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Man City.
The mountains began to awaken as dawn clouds drifted from the peaks.
The wide city streets were already bustling with figures early in the morning.
Lining both sides, prosperous shops stood as laughter continually drifted through the air.
Recently, the Sacred Mountain had come to select disciples, a grand event that filled the entire city with exceptional excitement. Many youths rubbed their hands in anticipation, eager and ready.
Numerous boys and young men dressed in splendid attire, looking dashing and handsome. Though pretending not to glance sideways, their hearts secretly swelled with pleasure as they sensed the infatuated gazes of young women around them.
"Make way..."
Suddenly, the street stirred. Crowds surged as a group of tall black horses galloped forward, hooves pounding the earth and kicking up dust. Mounted atop them were figures radiating imposing auras.
These black horses were robustly built, seeming brimming with explosive strength. Their bodies were covered with broad black scales, gleaming with a metallic sheen, making them appear exceptionally agile and extraordinary.
"Wow! Blacksteel Dragon-Horses! The one leading is Young Master Song Wuqiu of the Song family!"
"Young Master Song Wuqiu is so handsome!"
"And White Jade Wolf Riders! That’s Mo Bufan in front!"
"The Green Spirit Demontigers have appeared too! Young Master He San is here!"
"...
Following them were snow-white wolf beasts, sleek and powerfully built, and fierce green tigers exuding a menacing demeanor.
The crowd clamored as the agile, formidable mounts made the ground tremble.
At the head of three imposing processions sat youths each about fifteen or sixteen years old.
Though young, all three possessed remarkable presence.
They seemed to be hurrying toward some destination, their expressions hurried yet sharp with indignation.
Behind each young master trailed several other gilded young gentlemen, all well-dressed and clearly of significant status.
"If any one of them—Young Master Song Wuqiu, Mo Bufan, or Young Master He San—took notice of me, I’d die of happiness!" a young girl gushed, her eyes dazed with infatuation.
"Quit dreaming! With their standing, how could they possibly fancy you? I hear Young Master Song Wuqiu and the others have already achieved Foundation Establishment and will soon go train at the Sacred Mountain!" a young man retorted, his eyes brimming with envy. If only he could become a martial artist and reach the fabled Sacred Mountain! Then, all the girls in Man City would chase after him, letting him choose as he pleased.
At the lively end of one street, a gaunt figure leaned against a wall corner. His legs sprawled wide as he sat on the steps—a youth who also looked about fifteen or sixteen.
A coarse, oversized cloth robe hung loosely over his bony frame, bearing several holes.
The youth himself seemed utterly unconcerned with his disheveled appearance. He chewed half a straw idly in his mouth.
Watching the large, noisy procession swagger past, he eyed the infatuated gazes of the girls lining the street. His lips curved slightly around the straw, eyes flickering with disdain. He muttered under his breath, "Call this handsome? If I’d stayed in Man City, these brats wouldn’t stand a chance."
"Why are Young Master He San, Mo Bufan, Young Master Song Wuqiu, and so many of Man City’s elites gathering together first thing this morning? Where could they all be headed?" someone pondered aloud. It was baffling; these prominent figures were seldom seen, yet today they’d appeared en masse, all in a hurry.
"The Sacred Mountain selections don’t start for another three days!"
"They’re heading toward the city gates. Are they leaving town?"
The streets buzzed with discussion, drawing attention as such prominent figures made appearances.
"It's been three years now, I know, I wonder where Young Master He San and the others have been?"
Suddenly, someone shouted excitedly, eyes lit with realization, quickly drawing numerous gazes.
"The three years! I remember now—today's the day that troublemaker is supposed to return!"
"Heavens, is that scourge truly coming back? The whole of Man City will be plunged into chaos again!"
"He’s not merely a scourge—he’s a perverted lust demon, too."
"Well, that pervert does have rather handsome looks. What a wasted face..."
"Heh, that fiend’s return hinges on survival first—three years in the Forest of Demons? He’s probably dead already!"
"So that’s why Young Master He San, Young Master Song Wuqiu, Young Master Mo Bufan, and the others have all shown up. They’re heading to the city gates to corner that fiend!"
