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​
"One Sword, what are you doing? Are you betraying us now?"
At the base of the main mast, atop the lookout platform, Crown Prince Kagawa Shinji of Dortmund stood up abruptly within the encircling group. His face flushed with rage as he shouted furiously.
"I always knew you low-born native was no good! A disloyal hyena who could never be tamed! Kill him!"
"Low-born trash. You don’t know your place."
Beside Kagawa Shinji, the restless young nobles clamored together, echoing insults.
"Hahaha! Twenty-nine years I’ve trained my sword, and finally, today’s drawing brings true satisfaction! One sword, one kill! Slay them all! Kill, kill, KILL, KILL, KILL, KILL, KILL!!!!!"
One Sword ignored the Crown Prince’s fury. Moving with vigor, his blade shone brilliantly, cutting down foes without mercy. The moment the word ‘Kill’ left his lips, he instantly shattered over a dozen Dortmund soldiers charging at him.
For once, his usual cold pride and silence vanished. Instead, a fierce spirit washed over him. Strangely, this overwhelming aura faintly echoed that of Sun Fei himself.
Within moments, One Sword carved a path through the dense crowd, reaching the platform beneath the main mast.
...
Sun Fei hovered in the air, letting out a sigh.
To the eyes of Your Majesty the King, it was obvious that One Sword had already hit his exhausted state like oil dry and lamp extinguished. Only his last breath kept him upright.
Much of this explosive power came from the dangerous might left behind by the Golden Skeleton. A smaller part was drawn from burning his own life and soul. In mere moments, he’d surged to the initial stage of Great Sun-level Venerable Rank's Rising Sun Rank.
One Sword had already chosen death. Blazing his lifespan recklessly like this would last ten minutes at most.
In his final moments, One Sword, having made his grave mistake, bore himself like a true warrior. There was no self-pity, no beating his breast. He showed the dignity and honor of a true martial artist. With the less than ten minutes left to him, he made his last effort to correct his wrong.
He was still One Sword.
Sun Fei had promised to watch over Snowbloom Kingdom for him in the future. One Sword refused to owe Sun Fei such a heavy debt without return. He intended to give Sun Fei one final gift: using his own strength, alone, to cut down every last Dorrmunder on this Mystical Ark, and gift the massive ship to Shampoo City.
Sun Fei could feel One Sword's pride at this moment.
It was the final pride of a peerless swordsman.
And so, he didn’t intervene.
...
"Die!"
Amidst mad laughter, One Sword roared. His Rusty Sword hummed. A flash of blade light ripped through the air, destroying the Dortmund soldiers blocking his path. His form flickered like a giant bird pouncing through the sky. He lunged down toward Crown Prince Kagawa Shinji beneath the mast. Swinging, he unleashed over ten streaks of dazzling swordlight. They drove toward Kagawa Shinji like wind-driven rain, fierce and deadly.
"Save me!" cried the dozen arrogant, richly dressed young nobles. Their faces drained of color at the sight. Like terrified dogs, they scattered and ducked for cover, abandoning all thought of flattering the Crown Prince.
In the blink of an eye, the merciless sword light struck.
"Hmph! Audacious!"
With a bellow, the yellow-haired, yellow-bearded Piszczek finally stepped in decisively. Swinging his massive Battle Weapon greatsword before Kagawa Shinji, he created a wall of steel. Clang! Clang! Clang! A shower of sparks erupted as he met every single one of the deadly streaks with his blade.
Thump! Thump! Thump!
Blocking those strikes shook even the fierce Piszczek. His beard bristled, his face paled then flushed crimson instantly. His wrist went numb. The gigantic blade vibrated forcefully with a resonant hum, transmitting a massive recoil. He stumbled back several steps before steadying his bulk.
One Sword now possessed power at the initial-grade Great Sun-level Honored Position. Piszczek, meanwhile, had long been stuck at Full Moon Perfection. Even with his Battle Weapon greatsword boosting him, he barely stood at the half-step Great Sun-level Honored Position. Blocking those strikes was already an incredible feat.
"Protect His Highness Kagawa Shinji!"
