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The nine-layered altar spun faster and faster.
By the end, it completely lost its original shape, turning entirely into nine layers of blurry silver light.
The naked eye could no longer capture its speed.
Giant silver runes and patterns flew out fiercely from the altar, all trying to get ahead.
They circled around the altar like a sacred musical score, showing shapes of people, birds and beasts, sun and moon, stars, mountains, rivers, seas, lightning, weapons, buildings...
Everything that existed between heaven and earth seemed to blaze out as light.
Then, one after another, images like from a projector flew out nonstop from the altar.
They either piled up or faded away.
Sun Fei even saw his own figure in a few instant pieces he glimpsed, but he didn’t know what it meant.
This weird state kept going.
A roaring friction sound filled the whole space inside the mountain.
Bright sparks even flew between the silver-white boulders because of the intense spinning.
The only thing that didn’t move was the long pillar joined together and stuck into the ninth layer of the altar.
Back when Sun Fei had lugged the half pillar earlier, he spilled lots of his blood on the altar.
Now that blood had seeped into the tiny magic array runes on each layer of the Altar of Gods and Demons.
The two joined parts of the pillar were also covered with Sun Fei’s blood.
Now, just as strangely, they sucked the blood dry.
Countless magic runes swirling above the altar started to answer back softly to Sun Fei as he sat on the stone throne.
It was a wonderful feeling, like a loved one cuddling you or lovers growing close step by step.
The altar spun faster and faster.
Endless white, holy light kept leaking out.
Like rivers, this light rushed madly into the top of the pillar, which was now nearly three meters tall when joined.
The pillar’s surface shone with silver-white and blood-red flames.
Just like two armies fighting, they bit at each other, battled each other, ate each other up, each wanting to crush the other.
At this point, Sun Fei understood little by little.
The silver flame was clearly the altar’s own power and the joined pillar’s energy, standing for light and purity.
The blood-red flame was Hell's Evil Power that tainted the Worldstone, from Diablo.
The two powers fought each other.
They used the pillar as a battlefield for a life-and-death struggle.
If the silver-white flame won, it meant the Purification of the Worldstone succeeded.
As he realized this, Sun Fei grew anxious inside.
If finally the blood-red flame won and the Worldstone couldn’t be cleansed, then Angela and Ileena, the two most important women in the king’s life, might sleep forever for real.
Time inched by slowly.
As if feeling Sun Fei’s nervousness, the nine-layered Altar of Gods and Demons spun more and more wildly.
It was like a super top a thousand meters tall, seeming about to break free from the ground and fly into the clouds at any second.
Its spin whipped up scary whirlwinds.
Each little whirlwind was equal to a hit from a mighty warrior.
They ripped open dark cracks in the empty space within the mountain.
Luckily, the silver-white stuff making up the altar and walls—no one knew what rock it was—stayed untouched by this stormy power.
It was stronger than any rock in this world.
With the faster spinning, the silver-white light bursting out crazily from each layer of the altar got more intense.
A huge, scary energy filled the whole space inside the mountain.
The air was full of holy heaven and earth elements.
The air turned thick, almost like it was turning into crystals.
If not for the shield of light from the strange stone throne protecting him, Sun Fei would have been caught like a bug stuck in sticky tree sap and sealed into amber right away.
As the Altar of Gods and Demons raged on, the red evil power inside the Worldstone weakened bit by bit.
The pure power started winning.
At last, things began turning the way Sun Fei hoped.
Maybe it was just a mind trick, but Your Majesty the King half-felt he could sense every small change in the altar clearly.
He felt like he was slowly merging with the Altar of Gods and Demons into one.
He could control this altar that stood thousands of meters tall.
The altar acted like a little kid totally close to him, feeling his heart and helping him without holding back.
It was a magical blood-tied feeling.
Cleansing the Worldstone was plainly a very hard, slow job.
But for Sun Fei, it felt more like getting used to and holding power over the Altar of Gods and Demons.
From when the neat blood-bond feeling popped up, Sun Fei gradually saw the Altar of Gods and Demons had life and smarts.
Like a newborn animal with an empty mind, it acted naive but leaned on Sun Fei fully.
Just like a kid trusting its parents, it agreed and followed his wishes without question.
Time crept by slowly.
The blood-red light blinking inside the mountain space got fainter.
The evil feeling was being eaten alive and broken apart.
After four hours passed.
"Puff—!"
Like a lamp suddenly snuffed out, a small sound smothered the noisy roar of the whirling altar.
The last bit of blood-red flame melted into the all-over silver light.
The demon force inside the Worldstone was swept away for good.
It had been purified.
The crazily turning Altar of Gods and Demons finally began to slow down.
The loud, rumbling noise gradually quieted.
The many scary black space gaps in the air vanished at last.
Sun Fei could finally move easily on the stone throne again.
The light shield guarding the king popped and faded totally with a "pop."
Like the pretty quiet after wild rains, everything in the mountain space stopped.
The countless sparkling magic runes and image bits transformed into trails of silver light and flowed into each stone layer of the Altar of Gods and Demons.
The fine magic array runes lining the walls, pulsing like tiny veins and glowing, began to dim down.
They finally stopped shining and vanished out of sight.
All returned to its first, starting look.
It was like nothing had gone on at all.
But the cool blood-bond feeling between Your Majesty the King and the Altar of Gods and Demons didn’t go away.