"Every young master in Man City swore a blood oath three years ago: if that troublemaker returned alive from the Forest of Demons now, they’d ensure he never enters the city gates breathing."
"By the looks of it, whether he survives the Forest of Demons or not—that scourge is likely already doomed."
The crowd surged like boiling water. Everyone—men and women, young and old—joined the commotion, streaming toward the city gates for a spectacle.
Observing the clamoring masses, Su Yi sighed in helplessness.
Wasn’t it just a kiss—and a brief hug—with that girl? How did I turn into the rat everyone swats in the streets now?
If she hadn’t beaten me senseless in public, I might not have even bothered with the knockout powder. Who hasn’t made a foolish choice as a kid?
Besides, I already vowed to take full responsibility. What more do they want?
"That little lass was the true calamity. An enchanting beauty spells disaster—nothing rings truer," Su Yi mused inwardly. Over such a trivial matter, those little brats Mo Bufan, He San, and Song Wuqiu resorted to bloody oaths. Throughout history, pretty girls really do spell ruin.
"Can’t be bothered wasting time on a pack of naive brats."
Su Yi rose to his feet. His oversized, threadbare robes flapped loosely as he spat out the piece of dry grass he’d been chewing. Whistling carelessly, he sauntered off without looking back.
A few maidens walking by cast glances at Su Yi. Put off by his threadbare, pitiful appearance, they instinctively swerved to avoid him. Then their eyes landed on his face, and they halted mid-step.
Around fifteen or sixteen years old now, Su Yi stood taller than he did three years prior.
Three years of savage hardship had weathered him. Though his skin lacked any paleness, his features were strikingly defined: sharp, elegantly arched brows beneath which shone bright almond eyes. Behind his lean frame stood an upright posture, bronzed complexion radiating pride beneath the shabby robe—a peculiar aura no ragged clothing could conceal.
An aura mingled with defiance, mischief, as though etched in bone itself.
"Oh, this one is actually quite handsome—just in shabby rags."
"I can’t shake the feeling... he bears some resemblance to that fiend we spoke of."
The girls whispered to each other as they passed Su Yi.
"Hey, where’d he go? Vanished without a trace?"
But when they glanced back to confirm, only emptiness greeted them. Gone abruptly, like mist dissolving. They rubbed their eyes, bewildered, wondering if it had been a trick of their vision.
......
The Su family
One of Man City’s five most formidable clans.
He, Su, Mo, Song, Liu, these were the top five great families in Man City, and they were also the five families within Man City that had practiced martial arts for generations.
In this world where the strong ruled supreme and martial arts flourished, the five great families had also served as the guardians of Man City for thousands of years.
The position of City Master of Man City had always rotated among the five great families, but in the recent hundred years, it had consistently fallen into the hands of the Liu family.
The Su family, one of the five great families of Man City, had practiced martial arts for generations and had produced many powerful individuals.
Even in the present day, at the mention of Old Man Su Yuntian of the Su family, the whole of Man City felt reverence and awe.
Legend said that twenty years ago, formidable enemies invaded from the Forest of Demons, aiming to seize Man City, and all the great families fought back fiercely.
Just as the bloody battle reached a stalemate, Old Man Su Yuntian of the Su family, who was then already over sixty, led a team of elite warriors from the Su family, carved out a bloody path, and beheaded the enemy commander beneath his sword.
Recalling that battle, the entire Man City still remembered it vividly; thanks to this, the Su family's renown grew stronger, revered by all of Man City.
But fifteen years ago, from the day Su Yi was born, things began to shift.
And three years ago, an action committed by Su Yi finally made the whole Man City lose its patience, with City Master Liu Yunyang flying into a thunderous rage.
Finally, Old Man Su Yuntian swallowed his pride and personally intervened to protect his grandson, only then was the great turmoil quelled.
The Su family, with a vast population, had sprawling buildings like palaces, extending in all directions, grand and magnificent.
Yet today, early in the morning, quite a few sneaky figures lurked before the imposing gate of the Su family.
They all stared intensely at the Su family gate, as if watching for something, not daring to blink out of fear of missing a thing.
