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After the three thousand vanguard forces set off, the Drill Ground became a scene of tense activity. The army was making final preparations for departure—men shouting, horses neighing, wheels rumbling, and flags covering the sky. Important figures from the Military Department, prominent nobles of the Imperial Capital’s major families, and all those aligned with Second Prince Domingos appeared at the Drill Ground to see the army off.
Though Sun Fei was originally among the invitees, he did not show up at the Drill Ground.
The weather was so cold that one’s breath nearly turned to ice. For a moment, the white vapor exhaled by over sixty thousand people rose like dark clouds into the sky. Soon after, amid the blaring of horns that echoed between heaven and earth, the entire army of more than sixty thousand soldiers set off in an orderly fashion.
The spectacle was utterly magnificent.
It was Sun Fei’s first time witnessing the departure of such a vast army. Swords and spears stood like a forest, the tide of humanity flowed like water, and a solemn, imposing aura filled the air. Thousands of soldiers exuded a formidable, unyielding spirit—intangible yet pervasive, so strong that it even pierced through the white vapor and dark clouds formed by the breaths of the sixty thousand, creating an enormous gap in the clouds and forming an incredible meteorological wonder.
The murderous intent emitted by thousands of soldiers even carried a sense of moral grandeur, making even an expert like Sun Fei feel small and insignificant at that moment.
As the army continued to march past like a torrential flood, roaring in the distance, Sun Fei finally caught sight of Andrew Arshavin, the God of War of the Zenit Empire. Guarded by the elite experts of the Iron Blood Battalion, Arshavin looked triumphant astride his white horse in black armor.
Beneath the long imperial banner bearing the emblem of a two-headed white ice bear, the commander of the sixty-thousand-strong army appeared exceptionally heroic and imposing, exuding an aura of nobility and authority. His every move captivated the attention of thousands of soldiers, and he radiated an invincible demeanor.
Sun Fei even keenly observed that the unwavering spirit and moral grandeur emanating from the thousands of soldiers seemed to envelop this generation’s God of War, as if the power of countless soldiers was converging upon Arshavin.
Amidst this aura, Arshavin’s figure, which was not particularly towering, appeared immensely grand. A terrifying, majestic presence Sun Fei had never seen before instantly radiated from him.
At that moment, the Imperial God of War seemed to notice something. He turned his head, his gaze sharp as lightning, and fixed his eyes on Sun Fei. Then, he quickly noticed the Sorceress Paris sitting beside Sun Fei.
The atmosphere at that moment was incredibly subtle.
Though they were far apart, Sun Fei seemed to hear the Imperial God of War snort heavily. This single snort seemed capable of stirring the murderous intent of countless soldiers, as if a deity from the highest heavens were looking down upon the mortal world, filled with an overwhelming, irresistible presence.
It was at this moment that Sun Fei truly understood—Arshavin’s title of God of War was by no means unearned.
In Sun Fei’s previous impression, Arshavin had not seemed particularly outstanding. Though he possessed Six-Star Level Battle Qi and was considered one of the Empire’s experts, his strength was only comparable to that of the Ten Great Judgment Knights, hardly placing him among the Empire’s top-tier combatants. Ever since Sun Fei had defeated four Judgment Knights in a row, he had almost ceased to regard this God of War with any seriousness.
But now, Sun Fei began to grasp that Arshavin’s title of God of War was not solely based on personal might. The most crucial factors were his talent for commanding troops in battle and the commanding presence and tactics he displayed when leading thousands of soldiers.
When Arshavin commanded a massive army, that was when he became the true God of War—like a deity, anticipating the enemy’s moves, ever-victorious, conquering all, achieving victory from a thousand miles away.
At this moment, Arshavin actually made Sun Fei feel somewhat inferior.
At the very least, Sun Fei repeatedly asked himself: If he were to command thousands of troops, could he remain as perceptive and composed as that Crown Prince on the white horse in black armor in the distance? Could he tightly unite the strength and resolve of thousands of individuals?
The final answer was no.
At that moment, Sun Fei was slightly dazed.
“Giggle, what’s wrong? Are you overwhelmed by His Highness the Crown Prince’s peerless heroic bearing?” The Enchantress Paris’s beautiful eyes shimmered with a hint of admiration. Seeing Sun Fei lost in thought, she easily guessed what was on his mind and spoke softly to console him.
“Actually, Alexander, you don’t have to try to outshine others in everything, because no one in this world is perfect—not even the gods above. You know? Like me, though many in the Empire don’t particularly like the Crown Prince, everyone must admit that in the more than twenty years since the Empire’s founding, the Crown Prince is undoubtedly the brightest star among all Imperial generals. In terms of commanding troops in battle, aside from Emperor Yassin, no one in the Empire is a match for the Crown Prince. He is a man born for war; his command artistry comes from the divine favor of the gods, an unparalleled gift. As long as he has soldiers under his command, no one can steal his brilliance. As long as he is with the army, he is the true God of War.”
Hearing the Sorceress Paris speak of Crown Prince Arshavin in such terms, Sun Fei gradually realized that he might never have truly understood the real Crown Prince. In this world, there were still many people and many things he had not had the chance to fully comprehend.
