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The fierce sword wind stirred immense spatial ripples, directly hurling several Sacred Mountain guards of low cultivation nearby to the ground. Sand and stones flew, waves of force surged high, countless floor tiles instantly pulverized into dust and vanished.
"Roar! Roar! Roar!"
Su Yi's blood-red eyes blazed like scorching suns. His battered Heavy Sword slashed through the air, the unstoppable gale striking like a ferocious dragon. Another dozen Sacred Mountain disciples fell dead on the spot. The sheer weight of the greatsword made Su Yi's breath rasp like bellows.
"Bang! Bang! Bang!"
Countless sword beams wove a net. Dozens of Sacred Mountain guards were torn by the ferocious wolves into scattered limbs and fragments. Against Sacred Mountain disciples, Su Yi never showed the slightest mercy.
The wind still blew, but the blood-stench hanging heavier than before dyed even the moonlight crimson, shimmering with an eerie red glow beneath the void.
Su Yi, drenched in blood, sheathed his battered Heavy Sword. Moving like a god of death, he slowly approached Uncle Chen’s body and bowed respectfully towards him.
He then placed Uncle Chen onto the back of one Fierce Wind Blood Wolf and swiftly left the scene. The immense speed of the Fierce Wind Blood Wolf cut through the sky as it leapt high, tracing a fleeting speck of light in the air that vanished in an instant.
Su Yi, swiftly departing, rode the Fierce Wind Blood Wolf, galloping down the streets of the Sacred Mountain. In the deep night, the streets were desolate, doors tightly shut. Only the echoing shouts of countless Sacred Mountain guards pursued him from behind.
"Up ahead, charge! The chief guard and our brothers are already dead! Charge ahead and seize him! Capture the murderer for a heavy reward!"
Several Fierce Wind Blood Wolves moved with the swiftness of the wind, darting through the narrow alleys. Su Yi constantly glanced back, spreading his spiritual sense to avoid detection by the Sacred Mountain guards' tracking aura. Soon, he had left the Sacred Mountain guards far behind.
In the vast Central Region City, one man and a few wolves vanished rapidly into the boundless darkness.
"My lord, I know a very secluded place. Let me take you there!"
The leading Fierce Wind Blood Wolf ran exceptionally fast, tearing across the cobblestone path. Its massive whip-like tail flickered instantly several times, gouging deep crevices into the ground with soul-shaking force.
In no time, Su Yi was brought before a dilapidated house, seemingly long abandoned.
Su Yi cast out his spiritual sense. Finding no trace of Sacred Mountain guards nearby and confident they wouldn’t locate him quickly, he ordered the Fierce Wind Blood Wolves to stand guard. He quickly placed Uncle Chen's body into his space bag.
He immediately pulled out a vial of Spiritual Essence and drank it down. Energy of heaven and earth poured into him like an illuminating revelation, flooding his limbs and bones. The surging primal energy within his Void God Sea churned powerfully. Su Yi sat down immediately, adjusting his breath through meditation. With all his vital acupoints opened, he recovered completely within moments.
"What origin does this Blood Demon Killing Excalibur possess? Why does it grow heavier!" Su Yi frowned, murmuring to himself.
As the Supreme Chaotic Yuan Technique began circulating, the mysterious light sphere inside him stirred as well. Vast, profound information instantly flooded his mind once more.
"Cloud Shadow Tread Frost Step!"
A first glimpse revealed that, compared to the Hundred Transformations Step, this movement martial skill emphasized aura concealment and short-distance assault. It was a wind and water attribute combined technique, possessing formidable power.
What astonished Su Yi even more was that the Cloud Shadow Tread Frost Step required minimal primal energy to activate. Primarily driven by soul power, it fused spatial laws and natural attributes, making it an extraordinarily profound martial skill.
According to the cultivation method, Cloud Shadow Tread Frost Step was divided into three tiers.
First Tier: Foggy Mirror Snow. Allows a martial artist to conceal their aura, constructing a small domain of their attribute. Enveloped by wind and water, they forge an icy path suitable for traversal. Within a straight line distance, it proves extremely useful for short-range combat.
Second Tier: Wind Dragon Covers the Moon. A higher-tier movement skill usable in aerial combat. When activated, wind attributes blot out the sky and sun. The user can instantly teleport anywhere moisture exists. An utterly terrifying movement technique.
