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Among the Mo family's resources, besides weapons, exotic flowers and herbs, treasures, healing pills, and so on, there were naturally also materials related to martial arts techniques, including martial arts handbooks.
The thing that truly interested Zhang Yang, even excited him, was the martial arts handbooks.
There were seven books in total.
One incomplete book was a Saint's Handbook, while the other six were handbooks from the Great Boundless Perfect Stage.
All contained detailed explanations concerning martial arts and the Dao.
Given Zhang Yang’s semi-skilled martial arts knowledge, even after receiving extensive information through the cramming method from Xue Feishuang and Yuluan, it still fell far short.
These seven books wouldn’t propel him to become a master of martial arts theory overnight, but they at least completely filled the gaps in his knowledge.
They enabled him to better refine his martial arts and even begin paving his own path.
After reading them carefully, he sighed with emotion.
The reason for his unstable martial arts foundation was all too simple.
He cultivated too fast!
According to the handbooks, achieving late-stage Dust Washing realm within a year from scratch already counted as excessively rapid and required consolidation.
Looking at himself, it had been mere months, ascending from nothing to the ninth-grade Returning to Origin realm.
This consolidation meant truly understanding himself, deeply studying martial arts, and re-examining the concept of martial stages.
In short, he needed to consolidate.
After reading and fully digesting the seven handbooks, he began his self-consolidation.
He repeatedly questioned his own martial arts path and rediscovered himself.
A day later, he discovered his martial arts foundation had actually solidified.
This left Zhang Yang speechless; he found he simply couldn't escape this "fast" trait.
After repeated confirmation, he felt ready to attempt Nine Extremes Returning to Origin and began striving for the final level of the Returning to Origin realm.
Nine Extremes Returning to Origin involved taking the fundamental energies of metal, wood, water, fire, earth, wind, thunder, light, darkness, and the body’s own energy, placing them into a furnace-like crucible to shatter, reforge, and intensely condense them.
The goal was to finally form the Nine Extremes True Essence, far surpassing elemental energy and exceeding the Five Elements’ true essence.
This constituted the ultimate step of the immortal path’s first barrier.
He entered seclusion to cultivate.
He possessed not just spirit stones, but a large number of Spirit Stones for cultivation use.
Within half a day, he expended vast amounts of spirit stones to forcibly strive for Nine Extremes Returning to Origin yet somehow failed.
"It seems something is missing."
"Regarding Nine Extremes Returning to Origin, Chi Sheng once said the path to immortality has been severed by the Eternal Night."
"Therefore, I must explore this by starting from the concept of the Five Elements Returning to Origin."
He reflected on the handbooks he had read.
The partial Saint’s Handbook did not touch upon the Returning to Origin realm, being incomplete, instead posing many doubts about the immeasurable stage, seemingly considering both realms unfinished.
The other six handbooks addressed the Returning to Origin realm, proposing that elemental energy could advance further, though most authors failed to find viable solutions, leaving most passages as conjecture.
However, one passage detailed the reasoning behind why elemental energy could advance further.
He pondered it repeatedly, then discussed it with Xue Feishuang and Yuluan.
Later, he even consulted members of the Golden Armored Giant Clan.
Ultimately, she arrived at one conclusion.
"The dantian is the furnace."
"Vital energy is the catalyst; the energy of the five elements, wind, thunder, light, and darkness act as the medicine."
"Then a great fire is what's missing."
"What is fire?"
"The heart is fire. Becoming an immortal is also about refining the heart. What is the heart? Worldly wisdom? No."
"What is an immortal? A man standing on a mountain is an immortal. Mountain? What mountain is that?"
"Understanding what this mountain truly is reveals how to refine the heart, and naturally unveils the nature of fire."
"I need to go out, walk a while, see things for myself."
He took out a human skin mask and put it on his face, transforming into a young man in his mid-twenties.
This was a completely different mask from the one he had used earlier before Liu Feijue.
He possessed seven similar masks, all gifts from Shang Zhu, crafted using forbidden laws applied by Shang Zhu personally.
He stepped out of the Mo family residence and emerged outside.
The atmosphere in modern Mo City was tense, the streets sparsely populated. Anyone passing by hurried along, and patrols of city guards were frequently seen.
Naturally, crowded places existed, invariably upscale areas avoided by the city guards, such as the Moonview Tower.
Ever since the Embrace Moon Tower was burned down by him, the Moonview Tower within Mo City had become the gathering place for the powerful and wealthy.
Zhang Yang decided to head towards the crowded places, seeking answers there.
Halfway there, the sounds of fierce clashes and desperate screams reached his ears.
Such disturbances were becoming somewhat commonplace in Mo City these days; many seized the opportunity for vengeance, destruction, and resource plundering.
