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When the Four Holy Sons walked out of Zi Tian Pavilion with satisfied expressions, people understood that the relationship between the Four Major Holy Places and Zhang Yang was about to undergo subtle changes.
People further realized that while this conflict seemed only to involve the Four Major Holy Places, the Crimson Flame Dynasty’s conscious choice to stand idly by was effectively a form of interference.
Adding to this, the Cold Moon Dynasty and Taixu Dynasty had long been publicly at odds, locked in mutual slaughter.
This indicated that across the entire Western Desert, excluding both the enigmatic Fallen Immortal Forbidden Land and the Five Elements Commerce Association’s Wei Family—which had not interfered in Western Desert affairs for centuries—the other powers had aligned: both imperial dynasties and the Four Major Holy Places could potentially unite against Taixu Dynasty alone.
This was a shift in the entire Western Desert’s balance!
What looked like a simple conflict actually concealed profound complexities.
It was destined to silently brew a storm.
Aware observers quickly noted that on that very day, Taixu Dynasty had once again and unusually concentrated its forces within its own territory. Troops mobilized and gathered at the borders, adopting a distinct wartime posture.
Meanwhile, the Crimson Flame Imperial Capital regained its calm. Aside from occasional roars echoing from Zi Tian Pavilion, elsewhere peacefulness prevailed.
Zhang Yang was pulled away by the Four Holy Sons to drink.
They drank heartily until dawn.
Then, with only the grand princess Yan Mengqing accompanying him, Zhang Yang returned to Bi Tian Pavilion.
During this, Zhang Yang threw an arm over Demon Sword Yi’s shoulder, smiling. "Hey Yao, quite the haul, huh?"
"Not bad," Demon Sword Yi replied. His gains were indeed massive; he had taken advantage of the situation to extort everything he'd coveted from Zi Tian Pavilion, enough for his upcoming seclusion dedicated to advancing his saintly martial arts techniques.
His innate talent for martial techniques was remarkably comparable to Ye Kuanglan’s talent for the sword path. Both walked unconventional roads. Demon Sword Yi sought to first ascend to the path of a saint through his techniques. Henceforth, his moves would appear simple yet embody saintly combat methods. He would then use this foundation to attain the Holy Body and further realms.
Demon Sword Yi’s talent was undisputed.
The moment he truly grasped things at the saintly level, he would become formidable. At that time, he would possess immense potential to challenge Zhang Yang himself.
Back at Bi Tian Pavilion.
Demon Sword Yi formally announced his seclusion. He vowed not to emerge until he had reached the path of a saint.
Zhang Yang also considered seclusion to continue his research into holy power martial arts techniques.
Just then, Yan Mengqing timely approached him.
"Tomorrow holds an intriguing painting exhibition. I wonder if the Saint Lord might be interested?"
Her two maids, the charming Wumei and the graceful Yaotiao, exchanged looks tinged with pity. This was their princess’s first-ever invitation to anyone – and to a man, no less.
Zhang Yang paused. "Painting exhibition? What sort?"
He had no recollection of hearing about such an event before.
"Within the Crimson Flame Dynasty is a sect whose members reached the saintly Dao through painting," Yan Mengqing explained with a smile. "They aren't overwhelmingly powerful but wield considerable influence among the common folk. Initially, they held annual showcases of paintings to recruit disciples. Over time, this evolved into formal exhibitions. Occasionally, there appear artworks infused with martial arts insights. They can even aid cultivation. Truly fascinating."
She added persuasively, "The Saint Lord really should attend. You might gain something unexpected."
Before Zhang Yang could reply, a familiar voice, edged with coldness, rang quietly in his ear.
"Discussing leisure plans with a beauty so late into the night, are we?"
It was Bing Yuyan, sending the message via telepathy so only he could hear.
Zhang Yang shrugged. "I have matters to attend to. I won't be viewing the exhibition. Princess, please return early."
Yan Mengqing bit her lip, with flames of anger in her eyes. It was the first invitation of her life, and it had actually been rejected. Truly furious this time, she didn't say a word and turned to leave.
Wumei and Yaotiao hurriedly chased after her.
Zhang Yang shrugged indifferently. She was finally gone. Having her around all day had made him feel uneasy; it wasn't for any other reason, but because her mind was far too perceptive—almost nothing could be concealed from her. Even a seemingly frivolous remark could uncover others' true intentions. He even suspected that if the Black Cloaked Strategist was terrifying, this might be the second one.
He turned around and saw Bing Yuyan standing at the stairway landing, arms crossed over her chest, expressionlessly staring at him.
"Having fun, huh? Be careful not to lose your mind over lust and damage your martial arts."
Zhang Yang wrinkled his nose, sniffed around, and finally sniffed right in front of Bing Yuyan.
Bing Yuyan, blushing with shame and fury, pushed his head away with her hand and scolded furiously, "What are you doing? Asking for punishment?"
