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With a single hand, one could even slay immortals!
This was the unparalleled secret killing technique, the Fallen Immortal Hand, that the Seventh Prince had unearthed after freeing himself from the possession by the immortal soul of Ji Guiwu. It stemmed from the genuine immortal energy left behind by Ji Guiwu, combined with some immortal soul imprints, and extracted from a fragment of the immortal path's memories.
Thus began the confrontation: the Slaughter Thunder Saint Power versus the Fallen Immortal Hand.
The sprawling thunderlight instantly converged, coalescing onto his fist. The power of the Slaughter Sacred Thunder fused with the Slaughter Thunder Saint Power, merging alongside the inherent strength of his Divine Light Holy Body, all gathered fiercely into this single punch.
Boom!
Fist met hand.
One boiled with thunderlight.
One exuded profound darkness.
A brief stalemate ensued between them. This was likely the first instance since their conflict began where an exchange of raw power persisted for so long without a decisive outcome in an instant.
The reason was simple.
Zhang Yang's cultivation realm was at a disadvantage—unprecedented.
Zhang Yang's Bloodline Awakening had granted him the Divine Gold Holy Body—unprecedented.
The Seventh Prince's Holy Body, achieved through immortal energy baptism—likewise unprecedented.
The Seventh Prince's Fallen Immortal Hand, arrogant in its superiority to any martial arts technique of the Eternal Night—also unprecedented.
Their powers pressed against each other to the absolute limit, then abruptly exploded.
Boom! Rumble!
The space around both men erupted violently.
Zhang Yang snorted coldly and retreated over ten steps.
The Seventh Prince likewise stumbled back "thump, thump, thump" nearly twenty paces, crashing through the courtyard wall behind him. He continued stumbling backward, leaving deep footprints in the ground, finally stabilizing himself. He opened his mouth and spat out a mouthful of blood.
He burned with shame and fury, wishing he were dead.
He had actually been defeated again.
This time, he clearly discerned the critical point of disparity between them.
It was that the Slaughter Thunder Saint Power slightly surpassed the Fallen Immortal Hand.
It was that the Divine Gold Holy Body surpassed his own Holy Body.
His cultivation realm was one minor level higher, yet it failed to compensate for these two gaps, leading to his final defeat.
Of all the intense battles he had ever fought against Zhang Yang, this was the only time he had been closest to defeating him... yet he still lost.
He felt indignant. He thrust himself upright, ready to fight again. Yet, darkness suddenly swam before his eyes; his energy expenditure had been too severe, leaving him powerless to continue the combat.
In contrast, Zhang Yang was still standing. Though his form wobbled slightly, the sheer dominance of his terrifying Divine Gold Holy Body surged forth. He violently twisted his body, producing a sound like popping beans. Leveraging the advantage of his Divine Gold Holy Body, he surged forward once more to attack.
"Look out!"
Wei Hongyu's sharp warning suddenly cut through the air.
Someone arrived like a bolt of lightning.
A sharp boundless sword thrust fiercely towards Zhang Yang's temple.
The attacker was Yun Tianhuang!
Compared to the other three Holy Sons, Yun Tianhuang's cultivation was higher, and his full-force slash was even more terrifying.
If he had been at his peak, Zhang Yang would not have paid any attention to him at all.
However, battling with the Seventh Prince had exhausted him severely, so he had to be cautious.
He failed to dodge with speed and could only reach out to grab it.
Bang!
Yun Tianhuang's sword was caught by him.
"Kill!"
Believing he had seized an opportunity, Yun Tianhuang exerted force wildly, thrusting violently with the sword in his hand to pierce through Zhang Yang's palm and continue killing him.
Zhang Yang was pushed backward; he ignored Yun Tianhuang and instead looked toward the Seventh Prince.
As a result, after discovering he was still beaten, the unwilling Seventh Prince roared, vowing to fully refine all the mysteries left by the immortal soul of Ji Guiwu and then return for a death match with Zhang Yang, before departing directly using the ancient teleportation array.
With his departure, Zhang Yang snapped.
"My Seventh Prince!"
Zhang Yang's eyes instantly filled with a bloody glow; the shame of his cultivation being overtaken by the Seventh Prince, which was not yet vented, erupted outright.
His awakened bloodline surged, making his fighting spirit and killing intent ferocious.
He fiercely looked at Yun Tianhuang.
Bang!
His retreating body stomped its foot and steadied firmly.
"You let my Seventh Prince escape! You deserve to die!"
Zhang Yang violently snatched the boundless sword out of Yun Tianhuang's hand.
Yun Tianhuang was dumbfounded as he stared at his empty hand, for that had been his full-power effort; he was in the Fourth Step of the Small Boundless realm, he was a Holy Body, and if Zhang Yang hadn't caused such intense mental turmoil in the Battle at Heavenly Reaching Mountain, he would have achieved a breakthrough long ago; in the Western Desert, he considered himself one of the most notable genius masters of their generation, never imagining that in a real solo fight, Zhang Yang would take the sword from him so easily.