This particular instance, however, caught his attention.
"How dare you! You dare kill us? We are from the Liu Family!"
"The Liu Family? The mighty first family of the Southern Region! Oh, I'm terrified! Kill them!"
A piercing shriek resounded again; more people were slaughtered.
Someone managed to shout before dying, "Who are you?"
The killers let out icy laughter: "Hell!"
The cries were abruptly silenced.
"Hell?" Zhang Yang murmured to himself.
This Hell was not that Hell.
Legends spoke of a true Netherworld, the Underworld Courts, buried deep in the earth's infinite depths.
The Hell upon the surface represented the Southern Region's premier assassin organization.
Dozens of assassin groups operated across the Southern Region, but only two stood supreme. Both had successfully murdered Saint-level figures, and rumors persisted that Saints operated within these two organizations.
They were Hell and the Black Cloak Pavilion.
The Black Cloak Pavilion was a key member of the Demon Slayer Team. Hell, its mortal enemy, had no such ties or entanglements with the Demon Slayer Team.
Zhang Yang's thoughts churned. He executed the One Step of Mountains and Rivers, appearing before this group of Hell assassins attempting to leave after a few swift leaps.
Over thirty assassins clad in black immediately drew their swords, their killing intent solidifying instantly.
Zhang Yang looked toward the leader and said, "Underworld's? Let's make a trade."
The leader's voice turned icy. "Underworld's deals require following the rules."
Zhang Yang smiled, flipped his wrist, and produced a broken arrow. It appeared rusted and worthless, like scrap metal, but the leader's pupils contracted sharply. He uttered in a low voice, "The Holy Arrow!"
"Does this trade need rules?" Zhang Yang asked.
The leader narrowed his eyes. "Whose life do you wish to buy?"
Zhang Yang slowly spat out two words.
"Mo Fei!"
This act was spur-of-the-moment.
Previously, he hadn't even considered relying on external forces, let alone hiring an assassin organization.
But his few days at the Liu family made him realize some external forces should be borrowed. The reason was simple: his enemies weren't just powerful, they were far, far too numerous.
He didn't know how powerful the entire Liu family truly was. Just the forces they had brought to Mo City were enough to make the entire Vast Forest wary, and this was merely the tip of the iceberg of the Liu family's strength.
Furthermore, though he sometimes stayed indoors during his time with the Liu family, what his hearing picked up was incalculable. Merely a day in Mo City had flooded him with countless sounds.
Among them, one phrase made him instantly understand upon hearing the name "Underworld Assassin Organization":
The enemy of my enemy is someone it was possible to make use of.
They obviously weren't friends, but they could be utilized.
He could borrow the Mo family's own resources to eliminate a Mo.
"Who are you?" the leader blurted out.
Countless people wished Mo Fei dead. That woman was vicious beyond measure, her hands stained with blood. Yet few dared to kill her, let alone hire Underworld assassins for the task.
Zhang Yang said, "Is it part of Underworld's rules to inquire about the client?"
The leader replied, "No."
"Will you accept?" Zhang Yang asked.
"Just a moment."
He pinched a piece of jade in his hand. Forbidden laws took shape as he retrieved a communication stone to relay a message.
A moment later, he dispelled the forbidden laws. "We accept! But payment requires the Holy Arrow upfront."
Zhang Yang casually tossed the Holy Arrow over.
"We will have news within two days," the man said.
Zhang Yang said, "After the kill, I need you to leave a message."
"What message?"
"The Southern Region's rules will be rewritten by me. I am the Vast Forest!"
"So it is you."
"Since you know who I am, let me know the name of the first assassin in my life who isn't an enemy."
"One of Underworld's Four Raging Demons... Blood Asura!"
Blood Asura departed with the Holy Arrow.
Zhang Yang watched as they vanished into the distance, a sudden wave of confusion washing over him.
Was this action right? Or was it wrong?
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Zhang Yang shook his head; he felt that at least at this moment, he did not consider it wrong.
For the Vast Forest to establish authority and standing, it was necessary to thoroughly cripple or even kill the Mo family, one of the backers behind the Demon Slayer Team.
Having him act against women and children, he definitely could not do it.
However, letting him spare Mo Fei was even more impossible.
He had studied the life of that woman; like the Seventh Prince, she had committed countless heinous bloodshed cases, deserving death.
If the people from the Vast Forest were the ones to act, in the Daxia Imperial Capital, it was uncertain how many losses might occur.
Rather than letting his own people die, it was better to let the hellish people handle it.
After all, he was also using items from the Mo family.
That Holy Arrow was naturally not a complete holy weapon; it was damaged but still invaluable. Repairing it to become a full holy weapon was relatively easier than advancing the Golden Dragon Shield to a holy weapon.