Zhang Yang chuckled, flicked his wrist, and produced a stick of hawthorn berries, saying, "Just bought them."
Aggrieved Bing Yuyan snatched them away immediately and snorted, "Don't think one stick of hawthorn berries can fool me! I still have to remind you—focus your heart and cultivate!"
Holding the hawthorn berries, she turned to go upstairs. But after climbing just two steps, she whipped around and yelled, "Remember this: From now on, you can only buy them for me. Not for anyone else, anywhere. Otherwise, I’ll end you!"
Zhang Yang muttered, "So demanding."
He also returned to his room and continued to develop the Earth Holy Power. With foundations like the Slaughter Thunder Saint Power and the Diamond Dragon Holy Power, this process was still not easy, clearly proving that Earth Holy Power was far from simple.
In the blink of an eye, two days passed.
More people arrived steadily to join the conference for the peak of power: not only those from the Western Desert but also some from the Southern Region who came uninvited on their own, and portions from the Northern Plains bordering the Western Desert. Only the Central Continent had no attendees.
The Crimson Flame Imperial Capital grew ever more bustling.
All told, it took five days, and finally, Zhang Yang overcame difficulty after difficulty, successfully mastering the Earth Holy Power.
This was achieved by integrating an advantage from the many holy power martial arts techniques sent by the Cold Moon Dynasty, plus a minor strength from his earlier soul power martial arts techniques he had cultivated, reorganized into this form.
It was Earth Holy Power with Zhang Yang’s distinct personal flair.
His cultivation speed remained consistently quick, unsurprisingly, since he had devised it himself.
Even holy power martial arts techniques were easily cultivated by him, reaching the initial glimpse level.
By then, he had finalized his own holy power martial arts techniques.
Consummate Slaughter Thunder Saint Power!
Perfectly developed Diamond Dragon Holy Power!
Perfectly developed Baxiang Saintly Power!
Initial Glimpse Earth Holy Power!
Initial Glimpse Ice Soul Holy Power!
Initial Glimpse Soul Binding Saint Power!
All together, he now possessed six holy powers.
For the moment, he ignored others and aimed to push these six holy powers to great perfection. Once his martial arts techniques reached their zenith, he was confident he could then forge his own Saints' laws.
With the holy power martial arts techniques handled, it was now time to cultivate.
His Moonlight Saint Stone still needed a good while to fully recharge. Though he had some Spirit Saint Stones on hand, they were insufficient for comfortable cultivation.
Zhang Yang puzzled over whether he should seek out a Spirit Saint Stone vein.
Just then, Bing Yuyan came running over and demanded he accompany her for shopping.
Although Zhang Yang had little interest in shopping, this stunning beauty made a good point: this was relaxation, and blending tension with ease was the right way—too much strain wasn't healthy.
As dusk approached, they strolled leisurely into the crowded downtown area, hunting in night markets for food and drink, savoring the lively atmosphere like ordinary people.
Then they bumped into Yue Guilong stepping out with Yuchan, who was pregnant and radiating happiness, plus Yue Buqun and others keeping watch in the shadows.
All of them gathered together like ordinary friends, eating, drinking, and chatting away enthusiastically.
Soon after, the Four Holy Sons came to join the commotion too.
After quite a noisy, boisterous affair, everyone finally broke up and left.
Zhang Yang didn't head back with Yue Guilong and the others but stayed, eating hawthorn berries with Bing Yuyan, until they arrived before Zi Tian Pavilion.
"Making trouble again?" Bing Yuyan said.
Zhang Yang said, "This time it's for revenge."
Bing Yuyan blinked her eyes. "But it's always been you bullying others—how does it turn into you avenging yourself on them?"
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Settle scores?!
Jin Liuli nearly burst out cursing.
They learned Zhang Yang and Bing Yuyan were passing through Zi Tian Pavilion and rushed out immediately. Knowing a return shouldn’t bring Bi Tian Pavilion envoys here, they intended to prepare early. Yet, just arriving at the gate, they heard Zhang Yang claim he’d come to settle old grudges.
Not only Jin Liuli, but Jin Zhilong, Jin Zhihu, and Ye Wolf were about to explode.
Anyone within the entire Western Desert wanting vengeance against them—they could accept it. Even when the Four Holy Sons allied with Demon Sword Yi earlier to cause trouble and killed many, they could tolerate it, acknowledging their own past actions were worse, more extreme, and crueler. But damn you Zhang Yang! From the very start, WE were the ones you screwed over. IT WAS YOU who schemed against us, and slaughtered our people until the Taixu Dynasty fell from its position of uncontested dominance to barely holding significant ground in the Western Desert! And now you come for vengeance? Where is the justice in that?!
Accustomed to sheer dominance, the furious Jin Liuli stormed forward, ready to blast Zhang Yang with a vicious tirade.