Third Tier: Cloud Shadow Tread Frost. Entirely catalyzed by soul power, it manifests numerous genuine shadow clones. This tier is only suitable for Soul Tamers of Heavenly Grade aptitude or higher. The stronger the soul power, the closer these shadow clones become to the original self in primal energy and soul power—a monstrous skill that multiplies combat prowess exponentially.
Su Yi couldn't stifle a gasp of shock inside. Remembering Chen Yu of Nine Star Valley, he whispered, "If I could manifest twelve shadow clones and combine them with the Heavens Taming Incantation to stir remnant souls... wouldn't that elevate my fighting power to terrifying levels?"
At this thought, a surge of anticipation filled Su Yi's heart. Instantly invigorated, he declared, "Good! Begin cultivation immediately!"
Tempered by dragon breath and star force, Su Yi's innumerable meridian networks within his limbs and bones had long since been fully unblocked, requiring no further effort. With his Heavenly Grade aptitude, mastering the First Tier shouldn’t pose an issue.
Moreover, mastering it quickly would better equip him to handle his current predicament.
Drawing on his experience cultivating the Hundred Transformations Step, Su Yi soon achieved a deep meditative state. Centered and tranquil, hand seals formed subconsciously, he entered a trance-like state of profound enlightenment reminiscent of an old monk transcending the mundane.
Freed from the need to clear meridians yet again, Su Yi's comprehension soared. Muttering under his breath, he focused his mind and employed the Heavens Taming Incantation to drive the essence formula of the Cloud Shadow Tread Frost Step.
Simultaneously, within him churned the Supreme Chaotic Yuan Technique. The mysterious light sphere, seeming profoundly attuned to natural attributes, glowed fiercely hot. The broad meridians within him surged with primal energy pushed to its peak.
Gradually, Su Yi perceived droplets of moisture coalescing into ice crystals. One, then two, three, four...
After less than an hour of practice, Su Yi could now fully construct a crystalline world. An insight followed: unlike the rules governing spatial domains, this was a martial barrier powered by soul power.
Concealed within this barrier, his aura shrank to the utmost. The mysterious space could be perfectly enveloped, shielding it from detection. Elated, Su Yi realized he could now access that vast, unfathomable mysterious space anytime, anywhere, without fear of discovery.
"This counts as a bit of practice before advancing to the Yuan Zong Realm!"
After another moment, Su Yi slowly stood. A thick, solidified crystalline path materialized before him. Where primal energy coalesced into form, he lightly stepped forward. Before he could react, before even his robe could stir, Su Yi had traversed several meters away. Thrilled, excitement surged within him.
"Good! This First Tier holds deeper realms, but even attained to this level, it suffices for my needs now!"
Su Yi opened his eyes, a flash of sharp light instantly shooting forth. He retracted his primal energy and dissipated the crystalline barrier.
Tidying his robes, a black-mist token fell from his chest. He picked it up, turning it over in his hand. The black mist on the token suddenly brightened, gleaming like white jade and radiating a hazy white light sphere.
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"Could the Black Mist Assembly be starting soon?" After a moment of contemplation, Su Yi walked straight out of the secluded spot.
A Fierce Wind Blood Wolf stood guard at the entrance. Upon seeing Su Yi emerge, it immediately became reverent, prostrated itself, and said, "My Lord! Where are we headed now?"
Su Yi glanced at the waning moon dipping in the western sky. Clouds veiled and mist appeared. The surrounding streets felt very familiar. In the distance stood a small cluster of majestic palace structures, appearing low-key yet profoundly solid within Central Region City.
Within the architectural complex towered a soaring cyan pagoda of seven stories, unconsciously emanating an oppressive sense of peril and tension. The longer one stared, the more the heart trembled at the sight.
Su Yi inquired of the Fierce Wind Blood Wolves. It turned out they were near Yutian Palace. His heart sank in contemplation. Since the fallout with Sacred Mountain, Yutian Palace likely saw even fewer visitors in this area, hence the unusual quietness – which actually suited Yutian Palace's preference.
A cold gleam flashed in Su Yi's eyes. His expression stern, he addressed the pack of Fierce Wind Blood Wolves.