"Forget it, I should focus on how to achieve the Nine Extremes Returning to Origin."
He stopped overthinking, feeling that the issue of the Nine Extremes Returning to Origin had made his mind somewhat distracted and unstable, to the point that he could not grasp things accurately.
He exhaled a turbid breath, increased his speed, and soon arrived at the Moonview Tower.
The Moonview Tower was nine stories high, with a classic exterior and an interior decorated very lavishly.
Zhang Yang headed straight for the most expensive ninth floor.
He did not choose a private room, sitting instead by the street-facing window, ordering some food and drinks to eat while observing outside.
He quickly entered a state.
Outside, the wind howled, and leaves swirled up to the sky.
The once bustling street was full of desolation; pedestrians were scarce, and the few occasional ones cautiously hugged the sidewalk, walking quickly for fear of trouble. Only the patrolling guards and people from major factions dared swagger in the middle.
Behind him, flowers bloomed brilliantly, luxurious as if it were a paradise, with peach trees planted inside the tower, artificial hills, flowing water—it was impossible to imagine this was within a building.
The people dining here were either wealthy or noble, chatting boisterously and drinking heartily.
Only a window apart, it resembled two different worlds.
He felt somewhat dazed and unconsciously recalled his experiences in Qingshan Town; back then, he was like the people outside the window, but now he was inside.
In this haze, he seemed to understand the meaning of the "mountain" of the "immortal."
Looking outside the window, looking inside the window, they appeared very different, but internally they were the same—both struggling within the mundane world, never escaping its hardships.
To be free from this swirling mundane world, one must climb the mountain.
Life was like climbing this mountain: starting at the foothills, wandering blindly beneath the mountain for a lifetime; some who grasped it could climb and upon reaching the peak, became immortals.
However, for too many people, this mountain was like watching flowers in fog—ultimately illusory and futile.
Only after he had reached the Returning to Origin realm and touched the Nine Extremes Returning to Origin, did he finally see this mountain and understand he must climb it.
At this moment, he began to climb the mountain.
In this life, the real beginning had started.
In an instant, a rumbling sound came from Zhang Yang's lower abdomen.
The dantian acted as a furnace, melting the nine grand medicines of gold, wood, water, fire, earth, wind, thunder, light, and darkness. Primordial energy served as the catalyst, and from the heart came enlightenment of the Immortal Path, transforming into roaring flames. Burning!
Amidst the bustling place, with the chinking of cups and exchanging toasts drowning everything in roaring noise, no one knew that he had formally stepped onto the Immortal Path, officially opening the first barrier on that celestial road.
Outsiders would certainly not notice. Beneath his flamboyant clothes, his dantian shone with nine-colored radiance. Inside the dantian, thunderous rumbles echoed as this great furnace operated at full capacity, melting the nine grand medicines.
This process was swift. Once the melting reached a certain stage, Zhang Yang suddenly felt intimately close to the sky, the earth, the space itself, and the entire world.
He looked outside. It seemed the passing wind laughed with joy, the bright light beckoned to him, the hidden dark corners revealed their hearts. The great earth seemed to call his name, the flowers and grasses swayed just for him. Even the water, even the wine, became extraordinary. And he felt like a part of it all, blending seamlessly into the very fabric of existence.
This ineffable feeling was as if he could reach out his hand and control these elements, the most common yet most overlooked things drifting within heaven and earth.
Feeling this intimacy, the slight pressure Zhang Yang had held within relaxed, spreading out. It felt like all his energy channels had been unblocked, bringing an indescribable comfort.
He closed his eyes, concentrating on perceiving.
The Primordial Energy within his dantian was transforming, sublimating. His spirit seemed pulled into it, merging with the process, following along in transformation and sublimation. It heightened his affinity for the nine energies of heaven and earth, making him feel increasingly able to listen to the voice of the cosmos.
At a certain moment, the volatile Primordial Energy within his dantian abruptly contracted, crazily compressed into a seething, turbulent mass. It surged like lightning within clouds, similar to nuclear fission – this was the final sublimation.
Zhang Yang sensed it, experienced it, understood it.
Had anyone been paying attention, they would have noticed subtle changes occurring in his body. Tendrils of faint, elusive ninefold energy were drawn in. They covered his skin, coated every hair on his body, then seeped through his pores to merge with his membranes, tendons, vessels, flesh, blood, bones, and internal organs...
It felt like cleansing, like his very body was being awakened.
He was changing as a result of this breakthrough.
Finally, the Primordial Energy within the Dantian condensed into a singularity.
Absolute silence reigned for an instant.
Yet Zhang Yang, his entire being – essence, life, will – fully integrated, captured an image."Like the Primordial Chaos parting?"