Amid the crisis, Piszczek had no time to soothe his frantic Battle Qi churning within. He instantly threw himself in front of Kagawa Shinji. Immediately, over a dozen elite royal guards leaped into the air. Unflinching in the face of death, they flew at One Sword mid-air, trying to halt the god of slaughter.
Hiss! Hiss! Hiss! Hiss!
One Sword laughed wildly as his blade flashed. The sickening sound of rending flesh filled the air. A single sword swing reduced the dozen royal bodyguards to pieces.
Ten paces, one kill; he left no path behind for thousands of miles.
In a breath, his shadow landed upon the lookout platform atop the main mast. Swoosh! Swoosh! Swoosh! Sword rays shot forth once more, striking unerringly at Kagawa Shinji, still standing arrogantly before his golden throne.
Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang!
A rapid series of frantic metallic clashes boomed like thunder. Sparks sprayed wildly in all directions.
Piszczek, completely focused on protecting his master, yanked Kagawa Shinji aside, out of the blade’s path. "This man’s gone insane, Your Highness! Flee!" he bellowed. Throwing himself desperately into the fray, he swept his massive sword furiously, intercepting each light ray infused with endless killing intent. He managed, barely, to halt One Sword’s advance, buying precious moments.
"He’s right! This place is too dangerous, Your Highness! You must go!"
"Your Highness, leaving now is the wiser choice! This savage is mad! Your body worth ten thousand gold cannot be risked!"
"Yes, yes! Your Highness! Let us escort you! Hurry! We should activate the Teleportation Array and retreat!"
The dozen trembling young nobles, who’d been hiding in corners, crawled out now. Clutching each other in fear, they crowded around Kagawa Shinji, urgently begging their prince to escape. They poured out expressions of utmost concern for his safety.
Truthfully, if only the Crown Prince of the Empire held the authority to activate the Teleportation Array hadn’t been exclusive to the Crown Prince, these cowards would have fled miles away ages before.
Kagawa Shinji’s face showed no panic. Instead, an eager, faintly mocking smile touched his lips. He looked at his companions of many days beside him, then to the huddled nobles crowding in.
"Hmm... Truly unexpected," Kagawa Shinji’s voice was calm, almost gentle. "I had no idea you cared for me, your Crown Prince, so profoundly. Moved? I'm profoundly moved. But look at the situation..." He gestured around the chaos with his chin. "...so perilous. Escape for all seems unlikely. Yet, I find I simply cannot bear to witness such loyal friends as you... slaughtered like pigs by low-born savages."
"How merciful of you, Your Highness!"
"Waaah! Your Highness is too good to us! We are so profoundly moved!"
The pale young nobles trembled, trying hard to summon tears of gratitude, forcing themselves to look touched.
In the next heartbeat, Kagawa Shinji’s expression turned to ice. His voice, thick with dark amusement, sliced through their pitiful whimpers.
"...Since escape is impossible... and since letting mere savages kill you would tarnish the glory of the Dortmund Empire for all eternity..." He paused, then finished with chilling finality. "...Then I suppose the only solution is for this Crown Prince to send you all to the heavens personally."
Before their befuddled minds could grasp his meaning, his hand flashed. Blade light swept horizontally across them like a silken sheet slicing through tall grass.
Whoosh!
Blood sprayed in wide arcs in the air like crimson rain. Twelve pairs of eyes widened in utter disbelief. Their torsos separated cleanly from their lower halves. All twelve bodies crumpled like broken toys onto the deck in two distinct pieces, severed precisely at the waist.
Kagawa Shinji stood amidst the carnage, his aura suddenly exploding outward like a dark sun. His expression was frost. In his hand gleamed a slender, cruelly sharp long-bladed saber. He flicked off the bright yellow cape tied at his throat, letting it billow away over the railing. Casually, he wiped the gleaming blood from his blade onto the sole of his boot. Staring coldly at the pile of companions transformed into gory meat, he chuckled with icy amusement.
"A toy naturally loses its charm after some time... Worthless mutts. Caring nothing for their master, only their own hides... What point is there in keeping them?"
With one casually sweeping strike—effortless as brushing away dust—he had sliced twelve people perfectly in half, bisected precisely at the waist.