"Hyahh..."
At the entrance to the Su family, a team with a sharp and fierce aura moved with neat precision; riding mounts that were dark red all over, robust and tiger-lion-like, they galloped off.
The Su family guards on their mounts each had piercing eyes filled with pride and arrogance.
Given the Su family's status in Man City, as the guards of the Su family, they naturally carried an extra layer of pride over ordinary people.
"Move faster, or trouble will come soon."
The leader of this guard team was a thick-set man in his forties, sturdy and agile, radiating a menacing presence; anyone could see he must have spent years living dangerously outdoors—who else would have such a presence?
This big man was truly notable; named Su Baihan, though not a blood descendant of the Su family, within the family his status wasn't low, and he was a well-known figure across all of Man City.
Twenty years ago, among the elite troop of the Su family that broke out of Man City under Old Man Su was this Su Baihan.
"Lord Han, why are we being sent to fetch him? If real trouble flares up, with our positions, we probably can't handle Mo Bufan and Song Wuqiu, those young masters." A big man behind Su Baihan, driving his mount with a puzzled look, asked aloud.
"Isn't it clear? None of the other lords in the family want to go fetch that young master—their pride forbids it. But if no one fetches him, judging by today's situation, even if he survived three years in that man-eating place by some fluke, he'll surely die at the city gate today. That's why the family had to send us."
A hulking man in his thirties, eyes brimming with shrewdness, said: "The truth is, this trip is just for show and luck; in that man-eating place, with that young master's mediocre skills from back then, surviving three years was doubtful—maybe not even three days."
"Forget it; that young master is a remarkable talent. He made enemies all over town; everyone calls for his head, and even before returning to the city, he's stirred chaos. In a thousand years, Man City probably hasn't seen another like him—it may not happen after, but at least it's unprecedented." Yet another big man chuckled.
" 'Foul play', you're overthinking it. Since childhood, who could outdo our own master in playing dirty tricks?" The first man to speak addressed the gaunt young guard.
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"Ah, our entire Su family—once so highly respected. Now, the only thing anyone remembers is that our family produced an abnormal scourge."
A burly man sighed bitterly. Over the years, because of that scourge, their standing within Man City had steadily diminished.
"You lot, watch your tongues! He is still our young master, Grandfather's most beloved grandson. When the young master causes trouble, the men of the Su family will handle discipline. Outside these walls, don't disgrace our family’s dignity. Dare spread such careless talk again, and I won’t be lenient!"
Su Baihan turned and glared sharply at the several large men behind him, his expression severe.
"Yes, Master Han! Understood!"
Instantly, the burly men snapped to attention, their expressions growing fierce and imposing, their demeanor turning rigid.
Outside the Su family gates, Su Yi stood at a distance. His gaze drifted lightly over the numerous, not-too-well-concealed figures lurking near the entrance.
He then turned his eyes toward those familiar, imposing gates. A faint smile curled at the corners of Su Yi’s mouth. The three years of torment had finally ended. Unconsciously, he stretched his limbs. "Blast it all! This young master’s back! Once I wash up, I’ll be a dashing young lad again!"
"And that silly girl... what’s the big fuss? Just one little kiss, one little hug—even my first kiss and hug across two lifetimes! She wasn’t cheated; she got lucky! Had to make a mountain out of a molehill. Just wait a few years. Once I marry her, she’ll pay for this!"
Thinking of the hellish days he'd endured these past three years filled Su Yi with righteous indignation. He spat deliberately at the sole of his boot.
Swallowing thickly, he cursed inwardly. If only I’d slipped her some tongue back then... Now that would have been a real first kiss. What a wasted opportunity.
"Forget marrying her. You're fortunate just to be alive and back here," a crisp, somewhat youthful voice spoke abruptly from behind Su Yi.
Su Yi tensed, his complexion shifting. Lost in thought, he’d let someone sneak up on him—a critical lapse.
Instantly, his body lurched sideways. Though his feet barely seemed to move, he whirled around 360 degrees flawlessly. An unseen aura flared out around him, sharp and swift, like a predator awakening. Hidden against his wide sleeve by his palm, the keen edge of a dagger peeked out.
