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Gongsun Yushi was stunned. He hadn't expected Zhang Yang to actively fight back instead of dodging, stalling for rescue, or trying to escape.
Soon, he was consumed by rage.
This was far too insulting!
Who was he?
He was a sage!
Like Gongsun Yuxiao, he was a future unrivaled sage nurtured as a key talent by the Gongsun Family in the Central State. Among the sages acknowledged by the Five Elements Commerce Association, his potential was among the greatest. His combat strength was so formidable that, if not outright invincible in the Ascending the Heavens realm, those capable of fighting him could be counted on one hand.
Now, look at Zhang Yang. No matter how strong he was, what realm could he possibly be in?
The Nine-Jump Dragon Gate Realm was imperceptible and forever elusive to outsiders. The aura it emanated faintly resembled that of the Great Boundless, almost like the pinnacle of the Small Boundless. At best, one could estimate he was just at the initial stage of Great Boundless, barely stepping into this stage. Against such a vast gulf in cultivation, what difference did it make even if one walked the path of the Great Path's Taboo beyond the Major Taboo? He wasn't even qualified to be an opponent!
Therefore, Gongsun Yushi felt deeply insulted by Zhang Yang.
"Die!"
Enraged, Gongsun Yushi held nothing back, attacking viciously.
Bang!
The two truly engaged in a head-on, unadorned clash of pure strength.
A duel of supreme power.
Zhang Yang grunted. His arms went numb, his blood churned, and his organs trembled slightly. He was sent stumbling back seven or eight steps.
Gongsun Yushi, landing, also snorted. He staggered back two steps and shook his hands, clearly uncomfortable.
After locking eyes for a brief moment, Zhang Yang threw his head back and laughed wildly.
Gongsun Yushi’s face darkened to a terrifying degree, his features contorting viciously. "You must die!" he hissed. "You've barely entered the Great Boundless yet can fight me! An average sage at the early stage of the Ascending the Heavens realm would truly be no match for you. If someone like you lives on, once you reach the Great Boundless Perfect Stage, wouldn't you become the strongest under the heavens?! Die!"
He was genuinely shocked. It was hard to imagine such a monstrous existence.
All along, he had considered Bing Yuyan the primary target. Ever since she became the Great Boundless who reigned supreme over three regions, her growth had been freakish. Those history-shaking, glorious feats in the Eternal Night had long since made her the brightest star of their era.
Only now did he realize Zhang Yang was the most terrifying. Though his cultivation was lower, he still possessed power utterly horrifying to the vast world.
"Die! Die! Die!"
Gongsun Yushi lunged forward, near madness.
He held nothing back, unleashing his deadliest assault.
Zhang Yang’s fighting spirit surged, his blood boiling. With a furious roar, he unleashed his Four Great Holy Power Martial Arts Techniques. Thunder and fire danced wildly around him as he was wreathed in Golden Light, transforming him into a peerless Battle God.
"Kill!"
He did not retreat. Instead, he met the onslaught with wild ferocity.
The two plunged back into their battle.
Bang! Bang! Bang!...
It was pure, unrelenting, brutal force meeting force.
Even as Zhang Yang was suppressed and forced to continuously retreat, the concussions still began to trouble Gongsun Yushi.
This fighting style placed far too great a demand on the body.
It seemed Zhang Yang was at a disadvantage, but in reality, the resistance of his Divine Gold Holy Body was abnormally formidable, allowing his endurance to force him to endure the hardship.
In contrast, Gongsun Yushi's Holy Body was merely naturally achieved after breaking through his cultivation level; although it had been tempered over a long period, compared to the Divine Gold Holy Body, the gap was strikingly obvious.
The vibrations he endured were minimal, but over time, the accumulated pain slowly caught up to Zhang Yang's suffering.
What horrified Gongsun Yushi the most was the power consumption between the two of them.
He was a lofty saint whose holy power was inherently domineering; under such fierce attacks, it should have been simple to exhaust his opponent to death, but the truth was, his consumption rate was actually faster than Zhang Yang's—it was as if Zhang Yang's power was an endless, inexhaustible abyss—and what pushed him to despair was that Zhang Yang's strength showed almost no difference from the start; if any depletion had occurred, at most half a percent was lost?
Yet he had consumed as much as twenty to thirty percent; continuing like this, if his consumption worsened further, Gongsun Yushi himself would soon be beaten by Zhang Yang.
The moment this conclusion formed, Gongsun Yushi couldn't help but shudder.
His gaze at Zhang Yang was as if he were looking at a monster.
Was this even human?
Zhang Yang, however, became fiercer in battle; his fighting spirit grew stronger, and he became increasingly exhilarated.
For him, this was precisely the flavor he sought in combat.
Only through this could he personally experience how truly powerful he was, how invincible the so-called path of the Great Path's Taboo really was, and how he—likely far more formidable than a normal practitioner of the path of the Great Path's Taboo—was utterly dominant.
He discovered several points that filled him with ecstasy.
First, the True Essence of the Great Path fused with four Great Path Immortal Lights was astonishingly abnormal; it nearly compensated for the huge gap in cultivation levels.
Second, the True Essence of the Great Path had extraordinary endurance, completely unafraid of depletion; it allowed him to fight without restraint, scattering some power only to naturally regenerate more, like a perpetual cycle; the supposed five percent loss was merely Gongsun Yushi's illusion, as he couldn't accept that no consumption was happening—even Zhang Yang had difficulty accepting how abnormal he was himself.