Sun Fei could plainly feel how tired the altar was after all its hard work.
Like a cutie little pet begging for pampering, it sought his care.
Sun Fei tried mind chat, letting his mental power reach out.
It worked way better than he expected.
After a few minutes, the Altar of Gods and Demons gave back a clear reply before sinking into a "swoon."
Swoosh!
With a shrill whistling sound, a streak of silver light shot fiercely out from the Altar of Gods and Demons.
Like a flying sword, it looped around the altar before aiming at Sun Fei.
It moved as fast as lightning, giving Sun Fei no time to dodge or block.
Instantly, it struck his forehead and drove through.
Sun Fei was badly startled.
But the expected deep pain or head blow didn’t happen next.
That brilliant silver light melted into his body without leaving any injury.
It felt truly strange.
Sun Fei knew for sure something new was inside him right then, but peering at it gave nothing away.
Looking up again, Sun Fei gaped in shock: the long pillar, thirty meters high, that had been stuck on the nine-layered Altar of Gods and Demons before, was now gone.
He froze.
Then it hit him: if he wasn’t wrong, the silver light that had entered his head had to be that pillar—the one he had broken in two and then joined.
"I actually have this huge pillar inside me... This feeling... Sigh, it’s weirder than being pregnant!"
After figuring out the truth, Sun Fei felt all wrong and uneasy, though he had to bear it.
This magic pillar seemed to like him a lot.
Once hidden inside his body, it never answered his calls, no matter how he tried.
It was as if it had disappeared for good.
"Maybe it’s like how the Battle Weapon fighters in the Azeroth Continent can keep battle weapons in their bodies.
Sadly, my skills have nothing at all to do with Battle Qi.
Learning to store and blend battle weapons inside my body is pretty much hopeless.
Otherwise, I might have tried practicing to master that art and maybe call out the pillar by Summoning."
Daydreaming wild thoughts, Sun Fei suddenly spotted something glowing a soft, sky-like blue on the ninth layer of the Altar of Gods and Demons.
"Is this... the pure Worldstone?"
Sun Fei hopped down from the stone throne.
He picked up the sparkly thing.
Joy washed over him: it was only thumb-sized, an oval gem.
It shone with a lovely dark blue glow, like the bluest sky and sea on earth.
Inside, it held a power so pure it swept your mind away, as if it were the true heart of the whole world.
The gem’s shape matched the dented Worldstone exactly, but it was way tinier—barely one-thirtieth its earlier size.
"That’s right, this is the pure Worldstone, haha! Even though it shrank a lot and its might dropped big time, Aunt Acarra and Elder Kane once said this is more than enough to save Angela and Ileena! So cool, I nailed it! Hooray, I made it at last!"
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Sun Fei couldn't contain the excitement in his heart. He laughed out loud, his laughter echoing through the vast silver-white mountain cavern, provoking clear and resonant echoes.
At this moment, a weight finally lifted from the King's heart.
Outwardly, he had shown no change these past days, but in reality, he had borne immense pressure beyond ordinary comprehension. He constantly worried about those two beautiful women who were more important to him than his own life. He couldn't imagine how bleak his existence would become if he were to lose them both.
"No, I can't wait any longer. I'm going back now, right this instant. I need to use the Worldstone to wake Angela and Ileena." Once he obtained the purified Worldstone, Sun Fei didn't want to stay there for another moment. He wished for a Portal to instantly transport him back to Twin Flag City to save his women.
Before leaving, however, Sun Fei suddenly remembered the giant skeleton he had seen earlier. The remains of such a powerful being could be considered a natural treasure, countless times more valuable than Demon Bone. If given to a Necromancer, they could yield tremendous value. It would be a waste to leave them behind.
But when Sun Fei reached the bottom of the Altar of Gods and Demons, he was completely stunned.
The mysterious skeleton had vanished.
The spot where the giant skeleton had been was now empty. If not for the distinct claw marks on the ground, Sun Fei would have thought he was in the wrong place. A skeleton over four meters tall couldn't possibly be hidden by anything... yet it was truly gone.
Sun Fei was so startled he broke out in a cold sweat.
Had he encountered an Undead?
Had the skeleton gotten up and run away?
That couldn't be. Sun Fei himself wielded the Necromancer Mage Mode and was very familiar with the aura of Undead Death Energy. Throughout the entire process, he hadn't sensed any trace of it... This was utterly baffling.
"Or perhaps... the nine levels of the Altar of Gods and Demons spun so violently earlier that the resulting whirlwind blew the giant skeleton to another corner? Hmm... No need to panic. Let's search first."
Sun Fei comforted himself with this thought and scoured every corner of the mountain cavern from top to bottom. Unfortunately, he found no trace of the missing giant skeleton.
"Maybe the spatial rift torn by the spinning Altar of Gods and Demons swallowed the skeleton..." In the end, Sun Fei could only console himself this way, though a lingering unease remained in his heart.
Having witnessed the power of the nine-level Altar of Gods and Demons combined with the two broken pillars, Sun Fei gained a clearer understanding of the giant skeleton's strength. The spatial rifts hadn't left any marks on the cavern walls, yet the giant skeleton had easily clawed the ground before its death. Comparing the two, Sun Fei could clearly judge that the giant skeleton in life was undoubtedly a supreme expert who surpassed the Solar Rank Adept... perhaps even a Deity.