But—
“No matter how many troops he commands, I shall break it with one punch.”
Sun Fei quickly shook off this negative emotion. Clenching his fists tightly, his confidence suddenly surged a hundredfold.
Because he soon understood the key point: There were countless paths to becoming a strong expert. Perhaps commanding a massive army was the path Arshavin had chosen, but Sun Fei preferred another—he did not want to entrust his safety to others, even if they were his own followers.
A truly strong expert did not need thousands of troops; they only needed a pair of invincible iron fists.
Only by being invincible oneself could one be truly invincible.
He had his own way.
Paris seemed not to have expected Sun Fei to break free so quickly from the influence of the atmosphere created by the Crown Prince’s vast army.
At that moment, for some unknown reason, this captivating woman couldn’t help but recall another figure—
Six years ago, that handsome, picturesque man who liked holding a disabled puppy stood atop the Imperial City’s gates for the first time, watching the return of the Empire’s triumphant God of War. It was the first meeting between these two archrivals. At that time, Domingos seemed only briefly stunned before quickly yawning. Only she heard him mutter under his breath in that instant, “How boring. Leading troops isn’t as good as raising dogs...”
“By the way, there’s one more thing I’m curious about. In half a month, it will be the originally scheduled Martial Saint Duel between the two great empires’ Martial Saints. Now that a full-scale war has erupted between the two empires, will the Martial Saint Duel still proceed as planned?” Sun Fei changed the subject, gazing toward the towering Martial Sage Mountain deep within the Imperial Capital as he asked softly.
“On the Azeroth Continent, once a Martial Saint Duel is declared, nothing can affect the duel between the Martial Saints. The outbreak of war will only make the Martial Saint Duel even more significant.” Paris shook her head, gently smoothing her wind-tousled hair as she replied softly, “The outcome of the Martial Saint Duel will greatly influence the result of this war. It is a contest no less important than the outcome on the southern battlefield.”
“Then do you know what are Martial Saint Krasic’s chances of winning in the duel?” Sun Fei asked.
“No one can defeat Lord Krasic,” Paris answered decisively.
Sun Fei fell silent.
Because he truly did not know much about the Imperial Martial Saint, nor did he know the extent of this legendary Lord Krasic’s strength. A Moon-level Expert? Or a Sun-level Master? It seemed all the citizens of the Zenit Empire held a fanatical belief in this Martial Saint. Even a sorceress like Paris was full of confidence in him. Just what kind of person was this Empire’s Martial Saint?
After chatting about a few unrelated topics, Sun Fei took his leave.
“Alexander, remember your promise,” Paris called out suddenly, staring at Sun Fei’s retreating back.
“Hmm?”
“Remember, no matter when or under what circumstances, as long as I ask, you must act once for Domingos—even if it’s just one move. Do you understand?” Paris shouted loudly. Sun Fei had the illusion that the sorceress was eagerly awaiting his reply; her voice seemed a bit tense.
“Hmm.”
...
...
Amid the blessings and watchful eyes of thousands of Imperial citizens, the Zenit army, like a massive black dragon, finally crossed over the Moro Mountain Range and headed south, disappearing beyond the horizon.
After parting ways with Paris, Sun Fei did not hurry back to the Champbourg Camp. Instead, still disguised as an “extra,” he wandered around the Twenty Li Vassal Camp Area, covertly observing the movements of the various Vassal States that had entered the final Empire Ranking Tournament. An hour later, he arrived at the camp of the Sixth-Class Vassal State, the Byzantium Kingdom.
When Sun Fei revealed his identity, the Byzantines’ wary gazes turned to pleasant surprise.
He soon received a warm welcome from the Byzantines. Upon hearing the guard’s report, King Constantine and Royal Consort Isabella rushed out from the royal tent to greet him, with the king even barefoot, as if he hadn’t had time to put on his shoes. They used the highest ceremonial etiquette to welcome Sun Fei.
Almost all the Byzantines regarded Sun Fei as a savior, worshipping and thanking him.
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Almost all Byzantines worshipped and thanked Sun Fei as if he were a savior.
This was because everyone understood that if King of Champoo hadn't helped Byzantines at their most difficult time, and later given them a large number of fine armor and weapons, they would still be that weak little southern country that everyone could bully. Their Byzantine King Constantine would not have historically broken into the top ten masters of the Southern Ranking Tournament.
However, Sun Fei did not stay here for very long.
He came mainly to solve the problem of the Byzantine King's internal organs being injured after practicing the [Seven Injuries Fist].
After a general check by Sun Fei, he indeed discovered that after practicing the [Seven Injuries Fist], the young Byzantine King's internal organs had developed quite significant problems. Some of his important organs like the heart, liver, spleen, stomach, and kidneys had suffered varying degrees of damage. The injuries were even more severe than Sun Fei had previously predicted.
Sun Fei guessed that this might be because Constantine practiced the [Seven Injuries Fist] too urgently. Although he achieved minor success in a short time, being too forceful and rushing for results caused a more vicious backlash.