Third, his Divine Gold Holy Body was unexpectedly resistant to damage; in his past battles, no one had been able to strike him effectively, and he'd never encountered an opponent with such a wide strength disparity, so he hadn't known that the Divine Gold Holy Body's strength didn't lie in abnormal attack power but in an invincible capacity to endure punishment.
Fourth, after Bloodline Awakening, it subtly provided support, enhancing both his Divine Gold Holy Body's damage resistance and giving his body's self-healing abilities a remarkable and beneficial effect.
With these four intrinsic advantages, plus the overwhelming power of his Great Perfection holy power martial arts techniques, after exchanging thousands of fierce blows with Gongsun Yushi, he gradually pulled himself from a disadvantage to a stalemate.
Zhang Yang became fiercer as the battle wore on, slowly beginning to shift from stalemate to advantage.
This drove Gongsun Yushi into complete despair.
He had never encountered such an abnormal person and couldn't comprehend it at all.
"Ahhh!"
Driven wild by the fight, Gongsun Yushi let out a frantic roar, suddenly drawing a Holy Blade and viciously slashing at Zhang Yang.
Zhang Yang laughed heartily, unafraid; in terms of holy weapons, he held the greater advantage.
He deployed the Golden Hoop holy rod, smashing it down like a thunderbolt.
Clang!
Already holding a slight edge, the Golden Hoop holy rod, a peerless holy weapon, was incomparable to Gongsun Yushi's Holy Blade; struck directly, the blade violently trembled, splitting the webbing of Gongsun Yushi's hand and drawing blood.
"Hahaha, slaying a saint is my desire!"
Zhang Yang roared with laughter, hefting the Golden Hoop holy rod and hammering it down in a barrage of blows.
He was exhilarated to the point of nearly losing control.
He couldn't be helped; the marvels of the True Essence of the Great Path fused with four Great Path Immortal Lights had reached a level that could drive him mad.
After such bloody fighting, the actual power expended was only a tiny fraction; with his capability, he could fully recover in mere breaths after a ceasefire.
A person could typically fuse only one Great Path Immortal Light, but he had four—this was what made him most distinct from others; the supreme mysteries of the Great Path Immortal Light, amplified by quantity, burst forth completely, fundamentally altering his combat strength, fighting foundation, and battle endurance.
Fighting expansively and ferociously, with ample True Essence of the Great Path, he freely employed holy power martial arts techniques.
Thus, Gongsun Yushi was battered step by step in retreat.
Though Zhang Yang had slain a saint before, that relied on external forces; the saint couldn't exhibit his full strength, but this was now a truly fair duel—by comparison, this was the most thrilling and exhilarating.
Zhang Yang fought wildly and broadly, forcing Gongsun Yushi into constant retreat.
Gongsun Yushi was beaten back until he crashed into the celestial net woven by forbidden law patterns; the impact made his internal organs churn violently, his blood and energy surged, and a metallic taste rose in his throat, nearly causing him to vomit blood.
At that moment, he froze briefly; he then bellowed, "I actually forgot—this is my territory, my domain under my holy treasure's power."
"Zhang Yang, you're dead!"
"Rise!"
He stomped forcefully, channeling holy power into the net.
Hum!
All the forbidden law patterns erupted at once, flooding into his body and instantly amplifying his power nearly fivefold; simultaneously, a large portion of this force blasted toward Zhang Yang to annihilate him.
Gongsun Yushi suddenly felt immense strength throughout his body; he roared, "Zhang Yang, come to your death!"
Again, he took initiative in attacking.
Zhang Yang extended a finger toward him and said contemptuously, "You shameless saint, relying on external aid to fight me? I despise you!"
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Facing Zhang Yang’s jumping and mocking, Gongsun Yushi was so ashamed he could die. He held such a massive advantage in cultivation realm and was a dignified sage at the highest major realm in the vast world, yet he relied on external aid—utterly disgraceful.
But he had no choice; he genuinely couldn’t defeat him.
Gongsun Yushi clenched his teeth and attacked wildly, paying no regard.
"Shameless! I despise you!"
Zhang Yang flipped the middle finger at him, then activated the ancient teleportation array.
This scene drew a cold laugh from Gongsun Yushi. Escape? Dream on!
What kind of place was this!
This was inside the holy beads, a spatial holy treasure of the Gongsun Family in the Central State that sealed off everything inside and out.
Crucially, the net-like forbidden law patterns here had been fully activated by him, making the ancient teleportation array completely ineffective in this location.
However, in the next moment, he was dumbfounded.
Whoosh!
Zhang Yang vanished on the spot.
The True Essence of the Great Path fused with four Great Path Immortal Lights completely ignored all these obstacles.
The only thing that slightly worried Zhang Yang was whether he could reach Lingxiao Tower, his intended destination.
With that doubt, he disappeared.
Immediately after, he reappeared in a pitch-black realm.
"As expected."
Zhang Yang gave a bitter smile; he was lost again.
This wasn’t Lingxiao Tower at all, and he had no clue where this was.
His fire-eyed golden vision flared as he scanned the surroundings, making everything bright and clear.
"Huh?"
"This aura—why is it so revolting?"