Only the Might of a Deity could leave marks on these abnormally hard stone walls.
If that giant skeleton truly was a Deity, it wouldn't have died so easily. By pulling out the half-pillar pinned to the skeleton, had he unintentionally released a terrifying entity, allowing it to revive?
"I hope these thoughts are just because I watched too many third-rate domestic horror movies in my previous life."
After a bout of wild speculation, Sun Fei couldn't reach a reasonable conclusion. He ultimately set the matter aside and stopped thinking about it. He searched the vast cavern once more to ensure he hadn't missed anything else, then prepared to leave.
Returning to the mysterious stone seat, he channeled magic into the two hidden runes on the armrests. The seat erupted in silver-white flames, and with a flash, the scenery shifted. As Sun Fei had guessed, he found himself back outside the mountain cavern, in the stone hall atop the central peak of Sky City.
The Great Hall remained incredibly empty, seemingly unchanged, yet with a faint sense of alteration.
In the central pool at the rear of the hall, the lotus-like plant seemed lusher than before, glowing with a soft golden light. A golden mist emanated from its stem and buds, making the entire hall appear more sacred and ethereal. Sun Fei noticed that one of the nine buds, previously tightly closed, had slightly opened, releasing a unique fragrance. Inhaling it made him feel refreshed and invigorated like never before.
Emerging from the underground cavern, the stone seat didn't land but hovered in the air, moving effortlessly according to Sun Fei's will.
"Huh? Interesting. This could be a good tool, another means of transport besides the Big Black Dog, Black Whirlwind..." Sun Fei's heart stirred as he recalled how the stone seat had protected him with a silver barrier earlier. He suddenly realized this mysterious stone seat was undoubtedly a treasure.
"Might as well keep it with me. With this seat, I can freely enter and exit the mountain cavern of Sky City. The Altar of Gods and Demons possesses formidable Might and could be considered a divine artifact. It's a shame it's too massive to take with me."
Sun Fei had only briefly considered this when, the next moment, the stone seat swayed in the air, transformed into a white flame, and merged into his body.
"Huh? Is this... can I control it at will?"
Sun Fei was utterly astonished. With a thought, he easily Summoned the mysterious stone seat from his body, making it appear before him. Controlling it felt as natural as moving his own arm, which greatly surprised the King. He didn't understand why this was happening.
Fortunately, after so many strange events these past days, Sun Fei had grown accustomed and numb to surprises. His body already held a thirty-meter-long mysterious stone pillar—a phenomenon as unbelievable as a man getting pregnant. Adding one more mysterious stone seat wasn't unacceptable, especially since this stone seat was much more cooperative than the giant pillar, allowing easy Summoning. Unlike the mysterious stone pillar, which had lodged itself in his body like a stubborn entity he couldn't summon.
Quickly adapting to controlling the stone seat, Sun Fei sat on it and, with a thought, floated out of the Great Hall at an incredibly fast speed, even surpassing the velocity previously displayed by the blue-haired middle-aged man and Emperor of Eindhoven.
The stone seat hovered at the mountain peak's summit. Sun Fei looked down upon the entire Sky City.
The long night was nearly over, and the sky was gradually brightening. Sky City emitted a faint silver-white glow, appearing holy and grand, with an even more pronounced aura of inviolable dignity.
Soon, Sun Fei's expression turned peculiar.
He faintly sensed that this magnificent floating city felt entirely different from before—more vivid, more intimate, as if it breathed with his breath and pulsed with his heartbeat. When he extended his Mental Power, it instantly covered the entire city...
"How is this possible? My Mental Power... how did it suddenly become so powerful?" Sun Fei's shock was beyond words. Previously, his Mental Power could cover at most seven hundred meters, but now it enveloped this city spanning over ten kilometers?
It had increased more than fivefold.
Sun Fei was dumbfounded. Ever since discovering this paradise-like Sky City, everything he encountered had become bizarre and inexplicable, defying conventional reasoning. Struggling to understand would yield no results, so he stopped trying. Eager to return to Twin Flag City, he manipulated the stone seat, and with the next flicker, he was outside Sky City.
Looking back, Sky City's grandeur and beauty remained awe-inspiring.
"This Sky City is truly an unimaginable city of deities. No one else in the Azeroth Continent could possess a second city like this. Heh, if only I could claim this majestic, sturdy city for myself. I could hide it for now, and when I'm strong enough to protect myself, I could move all the people of King of Champoo into it. Living in such a floating city would transcend the entire continent, allowing me to establish an invincible, elite Empire."
Sun Fei couldn't help but indulge in unrealistic fantasies.
However, to his utter astonishment, the moment this thought crossed his mind, a strange change occurred—
Suddenly, transparent bubble-like spots began silently and slowly appearing in the void. These transparent spots multiplied, connecting until they formed a huge, transparent, glass-like membrane that completely enveloped Sky City. Then, with a ripple of transparency, the next second, the immense floating city vanished right before Sun Fei's eyes.
This was a complete disappearance, not mere invisibility.
The entire city vanished from the space of this small world, hidden away in some turbulent layer of space, as if exiled. It left no trace behind; even with supreme abilities, without spatial coordinates, no clues could be found.
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This was a complete vanishing, not mere invisibility.
The entire city had vanished right out of the space within this small world. It had hidden itself within the chaotic currents of some dimensional stream, almost as if exiled into the boundless reaches of time and space, leaving not a single trace behind. No matter how miraculous your abilities might be, without the spacial coordinates, you couldn't hope to find even a shred of evidence.