Furious, Zhang Yang grabbed the sword's hilt with one hand and its tip with the other, then exerted force violently, bending the boundless sword.
"Aah!"
He frantically tried to snap the boundless sword.
Many onlookers were shaken by this scene.
The problem was, the boundless sword only bent, emitting a mournful cry, and remained unbroken.
"Damn it!"
Zhang Yang grew even angrier; he released his grip and directly swung the sword outward.
The stunned Yun Tianhuang reacted swiftly and leaped backward to dodge.
Swish!
However, Zhang Yang understood nothing of sword techniques or similar arts; instead, his holy power martial arts techniques were terrifying, and that sweep generated a fearsome sword light.
Tragically, Yun Tianhuang was grazed by the sword light passing before his neck.
Crack!
Blood gushed out.
Yun Tianhuang's head flew off.
This still couldn’t disperse his rage; he abruptly turned to glare at the other three Holy Sons and Wei Hongying.
The faces of those four turned deathly pale.
"Go!"
Not daring to fight any longer, they spun around and fled.
"Die!"
Zhang Yang flipped the boundless sword in hand, hurling it like the Wolf King Spear he once wielded.
The reason it was termed the former Wolf King Spear was because after gaining the Crimson Sun Divine Rod, he no longer wanted the spear he felt was too light. Even when it recovered to the boundless artifact stage, he gifted it to Li Kunhai, Palace Master of the Cang Wolf Palace. With his current status, he required no reliance on the Wolf King Spear to assert his identity.
This technique was forged through his battles.
Whoosh!
The boundless sword sliced through the sky, swift and fierce, streaking straight toward the Holy Son of the Nine Nether Cave, Xue Jianyi.
Fleeing for his life, Xue Jianyi activated the ancient teleportation array while sprinting.
Light flared around him, dimming his form as he prepared to teleport away.
Thud!
Yet the boundless sword pierced through, impaling him directly, wrenching him from the teleportation process and pinning him dead to the ground.
The others—Jin Poxu, Lu Hengkong, and Wei Hongying—likewise shimmered with light, on the verge of vanishing.
Here, differences became apparent.
Jin Poxu, hailing from the Golden Crow Sacred Land, possessed innate speed.
Lu Hengkong, being a Naturally Born Holy Son, was no match for ordinary mortals despite appearing outmatched before Zhang Yang or the Seventh Prince.
Both vanished the instant Xue Jianyi was slain.
Wei Hongying, however, differed. She stood at the ninth level of Opening the Sky realm, not yet entering Small Boundless.
Though she activated the ancient teleportation array swiftly, she lagged behind those Holy Sons.
And she caught Zhang Yang's attention.
Weaponless, Zhang Yang tore through the void, using his Divine Gold Holy Body's speed to pounce directly through the air.
Bam!
His hand shot into the vacuum, solidly striking Wei Hongying's right shoulder before she teleported away.
Crack!
His ferocious strength shredded her shoulder instantly. He then yanked Wei Hongying violently from the teleportation, the pulsing energy shattering under his collision, rendering it inoperable.
Thump!
He hauled her out and slammed her onto the ground—life and death now entirely in Zhang Yang's grasp.
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Killing two Holy Sons consecutively before capturing Wei Hongying—this outcome sent shivers through everyone spectating.
No one could have imagined Zhang Yang truly dared to kill.
Yet seeing the corpse of Yun Zhenggu, one of Western Desert’s mightiest unrivaled sages, just lying there, everyone found it oddly fitting. This felt... normal.
Wei Hongying was utterly petrified.
She, the proud daughter of Five Elements Wei Family’s second faction, had never stared death in the face.
For her, life since birth meant privilege and fawning sycophants. The special status of the Five Elements Wei Family even placed them aloft above Western Desert's other powers. Everyone deferred to them, allowing her arrogance to sometimes eclipse even Jin Liuli’s notorious conceit. It was precisely this pampered life that fueled her overwhelming terror—her legs trembled uncontrollably, and she urinated on the spot.
"Prepare to die if you seek to kill me."
Zhang Yang raised his hand, striking down toward Wei Hongying’s face.
He meant this fatal blow.
Wei Hongying screamed, her face waxen pale, before crumpling to the ground unconscious.
The pathetic display drew Zhang Yang’s utter contempt and made Wei Hongyu flush crimson with humiliation. This was their Five Elements Wei Family member, disgracing them all.
But Wei Hongying wasn’t dead. A terrifying Holy Might surged forth, causing the entire long street to shudder violently. The air pressure threatened rending open the sky.
A sage had arrived.
Under this terrible Holy Might, Wei Hongying stirred awake.
"Ancestor!"
She spotted the sage and cried out in delirious relief.
The newcomer was the leading figure of Five Elements Wei Family’s second faction, Wei Wuchen—a top-tier sage renowned across Western Desert.
It’s worth mentioning: in this vast world, true brothers both attaining sagehood are vanishingly rare. Rarer still are those both reaching the status of top-tier sage.