"This place, this environment."
His gaze turned icy and chilling as he looked around, muttering to himself, "This is the power of Eternal Night."
He also spotted a figure.
That was a top-tier sage with an overwhelming aura, surpassing Gongsun Yushi by countless times.
This sage was actually absorbing the power of Eternal Night, undergoing self-transformation toward becoming an unrivaled sage.
The transformation occurred from the inside out.
Inside the body, bloodlines surged, muscles bulged, and strength was sublimating.
Zhang Yang observed again, his eyes growing increasingly profound.
The aura of that bloodline allowed him to make an inference.
The Great Xia Empire, a sage of the Mu family!
Zhang Yang immediately radiated killing intent. Taking one stride forward, he appeared before this top-tier sage and threw a punch at his head.
This top-tier sage from the Mu family abruptly opened his eyes, revealing unwillingness. He was at a critical moment of breakthrough. If he fought now, he would inevitably suffer a backlash. Clenching his teeth, he growled lowly, "How hateful!"
He shot a fierce glare at Zhang Yang. The power of Eternal Night surged around him, and he vanished in an instant.
Zhang Yang's punch met only air.
He wasn’t surprised. Breakthroughs aided by external power, especially power granted by the Eternal Night, differed fundamentally from self-cultivated breakthroughs. If one were relying solely on themselves, a mere disruption could trigger qi deviation and death.
"The Great Xia Empire! The Eternal Night!"
"So you've long colluded with the Eternal Night, becoming one of its powers within the Southern Region."
"That means the Great Xia Empire’s status is equivalent to the Ghostly Divine Platform."
"Indeed, the Great Xia Empire originally had the unrivaled sage Mu Qingchen, yet later suddenly elevated Mu Kaitian to unrivaled sage status instead. So that’s why."
"This is just as well. Slaughtering such sages of the Mu family will induce the Boundless Heavens to send down heavenly tribulations to mend the path ahead, granting more people the opportunity to tread the taboo immortal path."
Zhang Yang lifted his foot and stomped down fiercely.
Boom!
This pitch-black space violently shook. Centered on his foot, cracks rapidly appeared and spread.
The pure darkness vanished entirely.
Zhang Yang stomped three times consecutively, utterly destroying this dark domain.
Only then did he take out the ancient teleportation array. Muttering to himself, he said, "This time, I truly must return to Lingxiao Tower."
Then, he disappeared.
From his arrival to his departure, it was merely a brief moment. Only after he left did Mu family sages arrive, failing to even cross paths with Zhang Yang.
The next instant, Zhang Yang felt his feet touch solid ground once more. Before he could clearly see his surroundings, however, a wave of sensuous murmurs reached his ears. When his vision cleared, his face flushed crimson. Before him, unclothed men and women were engaged in intimate chaos.
"Broad daylight... shameless!"
Zhang Yang covered his face with both hands, spreading his fingers as widely as possible, before vanishing again.
Only the echo of screams remained in the room.
He materialized again, this time his nose being the first sense overwhelmed. The aroma was utterly intoxicating, impossible to resist. Seizing an oily, golden-brown lamb leg, he took a huge bite. Rich juices filled his mouth; the meat was tender, smooth, supremely delicious.
"Thief!"
The chef tending the roast lamb cried out, brandishing a ladle as he lunged at Zhang Yang. Chefs from all sides poured in.
"Your skill is superb! I’ll take the whole lamb!"
Zhang Yang grabbed the entire roast lamb and once more activated the ancient teleportation array, disappearing. Silently, he willed, "Lingxiao Tower. Must. Go. To. Lingxiao Tower!"
This time, his first sensation was a slight, subtle touch—the faint stirring of body hairs exposed to the air. It was wind.
He looked around. Behind him stretched vast, untamed mountains. Turning his head, he stared. Towering like a colossal beast before him was the Daxia Imperial Capital.
He had accidentally teleported outside the city.
Zhang Yang's lips twitched, consumed by anger he vented it on the roasted lamb. He wolfed down the whole roasted lamb in one fell swoop, leaving nothing but scattered bones across the ground.
"Burr~~"
After a belch, he ambled towards the city wall.
Indeed, with such massive walls of the Imperial Capital right before him, getting lost seemed impossible.
Yet, his mind was utterly clouded by vexation.
Ambushed by an unrivaled sage!
Attacked by Sage Gongsun Yushi relying on outside help!
Then potentially losing his way!
This was utterly unsatisfying. Especially grating was the way Gongsun Heng and Gongsun Yushi collaborated; it struck him as an obvious imitation of the ruckus he and Bing Yuyan had caused together back in the Western Desert.
Having his own tactics used against him felt intensely unpleasant.
"The Gongsun family," he thought to himself, filled with killing intent. "You arrogantly proclaim yourselves the strongest clan within the Five Elements Commerce Association, even boasting of being the world's foremost family. Do you truly believe that makes you invincible? I need to cut you down to size, lest you think I, Zhang Yang, fear you."
He immediately retrieved his communication stone and connected with the Vast Forest.
"Chi Sheng, Luan Sheng, Xiong Lao, enough idleness. It's time for you all to stretch your limbs. Let the world know provoking our Vast Forest comes at a terrible cost."
"The three of you, go play in the Central State with the Gongsun family!"
He intended to devastate the Gongsun family.
