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Like a sorrowful monk in deep meditation, Su Yi sat with eyes tightly shut, enveloped by dazzling sword radiance while his sword intent pierced the heavens.
In the distance, the Blood Demon Killing Excalibur, deeply embedded in the soil, suddenly shot upright and slammed violently before Su Yi.
Amidst the encircling twenty-one divine swords, the aura of the Twenty-first Palace surged to its utmost limit!
"Buzz! Buzz!"
Wind and thunder flickered while whistles echoed unceasingly.
By then, all Su Yi's pores had expanded several meters wide, greedily absorbing the world's energy.
Unable to contain his astonishment, Su Kuangge shook his head in wonder and murmured softly.
"Having dwelled here sixty years, taking this world as my foundation, forging this shadow form into Sky Wind's guardian, I only reached the Eighth Level of the Yuan Emperor Realm!"
Recalling his six decades here, Su Kuangge's emotions surged forth. When he left Sky Wind long ago, he too had accepted the invitation of its previous guardian, becoming protector to these twenty-one sword artifacts!
Though now an existence of mere shadow, his cultivation had still advanced four levels. Truly, by twenty years of age, he had likely stood unrivaled.
The weathered-looking Su Kuangge... if Su Yi were to learn he was actually under seventeen years old, would it deepen the perception of Su Kuangge as an existence defying heaven itself?
Little could he imagine that sixty years later, upon Sky Wind's reopening, he'd encounter such an astonishing youth—merely at the Sixth Level Yuan Emperor, yet already surpassing all peers!
Even he himself could only sigh with inadequacy!
"Swish! Swish!"
Vortexes of world energy spun faster and faster as the divine swords' energies surged upon fierce winds into Su Yi's body.
Seated cross-legged on the ground, hands forming seals, Su Yi resembled a colossal black hole, voraciously devouring the surrounding spiritual essence!
Within his consciousness, the Void God Sea absorbed vital energies at an equally terrifying speed, the flow astonishingly swift!
In less than half an hour, his broad meridians shimmered with light, stars glittered within them, illuminating his skin until it gleamed translucent under divine radiance.
Behind him, illusory forms of divine birds surged skyward, filling the surrounding space with a desolate, ancient aura as vast winds and thunder rolled forth, booming throughout the Twenty-first Palace!
Above in the air, divine lights churned. Su Kuangge's eyes suddenly beheld a divine bird, mighty enough to trumpet at the Ninth Heaven, its wings beating with proud frenzy.
Then shifting forms—he saw a golden dragon rise; its five claws gripping emptiness, scales glittering as it ascended. Rings of mystical light encircled Su Yi.
Further shifting—the shadows behind Su Yi kept transforming. Heaven-piercing fiend energy manifested as countless illusory forms of long-extinct ancient beasts, each emerging behind him with terrifying, oppressive might.
In that instant, bestial roars shook the heavens while divine birds dominated the vast sky!
"Just what does this youth harbor within him?!" Su Kuangge's gaze trembled, fingers unconsciously rubbing his bloodstained chin.
Such a scene was beyond belief or precedent. Any single phenomenon witnessed would suffice as a martial artist's ultimate weapon.
Yet this youth possessed countless such wonders simultaneously. Beasts vividly lifelike as illusory forms filled the space around him, and the Twenty-first Palace blazed with brilliant lights!
At this moment, high above the void, divine lights merged as divine chains interwove ancient patterns. Roaring demonic beasts prostrated beside Mythical Beasts unseen for ages—as if returned to primeval times.
Distant echoes of beast roars intertwined murmurs of ancient chants, imposing upon all an aura of sacred solemnity.
When every manifestation vanished at last, white vapor shimmered upward, forming a halo of milk-white light atop Su Yi's head—the very sky seeming to shake violently as if heaven fractured and thunder struck!
Su Yi's blue robes, utterly shredded by this surging power, dissolved while that halo—bearing wisps of terrifying heavenly might—retreated entirely back into his flesh!
"Crack!"
A clear, crisp sound rang out on Su Yi's bloodline. At this moment, the dantian had calmed down, and the entire meridians and flesh also appeared before Su Kuangge in a brand-new state.
The injuries sustained from the battle no longer existed. A new Spirit Fire Liquid reassembled, like a divine seed bestowed by the gods, stored within the dantian, emitting a splendidly dazzling aura that was awe-inspiring!