"Withdraw now. Go to Baicao Mountain and wait for me these next few days. Do no more evil!"
"Roar!"
Low, resonant beastly cries echoed repeatedly, fierce winds whipping through the void.
After giving Su Yi the location of Yutian Palace, the Fierce Wind Blood Wolves acknowledged the command. On the spot, they conjured another whirlwind of bloody energy. Amidst the metallic clash of wind and thunder, they abruptly howled away toward outside the city walls.
The black mist light in his hand shimmered, gradually taking the shape of an arrow pointing northeast – precisely toward where the Black Mist Assembly was occurring. He carefully channeled his yuan qi and murmured to himself,
"Could the Black Mist Assembly also be nearby?"
Su Yi resolved to visit Yutian Palace first. Instantly, he restrained his aura down to the Yuan Void Realm. Raising his gaze to fix on the seven-story pagoda, his eyes burned like torches as he strode directly forward.
Arriving at the gate, Su Yi produced his emblem – precisely the Quasi-Heavenly Grade soul emblem bestowed upon him back then by Old Man Gu Yue.
Gleaming a brilliant gold, the triangular emblem bore the indistinct seventh lightning flash. Presenting it to the attendant, he was soon smoothly conducted into the main Yutian Hall.
The route remained utterly familiar. Within the circular hall, dozens of resplendent stone pillars supported the vast structure, magnificent and majestic, dignified and solemn, exuding an elusive sense of mystery.
The endlessly wondrous architectural design once again immersed Su Yi in reveries of the cosmic desolation of the past, and the possibilities of the future, marvelously unpredictable.
However, as he was led inside, Su Yi noticed the Pill Makers and Weapon Makers within Yutian Palace were significantly fewer than before. Passing through the Pill Maker section, many shelves that once held pill scriptures and classic texts stood half-empty.
Perplexity arose in Su Yi. He asked about the situation, but his middle-aged guide remained tight-lipped, merely saying the Palace Master would explain upon meeting him.
Turning several broad corridors, Su Yi finally entered a spacious circular hall. It was utterly quiet, not an echo stirred. Instantly, more doubts filled Su Yi's mind. Just as he prepared to ask, the middle-aged man had already retreated.
"Strange. Wasn't he taking me to Palace Master Gu Yue?"
Previously, Deputy Palace Master Guan Lan had brought him to a quiet, ancient courtyard to find Palace Master Gu Yue. Why now to an open hall? Gradually, a foreboding feeling crept into Su Yi's heart.
After a long while, still no one appeared in the hall. It was so quiet one could hear a pin drop, frighteningly silent. The completely empty hall underscored the desolation permeating Yutian Palace's Central Region branch, a stillness that seemed to echo through millennia of tumult.
Su Yi stayed patient, quietly waiting. Time was ample. He sat cross-legged right there, regulating his breathing, meditating and contemplating the "Cloud Shadow Tread Frost Step" technique.
After an indeterminate amount of time, an immensely deep voice sounded from afar: "Brother Su!"
Su Yi instantly retracted his aura and followed the voice. From the dim distance staggered a frail, elderly figure, not tall, his body rounded like a ball. It was Deputy Palace Master Guan Lan.
Su Yi brightened immensely, striding forward with long strides, saying, "Old Brother Guan Lan! What's going on? Has something changed within Yutian Palace?"
Guan Lan's voice held a trace of excitement, his aged tone tinged with exhaustion. He looked at Su Yi's surging aura, his eyes shining with repeated sparks of wonder.
"Ah! A genius! Truly worthy of Palace Master Gu Yue's strong recommendation!"
Deputy Palace Master Guan Lan spoke while vigorously embracing Su Yi. A terrifying gust of wind surged around his plump body, the immense shockwave making the entire hall tremble visibly.
Su Yi hastily activated the Supreme Chaotic Yuan Technique. Thrown off balance by Guan Lan's hug, he scratched the back of his head, looking puzzledly at Deputy Palace Master Guan Lan.
After a moment, the delight gradually faded from Guan Lan's eyes, though he continued to gaze at Su Yi with deep appreciation. Eyes half-narrowed in a smile, he said, "Now, I suppose I should address you as Sect Leader Su!"