Yet, upon seeing the chubby, moon-pie face before him—the infant plumpness clearly never faded—Su Yi’s tense expression melted instantly into a grin. Just as swiftly, the dagger vanished entirely, its threatening aura dissipating completely. Su Yi seemed utterly harmless once more.
The pudgy youth seemed oblivious to this split-second shift. His gaze fixed on Su Yi, his naturally squinting eyes narrowing into mere slits, though the joy on his plump cheeks was unmistakable.
He aimed a heavy, cheerful slap at Su Yi’s shoulder, his voice giddy with relief. "Knew you couldn’t be done in! Mo Bufan and those clods were no match for you back then, and they still aren’t now. Like they could keep you out of the city... Oww! Did you glue on armor plate? What’s so hard under this rag?!"
His words cut short as his fist recoiled from Su Yi’s shoulder as if burned. His knuckles throbbed, as numb as if he’d punched solid steel.
"Hey there, Fatty Wang! What brings you all the way out here?" Grinning broadly, Su Yi threw an arm around the boy’s thick shoulder. His tattered robe flapped like a skirt, the gesture warm and genuine.
The pudgy boy was Wang Shangwu—Su Yi’s lifelong friend, confidante, and partner in mischief.
In Man City, the Wang family, while not part of the Top Five clans, ranked as a significant force. The day Wang Shangwu was born, his father pinned martial hopes upon him, naming him "Shangwu" precisely for its meaning: respecting the martial path.
Alas, Wang Shangwu proved less than worthy of his name. From childhood, his talents were merely passable. Worse, he shared Su Yi’s rebellious, trouble-seeking nature—constant despair for the Wang elders.
"I just knew you wouldn’t kick it. Had to come crawling back!" Fatty Wang’s grin nearly split his chubby cheeks. He promptly gave Su Yi a head-to-toe scrutiny, visibly taken aback by Su Yi’s current state. "Looks like rough living inside the Forest of Demons, huh?"
"I survived. That’s what matters." Su Yi forced an offhand smirk, avoiding details. His eyes swept over Fatty Wang once more, a nearly imperceptible gleam flashing within them—slightly startled. "Seem different though. Made progress these three years?"
"Progress!" Fatty Wang snorted, misery twisting his features. "Three damned years locked away! No freedom—Dad shackled himself by my side during every session of cultivation. Still can't touch even the cusp of Foundation Establishment, mind you."
Su Yi raised an inquisitive eyebrow. "That... doesn’t sound much like you."
Su Yi knew Fatty Wang very well. For three whole years, how could this guy possibly have endured staying indoors.
Fatty Wang opened his mouth, his expression calmly, and continued: "Mo Bufan, He San, and several others made me swear to break off all ties with you forever. Hah, how could I possibly listen to those few idiots?"
"You managing to come back alive is good enough. Mo Bufan, Song Wuqiu, and a few others went to block you at the city gate. But I knew very well just by thinking for a moment that those idiots couldn't possibly stop you."
Wang Shangwu was filled with confidence. He understood Su Yi too deeply; depending on Mo Bufan's group, it was utterly impossible to obstruct this guy.
"Why were Mo Bufan and the others blocking me?" Su Yi asked.
The expression on Su Yi's face darkened noticeably. He likely thought Mo Bufan and He San never regarded Fatty Wang seriously at all in the first place. Over the years, they must have tormented Fatty Wang severely, forcing him to remain indoors for three whole years. It was also strange that Mo Bufan and his group even dared to ambush him.
"It was all your own fault, because of Liu Ruoxi," Fatty Wang responded.
Fatty Wang rolled his eyes at Su Yi. "In the entire Man City, only this guy with you dared to do that kind of thing to Liu Ruoxi."
"What does this have to do with Liu Ruoxi?" Su Yi inquired, his brow lifting slightly in suspicion.
Fatty Wang glanced lightly at Su Yi and said faintly, "After you were expelled, Liu Ruoxi made an announcement the very next day: if you truly returned alive after three years, she would marry whoever killed you. So now, every one of Mo Bufan's crowd wants to murder you."