Immediately after, the silent mass of energy gently unfurled.
A stream of white qi flowed out. At first glance, it resembled a Milky Way belt, sparkling with starlight. A closer look revealed it was colorless, merely carrying what seemed like scattered starlight on its surface. This was the Nine Extremes True Essence.
Zhang Yang knew. He had broken through.
From this moment on, he was Level Ten Returning to Origin Realm.
He felt neither sorrow nor joy, his calm mirroring the birth of the Nine Extremes True Essence itself.
However, when he breathed, the Nine Extremes True Essence seemed to breathe too.
Consequently, the air he exhaled became like wind. The particles of wind gathered due to his breakthrough suddenly seemed to awaken, swirling into a breeze that filled the tavern, eliciting many startled cries.
"Where did this wind come from?"
"It's not small! The windows and doors are closed, what's going on?"
"Hey hey hey! What’s happening to my wine!"
"My dagger!"
"My Earth Spirit Pearl!"
"It’s haunted! What are those flowers doing? They look like they’re stretching and waving strangely!"
Instantly, the tavern descended into noisy chaos.
Wine rose from cups, wine pots, and wine jars, dancing in the air.
Daggers, swords, and other metal objects emitted soft, chiming sounds, as if their dormant spirits were stirring.
An Earth Spirit Pearl glowed brightly, actively drawing in earth’s strength on its own.
Flowers and plants began to sway rhythmically, generating a certain frequency of sound audible to some martial artists nearby.
The lamps flared abruptly, blazing like a fire that might ignite the tavern, erasing every last shadow; then they suddenly dimmed again, seeming about to extinguish and plunge the place into gloomy darkness.
The entire tavern sank into an indescribable state.
This also enraged the important guests in the private room.
Someone roughly shoved the private room door open and shouted furiously, "Our Princess is dining here! Who dares cause such disturbance!"
His eyes blazed like lightning as he scanned the surroundings, immediately fixing upon Zhang Yang, who sat alone at the window table. "Audacious worm! Daring to seek enlightenment in a tavern, disturbing the Princess’s meal! You deserve death!"
He threw a punch straight at Zhang Yang's temple.
An invisible force surged from somewhere within the tavern, materializing into a wall of light protecting Zhang Yang’s back.
The man’s heavy blow struck it – and vanished without a trace, like mud sinking into the sea. Startled and furious, he roared, "I am Gu Qi Ye of the Demon Slayer Team! Who dares to stop me? Do you wish to see your family and clan destroyed?"
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The Demon Slayer Team!
A wave of commotion immediately swept through the tavern.
Who did not know the savagery of the Demon Slayer Team? They exterminated entire families, wiped out sects, and left no survivors. Even after suffering heavy losses in the Vast Forest, they still inspired terror, their name alone causing people to tremble.
And now, Gu Qi Ye was using the Demon Slayer Team name to intimidate.
Unfortunately, those he encountered this time didn't care. A cool female voice sounded, "Fighting is forbidden within Moonview Tower. Who in the Southern Region dares disobey?"
Gu Qi Ye's expression shifted slightly.
Moonview Tower, one of the two strongest intelligence organizations in the Southern Region, was a super force boasting a Saint among its ranks. Of course, they stood above the rules of the Demon Slayer Team. At least for now, it was so.
"This man disturbed the Princess during her meal, he deserves death," Gu Qi Ye maintained, refusing to back down.
The female voice remained utterly cool, "Fighting is forbidden within Moonview Tower, and bloodshed is forbidden."
Accompanying the voice came a pressure that stifled the air, like a surging flood crashing down. Gu Qi Ye paled and stepped back.
However, a sharp, cold voice emanated from the private room behind him: "Disturbing this Princess's meal warrants execution!"
As the words rang out, she arrived. Her aura surged forth like a fierce wind, rolling outwards in turbulent waves.
Her raven-black hair swept back, revealing a beautiful face that was utterly frosty. Especially striking were her eyes, narrowed like curved knives, piercing and intimidating.
Someone recognized her and gasped softly, "It's her! Kou Feiyan! Daughter of the Great Xia Empire's only non-imperial Mighty King, favored by the current Great Xia Emperor at birth, bestowed the title of Princess! Known as Princess Yan! One of the Great Xia Empire's top ten rising talents! It's even rumored she is betrothed to Mo Family's Mo Zhendao!"
She was a famous favored daughter of heaven in the Southern Region. Her martial arts skills, intellect, family background, and connections were all first-rate, making her the dream woman of countless talented young men.
Her entrance was fiercely dominant, radiating immense presence.