An unknown amount of time passed, and Su Kuangge's breath gradually steadied, though his entire body grew increasingly illusory, and his face turned extremely pale.
"Roar!"
As Su Yi withdrew his final hand seal, a terrifying surge of force scattered all the surrounding auras, blowing the shards of broken swords scattered across the ground as remnants far up into the high sky.
Slowly opening his eyes, Su Yi's world instantly became extremely bright. Throughout his body, he felt an indescribable sense of ease and comfort.
It was as if he possessed an inexhaustible strength. In his heart, Su Yi knew he had ascended to the new realm of the Seventh Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm.
Whether it was the speed of yuan energy circulation or the range of spiritual consciousness coverage, both saw significant improvements compared to the Sixth Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm.
"Finally, the Seventh Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm!" Su Yi felt greatly encouraged deep within. Previously troubled by his inability to breach the fourth barrier, this time, with Su Kuangge's help, he had succeeded in the breakthrough.
Sensing Su Kuangge's location, Su Yi instantly transformed into a blur of shadow, ignoring the shattered swords all around, dashed forward, and knelt down on one knee.
"Disciple Su Yi pays respects to the master!" Su Yi's expression was solemn, showing no hint of joking.
Within the phantom image, Su Kuangge initially showed deep confusion across his face, but this soon transformed into a wave of relief visible in his handsome eyebrows and eyes.
Lifting his eyes, Su Yi gave an awkward smile. In his mind, he felt more shock. The Su Kuangge of the past had been so extraordinary and peerless, possessing talents that surpassed all others, an unmatched genius, elegant and unsullied!
Just thinking about the hardships he later endured—meridian damage, drastic changes in appearance, alterations to his physique—these were things Su Yi dared not envision.
Probably, Su Kuangge had even felt the urge to die!
Forcing back his inner excitement, Su Kuangge's voice was slightly hoarse as he said, "I never imagined that sixty years later, I would send my own disciple to the Twenty-first Palace! What a twist of fate!"
Su Kuangge's image grew weaker and weaker. He told Su Yi that every participant in the Sky Wind Ranked Battle had the option to pass on a legacy.
Those twenty-one divine swords were composed of twenty-one Floating Image Stones, combined with the energies of heaven and earth within the spatial rift of this place. This allowed a wisp of soul to be unaffected by auras, detach from the body, and pass whatever one wished to preserve to the next generation.
Su Yi suddenly understood. So Su Kuangge had foreseen this long ago, specifically bringing him to the Twenty-first Palace for this very reason!
"When I made this choice to guard this place, it was to pass the Sky Wind Sword Intention on to a gifted young man from Tianman. And now, that person is also my disciple—how could this not make me rejoice!"
Su Yi raised his eyebrows. Sky Wind Sword Intention—wasn't that a martial inheritance from the Sky Wind Martial Pavilion? Instantly tense, he started listening carefully to what Su Kuangge was saying.
"The person who passed it on to me told me that the Sky Wind Sword Intention is the sole martial path remaining in the Sky Wind Martial Pavilion. Aware of my own foolishness and that I could never grasp even a fraction of it in my lifetime, I accepted the request of this place's previous guardian to remain here and continue the watch! Hoping I could pass it on generation after generation, to spread greatness!"
The person who passed it to Su Kuangge? Su Yi's eyes suddenly brightened, and he said gravely.
"Master, was that senior who passed it on to you Duanmu Qingtian?"
At the mention of this name, the phantom Su Kuangge seemed to grow excited too, staring at Su Yi with surprise.
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Duanmu Qingtian's name had rumbled like thunder more than a hundred years ago, resonating across six continents, three states, and one sea.
But when it was spoken from Su Yi's mouth, Su Kuangge couldn't help feeling somewhat surprised. His gaze trembled as he whispered in a low voice.
"Have you met that senior afterward? Is he doing well now?"
Su Yi shook his head heavily, for the current Su Kuangge's memories were still stuck sixty years in the past. At that time, Duanmu Qingtian had just passed on the Sky Wind Sword Intention to Su Kuangge.
As for later, Duanmu Qingtian had been hunted by the clans for many years, and the calamity he brought became a nightmare that overshadowed Su Kuangge's entire life; these events, the young Su Kuangge naturally had no way of knowing.
The Floating Image Stone behind him shattered into pieces all over the ground. Su Yi knew Su Kuangge's mission of inheritance was about to disappear, and his heart grew even more resolute: he would not tell the later events to the soon-to-vanish Su Kuangge.
