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Tens of thousands of disciples of the Divine Sword School seemed united against a common enemy, shaking the mountains and forests. Their auras converged together, creating an astonishingly formidable scene that left people in shock.
Roarrrr...
Above in mid-air, the figure of the Eight-winged Demon Python appeared. On its back, Mu Yao had an unpleasant expression as she gazed at the distant figures of Su Yi and Situ Muyang. She said, "Now, see where you can escape to!"
"Not good, they have discovered us."
Situ Muyang's face turned slightly pale. With so many disciples of the Divine Sword School, even though he felt absolute confidence in himself, he knew he couldn't take on that many people.
Su Yi glanced up repeatedly, staring at the void above. At that moment, his expression also showed a hint of tension. He murmured softly, "It's time now, you better come quickly, or else things will get way out of hand!"
Roarrrr...
"Su Yi, this time you won't escape!"
"See where you try to run now!"
...
The surrounding figures closed in from every direction, getting closer and closer.
In the sky, the densely packed Qi-formed beast silhouettes moved even faster. On the backs of each Qi-formed beast silhouette sat an exceptional young disciple of the Divine Sword School.
At this moment, they were united against a common enemy, all targeting Su Yi!
"The trouble is huge... it's huge..."
Situ Muyang could no longer trust Su Yi. The surrounding disciples of the Divine Sword School had already reached the mountain's foot and were about to ascend. This time, the trouble was truly immense.
Su Yi had clenched his fists at some unknown point, now and then lifting his gaze to the sky. On his calm face, a trace of grimness started to surface.
It was early morning; the sun rose as morning glow covered the entire sky.
Suddenly, at an unknown time, the brilliant morning glow gradually faded. A patch of black clouds silently spread out of nowhere, unfolding and unknowingly covering the sun.
This ancient land began to grow dim immediately.
"Haha, it came just in time!"
Su Yi smiled. His clenched fists relaxed. A smile surged onto his face, and the corners of his mouth curved upward.
Boom... In that instant, the void above trembled inexplicably.
At that very moment, the atmosphere across the entire world instantly became intensely oppressive.
"What's happening..."
Situ Muyang felt it. His heart trembled inexplicably, and his soul quivered inexplicably too.
The demon beasts in this ancient land seemed to sense something. Abruptly, everything turned utterly silent, with all beasts falling quiet.
The Qi-formed beast silhouettes under the feet of those direct disciples also began to tremble completely, greatly reducing their speed.
"What's happening..."
At this moment, the disciples of the Divine Sword School also felt it.
Especially the strongest among the direct disciples; almost simultaneously, their gazes turned towards the void above.
Above the high altitudes of these mountain peaks, the dark clouds multiplied, growing thicker and denser.
Unseen by all, on the mountaintop directly above Su Yi's head, a cyan-red glow diffused, and a radish-shaped object the size of an infant appeared within it.
This was the Blood Spiritual Ginseng, having just emerged from the mysterious space. Its numerous dense tendrils now stretched, waving in the wind, also suffused with a cyan-red hue. On its head were several palm-sized emerald-green leaves, crystal clear. Its body shone with light, revealing two almost-real eyes that fixed a solemn gaze upon the dark clouds in the sky.
"What's going on?"
"You can see something massive!"
"Something's off, what on earth is this?"
One by one, the disciples of the Divine Sword School froze in place. These baffling movements were accompanied by an invisible, staggering overwhelming aura that spread out, making their souls tremble involuntarily and causing them to instantly fear any rash approach.
All eyes were involuntarily drawn toward the void, sensing the direction where the disturbance came from.
"It's that Su Yi, is he up to no good!"
All gazes turned to look into the distance, detecting that astonishing aura, and directly suspected Su Yi.
The source of that astonishing aura was precisely Su Yi's location.
"Zzzzt..."
Above the void, thick black clouds surged overwhelmingly, and electric arcs quietly appeared, illuminating the dimly lit world.
In an instant, heaven and earth transformed drastically. The entire sky became dominated by blinding, dazzling thunderclouds, and a thunderous oppressive aura emanated from within.
"Oh no!"
At that same moment, every human and demon beast across this primordial expanse felt their hearts race, terror grip their souls, and a chill surge through them.
"Roarrrr..."
Even the demon beasts in the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords sensed it, crouching in submission. Beast roars echoed from the far distance.