Against Gu Qi Ye, the woman from Moonview Tower had not shown herself, merely issuing a warning. Faced with her, however, this woman appeared as well – it was as if she materialized out of thin air, suddenly appearing before Kou Feiyan, behind Zhang Yang, effectively shielding Zhang Yang.
Her appearance also caused a great stir, for she too was a woman of radiant beauty and unparalleled grace, possessing intelligence, stunning looks, a prominent family background, and significant connections.
Her beauty differed from the noble prestige Kou Feiyan projected. She was ethereal, like an immortal – resembling an orchid that admires its own elegance, an air of aloofness about her. She seemed slightly out of place in the clamorous tavern, yet inspired admiration and yearning nonetheless.
"Yi Ren Zui!" Kou Feiyan recognized her. Those knife-curve eyes became even sharper. A low murmur came from her red lips, carrying the harsh timbre of clashing steel. "This Princess is in a foul mood."
Her attitude was unmistakable: she intended to kill, solely because her meal had been disrupted.
Yi Ren Zui, the only daughter of Moonview Tower's Third Elder Yilie, was also unquestionably one of the Tower's elite among its younger generation. Together with Embrace Moon Tower's Qiu Yuwan, they were known as the Moonlit Twin Sisters.
"Moonview Tower's rules forbid fighting, forbid bloodshed, Princess. I ask you to reconsider," Yi Ren Zui stated evenly, neither humble nor arrogant, steadfastly maintaining her principle.
It was precisely her firmness that prevented Zhang Yang from being disturbed, allowing him to remain immersed in his state of profound enlightenment.
This breakthrough was profoundly significant, equivalent to truly stepping over the first gate of the immortal path, the initial threshold where martial arts began transforming into the immortal path. The resulting changes were naturally all-encompassing.
His body underwent subtle changes thanks to the breakthrough.
His inner self also became incomparably clear, like transparent glass, utterly pure and flawless. This clarity further sharpened his perceptions, enabling him to see deeper, straight to the core of things.
Naturally, the troubled thoughts from his association with the assassin organization Hell resurfaced, looming large.
He searched his heart and reached a conclusion.
"I'm too naive. Hmm, that's it."
"I always thought assassins were synonymous with blood and death. But what is the reality?"
"In the Southern Region today, let alone assassins, even demons born for slaughter—how could they compare to the Demon Slayer Team?"
"Who in this world is as bloodthirsty and cruel as the Demon Slayer Team? They're hundreds, thousands times more savage than any assassin."
"Looking at those backing the Demon Slayer Team, isn’t Mo Family the same? Their despicable excuse for killing Eldest Senior Sister Yang Xiuning proves they’re far more treacherous and vile than any assassin."
"So, I follow my heart."
"My alliance matters not. With a righteous heart, even killing becomes virtuous. Only by slaughtering these brutal enemies who bring darkness, bloodshed, and carnage to the Southern Region can we restore peace."
All the confusion and doubts he harbored suddenly surfaced and resolved themselves.
Instantly, his mind grew clearer and sharper.
He rose slowly and removed the mask from his face, tucking it into his storage bag. He resolved to wear his true face from this moment onward.
"To ascend as an immortal, I shall fear nothing!"
The immortal path seemed unreachable, long severed, now mere legend—yet he still trod it. How could the turmoil of this mortal world, these mortals fighting amidst worldly chaos, make him fearfully cover his face?
He would meet this dark world with head held high.
"Huuuu..."
He exhaled a long breath of turbid air, sudden relief washing over him as if an immense mountain burden had lifted.
Turning, he clasped his fists toward Yi Ren Zui. "My thanks."
Yi Ren Zui replied lightly, "I merely uphold Moonview Tower’s rules. Protecting you was never my intention. Thanks are unnecessary."
Zhang Yang grinned. "Establishing rules and adhering to them is admirable indeed. Cang Mang Zhang Yang expresses respect."
His words—or rather, the four words "Cang Mang Zhang Yang"—instantly plunged the already tense tavern into icy silence. The once spring-warm atmosphere turned bone-chilling, the tavern deathly still.
Cling! Clang!
The harsh clang of swords erupted suddenly.
Kou Feiyan’s blade, sensing its owner’s killing intent, had shuddered in its scabbard, hungry to draw blood.
Gu Qi Ye, a strong fighter of the Demon Slayer Team, fixed Zhang Yang with blade-sharp eyes filled with lethal intent.
"Since Moonview Tower forbids battle and bloodshed," declared Zhang Yang, pushing open a window, "we’ll take this downstairs." He leaped out.
The desolate street below howled with biting wind.
His descent from the sky sparked explosive commotion. Patrons from all nine floors of Moonview Tower crowded windows or surged onto the street.
Just as Zhang Yang’s feet neared the ground, a hand abruptly shot toward him. A ferocious face snarled, attempting to suppress him mid-air.