Wei Wuji and Wei Wuchen were precisely such brothers.
Yet these brothers were mortal enemies, locked in conflict until death.
"Release her."
Wei Wuchen floated suspended mid-air, arms folded across his chest, gazing imperiously downward. His posture mirrored Wei Hongying’s own earlier arrogance.
Wei Hongying instinctively tried scrambling to her feet and fleeing. But she had barely moved when an iron grip seized her throat. Zhang Yang lifted her clear off the ground.
Wei Hongying could scarcely believe it.
Her ancestor Wei Wuchen was right here! How dare he treat her like this? Did he crave death?
This act also sharpened Wei Wuchen’s gaze, his pupils narrowing. Twin blades of pure malice shot straight toward Zhang Yang.
Those frightening glints of killing intent shattered mid-air.
Silver Peacock had arrived.
He’d been present all along, merely constrained from intervening against juniors by Crimson Flame Dynasty’s complex status relationships.
Now Wei Wuchen had appeared. Naturally, Silver Peacock couldn’t ignore it. Crucially, both being top-tier sages, Silver Peacock’s pending transcendence past deep-seated grudges to rise among the unrivaled ranks made him barely even register Wei Wuchen as a threat.
Thus, the air around flickered with shifting Holy Shadows.
Saint Yan Donghuang of Star Flame arrived.
Yan Ziyou, who claimed special ties with the Taixu Dynasty, was nowhere to be found.
Wearing a miserable expression, Yan Donghuang had never encountered anyone so utterly vexing.
He’d just pleaded with Zhang Yang to avoid trouble before leaving—only for it to erupt again the moment he was gone.
This time, even in public, Yan Donghuang no longer cared to maintain appearances. He implored helplessly, "Lord, could you possibly refrain from causing trouble? I beg you, will you?"
A saint lowering his head to beg mercy.
The onlookers were speechless, their thoughts clear: Whatever chaos this lord had stirred must be immense to reduce a saint to near-tearful entreaties.
"Fine. For your sake," Zhang Yang conceded. "You’ve been decent enough, Yan Donghuang. I’ll grant you this face and cease my stirrings."
Only then did Yan Donghuang exhale in relief.
But then, Zhang Yang added, "However. Wei Hongying sought to kill me without cause. Letting her walk away unscathed would wound this lord’s dignity. People might assume our Vast Forest fears the second faction of the Five Elements Wei Family." He gestured dismissively toward Wei Hongying. "Let this old Wei fellow name a price. He can redeem this terrified, reeking second-faction princess who pissed herself."
Yan Donghuang sighed. He’d known it couldn’t end so simply.
At least outright conflict was avoided; redemption through payment was manageable.
Wei Hongying seethed with humiliation, nearly wishing to dash her head open. To be publicly declared as having wet herself—it was unforgivable!
She felt countless eyes scrutinizing her legs, lingering on the damp stains dripping from her trouser cuffs. She wanted to die.
Wei Wuchen’s face darkened to a terrifying degree.
This was no less than a direct slap to his face!
"Out of respect for Saint Yan Donghuang," declared Zhang Yang, "this lord won’t make things hard for you. Set any price you wish. Even a single spirit stone will suffice... provided you believe the Wei Hongying who soiled herself is worth that much." He turned to Yan Donghuang with a smug tilt of his head. "See, Yan? I gave you face."
Yan Donghuang wanted to swear. Damn face! You’ve twisted the blade! This isn’t leniency; it’s cruelty!
What did ‘set any price’ even mean?
This was the princess of the second faction of the Five Elements Wei Family! Her status and position demanded respect. A dictated ransom could be met. But letting them name the price? It was deliberate torment. Offer too little, and they demean their own. Offer too much, and they feel extorted. Yet, can a princess truly be assigned a mere price?
However Wei Wuchen responded would be agonizing.
Wei Wuchen’s cold gaze fixed on Zhang Yang, his eyes boiling with suppressed murderous intent.
Zhang Yang continued nonchalantly, "Wei Wuchen, best decide quickly. Otherwise, I might return Wei Hongying directly, perhaps even toss a few extra spirit stones your way as compensation. That wouldn’t be pleasant, would it?"
This taunt pushed Wei Hongying toward insanity. Was she worthless?! He’d rather pay them to take her back?!
Wei Wuchen swept his hand.
Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
Three blades slammed into the ground before Zhang Yang.
Holy swords. Three of them.
Admittedly, their overall quality fell short of Bing Yuyan’s Ice Spirit Holy Sword. Yet, holy swords they remained—possessing formidable, immense value.
"Release her," Wei Wuchen commanded.
Yan Donghuang murmured urgently, "Lord, this is acceptable."
But Zhang Yang studied Wei Wuchen’s demeanor: arrogant even while paying ransom, still acting as if conferring a favor. Zhang Yang disliked it. He shook his head.
Damn it, thought Yan Donghuang, sensing impending trouble. He’s stirring again.