Deep within a mountain forest, a savage demon beast had fierce, bell-like eyes fixed distantly on the void. It stayed frozen in fear, trembling uncontrollably.
"Thunderclouds, why are they here?"
"Damn, what the heck is happening?"
"Is Su Yi behind this?"
One set of eyes trembled with fear, staring at the void, the figure shuddering on its own.
On the shadow of a four-winged earth-fire beast, a young man in his twenties stood with an arrow-shaft-straight, lean build. His brows were chiseled, his nose bridge high, his thin lips tightly pressed. His ink-black eyes now shone with a crimson gleam as he gazed at the distant storm of lightning in the void, a light kindling in his pupils.
"Thunder's might, could it be..."
On the back of the Eight-winged Demon Python, Mu Yao's orange robe flapped violently, and her face paled drastically.
The form of a dazzling white spirit horse, wings sprouting from its back, stood agile, glowing all over. On it, a lovely woman's dark hair danced, her eyes agleam.
A vast butterfly shadow appeared, its wings crackling with electric arcs. With each flap, thundery light seemed to spread. On it, a young man's shoulder-length black hair swung as he watched the flickering lightning high above, his eyes sparkling with a sharp glow.
"Have we run into serious trouble?"
Situ Muyang cried out. At that moment, being nearby, they could feel even more intensely the overwhelming aura, which terrified them, raised their hairs on end, and unsettled their souls.
"Zzzzap..."
On the mountain peak, the thunderclouds thickened intensely. The Blood Spiritual Ginseng's body began to radiate with cyan-red light, standing erect. Suddenly, the emerald leaves on its head expanded, releasing a majestic force and diffusing a medicinal scent. If one inhaled it, they would certainly be ravenous.
"Crackle..."
Swiftly, from the engulfing thunderclouds, brilliant streaks of lightning shot out, seemingly connecting heaven and earth, directly targeting the Blood Spiritual Ginseng, accompanied by an immense, surging overwhelming aura.
"Rumble..."
Thunder boomed without end. Centered on the Blood Spiritual Ginseng, lightning erupted like volcanic eruption, limitless and boundless, surging wildly from every direction and crashing down relentlessly.
This was divine judgment, not ordinary lightning; it was punishment sent down from the heavens.
From all sides, at this astounding scene, every soul felt its hair stand on end, its spirit tremble.
"What's that? Run!"
"Oh dear, it's the first trial. Some treasure of creation or demon beast is crossing tribulation!"
"Fall back, fast!"
"This is divine judgment. Don't get involved, or you'll trigger karma. Retreat now!"
A loud shout rang out as a disciple sensed the clue.
That was divine reckoning, casting down lightning. Whoever touched it, even if not killed, would carry its karmic stain.
"Withdraw, retreat now!"
"Oh mother, escape, quick!"
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Overwhelming lightning fell, and even through the distant void, it made people feel suffocated.
The terrifying thunderous might made people shudder, their hearts chilled, and their hairs standing on end!
Upon hearing someone shout loudly, these disciples immediately snapped out of their astonishment and began to flee frantically.
Some disciples were so frightened that their legs weakened, and their entire bodies became limp.
The vast thunderous aura carried the pressure of the heavens and earth, seemingly intent on destroying everything, so these scared-stiff disciples had no choice but to crawl and roll away rapidly.
In panic and fear, they cried out for their parents everywhere...
"Escape, run quickly!"
"Help, what is happening?!"
The sounds of thunder, cries for parents, and screams of terror instantly mixed together, echoing across this ancient land.
The beast shadows formed from the primordial qi at the feet of those direct disciples, their eyes filled with terror, all vanished at this moment.
"Go!"
Just as the lightning fell, Su Yi returned to the crevice in the cliff. A radiance glowed at his brow, summoning the mysterious space, and he directly hid inside the mysterious space.
This was the Blood Spiritual Ginseng undergoing its tribulation once more.
Amidst being surrounded by all the direct disciples of the Divine Sword School, Su Yi recalled something: the Blood Spiritual Ginseng was about to undergo its tribulation again. Calculating that the time had come, he simply attracted everyone over.
It wasn't that Su Yi intended to take this opportunity to kill these Divine Sword School disciples; there really was no other way.
Moreover, during the Blood Spiritual Ginseng's tribulation, these disciples could easily run away. Su Yi's sole purpose was to eventually make a clean escape.