The Vast Forest had long projected its strength solely through Chi Zhenyi. Even though he became the world's first sage, even though he single-handedly destroyed two forbidden regions, the shock it delivered felt fleeting. Now, it was time to deploy their true might, targeting a super powerful Saint-level force, to irrevocably demonstrate their strength.
Both Luan Yiqing and Huangfu Xiong stood at the edge of Great Perfection. With Chi Zhenyi paving the path ahead, their breakthrough was inevitable; they far surpassed any ordinary unrivaled sage.
This trio of sages represented the absolute apex of peak combat power in the entire vast world at that very moment.
After minimal preparation, the three set off immediately.
Only then did Zhang Yang exhale in relief. He took one step, Ascending to Heaven, rising high above to look down upon the Imperial Capital, scanning for Lingxiao Tower's location.
Yet, one sweeping glance below left him utterly bewildered; he completely failed to recall where Lingxiao Tower actually stood.
"This is bizarre! My memory is exceptional in every other way, how can anything related to directional sense completely elude me?"
Annoyed but seeing no better option, he simply picked a direction and ventured forward.
He had just covered a dozen steps, traversing dozens of miles, when a figure flickered within the void.
A familiar, graceful silhouette entered his line of sight.
Narrowing his eyes coldly, Zhang Yang spat out the name: "Qiu Yinong!"
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The last time he saw Qiu Yinong was at the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, where she had been persistently trying to kill him, even risking pursuit into the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins. After a struggle, they unexpectedly cooperated for the first time, each seizing the Great Path Sacred Fruit.
The earlier experience was still vivid in his memory.
Toward this woman, Zhang Yang truly felt dissatisfied and helpless.
"Hmph, you still can't rid yourself of your superficial pride while hiding filthy deeds deep down," Zhang Yang said coldly.
Originally as calm as water, Qiu Yinong had only the slightest ripple in her heart upon seeing Zhang Yang. Hearing those words instantly made her hair flutter, her aura fully unleashed, pressing down on the void until it trembled.
"Did I say something wrong?" Zhang Yang stepped forward, step by step. "Don't tell me your arrival was just a coincidence—Gongsun Heng attacked me, Gongsun Yushi cooperated, and after I escaped, I happened to run into you inexplicably."
Qiu Yinong's eyes were as profound as an abyss or the ocean. She said indifferently, "In your eyes, do you view me that way?"
Zhang Yang sneered, "How do you expect me to see you? Since we met two years ago in Mo City, you were so full of swagger, shouting about how you were the proud bone of the Southern Region. What did you do? You oppressed me, who was only at the Touching Heaven realm back then, with your Great Boundless power, acting like it was your rightful privilege with that disgusting air. Later, you even allied with multiple groups to form a Great Boundless alliance that set up the Trapped Dragon Pavilion. Tell me, Qiu Yinong, do you even know what you were doing? What kind of face are you wearing? Aren't you clear about it yourself?"
"If you still fail to recognize yourself, shall I recount matters about your Golden Cauldron Sacred Land so you can see it from an outsider's view?"
"Do you, of all people, deserve to call yourself someone with proud bones?"
Zhang Yang let out a contemptuous snort through his nose.
He still had a blaze of anger pent up with nowhere to vent.
If not for getting lost, if not for failing to find Lingxiao Tower, he would have long mobilized his people to storm the Gongsun family's base in Daxia Imperial Capital.
Was he so easy to bully?
Anyone daring to strike at him must face his wrath.
"In my youth, I only thought I should roam freely without care, little knowing it was all a ridiculous autumn dream," Qiu Yinong said with calm devoid of any fury. "Now awakened, I finally know I am Qiu Yinong."
Zhang Yang's mind was flooded with question marks; it seemed this woman had changed somewhat.
Qiu Yinong still spoke in that serene tone, saying, "I wish to discuss something with you. If you have the courage, come meet me at Golden Cauldron Pavilion."
After dropping that remark, she turned and walked away.
In a single step, she covered over a thousand meters. As if remembering something, she glanced back at Zhang Yang.
Below was the bustling clamor of prosperity, above the silent vastness of a cloudless sky stretching thousands of miles. Between them stood Qiu Yinong in her golden robes, like a sunset glow on the horizon. She said, "I apologize for the past."
She departed.
She left Zhang Yang standing there dazed, utterly bewildered.
This stubborn, tyrannical woman had actually apologized?
She really had changed!
Zhang Yang was highly unaccustomed to this transformation, for Qiu Yinong now struck him as simpler yet even more peerless, as if transcending the mundane world like a truly detached immortal. This signified recognizing herself and even the world, marking a profound inner metamorphosis.
A woman who understood herself still intended to battle Bing Yuyan, who had surged ahead madly over the past half-year, leaving behind streaks of glorious victories. Was she equally formidable? Perhaps even...
Zhang Yang sensed for the first time that the fight between Bing Yuyan and Qiu Yinong might not be one-sided.
He also perceived another's growth for the first time—a growth unlike the Seventh Prince's raw power increase, Demon Sword Yi's unyielding will, or Ye Kuanglan grasping love and being ensnared by it. Instead, it was a total growth and shift from within to without, from bone to surface.
In other words, Qiu Yinong was as calm as water, as elegant as an immortal, but that made her all the more fearsome. Behind that calm and elegance lay matchless strength, and only such underlying confidence allowed her to be so now.