Su Yi chuckled. Yutian Palace's influence spanned the six continents, three states and one sea. It seemed his establishment of the Overlord Sect in the Chaos Realm was already known to them.
Then, Guan Lan retreated a step. Clasping his hands tightly, he gazed pensively at Yutian Palace, his voice unexpectedly calm.
"After your departure from the Saint Martial Assembly, Sacred Mountain, leveraging its position as the leading force in the Central Region, repeatedly caused trouble for our Yutian Palace within Central Region City. Palace Master Gu Yue, straining to shield you, endured for half a year before being recalled by the main Yutian Palace and reassigned to an idle leadership position."
However, Guan Lan moved his chubby frame again, his eyes still sparkling as he regarded Su Yi.
"I always believed Palace Master Gu Yue's decision was correct, and I always believed you would return. Talent like yours I've truly never encountered before!"
Hearing Guan Lan's words, Su Yi's expression darkened slightly. Sacred Mountain, in its feud with Yutian Palace, was capable of directly persecuting even the Li Clan – their constant harassment of Yutian Palace didn't surprise him in the least. He felt relieved he had entrusted the Wang family to Yutian Palace in advance.
"Wasn't Yutian Palace always renowned as the most united? I heard the Yutian Palace leadership would even step onto Wuji Sect territory to seek justice for their disciples?" Su Yi frowned, addressing Guan Lan.
"Indeed. But the thing is, you are not formally a member of Yutian Palace. Palace Master Gu Yue had no valid pretext. The higher authorities considered risking confrontation over an unknown outsider somewhat unreasonable. However, this reassignment is already the lightest punishment possible!"
Upon hearing this, Su Yi momentarily found himself speechless. He truly owed Yutian Palace too many favors. Old Man Gu Yue was not at fault; Yutian Palace was even less so.
"Brother Su, Yutian Palace will soon dispatch a new Palace Master here. What brings you this time?" Guan Lan asked, smiling at Su Yi.
Su Yi stated his purpose to Guan Lan and pressed urgently, "Older Brother Guan Lan, please tell me, are Grandpa and the others alright?"
Guan Lan's plump figure wheezed slightly. Patting his chest, he assured Su Yi, "Set your mind at ease. Those brought in personally by Palace Master Gu Yue... no matter what, the other Elders will still show respect for the former Palace Master."
Hearing Guan Lan's words, Su Yi finally relaxed his heart, letting out a sigh of relief.
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"Old Brother, where is the headquarters? Knowing Palace Master Gu Yue was punished because of me only makes this trip more necessary!" Su Yi frowned as he spoke.
This journey to Yutian Palace had several purposes: elevating his soul power, checking on the Su family, and refining the Nine Turns Refining Divine Pill.
But as heaven’s will is unpredictable, he now also had to bring the Li siblings to Yutian Palace. Palace Master Gu Yue’s plight made visiting Yutian Palace utterly unavoidable.
Upon hearing this, Guan Lan’s eyes sparkled intensely. He nodded repeatedly. "Palace Master Gu Yue saw you rightly. Yutian Palace’s headquarters lies in the Yun Region. The journey from Central Region requires two teleportation transfers. Yet, since Central Region’s branch now has a new master, all resources and personnel are under adjustment. The teleportation stations are temporarily managed directly by headquarters until transferred to the new Palace Master. I fear, Brother Su, you’ll need to travel via other stations. It’ll be arduous."
Su Yi pulled out his emblem. Guan Lan pointed at it. "Reach Yun Region, and this emblem will resonate. Someone will guide you to headquarters! Perhaps Palace Master Gu Yue himself will welcome you!"
"Alright!"
Su Yi responded softly. After exchanging a few more pleasantries with Guan Lan, he slowly walked out of Yutian Palace branch under Guan Lan’s watchful gaze.
"This lad... how does he cultivate? Does he fly? Second level of Yuan Emperor Realm already? Beyond comprehension! Let Su Yi give those old fools at Yutian Palace a scare!" A smug smile broke across Guan Lan’s plump, aged face.
While waiting for Guan Lan earlier, Su Yi had removed his disguise. Now on the broad street, he donned the appearance of a man in his twenties again.
His brows were sharp like swords, eyes gleaming coldly. His robes fluttered fiercely in the evening wind.