Inside the mysterious space, Situ Muyang had entered. Under the astonishing thunderous pressure and commotion, even though he had gotten into the mysterious space at the first instant, he was still unsettled. His eyes fixed intently on Su Yi, his throat bobbing, unable to speak.
"Boss Su Yi!"
Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, Qing Chao, and others had all awakened at this moment. Just moments ago, they had seen Su Yi suddenly enter and then quickly leave, which had puzzled them.
But at this moment, Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, Liu Ji, and others showed that the auras on their bodies had significantly surged again compared to before consuming the Dark Spirit Fruits.
As Su Yi's gaze swept over, the auras of Liu Ji, Zhang Qing, and others couldn't escape his perception. The most astonishing was Xu Jiahui, who had now reached the Fifth Grade of Yuan Xuan Realm.
Given her age, having reached the cultivation of the Fifth Grade of Yuan Xuan Realm was already formidable enough to shock people.
Su Yi still remembered that back in Man City, Ji Chao from Sacred Mountain, with King Grade talent, had only just reached the First Grade of Yuan Xuan Realm. By comparison, Xu Jiahui was truly terrifying now.
However, Su Yi was well aware that Xu Jiahui's tremendous progress, surpassing Ji Chao from Sacred Mountain by a large margin, was due to the effects of the mysterious space, Spiritual Essence, and Dark Spirit Fruits. How many people in the world had such opportunities to undergo successive transformations?
Su Yi estimated in his mind that after leaving the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords, Xu Jiahui would surely attract the attention of the entire Divine Sword School.
Zhang Qing also followed Xu Jiahui closely, having reached the cultivation of the Fourth Grade of Yuan Xuan Realm.
As for Liu Ji and others, whose foundations were comparatively weaker, they had also broken through two levels in succession, reaching the cultivation of the Third Grade of Yuan Xuan Realm.
Several of them gazed at Su Yi with grateful eyes.
They themselves knew best what they had gained: an opportunity and fortune that they normally wouldn't even dare to dream of.
Even among direct disciples, only a very few could obtain Dark Spirit Fruits, not to mention the Spiritual Essence, which was an unimaginably valuable treasure.
All of this was because of this shabbily dressed, seemingly disheveled youth with a proud and sinister demeanor before them. How could they not feel grateful?
Because of this youth, they underwent marrow cleansing, transformed, and altered their fates.
"Could it be that just now the Blood Spiritual Ginseng was enduring its tribulation?"
At this moment, Situ Muyang finally regained his composure, his face pale and heart still pounding. He remembered the Blood Spiritual Ginseng within the mysterious space had mentioned preparing to face its heavenly trial.
Moreover, Su Yi had just entered this space and seemed to have brought something out—it must have been the Blood Spiritual Ginseng!
"Yes."
Su Yi nodded, no longer concerned about the Divine Sword School disciples blocking them. Instead, he felt anxious for the Blood Spiritual Ginseng.
It had failed its initial tribulation once before. This was a chance to start anew, but another failure would bring dire consequences.
"So that's how it is... haha!"
Situ Muyang laughed, finally understanding Su Yi’s plan thoroughly.
It turns out this guy had plotted everything in advance: luring all the Divine Sword School disciples here just so the Blood Spiritual Ginseng could emerge and undergo its tribulation.
None of those Divine Sword School disciples could have anticipated Su Yi pulling such a stunt.
Under the heavenly trial’s retribution, no one could withstand it. Each of them must have panicked, scrambling to escape, probably wetting their pants.
Recalling the final moments—witnessing the Divine Sword School disciples flee in terror, crying for their parents—Situ Muyang looked at Su Yi again. His eyes shone with even deeper admiration, a feeling bordering on reverence.
Being cornered by the entire Divine Sword School was already unprecedented. Yet Su Yi had deliberately drawn all its disciples, played them one by one, and now left them fleeing and howling in terror. Who else could achieve such a feat?
"Boom... Rumble..."
Lightning bolts cascaded over the mountain range, shattering peaks and obliterating everything in their path.
The fiercest concentration struck the Blood Spiritual Ginseng. Streaks of lightning, carrying an overwhelming aura, crashed upon it. Yet the seemingly fragile emerald leaves atop its form radiated a strange power, directly resisting the assault.
Electricity crackled and surged, enveloping the ginseng.
