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"Bang!"
Like a kite with its string cut, Wang Qin tumbled to the ground, a gruesome sight. His agonized screams pierced the air as his entire right arm hung soft and limp, as though the bones had shattered completely.
Wang Qin's fist was a bloody mess too, the bones broken. Shards of bone and mangled flesh had been pulverized into a hideous paste, with stark-white bone fragments jutting through torn skin—a vision that made the onlookers shudder with horror!
This scene left the entire audience frozen in disbelief, unable to snap out of their daze for a long moment.
An inner disciple had suffered such severe injuries with just one strike—utterly outmatched.
Xu Jiahui and others also wore expressions of shock; none had expected this outcome.
Teng Ming stared blankly at the scene, his face stiff with disbelief.
“Ah...”
Wang Qin’s piercing, miserable howls finally jolted everyone back to their senses. Almost as one, their faces turned pale.
“That brat’s unnatural! Senior brothers, charge together—all of you, attack now!”
Teng Ming yelled, his voice shrill with alarm. He shouted for others to advance but couldn’t help retreating backward himself.
“Argh... go, all of you! Kill that brat! Kill him!”
Struggling to stand, Wang Qin spluttered mouthfuls of frightful blood as he screamed with chilling ferocity. His face twisted into a maniacal sneer. His entire arm had been obliterated, ground into mere pulp. It could never be restored. How would he wield a sword now? He was effectively crippled.
“Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh...”
Amid Teng Ming and Wang Qin’s roars, the remaining eight inner disciples regained their wits. Gritting their teeth in unison, each drew a glittering, sharp-edged longsword.
The swords radiated an aura of power—these were clearly weapons of some distinction, not mere Mortal Grade trash.
“That kid’s strange—attack together!”
A youth growled coldly, his hands weaving sword seals.
“Buzz... Buzz...”
Instantly, eight figures moved like lightning, surrounding Su Yi in a coordinated formation.
Eight longswords glowed, their brilliance merging as the cultivators unleashed their Yuan Xuan Realm cultivation bases. The combined momentum was imposing.
“Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh...”
Eight streaks of sword energy shot through the air, sharp and deadly, enveloping Su Yi in a lethal haze.
The eight inner disciples struck simultaneously, their force crushing down on Su Yi.
Xu Jiahui and the others tensed again, their hearts leaping into their throats out of fear for Su Yi.
Eight swordsmen unleashed torrents of sword energy, sealing off every escape route.
Standing alone at the center, Su Yi remained motionless. The wind whipped through his shoulder-length black hair as a cold aura grew thicker around him.
These so-called inner disciples truly thought far too highly of themselves.
All eight had launched their strongest moves from the start—deadly techniques aimed to kill!
They truly had no fear of murdering an outer disciple. They cared nothing about the lives of outer disciples—this was the law of the jungle laid bare. Survival of the fittest, ruthless and absolute!
"Hum!"
Su Yi infused his energy into the three-foot-long sword in his hand, bathing the weapon instantly in a coat of gleaming light. A fierce aura erupted, carrying an icy aura that abruptly caused the surrounding temperature to drop a bit.
"Iced Shadows Sword Style, Iced Shadows Kill!"
At the very same time, a white flash shot out from Su Yi’s eyes. He thrust the sword forward, and in an instant, streams of sword rays burst toward all directions.
"Whoosh whoosh..." The sword rays converged above like a blooming flower of blades, radiating an ice-cold chill, dazzlingly bright and relentlessly sharp!
"Clang clang clang clang!" Swords collided with each other, ringing out in sudden cacophonic crashes of steel, with sparks scattering wildly in every corner.
The thick swarm of sword rays clashed repeatedly, each encounter unleashing an intimidating, fearsome air and razor-sharp force.
"Tinkle tinkle..."
In only a brief moment nearby, swords flew out of hands and clattered to the ground far off.
The beams of sword light shattered, and eight figures were hurled backward; even in mid-air, they began to spit blood with a 'splattering' sound.
Blood mist sprayed like dew as the eight figures scattered and dropped to earth haphazardly. Their hair hung tangled and loose, clothes torn and ragged, bodies covered in open gashes with streams of blood oozing out. In some spots, white bones peeked through, and hands were a pulpy mess of mangled flesh.
"Ahhh..."
They screamed in agony, grievously wounded; each seemed pierced through over a dozen times, injuries critical, reduced to feeble groans in deathly throes.