Honestly, he deeply admired what this guy had done three years ago. In all of Man City, beyond this guy present, a second with such guts probably didn't exist.
"Crap, that little girl is so vicious!"
Su Yi froze for an instant, then raised his eyebrows as he declared, "Once I marry her properly in the future, just watch how I deal with her!"
"Stop daydreaming," Wang Shangwu stated, looking at Su Yi. "First, the condition your family's old man agreed to back then was that the engagement would only stand if you succeeded in Foundation Establishment after three years. If you failed to establish your foundation by then, you'd not only be thrown out of the Su family but also banished completely from Man City."
"I genuinely admire you for having the guts to return."
Su Yi swallowed hard to himself. He hadn't expected Liu Ruoxi to be this ruthless; all of this stemmed from that girl.
Fatty Wang gazed at Su Yi and continued, "Moreover, even if you've succeeded in Foundation Establishment now, you probably can't marry Liu Ruoxi anymore."
"Why?" Su Yi demanded.
If it weren't for that girl, he wouldn't have endured so much hardship. Failing to marry her back and slowly teaching her a lesson would feel unfair to himself, given his survival.
Wang Shangwu stared intensely at Su Yi, took a deep breath, his eyes trembling slightly, and said seriously: "Not long after your exile from Man City, Liu Ruoxi went to the Sacred Mountain. Rumor has it she was tested and found to possess Emperor Grade aptitude there!"
"Emperor Grade aptitude!"
On hearing this, Su Yi shuddered visibly, his body trembling a little.
In this world, strength ruled supreme, and martial arts flourished.
But not everyone qualified to cultivate.
Among cultivators, aptitudes varied in levels; those with higher natural talents could advance further on their cultivation journey.
"Liu Ruoxi has even become the Sacred Mountain's leader's direct disciple," Fatty Wang went on, his eyes filled with deep yearning. "Likely because of her, the Sacred Mountain is now selecting disciples from Man City."
The Sacred Mountain was heaven for all martial artists, a paradise for every cultivator.
Fatty Wang knew his own aptitude well; he probably stood no chance of entering the Sacred Mountain and could only envy it all.
"Isn't it just Emperor Grade aptitude?"
Su Yi's lips twitched upward casually.
Suddenly, Su Yi's eyebrows arched slightly; then his faintly raised brows subtly furrowed, as if sensing something. His expression instantly hardened, his toes instinctively jerking sideways at high speed, while his figure leaped away without hesitation.
"Hiss..."
A palm thrust directly out behind Su Yi, preceded by a sharp, whistling gust of wind.
"Yuan Soul Realm!"
Su Yi's face changed color. Only cultivators who achieved Foundation Establishment and stepped into the Yuan Soul Realm could carry such an aura.
As Su Yi jumped clear, the palm's owner slid their steps forward, employing a movement technique. The palm darted swiftly, persistently trailing him. Fingers clenched, the palm morphed into a fist, with rippling lights bursting forth around it. An overwhelming, peak-shattering force surged out.
"Mountain-Burst Fist!"
Accompanying the shout, the fist blasted after Su Yi with ferocious momentum, tearing through the air.
At the Yuan Soul Realm, one stepped into the league of true martial artists. Even plucking a leaf or wielding a flower as a blade could pierce giant boulders.
Not to mention this opponent was also unleashing a martial technique right now.
"Su Yi, be careful!"
Fatty Wang's gaze nearby sharpened with alarm. The sneak attacker was far stronger than he was; he had no opening to intervene and could only shout the warning.
The pursuing fist arrived instantly, its pressure fierce and menacing, humming as it vibrated the surrounding air slightly.
Su Yi's feet left the ground, his body vaulting up. In a flash, he rolled clear and landed ahead. Though the move looked ungainly, it proved highly effective: he dodged the devastating punch entirely.
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Then, from behind Su Yi, a youth of seventeen or eighteen emerged. His face was angular and rather handsome, with pitch-black, thick hair. Under the long brows were a pair of narrow eyes that held an involuntary gleam, making one reluctant to underestimate him. Behind him, the aura's fluctuation indicated he was clearly the one who had just attacked sneakily.