Before Yan could interject, Zhang Yang declared, "Too expensive. She's not worth it. I promised to grant face, and I shall. I am famously fair and just. Never one to take advantage—everyone knows this."
Many spectators nearly cursed aloud. Fair? Just? Your Black Cloaked Strategist damn near bankrupted the Taixu Dynasty through extortion! A Con Artist who doesn’t profit is no Con Artist at all!
Therefore," Zhang Yang pronounced calmly, "I value Wei Hongying at precisely one Spirit Stone. Just one. Present it to me."
Wei Hongying, ignoring her injuries, trembled on the brink of madness. The insult was unbearable.
Zhang Yang reiterated, "I require one Spirit Stone."
The arrogance vanished from Wei Wuchen’s face, replaced by terrifying, chilling gloom. He glared fiercely at Zhang Yang.
"Ah, never mind," Zhang Yang waved dismissively. "Seems you don't value her at even one Spirit Stone? Forget the stone." He pointed to Wei Hongying’s head. "However, this princess’s hairpin is valuable. I'd wager it warrants three holy swords. Since redemption encompasses both prisoner and possessions, I’ll accept these swords. Payment for the pin." He gestured toward Wei Hongying. "And Wei Hongying herself? Consider her... a complimentary gift."
He collected the three holy swords and casually tossed Wei Hongying toward her faction.
In that instant, Wei Wuchen’s murderous aura surged.
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Wei Wuchen was provoked to anger.
However, figures flickered all around.
Silver Peacock and Yan Donghuang stepped forward simultaneously, firmly guarding Zhang Yang's left and right, protecting his safety.
Star Flame Saint stood with his hands behind his back, coldly watching Wei Wuchen, his stance clear—do not force me to make a move.
As for Star Flame Saint, Wei Wuchen indeed felt some apprehension; an unrivaled sage wasn’t just a title, it was one earned through genuine strength.
"Do you wish to strike at me?" Zhang Yang was as tranquil as still water, his tone completely unruffled.
But Yan Donghuang heard this with a pounding heart, his gut telling him that this guy was probably up to some trouble again.
Wei Wuchen glared at him menacingly.
"Don't look at me like that—I don't care one bit. If you want to fight, go ahead and fight. I'm not as shameless as your Five Elements Wei Family’s second faction, where younger ones attack and you all claim it's rivalry among peers; or when the younger ones lose, you send the older ones out for a disgraceful attack. I wouldn't stoop to such lowly tactics. Whether it's the young or the old, just bring it on—I'll handle it all." Zhang Yang confronted him directly, his presence formidable. "But I did say I wanted to respect Yan Saint's feelings, so I'm giving you a kind warning: if you think you're better than the Black Cloaked Strategist, or if you believe you're stronger than Yun Zhenggu, go ahead and strike. I can assure you right now, if you make a move, I will make sure you join them. Don't believe me? Try it."
After speaking, he turned his head back to Yan Donghuang and said, "I'm being very respectful here—I don't want any fuss. If he moves against me despite this, you can't blame me for it."
Yan Donghuang's lips twitched uncontrollably—wasn't this obviously provoking him?
Wei Wuchen was indeed incensed by this goading, but the names Black Cloaked Strategist and Yun Zhenggu hit him like a splash of icy water.
Especially since Yun Zhenggu’s body was under Wei Hongyu’s control; he was an unrivaled sage whom Wei Wuchen himself regarded with awe and fear.
If one could say the Black Cloaked Strategist was a fluke mishap, wasn't Yun Zhenggu the same?
Why did they both suffer such fates in Zhang Yang's hand?
He gave Zhang Yang a deep look, snorted coldly, waved a hand, and left with his men.
The oppressive atmosphere of the long street vanished, returning to silence.
Yan Donghuang let out a long sigh; he felt that as long as Zhang Yang stayed in Crimson Flame Imperial Capital for even one day, he wouldn’t get a moment's peace—this guy just stirred too much up.
The key point was, he also heard Zhang Yang whining in self-defense, "Yan Saint, it's not my fault, really. I was lying low when Wei Hongying picked a fight, then the Four Holy Sons came to kill me—I only fought back in self-defense."
"Whether you were passive or not, wherever you are, I have to be on high alert." Yan Donghuang decided flatly not to leave this time, staying right at Bi Tian Pavilion.
He intended to keep an eye on Zhang Yang this disaster magnet.
Zhang Yang shrugged—having someone guard the door wasn't a bad thing; at least it would avoid unnecessary troubles. He always preferred quiet, and that was "sincere talk."
The crowd dispersed.
Wei Hongyu also took her leave from Zhang Yang again.
Bi Tian Pavilion regained its peace.
As for the two Holy Sons who had fallen in battle, people from Burial Land and Nine Nether Cave Heaven had already come to retrieve them. Zhang Yang couldn't care less how these Two Major Holy Places reacted; with Yan Donghuang present, there was nothing to fear from any schemes.
