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"You're the barbaric beast, kid! You're just insulting me!" The aged voice cursed Su Yi, seeming irritated.
"Senior, you aren't a barbaric beast, so how do you guide barbaric beasts in cultivation?" Su Yi asked puzzledly.
"Barbaric beasts are living beings too; naturally I can guide them. It's just that you don't grasp it. Seems like you're no disciple of any grand sect." The aged voice exuded arrogance, appearing quite proud.
"Alright."
Su Yi felt helpless. Perhaps his level was too low, his cultivation too shallow, and with no master, he truly knew little of many things; he could only grope his way through everything alone.
"Well, fine. After ages without talk, these little beasts did well this time. They knew I'm lonely and bored, and brought a person to chat with me in my dull moments," said the aged voice.
"Senior, sorry, I have urgent matters. I'll come and chat with you another time." Su Yi spoke up, finding that guy too mysterious and thinking it best to distance himself early.
"Hahaha..."
The aged voice laughed, saying, "Boy, since you've come, it's destiny. Keep me company for decades—don't leave. This old man is all alone here, truly too silent and lonely."
"Farewell, senior." Su Yi had no wish to stay, not even a single day, let alone decades.
As his words ended, Su Yi immediately strode away to leave.
"Boy, do you think you can still get away?"
The aged voice turned sharper.
"Senior, you've been here long; perhaps bound by unavoidable hardships. I don't know if you can't leave or aren't allowed. But I'll go—my legs are mine. What can you do about it?" Su Yi replied, having sensed clues from the aged voice: this person seemed trapped here ages, quiet and lonely, surely from unavoidable reasons or causes, unable to depart, so probably powerless to block him.
After speaking, Su Yi continued striding steadily toward the canyon, aiming to retrace his route back.
"Hahaha..."
The aged voice roared with endless laughter, saying, "Little one, too naive, too feeble—you won't make it out."
"Boom!"
As Su Yi's voice faded, an invisible airwave manifested directly before him in the void, akin to a dent in emptiness.
"Bang!"
Taken by surprise, Su Yi was swept up and struck hard. His body instantly shot backward, landing heavily on a heap of beast bones several meters away, smashing the bones.
"Roarrrr..."
"Squeak..."
Witnessing this, the six barbaric beasts in the canyon roared frantically, eyes blazing fiercely.
The red marten and the black rat leaped madly about, but neither dared venture beyond the canyon into the deep valley, seemingly wary of something.
"You few little beasts, courting death?"
This scene seemed monitored by the source of the aged voice; the tone bore surprise, puzzled by such actions from those beasts.
"Roarrrr..."
The hanging-neck large tiger and others bellowed at the deep valley, yet tinged with dread—terrified of it—their gazes frantic and conflicted.
Su Yi stood up, checking within himself. Though hurled aside, he'd taken no real injuries.
"Whoosh..."
Vital energy surged from his soles as Su Yi darted forward like an arrow released from its string, seizing the chance to enter the canyon at top speed.
Judging by the beasts' reactions, Su Yi estimated this mysterious entity couldn’t touch him once he made it inside.
"Huh? Yuan Soul Realm level two, yet vigor this profound?" The weathered voice echoed in Su Yi's ears like thunder. Simultaneously, just as he was about to reach the canyon, his body slammed into what felt like a steel wall.
Thump!
A dull thud rang out. Su Yi’s body recoiled violently from the impact. Stars swam before his eyes as dizziness washed over him, hurling him back several meters.
"Roarrrr!"
At the canyon’s entrance, the savage beasts roared incessantly.
Su Yi staggered to his feet. Remarkably, he remained uninjured—it seemed the entity was still showing restraint.
"Boy, you won’t leave. Stay for decades, keep me company out of loneliness." The aged voice held a note of amusement, utterly confident.
"My legs are my own. I leave when I say!"
Su Yi lifted his gaze and strode once more toward the canyon mouth.
"Stubborn little fool! A lesson in pain, then!"
As the voice faded, a handprint-shaped dent materialized in the air before Su Yi and shot toward him.
