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​Chapter 1: The Boy with a Broken Soul
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The night sky above the Celestial Origin Continent blazed with stars, yet in a forgotten corner of the Eastern Wilds, a boy sat alone beneath their brilliance. His name was Feng Xuan. His clothes were ragged, his face bruised, and his eyes—though young—held a storm far older than his years.

The martial academy had cast him out earlier that day. His so-called brothers in cultivation laughed as the elders declared him crippled, his martial soul shattered, his destiny sealed. Without a martial soul, one could not absorb spiritual energy, could not fight, could not rise. In a world where strength was truth, he was less than nothing.

The memory replayed endlessly in his mind.


“A broken soul is a broken future. Take your leave, boy. You are unworthy.”


The sneers of the disciples cut deeper than the elder’s cold words. They had jeered, calling him trash, waste, destined to starve in the gutters. Feng Xuan clenched his fists so tightly his nails drew blood.

But what they did not see was the fire buried deep inside him—a fire that had not yet found its spark.

He wandered into the forest, away from the lantern lights of the academy. The shadows whispered around him. Spirit beasts prowled these woods, and even the weakest could tear apart an ordinary boy. Yet Feng Xuan walked without hesitation. Perhaps it was despair, perhaps defiance. He would rather die to fangs and claws than live as the cripple they named him.

Hours passed. The moon climbed higher. The forest grew silent, unnaturally so. Then, a sound—like the crackle of burning wood—echoed faintly through the trees.

Feng Xuan followed it.

There, hidden in a clearing, he found something impossible: an ancient stone stele, half-buried and cracked with age. Upon its surface glimmered faint runes, glowing like embers. The crackling he heard came from the stone itself, as though fire slept within.

He reached out, and the runes flared.

Pain unlike anything he had ever known tore through him. His chest burned as if molten metal were being poured into his veins. He collapsed to the ground, clawing at the dirt, screaming until his throat bled. The shattered fragments of his martial soul stirred within him, twisting, reshaping, rebirthing.

And then—flame.

A fire unlike ordinary flame burst from his body, golden at the core, rimmed with black that devoured light itself. The trees around him caught fire, yet he was untouched. The ancient stele crumbled to dust, its power pouring into him.

Inside his spiritual sea, where once there had been only fragments, now blazed a single flame: the Heavenbreaker Flame.

The name came unbidden to his mind, whispered by the lingering echo of the stele. A flame said to have vanished tens of thousands of years ago. A flame that could burn heaven itself.

Feng Xuan gasped, clutching his chest as the last of the pain subsided. His martial soul was no longer broken—it was reborn, forged in fire.

Yet before relief could wash over him, a roar shattered the night.

From the shadows emerged a spirit beast: a Crimson Horned Tiger, its eyes gleaming with killing intent. The air trembled with the beast’s aura, the sheer pressure forcing Feng Xuan to his knees. Once, he would have been helpless before it. But now—now his blood sang with fire.

The tiger lunged.

Instinctively, Feng Xuan raised his hand. The Heavenbreaker Flame erupted, a torrent of golden-black fire that struck the beast head-on. The tiger screamed as the flames consumed it, its proud body reduced to ash within heartbeats. The forest floor smoldered, yet Feng Xuan stood untouched at the center of the inferno.

He stared at his hands, trembling. He had killed a spirit beast with a single strike. Him, the cripple, the outcast.

But there was no joy in his heart. Only a strange, heavy certainty. This power was not a gift. It was a burden, a challenge, a path of blood.

And in the distance, unseen by him, eyes watched. Cloaked figures hidden in the trees had witnessed his awakening. One whispered, “Impossible. The Heavenbreaker Flame exists again.”

Another answered, “The clans will not allow this. Kill him before he grows.”

But Feng Xuan, unaware of the danger already closing in around him, lifted his head to the burning sky. His body was weak, his soul scarred, yet his spirit blazed like never before.

They called him trash. They cast him aside. But this was only the beginning.

For Feng Xuan swore that night, as fire danced around him:


“I will rise from the ashes. I will break through heaven itself. Let those who mocked me tremble—for I will carve my name into eternity.”