Then, Zhang Yang merely glanced at her lightly.
That femme fatale recognized throughout the Western Desert, that imperiously arrogant princess who flaunted her contempt for everyone—with just that one look, she shivered involuntarily. The memory flashed before her eyes: her full-powered strike failing to pierce Zhang Yang’s forehead, the painful backlash jarring her entire being.
She actually became frightened.
Paling with terror, she stumbled backward, all arrogance extinguished, unable to unleash the intended scolding.
This scene left everyone inside Zi Tian Pavilion stunned.
Jin Zhilong, Jin Zhihu, Ye Wolf, and the others stared at Jin Liuli in shock. Was this really the same insufferably domineering Princess Liuli?
Utterly useless.
As her elder brother, Jin Zhilong started to step forward.
Having long shattered his inner demons, achieving the Holy Body and Holy Eyes, his wariness of Zhang Yang, while profound, wouldn't paralyze him. He coldly demanded, "Zhang Yang, if you just want to keep provoking trouble, say so outright. No need for excuses. We, the Taixu Dynasty, accept your challenge. We’ll fight this to the death—either you kill us, or we end you."
Jin Zhihu moved forward coldly, standing shoulder to shoulder with Jin Zhilong, his stance resolute.
Despite their recent string of misfortunes, the Taixu Dynasty remained formidably powerful, their confidence unbroken.
Zhang Yang's gaze slid past them, landing on a certain man amidst the crowd.
Instantly, all eyes focused sharply in that direction.
It was Wind Dragon, one of the Hunters' Guild's Nine Heroes.
Wind Dragon’s heart lurched.
"Do you remember what I once told you?" Zhang Yang’s voice was icy.
Wind Dragon instantly recalled: the ambush orchestrated with the Black Cloaked Strategist targeting Zhang Yang.
He was the one who slew the pregnant fake Yuchan, the act that lured Zhang Yang into pursuit, ultimately leading to the strategist's death at Zhang Yang's hands.
"The Black Cloaked Strategist was the mastermind. He is dead." Zhang Yang’s expression was detached, his words chilling and sharp as frost. "As the one who swung the deathblow, it's your turn to pay the price."
Wind Dragon, a veteran of major conflicts, a recognized genius, and a cultivator of the Small Boundless realm, felt genuine terror when Zhang Yang declared his death sentence. The thought of resistance vanished, replaced only by the urge to flee.
Zhang Yang’s eyes shifted, locking onto another figure hiding further back in the crowd.
It was Ji Shaolong, Black-Clothed Marquis, who had once infiltrated the Cold Moon Dynasty.
"Ji Shaolong!" Zhang Yang uttered the name with a cold, menacing tone. "Your savagery surpasses even Wind Dragon’s. That pregnant woman still had a breath of life left, yet you felt no pity. With cold, merciless deliberation, you delivered the finishing cut. You deserve death even more than he does." He paused for a heartbeat before speaking again, his voice thick with killing intent: "Ji Shaolong! Wind Dragon! Both of you will pay with your lives!"
Whizz!
The instant the final word "lives" left Zhang Yang's lips, Bing Yuyan, still calmly eating her candied hawthorn, struck.
Once she moved, it was like a graceful and peerless goddess charging suddenly into the crowd. Wherever she passed, whoever was there, all were sent flying in all directions by the terrifying aura.
No one could stop her!
She rushed straight toward Wind Dragon and Ji Shaolong.
"Stop!"
The roar exploded like thunder.
As the most powerful warriors inside Zi Tian Pavilion, two of the Western Desert's most famous Great Boundless simultaneously made their move.
Li Xingkuang!
Summer God Blade!
Their reputations were extremely renowned, forged by their battles and strength.
Among them, Li Xingkuang had nearly been killed by Bing Yuyan in the Battle at Heavenly Reaching Mountain, which brought him enlightenment after the crushing defeat. He then entered seclusion and emerged with greatly improved strength, vowing to regain his pride.
Now they faced off again.
But Bing Yuyan displayed overwhelming power that utterly disheartened Li Xingkuang.
There was no need to use the Ice Spirit Holy Sword at all; her very being was like an unstoppable holy sword of peerless might.
Amidst the flying holy light, two swords formed of fused ice, snow, thunder, and lightning attacked left and right.
Clang! Clang!
Both Li Xingkuang and Summer God Blade were blasted off the ground simultaneously, stumbling backward helplessly, while Bing Yuyan didn't even use her hands or feet.
This was the invincible strength of Bing Yuyan now.
Compared to the time of the Battle at Heavenly Reaching Mountain, she hadn't just improved slightly—it was a huge leap. It stemmed from her survival through the Spirit Saint Stone Mine and Chaos Demon's Graveyard, her insight from witnessing Yaoruoxian's journey of becoming ordinary, and her firsthand experience with Zhang Yang's fearless charge into Taixu Palace. This shattered her last bit of fear toward Saints, combined with factors like the Ice Spirit Scroll, all converging to shape the current Bing Yuyan.