Boom!
At that instant, Su Yi’s posture abruptly straightened. An aura of tyrannical authority exploded from him. The vast ocean of vigor within his dantian churned through his meridians, coursing in an extraordinary pattern. With each new meridian it traversed, the vigor grew fiercer and more potent.
Yet Su Yi’s face contorted in agony. This surge of energy threatened to burst his meridians from within. Finally, the rampaging vigor converged like a thundering army onto his right fist.
His meridians had reached their absolute limit, bulging as if on the verge of rupture. Veins throbbed grotesquely across his face.
"Overlord’s Fist!!"
Su Yi roared, thrusting his right fist against the spatial dent. A terrifying force, like lava erupting from a volcano, detonated from his knuckles.
Rumble!
Where fist and distortion collided, dazzling radiance flared. The impact swelled visibly, accompanied by the metallic screech of wind and thunder—a deafening, roaring peal.
An overwhelming pressure radiated from Su Yi, the aura of a waking Overlord, the descent of an emperor.
"Roarrrr!"
Within the canyon, six beasts seemed to sense this power. They bellowed, prostrated, and bowed toward the valley depths.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
Where fist and spatial distortion met, the surrounding air rippled. Force radiated outward as shockwaves, blasting like a storm. Stone shards and bone fragments whirled skyward; the very earth trembled.
"Huh?!"
The weathered voice echoed again through the gorge, now unmistakably tinged with shock.
Pfft!
But Su Yi still couldn't withstand it. Blood sprayed from his mouth as the impact hurled him backward—utterly outmatched.
"Yuan Soul Realm two... how? Unthinkable... What martial art carries such presence?"
The voice murmured, lingering disbelief clear in its tone.
Su Yi stood once more, the corner of his mouth stained crimson. Bleeding, yes, but his injuries remained shallow.
That jet of blood came solely from channeling all his strength into the strike and the backlash that churned his vitality—leaving him oddly unburdened.
He didn't advance again. Three attempts proved this entity's deliberate mercy. Victory was impossible.
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"Strange, strange..." But that mysterious person seemed to still be in some kind of shock, finding it quite incredible.
The weathered voice spoke again, finding it hard to believe that Su Yi had no origin, given the earlier imposing aura.
Su Yi looked around, with no intention to speak; since this mysterious person hoped for him to keep him company for decades to relieve boredom and couldn't be defeated, he simply chose silence to not let him win.
Although not seriously injured, Su Yi had expended great energy earlier by activating the Overlord’s Fist, nearly depleting himself to the brink of exhaustion.
Looking around, Su Yi found a flat open area and directly sat cross-legged, starting to circulate his energy for breathing and meditation to regulate himself.
Since he couldn't handle this mysterious person and couldn't leave, Su Yi simply focused on recovering through cultivation first, then thought about solutions later.
As for truly accompanying this mysterious person for decades, Su Yi naturally wasn't willing.
"The kid does have some temper; I like it. Keeping me company like this for decades wouldn't be too dull," the mysterious weathered voice echoed and said.
The mysterious weathered voice continued to resonate and come through.
"The cultivation method on this kid doesn't seem ordinary either."
"Kid, how about this—you keep me company to relieve my boredom for decades, and I can also give you some pointers. If I were willing to guide others outside, people wouldn't just vie to accompany me for decades; they'd scramble to do it even for two centuries."
"..."
As Su Yi performed his cultivation breathing, the mysterious weathered voice kept coming, as if speaking after a long silence and wanting to get it all out at once.
In the canyon, several savage beasts lingered, not daring to enter the deep valley but not leaving either, always watching closely nearby.
Su Yi cultivated through breathing, ignoring the weathered words completely, seeming to block them out, yet his mind was constantly thinking.
After surviving a great disaster, Su Yi reflected that he encountered such a predicament now, and if truly trapped in this deep valley for decades, it would be better to just die.
But it's better to struggle through life than seek death; Su Yi reckoned that as long as he lived, opportunities would naturally arise.
The sky had already darkened, and lightly moonbeams fell gently from the heavens above onto the deep valley.