"This is a six-star Wood-Element Fighting Spirit manual. It only records methods for refining and advancing battle qi and ways to use wood-element battle qi to nourish the body. You can practice it together with the [Seven Injuries Fist]. By using wood-element battle qi to nourish yourself and drive the Seven Injuries Fist, the power will double. It can also nurture and moisten the internal organs, temporarily relieving and suppressing the damage caused by the fist technique."
The six-star aura manual that Sun Fei gave to Constantine was a copied version. Its source was, of course, that mysterious strong expert.
Over the past few days of contact, every time Sun Fei met the mysterious strong expert, he would mumble and ask some very targeted questions. Although the mysterious expert was sparing with words and rarely answered directly, the next day when meeting Sun Fei again, he would always throw Sun Fei some of Emperor Yassin's notes or high-level aura or magic manuals that were only available in the Imperial Armory, letting Sun Fei research and solve his doubts himself.
Seeing this rare opportunity, Sun Fei took advantage of it to ask for some manuals he urgently needed. It wasn't for his own use, but to strengthen the strength of his subordinates.
For example, this wood-element battle qi manual was specifically prepared for the Byzantine King.
In the novels from his previous life, Zhang Wuji could skillfully use the [Seven Injuries Fist] without the counterforce hurting his internal organs because this Ming Cult terrorist leader had practiced the Nine Yang Divine Skill and had extremely profound internal energy. Not only could he completely offset the counterforce of the fist, he could also bring out the peak combat power of the Seven Injuries Fist technique. Therefore, Sun Fei thought, although he couldn't give Constantine a Nine Yang Divine Skill, the wood-element battle qi in this world had effects similar to the internal energy from his previous life, which could gently protect oneself and had significant healing functions. So using wood-element battle qi to drive the [Seven Injuries Fist] should solve the problem.
In fact, to be safe, Sun Fei had previously used the particularity of his own body being unable to practice battle qi skills to test it several times on himself. The effect was good, and after confirming it was correct, he then gave this wood-element battle qi manual to the Byzantine King.
A six-star battle qi manual was invaluable. Placed in some low-level vassal states, it was absolutely priceless. Byzantine King Constantine's gratitude towards Sun Fei was beyond words. After accepting the manual, he thanked him profusely and repeatedly insisted on holding a banquet to entertain Sun Fei, but Sun Fei politely declined.
Because at this time, the King indeed had too many things to do.
Tomorrow was the opening day of the Empire Ranking Tournament. The upcoming battles would be more brutal, with many experts. If luck was bad, there could be danger to life. Therefore, Sun Fei had to find a way to improve the strength of the Champoo leaders once more before the competition started.
After returning to the Champbourg Camp, Sun Fei chose to go into seclusion again.
However, this time he did not enter the Diablo World. Instead, he switched to [Assassin Mode], feeling the flow of [Might] within his body, conducting final tests and inspections on the recreated battle qi secret techniques he had been working on these days.
After the initial rapid progress, the martial advancement of Champoo's main leaders had finally started to slow down recently, no longer improving by leaps and bounds as before.
Sun Fei knew this wasn't due to the aptitude of Lampard and Drogba and the others.
Because after undergoing the transformation of the [Hulk Potion], their qi channels and physical toughness had been greatly enhanced, which indirectly changed their aptitude. Even if they couldn't compare to those with extraordinary natural talent, they could definitely be considered geniuses in their own right.
So, the real reason their strength progression slowed down was due to the low level of the battle qi skills they were practicing. After all, the techniques Sun Fei had created earlier, like [Lightning Fist], [Accumulated Corpse Qi Shockwave], [Holy Sword Excalibur], [Great Horn], etc., were all created by referencing some two or three-star low-level battle qi manuals obtained from the storage ring and from Divine Master Ma Zola of the Shampoo City Church. Even though Sun Fei had combined them with the truth power flow in [Assassin Mode] to add more qi channels, if one were to discuss the level of these moves, they were barely around the four-star level.
Lampard was able to raise his own strength to five-star mid-level relying on a four-star high-level [Lightning Fist] because this former number one expert of Shampoo City had some secrets that Sun Fei couldn't understand. The other military and political leaders of Shampoo City weren't that formidable; most stopped at four-star peak level.
These four-star manuals limited the possibility of further improvement in their strength.
So as time passed, creating and compiling higher-level battle qi manuals for the hammers became something Sun Fei urgently needed to consider.
Over the past few days, Sun Fei had repeatedly used the method of 'mumbling' to shamelessly ask for many high-level battle qi manuals taken from the Imperial Armory from that mysterious strong expert. Referencing these manuals and matching them with the flow paths of [Might] under [Assassin Mode], Sun Fei reworked Lampard's [Lightning Fist], the Heng-Ha Twin Generals' [Great Horn] and [Holy Sword Excalibur], Prison Warden Oleg's [Accumulated Corpse Qi Shockwave], and the combat skills of other main Champoo leaders. He opened up more qi channels and ultimately successfully upgraded these martial skills to the level of seven-star battle qi techniques.
Seven-star martial secret techniques were enough for the main Champoo leaders to practice for a period of time.