After a brief calm, Yue Guilong suddenly showed up at Bi Tian Pavilion.
Regarding his situation, Tiger Howl Wind, who was stationed in Cold Moon Imperial Capital, provided constant updates.
Within Cold Moon Imperial Capital, there were undercurrents of turmoil, or more precisely, the palace harbored hidden royal tensions. Yet as it involved his own family's internal affairs, Yue Guilong didn't seek Zhang Yang's help, so Zhang Yang stayed hands-off.
"Zhang Yang, I need to fight a battle that belongs to me."
This time, Yue Guilong showed no visible change in expression, speaking calmly, "For this fight, no one can assist me, nor is anyone able to help. If I win, from now on, Cold Moon Dynasty will stand by your Vast Forest as lifelong comrades through life and death, and never betray."
"If I die, do not avenge me. From now on, you have no ties to the Cold Moon Dynasty. Do not trouble yourself with its survival or demise."
He took out the first and only remaining Mother-and-child Bead and handed it to Zhang Yang.
He solemnly declared, "This battle is not fit for using this treasure. Even if I die in battle, it must not be used. Keeping it in my hands is wasteful. Only in your grasp can it achieve its greatest value."
He did not allow Zhang Yang to refuse, personally hanging it from Zhang Yang's waist.
He smiled and said, "Zhang Yang, my life, Yue Guilong, has been tragic. At birth, my mother perished. As I grew, my beloved betrayed me and died. The one thing that makes me feel this life was not in vain is befriending you. It’s my honor."
"With such a true friend in life, I can die without regret."
He activated the ancient teleportation array and departed.
Only his voice lingered in the air.
"Do not, under any circumstances, go to the Cold Moon Imperial Capital. I do not wish for you to see its filthy side. If you still consider me a brother, remember my words."
He left, arriving and departing in haste.
Zhang Yang’s brow furrowed deeply.
Yue Guilong’s arrival was too sudden, his departure even more abrupt.
He wished to understand the situation, but then Tiger Howl Wind returned, having been driven back by Yue Guilong.
Tiger Howl Wind relayed, "Crown Prince Yue Guilong stated he doesn’t want us to witness its wretchedness. He also declared he will seal off the Cold Moon imperial palace. None shall enter but the royal family. Not even Gu Qianmu or Liu Yuewu can gain entry."
Zhang Yang couldn’t help but recall once more the tangled relationships between Yue Guilong, Yue Buqun, and Yuchan.
He vaguely sensed that this matter was far more complex than it seemed. Yue Guilong might risk certain death for the dignity of the Cold Moon royal house, even undertaking desperate measures.
"Guilong, you’ve learned to shoulder responsibility. Yet why do I feel calamity awaits you this time?"
An uneasy feeling gripped Zhang Yang.
An intense urge to rush to the Cold Moon Dynasty welled up within him.
This time, Yan Donghuang appeared before him immediately.
"I am not here to stop you from stirring trouble," the sage said gravely. "I ask you to reflect on Yue Guilong’s experiences, on why he returned to leave you those words. You must think clearly. If you force your way in and expose unsightly secrets, would Yue Guilong hate you... or die of shame and fury?"
Zhang Yang exclaimed in shock, "You know something, don’t you?"
Yan Donghuang shook his head. "I do not. I only know the Black Cloaked Strategist permeated the Cold Moon Dynasty too deeply. Knowing his vile methods, I know he’d commit any atrocity, even revel in it. One can guess what drove Yue Guilong to this."
"The Black Cloaked Strategist!" Zhang Yang gritted his teeth.
Yan Donghuang sighed. "Killing him rid the Western Desert of its greatest scourge."
Zhang Yang lamented. Though the Black Cloaked Strategist died long ago, his influence and schemes still played a devastating role.
Seeing Zhang Yang’s agitation, recalling his past rampages for his brothers’ sake, Yan Donghuang decisively arranged for him to go to the Saintly Fire Land beneath the palace. Bing Yuyan accompanied him to view the progress of his Crimson Sun Divine Rod’s transformation.
Persuaded by Bing Yuyan, Zhang Yang finally descended to the Saintly Fire Land.
The Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace still roared thunderously.
Smiths labored with intense focus.
Ruyi Iron Heart, Earthly Sacred Gold, Mountain-River Heavy Metal, and other materials had been fed into the flames.
Occasionally, the furnace lid rattled open a sliver, dense holy weapon aura surging forth.
The Crimson Sun Divine Rod’s evolution into a holy rod neared completion.
Yan Chihuo and Yan Mengqing stood watch throughout. Upon his arrival, they conversed at length, especially Yan Mengqing striking up idle chatter.
Distracted by Yue Guilong’s plight, Zhang Yang could find no calm and responded absently.
Sensing his mood, the perceptive Yan Mengqing fell silent.
Sitting cross-legged before the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace, Zhang Yang pondered Yan Donghuang’s words and Yue Guilong’s plea. Even between brothers, he realized some matters should not be meddled in.