Stupefied—utterly stupefied, the whole yard stood dumbstruck.
Xu Jiahui and others were utterly staggered by terror, shuddering uncontrollably head to toe.
Su Yi’s three-foot-long sword dripped with fresh blood. His eyes blazed red and cold. Without sparing another look at the wailing figures sprawled on the ground, he gripped the sword and strode toward Teng Ming.
These inner disciples from the Divine Sword School all hovered around the third or fourth tier of Yuan Xuan Realm cultivation—to Su Yi’s current power, they were no challenge at all.
Although Su Yi had restrained himself considerably, fury now consumed him; he aimed to intimidate outright, thus allowing no gentleness in this strike.
Without bloodletting tactics, true intimidation seemed unattainable!
"Y-you... What d-do you want? My brother is going to be a direct disciple soon! If you harm me, he won’t let you get away!"
Trembling with horror, Teng Ming stared as Su Yi approached, terror flooding his gaze as his quivering form retreated in spasms. Then he bawled at the forty-odd shaken outer disciples he’d brought, "What’re you gaping around for? Hurry up and mob him—kill that runt! I’ll shoulder the blame! Attack all at once now!"
The forty to fifty outer disciples exchanged stunned, confused looks. They glanced between Teng Ming, Wang Qin, and the others—inner disciples screeching in pain on the earth—then back at Su Yi, who stood like a God of War. How could they dare stride forward? Instead, all shifted involuntarily backward, recoiling step by step.
"What do you want? My elder brother certainly won’t spare you..."
Overpowered by dread, Teng Ming stared at Su Yi’s endless advance, his body weakening and trembling, sheer terror welling from his core.
He’d thought inner disciples stepping in sealed that boy’s fate, especially with such a host of them.
But Teng Ming hadn’t foreseen with a million strikes—the outcome proved wildly opposite to his expectations, a stark shock against everything he’d pictured.
"This kick is payback for Lady Jiahui!"
Su Yi halted before Teng Ming, gaze steely cold, then drove a foot directly upward to strike.
"Thud!"
Su Yi offered no quarter; this blow lay beyond Teng Ming’s evasion. A dull slap resounded instantly as the kick landed hard on Teng Ming’s belly.
"Ahhh..."
A piercing shriek tore the air as Teng Ming’s body blasted backward. Crashing to earth, he spewed torrents of blood and writhed clutching his abdomen, yowling without end.
"The price paid last time wasn’t enough. This round will not repeat that failure!"
Su Yi stepped over to Teng Ming as he screamed and rolled in pain. He spoke lightly, then slammed the three-foot-long sword down.
"Swoosh..."
A gleam from the blade flashed, and—as pupils widened—Teng Ming’s bandaged right arm sliced clean off at the shoulder, crimson liquid spurting outward.
"Ahhh..."
Teng Ming’s howl ripped from deep within; excruciating pain plunged him into utter darkness as he blacked out unconscious.
Everyone quivered in their gaze; truly, that youth wielded ruthless, cutthroat force.
"What else is he plotting to do?"
Suddenly, unable to suppress heart-thundering trepidation, someone spied that God of War-like youth—draped in suffocating malice—march toward the prostrate inner disciples scattered across the ground.
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The inner disciples lying haphazardly on the ground and struggling gazed at Su Yi’s approach. A powerful sense of foreboding surged within them. They struggled to rise, but their profusely bleeding bodies weren’t cooperating.
Right now, every single one of these inner disciples wanted to tear Teng Ming into pieces.
What did he mean by an ‘outer disciple’? Could this truly be just an outer disciple? With such strength, even the most fearsome direct disciples in the sect couldn’t be much better!
"Get the hell off! Dare to step onto the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak again, and you’ll bear the consequences!"
His stern voice seemed to make the air temperature plummet abruptly. As the words fell, Su Yi unceremoniously kicked out. An inner disciple flew backward like a bird with broken wings, tumbling headfirst down the mountainside.
"Thump! Thud! Bang!"
With a series of dull impacts sounding out, Su Yi kicked out several times. Inner disciples flew backward one after another. Their bodies traced parabolas through the low air before being kicked off the mountain.
The sounds of bodies tumbling down were continuous, their blood staining the stone path winding down the mountain.