But now, it glowed from within, its aura tinged with a solemn, destructive presence. This energy bore a faint resemblance to something within the mysterious space. It muted the lightning’s ferocity before consuming it entirely.
Above, the thunderclouds churned violently, rippling as if provoked. A terrifying presence surged within them, saturating the sky!
Every Divine Sword School disciple fled in panic, scattering in all directions. Most scrambled away on hands and knees, desperate to reach the distant edges.
They watched in horror as the dreadful bolts struck. Gagging down fear, throats dry and souls quivering—anyone slower to flee would surely have been reduced to char.
Far away, on a distant peak, the Eight-winged Demon Python shivered. It coiled upon the ground, body trembling uncontrollably, fierce eyes filled with primal dread.
Mu Yao’s pupils contracted in shock as she stared into the far sky. Even across the void, she felt the terrifying aura of the lightning tribulation. She whispered softly, "A spirit item of heaven and earth... it's undergoing tribulation!"
Not far off, atop other peaks, clusters of formidable Divine Sword School disciples gathered. Their gazes fixed on the distant storm, every face etched with fear.
"Either a treasure of heaven and earth or a demon beast is facing its trial," spoke an exceptional young man, awe mixed with fervent greed in his eyes. "This is fate's hand! Should they fail, the spoils are ours. And even if they succeed, they'll be weakened afterward. A great opportunity! Seize it, and it means immense fortune!"
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This tribulation was something they dared not touch and had no way to resist or block.
Yet, whether the tribulation crossing ultimately ended in failure or success, it represented an enormous opportunity for them, happening in just a little while.
"Boom rumble rumble..."
In the far distance of the sky, thunderclouds churned violently. Lightning flashed and thunder roared, bolts resembling furious serpents continuously streaking down.
The entire morning was shrouded in gloom. Only blinding lightning flashes and thunderclaps filled the world, like the apocalypse.
Streak after streak of lightning, like massive silver serpents, shot ragingly forth from the thunderclouds. Then, tearing through space, they descended with terrifying shrieks.
In the distant void, an expanse of radiant light spread. A five-colored elk quietly hovered in mid-air, gazing towards the far-off flashing thunder. Its eyes flickered, but it too dared not approach.
"It should be ending soon. Success or failure, the result will be out any moment."
In the distance, many shocked and horrified gazes silently began to glint with fervor.
Upon the mountain peak, bolt after bolt of lightning crashed down relentlessly. The Blood Spiritual Ginseng was engulfed in arcs of electricity, while numerous stray bolts struck the surrounding land and nearby mountain peaks, obliterating everything!
Boulders shattered! The mountain and the earth cracked profusely!
The thunder roared unceasingly!
"Boom rumble rumble..." Surrounding mountain peaks were enveloped as well. Mountains crumbled and the earth quaked; rocks poured down in avalances and cliffs collapsed. The scene was utterly terrifying!
Oddly, the peak where the lightning was most concentrated, densely packed with strikes, stood firm like bedrock, indestructible.
No one could see that although lightning struck, it seemed almost intelligent, intentionally avoiding the rock peak itself.
"Granddaddy Seng, you have to hang in there!"
Inside the mysterious space, Su Yi had no way of knowing the situation outside. He could only pray that the Blood Spiritual Ginseng could successfully weather this tribulation.
"Can the Blood Spiritual Ginseng succeed in crossing this tribulation? They say tribulations are hard to get through. Since the Blood Spiritual Ginseng can already speak human language, it must have already crossed its initial tribulation. If it succeeds this time too, it should reach the Demonic Emperor Realm, right?"
Situ Muyang spoke up, muttering to himself softly, deeply shaken. The Demonic Emperor Realm – those were absolute powerhouses in this world.
"The initial tribulation... Granddaddy Seng failed his crossing last time. This is him going for it again." Su Yi informed Situ Muyang.
"What's crossing a tribulation?"
Xu Jiahui and Zhang Qing were confused, completely unaware of what was happening outside. Given their status and standing, many things were beyond their understanding and inaccessible to them at their level.
"When celestial beings and demon beasts reach the Demonic Void Realm, they encounter tribulations blocking their way. If they can endure it, they continue to exist in this world. If they cannot withstand it, they scatter into nothingness.
There are many kinds of tribulations, rumored to grow successively stronger.