"Su Wei, what are you doing!"
Fatty Wang had been gritting his teeth, ready to strike back, but upon seeing the youth before him, his expression instantly shifted to alarm.
Su Yi got to his feet, his gaze on the youth darkening slightly. A cold gleam under his wide robe disappeared quietly.
Su Yi naturally knew this youth—they were familiar to the point of intimacy. His father was the foster son of the old master Su Yuntian and had taken the Su surname since childhood.
Thus, Su Wei could be considered Su Yi's cousin. From early on, he had shown extraordinary talent.
Based on the aura of his earlier move, Su Wei had long since advanced through Foundation Establishment and reached the Yuan Soul Realm.
Such talent was absolutely rare across all of Man City.
Staring at Su Yi, Su Wei's lip twitched slightly. The fist he had just thrown clenched tightly—this kid had actually avoided his attack.
In Su Wei's mind, if the youngster had just died by his hand, he could have claimed it as a fatal misstep during a sparring match. Even facing severe punishment later, it would have been worth it.
After all, Su Wei was currently the top figure among the younger generation of the Su family, its future and hope.
Yet this troublemaker before him hadn't died. He had truly persisted in that place for three years, an outcome Su Wei least desired.
As the eldest grandson of the Su family, Su Wei had always believed he should be its heir.
But because his father was merely a foster son, to most elders of the Su family, even though his mother was also a Su, and his talents had far surpassed this troublemaker's since childhood, his status still lagged behind this current nuisance.
Especially in the heart of the old master, after this troublemaker caused that major disaster, the old master still protected him at all costs, showing how heavily he was valued!
Originally, everyone thought this troublemaker would surely die within three years there, but unexpectedly, he clung stubbornly to life and returned alive.
These three years had been Su Wei's best. He had become the top among the younger generation of the Su family, but it also made him grow increasingly anxious.
For Su Wei knew clearly that once this troublemaker before him returned, his position in the Su family and everything he currently held would fade like a mirage.
No matter how much he strove for the Su family hereafter, it might all end up in this troublemaker's hands.
How could this not stir him to envy? He couldn't even measure up to a useless troublemaker in the Su family.
Cold fury flared in his narrow eyes, but then Su Wei slowly exhaled. A smile spread across his handsome face.
Looking at Su Yi without any visible trace, his eyes holding humor, Su Wei said, "Three years apart, and you're finally back, cousin Su Yi. Surviving such a catastrophe hints at fortune to come! Just now, as your elder brother, my hands itched for a friendly spar. It seems your skills have improved greatly, cousin. Please don't blame me for being abrupt!"
"Su Wei, was that really a friendly spar? You clearly meant to kill Su Yi," Fatty Wang thundered angrily.
At this moment, Su Yi straightened his tattered wide robe, slightly raised his eyes, and replied lightly to Su Wei, "It's fine."
"Well, that's good. It looks like Su Baihan's group journeyed to the city gate for nothing. I heard Mo Bufan and others are waiting at the entrance to ambush cousin Su Yi. Based on your strength, naturally, you wouldn't clash head-on. You slipped into the city early on instead. Though embarrassing, survival outweighs pride, especially..."
Su Wei directed his gaze at Su Yi, a faint sneer unconcealed on his face.
After a slight pause, Su Wei watched Su Yi with a knowing half-smile and went on, "Especially since cousin Su Yi hasn't merely lost face—you've dragged the entire Su family's dignity through the mud."
Su Yi took a soft breath. This visitor meant no good. If he couldn't handle this annoyance, his previous life would have been wasted, and he might as well seek reincarnation sooner.
A slight curve touched Su Yi’s lips. Facing Su Wei with a trace of resignation, he said lightly, "You tried to kill me just now, yet failed. Wanting to become the Su family’s heir is understandable, but you could have pursued it rightly with your own skills. I must say, your actions now irritate me and come off childish. If you're this unprepared for big stages, you'll likely never earn the Su family's acknowledgment."
Hearing Su Yi's words, this direct, merciless jab laid everything bare.