In the deep valley, Su Yi's whole body radiated flickering lights as his profound energy roared with metallic, wind-like sounds within him.
"It's odd for this kid—at the Yuan Soul Realm second grade, he has such presence; he doesn't seem like someone sent by them," a weathered voice murmured indistinctly in the deep valley, with no living being able to hear it.
"Huff..."
When Su Yi stopped his meditation breathing and woke up, a stale breath exhaled from his throat, his eyes opening with a dazzling light that then settled into depth and resilience.
Looking around and seeing those savage beasts still lingering at the canyon mouth, Su Yi's eyes flickered, guessing they hadn't intentionally harmed him.
"Strengthen power, enhance cultivation."
Su Yi got up and stretched lazily.
For now, since he couldn't leave this deep valley, it was best to temporarily strengthen power and increase cultivation; that was all he could do at present.
"The kid recovered quite fast; what sect are you from? I might know some acquaintances in your sect and release you on a whim," the weathered voice continued to transmit, falling on Su Yi's ears.
Su Yi didn't respond and didn't trust the mysterious person's words; that old guy was clearly trying to probe him.
"Cultivation of Wrath of the Eight Wastelands!"
Su Yi muttered to himself that he had comprehended the Wrath of the Eight Wastelands for some time and it was now time for formal cultivation; since he seemed unable to leave the deep valley for now, he might as well cultivate this first to somewhat boost his strength.
Currently, besides the Overlord’s Fist, he had no other methods; Su Yi knew he needed to cultivate some techniques for self-defense since he had no master to guide him and must explore on his own.
In this world, martial techniques also had different levels; however, the Wrath of the Eight Wastelands came from the Supreme Chaotic Yuan Technique, and what level it was, Su Yi didn't know himself.
But sensing its complexity, Su Yi felt its level seemed higher than the Overlord’s Fist.
From Su Yi's understanding, pure leg-based martial techniques in this world weren't many to begin with.
Wrath of the Eight Wastelands was purely a leg martial technique.
From the cultivation information, Su Yi learned that the Wrath of the Eight Wastelands had considerable power, with three levels in total; when cultivated to the extreme, it could shatter mountains with a single kick.
"Begin cultivation."
Su Yi muttered, eyes closed slightly as his mind stirred, letting the cultivation information for Wrath of the Eight Wastelands flow slowly through his thoughts, starting to study its cultivation method carefully.
Strictly speaking, this was Su Yi's first formal cultivation of a martial technique.
Back when the Overlord’s Fist appeared, it was like engraved in Su Yi's mind; but this Wrath of the Eight Wastelands was different, requiring him to cultivate it himself now.
After carefully studying the method for cultivating Wrath of the Eight Wastelands, Su Yi then reopened his eyes, realizing that many specific meridians throughout his body and legs needed to be unblocked first before cultivation began.
This being his first martial technique cultivation, Su Yi was somewhat nervous too; calming his spirit, he began circulating his origin energy to gradually flow toward those specific meridians within.
A tiny strand of origin energy, under Su Yi's careful control, entered the first specific meridian; the blocked feeling within wasn't overwhelming but faded slowly and steadily at a gradual pace.
This surprised Su Yi himself, as rumors said unblocking meridians for cultivation was extremely difficult, yet here he felt almost nothing much.
At that moment, Su Yi didn't know that from his three years of body tempering, all his meridians had been expanded and improved, so there was little obstruction during this process.
After about several hours, Su Yi had fully unblocked all the meridians needed for cultivating Wrath of the Eight Wastelands, almost without any difficulty.
"Is the meridians unblocked already?"
The weathered voice murmured lightly, as if Su Yi's every move was under its watch, without anything concealed or hidden.
Then, Su Yi began formally cultivating the Wrath of the Eight Wastelands, with origin energy circulating and spreading gradually in those specific meridians, attempting to gather and activate the technique.
"Ah..."
As soon as the origin energy followed the activation method for Wrath of the Eight Wastelands and entered the second meridian, Su Yi let out a scream instantly.