Qiu Yinong!
She was not a part of the Gongsun family's plot to kill him.
Zhang Yang finally calmed down and quickly realized his earlier judgment was mistaken—it had been based on his assessment of Qiu Yinong from the past.
However, Qiu Yinong made him feel even more dangerous.
And the most perilous thing was...
Whoosh!
A soundless arrow abruptly shot from the left. Only when it was nearby did it emit a very faint, almost inaudible sound.
Someone was ambushing him.
Arrow Path Great Boundless!
Zhang Yang tilted his head slightly, with a cold glint flashing in his eyes. He stared at the incoming arrow, and the violent killing intent in his heart, provoked by the Gongsun family's sneak attack, flared up instantly.
"It really is disgusting."
"The Gongsun family challenged me first, and I haven't even settled that yet. Then the Yang family pops up too. Fine. Do you all really think I'm easy to deal with? It seems that however it was in the Western Desert, my intimidation didn't reach deeply enough into the Southern Region. Only by making the people of the Southern Region feel pain will you realize I'm not someone to provoke."
He was truly enraged.
Crack!
The Slaughter Sacred Thunder flashed, and that silent flying arrow instantly shattered.
Through the broken fragments, his view reached a distant middle-aged man whose cold face showed a trace of surprise. Then, the man swiftly drew three more arrows.
Three Arrows Like Shooting Stars!
This was an unparalleled arrow art exclusive to the famed Yang Family of Arrow Path in the Southern Region.
Zhang Yang actually recalled these memories of the Yang family.
Back in the Vast Forest, he had encountered two gifted disciples from the Yang family: Yang Shilong and Yang Shihu!
Yang Shilong was killed by Zhang Yang himself, while Yang Shihu was slain by the Ironback Blue Bull.
And the one before him now was the head of the Yang family, its most powerful member.
"You're courting death!"
Zhang Yang also understood that no matter how brilliant his battle achievements were, in terms of individual combat prowess—even as seen by people from the Western Desert—he wasn't top-tier. His cultivation realm constrained him. The strongest opponent he had ever fought fairly was only the Supreme Emperor's Primordial Spirit possession body, which itself was still a considerable distance from reaching the Great Boundless Perfect Stage. This was likely why this Yang family head dared decisively to attack him.
Unfortunately, they didn't know that Zhang Yang had only stepped into the Nine-Jump Dragon Gate Realm—a stage whose past existence is currently unverified—after killing the Supreme Emperor.
He possessed supreme battle strength that could, through exertion, nearly destroy even a saint like Gongsun Yushi.
Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
Three arrows like meteors raced toward Zhang Yang.
Zhang Yang didn't even glance at them but strode forward purposefully. From his body, three bolts of Slaughter Sacred Thunder jumped out.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
Without any doubt, the three arrows were blasted apart before they could even unleash their esoteric powers.
Zhang Yang then showcased the speed of his Divine Gold Holy Body, tearing through the void as if slicing through space. The impact shattered the void, making the Yang family head blanch in terror. Startled, he performed beyond his limits, nocking seven arrows at once and firing the Yang family's most peerless arrow technique.
Seven Arrows Kill the Big Dipper!
But just as the arrows left the bowstring, the figure of Zhang Yang appeared right before him.
"Too slow."
A voice dripping with coldness reached the Yang family head's ears. He also saw a hand as huge as the sky grasping out, directly snatching all seven arrows and thrusting them viciously into his own chest.
Thud!
Excruciating pain darkened his vision. He heard the sickening sound of his own heart being run through by those arrows.
Even more horrifying to him were Zhang Yang's next words.
"I know your attack must be linked to the Great Xia Empire. They don't dare provoke me openly, so they got others to collaborate in secret with the Gongsun family. Hmph, whether you were coerced or intended to win a future for the Yang family, you'll pay a price for this—and that price is... the entire Yang family itself!"
The Yang family head struggled to open his eyes and looked at Zhang Yang.
He saw Zhang Yang lift his gaze to look behind—directing it toward an immense, palatial mansion built on sprawling grounds: the Yang Family Mansion of Arrow Path!
He could also spot dozens of Yang family members shooting into the sky, each drawing their bows and launching arrows at Zhang Yang.
Zhang Yang coldly threw a punch.
The heavens filled with roaring thunderbolts.
These Yang family members were far weaker than even their own head, who had been slain in an instant. The power of this punch detonated through the void, engulfing them all.
Immediately after, Zhang Yang brought his palm smashing down in a backhanded blow.
Boom!
The Yang family mansion collapsed. That terrifying force, moving as if imbued with consciousness, swept through every Yang member's dantians and bones.
He didn't massacre them outright but instead shattered, in a single stroke, all hope of them ever practicing martial arts again—permanent destruction.
Filled with bitterness and regret, the Yang family head shut his eyes.
The Yang Family of Arrow Path in the Southern Region—ranked second only to Saint-level forces—was utterly annihilated!
Zhang Yang took a breath, but before he had even finished exhaling, a shadowy figure popped into existence to his upper right.
An assassin!
A saint!
Ambush!
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Assassins from the Black Cloak Pavilion!
That was Zhang Yang’s immediate thought.