Zhang Qing had just arrived, rushing over only to find this scene unfolding. He didn't know what had happened yet. From a distance, he saw figures being kicked down the mountain like pebbles. His gaze filled with disbelief, his footsteps trembled, and he froze stiffly in place.
"You aren’t qualified to cripple me. Provoke me again next time, and I will make you regret this life!"
Su Yi stood before Wang Qin, speaking lightly and coldly. A foot enlarged in Wang Qin’s terrified pupils.
"Thud!"
The unfortunate Wang Qin seemed petrified by fear. His body, too, was kicked straight down the mountain.
Complete silence fell over the area. Stares froze. Shock replaced the expressions on every face present.
"Gulp..."
It wasn't until several breaths later that faint gasps of inhaled shock were heard.
"Run! Hurry!"
The outer disciples snapped out of their daze, horrified and terrified. They immediately turned and fled in panic. If the inner disciples had been kicked down the mountain, they certainly didn’t dare stay.
"Take him away!"
Su Yi shouted sharply. His voice, infused with energy, was deafening.
The outer disciples trembled. A few young men gritted their teeth and, hearts filled with dread, stepped forward. They lifted the unconscious Teng Ming and hurriedly carried him down the mountain to leave.
Watching everything unfold before them, Zhang Qing, Xu Jiahui, and the other outer disciples still couldn't quite snap back to reality.
Su Yi casually sheathed his longsword into the crack on the ground, retracted his aura, and walked over to Xu Jiahui.
"Su Yi, you’ve caused huge trouble! Those were inner disciples!"
Xu Jiahui’s pale face held no joy, only deep worry. Her expression grave, she seemed to be racking her brain, muttering incessantly, "Who knows when Elder Su will return... Without the token, we definitely can’t get past the sect gate... What should we do..."
"Don't worry, it’s fine. When troops arrive, use generals to block; when water comes, use soil to cover."
Su Yi gave a light smile, reassuring Xu Jiahui. He then said to everyone, "Go on down and get your injuries treated."
"Brother Su Yi, thank you."
One of them gathered his courage to thank Su Yi. At least today, Su Yi had let them vent their pent-up anger.
"You might face more trouble later. Be prepared."
Su Yi carried a hint of apology. He had been extremely heavy-handed with Wang Qin and Teng Ming today. But relying solely on this to truly make those disciples never come looking for trouble again just wasn't very likely.
Perhaps those inner disciples could not deal with him, and might very well vent their anger on these outer disciples. Su Yi could not help but worry.
"They are too excessive. We will also find a deacon; after all, within the sect gates, they cannot run wild." A young man said.
"Go heal your wounds."
Su Yi spoke. The sky had already darkened to night, and everyone’s injuries were grave; they needed to heal quickly, or it would harm themselves.
"Brother Su Yi, you really must be careful; those inner disciples definitely will not relent."
Zhang Qing came back to his senses and stepped forward, gazing at Su Yi with a look of shock that lingered long.
"I will think deeply first; I surely will find a way."
Xu Jiahui was deeply worried; Su Yi had severely injured Teng Ming and the others for her sake. She was merely an outsider—how could she let him face calamity?
Su Yi smiled faintly, then departed.
Back in the room where he stayed, Su Yi slightly furrowed his brow.
It was impossible for Su Yi not to worry. This was the Divine Sword School; he had crippled a disciple, an inner disciple at that. Trouble was inevitable; even if he met reasonable people in the Divine Sword School, he likely would not escape punishment, since he was just an outsider after all.
Elder Su of the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak also still had not returned, and it was uncertain when he would appear.
"The superior tactic is to retreat..."
Su Yi’s eyes flickered; he wanted to slip away quietly. Then, even if trouble arose, it would not find him.
Anyway, this was the Divine Sword School—it would have nothing to do with him from now on. As for Elder Su’s life-saving grace, he could only repay it later.
After packing a little, Su Yi pushed open the door and left silently under the moonlight.
The bright moon hung over the sky; tonight, stars were dim as the moon shone.
Su Yi did not know where the gate of the Divine Sword School was. He ruminated that any path led out—since he was sneaking away anyway, all directions were alike; he just had to depart the Divine Sword School.
The silent mountains echoed occasionally with beast roars from afar.
Su Yi dared not take the main roads or use his internal energy, weaving instead along small paths as he aimed to cross mountains and rivers away from the Divine Sword School.
Mountains, rocks.