“It’s really... gone... But why do I somehow know its spatial and temporal coordinates? That strange connection with this city... it hasn’t vanished. It’s no illusion; I can clearly feel it. If I use the mysterious stone seat to travel through time and space... I should be able to find Sky City.”
Sun Fei swallowed hard with difficulty.
The next instant, his heart began to thud wildly, boom boom boom boom boom! He rubbed his temples, his mouth suddenly felt dry, and his whole body trembled with excitement.
Because he suddenly understood what the disappearance of Sky City meant for him.
It meant that from now on, this city truly belonged only to him. As long as he possessed the mysterious stone seat, he could find Sky City anytime he wished—provided, of course, that his strength had improved enough to freely activate the stone seat’s power to traverse moments and space. Sun Fei had faintly noticed this before: activating the stone seat required consuming a certain amount of his Might, and the extent of that consumption seemed directly proportional to the distance or scale of the spatial displacement.
Thinking this, Sun Fei pinched his thigh. Could such incredible luck really have happened to him? Yet he distinctly remembered that he hadn't stepped in dog poop for the last three, maybe even ten, days! So why this sudden stroke of dumb luck?
Just as His Majesty the King trembled like a nobody who’d just won the lottery, and was about to roar in joy, his expression abruptly changed. He whipped his head towards the distance.
Powerful energy rippled from far away...
Someone was coming.
Sun Fei felt a chill in his heart. He vaguely sensed the aura of the approaching person, and it felt unnervingly familiar. He already knew who it was. It was too late to avoid them now. With a swift mental command, he withdrew the mysterious stone seat into his body, hiding any possible signs.
Whoosh!
A sharp whistling sound tore through the air.
A streak of light flashed, and a figure materialized before him.
It was the three-meter-tall Giant, Klonkamp, Emperor of Eindhoven.
"Huh? How is it you? Brat, speak! What are you doing here? What are you up to?" Klonkamp hadn't expected the first person he encountered to be the King of Champoo. He’d rushed here at breakneck speed, pushing his Battle Qi to the limit, even leaving his Ghost Guard master far behind—all to be the first to reach the source of the recent dimensional tremor and find the legendary Sky City. To his fury, despite his haste, someone had beaten him here... and that someone was the very person he yearned to kill.
His expression suspicious, Klonkamp let his power radiate outwards, meticulously scanning and sensing the surroundings. Disappointingly, he found no trace of the rumored Sky City. Yet he was certain the intense spatial distortion moments ago had originated precisely here. Now, all traces had vanished entirely, stirring an uncontrollable sense of unease within him.
Hearing Klonkamp’s demand, Sun Fei stayed alert, keeping his face impassive. He retorted coolly, "Why can't I be here? And what I'm doing is none of your business."
Klonkamp’s expression flickered through several changes. Did I arrive too late? Or did Sky City appear already, but this cursed brat reaped the benefits, causing it to vanish again?
He fixed a piercing stare on Sun Fei, scrutinizing him closely.
He saw that the solitary King of Champoo showed no fear upon seeing him; that calm expression was deeply suspicious. Klonkamp became increasingly convinced of his theory. He inched closer step by step, a massive aura radiating from him, trapping Sun Fei within its crushing pressure. Simultaneously, he silently planted his own Spiritual Imprint on Sun Fei, ensuring his prey couldn't escape. Only then did he sneer, "Hand over your Storage Ring and any spatial containers. Do it, and I'll make your death quick and painless."
The sky was just beginning to brighten, the surroundings silent and devoid of others—perfect circumstances for plunder. Klonkamp, known as a brutal overlord, was naturally ruthless and decisive. He immediately resolved to seize whatever ‘treasure’ Sun Fei might have obtained from Sky City. Better to kill mistakenly than to miss the chance.
Witnessing such unbridled tyranny, Sun Fei chuckled coldly in his heart, unafraid.
He’d long anticipated this tyrant would make his move. Since entering the 36th Difficulty Zone, he’d remained constantly vigilant. But he hadn’t expected to run into Klonkamp so abruptly here, unprepared and unable to evade him first.
Instantly, he raised his strength as a Level 42 Barbarian in Nightmare Difficulty to its peak. While secretly guarding against a sudden attack, Sun Fei's mind raced through calculations. His current power level was still no match for Klonkamp. Fighting head-on would be foolish. Retreating for now and waiting for his strength to grow was the wiser choice.
In the past, escaping from Klonkamp’s aura lock would have been incredibly difficult. But now, with the mysterious stone seat, his flight speed far surpassed his opponent’s. With just a thought, sitting on the stone seat could whisk him miles away in a single breath. Escaping was now laughably easy. Furthermore, the Spiritual Imprint Klonkamp had stealthily planted? King Your Majesty had silently erased it moments ago. Mental Power had always been one of Sun Fei's great strengths. While Klonkamp’s Battle Qi far exceeded Sun Fei's, his spiritual power was significantly weaker.
"What? Kid? Still thinking of resisting? This is you courting death." The murderous intent on Klonkamp's face thickened. Combined with his Colossus-like stature and the centipede-like scar snaking across his bald head, he appeared terrifyingly ferocious. He stalked closer, his aura crushing down like a mountain. He sneered, "For thirty years, anyone who dared lock eyes with this Emperor met certain death. You truly don't know your limits, daring to declare you'll kill me. Heh. On the Elemental Altar, I let you live too long. No one will help you now. I'll cripple your Battle Qi, snap every bone in your body, then torture you for ten days and nights. I'll make you eat your own flesh bite by bite, until you regret ever being born!"