There were two major assassin organizations in the Southern Region. Though they remained low-key and never declared themselves Saint-level forces, everyone knew that's exactly what they were, because both had successfully assassinated Sages.
Later, the Underworld Assassin Organization was eradicated by the Demon Sword Forbidden Area.
Seeing the situation turn dangerous, the Black Cloak Pavilion chose, without hesitation, to side with the Great Xia Empire – an empire whose ambiguous ties to the organization had long been doubted.
Yet now, they had decided to intervene too.
Much like the Yang family of the Arrow Dao, they seemed independent of the Great Xia Empire, but how could they truly be uninvolved while operating within the empire’s very heartland?
Therefore, two words surged within Zhang Yang’s mind.
They deserve death!
The Saint assassin’s sword was swift, unnervingly so, reaching a point where reaction was nearly impossible.
Thud!
Amidst a dazzling flare of sword light, blood sprayed through the air.
The Ice Spirit Holy Sword pierced through the Saint assassin’s brow and emerged from the back of his skull.
The next instant, a captivatingly graceful figure seemed to perform a dance in mid-air. At first glance, it resembled heavenly maidens scattering flowers, or an immortal maiden’s sword dance; all one could see was sword light filling the sky.
Thud! Thud! Thud!...
Lines of blood hung in the air, trailing the Ice Spirit Holy Sword’s path.
In the blink of an eye, over a dozen assassins lay slaughtered. Be it Saints or Great Boundless cultivators, before Bing Yuyan, they were all the same: mere ants, extinguished instantly.
Zhang Yang asked, “Do you know where the Black Cloak Pavilion is?”
“I know.”
As Bing Yuyan spoke, she grasped Zhang Yang’s outstretched hand.
Light erupted from the tacitly understanding pair – the glow of an ancient teleportation array.
Gone!
They had vanished for scarcely a moment when figures from the Great Xia Imperial family materialized nearby.
There was the current emperor, Mu Yaotian.
There was the former emperor, now a Sage, Mu Zun.
There was the veteran Sage Mu Wulong, who had once faced Chi Zhenyi.
And there was the founding ancestor, the present-day unrivaled sage, Mu Kaitian.
These were all men who had once worn the crown.
“Ancestor, we failed,” Mu Yaotian said, disappointment etching his face. “In truth, had we deployed more powerful Sages just then, we likely would have succeeded.”
Mu Kaitian replied coldly, “Do you truly believe Bing Yuyan wasn’t watching us here all along?”
Mu Yaotian froze, shocked.
Mu Kaitian said, "The moment Zhang Yang made his move against the Yang family, she had already arrived. She was waiting for us, the Mu family, to act first. That would have made it hard for us to back out. We aren’t afraid of war with them, but our goal is to elevate the Great Xia Empire to dominance over the Southern Region, and ultimately, to become the mightiest empire in the vast world. Why show off? Of course, we needed to redirect Zhang Yang's fury elsewhere."
Mu Yaotian's mouth twitched. There was one sentence he suppressed. Was Gongsun Heng really so weak that he couldn’t hold off Bing Yuyan for a longer time?
"Ancestor, shall we go to the Lingxiao Tower?" he asked again.
Mu Kaitian pondered briefly, then gave a slight nod.
And so, all four emperor generations set off together.
The weakest among them was the current emperor, Mu Yaotian, yet his low level of cultivation displayed to outsiders was merely a facade. In truth, he had already reached the Great Boundless realm. Over the past two years, his growth had been astonishingly rapid. Carried by Sages, they swiftly arrived at the Lingxiao Tower.
The moment they entered the Lingxiao Tower, the oppressive Holy Might within made them frown immediately.
The chilling voice of Lu Changkong came from inside: "Whatever matters you may have, or none at all, you are not welcome here."
Mu Kaitian spoke lightly: "Sword Saint, this is Daxia Imperial Capital."
"Daxia Imperial Capital? Does that mean you can run rampant in the territory of my Lingxiao Sacred Place?" Lu Changkong retorted coldly.
Mu Kaitian replied, "You misunderstand, Sword Saint. The Gongsun family has no affiliation with us. We do not interfere with what he does, just as we would not interfere with whatever you, Sword Saint, choose to do. So long as they do not provoke us."
Lu Changkong erupted in a cold laugh.
Mu Kaitian stated, "Sword Saint, I, the Emperor, seek Lord Zhang Yang of the Sacred Forest. Please have him come out and meet me."
Lu Changkong snorted coldly. "He is not here."
Mu Kaitian frowned, his voice deepening. "Lord Zhang Yang, Sacred Realm Lord of two Major Holy Places, I implore you to conduct yourself with dignity. Come out for a meeting. I, the Emperor, have something to say."
There was no response from within the Lingxiao Tower.
Mu Kaitian’s face darkened with anger. He, an unrivaled sage showing himself in person, was being ignored. This was deeply infuriating.
"Zhang Yang!"
He spoke again, this time amplifying his voice using holy power.
The sound transformed into blades and swords, tearing apart the Holy Might, and pierced directly into the Lingxiao Tower.
The tower shuddered slightly, then fell quiet once more.
Still, there was no response.
"Ancestor, this isn’t right," Mu Yaotian said. "Zhang Yang is extremely arrogant. If he were here, given his temperament, he couldn't possibly remain hidden."
As the current emperor, Mu Yaotian bore the deepest humiliations, all bestowed by Zhang Yang.