The forced smile on Su Wei’s face faded slowly, leaving his expression uncertain and flushed.
Su Wei had originally thought that after three years in the Forest of Demons, even if the pestilence had managed to survive, he would surely have been tormented to the point where he could only linger painfully. If he crawled back with his tail between his legs, it would already count as a blessing bestowed by the ancestors of the Su family.
However, Su Wei never expected that the pestilence would still be as arrogantly insolent as he was three years ago, still treating him with such disdain.
Immediately, Su Wei’s face darkened, his eyes flashing with a cold light as he said, "Su Yi, what do you have besides relying on the old master? When it comes to innate talent, you’re practically trash. Everyone in Man City knows that you, Su Yi, are nothing but a useless pest relying on the protection of the Su family. What right do you have to compare yourself to me?"
"Su Wei, don’t go too far!"
Fatty Wang shouted, glaring at Su Wei though with clear apprehension.
Fatty Wang knew all too well that Su Wei was currently the leading figure among the younger generation of the Su family. It had been rumored long ago that he had successfully achieved Foundation Establishment and reached the Yuan Soul Realm. Fatty Wang was no match for him.
Facing Fatty Wang's words, Su Wei ignored them completely, not bothering to spare him a glance. His gaze remained tightly fixed on Su Yi.
"It seems you’ve been stewing with bitterness. Three years ago, you were utterly obsequious before me. After these three years of my absence, your courage has grown quite considerably," Su Yi said lightly, appearing completely unconcerned by Su Wei’s tirade.
Admittedly, Su Yi’s words pricked Su Wei’s heart like a needle.
Three years ago, he hadn't yet achieved Foundation Establishment and stepped into the Yuan Soul Realm. Even though this pest was trash, he was still the legitimate heir of the Su family under the old master’s protection. Su Wei hadn't dared to offend him.
But things were different now. This pestilence was a public enemy throughout Man City. Su Wei himself had successfully built his foundation and reached the Yuan Soul Realm, becoming the number one amongst his peers, valued by many elders in the Su family.
Killing intent gradually surged in his eyes. As the energy around him fluctuated and his fists slowly clenched, Su Wei felt a desire to kill.
"It's Young Master Su Yi! Young Master Su Yi has really returned!"
"And Young Master Su Wei is there too."
The commotion drew the attention of the guards at the Su family gate, and several hurried over.
Su Wei’s gaze flickered sideways. He gritted his teeth, the murderous glint in his narrow eyes retreating into a dark, icy chill.
Lifting his head slightly, his face betraying a measure of cold malice, Su Wei fixed his eyes on Su Yi. "Su Yi, everything has changed in three years. Now, though you still live, you're nothing but a useless, worthless dog. I, however, am different now. The trouble you caused still remains. With luck, you might cling onto the Su family’s protection and hide away like a dog for the rest of your days. Without luck... two days from now, within the family, the Su family's young members will compete for a few slots to participate in the selection by the Sacred Mountain. If you're foolish enough to enter the arena, I won't mind crippling you right then and there. No one will be able to protect you then. Of course, given the level of your trashy strength, not only do you lack the qualifications to step onto that stage, you also wouldn't dare!"
With that, Su Wei flung back his sleeve with a snap and turned to leave. The opportunity to remove this trash today was gone, but he could find another chance later.
"Young Master Su Wei."
Guards of the Su family approaching paid respects, but Su Wei, his face grim, ignored them.
Watching Su Wei's retreating back, Su Yi’s lips curved into a faint, nonchalant smile. "To be frank," his voice drifted after Su Wei, "with the meager strength you obtained by barely achieving Foundation Establishment and entering the Yuan Soul Realm not long ago... I doubt it's sufficient to cripple me. Two days from now, I will give you the opportunity you desire."
Hearing the calm words behind him, Su Wei’s striding footsteps faltered imperceptibly, his face twitching involuntarily.
He had thought his final warning words would be enough to make this wretch cower and behave. He never imagined the scum would consistently ignore his words, never granting him a glance.
"In two days, no one will save you!"
Su Wei’s hand clenched tightly, cold light flashing in his eyes, before he strode into the Su residence and disappeared.