The flames roared, and with them, the boy with a broken soul was no more. In his place stood the first ember of a legend.
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​Chapter 2: Awakening the Heavenbreaker Flame
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The dawn crept across the forest, its golden light filtering through smoke and ash. Feng Xuan stood amid the scorched clearing, his chest heaving, his body drenched in sweat. Around him, the remnants of the Crimson Horned Tiger smoldered to dust.

He had not slept. He could not. The Heavenbreaker Flame inside him pulsed like a living heart, whispering in his veins, demanding he acknowledge its presence. Each beat was like thunder in his ears. His soul, once fractured beyond repair, was now forged anew.

But with power came questions.

What was this flame? Why had it chosen him, the discarded, the broken? And why did it feel... hungry?

His stomach growled, but the hunger was not physical. It came from the flame itself, urging him to feed it. Feed it strength. Feed it souls.

He closed his eyes, diving inward, into the sea of his spirit. There, where once had been darkness and shattered fragments, now burned a single, colossal fire. The Heavenbreaker Flame roared, its golden-black tongues licking the edges of his consciousness. He reached for it—and was engulfed.

Visions erupted before him.

Mountains splitting as a fiery sword cleaved the heavens. Armies of spirit beasts bowing to a lone figure cloaked in fire. A flame so strong it burned gods into ash, leaving only silence in its wake. And at the center of it all, a voice.


“Child of defiance. Bearer of ruin. Awaken, and burn the chains of heaven.”


Feng Xuan snapped back, gasping, the words carved into his very bones.

So this was no ordinary martial soul. The Heavenbreaker Flame was both weapon and destiny. A force that had once shaken the continent itself, now flowing through him.

But destiny always came with enemies.

The crack of a branch pulled him back to the present. He spun. From the treeline emerged three men cloaked in gray, their auras sharp and oppressive. Cultivators—far stronger than him. Their eyes glittered as they studied him, the scorched earth, the ashes of the tiger.

“Confirmed,” the leader murmured. “The Heavenbreaker Flame has awakened.”

Fear coiled in Feng Xuan’s gut. They knew.

“Boy,” the leader continued, stepping forward, “hand over your soul. A cripple like you is unworthy of such a gift.”

The other two drew weapons, blades gleaming. Murder was thick in the air.

For a moment, the old Feng Xuan—the abandoned, the mocked—nearly surfaced. He was weak. They were strong. The logical choice was to run, to beg, to die quietly.

But the flame within him flared, searing away hesitation. His eyes hardened.

“If heaven calls me unworthy,” Feng Xuan said, his voice low and steady, “then I will burn heaven itself.”

The men sneered. “Arrogant trash.”

They lunged.

The first blade sliced toward him, too fast to dodge. Feng Xuan raised his arm. The Heavenbreaker Flame erupted, a wall of golden fire surging forth. The attacker screamed as the fire devoured steel and flesh alike, leaving only ashes that drifted on the morning wind.

The other two staggered back, horror flashing in their eyes. “Impossible—he’s only a mortal realm brat!”

Feng Xuan’s body trembled with exhaustion. The power was immense, but his vessel was weak, untrained. Each burst threatened to tear him apart from within. But retreat was not an option.

The second man hurled a talisman, releasing a torrent of ice. Frost surged forward, freezing the earth as it clashed with fire. Steam hissed, engulfing the clearing. Feng Xuan coughed, vision blurring. He poured everything into the flame, forcing it to swell, to consume.

The Heavenbreaker roared. Ice melted, water boiled, and the talisman crumbled to nothing. Feng Xuan staggered through the steam and struck, his fist engulfed in fire. It smashed into the man’s chest. Bone cracked. The cultivator collapsed, flames searing through his body until silence claimed him.

Only the leader remained. His face was grim now, no longer mocking. “So the ancient legends were true. But power without foundation will destroy you, boy.”

He raised his palm, energy coiling, gathering into a strike that could shatter stone. Feng Xuan’s knees buckled under the aura alone. His flame guttered, weakening. His body screamed in protest.

But retreat meant death. Not just now, but forever. He had sworn to rise, to carve his name into eternity. And eternity demanded defiance.

He closed his eyes, surrendering not to fear, but to fire. Deep within, he called to the Heavenbreaker Flame. It answered, surging forth in a
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