He wanted Su Kuangge to feel free of grudges in his heart. Even a little unhappiness—Su Yi did not wish Su Kuangge at this time to bear it.
Immediately afterward, he shook his head and straightforwardly denied it outright. A hint of sorrow glimmered in his eyes as he murmured softly.
"I haven't met Senior Duanmu; I've only heard from others about the fame of Senior Qingtian. Master, your extraordinary talent must mean the teacher you inherited from was truly remarkable!"
Su Yi's sight fell upon the handsome face of Su Kuangge, who was about to disappear. Then Su Kuangge laughed heartily, his snow-white teeth shining like starlight in the night, saying.
"Before Sky Wind, I broke through to the fourth rank of Yuan Emperor at fourteen years old and caught Senior Qingtian's favor, starting to comprehend the Outline of Sword Intention. In three years, I grasped only two-tenths of it, and after that, I made no further progress. When I discovered the wondrous change between the spiritual energy here and the Floating Image Stone, I decided to use the floating image to infuse a trace of soul memory to remain here always, sealing the sword intent within it. I hoped that one day, I could use the floating image to unveil the secrets of sword intent!"
With each word Su Kuangge spoke, waves of astonishment surged through Su Yi's heart—the Su Kuangge before him was only seventeen years old!
He was actually two years younger than Su Yi himself, yet his cultivation was at such a level. Once he comprehended the sword intent, Su Kuangge could have roamed the world fearlessly!
Horror churned in Su Yi's heart. Stunned, he stared intently at his young master.
Even after leaving the outline in the place of floating images, the severely injured Su Kuangge, relying solely on his innate talent, had surpassed others by decades already. Such talent could not be described merely as lofty or peerless.
"You come here; I'll impart the Outline of Sky Wind Sword Intention to you now! Senior Qingtian said he hoped I could use this to uncover the secrets of Tianman Continent, overthrow the clans, and push them to the four seas and eight wastelands! These words, I pass on to you too!"
Su Yi stared tightly at Su Kuangge; the light hidden in the corners of his eyes was a brilliance Su Yi had never witnessed before!
Indeed, that young Su Kuangge was so free-spirited, so proud and unbending, his heart’s world vast and boundless!
In an instant, Su Yi felt as though a needle had pricked his heart. Frowning, with eyebrows twisted like swords and his body slightly bent, he approached Su Kuangge with utmost reverence.
"Tap!"
The index finger stained with blood, Su Kuangge curled his finger and lightly tapped it on the center of Su Yi's forehead. A weak yet deep, magnetic voice sounded again.
"Do not resist; this outline is the essence of the entire Sky Wind Sword Intention. Even with the outline, one must have exceptional awareness to grasp the true meaning of sword intent—it requires spiritual resonance and high enlightenment! I hope one day, you can grasp the core of the outline and fully master the sword intent!"
Abruptly, a sharp, dazzling light flared in Su Yi's gaze, and in his bright eyes, an incomparably acute sword energy rushed straight into Su Yi's mind.
An ocean-like, immense energy poured into Su Yi's body. Vast, endless information unfurled continuously within Su Yi's spirit, while countless elusive runes, sword shadows, and sword postures constantly floated before his eyes.
The ancient, heavy sword energy felt like a blade splitting the heavens. Su Yi sensed his entire aura instantly sharpen; a casual sweep produced piercing sounds of air-cutting slaughter that flashed by his ears.
The sword's resonant cry roared long, its intent stirring the nine heavens!
Immediately afterward, Su Yi slowly closed his eyes, transforming his thoughts into a sword. Following the flow of the sword energy, his mind wandered freely through the air.
Time blew like sand. By the time Su Yi reopened his eyes, Su Kuangge had vanished from sight, dissolving into countless sparkling, translucent specks of light that dispersed.
Watching helplessly as that handsome face turned to flying fragments before him, Su Yi felt an indescribable ache in his heart.
The true master stood out on Sky Wind Field, yet the passing of this young master also filled Su Yi with bitter sorrow.
Some people died in their twenties; every day afterward was merely repetition and numbness.
Others lived their lives as legends.
The more arrogantly defiant and wildly unrestrained the young Su Kuangge had been, the more it reflected the inner desolation of the decades that followed.
Guarding that parched desert, he always hoped a flower of hope might blossom—perhaps Su Yi was that hope in Su Kuangge’s heart.