Guan Lan’s words still echoed in his ears. As Su Yi turned sharply around a street corner, a cold gleam shot from his pupils while he continued suppressing his aura.
He entered a side street. Though late, some vendors were still packing up. Su Yi’s gaze flickered briefly towards them before heading in the direction the dark mist indicated.
Thud! Thud!
A group riding tall demon beasts rapidly approached Su Yi. His heart skipped, but he feigned calmness, his qi deep and still as an abyss. He stared at a stall.
Two women in golden warrior attire were shouting sharply at several Sacred Mountain guards.
"Hurry! Over here! Search that area!"
One woman held herself with icy arrogance. Su Yi looked up—it was Ouyang Jinwei, who lost to him that day. Why were they here?
Spotting onlookers hidden in a dim corner, Su Yi instantly darted behind them. Spreading out his aura, he sharpened his vision and hearing to their limits, capturing every word spoken afar.
"Martial Sister, no need for such haste. The thief may have fled the city," said Li Ling, emerging beside Ouyang Jinwei outside the City Master’s residence. Her wild, alluring figure in warrior gear was breathtaking.
"Hmph. I’m calm. But if any fool truly offended Sacred Mountain, they’ll know the consequences sooner or later."
Then flames seemed to erupt from Ouyang Jinwei’s eyes. Stomping her foot, she shouted angrily.
"However, if it truly is that despicable Su Yi who’s returned... I’ll make him repay my humiliation tenfold!"
Her gaze icy, teeth clenched silver, she snapped at the guards before her.
"Are you dead yet? Go! Don’t return unless you find him!"
The guards exchanged uneasy glances, reluctant yet sweeping their hands to initiate an intensive search.
"Move! Search! Rummage even Yutian Palace!"
Watching the frenzied search, Li Ling smiled faintly. "Su Yi is vile, yet memorable for you, Martial Sister Ouyang."
Ouyang Jinwei trembled, pride mixing with fury. "Me? Remember that scoundrel? That libertine?"
"Sacred Mountain and Yutian Palace stand opposed as fire and water. Yet to chase Su Yi, you searched even Yutian Palace... Isn’t this remembrance?" Li Ling chuckled meaningfully.
"I merely wish to capture him swiftly and tear him apart, erasing this hatred! Sister, I’ve awaited this day for a full year!"
Arrogance, mockery, and utter contempt filled Ouyang Jinwei’s expression.
Li Ling tilted her head. Others longed for revenge too. Her delicate lips parted.
"I hope you too can face him without losing composure!"
"Certainly! Hmm? Who else?" Ouyang Jinwei darkened. The question puzzled her—and Su Yi wondered too.
Could it be Liu Ruoxi? That girl left a note vowing to kill me. Ouyang Jinwei’s sincerity I believe in, but Liu Ruoxi brooding over me daily... Could there be affection? Li Ling seemed to reveal too much. Clearning her throat, coquettish gaze shimmering, she asked.
"Martial Sister, what did your mother seek at the Black Mist Assembly for the Fifth Saint Child?"
Su Yi instantly pricked up his ears at Black Mist Assembly.
Ouyang Jinwei frowned. "My mother told me. Do you know what Moon Devouring Bodhichitta is?"
"Moon Devouring Bodhichitta?" Li Ling looked puzzled. Su Yi’s heart sank. He mentally echoed Li Ling. This was precisely one of the three things Ling Qianxue mentioned needed for recovery. He listened intently.
Ouyang Jinwei scanned around, lowering her voice. Beautiful eyes narrowed. "Moon Devouring Bodhichitta is a mystical insect dwelling self-entombed within its vessel, absorbing lunar and solar essences. It possesses immense innate soul power. Used in cultivation, it doubles qi reserves and soul power—perfect for Yuan Emperor Realm breakthroughs."
Remarkable indeed. Suitable for Qianxue’s restoration! Su Yi nodded inwardly.
"The Fifth Saint Child neared Yuan Emperor Realm before entering the Chaos Realm. This gift suits his aspirations perfectly," murmured Li Ling, her spirited gaze suddenly dimming.
"My mother insists I acquire it to curry favor. Ah! But after Martial Brother Nalan’s defeat, what choice do we have?"
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Ouyang Jinwei sighed deeply, recalling her Martial Brother Nalan, a renewed pang of regret washing over her.