"Young Master Su Yi! It really is you!"
Several guards from the Su family gate approached Su Yi. Though they acted politely and respectful on the surface, they didn't bow. Their attitude was markedly different compared to their deference towards Su Wei.
Looking Su Yi up and down with an air of disdain in their eyes, seeing his utterly wretched and ragged appearance, the guards felt secret contempt. The pestilence truly was nothing once he left the Su family. Though he still had a life to return with, his state was so pitiful it wasn't much better than that of a street beggar.
Su Yi noticed the look in the guards' eyes. He chuckled lightly, saying nothing at all.
"Su Yi," Fatty Wang said, stepping in front of him, his expression grave yet puzzled, "you wouldn't actually plan to fight Su Wei in two days, would you? Have you... have you also successfully achieved Foundation Establishment and reached the Yuan Soul Realm?"
Fatty Wang knew Su Yi's innate talent was arguably worse than his own. In these three years, fatty Wang himself had consumed countless pills and tonics, trained endlessly day and night under his father's personal supervision, enduring hardships throughout – and he still hadn't reached Foundation Establishment. There was no way this guy could have survived the Forest of Demons for three years and also achieved Foundation Establishment to reach the Yuan Soul Realm.
"Uh..."
Su Yi shook his head, somewhat awkward. "No."
Hearing this, Fatty Wang wasn't surprised. He’d cultivated day and night for three years and still wasn't near Foundation Establishment. If this guy had reached the Yuan Soul Realm, it would be utterly devastating.
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"Be careful of Su Wei. He clearly wants to kill you, not just for the Su family, but likely because of what Liu Ruoxi said too. That guy’s sneaky," Fatty Wang looked at Su Yi, his gaze full of deep sympathy. To be honest, he was truly impressed by the thing this guy had pulled off three years ago. Within the whole Man City, besides this guy right in front of him, there was no one else who would dare do something like that.
"It’s fine. He’s not capable enough," Su Yi smiled lightly, not paying it much mind.
Later, Fatty Wang informed Su Yi that in three days, a powerful expert from the Sacred Mountain would come to Man City to select suitable young people to enter the Sacred Mountain.
Fatty Wang didn’t say much more. He didn’t even have the qualification himself, and Su Yi was less qualified than him; how could Su Yi possibly be eligible?
Besides, even if this guy were qualified, Liu Ruoxi was now a fairy on the Sacred Mountain. Even if someone lent him ten doses of courage, he probably wouldn’t dare go to the Sacred Mountain. Otherwise, Liu Ruoxi would surely tear him to pieces.
...
Su Yi returned to the Su family. The news swept through the entire vast Su family like a storm.
The whole Su family instantly erupted.
"Dressed in rags, thin as a stick, utterly pitiful!" "Starved to skin and bones, came back all tattered!" "But that was the Forest of Demons! Surviving is a miracle!" "He really has nine lives, actually returning after three years in the Forest of Demons." Rumors and discussions spread throughout the enormous Su family, but no one went to visit Su Yi. It seemed no one wanted to get too close to that troublemaker.
Meanwhile, Su Yi leaned back in a rocking chair in his small courtyard.
The once luxurious courtyard was now only quiet, a far cry from the grandeur of three years ago.
"Young Master Su Yi, you’re finally back! It’s wonderful! I’ve been counting the days. I’ve changed and washed the sheets, I cleaned your room every day, just waiting for your return..." A girl, looking a bit younger than Su Yi, was now extremely excited and happy, chattering non-stop.
The girl had an oval face and shapely eyebrows. Though she wore rough cloth clothes, they couldn't hide her still somewhat youthful beauty. Her skin was like a freshly peeled water chestnut, radiant and glowing.
Su Yi rested his hands behind his head, leaning slightly in the rocking chair, gazing at her with a smile.
Three years apart, the little girl back then had grown up. Her newly formed, delicate curves were starting to become alluring, definitely the makings of a beauty. In a few more years, Su Yi thought to himself, she’ll be quite something.
The girl was called Wan’er. Orphaned as a child, Su Yi had
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