It took a full four-plus hours, but Sun Fei finally completely organized a total of more than ten new battle qi manuals.
After finishing all this, seeing that there was still time, he called the Champoo leaders into the Royal Tent one by one. Under the pretext of rewarding Pierce, Drogba, and others for their impressive performance in the War Zone Ranking Tournament, he bestowed upon them the new battle qi manuals.
"Seven-star level battle qi manuals?" Seeing the booklets bestowed by His Majesty the King, no one was not surprised or shocked; their hands trembled.
Manuals of this level, even placed in the entire empire, could absolutely be considered rare commodities. Even the Judgment Knights of the Imperial Knights' Hall practiced battle qi manuals that were only around the seven or eight-star level, right? It was no exaggeration to say that even the entire Zenit Empire possessed no more than a hundred seven-star battle qi manuals, most of which were created by Emperor Yassin and were extremely difficult to practice. Otherwise, the experts of the Knight Hall wouldn't have remained at the six-star level for so long.
"You must firmly remember, having a seven-star level manual doesn't mean you can easily practice to the seven-star level. The path of a martial artist is always built with blood and sweat. This manual only provides you with the possibility of cultivating to become a top expert."
Taking in the ecstatic and shocked expressions of the Champoo generals, Sun Fei did not forget to pour cold water on the hammers: "Always remember, only men with exceptional perseverance and who put in real sweat can eventually step into the ranks of high-star warriors. Don't forget, the six-star level is the first threshold on the cultivation path for all star-rank warriors. Cross it and there is hope to impact the Lunar Level. Fail to cross it, and you will stop for life. If any of you cannot cross this hurdle, then you will never get higher-level cultivation methods from me."
Sun Fei's words were not scare tactics.
Even he himself, relying on leveling up in the Diablo World, had once lingered at the six-star stage for a while due to a lack of control over power and force application techniques, and a deficiency in martial theory and foundation. Ultimately, it was because the mysterious strong expert saw through the obstacle at a glance and used two of Emperor Yassin's notes to help Sun Fei break through the bottleneck, allowing him to soar into the seven-star level, after which his strength progressed rapidly.
For a monster like Sun Fei who never knew what a bottleneck was, crossing the six-star level still took more than half a month. For ordinary people, the difficulty was even more imaginable. Sun Fei said this because he didn't want the Champoo experts to become dependent on him, thus giving up or slacking off in their own efforts.
"We heed the King's instruction. We will definitely live up to the King's expectations."
Everyone knelt on one knee to thank His Majesty the King.
Sun Fei signaled for everyone to leave the tent, only keeping Cech, Prison Warden Oleg, and Torres behind.
"Tomorrow the Empire Ranking Tournament begins. This time, I bestow the complete Cloth upon you."
As Sun Fei spoke, a white light flashed on his storage ring. Three black iron carved patterned boxes, each about one meter square, appeared in the tent. The boxes were made from [Demon Bone] and [Essence of Black Iron], exceptionally exquisite, with vivid carvings. The patterns were respectively: a majestic half-bodied centaur archer drawing a bow, a giant foot of a fierce and menacing crab, and an elegant, graceful giant scorpion with a tail curled up like a sky hook, emitting a chilling cold light.
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Cancer Cloth.
Sagittarius Cloth.
Scorpio Cloth.
These three Cloths were personally forged by the beautiful blacksmith Charsi in the Rogue Encampment using Demon Bone and Essence of Black Iron.
The Cancer Cloth was made up of sixty armor pieces, the Sagittarius Cloth was built from one hundred and fifteen armor pieces, and the Scorpio Cloth had exactly one hundred.
The number of armor pieces represented the number of stars that formed each constellation in the heavens.
Each armor piece symbolized the power of a star.
Before this, Sun Fei had granted Oleg and Torres Cloths without assigning Cancer or Sagittarius attributes.
Now, as their strength grew, they deserved to wear the full constellation Cloths.
Cech hadn't received a Cloth like this earlier because Sun Fei struggled to determine Cech's star attribute.
Cech impressed everyone with his finger techniques in the War Zone Ranking Tournament.
This gave Sun Fei an idea.
Among the Twelve Gold Saints, Scorpio's saint Milo was famous for his "Scarlet Needles" finger technique.
It was very similar to Cech's Martial Dao path.
That was why Sun Fei decided to give Cech the Scorpio saint star attribute.
With a focused thought, Sun Fei easily activated the Bestowal Divine Skill after months.
A mysterious, cold voice spoke in his ear.
Sun Fei chose to confirm.
Instantly, the three black boxes holding the Cloths on the ground glowed with a mystical, ancient light.
They released an aura like the vast, mysterious stars.
The boxes lifted into the air and opened.
Inside, three huge beasts formed from intricate black metal parts came into view.
Then something even stranger happened.
Cech, Torres, and Oleg, standing in the tent, felt pulled by a strange power.
Their bodies floated in the air.
The metal beast shapes broke apart into tiny dots of light.
The dots covered their bodies.
As countless star-like dots faded away, Cech, Torres, and Oleg were fully clad in perfect Cloths.