She had already set her goal to become the world's top Great Boundless.
With her current perspective, only Saints remained in her sight.
This was the belief in invincibility.
Bang!
She reached out a hand and easily caught Wind Dragon.
Ji Shaolong, at the rear, reacted quickly and immediately activated an ancient teleportation array to escape.
Light flickered as his form blurred, preparing to teleport away.
Bang!
Bing Yuyan reached into the void, directly gripped Ji Shaolong's neck, and forcibly dragged him out of the teleportation.
Holding both men in her hands, she spun around swiftly. Before Li Xingkuang, Summer God Blade, and the other Great Boundless could strike another blow or even launch an attack, she returned to Zhang Yang's side.
The whole process was simple, effortless, and neatly executed.
The members of Zi Tian Pavilion watched with boiling rage, humiliated beyond measure, yet also struck with terror, their backs breaking into a cold sweat.
With Bing Yuyan so overwhelmingly strong and no Saints present, wiping out everyone in Zi Tian Pavilion could be done as easily as lifting a hand.
They trembled with dread.
Jin Zhilong, despite his shock and fear, stayed relatively clear-headed. He roared immediately, "Yan Chihuo, how are you people from the Crimson Flame Dynasty acting as hosts? Don't you know how to maintain order?"
Those present turned their heads sidelong in surprise.
Was this still the Master of Butian Pavilion from the Taixu Dynasty?
Hadn't they always resolved everything themselves with their immense strength and ruthless methods? Yet now they actually hoped for outsiders to intervene, powerless to act.
In reality, Zhang Yang and Bing Yuyan's arrival here had already drawn notice.
Everyone knew that no matter how they traveled, they shouldn't have come to this place.
So the Four Holy Sons who had departed earlier, Cold Moon Crown Prince Yue Guilong, and people from the Crimson Flame Dynasty had also rushed over. This included Yan Chihuo, who had just attained the Holy Body and emerged from seclusion, and Grand Princess Yan Mengqing.
They just hadn't expected that Jin Zhilong, who once boasted arrogantly in front of them, would now ask them to enforce order.
Yan Chihuo stood dumbfounded.
Yan Mengqing's stunningly beautiful face glowed with an enchanting radiance as she gazed at Zhang Yang with increasingly burning eyes. This man had single-handedly reduced the Taixu Dynasty, which once dominated the entire Western Desert, to such a state, making her heart surge and struggle to contain herself.
As Yan Chihuo froze, hesitating to step forward, Zhang Yang grasped Wind Dragon's neck, lifted him high, and said, "I remember—you grabbed that poor pregnant woman by the neck and stabbed a sword into her belly in her despair, didn't you?"
Wind Dragon snapped angrily, "She was just a lowly mortal! If you want to kill me or attack our Taixu Dynasty, say so outright—quit making excuses."
"A mortal?" Zhang Yang asked coldly.
"Aren't they? A mortal, a mere ant—dead? Who'd care? You're just... Ah!" Wind Dragon suddenly convulsed in pain, his face twisting grotesquely.
For Zhang Yang had punched him viciously in the abdomen, blasting his dantian, shattering his meridians throughout his body, and even cracking his bones.
Zhang Yang said lightly, "From now on, you're a mortal too."
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Mortals!
Are mortals just ants? Ants you can casually crush, casually slaughter, casually decide life and death for at your whim?
Why did Zhang Yang despise these kinds of people so intensely?
No one could fathom the depth of his killing intent. Some even thought he was deliberately provoking the Taixu Dynasty, suspecting it was all an act.
But no one understood: he had always considered himself a mortal too.
Putting aside everything else, merely a year ago, he was an ordinary man fretting about his next meal. How much could one year truly change? At his core, he never felt superior.
Moreover, what he saw as "immortals" were just people climbing a high mountain. It was this perspective that guided Yaoruoxian to begin Becoming Ordinary, enabling him to be fearless. This was the true essence of martial arts.
We are all mortals, you and I!
Without seeing this fundamental truth, what can one achieve in martial arts?
"Just kill me already. Stop pretending," Wind Dragon twisted his face in pain, saying through gritted teeth.
"Pretending?" Zhang Yang replied lightly. "Suit yourself. A dead man like you cannot comprehend The Great Path, how could you possibly grasp the nature of Immortal, Saint, or Mortal?"
Wind Dragon tried to speak again, but Zhang Yang abruptly tightened his grip. He crushed his throat, including the back of his neck.
The corpse slumped to the ground.
The sight made many onlookers' blood run cold.
He had killed again!
And it was one of the Taixu Dynasty's top geniuses, one of the Hunters' Guild's Nine Heroes—practically Jin Liuli's right arm.
Almost by conditioned reflex, everyone looked towards that domineering, vicious, cruel serpent of a beauty, Jin Liuli.