Inside the Twenty-first Palace, Su Kuangge guarded for Duanmu Qingtian for decades. Outside the Twenty-first Palace, Su Kuangge likewise endured restraint for Duanmu Qingtian for scores of years.
Su Yi could scarcely imagine what pain Su Kuangge bore in his heart, nor what simmering hatred was hidden within that small frame as he faced the great clans.
Retracting his spiritual sense, Su Yi knew time was precious for him. Storing the Outline of Sword Intention in a corner of his mind, he withdrew from his inner sea.
Stifling the impending outburst of rage, coldness rose in Su Yi's eyes as he quickly stood up. Inside the Twenty-first Palace, it was terrifyingly silent!
And inside Su Yi's heart, it was deathly calm.
This was the calm before the storm, the final struggle beneath darkness, slicing toward dawn.
At that moment, Su Yi would bear both masters on his shoulders and challenge the clans.
Only by entering the Ten Jade Building could Su Yi have a chance to meet Duanmu Qingtian and uncover the full truth. There, he would proclaim it—and at that instant, the Long family would crumble completely!
With a dark gaze, Su Yi withdrew the Blood Demon Killing Excalibur into his space bag. Scanning the area, he let out a heavy sigh.
Wiping away the faint bitterness at the corner of his eye, Su Yi kowtowed three times respectfully in the direction where it had disappeared.
When he stood up again, Su Yi's face was grim, his eyes resolute, as he said to him.
"Uncle Hong, does my master have any chance of recovery?"
Chi Feihong knew Su Yi was referring to Su Kuangge. Witnessing Su Yi's attitude toward Su Kuangge, Chi Feihong also felt a tremor in his heart.
This youth would guard what he cared for at all costs, but against those who opposed him, he would crush them by any means necessary.
After pausing briefly, Chi Feihong in the mysterious space pondered for a moment before replying quietly.
"If it's due to severe injuries causing damage to cultivation and deformation of appearance, it depends on the recovery state after the meridians were harmed!"
A long silence ensued; the atmosphere pressed down, cold and oppressive. Su Yi understood clearly: Su Kuangge wielded spatial powers and had reached Yuan Yu Realm cultivation. Yet even that could change nothing now.
After all these years, where could any miracle cure be found?
"There are still many rare elixirs in the world that can alter appearance; we can find some later and let Elder Su try them!" After reflecting for a long while, Chi Feihong said comfortingly.
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After half a moment, Su Yi lifted the corner of his eye, recalling that he who had been verified as a menial talent had managed to come this far.
Today's Su Yi simply did not believe there could be impossible things in the world.
"Qianxue's physical body could be restored, but not her figure? Ridiculous! I demand restoration! Complete restoration!"
Su Yi was single-mindedly focused on getting Su Kuangge to release his resentment and truly open up his heart!
With a cold laugh, Su Yi shook his robe, and immediately, his confidence and determination reappeared in his pupils. He executed his movement technique and transformed into a tower of fire soaring skywards, leaving the Twenty-first Palace.
Passing a fragment of broken sword on the ground, Su Yi and Chi Feihong simultaneously trembled in their hearts, their faces twisting.
Chi Feihong had long been in excruciating pain that made his heart bleed. At least, all the Floating Image Stone energy had been given to Su Yi, allowing him to advance rapidly to the Seventh Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm, while Chi Feihong felt purely heartbroken.
Sighing heavily, he dismissed his regret. With a sonic boom, Su Yi flew away without looking back.
But Su Yi was unaware that the Sky Wind Sword Intention he had just obtained from Su Kuangge changed in his mind, slowly vanishing into the Heavenly Yuan Demonic Soul along with his blood energy.
Outside the Twenty-first Palace, many who had received the gift were standing. After emerging from the Twenty-two Palace, Mu Yao stood gracefully, waiting for Su Yi's return.
"Isn't that the girl from the Divine Sword School brought by Su Yi?"
"She's also a formidable figure! Yesterday, her energy manifestation was extraordinary!"
"What's there to fear? We've gained the heritage of the Twenty-first Palace; would we fear a girl at the First Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm?"
"Wrong! The First Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm?"
Some martial artists standing afar sized up Mu Yao's slender waist and snow-white skin, her eyes like clear springs; waves of intense gazes boiled in the corners of their eyes.
After receiving the gift from the Twenty-two Palace, Mu Yao underwent a dramatic transformation.
Originally at the Ninth Grade of Yuan Void Realm, she had swiftly risen to the First Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm.