Crown Prince Kagawa Shinji of the Dortmund Empire wasn’t just some pampered prince. He possessed terrifying might, a power far exceeding what his nobles ever imagined. The fearsome Battle Qi raging from him right now... it didn't just match the aura of the formidable general, Piszczek... it seemed ready to surge past it. He, too, was a rare monster cloaked in royal skin.
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"General Piszczek, I'm here to help you!" Kagawa Shinji laughed loudly. He took one step and appeared in the combat zone the next instant.
His blade technique was like a rainbow!
Crown Prince Kagawa Shinji's arrival turned the tide for the dangerously weakened Piszczek.
The two fought fiercely against One Sword. Their teamwork as ruler and subject was quite smooth. As blades clashed back and forth, Kagawa Shinji gradually showed a wilder side than Piszczek. He roared and battled like a crazed lion. He turned the one-sided fight around until it was equal again.
Sun Fei saw clearly that the situation was becoming unfavorable for One Sword.
One Sword had temporarily reached the power of the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank by using the demonic might left by the Golden Skeleton and burning his life and soul. But it wasn't his real, practiced strength. So Piszczek and Kagawa Shinji, two half-step Great Sun-Level Honored Position Experts, drew him into a tie. Otherwise...
If this kept up, One Sword didn't have much time left. He would lose sooner or later.
Sun Fei was just thinking about stepping in to help when a new change swept through the fight on the Mystical Ark—
Piszczek's sword gleamed brighter. He suddenly chopped down with an earth-splitting force from behind, aiming at One Sword's forehead. This was a powerful strike with no holding back. It meant to force One Sword to pull back his sword from Kagawa Shinji's critical moment and defend himself.
Facing him, Kagawa Shinji ignored One Sword's attack. Trusting his teamwork with Piszczek, he began preparing his counterstrike...
But right then, an unexpected twist came—
One Sword suddenly laughed wildly. He barely tilted his head, dodging his skull completely. Ignoring Piszczek's terrifying blow, his sword surged with power. Without changing its path, it stabbed swiftly into the unprepared Kagawa Shinji's left chest, hitting his heart. The Rusty Sword sank entirely into Kagawa Shinji's chest.
"You..." Kagawa Shinji's smile froze. Gazing at the blood-dripping Rusty Sword in his chest, his eyes filled with disbelief.
Thump!
Blood sprayed out.
Piszczek's sword came down. It chopped off One Sword's left arm and nearly split half his body open.
But it was no use.
This fierce general could only watch helplessly as the empire's prince had his heart pierced. All life vanished instantly. Piszczek's mind went blank as if the sky had fallen. Who knew this lowly native could be so fierce? Even nearly cut in half himself, he still aimed to kill Kagawa Shinji...
"No..." Piszczek let out an angry howl.
But the next moment, his roar suddenly stopped.
He looked down, despair flooding his eyes.
There, stuck in his own belly, was a rusty iron sword.
He saw One Sword had somehow already pulled the blade from Kagawa Shinji. He flipped the sword and stabbed it into himself. The tip pushed through his own chest, skewered Piszczek's sturdy frame like a treat, and stuck out dripping from his back.
Death for death! Both sides hurt bad!
"Damn you, native! Die!!!"
Piszczek, scared and furious, slammed a palm onto One Sword's back. The huge force flung One Sword away. He crashed hard into the thick main mast nearby, blood everywhere, clearly near death.
Badly wounded but still fierce, Piszczek rushed to Kagawa Shinji. He held him in his arms, snatched out healing potions from his Storage Space, and yelled frantically, "Your Highness, are you alright? Your Highness, hang on! You must hang on!"
"Huff... So..." Kagawa Shinji spat out blood foam, but he forced a weak smile. "Real fights... huff... are... more brutal... than training... I was careless... very careless... But haha... I, as the empire's... prince... die in battle... no regrets... Piszczek, you're a true empire general... Run! Run now! Please tell His Majesty... never look down... on these natives. They... are... true warriors too!"