An imperial consort killed within the Imperial Capital.
The emperor’s in-laws annihilated in Mo City.
Princes personally enfeoffed by the emperor slain. Marquises and earls killed in greater numbers. The imperial aura within the nobles' large seals destroyed. Mu Yaotian hated Zhang Yang to the bone, and felt he had studied the man thoroughly.
"Not here?" Mu Kaitian wondered aloud. "Where else could he be? He... Oh no!" His expression abruptly changed. "Black Cloak Pavilion!"
He didn’t even wait for the other three. In a single step, harnessing the peak power of an unrivaled sage, he vanished instantly from before the Lingxiao Tower.
Such swiftness made the hearts of Mu Wulong, Mu Zun, and Mu Yaotian lurch violently.
Mu Yaotian tremulously murmured, "He couldn't possibly be so brazenly foolish as to go..."
He dared not finish the thought.
They departed immediately as well.
From inside the Lingxiao Tower, Lu Changkong, Jia Tianxiong, Mu Yunting, Mu Xiaor, and Yi Piaopiao emerged. They had also vaguely guessed the answer, their gazes turning towards the direction where the Black Cloak Pavilion stood.
The Black Cloak Pavilion at this moment was deathly silent, devoid of any sound.
A surge of Holy Might rushed over, causing the massive, entirely pitch-black structure to shake violently.
Mu Kaitian had arrived.
What met his eyes was blood. Was bodies.
The Black Cloak Pavilion, having only officially joined the Great Xia Empire not long ago, had been completely massacred.
Filled with disbelief, shock, and a sliver of desperate hope, he shot straight towards the topmost floor.
Here resided one top-tier sage and four sages at the peak of the Ascending the Heavens Realm—the Black Cloak Pavilion’s most formidable warriors. Though not unrivaled sages themselves, practitioners of the assassination path, they had the means to assassinate unrivaled sages, with proven assassination techniques.
Indeed, Mu Kaitian had been considering exerting full support to elevate that top-tier sage into an unrivaled sage. He had envisioned how such an assassin, upon attaining that rank, could instill fear into any unrivaled sage under the heavens.
Little had he known they were all dead.
The five sages on the top floor all lay in pools of blood. Each had a fatal wound on their brow—a small, piercing hole. What made Mu Kaitian’s blood run cold, shrinking his pupils, was his keen observation: not a single one of the five sages had even managed to resist. At most, the top-tier sage showed signs of attempted resistance, yet he too was instantly slain by a single sword stroke.
In other words, Bing Yuyan had dispatched all five sages nearly instantaneously.
The acrid smell of blood made Mu Kaitian shudder violently; he was about to erupt in fury.
At that moment, light flickered as the other three arrived.
Seeing the ground littered with corpses, their faces twisted in horror.
"All killed? How quick that was," Mu Yaotian murmured shakily. "Could it be that Chi Zhenyi came?"
Mu Zun spoke gravely, "Chi Zhenyi wields a blade. This is killing by sword. It was Bing Yuyan!"
Mu Yaotian uttered in disbelief, "Impossible! Has Bing Yuyan grown powerful enough to kill a top-tier sage in an instant? Even an unrivaled sage would find that hard to do. Even if the Black Cloak Pavilion’s top-tier sage was weaker in direct combat, how could he be this pathetic?"
They were utterly shocked.
"Ancestor, what do we do?" Mu Yaotian asked.
Mu Kaitian's face was terrifyingly grim. He hissed, "Go back to Lingxiao Tower! Find Zhang Yang! Find Bing Yuyan! We settle accounts!"
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The massacre of the Black Cloak Pavilion was an unbearable loss for the Great Xia Empire.
Crucially, the Black Cloak Pavilion had only just joined them. For such a force to be openly eradicated so soon – how could they hope to expand and attract others if this was the outcome?
This was the Black Cloak Pavilion, a Saint-level force! Destroyed just like that, without any consideration for the face of the Great Xia Empire! And right in the Daxia Imperial Capital, the very core of their territory!
What was most infuriating was that while outsiders might know little, they themselves knew the secret of the Black Cloak Pavilion. Once, the Mu family, a great Holy Path clan in the Southern Region rivaling the Liu Family, had divided into two branches. One founded the Great Xia Empire, the other established the Black Cloak Pavilion. Working covertly together, their perfect cooperation enabled the Great Xia Empire's rapid rise. In other words, the Black Cloak Pavilion belonged to their Mu family; its upper echelons were almost entirely of Mu blood. How could they tolerate its slaughter?
Thus, even Mu Kaitian had been pushed beyond forbearance.
The four successive emperors of the Great Xia Empire over this millennium returned together to the Lingxiao Tower.
As soon as they stepped inside the Lingxiao Tower, they felt the raging Holy Might within instantly vanish.
Three Saints – Lu Changkong, Jia Tianxiong, and Mu Yunting – stood inside the tower, gazing at them indifferently.
"The Lord of the Sacred Forest is not here. If you have business, you can wait." This came from Jia Tianxiong, whose hatred for the Great Xia Empire was particularly intense. Years ago, the Golden Armored Giant Clan had been jointly attacked by the Ghostly Divine Platform and the Great Xia Empire, incurring countless clan casualties. If not for his commitment, as a member of the Vast Forest, to abide by the Sacred Land's code of conduct and not disrupt its plans, he would have long sought revenge.