Yet, to their shock, they saw Jin Liuli gnashing her teeth, clenching her fists, but not daring to confront Zhang Yang.
"Is that really Jin Liuli?"
"The Jin Liuli who scorns Crown Princes and Princes of great dynasties, the Holy Sons of Sacred Lands... is actually speechless?"
"She's this terrified of Zhang Yang?"
"Unbelievable. This can't be Jin Liuli."
These whispers only fueled Jin Liuli's rage, yet she couldn't muster the courage to vent it on Zhang Yang.
Zhang Yang then seized Ji Shaolong.
"I, Ji Shaolong, am no coward! Kill me if you will!" Ji Shaolong declared stubbornly. "Using me to flaunt your sickening pity for ants? Forget it! I regret nothing about that strike of my sword! Alive, I am a man of the Taixu Dynasty! Dead, I am still a man of the Taixu Dynasty!"
Zhang Yang simply crushed him to death.
Two bodies lay on the ground.
The scene fell utterly silent.
Zhang Yang spoke: "Collect the bodies? Or continue?"
His tone was flat, but his words radiated unparalleled arrogance. He was directly challenging the Zi Tian Pavilion – asking if they dared to fight.
I've killed two of your men. Do you dare make a move?
Jin Zhilong clenched his teeth, truly wanting to strike. This was too humiliating. If they just swallowed this insult, how could they ever face anyone again?
It had always been them standing in Zhang Yang’s position to humiliate others before.
Now, being humiliated in turn was simply too hard to accept.
"No fight?" Zhang Yang said.
Jin Zhilong, Jin Zhihu, Jin Liuli, Ye Wolf, and the others all felt deeply humiliated and were desperate to fight.
But the two corpses lying on the ground made them hesitant to act recklessly.
"Zhang Yang, people of our Taixu Dynasty are not just anyone to be killed lightly. We will take revenge," Jin Zhilong roared.
Zhang Yang tilted his head. "Not killed lightly? Have you avenged the grudge against the ten great sages of Heavenly Reaching Mountain?"
"The Taixu Palace, standing for ten thousand years, was blasted apart. Did you avenge that?"
"Five more sages were killed. Taixu Emperor Jin Shengtian’s left arm was cut off by me. Did you get your vengeance for that?"
Each sentence made Jin Zhilong's face turn paler, and he almost couldn't control the urge to charge out in fury.
In the end, the people from Zi Tian Pavilion still didn't dare to make a move.
"Utterly disappointing."
"I thought Jin Shengtian, hollowed out as he is, would arrange some worthy opponents. Instead, it’s just a bunch of trash."
"I’ve mocked you, insulted you... it’s all pointless. A waste of breath."
Zhang Yang turned and walked away.
The Zi Tian Pavilion group was going crazy from suppressed fury; they had never been humiliated like this before.
Onlookers in the open and hidden all thought this affair was over, and there was nothing more to see. However, a startlingly abrupt voice suddenly rang out from the end of the street.
"Using insignificant mortals like ants to stir trouble. That’s rather disgusting."
Others might have heard it with little reaction, but upon hearing it, Zhang Yang instantly spun around to stare towards the street's end.
His abrupt action alerted everyone else, and they all looked in the same direction.
They saw a young man walking through the night.
"The Seventh Prince!" Zhang Yang murmured quietly.
The newcomer was indeed the Seventh Prince of the Great Xia Empire in the Southern Region, also the leader of the Demon Slayer Team, and, in Zhang Yang's eyes, the first opponent truly capable of contending with him on equal footing within the same realm.
Their eyes locked.
Sparks seemed to fly between them.
He was the real opponent.
Instantly, Zhang Yang cast aside thoughts of Zi Tian Pavilion and the Taixu Dynasty entirely.
"What constitutes an ant?" the Seventh Prince asked.
Many heard this and sensed a subtle shift; was this the beginning of a doctrinal debate – a battle of principles?
Such debates were perilous; failing to refute the opponent could easily destabilize oneself.
Instead of answering, Zhang Yang replied with his own question: "What are you in the eyes of a sage?"
Seventh Prince sneered, "Saints would sooner or later need to look up to me. I am destined to become the world's foremost existence across the vast world!"
People throughout Western Desert stared at him, stunned. This man was outrageously arrogant, especially since he dared provoke Zhang Yang so brazenly.
Zhang Yang replied steadily, "Sooner or later is precisely that—later. As of now, a saint perceives you as a mere ant. Once reduced to an ant, how do you differ from any ordinary mortal?"
Seventh Prince retorted, "Naturally, there’s a difference. Mortals are forever destined to be trampled underfoot. But I am destined to rise—how would a saint dare harm even a hair of mine?"
A frosty smile flickered across Zhang Yang’s mouth. "In your view, saints represent the pinnacle. But what does a saint amount to before an immortal?"