His meridian spasmed like crazy, excruciatingly painful, and the energy scattered through his meridians; if not for Su Yi's tough physique, it would've harmed him directly.
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"How could this be? Nothing seems wrong..." Sweat beaded on Su Yi's forehead, the terrifying sensation lingering like a bad taste.
He pondered for a moment but couldn’t pinpoint any mistake in his execution.
"Let’s continue..."
Gritting his teeth, Su Yi once again willed the vital energy within him to flow according to the circulation method of Wrath of the Eight Wastelands, slowly coursing through his meridians.
"Aah..."
Yet the result remained unchanged. Though prepared this time, when the energy surged into the second specific meridian, it felt like an electric shock. The meridian spasmed violently as if cramping, excruciating pain turning his face deathly pale.
"What exactly went wrong..."
Lost in thought, Su Yi meticulously reviewed the cultivation method of Wrath of the Eight Wastelands in his mind, desperate to identify his error.
But after thorough scrutiny, he found no flaw in his approach. He followed the method to the letter.
He remained undeterred, attempting it a third time.
He proceeded more cautiously this time, carefully guiding his vital energy through his meridians according to the cultivation method, directing it toward that specific meridian.
"Aah..."
Despite his caution, Su Yi couldn’t escape the searing agony. The outcome repeated itself—the moment the vital energy surged into the second meridian, it immediately resulted in violent spasms and unbearable pain.
"Kid, is this your first time cultivating a martial technique? Utterly inept!" The ancient, weathered voice now carried a hint of suppressed surprise and confusion.
"How do you know it’s my first time?" Su Yi swept his gaze around. It felt as if nothing escaped this mysterious observer, yet its whereabouts remained unknown.
"So it is your first time! No wonder... no wonder..." The voice betrayed deep astonishment, perking up with interest now that Su Yi had finally responded. "Kid, seeing how hopeless you are—how about this? Stay here with me for decades to relieve my boredom, and I'll guide you a little. I can’t guarantee how far you’ll go, but I can ensure you reach the Yuan Emperor Realm within fifty years. No—if you’ve got any scrap of talent, forty should suffice."
"Stop bragging! If you truly had such power, why would you still be trapped in this place?"
Su Yi snapped derisively toward the depths of the valley. Having said that, he ignored the voice entirely.
Such arrogance! Claiming a bit of guidance could propel someone into a legendary realm like the Yuan Emperor Realm? Su Yi found it impossible to believe.
He had long outgrown the fantasy from his past life's novels — the trope of stumbling down a cliff and stumbling upon some peerless master willing to take him in.
"Ignorant pup! A mere Yuan Emperor Realm is nothing! Back in my day, even my attendants were at that level!"
The ancient voice grew irritated. This brat actually dared to doubt him?
"Fine. I suppose you truly wouldn't understand. This old master tires of wasting words. You persist blindly on your own. Without my guidance, you'll likely suffer qi deviation or end up killing yourself." Now the voice took on a waiting tone, as if anticipating Su Yi would beg.
Ignoring it, Su Yi was confident in his flawless mastery of the Wrath of the Eight Wastelands cultivation method. Failure wasn't an option.
"Aah..."
The fourth attempt yielded nothing different. Success eluded Su Yi yet again.
Fifth attempt.
Sixth attempt.
By the seventh attempt, Su Yi's face was ghostly pale, sweat soaking his forehead.
Failure struck again. Dispersed vital energy battered his meridians, his physical form unable to withstand such violent shocks.
"How foolish! This martial skill you are cultivating seems related to the earth-type attribute. If you don't have earth-type spiritual energy and force yourself to cultivate an earth-type martial skill, it's simply courting death. Kid, do you even know how to cultivate? Forcing cultivation like this, sooner or later you'll end up being the death of yourself..." said the weathered voice, unable to bear it any longer after seeing Su Yi tormenting himself repeatedly.
"Earth-type spiritual energy..."
Hearing this, Su Yi's eyes suddenly lit up as he recalled being tested on the Yuan Testing Stone in Man City, where it revealed he possessed four attribute spiritual energies: wind-type, water-type, fire-type, and earth-type.