"Oh?" Sun Fei's expression remained unchanged. Simultaneously, he calculated his opponent’s pace and rhythm, waiting for the perfect instant to Summoning the mysterious stone seat and vanish. "What a pity. I think the one who'll curse his own birth will be you."
"Ha! Meaningless drivel. Fall down!"
Klonkamp grinned savagely. His Sharp Metal Combat Aura surged violently, ready to strike. Just then, a sharp whistling sound pierced the air again. From the distance, a blinding streak of light shot towards them with overwhelming force, arriving before the two almost instantly. Wearing close-fitting black attire and a mask shaped like HELLO KITTY, it was the Necromancer, Hasselbaink.
Seeing Hasselbaink arrive, Sun Fei inwardly breathed a sigh of relief.
Hasselbaink’s power, restored earlier, had reached the level of Full Moon Rank perfection. He stood on the cusp of returning to the realm of a Solar Rank Adept. He far surpassed Klonkamp. With the Necromancer present, dealing with this savage Emperor of Eindhoven was assured.
The danger alarm instantly subsided.
An idea flashed through Sun Fei's mind. He dismissed his earlier escape plan. A fierce glint flickered in his eyes as he swiftly calculated: with the Necromancer’s help, could they just eliminate this bald giant here and now? End the problem before it grew longer and caused unforeseen trouble.
Klonkamp’s face also changed. As a supreme expert, his instincts sensed a faint, elusive danger in the air. The sudden arrival of this powerhouse exerted significant pressure. The hostile aura emanating from the newcomer was clear; he seemed aligned with the King of Champoo.
The situation reversed dramatically in an instant.
Sun Fei seized the initiative. He was about to speak when his expression shifted again, and he closed his mouth.
Because of this slight delay, powerful auras bloomed in the distance as more figures converged rapidly towards their position. Realizing the development, Sun Fei gave Hasselbaink a nearly imperceptible shake of his head, burying the thought of publicly revealing their connection... for now.
Whoosh!
Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
Several streaks of light, radiating terrifying power, landed beside the three men.
The brilliance subsided to reveal their forms: the white-robed mysterious Mage, the blue-haired middle-aged man with his two guards, the Ajax Emperor, Murdock, and Ferhengton.
Before anyone could speak, more streaks of light appeared on the distant horizon. Though trailing slightly behind, they arrived moments later. Everyone watched as they landed nearby. It was the delegation from the Church, Crown Prince Girano of Saint-Germain, and his four stunning concubines.
Unlike the dignified arrivals before them, these newcomers were considerably weaker. After materializing, they were gasping for breath, faces flushed and expressions harried. Their frantic rush had clearly drained a significant portion of their Battle Qi.
"You three," the white-robed, blue-eyed mysterious Mage, his gaze flickering with dangerous, ice-cold light between Sun Fei, Klonkamp, and Hasselbaink, demanded. His tone dripped with arrogant condescension; he clearly saw them as insignificant. "Which of you will explain? That spatial disturbance moments ago—what caused it? Did Sky City appear? Speak!"
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"Hmph!" Klonkamp snorted coldly and kept silent.
The Necromancer also sneered contemptuously. Who did he think he was? At his peak, he dared to challenge the entire Holy Church and laughed proudly across the world. Although he was temporarily down on his luck now, after Sun Fei's treatment, his strength was rapidly recovering. He stared back at the white-robed Mage without any fear, a mocking smile on his face, clearly showing he did not take the other seriously at all.
Sun Fei shrugged his shoulders. He would absolutely not reveal anything about Sky City.
"Hmph. Since none of you are willing to talk, you can only blame yourselves for your misfortune. I have no choice but to take action myself..." The mysterious Mage sneered, his gaze finally settling on Sun Fei's face.
Of course, one should pick the softest persimmon to pinch.
With a thought, he sneered and gathered a vast amount of Mental Power silently into needle-like spikes. These invisible spikes shot fiercely toward Sun Fei's temples and ears like intangible arrows.
This white-robed, green-eyed Mage clearly knew a very sinister Mental Power technique that could pierce through others' minds and search for information directly within their mental seas. This method was terrifying. It was equivalent to directly destroying someone’s brain. Once the search was over, the person's brain structure would be completely ruined, turning even a genius into an idiot, with their life constantly in danger.
The Necromancer sensed something was wrong and became very worried about Sun Fei's safety. With an angry shout, he almost unleashed his dreadful Undead Death Energy to save the King, even at the risk of exposing his identity. But at that moment, he noticed Sun Fei slightly shaking his head at him, a strange yet confident expression on his face. Hasselbaink hesitated for a moment and had no choice but to suppress his anxiety and wait to see what would happen.
A silent battle commenced.
In fact, Sun Fei had noticed the anomaly in the air the moment the white-robed, green-eyed Mage released his Mental Power. Somewhat surprised, the King also felt a competitive spirit stir within him.
He had never encountered an opponent who could match him in Mental Power since he started practicing with the Purple Skill Book. Seeing that the white-robed, green-eyed Mage was also skilled in Mental Power, he couldn't help but itch to test his skills against him.