Zhang Yang watched coldly. "Are Demon Slayer Team members eternally dishonorable and vile?"
Before finishing, his own hand lashed out—gripping the assailant’s throat.
It was the Great Boundless War Statue.
This ambusher was a master of the Opening the Sky realm.
"If we fight, make it a fair duel," Zhang Yang stated frostily. "But if you break rules, I’ll oblige you."
With the Great Boundless War Statue at his command, he feared nothing.
Earlier, when assaulting the Mo Family, the statue had sustained injuries. But an alchemical divine stone found among Mo Family’s resources not only healed it but induced subtle enhancements. Once pitch-black, the statue now gleamed pale gold—its body tougher, its power fiercer.
"Release me!" bellowed the Opening the Sky realm master.
Zhang Yang replied mildly, "You are dead."
Krak!
The Great Boundless War Statue snapped the man’s neck and tossed the corpse aside.
Lifting his gaze to Kou Feiyan high above, Zhang Yang challenged, "However you wish to fight, I accept."
He craved battle. He longed to test the domineering force of his Nine Extremes True Essence.
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Kou Feiyan's expression was very unpleasant.
Beneath her delicate appearance and enchanting curves, she hid pride, self-importance, arrogance, tyranny, domination, and ferocity.
Regardless of her family background, social status, or personal martial arts, talents, and abilities, she had always been arrogantly self-confident and held absolute certainty. That was why she had come this time with her own people.
She intended to exact revenge by her own hand.
She had even planned that if Zhang Yang utilized the strength of the older generation, she would join the fray as well.
This should have been her declaration, yet now Zhang Yang spoke it. This infuriated her, who already harbored deep-seated hatred for Zhang Yang, driving her into a frantic rage. She narrowed her eyes like curved blades, cold and captivating, and said fiercely, "I'll kill you among your own generation!"
As the word "generation" left her mouth, someone instantly leaped out from a nearby window, shouting, "I am Gu Qi Ye, and I will kill you!"
He struck mid-air, stirring wild gales with a domineering aura.
Zhang Yang did not engage but slightly retreated.
That caused Gu Qi Ye's blade to miss, and as for the gushing surge of blade energy, Zhang Yang stomped it down with his foot, shattering it apart.
"Are you from the Demon Slayer Team?" Zhang Yang had been immersed in enlightenment, but after breaking through, his subtle changes were that he heard farther, saw farther, smelled farther, his touch was more sensitive, and his sensations were intensified. Thus, he heard Gu Qi Ye's words.
Gu Qi Ye raised his blade and charged once more, bellowing, "The Demon Slayer Team's Seven Nights Squad—I founded it myself."
Zhang Yang said lightly, "All members of the Demon Slayer Team deserve to die."
He was calm as a deep, abysmal pool, one that never felt sunlight, exuding an invisible pressure. This was one change his breakthrough had brought.
"Insolent fool! Not suppressed by the Vast Forest, you're nothing! I'll kill you!" Gu Qi Ye, arrogant and violent, swung his blade again to strike.
Zhang Yang stood with hands clasped behind his back, watching him coldly.
A freezing cold surged like fog or wind from Zhang Yang, instantly enveloping Gu Qi Ye.
"I'll chop..."
Gu Qi Ye's roar didn't even finish before vanishing.
The mist scattered with the wind.
Cries of shock arose all around.
They saw that Gu Qi Ye was now frozen, like an ice statue, his entire body immobile except for his eyes, which radiated terror.
This was the Ice Spirit Power.
Among all divine powers, it ranked extremely high, originating from the Ice and Snow Divine Palace and accompanying the Ice Spirit Holy Sword. Unleashed by Zhang Yang at his current strength, its might was far beyond its past levels.
Zhang Yang murmured to himself, "The Demon Slayer Team are bloodthirsty mad dogs who all deserve execution."
At the utterance of "execution," a bolt of lightning followed.
It was exactly the Slaughter Thunder Power.
This was a power he had created himself.
Crack!
The frozen Gu Qi Ye shattered into broken ice right then.
Zhang Yang raised his head to look at Kou Feiyan and said, "Next."
Kou Feiyan's eyes erupted with killing light. She was not intimidated; instead, her killing intent grew fiercer. She put her hand to her mouth and suddenly let out a sharp, clear whistle.
Immediately, a bird's shriek echoed in the high sky, accompanied by fierce roaring winds. A golden figure, like a golden lightning bolt tearing through the air, shot toward Zhang Yang at astonishing speed.
"The Golden-Winged Great Roc!"
"This beast companion was bestowed upon Princess Yan upon her birth by the current emperor; it has accompanied her through growth."
"It is a natural ruler among the demonic beasts of this world, a sovereign among winged creatures."