With a cold pretty face, as a member of the few elite forces entering the Divine Sword School, she was conspicuous; coupled with her charming looks and chilly aura, she made proud young martial artists turn their heads.
"Are you that girl Su Yi brought in?" a youth with high cheekbones and beady eyes glinting malice shouted at Mu Yao.
Behind him, two boys with similar cultivation around the Second Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm followed, their lips curling upward, displaying great interest in Mu Yao.
Judging by their attire, they did not seem like disciples of the top ten supreme forces.
Mu Yao arched her embroidered eyebrows, undisguised disgust and contempt in her expression. She crossed her snowy-white arms and coldly rebuked:
"Get lost!"
Staggered, the leader paused, then composed himself. He gave a meaningful glance behind him and whispered softly:
"This girl has a remarkable background and is very close to Su Yi; both Bahai and Weichi desire her! Do you get the meaning?"
The two behind nodded; this Baiying gift had yielded great benefits, as compared to top forces, their own sects provided too few cultivation resources.
If they could gain one more opportunity, they were sure to advance rapidly and achieve grand accomplishments.
"Better to gift her to the Long family than to Tianlong Sect! First, tie her up; the three of us will play with her; delivering her later won't be too late!"
The three youths laughed together, their sinister cackles itching the eardrums. The leader chuckled darkly, saying: "She's quite feisty! Are all Su Yi's women so aloof?"
"Say one more word, and die instantly!" Mu Yao did not shift her gaze or lift her eyelids, locking her eyes intently on the stone tablet before Baiying Palace.
Gazing at Mu Yao's emanating icy chill, the two boys felt their souls tremble unnaturally. Cowering, they protested: "Su Yi is about to emerge; best not to provoke him!"
The leader, slighted by a woman for the first time—after all, he was Tianman's Baiying God Son—shifted his gaze towards Bahai Santong and Weichi Changfeng standing nearby.
He curled his lip viciously, glared fiercely at Mu Yao, and snarled: "After leaving the palace, you'll regret it!"
The instant he turned, three extremely sharp sword auras blasted towards him like tiny cannonballs striking their chests. The three bodies flew away like fallen leaves.
"Bang!"
Before they could see their attacker, they were knocked out. If they awakened, they would surely regret it, as they, hard-earned Baiying God Sons, bore severe meridian injuries requiring at least three to five years to heal.
"You're back!" Flickers danced in Mu Yao's eyes, for that move Su Yi had used—if it had been her, she would have been utterly unable to withstand it!
Weichi Changfeng and Bahai Santong over there were equally shocked. They exchanged glances as if both wondered what true inheritance Su Yi had obtained, his power seeming to have strengthened.
"I told you, many are eyeing you!" Deep seriousness filled Su Yi's penetrating gaze.
If the Long family had already targeted Mu Yao, even with the Ten Thousand Swords Dao Alliance behind the Divine Sword School, resistance would be difficult.
Mu Yao finally realized the immense lure her Garuda held for martial artists; a steely coldness hardened her pretty face.
Meanwhile, Su Yi and Mu Yao both glanced towards Bahai Santong and Weichi Changfeng.
After this second confrontation and locking eyes with Su Yi, both felt an inexplicable tension in their hearts. Gazing at that mysterious youth was like facing a savage beast ready to pounce any moment.
And Su Yi was delivering a warning, urging them not to act recklessly or scheme against Mu Yao.
"Let's talk outside!"
A spatial rift opened in the sky. Su Yi nodded minutely, his soul pressure bursting forth; Weichi Changfeng and Bahai Santong instinctively recoiled.
Then, Su Yi and Mu Yao traced a rainbow under the stunned stares of all and flew away first.
Upon exiting, it was deep night. The temporal rules in the spatial rift seemed precisely calibrated, not a moment more or less.
Su Yi took Mu Yao straight back to Overlord Sect's location within Fuyao Sect.
Chi Xingbao and Chi Dongjue had stayed at Overlord Sect's headquarters awaiting Su Yi's return. As soon as he arrived, they respectfully greeted him.
Chi Jiuzhen even hushed the news. Watching Su Yi's return felt like the Sect Master himself had appeared. These attitudes greatly astonished Mu Yao—was Su Yi the Sect Leader of Fuyao Sect?
Instantly, Mu Yao's gaze towards Su Yi grew more complex; her inner shock was beyond description.