Seventh Prince countered, "How can you compare ordinary mortals and ants to higher realms, like an immortal? Is there any parity?"
Zhang Yang continued as if speaking to himself, "And what is an immortal before The Great Path?"
Seventh Prince only scoffed coldly.
Zhang Yang pressed on, "Before The Great Path, what distinction exists among mortals, saints, or immortals? All are the very ants you speak of. Yet The Great Path treats all living things equally. We cultivate martial arts, comprehend the Dao, and seek immortality—yet we defiantly spurn The Great Path itself. How supremely laughable!"
Seventh Prince sneered, "Such talk changes nothing about mortals being ants."
Zhang Yang sighed, "I doubt you’ve grasped even the most fundamental truth—that immortals are people. How could someone like you ever match me?"
Seventh Prince blurted out instinctively, "How could an immortal be human?!"
Zhang Yang shot back, "Are immortals not people? Are saints not people? Are divine beings not people?"
Seventh Prince furrowed his brow, expression turning grave, and spoke coldly, "There are distinctions among people."
Zhang Yang replied, "Being people naturally implies differences: people are divided into male and female, light and shadow. Differences are what create the teeming world we inhabit. Immortals, saints, and mortals all belong here. Yet no one is unique—all are ants. All ultimately return to the state of ordinary beings."
Seventh Prince’s expression darkened further—somehow, Zhang Yang had steered his thoughts into agreement, an implicit loss in their debate. With a final dismissive wave, he declared, "I care not for mortals or ants. All I know is survival of the fittest—that the weak perish while the strong feast!"
Zhang Yang’s gaze sharpened instantly. "Survival of the fittest, is it? Then by your own principle: you’re weak, I’m strong. Therefore, I can... kill you!"
Seventh Prince extended a finger, curling it mockingly as a challenge. "Come fight me!"
Both exploded into motion simultaneously.
At this moment, they unleashed the formidable power of their physical forms.
Both manifested Holy Bodies.
Seventh Prince’s Holy Body radiated terror. Holy light swirling around him coalesced into visions of mountains of corpses and oceans of blood—as if he were Destruction incarnate.
Zhang Yang’s Divine Gold Holy Body shimmered with divine luminescence. Boiling holy light resonated with metallic clashing sounds like scraping blades.
They moved at blinding speeds, colliding instantaneously.
In that fleeting instant, Seventh Prince stunned Zhang Yang with an inexplicable act.
He deliberately withdrew his energy, baring his chest to meet Zhang Yang’s fist head-on.
Boom!
Zhang Yang knew Seventh Prince’s strength well—this was his sole rival matching him cultivation stage for stage. Thus, he instantly struck with the most devastating force he possessed: Consummate Slaughter Thunder Saint Power.
He intended to slaughter Seventh Prince.
Thump!
His fist should’ve detonated Seventh Prince’s chest, pulverizing ribs and organs alike.
But it didn’t happen.
A Remnant Soul absorbed over ninety percent of the punch.
Even so, blood gushed from Seventh Prince’s seven orifices; bones cracked across his body; organs neared rupture. Reacting not with agility but with preparation, he swallowed sacred life water held ready in his mouth, instantly mending his wounds. Landing back feet-first, he cackled madly, "Ji Guiwu! Henceforth, you go your way, and I’ll go mine!"
He had exploited Zhang Yang’s power to achieve his own redemption!
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Even Zhang Yang himself never expected that he had been used by the Seventh Prince.
He was even more surprised to discover a broken soul hidden within the Seventh Prince's body.
What shocked him most was the Seventh Prince's madness. That punch—he knew full well it could blast even a suppressed Saint apart instantly, leaving absolutely no chance of survival. Yet the Seventh Prince did it, gambling his own life for a chance. And he succeeded.
Just based on this action alone, the Seventh Prince had earned the right to remain his opponent.
Who else would dare?!
However, what was this Remnant Soul exactly?
Slaughter Sacred Thunder surged around Zhang Yang as he focused his attention on this Remnant Soul.
The Remnant Soul seemed to be called Ji Guiwu.
Everyone watching from the shadows also looked at it with great curiosity.
"You already knew you hadn't completely refined and destroyed me last time." Ji Guiwu's Remnant Soul was incredibly weak, like a flickering candle flame in the wind, ready to extinguish at any moment. Yet his presence was intensely powerful and terrifying. His gaze was cold as it fixed on the Seventh Prince, radiating undisguised killing intent.
In Ji Guiwu's life, he had truly never imagined that one day he'd be outsmarted by someone he himself had possessed—and that the plot would succeed.
He had once been an immortal, and no ordinary immortal at that.
Pursuing that supreme unique status in all heavens was precisely why he had come to the vast world.
Yet now, he'd suffered consecutive setbacks at the hands of this Seventh Prince. This anger filled him with a violent frustration, his face burning with shame and humiliation.