The initial tribulation is merely the first barrier for demon beasts and celestial beings stepping into the Demonic Void Realm. After stepping into the Demonic Void Realm and receiving the protection and favor of heaven and earth, they gain the ability to speak human language. For demon beasts and celestial beings who can successfully cross it, not one in a hundred succeeds. In cases of failure, best-case: their cultivation regresses, and progressing further becomes as hard as climbing to Heaven; worst-case: they suffer dire injuries, or even turn to dust." Situ Muyang explained to Zhang Qing and Xu Jiahui. What he knew far surpassed their understanding.
"So, according to this, demon beasts and celestial beings have a much harder path of cultivation than us humans?"
Hearing this, Zhang Qing and others inwardly clicked their tongues in astonishment. They hadn't realized that those seemingly powerful demon beasts and legendary celestial beings actually faced deadly tribulations on their cultivation path – incredibly dangerous and hard to overcome.
"You're overthinking it. Whether it's humans, demon beasts, or any celestial being, cultivation is an act of defying the heavens. In the end, all will eventually face tribulations blocking their way. It's just that the tribulations martial artists face are still far too early for us to worry about. If one day we manage to reach that stage, we'll naturally learn about the tribulations needed."
Situ Muyang spoke, his eyes filled with yearning. If he could reach the point of crossing a tribulation, that itself would be evidence that he had become a top-tier powerhouse.
"Is that so..."
Su Yi standing off to the side, however, felt a bit puzzled. A tribulation? He himself had encountered one earlier, while cultivating the Divine Demonic Ancient Verse. The lightning then seemed far more ferocious than what Granddaddy Seng was enduring now.
"Swoosh..."
At that moment, space rippled as a radiant figure darted in, crashing headfirst into the herb-planted ground. An unmistakably excited voice rang out simultaneously, "The tribulation has passed! I need a few days to recover. Young man, leave now! Don’t draw attention."
"He succeeded!"
Upon hearing those words, Su Yi’s face instantly lit up with joy. Flinging his sleeve, he urged, "Let’s go! Hurry!"
...
Far off on the distant peaks, the awe-inspiring thunderous might gradually faded, and the storm clouds dispersed.
"Did he succeed or fail?" Many pairs of eyes exchanged glances still trembling with lingering fear.
"Whoosh, whoosh..."
Simultaneously, numerous figures shot forth. Under their feet, primal energy coalesced, reforming into beast-like shapes as they surged upward, driven to seek out that tremendous cosmic fortune.
...
The Divine Sword School sprawled across majestic, undulating mountains, vibrant emerald and pale green blanketing every slope. Wisps of cloud and mist unfurled, veiling the landscape, creating a sight profoundly grand and imposing.
In the early morning, towering peaks loomed like giants, now hidden, now revealed within the swirling haze. Ancient trees scraped the heavens, while crimson walls and glazed yellow tiles peeked through the lush greenery.
Primal energy saturated the air everywhere. Faintly, it seemed an ancient qin’s melancholic melody could be heard, punctuated by the ding-dong chime of bells, as if one dwelled within an ethereal paradise.
The Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak stood cold and desolate.
A diminutive figure alighted upon the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak. Though short in stature, his face held a hint of age, seeming well into his sixties or seventies. Light wrinkles traced his skin, marks laid down by passing years.
Yet the structure of his face remained strikingly defined, hinting that in his youth, he must have been remarkably handsome.
Only his form was extraordinarily stunted, resembling that of an eight or nine-year-old child, standing barely half the height of an ordinary adult.
The short elder was clad in perfectly fitted robes. Amidst his black hair, a third was already steel-gray. His eyes shifted calmly, ancient and untroubled, radiating profound stillness. He murmured softly, "The exit of the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords should have opened by now."
With that utterance, the elder showed no inclination to investigate the exit. He simply turned and walked into the courtyard garden. After all, the Grand Swordsmanship Competition had never concerned the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak.
...
The exit of the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords lay upon a vast square bordered by mountains on three sides.
"Whoosh, whoosh..."
Early in the morning, senior disciples of the Divine Sword School had arrived to prepare and wait. Before long, Dharma Protectors followed.
Figures radiating powerful auras landed one after another. The eyes of each Dharma Protector shone with anticipation and hope.
To the Dharma Protectors of the Divine Sword School, everyone understood this Grand Swordsmanship Competition wasn't merely a tournament—it concerned the entire future of their sect.