He resolved to set it aside.
His mind now still as water, he observed the furnace.
After a long while, he rose abruptly, seized by sudden insight, pointing at the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace.
"I want to go inside."
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Everyone present before the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace fell utterly silent.
Even the busy master smiths froze. Their minds had been completely focused on tempering the divine weapon to achieve sagehood, disregarding all external people and affairs for fear of a mistake. Thus, even the presence of Crown Prince Yan Chihuo and Grand Princess Yan Mengqing hadn't disturbed them.
As a result, Zhang Yang’s words shocked them so much they all whipped their heads around, forgetting the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace entirely.
"Lord of the Sacred Forest! This is our own territory!" Yan Chihuo's face paled with fright as he screamed, blocking Zhang Yang’s path. "Please don’t cause trouble, alright? We can’t handle the trouble you cause; it kills people!"
Yan Mengqing’s usual confident smile and composure were gone. Trembling, she said, "The Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace contains the yin and yang fire coals – capable of reducing even a sage to ashes in an instant. Why would you go in there?"
They were all thoroughly terrified.
In contrast, Zhang Yang scratched his head and said, "I just had a sudden feeling... something inside the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace seems to have stimulated me. Is it really necessary for you to be this tense?"
"Lord of the Sacred Forest! Ancestor! Can I call you ancestor?!" Yan Chihuo looked ready to cry. "Have you forgotten what you’ve done since arriving at our Crimson Flame Imperial Capital? You’re fresh off the boat, and a sage tries a sneak attack; the same day, the Black Cloaked Strategist plots against you, but you get rid of him. Then you go cause trouble at the Taixu Palace. After that? You became like a walking human catastrophe! Every day – no, I suspect every moment – you are causing trouble. You nearly destroyed the Taixu Dynasty with your actions. You were physically in the Western Desert, yet you shattered the entire landscape of the Southern Region. You got rid of Yun Zhenggu! Just moments ago, you didn't just finish off two Holy Sons of the Sacred Land; you also taught the head of the Five Elements Wei Family’s second faction a lesson! Do you understand that whenever you make a move, there is never peace afterward? It's never a minor affair! Our ancestors were even scared out of their secluded cultivation retreats! Our Crimson Flame Dynasty..."
Zhang Yang cut him off directly, "Your Crimson Flame Dynasty... I placed it atop the Western Desert myself, on a silver platter."
The words died on Yan Chihuo’s lips.
Yan Mengqing blinked her beautiful eyes. A sharp mind at work, her gaze landed on Zhang Yang, becoming so intensely heated it seemed to surpass the temperature inside the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace.
"Anyway, you are a catastrophe. Please, I beg you, just keep still!" Yan Chihuo clasped his hands pleadingly. "I speak as the Crown Prince about to ascend the throne, representing the Crimson Flame Dynasty. I beseech you, be still."
Zhang Yang’s mouth twitched. He turned to Bing Yuyan and asked, "Am I really that notorious for causing trouble? I consider myself a very peaceable fellow."
Even Bing Yuyan’s icy expression melted; her smile brought an unexpected warmth and life to the space.
Yan Chihuo felt close to madness. This guy actually dared to call himself peaceable and doubted his own troublemaking reputation! What kind of twisted logic was that?!
"You are a catastrophe! A human catastrophe!" Yan Chihuo stated with deadly seriousness. "In my view, titles like Battle God of the Southern Region or Battle God of the Western Desert don't cut it. You should be called the Catastrophe Battle God. Wherever you go, disaster follows."
"Yan Chihuo, I'm warning you, don't slander me. I am a lover of peace," Zhang Yang glared at him.
Throwing caution to the wind, Yan Chihuo retorted, "You are the Catastrophe Battle God! Don't believe me? Ask my Imperial Sister! Ask the Ice Palace Master! Ask anyone in the Southern Region or Western Desert! If even one person disagrees, I, Yan Chihuo, will cut out my own tongue as punishment!"
Zhang Yang looked at Yan Mengqing.
Yan Mengqing smiled and nodded.
Zhang Yang looked at Bing Yuyan.
Bing Yuyan pressed her lips together, smiled faintly, and also nodded.
Zhang Yang scratched his head. He discovered that perhaps people just didn’t understand him. He had always been a man of peace; love and peace were the pursuits of his heart.
He didn’t know that because of Yan Chihuo’s frantic shout of "Catastrophe Battle God," this very title would cement itself from then on. It was formally recognized by everyone across the vast lands of both the Southern Region and the Western Desert, leaving him no grounds for rebuttal.
Crucially, everyone felt these four words seemed tailor-made specifically for Zhang Yang.
Zhang Yang racked his brain, the title feeling vaguely familiar. Only later did he recall that back in the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins in the Southern Region, someone had once called him a ‘Human Catastrophe.’ Now it was perfect: the two names had merged into ‘Catastrophe Battle God.’ This was a serious affront to his genuinely peace-loving nature. He resolved to change this perception.