A Mental Power duel was an unseen contest, silent and without spectacular clashes or flying blood, without the sparks of clashing weapons or earth-shaking momentum. But it was far more perilous, like a calm-looking river with undercurrents strong enough to destroy mountains and giant ships. It was truly like hearing thunder in a silent place.
On the other side,
The moment Sun Fei and the white-robed, green-eyed Mage began their exchange, the blue-haired middle-aged man, the Ajax Emperor, and several other experts present immediately sensed it, each showing different expressions.
Ferhengton, Murdock, and the few Divine Masters and Divine Knights from the Church clearly didn't know what was happening, but after seeing the changing expressions on the faces of the top experts present, they roughly guessed that a thrilling duel was quietly unfolding.
Among everyone, the white-robed, green-eyed Mage’s expression was the most shocked.
At first, when he felt Sun Fei starting to counterattack, he scoffed with disdain. Not only was his own strength several levels higher than Sun Fei's, but Mages were also generally more adept at honing Mental Power compared to Warriors. Under normal circumstances, a Warrior fighting a Mage in the Mental Power Domain was like an egg hitting a rock—a tragic disaster.
But soon, the white-robed Mage was shocked by what he perceived.
He was horrified to find that his Mental Power Spikes, driven by his secret technique, could do nothing against his opponent. The usual feeling of easily crushing his foes once he used this secret skill was nowhere to be found today. His proud, sharp Mental Power Spikes could not even get within ten centimeters of the King of Champoo's body, let alone pierce his skull to search for information.
Shocked, the white-robed, green-eyed Mage’s eyes flashed with a venomous, harsh light. He poured all his vast, ocean-like Mental Power into a ruthless, fierce attack against Sun Fei.
Sun Fei defended cautiously.
This was the first time the King had encountered an opponent whose Mental Power was stronger than his own and the first time he used Mental Power to fight a master. Initially, he was very careful, focusing only on defense and avoiding any openings his opponent might exploit.
Gradually, Sun Fei felt more at ease, realizing that the white-robed Mage’s Mental Power didn’t pose much of a threat to him. Once calm, he carefully observed again, and as time passed, he actually discovered quite a few things—
The mysterious white-robed, green-eyed Mage’s Mental Power was at least twice as vast and endless as his own, like an ocean. In terms of sheer volume, Sun Fei was far inferior.
But Sun Fei’s Mental Power was much more refined than his opponent’s.
If the white-robed, green-eyed Mage’s Mental Power was like an endless ocean, then Sun Fei’s Mental Power was like hardened steel. One excelled in vastness and volume, while the other excelled in refinement and solidity. Each had their strengths, and it was hard to determine a winner for now. The stalemate continued.
Prolonged Mental Power duels were harmful to Warriors, but neither of them was willing to back down.
The white-robed, green-eyed Mage was determined to crush this young genius to establish his authority, while Sun Fei pretended to be on the verge of collapse but was actually secretly Learning his opponent’s methods and techniques for controlling Mental Power during the fight.
Sun Fei had honed his Mental Power through the Purple Skill Book, progressing extremely quickly, and his Mental Power was extremely pure and refined, without any impurities. However, in terms of techniques for using Mental Power to attack opponents, he was like a blank slate, completely ignorant, as if he were sitting on a treasure mountain but didn’t know how to use it. This practical opportunity was truly rare, and the mysterious green-eyed, white-robed Sorceress was quite skilled in Mental Power attacks, making her a perfect Learning target.
Soon, Sun Fei began to grasp some of the tricks.
Finally, after a few minutes, Sun Fei successfully mimicked his opponent’s method and created a Mental Power Spike. Although his spike was five or six times smaller than the green-eyed Sorceress’s, and he had far fewer of them, they were more solid, sharp, and pointed. His opponent’s overwhelmingly vast Mental Power could not stop them. Like a steel needle moving freely through the ocean, no matter how hard the white-robed, green-eyed Sorceress tried, she couldn’t block them.
"Hahaha, old man, you’re going to lose." Sun Fei laughed heartily.
After familiarizing himself with this attack method, the King controlled his Mental Power Spikes and launched a sudden assault, streaking like lightning toward the green-eyed, white-robed Sorceress’s forehead.
Although his opponent tried desperately to block it, his methods were like huge waves meeting an embroidery needle—unable to halt the needle’s progress. After shattering three or four of his opponent’s Mental Power Spikes in a row, Sun Fei’s Mental Power Spike easily pierced through the hasty Mental Power Shield the green-eyed, white-robed Sorceress had set up in front of herself, advancing toward her forehead.
"Darn it! Damn it!"
The white-robed, green-eyed Mage grunted angrily, staggering slightly, clearly having suffered quite a blow. He quickly retreated, repeatedly shifting positions, barely managing to dodge Sun Fei’s surprise attack. He was badly frightened, for as an expert in Mental Power attacks, he naturally knew the terrifying power they held. If an opponent’s Mental Power invaded his mind, it would be a disaster.
This scene left the onlookers, who had been holding their breath, stunned.
No one had expected the outcome of this silent duel to turn out like this. Many had thought that if the King of Champoo could hold on for a moment against this powerful, mysterious Mage, it would already be an extraordinary feat. But when the white-robed, green-eyed Mage retreated, everyone realized incredulously that the originally certain victor, the white-robed, green-eyed Mage, had lost.