Furthermore, this time around, many of these Dharma Protectors had deeply personal interests at stake.
Quite a number held wagers with Dharma Protector Hou Changming. Today... was the harvest season.
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"It's almost time. Dharma Protector Hou, I wonder if you've prepared all the pills for your loss? Hahahaha..."
Among the crowd, Dharma Protector Wang Tianbao couldn't help but laugh. He had finally managed to trick Hou Changming this guy once. Let this fellow constantly pretend to be so lofty. His claim about accepting disciples – rather none than the unworthy. Soon enough, this fellow would feel the pain.
"I heard Dharma Protector Hou went to exchange for pills just a few days ago. Could it be he lacks confidence? Knowing he's bound to lose?" A Dharma Protector who looked to be in his fifties also teased. He had placed a bet too. Although the payout ratio was low, it was essentially a guaranteed win. He didn't want to miss out. Winning some pills for his own disciples wouldn't be bad.
"It's not over yet. If you win, the pills owed to you naturally won't be lacking," Dharma Protector Hou Changming spoke. He knew perfectly well how it looked. His newly accepted disciple seemed of average talent to begin with, an original outer disciple. Trying to stand out from thousands of inner disciples within the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords and enter the top sixty-eight? Just saying it sounded unbelievable; unless it was a miracle among miracles, he himself didn't believe it.
As soon as the words fell, Dharma Protector Hou Changming simply stepped aside, unwilling to stand among this group any longer.
These past few days, Dharma Protector Hou Changming had practically spent all his assets, exchanging them for various star-grade high-level pills. He was already buried in debts.
But words spoken couldn't be taken back, like water spilled. There was nothing he could do. After all, it was his newly accepted disciple. The worst-case plan was simply hoping for the disciple to return safely from the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords.
"Then we'll thank Dharma Protector Hou in advance. Haha." Dharma Protectors like Zhu Changgao chuckled. They could all see Hou Changming was just being stubborn even in defeat.
However, the group of Dharma Protectors didn't fixate on Dharma Protector Hou Changming. The exit would open soon. Those direct disciples and inner disciples would be coming out. This Grand Swordsmanship Competition was more significant than usual.
"I wonder which disciples obtained the Dark Spirit Fruits this time?" one Dharma Protector inquired. Treasures like Dark Spirit Fruits were incredibly rare. This batch of disciples just happened to encounter the Dark Spirit Fruits harvest – a chance opportunity precisely occurring once every fifteen years. Yet, it was unclear which disciples would gain this opportunity.
"Those likely to get the Dark Spirit Fruits are probably that top lot." Another Dharma Protector surmised. Those capable of obtaining the Dark Spirit Fruits would surely be the top-ranked ones on the Sword Tower. Others simply couldn't compete with them.
"I wonder if a dark horse will emerge this time?" A beautiful middle-aged woman spoke. Every Grand Swordsmanship Competition was essentially a trial for all disciples. Often, some disciples who were usually unremarkable would suddenly make their presence known with astonishing displays.
"That would be worth anticipating." A Dharma Protector also expressed eagerness. Each Grand Swordsmanship Competition indeed featured disciples who suddenly displayed extraordinary prowess.
"Might everyone recall Su Yi?" Suddenly, a low voice came from among the Dharma Protectors.
"Su Yi? That Su Yi from the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak?"
"Su Yi? That disciple seems like the unpredictable one. No idea where Elder Su found him."
Hearing Su Yi's name, almost every Dharma Protector present subtly shifted their expression.
Su Yi’s performance was far too shocking. Reaching the seventh level of the Heavenly Stairs – though it was unknown if the Heavenly Stairs malfunctioned – it had already stunned everyone.
"Even if the Heavenly Stairs malfunctioned, the fact that Su Yi defeated Jian Shiyi proves he’s no weakling. Entering the top sixty-eight this time shouldn’t be a problem.” A Dharma Protector reasoned. Even if Su Yi only reached the seventh level due to a Heavenly Stairs malfunction, his defeat of Jian Shiyi was indisputably real.
With such cultivation and strength, securing enough Sword-patterned Stones to make the top sixty-eight probably wouldn't be difficult.
"If Su Yi makes it into the top sixty-eight, that would mean... it would be the first time in a hundred years that the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak has a disciple enter the top sixty-eight at the Grand Swordsmanship Competition, wouldn’t it?" another Dharma Protector said.