A slender beautiful woman stood quietly, clad in a plain robe, a pale sash cinched tightly around her narrow waist, enhancing her elegant form—simple yet dignified. Her jet-black hair was coiled into a flowing cloud bun, pinned by an emerald jade hairpin.
Passing a tall peak, Su Yi crawled out from a rock crevice. Bathed in moonlight, he lit up inside and glimpsed such a beautiful woman not far ahead.
"Someone is here..."
Su Yi was startled; this woman at night inside the Divine Sword School surely was no ordinary person. Instantly holding his breath and tiptoeing softly, he prepared to turn back with plans to change his route.
Retreating from the crevice, he sensed the woman behind seemed still and motionless, unaware of him. Su Yi secretly sighed in relief.
"Huh..."
He backtracked along the path, ready to try another route, when abruptly Su Yi’s gaze quivered—just ahead nearby, the woman's figure reappeared as before.
The woman stood quietly, shrouded in moonlight, serene and fair.
Straining his eyes on her, Su Yi inwardly jolted. He detected no trace of aura whatsoever. The more it was like that, the more fearful Su Yi became in his heart.
From his recent spate of experiences and sights, Su Yi was now transformed from the past. This woman was absolutely extraordinary—a formidable master.
She had distinctly been behind him earlier, yet suddenly materialized soundlessly before his eyes; this plainly signaled she had come for him.
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Su Yi watched the woman standing quietly, seemingly completely unaware of his presence. His eyes flickered, and after a moment, he took a deep breath, no longer trying to slip away quietly.
“Elder, if you wish to kill or punish me, do as you please. The strong rule all, and I lack the strength to resist. I admit defeat!”
Su Yi spoke up, simply walking forward. The other side had clearly come for him—why bother trying to leave? There was no chance of escape anyway; this was a powerful individual.
Hearing Su Yi’s words, the beautiful woman slowly turned around. Her deep, dark eyes gleamed even brighter in the moonlit night as she stared straight at him.
Only then did Su Yi get a clear look at the woman before him: her face like a hibiscus flower, her elegant brows arched like willow branches, her demeanor as serene as deep water.
“So beautiful...”
Su Yi marveled inwardly. Such a beautiful woman must have been an utterly stunning maiden in her youth, one who could captivate the whole world.
“Why would I want to kill you?”
The beautiful woman gazed at Su Yi, her expression calm and devoid of any emotion, yet it inexplicably instilled fear in him.
“I injured the inner disciples of the Divine Sword School, Elder. You’re here to stand up for them, aren’t you?”
Su Yi raised his eyes slightly. He had only been in the Divine Sword School for a few days, having interacted only with Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, Teng Ming, and others.
This beautiful woman had come for him—so it must be on behalf of Teng Ming and Wang Qin. She was likely their elder.
“Why would I stand up for them?”
The beautiful woman remained expressionless, her eyes fixed on Su Yi, her tone steady.
“You didn’t come for them?” Su Yi was somewhat surprised, his gaze shifting thoughtfully.
“What’s your name, and whose disciple are you?” The beautiful woman studied Su Yi as she spoke.
“So it wasn’t on behalf of those people after all...”
A faint glint flickered in Su Yi’s eyes, unnoticed, as he bowed to the woman and said with a serious face: “This disciple is Yi Su, recently taken in as a disciple by Elder Su of the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak.”
Hearing this, the beautiful woman’s eyes gave a slight twitch as she stared at Su Yi and asked: “Then what are you doing out here so late at night?”
“This disciple was looking for a quiet place to practice my fighting skills.”
Su Yi replied earnestly. Rumor had it that few in the Divine Sword School dared to provoke Elder Su—claiming to be his disciple might just get him through this.
“Isn’t the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak quiet enough?” The beautiful woman looked straight at him.
“This...”
Su Yi paused, his composure unchanged, and said: “This disciple feared that practicing my fighting skills would disturb my master’s rest, so I came out here.”
“So Elder Su is back? Perfect. Take me to your master. I happen to have some business with Elder Su.” The beautiful woman met his gaze steadily.
Su Yi was dumbfounded; his eyes betrayed a hint of bewilderment. This beautiful woman was a powerful figure in the Divine Sword School. Why would she need him to escort her if she truly sought Elder Su?
“Elder, you know Elder Su isn’t in the Divine Sword School, don’t you? Why torment a junior like me?”