A Warrior defeating a Mage skilled in Mental Power in a Mental Power duel?
This was truly an absolute miracle.
"You... die!" The white-robed Mage’s eyes glowed brightly with green light as he sneered repeatedly. With a wave of his hand, he cast a faint red flame Magic Shield on himself. Then, with another flick of his wrist, he instantly summoned a flaming dragon that roared through the air, directly engulfing Sun Fei.
Sun Fei laughed heartily. He had clearly been prepared and, instead of retreating, advanced to attack. Moving like lightning, he threw a punch as he charged forward. Amidst the crowd’s gasps, he effortlessly tore apart the crimson fire dragon with his bare hands. The falling flames made Sun Fei’s tall, straight figure look like the God of War descending to earth, giving off an illusion of invincibility.
With a roaring sound, Sun Fei’s figure flickered again, shooting toward the white-robed Sorceress. He took the initiative to strike, instantly unleashing thirty or forty dazzling silver fist imprints. They shot through the air like a shower of meteors, carrying an aura of death as they slammed toward the white-robed Sorceress.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
A series of dense, muffled impact sounds reverberated.
The white-robed Mage was caught off guard by Sun Fei's swift reaction. The silver fist imprints struck the flame Magic Shield, immediately stirring up countless sparks of fire. Cyclone-like air waves exploded outward in all directions, causing the Magic Shield to ripple violently, as if it might shatter at any moment, cracking with fine fissures...
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Chapter 505: You Dare Not Kill Me
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This series of clashes happened in the blink of an eye.
The white-robed Mage’s sudden outburst of rage and his lack of master-level demeanor were indeed somewhat surprising. However, King of Champoo’s lightning-fast reaction was even more astonishing. Facing an opponent far stronger than himself, he not only did not avoid the confrontation but instead aggressively took the initiative. His strikes were decisive, ruthless, and exceptionally fierce, revealing a barbarian-like wildness and dominance rarely seen, leaving the distant onlookers breathless and dry-mouthed.
Against Sun Fei’s attack, the white-robed Mage was caught off guard and seemed a bit slow to react. He stubbornly maintained his flame Magic Shield, taking dozens of punches from Sun Fei and nearly falling into a dangerous situation. Fortunately, he clearly had abundant combat experience and was not merely a scholarly Mage who only practiced without real fights. His second reaction was extremely swift. With a loud shout and a cold laugh, he continuously waved his hands.
Instantly, endless fire elements from all directions madly gathered around.
Within the small world of the 36th Difficulty Zone, various Heaven and Earth Elements were abundant. Anyone casting Magic in such an environment would see their power greatly enhanced. In less than a few dozen seconds, amidst a series of melodious and beautiful incantations, the white-robed Mage’s protective flame Magic Shield quickly repaired itself, becoming even more resilient.
Simultaneously, the white-robed Mage quickly cast several supplementary spells on himself.
His body floated automatically in the void without any wind, continuously flickering as he rapidly retreated backward, increasing the distance between himself and Sun Fei. Meanwhile, as the fire elements, under the Mage’s chants, began to coalesce in various mysterious patterns, huge flame shields, each four to five meters tall, emerged swiftly around him, enveloping him completely. These shields emitted blinding, scorching flames, with Magic Runes flowing across their surfaces, giving off an indestructible texture.
This was the typical combat style of a Mage.
Once a high-level Mage created distance and had sufficient time to prepare a killing spell, it often spelled disaster for many Warriors.
The Mage’s weak physique and unparalleled long-range bombardment capability, versus the Warrior’s relatively strong physical defense and close-combat skills, meant that in any battle between a Warrior and a Mage of the same level, distance was essentially the deciding factor for the final outcome, without exception.
Thus, Sun Fei now faced trouble.
Although Your Majesty the King’s initial reaction was exceedingly fast and caused unexpected problems for the white-robed Mage, the gap in strength between the two was far too obvious, like an insurmountable chasm. As soon as the white-robed, green-eyed Mage displayed a fraction of his power, he effortlessly dismantled Sun Fei’s offensive, creating distance as quickly as lightning. This caused all the follow-up attacks that Your Majesty the King had prepared to completely miss.
“King Alexander of Champoo? You have indeed surprised me, but your performance ends here. Today, you will die, you must die. No one can save you...” The white-robed, green-eyed Mage’s slightly narrowed eyes flickered with a dangerous, bewitching green light. His aura grew even more perilous, and his power continuously escalated.
Half Moon Level middle stage...
Half Moon Level upper stage...
Full Moon Level lower stage...
Full Moon Level middle stage...
Full Moon Level upper stage...
Full Moon Perfection...
As the fire Magic elements around the mysterious white-robed Mage surged violently, the expressions of the surrounding onlookers shifted from surprise, to solemnity, to shock, and finally to wide-eyed astonishment. Many had previously recognized that this mysterious, arrogant Mage was powerful and terrifying, but no one had expected him to be this strong.
This was Full Moon Perfection, just one step away from entering the ranks of Solar Rank Adepts, granting over six hundred years of lifespan and making one an absolute powerhouse on the continent. Even the lofty seventh, eighth, and Ninth-Level Empires would treat such a person as an honored guest.
What a terrifying Mage!
In an instant, some looked at Sun Fei with pity in their eyes.