Every vital part was shielded by the armor.
The armor fit their joints perfectly and looked stunning.
They now appeared like three Gods of War radiating unstoppable power.
This was the Saints' Cloth.
One day, the Champoo Saints with star attributes and Cloths would conquer every foe.
They would shake the continent ruled by the Law of the Jungle.
After gaining the star attribute, the three men felt a new form of power inside them.
This power was ancient and mysterious, like the distant stars.
It made them tremble.
Though weak now, they knew they could grow stronger.
Through sudden knowledge in their minds, they could communicate with Stellar Power.
Once they mastered this power, their fists could crush the sky.
Their feet could tear the earth apart.
The Bestowal Divine Skill gifted not just the Cloth and star attribute.
It planted a seed of star power waiting to awaken.
The three quickly learned to summon and hide their Cloths.
After the first joy and shock, they turned the powerful Cloths back into dots that hid inside them.
The black Cloth boxes with constellation symbols also vanished into their foreheads as black light.
"Within this Seven-Star Level Aura Manual, there's a strange aura skill called Scarlet Needles," Sun Fei explained.
"It suits you perfectly."
Finally, Sun Fei granted Cech the Scarlet Needles Aura Manual.
After the three left the Royal Tent, only Sun Fei remained.
For now, the strength growth issues for Lampard, Torres, Cech, and Oleg were mostly solved.
Only one problem lingered in Sun Fei's mind: how to boost the Mercenary Beauty Ileena's strength.
After all the monster hunting to level up, Ileena had reached Level 57.
With her four magic attributes, her attacks were fierce.
She could hold her own against Six-Star Level mid or even high-tier foes.
But the flaw was here: brutal offense, yet no matching defense.
Sun Fei had tried hard, fitting Ileena with fine Magical Equipment.
But it didn't fix the root issue.
Ileena's own body was far too fragile.
What frustrated Sun Fei more was that the Hulk Potion didn't work on Diablo World characters like her.
And the aura manuals Sun Fei devised couldn't be learned by Ileena.
Facing this woman who meant so much to him, Your Majesty the King felt helpless for the first time.
Sun Fei sat quietly for half an hour in the Royal Tent.
He thought hard but found no good solution.
With time to spare, Sun Fei entered the Diablo World to hunt monsters today.
After all the fighting these past days, Sun Fei raised his Barbarian to Level 64.
He got many attribute and skill points.
He kept his old skills sharp while learning new ones like Leap and Berserk.
His strength grew daily.
His savage body became terrifyingly powerful.
Even some common fifth-level blue magic swords would shatter if he just shook them lightly.
By Azeroth Continent standards, Sun Fei neared the Eight-Star Level warrior tier.
Facing the likes of Bloody Knight, Killing Knight, and Berserker Knight again, Sun Fei knew he could defeat them in one move.
After all, Eight-Star Level versus Six-Star Level wasn't just a gap in numbers.
It was a leap in quality.
If those Judgment Knights couldn't break past Six-Star Level, their growth might stop forever.
Sun Fei entered the World of Diablo.
He found Ileena outside the Rogue Encampment mercenary tent, practicing archery.
Firing ten thousand arrows daily was her routine.
It never changed.
This discipline brought her uncanny accuracy, like hitting a crawling ant on a tree five hundred meters away blindfolded.
Now, if she wished, Ileena could shoot a hundred arrows in a flash.
She could set up death traps with arrow patterns.
Adding her scary Magic made it a deadly skill.
This was dawn in the World of Diablo.
Other beautiful archers were using the Teleportation Array from Sun Fei's Summoning Divine Skill to guard Shampoo City.
In the city, they helped Brook train Shampoo archers.
Mercenary leader Kashya was nowhere to be found.
So Ileena trained alone on the mercenary grounds.
The two packed up lightly.
Through the Rogue Encampment Teleportation Array, they reached the Kurast Docks map.
There, they began another day of boring, risky, but sweet monster hunting adventures.
By now, Sun Fei had finished the first two of six quests on the Kurast Docks map.
He was halfway through the third one.
After completing the "Blade of the Old Religion" quest earlier, Sun Fei had rushed to hunt monsters to level up.
He hadn't turned in the "Khalim's Will" sword found in the Flayer Jungle to the city.
This time, passing through Kurast Docks, Sun Fei decided to hand it over.
So, following the quest, he found Ormus and gave him the sword.
Then, guided by quest hints, Sun Fei headed to another NPC, Ashira, to claim the reward.
From Sun Fei's memory of past gaming, completing this quest rewarded a powerful mercenary helper.
But having Ileena as his perfect fighting mate, Sun Fei felt little excitement.
That was why he hadn't spared time for this reward before.
Visiting Ashira now was just luck.
What Sun Fei never imagined was this rigid NPC giving him a huge surprise.
"Congratulations on finishing 'Blade of the Old Religion!'" said the voice.
"You can now choose a second bloodline attribute for your mercenary."
"Please select!"
Sun Fei walked casually toward Ashira, starting a simple chat.
Then those words caught him off guard.
Before Sun Fei understood the NPC's meaning, seven virtual images popped up like 3D projections.