"Let's go, let's go! Catching that thief delayed the Black Mist Assembly! It must be halfway through by now!" Ouyang Jinwei broke Li Ling's reverie, a faint smile curling her lips.
"Alright, let's go take a look!" Li Ling said softly.
With her thoughts refocused, Li Ling's brows, arched like the moon, relaxed slightly, returning to her calm and composed state. A golden light flashed beneath their feet, and they drifted away into the distance.
After they left, Su Yi turned around, his eyes instantly clouded with anger. Then, the corner of his mouth curved into a faint arc.
"Hmph! This woman is quite like her mother, equally detestable."
"You'll be on my mind, just as I'll be on yours!"
Immediately, Su Yi withdrew his spiritual energy. Seizing a moment when no one was paying attention, he too headed swiftly towards the direction of the Black Mist Assembly.
Following the token's guidance, Su Yi quickly found a dilapidated dwelling near the Yutian Palace branch. From outside, one would never guess the Black Mist Assembly was underway inside. He watched from afar as Ouyang Jinwei and Li Ling entered.
Channeling his spiritual energy while disguising himself at the seventh level of the Yuan Void Realm, Su Yi strode purposefully towards the door. Just as he prepared to step over the threshold, a sharp voice rang out.
"Halt! Who said you could enter!"
Su Yi frowned, looking around but seeing no one. After a few heartbeats of searching, he spotted a diminutive figure below, gesticulating wildly at him.
It turned out to be an extremely short individual dressed in a black robe and hood, revealing only a pair of intensely focused small eyes that stared fixedly at Su Yi.
"What are ya starin' at, punk! Where's your token?" The small figure said impatiently, then his tone leveled out, as if accustomed to being overlooked.
Su Yi couldn't help but be amused. He handed the token to Little Black Robe, saying unhurriedly, "May I enter now?"
A wave of coldness radiated from Little Black Robe. He snapped angrily, "What's the rush?! Think we're some low-rent auction like the Lingbao Pavilion?! Showing up so late! Want the good stuff? Then wait here quietly!"
Upon hearing this, Su Yi's heart sank. This Black Mist Underground House sure had an inflated sense of self, daring to look down on the Lingbao Pavilion. What was its justification?
Su Yi gave a low chuckle, steadying his emotions before adopting a deliberately flattering tone, "Of course, of course! I've long heard of the Black Mist Underground House's formidable reputation, brother. Seeing you in person today, it truly lives up to the name!"
Pleased by the praise, Little Black Robe pushed his hood halfway back, revealing a shocking scar across his face. He aimed a gnarled, ugly smile at Su Yi. After confirming the token was genuine:
"Hah! That's right. They all call me Little Black Robe. I'm your contact tonight. C'mon, inside!"
With that, Little Black Robe led Su Yi through several long, decaying corridors. The lights were dim, and the passing crowd was packed shoulder-to-shoulder, extremely crowded. Along the way, Little Black Robe explained a lot.
The Central Region nurtured outstanding talents, constantly producing martial artists. This particular Black Mist Assembly was held there, taking advantage of the approach of the Sky Wind Ranked Battle.
It allowed every martial artist to find their desired pills, martial techniques, or even spirit treasures. Everything inside had been obtained by the brothers of the Black Mist Underground House risking their lives; it was naturally incomparable to ordinary things found outside.
"Then what about the Lingbao Pavilion? Don't they boast nothing is beyond their reach?" Su Yi asked while walking.
Little Black Robe shook his robe, a trace of disdain flashing in his eyes. "They're all hot air! Sure, publicly, there's nothing they can't find. But as for the... less public stuff? Isn't it our Black Mist that does it for 'em? Finds it for 'em?"
Su Yi instantly understood: the Black Mist Underground House wasn't just the assembly's organizer, but also the third-party supplier for large organizations like the Lingbao Pavilion!
"So that's it! Brother Robe sure knows a lot!"
Thump!
Su Yi constantly assessed his surroundings. The narrow corridor was jam-packed with a bustling crowd; the concealed, unradiated auras were extremely mixed. Many powerful individuals were among them, though he didn't detect any at the Yuan Zong Realm level.