To demonstrate, he held back and decided against going into the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace.
To showcase himself as a tranquil, handsome gentleman, he sat down cross-legged again. He resumed his quiet cultivation, adamantly refusing to stir up any trouble.
Then, merely two or three breaths later, he felt that unusual sensation inside the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace once more.
It was a very subtle feeling.
Mainly because after his Bloodline Awakening, his perception of the external world was intensely sharp. Plus, the Crimson Sun Divine Rod was approaching its final ascension as a holy rod – that was his treasure. Through the rod, his connection to the furnace’s interior was that much stronger.
He carefully sensed for a while and then involuntarily fixed his gaze on the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace again.
This move made Yan Chihuo, who was constantly watching him, suddenly uneasy. He paced back and forth and muttered, "Not good, the Catastrophe Battle God might be up to something again."
Yan Mengqing was also speechless as she watched. She wondered if she was influenced by Yan Chihuo or sensed it herself, but she felt Zhang Yang really seemed poised to stir trouble.
Even Bing Yuyan couldn't resist wanting to remind him not to act recklessly, as this was the Crimson Flame Imperial Capital.
Zhang Yang didn't notice their expressions because he was utterly absorbed in focusing on the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace, and his fire-eyed golden vision activated subconsciously.
His eyes gleamed white-gold.
Flames flickered within his pupils.
This fire-eyed golden vision was not for combat but mainly auxiliary, capable of seeing through illusions, discerning truth from falsehood, and penetrating the essence.
Now, under his gaze, through the trigram patterns and the subtle sense transmitted from inside the furnace, he almost seemed to see chunks of yin and yang fire coals.
In fact, this was a strange sensation, not a true visual sight but more of a spiritual perception.
The yin and yang fire coals in his "view" didn't look like actual coals; instead, they resembled some kind of supreme treasure filled with the principles of yin and yang.
Staring carefully at the fire coals, he gradually sensed again that the yin in them quietly faded, leaving pure yang—an ultimate yang imbued with the principles of yang.
Then, his Baxiang Saintly Power began to circulate unconsciously.
The Baxiang Saintly Power, already in a perfected state, naturally radiated Baxiang Saintly Fire, engulfing his whole body. The fire surged internally, continuously unfolding profound mysteries.
This sight gripped Yan Chihuo's heart with tension. Was he about to start trouble? Had the Catastrophe Battle God begun unleashing disaster again?
He instinctively wanted to stop it.
Bing Yuyan's icy gaze swept over, making Yan Chihuo feel instantly chilled all over.
"He is comprehending the Dao, using the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace for enlightenment," Bing Yuyan explained.
Yan Chihuo seemed somewhat disbelieving.
Bing Yuyan said, "Baxiang Saintly Power and the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace, from which the yang principles originate, are intrinsically linked. You don't grasp it because your cultivation level is insufficient and your perception is too poor."
Yan Chihuo felt wronged to the point of tears. Wasn't he just trying to stop Zhang Yang? Did she have to hit him so hard? After all, he had attained a Holy Body and was one of the Top Thirty Geniuses of the Western Desert. How could his perception be that bad?
Yan Mengqing whispered softly, "I think she's right."
Yan Chihuo glared and said, "Wanting a beating?"
Yan Mengqing retorted fearlessly, "Do you still intend to barter me for the Phoenix Flame Holy Sword?"
Yan Chihuo covered his forehead. Was this truly the first beauty of the Western Desert, outwardly gentle but inwardly proud? Oh, she was practically throwing herself at him.
However, his frustration soon dissipated.
For as the Baxiang Saintly Fire on Zhang Yang evolved, seemingly synchronizing with the furnace fire in the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace, it sublimated and unexpectedly stimulated the Saintly Fire in the Saintly Fire Land to boil. This then stirred up Yan Chihuo and Yan Mengqing's bloodlines.
Yan Chihuo's eyes widened in astonishment, and he stammered disbelievingly, "This, this..."
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Yan Chihuo and Yan Mengqing were greatly stimulated. They sat down in excitement; both pairs of eyes fixed intensely on Zhang Yang.
This act astonished the forgers, all turning back to look; they too detected the anomaly in the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace. It seemed the yin and yang fire coals were stimulated to unveil the profound mystery of Baxiang, with the power rapidly intensifying. This forced them to muster every ounce of concentration and exert their full strength, manipulating the four Trigrams patterns on the furnace. From inside emerged continuous roars, and occasionally a terrifying edge of the holy weapon seeped out, making hearts palpitate with dread.
The Golden Hoop holy rod was about to take form.
However, in the Saintly Fire Land, the Saintly Fire boiled, heaved, and howled in its entirety. Moving along with Zhang Yang's Baxiang Saintly Fire, they seemed to fuse into one.
The true situation was Zhang Yang's Baxiang Saintly Fire undergoing a comprehensive transformation and ascension to Great Perfection.
It was an incredibly beautiful process, at least for Zhang Yang.