Su Yi briefly greeted Xi Wuqing and others. Knowing the five God Sons and prodigies would enter the Ten Jade Building early the next morning, he urged them to leave hastily.
Leaving only him and Mu Yao alone together, a subtle chill flickered in Su Yi's sculpted eyes, a light gleaming deep in his pupils.
He walked up to Mu Yao and asked: "Where did this Garuda Golden Pearl come from?"
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The Garuda aura enveloping Mu Yao surged instantly, her star-like eyes revealing shock.
Su Yi seemed well aware of the secret within her, prompting Mu Yao to murmur softly, "Master gave it to me."
"Your master?"
Su Yi immediately recalled Mu Yao’s master—a beautiful woman who looked remarkably young despite being in her fifties, possessing a graceful figure, her attire elegant and simple, with jet-black hair elegantly coiled into a cloud-like bun.
Back in Nine Star Valley, he'd heard from Situ Muyang that Mu Yao’s master was also a Supreme Elder of the Divine Sword School, and she shared a rather deep connection with Su Kuangge.
Mu Yao had never spoken of her origins. Now alone with Su Yi, she found a chair and gracefully sat down.
A hint of pain surfaced on her delicate features as she slowly began to tell Su Yi.
She had lived since childhood in a valley near the edge of the Forest of Demons bordering the Central Region, before her master, Ling Qianya, took her back to the Divine Sword School.
"The Forest of Demons?" Su Yi frowned. The Forest of Demons was renowned as one of the three world-outlying realms alongside the Chaos Realm and the Tianlan Sea Area.
Man City was also named for its proximity to the Forest of Demons. He hadn't imagined Mu Yao’s origins were also tied to that place.
"Why would Elder Ling go to the Forest of Demons?" Su Yi questioned, perplexed.
The Forest of Demons was notorious for its barrenness; apart from mercenary groups, bandit organizations, and lone cultivators, martial artists from reputable sects generally avoided it.
Instantly, Su Yi remembered—he himself had been found by Elder Su within the Chaos Realm.
Death stalked the Chaos Realm daily, yet both he and Mu Yao had, through fate, been brought back by Elder Ling and Elder Su respectively.
Mu Yao shook her head. As told by Elder Ling, she had been discovered in a desperate ravine within the valley, helpless, surrounded by countless demon beasts staring covetously at her, yet none dared approach.
"Why was that?"
Mu Yao tilted her head slightly, her gaze, ethereal yet inherently wild, seeming to prompt Su Yi.
"Do you remember Little Ink?"
Su Yi nodded. Her voice, once cool and domineering, now carried a note of softness.
"Back then, Little Ink was still very small, wrapping me, young as I was, protectively in his embrace! Master thought I was surely doomed, but then she saw how extraordinarily affectionate Little Ink was towards me!"
Mu Yao recalled. From that moment, Elder Ling resolved to bring her to the Divine Sword School.
"The innate affinity with demon beasts... that’s not something an ordinary martial artist can achieve!"
Su Yi nodded again. During the Grand Swordsmanship Competition, that terrifying Beast Tide had been unleashed by Mu Yao herself. Mastering beast-speech was utterly unattainable for humans.
Having roughly formed his thoughts, a shadow crossed Su Yi’s eyes as he cautiously probed.
"And this... Garuda Golden Pearl?"
Mu Yao instinctively shielded her dantian and lower abdomen. An inexplicable aura of authority subtly emanated from her as she said, "I only remember that after I became Master’s disciple, she would periodically leave. Usually, within days of Elder Su departing, Master would also leave the Divine Sword School!"
"Like that?" Su Yi rubbed his chin, his gaze turning thoughtful.
The relationship between Elder Ling and Elder Su seemed somewhat ambiguous. A vibrant, young man and a refined, ethereal woman—they made an exceptional match. That was the only possibility Su Yi could think of.
"Elder Su would always go to the Forest of Demons, surely to search for traces of Duanmeng Qingtian. Elder Ling worried for Su Kuangge’s safety, afraid he might seek vengeance against the clans. She definitely followed wherever Elder Su went!"
There was no smile on Mu Yao’s face now, yet it possessed a uniquely moving beauty, as she added softly.
"It was about a year after I entered the Divine Sword School... Master suddenly stopped leaving. Instead, she actually gave me the Garuda’s golden pearl! Told me to refine it and focus on my cultivation!"
Her graceful figure rose slowly, a unique, ancient Garuda aura swirling rapidly around her. She fixed her gaze on Su Yi, her voice intense.