Each looked lifelike, clad in different armor, wielding different weapons.
Though just floating shadows, they radiated intense power.
In a flash, Sun Fei grasped what the NPC meant.
Because those images represented Diablo World classes: Barbarian, Paladin, Assassin, Amazon, Sorceress, Druid, and Necromancer.
In other words, Ashira meant Sun Fei could pick one of these seven class attributes.
It would become Ileena's second bloodline, letting her wield another class's powers.
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Sun Fei suddenly had a feeling of sudden enlightenment.
No wonder Ileena had always been unable to practice the Aura Manuals created by Sun Fei, and also could not practice the simplest and oldest Aura Manuals passed down on Azeroth Continent. It turned out that things in the World of Diablo had long destined the advancement path for mercenaries, and it was a very good advancement path.
"Which of the seven professions' attributes should I choose?"
Sun Fei thought for a moment, then turned his gaze to Ileena beside him, who seemed completely unaware of what was happening. Sun Fei knew that Ileena could not hear what the NPC Ashira had said to him, nor could she see the seven floating images now appearing before his eyes. So he explained what had just happened to Ileena, wanting to hear the Mercenary Beauty's own choice, as this choice would determine her future path as a warrior.
Ileena held her Longbow, gently plucking the bowstring. Her pure, flawless, and tender fingers, like mutton-fat jade, showed no calluses from years of drawing the bow and shooting arrows. Instead, they were exquisitely delicate and elegant. She listened quietly as Sun Fei described the pros and cons of the skills and attributes of the seven professions. Then, under Sun Fei's concerned gaze, she pretended to think hard before finally letting out a playful, soft laugh: "Alexander, you choose for me."
This was the first time Ileena had joked with Sun Fei.
Watching this Valkyrie, who fearlessly roamed the dark continent teeming with demons and monsters, suddenly show a mischievous smile in front of him, Sun Fei was stunned for a moment. He felt an unprecedented beauty burning his eyes, giving Your Majesty the King an illusion that everything else in the world seemed to pale in comparison.
In the end, Sun Fei chose the Paladin profession as her second bloodline attribute for Ileena.
Among the seven professions, the Paladin might not be as tricky as the Assassin or as tough and strong as the Barbarian, but it excelled in both offense and defense, and had powerful self-healing and combat support abilities. It could coordinate well with Sun Fei. Moreover, Ileena's current path as a Sorceress Archer was similar to that of the Amazon and Sorceress professions. Sun Fei did not want his woman to play with birds and raise wolves like a Druid, nor did he want her to associate with corpses and skeletons, so naturally, the Druid and Necromancer professions were ruled out. After much thought, the Paladin was the most suitable.
After the selection was confirmed, a strand of white flame drifted from the NPC Ashira and entered Ileena's brow.
"My mind seems to have many things I never had before..."
Ileena quickly sensed the changes in her body.
It was a strange, indescribable feeling, just like when Sun Fei bestowed the Star Attribute upon Lampard. This quest reward planted a new seed of power inside the Mercenary Beauty. As long as she continued to practice and kill monsters to gain experience, this seed of power could keep taking root and sprouting, growing into a towering tree.
Next, the two began to complete the third quest in Kurast Docks.
This quest was called [Khalim's Will]. It was a collection-type quest and very troublesome to complete. It required going to different places like [Spider Forest], [Flayer Jungle], [Flayer Dungeon], and [Sewers Level 2] to collect various items, then using the Horadric Cube to combine them into the [Khalim's Will].
This [Khalim's Will] had incredible power. It could be used to shatter the [Compelling Orb] protecting the great demon Mephisto, and was closely linked to the final quest in Act III's main map—killing the great demon Mephisto.
During the previous days of killing monsters to level up, Sun Fei had already collected the first few items. Because the items had to be collected in different locations, traveling back and forth between these places was extremely time-consuming, so completing the quest required a large time span. Currently, Sun Fei was still missing the last item.
Over the next four hours, Sun Fei and Ileena fought monsters to level up, heading towards the last item target, [Khalim's Heart]. The two explored the dark Sewers Level 2, their bodies covered in demon monster blood plasma and bone dust. Finally, just before the day's game time limit arrived, they collected [Khalim's Heart].
Time was limited.
Next, Sun Fei did not choose to return to the city to synthesize the [Khalim's Will] and continue the next quest. Instead, he went to the mysterious cold voice and spent over fifty thousand Gold Coins to exchange for some urgently needed potions. This was in case anyone from the Shampoo City side got injured during the upcoming Empire Ranking Tournament, so they could be treated promptly. Then he left the Diablo World.
...
By this time, it was already evening in the real world.
The empire's deep winter days were short, and nights came especially early. Darkness quickly enveloped the land.
When he returned to the Royal Tent, his personal guard Torres came to report to Sun Fei: Angela had received an invitation from Princess Royal Tanasha in the afternoon and went to the Imperial Capital's Eldest Princess's Mansion as a guest. Later, a guard from the Eldest Princess's Mansion came to inform them that the Princess Consort would attend the banquet held at the Eldest Princess's Mansion that evening and would stay overnight in the Imperial Capital.