Su Yi realized this beautiful woman probably hadn’t believed a word he’d said.
“Boy, when have I ever tormented you? It’s you, young as you are, who’s spoken not a single truth! Is your name Yi Su or Su Yi? Elder Su would never take disciples—he probably isn’t your master at all!” The beautiful woman glared at him, her eyes sharpening.
Though the beautiful woman showed no sign of any aura or energy, Su Yi suddenly felt an invisible pressure crushing down on his entire body, as if he could scarcely breathe.
This beautiful woman’s cultivation was unfathomable—she was definitely a fearsome powerhouse. She seemed to know everything already; otherwise, how would she know his real name was Su Yi?
“This disciple is named Su Yi. A few days ago, I suffered heavy injuries outside and was rescued by Elder Su, who brought me to the Divine Sword School.”
There was no point hiding anything now. Su Yi told the truth, thinking that if this beautiful woman hadn’t come for Teng Ming and the others, she probably wouldn’t bother him.
“From which sect do you hail?” The beautiful woman continued her questioning.
“I have no sect or affiliations. I was roving the outside world, met with mishap, and nearly perished from my injuries. I owe my life to Elder Su’s rescue.”
Su Yi replied. Apart from the Divine Demonic Sect, he truly belonged to no school, but revealing the Divine Demonic Sect wasn’t an option now.
Hearing Su Yi’s words, the beautiful woman’s expression seemed to waver slightly.
“So you injured several inner disciples, feared trouble, and decided to sneak away tonight.” The beautiful woman gazed at Su Yi, her tone light but penetrating.
Su Yi’s eyebrow arched as he said: “This is the Divine Sword School. Seeing those disciples so arrogant, bullying others, and the corruption from above spreading below—well, I’m an outsider here, and Elder Su isn’t in the school. As the saying goes, two fists can’t beat four hands; an intelligent man knows when to yield; and retreat is the best strategy among thirty-six stratagems...”
“What do you mean by ‘corruption from above spreading below’? That sounds like dissatisfaction with the Divine Sword School!” The beautiful woman cut him off.
“No, Elder, that’s not what I meant—that ‘above’ certainly doesn’t include you.”
Su Yi offered an awkward smile. This beautiful woman before him likely held significant status in the Divine Sword School—perhaps she was also an elder.
The beautiful woman seemed, if faintly, amused by his words, though her features betrayed nothing. Her sternness softened considerably as she looked at Su Yi and said: “Survival of the fittest, in nature’s contest, though cruel, favors the adaptable. This has always been an immutable truth. If the mountain sect were all harmony and deference, how could such disciples become strong warriors? How could the Divine Sword School endure in the Central Region?”
Su Yi felt a resonance with her words—the beautiful woman spoke sense.
If the sect were entirely harmonious, it would lose its competitive edge. Lions don’t emerge from sheep pens; snake dragons surface only in perilous waters. Nature selects; the fittest survive.
“You gravely injured so many inner disciples—striking not lightly. If you leave, I fear the outer disciples on the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak will suffer. With you gone, your identity unknown, and Elder Su absent, they’ll likely be framed as traitors or spies for the Divine Sword School—either stripped of cultivation and expelled, or executed outright!” The beautiful woman fixed her gaze on him.
Hearing this, Su Yi’s eyes widened; he hadn’t considered this. His vanishing might free him from the Divine Sword School, but Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, and the others would face enormous trouble.
He couldn’t concern himself with unrelated disciples, but Xu Jiahui—that girl—had saved his life once.
Thinking back, the trouble with Wang Qin and the others stemmed from his own reckless intervention; he’d caused this mess. Unease settled over Su Yi.
“Thank you, Elder!”
Su Yi bowed and began retracing his steps, heading toward the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak.
“You’re going back?” The beautiful woman watched Su Yi return, a glimmer briefly flashing in her eyes.
Su Yi turned to face her and said: “I’m returning.”
“Having harmed so many inner disciples, you’ll face severe consequences.” The beautiful woman remarked coolly.
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"I don't believe there's no place for reason in the Divine Sword School," Su Yi said. He felt one should deal with problems as they arose, so the Divine Sword School shouldn't lack a place to reason.
"You're just an outsider; the Divine Sword School naturally leans toward its own disciples," the beautiful woman said calmly.
"This..." Su Yi paused briefly, somewhat lost for words.