Yesterday in the mysterious space, he had also melted a Yuan Spirit Pill alone using fire-type spiritual energy for that egg to absorb.
But now, Su Yi felt unsure whether to trust this mysterious person's words.
Thinking carefully about his current situation, he thought that if the mysterious person wanted to harm him, there would be no need to go to such lengths.
"Try it..."
Gritting his teeth slightly, Su Yi decided to attempt what the mysterious person suggested.
Closing his eyes softly, he circulated the spiritual energy within his body, summoning the earth-type attribute. Spiritual energy gradually rippled across his skin, no longer shimmering with light but emitting a dark luster that grew increasingly dazzling.
"You really do have the earth-type attribute," said the weathered voice.
Feeling the earth-type spiritual energy, Su Yi continued circulating it according to the Wrath of the Eight Wastelands cultivation method. A wisp of spiritual energy passed through the first designated meridian, then entered the second designated meridian amid Su Yi's cautious expression and intense concentration.
Su Yi had braced for excruciating pain again, but when the spiritual energy flowed into the second designated meridian, instead of causing the cramps like before, it instantly surged his momentum upward.
"Ready..."
Overjoyed, Su Yi immediately controlled the spiritual energy within him to circulate onward to the third, fourth, and other designated meridians in his legs.
As the earth-type spiritual energy raced through specific meridians, a cloud of earth-type energy spiritual energy gathered around Su Yi's entire body.
When the spiritual energy finally converged in his right foot, Su Yi's eyes abruptly snapped open, emitting a dazzling glow like flashes of lightning.
His ragged clothes flapped wildly, and his hair billowed backward as it danced in the air. At that moment, an inexplicable, thunderous rage surged in Su Yi's aura, and with blazing eyes, he shouted, "Wrath of the Eight Wastelands, Oppress the Mountains and Rivers with a Single Foot!"
His shout thundered like a roar. As Su Yi called out lightly, his right foot instantly stomped down, with a vortex of spiritual energy under his sole swirling like a storm gale. In a brief instant, it struck the ground heavily.
"Boom..."
The earth trembled violently, and the air roared with the impact.
From the spot where Su Yi landed, waves of black earth-type spiritual energy spread out like circles on water.
"Crack, crack..."
Radiating from where Su Yi stood, the ground cracked, fissures as thick as an arm sprawling like spiderwebs.
Surrounding bones and rocks shattered instantly into fine powder, with everything nearby violently shaken in rapid convulsions.
"Roarrrr..."
Inside a distant canyon, the six monstrous beasts that hadn't gone far seemed to sense something. Their gazes quivered in terror, and they bellowed while crouching down submissively.
"He succeeded in cultivation with just one try! What kind of martial skill is this? How could it be so strong!"
Amid the earth's convulsions, the weathered voice burst out in uncontrollable astonishment, sounding utterly shocked.
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The owner of the weathered voice was well-informed; he had witnessed too many geniuses, yet he had never seen a martial skill of this level that could be cultivated successfully on the very first attempt.
Although he had offered some guidance, strictly speaking, what he pointed out was merely the most basic.
It was just that Su Yi seemed like a complete cultivation novice who knew nothing.
If he had belonged to a mountain sect with a master for instruction, these fundamentals would have been taught without any need for further questions.
Su Yi staggered in his steps, his body weakened, and finally collapsed to sit on the ground, gasping for breath, his face pallid, with no strength left in his entire frame.
"The consumption was too great."
Su Yi was astonished; at that moment, the energy vortex in his dantian had drained empty. Just using the first layer of Wrath of the Eight Wastelands, Oppress the Mountains and Rivers with a Single Foot, had depleted him entirely. If his own energy reserves had been a fraction weaker, it might not have been possible to activate it at all.
Wrath of the Eight Wastelands had three layers in total, and using just the first layer, Oppress the Mountains and Rivers with a Single Foot, had consumed so much energy already.