Sun Fei frowned slightly, guessing a bit of the Eldest Princess's intention.
But it was also good for Angela to attend such grand gatherings full of nobles. It would be a chance to see the world. If she liked such parties and banquets, Sun Fei would be happy for her to attend more in the future. For his future Princess Consort, Sun Fei would do everything possible to let her live happily and without worries.
After a simple dinner, the entire Champbourg Camp was immersed in busy and intense training.
After Lampard and the others obtained new training manuals, they started practicing, racing against time. Everyone wanted to increase their strength as quickly as possible, to sweep through the other Vassal States in the upcoming Empire Ranking Tournament, and to seize control of the newly formed legions to the greatest extent for their King.
Late into the night, the star-filled sky was exceptionally brilliant under the winter night.
As usual, Sun Fei switched to Assassin Mode. His figure was like lightning, turning into a wisp of green smoke as he quietly left the Twenty Li Vassal Camp Area and arrived again at the Giant Pit Battlefield in the Moro Mountain Range, waiting for the mysterious expert to arrive.
Every night, sparring with the mysterious expert here was a very rare opportunity for Sun Fei to accumulate combat experience.
Your Majesty the King treated the mysterious expert like the final boss at the end of each stage in the Diablo World. This experience of struggling fiercely against a stronger opponent was a valuable warm-up preparation for Sun Fei to challenge the bosses in the World of Diablo, and it also made it easier to stimulate all of Sun Fei's potential.
But for some reason, the mysterious expert never showed up tonight.
Under Assassin Mode, Sun Fei spent less than five minutes to pass through the strongest Guardian Magic Array outside the Giant Pit Battlefield. His Mental Power was reduced by one-third.
As Sun Fei's strength continuously improved, his Mental Power also advanced rapidly through the cultivation method recorded in the Purple Skill Book. This directly resulted in the dozen or so Guardian Magic Arrays outside the Giant Pit Battlefield no longer posing much difficulty for him; he could pass through them easily. This also meant that the method of relying on Magic Arrays to consume Mental Power and then using extreme training to improve Mental Power was no longer very effective. Along with that, the current Giant Pit Battlefield held little significance for Sun Fei.
If not for the mysterious expert, Sun Fei would have stopped coming to the Giant Pit Battlefield long ago.
Two hours later, just as Sun Fei thought the mysterious expert would unbelievably stand him up, that cold, aloof figure finally flashed into view.
As had happened many times before, the mysterious expert tossed Sun Fei an exquisitely made manual as a greeting gift.
Sun Fei took it and skimmed through it, finding that it was a compilation manual recording several dozen high-level Aura Skills. Each Aura Skill was clearly analyzed and thoroughly explained, with strengths, weaknesses, and potential improvements noted. What excited Sun Fei even more was that the author of this manual was once again Emperor Yassin. Compared to ordinary Aura Manuals, this manual's value was obviously higher because a single high-level Aura Skill was a stunningly powerful Martial Dao technique that could even help low-level Warriors challenge and defeat stronger opponents by overcoming levels.
For Sun Fei, such a manual could give him a clearer understanding of Aura Skills. This also meant that, based on these high-level Aura Skills, he could create more high-level Saint killing moves drawing from Assassin Mode.
"Thank you, senior." Sun Fei beamed with joy.
Last night, Sun Fei had deliberately mumbled a few phrases near the mysterious expert like "Ah, without high-level Aura Skills, how can I live?" and "If only I could master a few sets of high-level Aura Skills..." Sure enough, there was nothing the mysterious expert couldn't do. The very next day, he produced this manual that analyzed and explained in detail at least sixteen high-level Aura Skills.
After this period of contact, Sun Fei no longer felt the initial restraint when facing the mysterious expert. He discovered that although the mysterious expert was sparing with words and seemed stern, he was definitely a 'good person' with a warm heart beneath a cold exterior. So now, when facing the mysterious expert, Sun Fei acted very friendly and relaxed, as if facing his closest elder.
Next came the usual ten-move agreement.
Amidst clouds of dust, Sun Fei was beaten into a flustered and disheveled state by the mysterious expert, barely managing to hold on without suffering broken bones or vomiting blood.
Ten minutes later, Sun Fei was as tired as a dog, hands on his knees, panting heavily.
He had now given up guessing the mysterious expert's true strength. No matter how much Sun Fei's strength suddenly surged recently, the mysterious expert could always easily beat Sun Fei until he was like a dead dog, unable to struggle. Clearly, the gap between them was still beyond measure. Sun Fei was almost certain that the mysterious expert was at least a Moon-level Expert who had stepped into the Lunar Level. As for which specific grade among Moon-level Experts, that remained unknown.
"See you tomorrow night."
After the spar, just like every time before, the mysterious expert pointed out some of Sun Fei's shortcomings and prepared to leave.
Sun Fei chuckled, putting on a cheeky grin as he moved closer and started mumbling again: "Ah, I wonder what mysteries Emperor Yassin's famous technique, the Dragon Fist, holds. Ah, I really wish I could see the Dragon Fist manual..."