Though King of Champoo possessed exceptional talent and dazzling brilliance, with seemingly limitless potential, potential did not equate to actual strength. Perhaps in the future, he could grow into a peerless super powerhouse dominating a region. But today, facing such a vast, chasm-like gap, there was absolutely no chance of luck. No one doubted that under the overwhelming strength of the mysterious white-robed, green-eyed Mage, King of Champoo had the slightest hope of survival.
With the situation developing this way, even the Necromancer Hasselbaink had to secretly gather his power. If Sun Fei faced danger, he would have to abandon any reservations and strike with full force.
However, Your Majesty the King’s subsequent actions nearly made everyone’s jaws drop.
“Hahaha... No one can save me? What a pity, I’m afraid you will be disappointed,” Under the astonished gazes of the crowd, Sun Fei showed not a trace of fear. Instead, he laughed heartily, his laughter filled with undisguised arrogance in the face of a powerful enemy: “Old man, I bet even if I gave you a hundred or a thousand more guts, you still wouldn’t dare to strike me.”
“What? What did you say? Hehe, hahaha... Idiot, you’re truly an idiot. Do you think your reputation as a new noble of the Zenit Empire can intimidate me? Even your Emperor Yassin... hehe, is not in my eyes. Killing you, to me, is like squashing a pathetic maggot...” The white-robed, green-eyed Mage was thoroughly enraged by Sun Fei’s arrogant attitude.
He couldn’t help but let out a series of mad, cold laughs, looking at Sun Fei as if he were already dead. He began chanting a terrifying high-level Magic spell, preparing to blast this arrogant fool into dust with a single move to vent his anger...
But a strange change occurred.
This incantation, which he was usually extremely familiar with, had not yet finished when, suddenly, his gaze became completely vacant. He forgot to continue chanting, and the melodious, beautiful spell sound abruptly cut off, like a rooster whose neck was squeezed while crowing.
Streaks of golden flame, enchanting like beautiful ripples on water, continuously emerged from under Sun Fei’s feet, spreading outward. The flames carried a gentle yet noble and authoritative presence, like the gaze of the gods watching from above, making people instinctively want to prostrate themselves in worship.
Holy Church... Holy Power!
And it was Golden Holy Power!
This was truly an unexpected turn of events.
Apart from the Church members and the Necromancer who already knew Sun Fei’s identity as the Son of God, the others looked at Sun Fei with expressions as if they had seen an Undead in broad daylight. They were almost going crazy... King of Champoo was actually a member of the Holy Church?
Now, the most awkward position belonged to the mysterious white-robed, green-eyed Mage.
His old face turned pale, then red, then black. The corners of his mouth twitched faintly, and his head of grayish-white curly short hair made him look even more ridiculous and pitiful. The terrifying Full Moon Perfection peak strength surging around him, which should have showcased his power, now only accentuated his tragic predicament, making it all the more ironic.
This person simply could not be killed.
He couldn’t afford to kill him.
Never mind that this was a Son of God, a strategic resource valued by all five dioceses of the Holy Church. Even a dog walking out of the Church’s sanctuary was not to be casually slain by outsiders. If the white-robed, green-eyed Mage truly killed Sun Fei today, the moment he left this small world, he would be hunted down relentlessly by the Judgment Divine Team of the Holy Church. Even a Solar Rank Adept would likely meet their end.
After all, right now, a Judgment Divine Team from the Church was standing right there.
Under the questioning gazes of the crowd, the members of the Church’s Judgment Divine Team looked at each other. Finally, following the stance of young Priest Garcia, they had no choice but to stand behind Sun Fei, showing their support for the Son of God—regardless of the intense factional struggles within the Church, once Sun Fei revealed his identity as the Son of God, they had to stand by his side. This concerned the entire Holy Church’s honor and dignity.
“So, old man, do you still want to kill me? Do you still dare to kill me?” Sun Fei did not hide his mockery and satisfaction at all. With a teasing expression, he looked at the mysterious white-robed Mage floating in mid-air and asked.
Truthfully, if he had chosen not to reveal his so-called Son of God identity and fought a tough battle alongside the Necromancer, they might not have been unable to defeat this enemy. However, that choice would undoubtedly have been worse. Because once the Necromancer exposed his true identity and his relationship with Sun Fei, within a day, Sun Fei would undoubtedly be branded with the unpardonable crime of ‘consorting with demons and the Undead.’ By then, no matter how vast the world was, there would truly be no path of survival for him and the over twenty thousand subjects of Xiangbo City.
Of course, Sun Fei had a few other trump cards up his sleeve.
But for now, he did not want to reveal any of them.
Moreover, displaying his Son of God identity before numerous powerful figures had deeper considerations for Sun Fei. Although he was a counterfeit, there was still a possibility of becoming legitimate. According to the doctrines of the Holy Church, if someone mastered Golden Holy Power and was not a sworn enemy of the Church, then they were definitely a candidate for Son of God. Sun Fei wanted to use this opportunity, through the mouths of the many powerful individuals present, to formally spread the news that he possessed Golden Holy Power, indirectly notifying the Holy Church and waiting for them to ‘recruit’ him.
Naturally, Your Majesty the King had no real intention of pledging allegiance to the Holy Church.
Holding up the banner of Son of God would provide significant assistance both for Sun Fei himself and for the entire Shampoo City on the Azeroth Continent. At the very least, before others could accurately gauge his weight, average riff-raff would absolutely not dare to set
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