"It's rumored that to aid the growth of the Golden-Winged Great Roc, the Mighty King exerted great effort; now, one glance shows it is a Level Four demonic beast, with immense power."
Some people exclaimed repeatedly.
The Golden-Winged Great Roc was an incredibly rare natural king of demonic beasts, wielding boundless combat strength.
In truth, upon appearing and acting, it was already stunning.
Its body was fast as lightning, resembling an unmatched golden divine sword slashing down from above.
Fast! Fast! Fast!
This speed was breathtaking.
This was the Golden-Winged Great Roc's innate ability; in speed, it was virtually invincible, with few able to rival it.
Zhang Yang watched, a faint smile curling at the corner of his mouth. He turned lightly and swiftly.
Whoosh!
The Golden-Winged Great Roc was so fast it ripped the air, like blades slicing space, yet its attack missed. Zhang Yang was not just quick in body; his vision was extraordinary too. With appreciation, he observed the sword-like golden feathers sweep past his face, seeing every individual feather and the down beneath clearly. He even met the cold, deep eyes of the Golden-Winged Great Roc with a fleeting glance.
It swept past and was gone.
The Golden-Winged Great Roc turned its head and spat out a beam of golden light.
Zhang Yang still strode forward.
The golden light only brushed past his body.
The Golden-Winged Great Roc shrieked furiously and lunged again.
Zhang Yang still stepped.
Despite the Golden-Winged Great Roc's storm-like attacks, he moved as leisurely as a stroll in a garden, always evading beyond the strikes.
This made the spectators gasp in amazement.
Who didn't know that Zhang Yang cultivated only divine power, his strength immense and infinite?
But no one had noticed his speed, which had grown dreadfully terrifying.
Little did they realize, the One Step of Mountains and Rivers derived from the Nine Steps of Mountains and Rivers, renowned as the ultimate speed technique under heaven.
The enraged Golden-Winged Great Roc in battle let out a fierce cry, hovering in the air while spreading its wings, then whipped them violently. It roared, "You have provoked me!"
A mighty wind arose, and golden light emerged. Thousands of feathers transformed into countless golden divine swords, piercing the void as they howled toward Zhang Yang in a deadly assault.
It unleashed its killing move.
Zhang Yang still stood with hands clasped behind his back. This time, he did not use the One Step of Mountains and Rivers, but instead advanced forward. Wind lifted his hair, sending it flying; light shone from his forehead, burst from his eyes, and radiated all over his body. He exploded with Slaughter Thunder Power using the fierce might of his Nine Extremes True Essence.
Boom!
Like ten thousand thunders roaring simultaneously.
Zhang Yang seemed like a source of radiation, bursting with countless lightning bolts all around.
The lightning rained down toward those golden feather-like swords shooting from above.
Bang bang bang...
That scene resembled thousands of laser beams colliding.
Still, the difference in strength was quite apparent.
The lightning, like a dragon, blasted apart the golden feathers, then continued to thunder down upon the Golden-Winged Great Roc.
The Golden-Winged Great Roc, shocked and furious, opened its mouth and spat out a golden spear.
Bang!
The golden spear took form, becoming a long spear that exuded a divine aura; it was a boundless artifact.
This showed that the Mighty King's mansion had foundations vastly superior to the Yun family mansion he had confronted before; even a mere beast companion could refine a boundless artifact.
The boundless spear pierced the dragon-like lightning and charged straight at Zhang Yang.
Zhang Yang snorted coldly, seized it with a swift grab, and flung it back with that same boundless spear.
The Golden-Winged Great Roc shrieked and raised its wings to block.
Amid swirling feathers and splattering golden blood, it screamed as it was slammed to the ground.
Zhang Yang stepped forward, aiming to kill the Golden-Winged Great Roc.
A furious shout from Kou Feiyan came from high above; she flew down attacking, with that unmatched boundless sword carrying a blinding sword light, as if competing with the Daybreak Sun in the sky.
Zhang Yang gave a disdainful grunt, didn't even glance over, and back-handed the boundless spear at her.
Clang!
The boundless spear struck Kou Feiyan's sword dead-on; the terrifying force sent through it violently shook her blade, with the transmitted power almost fracturing her arm. It rocked her qi and blood, drawing a painful groan and spurt of blood; she flew backward just so and tumbled into the tavern.
The instant she landed, bursts of Golden Light on her sword shattered and disappeared; that was the protective force over her, shattered.
Horrified, she scrambled up, rushed to the window, and saw Zhang Yang punching toward the Golden-Winged Great Roc's head.
"No!"
She flew into a frenzy; this was the beast companion that had been by her side since birth, and if it fully matured in the future, it would surely become a mighty beast king.