Su Yi sighed inwardly; at his current cultivation level, he likely could not activate even the second or third layers of Wrath of the Eight Wastelands.
Crawling to his feet, Su Yi sat cross-legged, formed hand seals, regulated his breathing, and began to recover.
"Young lad, you really do have something special about you."
The weathered voice murmured as if talking to itself, then fell silent without disturbing Su Yi's recovery.
The six beasts also settled down but did not leave; they all crouched at the canyon entrance, as if quietly awaiting something.
"Roarrrr..."
Within the deep valley, silence reigned, only the occasional beast roars heard from unknown sources.
Cultivating Supreme Chaotic Yuan Technique, Su Yi was enveloped in a glow. Thoroughly exhausted and depleted, he only felt recovered by the next day.
With a retraction of his hand seals, he halted his cultivation and felt the energy within his dantian's vortex. Su Yi discovered, to his surprise, that the energy seemed slightly fuller than the day before, as if extreme depletion had actually pushed him a step further.
He stretched lazily, his eyes dimmed their light, and he stood up. His clothes were ragged, but in this deep valley, there was no choice but to make do.
"Swoosh..."
Suddenly, Su Yi's foot surged with energy as his toes touched the ground; his figure shot out like an arrow from a bowstring, straight toward the canyon entrance.
"Roarrrr..."
The six beasts that had been closely watching at the canyon entrance instantly tensed up, standing alert with flickering gazes.
"Bang..."
Simultaneously, ahead of the canyon entrance, a spatial indentation appeared, unleashing formidable momentum as it materialized out of nowhere.
"Hold!"
As the spatial indentation formed, Su Yi abruptly retracted the energy in his feet. His body instantly retreated rapidly, then he composed himself calmly, feigning innocence, stood with hands behind his back, and began to turn away.
"Young lad, don't even think about escaping; it's impossible for you to get away."
The weathered voice sounded out, seeming quite smug. Everything was under his control; how could this youngster possibly escape right under his nose?
"Who said anything about escaping? I was just loosening my muscles."
Su Yi spoke lightly, then surveyed the surroundings of the deep valley. He noted many stark beast bones and human remains.
"I wonder if there are any treasures here."
Su Yi's eyes moved; he didn't know why the deep valley had so many beast and human remains, but likely some artifacts had been left behind that could be searched for.
Especially according to legends, when beasts reached the Demonic Spirit Realm, they all formed a beast core within their bodies.
The Beast Core was an absolute treasure, reportedly of immense value!
The deep valley was vast, spanning hundreds of yards in diameter, with an even larger total area.
Yet, Su Yi felt deeply disappointed. Amid the piled masses of beast bones, there was no trace of the rumored Beast Core to be found.
He wondered whether these fallen savage beasts had never reached the Demonic Spirit Realm, or if their Beast Cores had weathered away over the long eons. Either way, Su Yi gained nothing.
The hides and certain distinctive parts of savage beasts were themselves quite valuable.
He’d heard that some Pill Makers and Weapon Makers could refine pills and weapons using materials derived from savage beasts.
But now, these creatures had long since decayed, leaving behind nothing but skeletal remains.
Among the scattered human race remnants he managed to uncover, Su Yi made a discovery: several blades and weapons.
However, these weapons were broken and corroded into worthless scrap metal, holding little to no value.
Nothing else was found on these remains—they were utterly barren.
Su Yi had originally hoped there might be a space bag left behind somewhere.
Space bags were treasures; followers of the Sacred Mountain possessed them. Such bags contained their own spatial dimensions, capable of storing numerous items.
Yet even this hope resulted in disappointment, for not a single space bag was seen.
"Absolutely no gains whatsoever..."
Su Yi couldn’t help his dismay. After searching for the better part of the day, he’d found nothing of worth.
The aged voice remained silent, seemingly quietly observing Su Yi from somewhere nearby.
Eventually, it seemed unable to hold back, chuckling with a dust-laden timbre, "Kid, stop thinking about finding anything. There’s nothing valuable here at all. Whether you seek martial techniques, pills, or other things..."