A quick glance revealed each person harbored hidden schemes, their gazes cold. Su Yi, disguised and suppressing his aura, naturally wasn't afraid of being recognized. As long as they didn't provoke him, he wouldn't easily expose himself.
"Brother Robe, those two women who entered earlier, where are they? I don't see them." Su Yi's gaze turned serious as he suppressed his aura further.
Little Black Robe made a silencing gesture. "Shh! They're VIPs of the Sacred Mountain. We're using their territory, so naturally, we treat 'em well. All these people you see out here? No tokens. Just waitin’ to grab leftovers."
"Oh. So are we heading to the VIP lounge?" Su Yi asked quietly.
Little Black Robe’s eyes became sharp as lightning. He jabbed Su Yi with an elbow, frowning slightly.
"You? You wanna go to the VIP lounge? With that token? Best you can hope for is standing room in the main hall! Not even a seat! You're here just to broaden your horizons!"
Su Yi’s expression turned troubled. Without a guaranteed seat, he lacked bargaining power; he’d be unable to uncover any leads on the Moon Devouring Bodhichitta. His eyes flickered, and Su Yi pulled a four-star Yuan Stone from his chest, slipping it into Little Black Robe’s hand.
Seeing the stone, Little Black Robe's eyes instantly gleamed with avarice. He promptly stuffed the stone into his own chest, looked around furtively, and exclaimed in exaggerated surprise,
"Holy heavens! You've got something like this and you're worried about finding good stuff?"
One-star Yuan Stones were usually the currency among martial artists. Su Yi presenting a four-star one outright stunned Little Black Robe. Seeing Su Yi’s suppressed smile, Little Black Robe winked knowingly.
"I get it! No wonder you're asking about the Sacred Mountain fairies! You must be some rich family's runaway young master, huh? I know the drill! Lucky for you, you're sharp-edged! I'll sneak you a seat in a bit!"
A short while later, Little Black Robe helpfully led Su Yi into a clamorous main hall. Rows of seats surrounded a central area, all occupied.
Su Yi looked up. On both sides of the upper galleries were several private booths – likely the VIP lounges for those from the Sacred Mountain.
Little Black Robe found Su Yi a spot in a secluded corner. "Sit here. Just observe. Whether you can buy anything depends on your actual resources!"
Su Yi murmured an acknowledgement. Little Black Robe retreated to his post. Scanning the surroundings, Su Yi noted the stark simplicity.
A tall wooden platform stood in the center. Three figures occupied it: two black-robed guards stood at the sides, both around the first level of the Yuan Emperor Realm. The woman in the middle had lower cultivation, merely at the Yuan True Realm.
Facing the assembly's potent crowd, this woman carried herself with confident grace, utterly unflinching. Her brows and eyes exuded pure allure.
Half of one jade-like leg was exposed. Her snow-white skin shimmered under the lights, capable of sending shivers through souls. When she parted her tender lips, the sound sent a palpable wave of swallowed saliva rustling through the male audience below.
"Miss Meng Yao, what is the next treasure?"
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Under the stage, several men wore lecherous smiles, their eyes glued to the faint, tantalizing glimpses of Miss Meng Yao's snowy skin. They nearly drooled, constantly yelling at her, some even reaching out their hands as if trying to touch her.
“Heh! Don’t tell me you’re the last treasure! If it’s you, I’m taking you away!” a person beside him jeered and laughed.
“Miss Meng Yao, come with me! I’d give you everything, clean out my house for you!” a more fanatical one blurted out directly.
Miss Meng Yao covered her face with a light laugh, seeming to greatly enjoy being pursued. Her enchantingly flattered demeanor was like countless insects and ants itching the hearts of all the guests present.
“My lords, this last item of your servant's hasn't even been presented yet. Why are your eyes fixed only on this humble woman? Your servant's treasure is truly excellent!”
Meng Yao slightly parted her jade-like teeth, her eyelashes fluttering like reed fans. Seeing this, Su Yi instantly felt a nameless, blazing heat surge straight to his brain.
Before his eyes bloomed a landscape of sensual pleasures, soft jade and warm fragrance. He almost couldn't help wanting to pull out all his money just to steal a kiss.
"Bang!"