The four emperors – Mu Kaitian, Mu Wulong, Mu Zun, and Mu Yaotian – all subtly changed expression.
Still not back!
They could sense the situation within the Lingxiao Tower; the other party deliberately wasn't hiding it.
He was not here!
Where had they gone?
This was only their first day in the Daxia Imperial Capital! The Yang family had been wiped out, the Black Cloak Pavilion had been wiped out... what more did they want? Were they perhaps going to retaliate against the Gongsun family now?
In reality, Zhang Yang and Bing Yuyan were currently at the Golden Cauldron Pavilion.
Together, they had slaughtered the Black Cloak Pavilion; specifically, Bing Yuyan had slain all the Saints, while Zhang Yang had single-handedly eradicated everyone below the Saint level. Only by annihilating these heinous killers did they vent their inner fury properly.
It was then that Zhang Yang remembered Qiu Yinong's invitation.
He told Bing Yuyan.
Given Bing Yuyan's current demeanor, her belief in being invincible, her fearlessness within, she felt no hesitation and immediately agreed.
Thus, they came.
Golden Cauldron Pavilion!
This was the Golden Cauldron Sacred Land's outpost within the Daxia Imperial Capital.
Every person within this entire pavilion belonged to the Golden Cauldron Sacred Land, primarily engaged in intelligence and trade matters. Although the Golden Cauldron Sacred Land was not called an empire, Saint-level forces governed vast territories and therefore possessed imperial-like structures.
Top floor, Golden Cauldron Pavilion.
Zhang Yang and Bing Yuyan met the peerlessly beautiful Qiu Yinong.
To be precise, Bing Yuyan and Qiu Yinong were meeting face-to-face for the very first time.
Their closest previous encounter was at the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins. However, when Bing Yuyan arrived, Qiu Yinong, having obtained the Great Path Sacred Fruit, had already departed, causing them to miss each other. Though they had never met before, they were acknowledged by the vast world as the only two Great Boundless beings in existence—no third person could rival them.
Especially now, upon meeting, their overwhelming, invincible auras instantly flared out, clashing violently.
Suddenly, fierce winds howled within the room, and invisible powers collided.
However, to Zhang Yang's surprise as he looked at Qiu Yinong, she actually held her ground without conceding an inch.
Bing Yuyan also showed astonishment; she hadn’t expected Qiu Yinong to be so formidable.
"One world, never that you alone are growing. Everyone is growing," Qiu Yinong said lightly, "Only some grow in such illustrious brilliance that all take notice, while others choose to enter the world in a low-key manner."
"People all say you are me, five hundred years later. I recognize that description now," Bing Yuyan stated.
Qiu Yinong, however, reacted as if provoked. Her black hair suddenly danced wildly as her whole body erupted with dazzling golden light, like a goddess of autumn descending. Her aura surged violently, like an invincible Battle God. Her perspective seemed to elevate to the heavens, gazing down at Bing Yuyan. Her voice resonated through the Golden Cauldron Pavilion: "I am Qiu Yinong. I will never be a second anyone else. Whoever you are, it’s impossible. I am irreplaceable, and no one can surpass me."
Bing Yuyan lacked such a dramatic aura. Instead, she possessed an indestructible, exceptional sword intent sharp enough to dominate the world, capable of distorting and tearing apart this vast imposing aura. She resembled an unsheathed, peerless holy sword, remarking with ease, "I am the one whom you can never surpass."
The battle zeal of these two women was reaching towards the clouds.
Had it not been for the unparalleled forbidden law patterns emanating from within the Golden Cauldron Pavilion, it might have been blasted apart by their sheer power. It was terrifying.
Zhang Yang, caught in the midst of it, personally felt its intensity. This was something difficult even for a top-tier sage to achieve.
He became even more certain: Qiu Yinong had probably reached a state of fearlessness through her own capabilities. Moreover, it had merged deep into her bones, a fundamental part of her being, no longer just surface-level pride. Her fearlessness might be more unique, belonging solely to her.
Zhang Yang thought to himself, from this moment on, Qiu Yinong was truly the Southern Region's pride. No, she would become the vast world's pride.
"Why did you bring me here?" Zhang Yang broke the tension that threatened to erupt between the two women.
Their battle was meant for Swan Lake; that was where it was most anticipated. Only there could they fully display their power, only there could they leave an eternal legend for the vast world, and only there could they ignite the hearts of the vast world's people to pursue martial arts strength to the greatest possible extent.
Qiu Yinong retracted her terrifying aura, saying, "I intend to reform the Golden Cauldron Sacred Land."
Bing Yuyan also withdrew her sharpness.
"This? What do you mean?" Zhang Yang asked.
A sharp killing intent flickered in Qiu Yinong's brow. She said heavily, "I have no habit of kneeling!"
Zhang Yang and Bing Yuyan exchanged a glance, finally comprehending.
All along, they had neglected one point.
Qiu Yinong was known as the Southern Region's pride. She was inherently proud, haughty, and arrogant. Now, that pride had further deepened, seeping into her bones and even into her martial arts, making her the true embodiment of unyielding pride—a towering, great woman whose inner core had fully solidified.
Her strength also inevitably allowed her to see clearly all that transpired within the
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