At the critical moment, a feather on the Golden-Winged Great Roc's head suddenly emitted Golden Light; as it howled madly, the feather unleashed matchless sword qi, seeming as if cast from gold, fiercely shooting out.
This was the feather of the beast king he had cultivated since birth under the Mighty King's guidance, forged with his heart's lifeblood!
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Chapter 105: Effortless as Smashing a Bug
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Essentially, the feather of the beast king was an ultimate means that only the beast king could cultivate, never employed except at life-or-death junctures.
Zhang Yang made his move. How could he hold back, particularly against such a formidable beast monster? If it grew up, it would become even more perilous. He harbored no fear, but that didn't imply the people of the Vast Forest were fearless.
Therefore, he launched his attack, unleashing the four divine powers.
Diamond Dragon Divine Power!
Ice Spirit Power!
Slaughter Thunder Power!
Baxiang Power!
The four divine powers, unleashed based on the Nine Extremes True Essence, far surpassed the eruption of the previous ten divine powers, and not by a slight margin. Crucially, their self-infused enhancements were extremely fearsome.
Bang!
He blasted the feather of the beast king.
A brief stalemate ensued, then the feather of the beast king was shattered like a wailing sword, riddled with cracks, and shot into the ground.
Boom!
The force of Zhang Yang's punch slammed into the earth, tearing open the ground and flinging the Golden-Winged Great Roc airborne.
He stepped forward, directly stomping on the feather of the beast king lying motionless, then followed with an overwhelmingly dominant punch aimed at the Golden-Winged Great Roc.
The Golden-Winged Great Roc, shaken aloft, violently flapped its wings. A golden tempest howled, morphing into two colossal golden sabers that slashed left and right.
Crack!
Zhang Yang shattered them. Amidst the sky filled with golden splinters, the Golden-Winged Great Roc had already surged upward; it was bent on slaughter.
"Tiger Guard, kill!"
Kou Feiyan's frenzied shriek echoed down from above.
The next instant, a terrifying aura swept through the entire long street, compelling the onlookers flooding out of the tavern to recoil in horror. It also made Zhang Yang's hair stand on end—grave peril.
He abandoned the Golden-Winged Great Roc and wheeled around abruptly.
There at the street's end, a hundred warriors clad in blue armor, wielding blue long swords astride towering green tigers, charged uniformly toward him.
The riders were at level three of the Touching Heaven realm.
The tigers were at level four, corresponding to the Touching Heaven realm.
Their coordination was flawless, and their power rapidly fused into one as they galloped.
To the naked eye, it was a hundred riders on a hundred tigers.
Perceived with intense focus, it felt like one rider on one tiger. Their force was escalating fiercely; it was unimaginable what power would be unleashed upon achieving true consummate union.
Despite Zhang Yang's current supreme strength, he sensed the menace.
For the first time, he took the initiative to assault.
He took a stride forward.
Golden Light exploded everywhere, Baxiang Divine Fire soared, killing thunder surged wildly, and freezing cold rampaged.
Whoosh!
He appeared amidst the hundred Tiger Knights.
Golden Light blazed.
Sacred Fire scorched.
Lightning bolts struck violently.
Freezing cold sealed everything.
In an instant, he threw them into chaos, shattering their flawless formation.
Most terrifying was the sheer power of his freezing cold; it instantly encased nearly half of them in ice.
Only the leader of the Tiger Knights, his internal energy erupting wildly, managed to blast apart the ice sealing him. He leapt skyward, his longsword erupting with sword qi as he charged wildly towards Zhang Yang.
Zhang Yang, charging straight through the midst of the hundred Tiger Knights, cutting a path forward. He moved unceasingly, freezing some, striking others down with thunder and fire. His feet touched down, he pivoted, and threw a punch.
Crack!
The fist shattered the longsword and smashed hard into the Tiger Knight leader's chest. A tyrannical fist force exploded out from the leader's back, spreading outward like shockwaves. It instantly reached the frozen Tiger Knights, blowing them into pieces.
Zhang Yang glanced toward Kou Feiyan and said, "Warmed up. Try something impressive now."
Kou Feiyan's beautiful face instantly contorted with rage. That wasn't impressive? That was the absolute limit of the power she was allowed to unleash here; anything stronger would count as the intervention of an elder generation member.
The windowsill she gripped splintered under her hands.
She seethed!
So confident, so arrogant she’d arrived, only to face such a brutal, one-sided beating.
Even she, one of the distinguished Great Xia Empire's Top Ten Rising Stars, would have surely been beaten to death earlier—if Zhang Yang hadn't stopped to kill the Golden-Winged Great Roc and let her attack persist.
Earlier, she had absolutely refused to believe the rumors circulating outside that
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