The Heavenly Yuan Demonic Soul inside Su Yi burst forth with intense radiance, his mind immediately becoming crystal clear. He hurriedly activated the Supreme Chaotic Yuan Technique. Vast energy accompanied by endless Primordial Void Yuan Qi flooded his meridians, and he immediately steadied himself.
Scanning the surroundings, Su Yi’s gaze darkened. All the male martial artists nearby were acting like delirious fools, utterly infatuated with Miss Meng Yao on the stage. Another glance behind him revealed the young man in black and others smirking slyly at the corners of their mouths.
The vast majority present were male martial artists; the very few female martial artists frowned deeply, seemingly unaffected.
Su Yi instantly understood: The Black Mist Assembly was an organization operating in the grey areas. Not only were the things sold unclean, the selling methods weren’t honorable either – they even resorted to allure techniques. No wonder it couldn’t see the light of day; no wonder the Lingbao Pavilion wouldn’t acknowledge it.
The unfurling Supreme Chaotic Yuan Technique made Su Yi feel refreshed. He slowly extended his spiritual sense to cover the entire small room. Amidst the clamor, he caught an extremely faint thread of Yuan Qi transmitted speech – deep, weathered, clearly the work of many years of cultivation.
“Petty trick! Hmph!” Su Yi carefully discerned the direction: northeast, behind him. A sideways glance confirmed it originated from two middle-aged men in black robes standing there.
The voice of the other middle-aged man in black was even deeper and hoarser. He said softly, “We’ve searched the Central Region and the Forest of Demons; our scouts report that brat Su Yi actually fled to that Chaos Realm.”
“Hmph, he’s lucky to be alive. Anyway, with the Sky Wind Ranked Battle approaching, once we reach Youzhou, he’ll die under this old master’s palm sooner or later.”
“Mmm, I just fear the sect leader will be furious. This Black Mist Assembly is truly worse than the last! What kind of trash goods are these? They even use allure techniques!”
The first speaker also sneered contemptuously, sniffing heavily. He said softly, “Let’s see what the last item is. If there are no good items, and we haven’t retrieved the Fuyao Treasure Chest... be prepared to suffer punishment!”
Su Yi immediately focused his mind and withdrew his Yuan Qi. He thought to himself: "Youzhou? Treasure chest? Could they be from the Fuyao Sect?”
So the Fuyao Sect still hadn't given up hunting him? The Chaos Realm was notoriously chaotic — ignored by authorities, a place of slaughter, plunder, and no rules to speak of. Even the top ten forces were cautious and wouldn’t easily intervene.
It wasn’t until the Fifth Saint Child emerged and entered the Chaos Realm that news of Su Yi thriving there became widely known.
“That Fifth Saint Child is truly a nuisance! Why did he have to come find me for no reason!”
Thankfully the Fuyao Sect found out late, otherwise there’d be another heap of trouble. So thought Su Yi in his heart. He then continuously circulated Yuan Qi in his hand, wary of those behind him. Suddenly, a sharp, clear cry rang out from one of the private rooms.
Below, waves of mocking laughter erupted again. A light, contemptuous spit sounded from the private room: “Disgusting wretches! Clueless fools! Those not here to buy anything, get out!”
Su Yi recognized it. Ouyang Jinwei’s voice pierced sharply from the private room. In the candlelight’s halo, two alluring curves were half-revealed, half-concealed, adding fuel to the imagination.
“Martial Sister, don’t stoop to their level. That’s just how this kind of place is!” A woman of ample and perfectly proportioned figure beside Ouyang Jinwei tugged at her sleeve, signaling her to say no more.
Su Yi could hear it was Li Ling’s voice. His favorable impression of Li Ling grew slightly.
“Heh, who’s this little girl? Don’t you know what the Black Mist Assembly is? If you like things clean, crawl back into your mother’s womb!”
“Hiding up there, think you’re special? Come down and let your lords see how pretty you really are?”
Several ill-mannered martial artists seemed to explode like a boiling pot at these words, spewing vulgar insults. Hearing this, Su Yi could only shake his head.
Most present were in the Yuan Void Realm; there weren’t many Yuan Emperor Realm experts. Su Yi had probed Ouyang Jinwei’s strength earlier; that Ouyang girl had also reached the seventh level of Yuan Void Realm.
Though the Sacred Mountain was detestable, its direct disciples were all capable of crossing realms in single combat. Su Yi could
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