"Alright, since you have outstanding talent, if you become my disciple under my tutelage, I can protect you unharmed. I'll guide you properly, and becoming a powerful figure someday would be no trouble at all," the beautiful woman looked at Su Yi seriously.
"Become a disciple..."
Su Yi's expression was calm as he asked the beautiful woman, "What about those outer disciples on the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak? Could you also protect them?"
"They're only outer disciples; it has nothing to do with me. Your talent is extraordinary; become my disciple and I'll shield you. One day shining in the Divine Sword School and becoming a major force wouldn't be hard," the beautiful woman said to Su Yi.
"I appreciate your kindness, but I'll take my leave now."
Though the idea of becoming strong tempted him, Su Yi wasn't interested in being a disciple. Besides, Xu Jiahui and others were still in trouble, so he shook his head.
"For the sake of those outer disciples, would you really return even if it causes big problems for yourself?" The beautiful woman watched Su Yi, her eyes flickering with a faint gleam.
"The trouble was caused by me, so I have to go back. At worst, I'll fight it out!" Su Yi nodded and turned to leave.
"Wait!"
Staring at Su Yi's back, the beautiful woman's gaze flickered slightly. She suddenly spoke, stopping him. "I have a way; I just wonder if you dare."
"Please go ahead, ma'am," Su Yi stopped immediately and turned around, becoming interested.
"It's simple: just admit you're Elder Su's disciple. Then if anyone tries to cause you trouble, they'll hesitate and not dare do much to you," the beautiful woman stared at Su Yi.
"But I'm not Elder Su's disciple," Su Yi said.
"Then why did you tell me earlier that you were Elder Su's disciple?" the beautiful woman asked Su Yi.
"This..."
Su Yi was tongue-tied; claiming to be Elder Su's disciple was just a ruse to skirt by.
"Anyway, Elder Su isn't in the Divine Sword School right now. It's true he brought you back. Later if anyone troubles you, just insist you're his disciple. No one would dare risk offending him."
The beautiful woman fixed her eyes on Su Yi, seeming to coax him in every word. "If you say you're Elder Su's disciple, almost none in the whole Divine Sword School will dare harm you. This could also protect those outer disciples until Elder Su returns to the school."
"If I pretend to be Elder Su's disciple and he finds out and blames me..."
Su Yi frowned—Elder Su had saved his life, so pretending felt wrong.
"Elder Su's temper is a bit bad; he might kill you right away if he knew you faked being his disciple."
The beautiful woman looked straight at Su Yi. "But you said your life was saved by him; worst case, you just return that life."
Su Yi's eyes moved thoughtfully, as if weighing things.
"You decide for yourself," the beautiful woman continued, as if about to leave.
"Ma'am, wait."
Su Yi stopped the beautiful woman. Gazing at her, he forced an awkward smile, bright and full, seeming like he had thoughts lingering.
"What do you have to say?" the beautiful woman asked, her gaze shifting slightly.
Su Yi chuckled and at once spoke warmly: "Senior must be highly esteemed in the Divine Sword School; that you are willing to help this junior truly makes this junior endlessly grateful. Seeing senior's righteous expression, kind and approachable, your extraordinary aura resembling a banished immortal, like a fairy descending from heaven, a Divine Maiden of the Nine Heavens, outshining all others with peerless grace and charm..."
"Enough, get to the point."
The beautiful woman cut Su Yi off, but her calm face seemed to involuntarily ripple with a faint disturbance.
"Since senior is willing to help this junior, as the saying goes, if you help someone, help them to the end. Was there any token or such that could come in handy during peril? If this junior could receive one, it would be immensely appreciated!" Su Yi's eyes darted about, flickering with light.
Hearing this, the beautiful woman's gaze twitched faintly. She stared at Su Yi's beaming face for a long moment before replying: "As long as you firmly claim to be Elder Su's disciple, that alone is enough to serve as your shield. Even the sect leader of the Divine Sword School won't dare touch you before verifying your identity."
"Elder Su must be such a big shot..."
Su Yi was somewhat amazed by the beautiful woman's words. If Elder Su was so influential, why did outer disciples feel free to cause trouble on the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak? Those dozen or so outer disciples on the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak held no special status.
"You'll know at the right time. But if you presume on a fake identity to do as you please in the Divine Sword School, Elder Su might actually destroy you."
With that, the beautiful woman vanished like a ghost, disappearing without a trace.