Hearing this, the gathered Dharma Protectors exchanged knowing smiles. For the past century, the Grand Swordsmanship Competition had always seemed irrelevant to the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak.
"That's not necessarily true. Su Yi has offended quite a few disciples, especially those from the Fifteenth Sword Peak. Who knows what will happen once he enters the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords," a Protector commented quietly.
"The Fifteenth Sword Peak, this..."
Immediately, the expressions of many Protectors shifted subtly.
News of Su Yi dealing with many disciples from the Fifteenth Sword Peak had already spread.
And everyone knew full well about the direct disciple from the Fifteenth Sword Peak – someone definitely not to be trifled with.
They were all young men. With the impetuous youth and competitive nature, collisions were bound to occur within the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords.
"Whoosh... Whoosh..."
Above the void, energy rippled as numerous figures descended. Waves of intangible pressure made the entire space seem to freeze.
"Greetings to the Elders!"
The entire assembly bowed. Even the Protectors wore expressions of deep respect.
A group of Elders had arrived. This Grand Swordsmanship Competition held greater significance for the Divine Sword School than usual, and they were taking it seriously.
Many Elders descended, among them several familiar figures.
Elder Changqing, Elder Lv Baimei, Elder Mei Huaye, Elder Duan Yuerong, Elder Shangguan Hu, and others were present.
The group of Elders landed, their gazes fixed on a ravine amidst the mountains before the plaza—the place where the exit would open. This year’s Grand Swordsmanship Competition was far from ordinary.
"May they all return safely!"
Elder Changqing spoke. His lean face was deeply lined, etched with the marks of time. His long eyebrows and strands of white beard flowed backward, lending him an almost ethereal, immortal air.
Yet, at this moment, Elder Changqing's face also held a trace of tension. Accidents had happened within the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords before.
It wasn’t uncommon for direct disciples to be lost there.
Besides having his own disciple inside, he fervently hoped no major mishaps would occur within the Battlefield.
"Open the exit."
Elder Lv Baimei spoke. His black hair was neatly coiled in a bun without a strand out of place. Beneath silver-like eyebrows, his deep-set eyes, colored a dark brown, held a profound depth. It was clear he was also quite tense.
...
Mountains stretched in an unending chain like coiling dragons.
"BOOM!"
Suddenly, a thunderous roar erupted from among the peaks. A tremor shook the entire Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords. Radiant light surged forth, bright as the blazing sun, as a massive spatial portal took shape in the sky.
"The spatial portal is open!"
Several figures darted out swiftly. Seeing the spatial portal appear, smiles spread across their faces.
These figures were none other than Su Yi, Situ Muyang, Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, and the others.
"Perfect timing, hahahaha! Let’s get out of here!"
Situ Muyang roared with laughter, sweeping his gaze around. They saw other disciples emerging too, clustered in groups of three or five, or seven to eight.
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All these were just outer disciples, not even inner disciples.
Situ Muyang reckoned that those inner disciples and direct disciples truly all got lured away by Su Yi.
"Take these space bags. Inside are some gains from within the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords along with Sword-patterned Stones. Whether you qualify to ascend Spirit Sword Peak will depend entirely on yourselves."
Before the spatial portal, Su Yi’s figure paused as he brought out several space bags, handing them separately to Situ Muyang, Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, and the others.
"So many Sword-patterned Stones... plus... holy smokes... we're rich..."
Situ Muyang took the space bag immediately, inspecting it without resistance since it opened instantly. His expression froze momentarily before erupting into ecstatic delight.
Forty-five Sword-patterned Stones and piles of pills and other cultivation resources stuffed multiple space bags full. Though Situ Muyang had seen good treasures since childhood, these were spoils personally seized in the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords, signifying his own hard-earned achievement—completely different in significance.
Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, and others hadn’t owned space bags before, merely seen them. Now, opening these felt somewhat unfamiliar, but they managed it.
"So much..."
Upon seeing the contents, Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, Liu Ji, Qing Chao, and Wang Fan looked even more shocked than Situ Muyang.
The space bags Su Yi gave Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, and others held over ten Sword-patterned Stones each. Whether they’d rank in the top sixty-eight remained uncertain.