"Hahaha..."
The Seventh Prince threw back his head and laughed wildly. "Ji Guiwu, you overestimate yourself! You think that just because you were among the strongest on the immortal path, you could exploit me endlessly? In the beginning, I tolerated you to extract more martial arts insights from you. But you, a mighty immortal, were petty, teaching me only simplified, fragile things! With a heart like yours, you still dream of becoming the first in all heavens? Ridiculous!"
"How did you discover I was still present?" Ji Guiwu's expression was so dark it seemed capable of dripping water.
The Seventh Prince answered excitedly, "Inside the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, finishing you off felt absurdly easy. I never believed killing an immortal could be that straightforward. So I pretended you were truly dead. I knew you understood every inch of my body completely, but you couldn't control my thoughts! When I left the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins and returned to the Daxia Imperial Capital to enter seclusion, you thought I was afraid of Zhang Yang? Laughable! I wasn't afraid to kill even you, an immortal! Why would I fear him, Zhang Yang? That period was for me to accumulate my own foundation, to build my own reserves! When I learned that Zhang Yang, somewhere on Heavenly Reaching Mountain, had somehow provoked the killing intent of the Eternal Night, I knew it. He must have achieved some terrifying power forbidden by the Eternal Night. Because at that very moment, an inexplicable dread also rose within me. I thought, that must be your feeling! Ha! So I knew it was time—time to use Zhang Yang's hand to blast you completely out of this body!"
"Without you... this feeling of being truly myself is truly refreshing! Hahahaha..."
He laughed. He roared with laughter.
Ji Guiwu's face was so stormy it seemed water could indeed drip from it.
The entire street fell deathly silent.
People of the Western Desert looked at the Remnant Soul in horror. This was... an immortal!
This Seventh Prince actually wanted to kill... this immortal!
Originally proud and powerful figures like Yan Chihuo, Jin Zhilong, Lu Hengkong, and everyone else from the Western Desert felt their minds go blank, dizzy with disbelief.
An immortal!
Was this how little respect an immortal received?
Then they looked at Zhang Yang again, feeling another inexplicable pang of trepidation.
This man, a month ago, invited an immortal to help him. Then, that immortal slapped from afar shattered the Taixu Palace, setting the Taixu Dynasty on its path of decline.
Then again, this very same man, his single fist forced this very immortal out of the Seventh Prince's body.
It seemed... he didn't put immortals on much of a pedestal either.
"Immortals are but mortals too." Grand Princess Yan Mengqing murmured to herself. She suddenly realized Zhang Yang was not putting on a show, nor was he provoking needlessly. He was genuinely standing up for the common folk, seeking vengeance for mortals, because from beginning to end, he believed all living beings were fundamentally ordinary.
Immortals are mortals!
Yan Mengqing's keen mind instantly granted her a profound enlightenment in martial arts. She felt she might need to seclude herself for cultivation.
It was this man who had brought her such thorough awakening.
As for the Seventh Prince's actions, Zhang Yang was shaken. But what seized him even more uncontrollably was his intense killing intent toward Remnant Soul Ji Guiwu. It was so fierce he felt himself nearly losing control of it.
It felt like being wounded; his bloodline began to boil.
This was his awakened bloodline.
The bloodline world also manifested.
The "Xiao" Hall, where the first lamp resided, materialized for the first time without needing a spiritual body to enter.
The Stone Monkey within suddenly opened its eyes.
At that precise instant, Zhang Yang's eyes flew open too. This opening signified the activation of his fire-eyed golden vision.
Piercing Golden Light and a scorching blaze instantly illuminated the long street shrouded in night.
Ji Guiwu, brimming with intense killing intent directed originally at the Seventh Prince, was affected by this sudden radiance. He jerked his head towards Zhang Yang, his voice icy cold, "You want to kill me."
"Yes!"
Zhang Yang admitted without the slightest hesitation.
Ji Guiwu drew himself upright. Even as a mere Remnant Soul, diminished and blurred by the earlier assault of the Slaughter Thunder Saint Power, he exuded a formidable presence.
Hands clasped behind his back, he hovered in the air, adopting the lofty pose of one looking upon mere mortals as he stared down at Zhang Yang. With the manner of a celestial from the clouds, he declared, "I am an immortal!"
If the Seventh Prince had claimed to be an immortal, some might have harbored doubts. But when Ji Guiwu proclaimed it himself, backed by his overwhelming presence and the unmistakable aura that transcended saints, it convinced many—he truly was an immortal. Even if only an immortal soul, he was an immortal.
Immortals!
Since the Eternal Night, no true immortals had walked the earth.
This was accepted as law.
Yet, the emergence of the Headless Monk, and the Supreme Emperor transforming into a heavenly tribulation, seemingly surpassing the path of a saint—these events screamed that this vast world concealed far more secrets than people knew.