"How did you know the secret I carry?"
Su Yi tapped his chin. His presence was imposing, bearing a heaviness as he sighed, "I’ve encountered the remnant soul of the Garuda! He bade me protect it well! That golden pearl is exceptionally precious. Nothing must happen to you."
Recalling the Garuda’s words – this was the only remaining bloodline of the Garuda existing in the world. Mu Yao, pure-hearted by nature, naturally needed no distrust.
In terms of lineage, Mu Yao belonged, like him, to the phoenix bloodline. The Emperor Sparrow and the Garuda seemed fated from the beginning.
"What should I do next?" Mu Yao nodded, completely trusting Su Yi’s words.
A trace of coldness instantly diffused within Su Yi. His expression remained calm as he lowered his voice, "You likely haven’t even refined two-tenths of your Garuda Golden Pearl yet!"
Mu Yao’s expression shifted slightly, her Yuan Qi aura fluctuating as well.
"Yes... I always feel like something is binding me."
Su Yi’s soul instantly extended onto Mu Yao. A gentle, soft soul force probed across her flesh and skin, causing her tender face to flush red involuntarily.
After a while, Su Yi’s brows knitted tightly together. Mu Yao’s sensation matched his own perception – the Garuda energy was indeed restrained by an obscure seal.
Despite prolonged steeping in her refined essence and blood, less than two-tenths had been assimilated.
"This girl isn’t simple! Her natural bloodline is already formidable enough. Should she fully assimilate the Garuda’s power... she might well become peerless in all the lands." The Iron Soul Beast’s tone held astonishment.
Gently withdrawing his Yuan Qi and pulling back from Mu Yao’s consciousness, Su Yi asked quietly, "Bloodline? Like the Xuanling Divine Vein?"
"Martial artists' physiques here on the Tianman Continent are too weak; discussing bloodlines borders on ludicrous. If you ever have the chance to journey beyond this domain, know this: bloodlines, like martial skills, are a martial artist's most vital asset. They essentially define your starting point and ultimate potential."
Before Su Yi could fully process this, the Iron Soul Beast continued, "Even beyond this domain, your Xuanling Divine Vein would be coveted by others. Lad, you must grow swiftly!"
Su Yi froze momentarily. Light stirred within his gaze as he intoned, "One sealed meridian yields only one minor advance in cultivation... This Xuanling Divine Vein path cultivates only with immense hardship!"
The Iron Soul Beast’s eyes flashed like lightning. Its tone turned grave, its voice shielded within the mysterious light sphere:
"The Xuanling Divine Vein, something nearly impossible to unlock even at the Yuan Zong Realm! For you to possess it pre-emptively at the Yuan Emperor Realm... may not entirely be a boon! Yet, if you endure... it will undoubtedly become a monumental opportunity!"
Lost in thought for a long while, Su Yi too understood his road ahead was lengthy. He abruptly clenched his five fingers, a fierce glint flashing through his eyes.
Dawn was a few hours away. The next day, most sects had already begun their return journey. Those wishing to attend the Ten Jade Building ceremony could stay.
As for Mu Yao, following Su Yi’s advice, she would first return to the Divine Sword School under the joint guardianship of Elder Ling and Elder Su. Su Yi would personally escort her back to the Chaos Realm once he found a solution.
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Chapter 1905: Win the Whole World!
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The dust settled, and the cool air clung to the bluish-green grass blades, everything permeated with a fresh scent of new life.
Golden sunlight pierced through the Great Demon Mountain Range, its brilliant rays streaming down between the clouds, like countless great dragons spewing golden waterfalls.
Deep within the distant mountain forests, savage demons lurked, their roars shaking the heavens.
They too knew that today was the time to enter the Ten Jade Building.
At the summit of the Great Demon Mountain Range, the phantom image of the Ten Jade Building gradually condensed to solidity. Sunlight struck the structure, reflecting dazzling halos, one ring after another.
No one knew why the Ten Jade Building had appeared in Youzhou, nor where it might appear next.
Unlike previous times, where noble families traditionally conducted the third round of selection to choose ten individuals who would become the new masters of the Ten Jade Building...
Due to the Ten Jade Building's premature appearance and the participation of the noble youths, the second trial had essentially secured the list of five individuals.
They were Su Yi, Bahai Santong, Weichi Changfeng, Xue Honglou, and Jun Haotian.
Moreover, with the final endowments bestowed by the noble families, these five essentially underwent genuine trials, allowing them to stand out.
