively.
Rumble!
Xu You activated his divine power. From within his Purple Palace, he brought forth countless treasures – immortal elixir pills, immortal roots, Precious Materials...
Numerous treasures dazzled the eye.
"System, exchange."
[ Congratulations, Host. Acquired 8,200 trillion Hongmeng points. ]
"The fundamental purpose of Heaven's Secret Pavilion's existence is the trade of heavenly secrets." Ye Xu said softly, "So far, this Master's whole life, he simply wishes to amass wealth."
"Thank you, Master, for resolving this junior's doubts."
Xu You performed a deep bow.
He had finally accomplished his task.
"This junior takes his leave."
Xu You dared not linger, swiftly departing Heaven's Secret Pavilion.
Stepping out of the pavilion building, the oppressive feeling in his chest gradually dissipated.
"Not even facing our family's Ancestor have I felt such immense pressure. The strength of the Master of Heaven's Secret Pavilion truly may have transcended Dao One."
Xu You's expression remained grave.
Yet, Ye Xu merely sought profit.
This information was perhaps even more crucial than the whereabouts of the Celestial Book.
Ding!
As Xu You flew out of the Canglan Immortal Domain, a message suddenly formed within his consciousness.
"Hasten back to the clan."
"It is the Ancestor who contacts me..."
Xu You shivered inwardly.
"The Ancestor long ago departed from the mundane world, ignoring its affairs. That he personally contacts me now must mean something truly momentous has occurred."
But beyond the merging of the yin and yang realms, what event could possibly be significant enough to stir their family's Ancestor?
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