Su Yi knew clearly: though Xu Jiahui, Zhang Qing, Wang Fan, and others had dramatically boosted their cultivation with bone-forging and marrow-cleansing transformations, their strength still couldn’t compete in the Grand Swordsmanship Competition’s final clashes.
Su Yi gave them Sword-patterned Stones solely to let them perform decently at the Grand Swordsmanship Competition.
If any elders took notice, it would benefit them greatly.
Besides, Sword-patterned Stones held vital functions and could trade for merit points.
Su Yi shared spoils from the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords generously with Xu Jiahui and the rest. These cultivation resources would sustain their peaceful practice for long.
"Go! Get out first!"
Su Yi spoke urgently. Zhang Qing and Xu Jiahui weren’t particularly fast. With the spatial portal activated, direct disciples would soon pursue them.
"Go! Get out first!"
Situ Muyang stashed his space bag inside his robe.
As surrounding watchers gaped in disbelief, the group entered the shimmering spatial portal.
"Isn’t that Su Yi?"
"It’s him, no doubt. Isn’t that Situ Muyang beside him?"
"Didn’t everyone go trap them? How’d they reach the exit?"
"Could Su Yi be connected to that terrifying phenomenon earlier?"
Many outer disciples stared dumbfounded. Could tens of thousands of disciples plus every direct disciple fail to corner just two people?
...
At the Divine Sword School’s mountain-cradled square, a spatial portal flared open.
"Rumble..."
Spatial distortions shimmered, radiating blinding light as waves of energy pulsed outward.
Numerous Divine Sword School disciples, guardians, and elders fixed expectant gazes upon the portal’s exit.
Many contingents were present at the scene, all disciples of the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak.
Although the Grand Swordsmanship Competition was an overall event for the Divine Sword School, there was also competition among the various sword peaks within the Divine Sword School.
Of course, in reality, everyone only believed that thirty-five sword peaks were vying secretly.
Because the Thirty-Sixth Sword Peak was always factored in.
"Who would be the first to come out this time?"
"It must be those terrifying figures like Liuyun Chuan and Yun Lingfeng!"
"I wonder who had the most Sword-patterned Stones."
"..."
Many disciples were discussing aloud, and even some Dharma Protectors conversed in low voices.
Everyone was speculating, uncertain about which disciples would emerge first and which disciples had acquired the most Sword-patterned Stones.
To some extent, the first disciple to come out might also represent strength.
The strongest were more likely to possess the most Sword-patterned Stones.
"Inside the Battlefield of Ten Thousand Swords, those disciples might have already clashed, and probably some dark horses would surge out," someone whispered like that.
According to past Grand Swordsmanship Competitions, in the struggle for various opportunities and fortunes, and even just before the exit opened, there would always be fierce battles over Sword-patterned Stones.
After all, those direct disciples were at an age full of vigor and spirit, constantly challenging each other in their daily lives, so conflicts were naturally unavoidable.
However, if those people had known then that in this Grand Swordsmanship Competition, there was not only no fight over various opportunities but also no contest for Sword-patterned Stones—that instead, the entire crowd was swarming to corner Su Yi and spending all their time searching for Su Yi from beginning to end—they probably wouldn't have known what to make of it in their hearts!
Dharma Protector Hou Changming stood alone to one side, his expression seemingly indifferent, yet his gaze unwittingly flickered toward the spatial portal exit as anxiety stirred inside him.
"Look quickly, someone has come out!"
Finally, figures emerged from the spatial portal, and instantly, waves of eyes turned eagerly, all fixed on the exit.
Unexpectedly, tension began to rise, and deep within, everyone naturally hoped the first to emerge would be disciples from their own sword peak.
"Swoosh swoosh..."
Under numerous expectant gazes, several figures appeared at the spatial portal exit, as if fleeing something pursuing them, all rushing out in haste.
The figures were blurry at first but gradually drew nearer and became clearer.
Under eyes full of anticipation, the first one to emerge was clearly not the person everyone hoped for, nor any of those familiar extraordinary figures.
To the surrounding gazes, those leading figures who hurried out seemed all somewhat unfamiliar.
"Hmm... that seems to be Su Yi!" Elder Changqing's thin, wrinkled face showed surprise as he recognized the foremost figure, whose distinctive mark was very eye-catching.
"It is the lad Su Yi!" Elder Shangguan Hu's eyes narrowed; his obsidian-black pupils shone
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