It added persuasively, "Why not promise me fifty years? Accompany me for five decades, and granting you a few high-ranked martial techniques within that time is no trouble. How about it?"
"No interest..."
Su Yi lifted his eyes, scanning the deep valley’s surroundings. Recalling how this mysterious figure had prompted him to cultivate the Wrath of the Eight Wastelands yesterday, he felt he owed a debt—a reason to respond slightly more courteously this time. He offered three flat words in reply.
Immediately after, Su Yi sat cross-legged again, resuming vital Qi cultivation.
Both Overlord’s Fist and the first stage of the Wrath of the Eight Wastelands—Oppress the Mountains and Rivers with a Single Foot—had been mastered. With nothing new to train, all his focus poured into enhancing his cultivation level through sheer effort.
Though aware that practicing within the mysterious space accelerated progress significantly, Su Yi didn’t dare summon it here within this valley under constant surveillance.
"Kid, how about talking with this old soul awhile? If you please me enough, giving you a martial technique might just happen. Others would leap at such an opportunity!"
"Kid, blind cultivation alone brings little real benefit. This cultivation method you practice shows promise, yet without a master’s guidance, how far can it truly take you?"
"Kid! Can you hear me?"
"Hey, kid! Could you at least say something back?"
"..."
The world-weary voice echoed relentlessly in Su Yi’s ears. Yet Su Yi neither flinched nor acknowledged it, ignoring the entreaties completely.
"Ha! Not a bad lad after all. Remarkably patient, tough-willed—I approve."
The voice sounded both amused and exasperated, fully aware its targeted whispers reached the young man’s ears and were aimed to disrupt his cultivation.
What astonished the voice's owner was Su Yi ’s unwavering self-restraint against all distractions. It seemed effortless, yet deep down, the ancient speaker knew such focus was anything but simple.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 55: Emperor Grade Body Technique!
[image: ]


​
"Kid, I wonder how long you can endure. Though you possess some speed, you lack any proper body technique. Facing an opponent like that will surely leave you disadvantaged.
I happen to possess several body martial techniques. One is earth-type, King Grade level – passable enough, I suppose.
There's also a wind-type Emperor Grade body technique, truly exceptional and extremely rare. It seems rather special, something someone beseeched me for before gifting it to me.
But who knows if you even possess wind attribute? Those with wind attribute are rare to begin with. Quite the pity..."
"I do have wind attribute," Su Yi spoke up, interrupting the weathered voice. Back in Man City during his test, the Yuan Testing Stone had indeed detected the special wind attribute within him.
This world recognized two special attributes: one was lightning attribute, the other was wind attribute.
It was said warriors with these special attributes possessed immense potential, but such special elemental manifestations were also exceedingly scarce.
Though he possessed wind attribute, he simultaneously bore earth, water, and fire attributes. This was precisely why Wang Quande had declared him destined for menial labor.
"Hahaha! Kid, didn't you choose silence? Hahaha!" The ancient voice chortled triumphantly, pleased to have finally gotten a reaction from the boy.
"You needn’t bait me with martial techniques. My response stems from a measure of respect for your advice yesterday. Trapped irrevocably here as you are, while undeniably mysterious, I suspect you’re probably not all that formidable." Su Yi opened his eyes, halting his cultivation. He looked towards the depths of the gorge as he spoke, pausing briefly. A faint, mocking smile touched his lips. "To claim King Grade or even Emperor Grade body techniques so casually? Lest the strong wind make your tongue slip! Judging by your situation, producing a mere xuan-grade martial technique would likely be impressive enough."
"Haha... How truly fearless, like a newborn calf unafraid of a tiger! Ignorance breeds boldness!" The weathered voice laughed. "Boy, back in the day, anyone who dared speak to me thus would have been minced to pieces. But today, I'll indulge you. I know you're trying to provoke me, and I'll play your game. A common Emperor Grade body technique? Simple enough to grant you. Wait a moment; I need to locate it first..." His tone remained light, yet it carried an unmistakable undercurrent of arrogant authority.