After receiving these blessings, grievances naturally lessened among the other ninety-five Baiying God Sons.
Today, Su Yi deliberately rose very early. Having reached the Seventh Grade of Yuan Emperor Realm, sleep had become largely optional.
His grasp of spatial laws allowed Su Yi to constantly draw heaven and earth energy into his body. The Supreme Chaotic Yuan Technique operated ceaselessly; the power within him had surged to its utter limit.
"After today, many things will come clear!" Su Yi arched an eyebrow.
Standing in the door frame of the Fuyao Sect Master's residence, one could clearly see the very peak of the Great Demon Mountain Range.
"Once inside, try using the Realm Bead!" A clear, melodious voice came from behind him. It was Duanmu Xiaoman.
His expression shifted slightly, and he drew a deep breath. A glimmer of light shone within Su Yi's profound, deep-set eyes. His voice was solemn as he spoke.
"This time, I won't let you have come here in vain!"
Behind him, the swirling ice crystals paused, the warm-cool air abruptly stilled. Duanmu Xiaoman gazed at Su Yi's back, as if beholding a scene that felt strangely familiar.
"The Long family's depths are unfathomable. Long Cang hasn't shown his true power yet. You still need to be careful!"
He watched the drifting clouds outside the window for a long time. At this moment, Su Yi's heart was tranquil and clear. He turned around. The morning breeze, Chenfeng, stirred his flying black strands.
His profound eyes, dark as obsidian gems, shone with clarity and light. Su Yi swiftly stepped close to Duanmu Xiaoman, enfolding her in a tight embrace.
Only when they were alone together could Duanmu Xiaoman fully shed her icy demeanor. Her cheeks flushed crimson. Before her delicate brows could even furrow, her two soft, tender lips had already found his.
Immediately after, Duanmu Xiaoman gently closed her eyes. She listened to the sound of spiritual beasts flying past outside the window, the graceful cries of birds soaring high, the gentle morning breeze slipping through the gap between them.
Su Yi was utterly captivated, lost in the fervor of this icy beauty. After a long while, Su Yi stood up and took Duanmu Xiaoman's jade-white, slender fingers in his.
He gently kissed the back of her hand. His face rested against her hand, and his eyelids gradually closed. Su Yi murmured softly.
"Give me some time! Let me sit quietly with you for a while."
Duanmu Xiaoman's entire body was soft and weak with surrender. It was hard to imagine the strongest woman on the Tianman Continent resting in the arms of a youth not even twenty years old. Looking at Su Yi's face, chiseled like a blade and bearing a trace of weathered experience, Duanmu Xiaoman's pupil light shimmered with emotion. She sat quietly beside him.
It was the first time she had tentatively leaned against this man beside her. Their deep feeling for each other had begun at some unknown moment.
Duanmu Xiaoman only knew that at this moment, she needed him, and so too did he need her.
It had been a long time since she had tried, when weary, to find a shoulder to lean on. How alike they truly were.
Su Yi closed his eyes, relishing with profound warmth and affection in his heart the comforting sense of security Duanmu Xiaoman's presence brought at this moment.
"Once I find Senior Qingtian, I will come back and marry you, alright?" Su Yi said gently, his voice soft.
Duanmu Xiaoman's graceful, delicately fragrant figure trembled lightly. No one had ever spoken such words to her before.
Her eyes snapped open suddenly. Though still tinged with her characteristic coolness, a long-hidden joy could clearly be discerned within them. She spoke softly,
"Were you not going to marry Liu Ruoxi? And ascend the Sacred Mountain?"
Su Yi found himself momentarily speechless, unsure how to respond, when Duanmu Xiaoman continued.
"I once vowed that in this life, I would only become the wife of the strongest man who captured my heart. Naturally, the strong attract greater admiration."
Then, Duanmu Xiaoman's voice grew desolate and haggard. "After the matter concerning Duanmu Qingtian, I secluded myself in my palace for many years and withdrew from Tianman Continent's affairs. How could I have had any mind left for marriage?"
"But I am not the strongest yet!" Su Yi laughed bitterly. Before him still stood challenges like warriors Bahai Santong, let alone the capable talents emerging from ancient families.
Su Yi's heart sank heavily. His feelings for Duanmu Xiaoman were already deeply rooted, unshakeable.
They had endured the agony of life and death together, their fates tightly interwoven, never truly separating.
He wanted to win this woman
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