Immortals—beings supreme.
Immortals—capable of all.
Immortals—revered by heaven and earth.
Then, amidst the shock and surging emotions, Zhang Yang's low murmur sliced through: "I want to slay an immortal."
The street fell silent. Utterly, deathly silent.
Even Ji Guiwu seemed stunned for a moment. He echoed, "What did you say?"
"I said," Zhang Yang's body began to boil with holy light and surge with divine radiance, his hair whipping around him as his battle fury ignited, "I want to slay an immortal!"
Fear of immortals was instinctive for all, saints included. Given the commotion here, how could the saints not notice? Could they bear to witness a saint appearing only to perish?
Yet, Zhang Yang dared to speak of slaying an immortal.
Fury shook Ji Guiwu's Remnant Soul. To think that one day, he, a celestial being, would be threatened with immortal-slaying by a mere native? What reckless courting of death.
"I am an immortal!"
"I am a supreme immortal of the Undying Path realm, the fourth major stage of the immortal path! If not for the immortal fate hidden within your insignificant, backwater world, I would already have ascended to the Chaotic Heaven realm, the fifth great stage. Those your kind mistakenly call 'immortals' aren't fit to even tie my sandals! Saints? In my eyes, they lack even the qualification to be called ants!"
Ji Guiwu flew into a towering rage, declaring his true might.
As for the realms of the immortal path, Zhang Yang had no knowledge. Or perhaps the Eternal Night itself had subtly erased such concepts long ago. In this vast world, likely only a handful knew these truths.
Nevertheless, Ji Guiwu's declaration still delivered an earth-shattering impact.
"So you really are that powerful," Zhang Yang said.
Ji Guiwu lifted his chin arrogantly. To him, the vast world was merely inhabited by natives. In his full power and fury, his true form might even be capable of refining this entire world, turning every living soul to nothingness in an instant.
Zhang Yang tilted his head up, meeting his eyes, and asked calmly, "Wouldn't slaying someone like you be far more thrilling?"
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Chapter 405: Fearless and Dauntless, Selfless and Undefeated
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Ji Guiwu suddenly began to laugh. His laughter started small, grew louder, and finally turned into a roar of madness.
It was as if he had heard the greatest joke of all time.
"Ant!"
"You don't even qualify as an ant in my eyes! That you, insignificant as you are, dare to dream of killing me? Hilarious!"
"You think just because you could force me out of the Seventh Prince’s body means you can kill me? I cannot be killed! In your eyes, I am an immortal, omnipotent like the clouds, enduring throughout eternity! Attempting to kill me is nothing but seeking your own death!"
Ji Guiwu was raving with laughter and furious rage.
His aura abruptly surged to a boil.
In reality, he and the Seventh Prince were one entity. Consequently, their cultivation levels were equivalent; after all, they were completely fused, and Ji Guiwu intended to achieve possession. The Seventh Prince was at Opening the Sky realm, Level Three, and so was he. In other words, neither of them had surpassed Zhang Yang in cultivation level. The Seventh Prince was indeed the sole individual Zhang Yang had never managed to outpace realm-wise. Ji Guiwu was no exception.
But now, driven mad, Ji Guiwu experienced successive breakthroughs in mere breaths. In an instant, he surged through two minor stages, stepping into Opening the Sky realm, Level Five.
"Kill me?"
"By an ant like you? Preposterous."
"Naive, foolish natives! You will never comprehend the nature of beings like immortals! You’ll never grasp that the cultivation realms you value so highly are utterly before m..."
He couldn’t finish.
Zhang Yang simply had no patience for idle talk.
Fight? Then fight it was. What need was there for endless words?
Swoosh!
Zhang Yang unleashed his full power without reserve.
Crack!
Even at Opening the Sky realm, Level Three, releasing every restraint caused even ordinary Small Boundless cultivators to shudder. Pupils contracted and hearts trembled as he crashed through the void, reaching an inconceivable speed. Exceeding the sound barrier by many times, he arrived before Ji Guiwu in a flash.
Boom!
A glimpse of Soul Binding Saint Power.
An ultimate method specifically targeting souls.
For all Ji Guiwu’s madness, his soul was an immortal soul. Yet, because he was ultimately fused with the Seventh Prince and pursuing complete possession, he had long relinquished every aspect of his former immortal path—only through such total detachment could he undergo rebirth and grow into the "supreme unique" existence he envisioned.
Thus, in the face of a genuine confrontation, Ji Guiwu felt pressure. He reacted almost too slowly, raising his hand merely by instinct.
World-Destroying Hand!
This was a secret technique once used by the Seventh Prince before his possession. Yet wielded by Ji Guiwu, it became extraordinary. His palm seemed to wield an arriving cataclysm, radiating an oppressive sense of dread capable of crushing the spirit.
Unfortunately, it made no difference.
The Soul Binding Saint Power targeted the soul, not the
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