"..." Su Yi scanned the surrounding gorge walls, momentarily dumbfounded. Could this enigmatic being truly possess and casually bestow an Emperor Grade body technique? Regardless, the value of an Emperor Grade technique was beyond measure – worth several cities.
"Boy, don't resist. I will etch the technique’s cultivation method directly into your mind. Rest assured, I bear you no ill will."
As Su Yi processed this thought, the ancient voice sounded again.
Whoosh...
Simultaneously, before Su Yi could prepare, a dazzling flash of light engulfed him. A powerful flood of information surged directly into his consciousness.
Instinctively, Su Yi resisted, subconsciously rejecting the influx.
"Hmm? How could his soul be this strong? Boy, cease your resistance! Are you courting death? Would I, this old man, need to harm such an insignificant youth?" The weathered voice boomed like thunder directly within Su Yi's mind.
Hearing this, Su Yi instinctively relaxed, allowing the torrent of information to saturate his thoughts.
The mysterious light sphere nestled within Su Yi's mind seemed to sense no malice now and quietly dissipated without reacting further.
Radiant light washed over and encircled Su Yi, lingering for several minutes before gradually fading.
Eyes closed, Su Yi maintained his seated meditation pose, appearing deeply immersed in some profound state.
"Peculiar, truly peculiar... Yuan Soul Realm Level Two, yet his soul power is this formidable? Unprecedented... utterly unprecedented..." The aged voice murmured to itself, echoing unanswered within the forsaken gorge.
When Su Yi opened his eyes again, his expression was utterly astonished, filled with disbelief.
"Hundred Transformations Step!"
This was the information Su Yi had gleaned from the mental surge – indeed the cultivation method for a body martial technique, and unquestionably a wind-type Emperor Grade one.
He had just obtained an Emperor Grade martial technique, a possession of incalculable worth. Su Yi could scarcely believe it.
"Cultivate..."
Despite his disbelief, Su Yi resolved to practice the "Hundred Transformations Step" immediately, eager to test its authenticity.
Recalling the newly acquired method, he examined it intricately. Centering his mind, he prepared to commence cultivation. Naturally, the first step involved unblocking the specific meridians required to activate the Hundred Transformations Step.
From the method, Su Yi understood why it qualified as an Emperor Grade technique; it was profoundly arcane. Its activation depended on intricate networks of meridians across the body – networks that were complex to unblock.
But time was abundant now. His skirmish with Ji Chao had driven home his desperate need for a proper body technique. Without one, even facing an evenly matched opponent would be disadvantageous. If the Hundred Transformations Step proved genuine, Su Yi could barely contain his anticipation.
According to the descriptions, the speed afforded by Hundred Transformations Step was potentially terrifying. Mastered to its peak, with sufficient power, it implied the ability to rend space itself and condense elemental wings for soaring flight.
"Cultivate!"
A surge of excitement filled Su Yi as he promptly delved into his cultivation, focusing on unblocking the necessary meridians as dictated by the method.
"An Emperor Grade martial technique, attempted at Yuan Soul Realm Level Two? Such ambition!" The ancient voice mused quietly, an unseen observer, watching developments unfold.
Retaining his seated posture, Su Yi circulated the qi within his body to begin forcing open the required meridians.
Focusing his spirit, banishing distractions, Su Yi gradually descended into a state of profound stillness – undisturbed by the external world, akin to an immovably meditating monk.
Whoosh...
Guiding his qi through the meridian channels, it began a methodical, wave-like circulation, systematically traversing each designated path.
This process of unblocking meridians demanded immense patience and considerable time.
Su Yi was not lacking in patience.
Moreover, as he progressed on this path, akin to his cultivation of the "Wrath of the Eight Wastelands", he encountered surprising smoothness; no significant obstructions arose.
Su Yi's meridians were exceptionally broad and robust, forged through prior tempering.
This made the current task of unblocking them remarkably straightforward.
For a typical martial artist, however, unblocking these same meridians would have represented a formidable, protracted challenge.
It was not uncommon for individuals to spend months, perhaps even a year or more, laboriously overcoming just this single hurdle.
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