"Senior..."
Su Yi spoke up, but before his words fully left his lips, the beautiful woman was already gone.
"A terrifyingly powerful foe!"
Su Yi felt a chill in his heart, instinctively comparing the beautiful woman to the powerful figures he had met, like the City Master of Cang Lan City, Xi Wuqing, and others, unsure who was mightier.
"Since I'm here, I'll settle in..."
Under the bright moon, Su Yi spaced out for a while, his eyes flashing with a trace of crimson light before he returned to the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak.
In the distance, towering peaks rose amid swirling mist.
The beautiful woman, wreathed in clouds, gazed toward the youthful figure far below the mountain, a faint smile appearing on her face. She murmured softly: "What a peculiar kid, quite intriguing. I just wonder if he'll suit that fellow's taste."
...
The night was silent and dark.
But in certain parts of the Divine Sword School, this night was far from calm.
On the Fifteenth Sword Peak, lights blazed brightly.
In the hall, several gravely injured youths lay on stretchers, severely wounded and pitifully disheveled—these were Teng Ming, Wang Qin, and others. A few outer disciples stood trembling nearby.
However, at this moment, Wang Qin, Teng Ming, and the others on the stretchers had already regained consciousness.
At the head of the hall, several older youths and young men looked down at the crippled Teng Ming, Wang Qin, and the rest, their expressions showing clear shock and displeasure.
"All this was done by a single outer disciple from the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak? Are you certain it was him alone?"
A tall, stern-faced youth in long robes and battle attire asked the question.
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"Senior Brother Huo, it was done by that kid alone. His strength was too formidable and bizarre, his attack so ferocious; we absolutely couldn't let him off, or where could the dignity of our Fifteenth Sword Peak lie!"
Wang Qin's appearance was truly pitiful: one arm utterly destroyed, eyes filled with boundless resentment.
Yet recalling that youth, Wang Qin couldn't help but tremble in his heart. That kid was too ruthless, striking with unparalleled fierceness; it wiped out all prospects for this lifetime of his.
"That place is the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak. You all had such audacity— didn't you know what the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak was? Yet you dared to go up casually! Now you've made the Fifteenth Sword Peak's dignity vanish!"
Huo Dongqiu's expression darkened on his stern face. His cold gaze swept over Wang Qin and the others, sharp and piercing, causing Wang Qin and several inner disciples to instantly avert their eyes, not daring to meet his gaze directly.
"Senior Brother Huo, that kid was just an outer disciple, yet relying on being at the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak, he completely disregarded our Fifteenth Sword Peak. We originally went to Teng Ming to demand justice. Who could have imagined that kid would strike so viciously?"
Wang Qin gritted his teeth and fixed his gaze on the stern youth, saying, "Senior Brother Huo, our abilities are inadequate, and our poor skills matter little. But the Fifteenth Sword Peak's prestige must not be lost!"
"Do you really think I'm unaware of your usual actions and deeds?"
Hearing this, the stern youth glared at Wang Qin, his expression becoming even gloomier. He spoke lightly and coldly, "But an outer disciple like this was indeed somewhat arrogant and presumptuous. If we don't do anything about it, people might truly start believing our Fifteenth Sword Peak is easy to bully!"
His words paused briefly. The stern youth's gaze then landed on the crimson-robed youth beside him, saying lightly, "Junior brother Ba Yi, our master is absent these few days. Tomorrow, please trouble yourself to visit the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak. Naturally, the Fifteenth Sword Peak's dignity cannot be lost!"
"Yes, Senior Brother Huo!"
The crimson-robed youth nodded, his expression calm. His eyes lightly glanced at the figures of Wang Qin and the others on the ground.
"Have you heard? Wang Qin from the Fifteenth Sword Peak suffered a major blow—his right arm was destroyed!"
"I've heard it too. Apparently, it was done by an outer disciple from the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak!"
"An outer disciple—how could anyone be so powerful as to severely injure Wang Qin?"
"Rumor has it it wasn't just Wang Qin; many inner disciples from the Fifteenth Sword Peak were heavily wounded and kicked down from the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak!"
"Was it really just one outer disciple making the move? That strength is unusually strong!"
"At the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak? I've never heard of there being inner disciples!"
"The Fifteenth Sword Peak probably won't let this go lightly!"
"The Fifteenth
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