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Hearing Sun Fei's muttering, the mysterious powerhouse who was preparing to leave stumbled with a thud, nearly falling to the ground.
This little bastard, he actually dared to think about it, wanting the manual of the Dragon Fist?
The always cold and aloof mysterious powerhouse almost collapsed on the spot at that moment.
It was known that among the hundreds of empires around, Dragon Fist was publicly recognized as the top Lunar Level martial art treasure, hailed as the 'Number One Martial Art' among all nations. Many long-established older generation powerhouses had even speculated that this boxing technique created by the martial arts prodigy Emperor Yassin could potentially advance to Solar Level martial art through practice and refinement.
Solar Level martial arts! In the eyes of ordinary warriors, this level of secret manual was even more dazzling and radiant than myths and legends.
A Solar Level martial art was a myth and legend.
Extremely precious!!
Over the years, countless superpowers, both openly and secretly, had paid unimaginable prices, hoping to catch a glimpse of the Dragon Fist manual but failed, showing how rare this boxing technique was.
From another perspective, this manual was no longer just a martial arts text for the Zenit Empire; it was a divine tool that suppressed the entire empire's fortune. Throughout the empire, apart from Emperor Yassin, even Crown Prince Arshavin and Second Prince Domingos, the most qualified to inherit the future throne, had never even laid eyes on it.
And now, this greedy little king actually dared to covet the Dragon Fist manual?
For a moment, the mysterious powerhouse even had the impulse to turn around and slap this greedy fellow into minced meat.
But in the end, he restrained himself, steadied his stance, took a deep breath, and without another word, transformed into a streak of light, disappearing far into the dark night sky.
"Huh? He left without saying a word. Hehe, does that mean he agreed to bring the Dragon Fist manual tomorrow?"
Sun Fei began to look forward to the meeting the next evening.
...
...
When Sun Fei returned to the Champbourg Camp, the stars in the sky were gradually fading, and the eastern horizon was turning fish-belly white.
A new day was about to arrive. The Champbourg Camp was already bustling with shadowy figures. After receiving the cultivation manuals from the King last night, Torres, Oleg, and the Heng-Ha Twin Generals quickly returned to their respective tents to practice without stopping. Since the manuals all came from Sun Fei and followed a consistent system, everyone made good progress due to their prior foundation and were now in the final stages of cultivation.
However, Peter Cech had to organize the Saints and select the strongest soldiers for the upcoming group battle, so he had stopped cultivating and was already busy.
Inside the Champbourg Camp, everyone was striving desperately, preparing for the upcoming Empire Ranking Tournament.
Because everyone understood that this Empire Ranking Tournament would be the most unmissable opportunity in the history of the Xiangbo People.
A day earlier, when the Imperial Military Department decided to use a competition to determine control of the new legion, stating that the champion of the Empire Ranking Tournament would directly become the Legion Commander of the new legion and later lead this temporarily formed army of 244 vassal states to the southern battlefield, and that the top twenty experts in the ranking tournament would hold positions in the new legion, it meant that Xiangbo City's opportunity had arrived.
Because it was clear to everyone that Xiangbo City's military strength had reached a level where it stood out prominently.
With one country occupying eight of the ten top expert spots in the northern war zone, if they could maintain this advantage in the Empire Ranking Tournament, the entire new legion could potentially be completely under Sun Fei's control.
And Xiangbo City would also rise along with the King of Champoo, becoming the most powerful vassal state in the Zenit Empire.
Although Sun Fei hadn't set any specific substantial goals, every expert in Xiangbo City was silently striving for their King, aiming to break into the top twenty of the Empire Ranking Tournament. This way, if Sun Fei won the tournament and became the Legion Commander, they could help the King secure more positions with their own people, thereby truly controlling this new legion.
Seeing the busy figures of his officers and soldiers working hard in preparation, Sun Fei understood their intentions and felt waves of comfort and happiness in his heart.
The former Xiangbo City, which was bullied by everyone and was a chaotic mess like scattered sand, had not only grown in strength but also reached an unbelievable level of cohesion. Everyone's strength was combined into one rope, and their hearts were united. As the one who had changed all this, Sun Fei felt a great sense of achievement.
After being busy and rushing about all night, Sun Fei returned to the Royal Tent and, as he did every day, chose to rest a little before dawn to relax his tense mind.
By the time Sun Fei woke up, the sky was already bright.
At this time, the Twenty Li Vassal Camp Area was noisy and bustling. Due to the arrival of the Empire Ranking Tournament, the atmosphere in the camp was not dull despite the cold weather. Everyone had gathered early around the Number One to Number Ten Sword Testing Platforms, scrambling for the spots with the best and clearest views, wanting to witness the duels of the empire's top fifty experts up close.
After finishing the breakfast prepared by the maids, Sun Fei also began his preparations.
However, what slightly worried him was that even as the sun rose red and high from the Moro Pass, the Future Princess Consort, who had gone to the banquet at the Eldest Princess's Mansion the previous day, still had not returned. Logically, today was the most important day for Xiangbo City, and Angela would definitely return to
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