His Slaughter Thunder Saint Power reaching Great Perfection had been absurdly simple. He felt entirely pushed by an invisible hand, without any effort of his own.
That sensation was extremely unpleasant.
He much preferred earning it through his own labor, so it would truly feel like his own possession.
This time, he finally experienced it.
From the inception of his Baxiang Power into Saint Power onward, he handled it all himself. Now, too, he achieved it solely through his insight, understanding, accumulation, refinement, along with serendipitous encounters and perceptions. Deeply touched and exhilarated, it heightened his mental clarity and expanded his thoughts; his entire being felt on the verge of sublimation.
The Baxiang Saintly Fire was evolving.
At the same time, turmoil arose atop the Nine Heavens.
The sky had just cleared, when suddenly dark clouds gathered, lightning flashed and thunder crashed, fierce winds blew, and rain poured down in torrents. Even intermixed with the rain, there seemed to be an unsettling sensation that chilled the heart.
Star Flame Saint, Yan Donghuang, Yan Ziyou, and other sages stepped out.
They gazed up at the high sky.
"Could it be that Human Catastrophe causing trouble again?" Yan Donghuang reflexively blurted without thinking; really, why think? He was a disaster—where he went, such massive uproars happened only because of him; no one else could manage it.
Star Flame Saint said lightly, "Eternal Night."
Yan Donghuang and Yan Ziyou were simultaneously shocked.
Especially Yan Ziyou muttered in surprise, "Eternal Night? Impossible! Eternal Night isn't..."
He trailed off abruptly mid-sentence.
Star Flame Saint and Yan Donghuang both turned to look at him.
"Ziyou," Yan Donghuang said, "you've never fully broken off with Jin Qingxue—I know. But I also know that in your heart, Crimson Flame Dynasty always comes first, right?"
Yan Ziyou snorted and turned to leave.
Yan Donghuang sighed deeply.
Star Flame Saint stayed silent; his position was awkward. He was Crimson Flame Dynasty's guardian deity, yet shared no blood ties or connection with it at all. So, regarding certain Crimson Flame Dynasty matters, he typically chose non-involvement.
"What is Eternal Night up to? But it's powerless to act so low—a strange feeling." Star Flame Saint watched the churning clouds and booming thunder. With his perception as an unrivaled sage, he faintly sensed anger and killing intent emanating from the firmament, yet it never descended fully.
Yan Donghuang added, "That Human Catastrophe is using the yang principles from the yin and yang fire coals in the Yin-Yang Eight Trigrams Furnace to ascend. It seems profoundly esoteric; even I couldn't grasp the mystery instantly. But he triggered disturbances in the Saintly Fire Land, which through the Saintly Fire stimulated Yan Chihuo and Mengqing's bloodline regression to origins. It looks extraordinary—so why would Eternal Night be so furious and resentful?"
Star Flame Saint mused, "Eternal Night is a rule, the law of heaven and earth, a manifestation of Tao's force. Yet it shouldn't possess any emotion—Eternal Night with no immortals never displayed outward emotions mortals could sense so easily. It seems this Human Catastrophe has truly hurt Eternal Night."
He glanced back at the Saintly Fire Land, puzzled. "To provoke Eternal Night's anger by strengthening oneself—what exactly did he do?"
Yan Donghuang then recalled how Zhang Yang destroyed that immortal soul of Ji Guiwu and replayed his words.
Immortals are ultimately human.
Even celestial sages are but mortals.
Fearless and dreadless! Selfless and peerless!
This time, watching Eternal Night’s furious yet impotent gestures to unleash destruction, it suddenly occurred to him that he needed a proper conversation with Star Flame Saint.
It was about another declaration Zhang Yang had made:
"Though Eternal Night knows no immortal, my presence shall summon one!"
Unaware and unconcerned with the outside world, Zhang Yang focused within.
His clarity was absolute: now that Consummate Slaughter Thunder Saint Power had manifested and withstood Eternal Night’s attempted annihilation, achieving subsequent Great Perfections would proceed regardless of Eternal Night’s resentment.
What the cosmos acknowledged existed would remain so.
Such was the decree of The Great Path.
The leap from nothingness to being was always the most treacherous. But once crossed, scaling from one to two, three, ten, even a hundred grew only simpler.
Hence, Eternal Night’s stance warranted no concern.
His only task was to immerse himself fully in the process.
Indeed, his current metamorphosis advanced with staggering speed.
Fortified by the foundation of Consummate Slaughter Thunder Saint Power and his saintly path—already surpassing that of other sages in certain aspects—the challenges posed by Baxiang Saintly Fire yielded far more smoothly under his advance.
As Baxiang Saintly Fire completed its transformation, it naturally nourished Baxiang Saintly Power.
This phase proved even simpler.
Despite consuming the greater part of a day, he achieved his breakthrough as intended.
Baxiang Saintly Power officially ascended to Great Perfection.
Thus, he now wielded two consummate saintly powers.
Elation surged
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