Then, suddenly mustering his last strength, Kagawa Shinji crushed a jade plate at his waist. A Portal appeared on the deck. Before Piszczek could speak, Kagawa hit the astonished blond man hard. He flew into the Portal. Light flashed, and the Portal vanished.
Crash!
Kagawa Shinji fell on the deck.
This Dortmund Empire prince, a rising leader who should have shone bright in the chaotic Imperial Melee War, made a big mistake by being too proud and mocking the weaker empire's power. In the end, he died above Shampoo City, leaving only sorrow behind.
Chaos is fair and that brutal.
Whether you're low-born like a pheasant or royal-blooded high, whether you're the smartest hero or strongest talent, you all face death fast in war's cruel path. Turn to dust all the same.
"Hahaha, twenty-nine years practicing the sword, ruined by one fatal mistake! I wish I'd killed the foe, but couldn't change fate! I hate this! I hate this so much!!"
Under the main mast, near his end, One Sword finally let tears fall in his eyes. His terrible error had brought the Dortmunders to Zenit Empire land. He lit the fires of war. He could never make up for it.
Half his body was gone now, but no blood spilled. His life force had burned away completely. Barely propped up by his Rusty Sword, he shuffled painfully to the edge of the Mystical Ark deck. He gazed down at the vast ground, eyes moist with love and longing. Fierce tears streaked his sharp face over his bare skin.
He spun around suddenly, looked at Sun Fei, and laughed loudly. "Haha, King of Champoo! I'll watch from the Stars' embrace as you guard Zenit in this chaos and build unmatched power! And..." he paused, "...watch out for that Golden Skeleton!"
With that, he leaped.
He soared like a big bird into the deep night.
Instantly, barely dropping any deeper, his body crumbled like a sand pile. It turned into tiny pale-red specks, vanishing in the starry dark. A night wind blew, carrying One Sword's ashes far over Zenit's passionate soil.
The empire's master swordsman was gone.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 703: The Inside of the Mystical Ark
[image: ]


​
Sun Fei watched this scene, unsure of what he was feeling inside.
This sight felt familiar to him.
Back in the past, on the peak of Martial Sage Mountain, the Martial Saint Krasic of the Zenit Empire had similarly turned to ashes, scattering over thousands of kilometers of the Zenit Empire's land. Now, although One Sword had strayed onto the wrong path in Martial Dao and made great mistakes, the truth was, the onset of the Imperial Melee War meant that the Zenit Empire would be dragged into the flames of war sooner or later. One Sword was simply at the wrong place at the wrong time, becoming a tragic figure.
To be honest, Sun Fei actually felt a bit of sympathy for One Sword. He was, in fact, a tragic genius.
In times of chaos, lives were as worthless as grass, and countless heroes met tragic ends.
Even the Crown Prince of Dortmund, Kagawa Shinji, who performed remarkably in the face of despair, surprised and impressed Sun Fei.
The land was as beautiful as a painting, yet how many heroes had risen and fallen?
Sun Fei's figure flickered. With a sweep of his finger, a Golden Sword Energy instantly sliced through the green light barrier of the Mystical Ark, and he landed on the deck. With a wave of his hand, the Throne of Turmoil appeared before him.
"Let's clear out the remaining Dortmund soldiers together and take over this giant ship as quickly as possible."
Led by the Military Strategist Old Arjen, Sun Fei and Robben quickly finished off the few remaining Dortmund soldiers on the deck. They then entered the inner cabin through the hatch below the main mast.
Inside, the Mystical Ark was incredibly spacious and well-organized. Its dark walls looked as if they were forged from steel, somewhat resembling the aircraft carriers from the sci-fi movies Sun Fei remembered from his previous life. However, the principles that powered this giant ship were based on the achievements of magical civilization.
Following the widest main passage, Sun Fei and Robben cleared out the resisting Dortmunders along the way.
The inner cabin of the Mystical Ark was filled with various offensive and defensive Magic Arrays, clearly the work of a master of Magic Array Runes. They were quite extraordinary, with layers of checkpoints and thick, fortified doors. It was evident that when building the Mystical Ark, the Dortmunders had considered the possibility of enemy forces boarding the ship and prepared for close-quarters combat inside the cabin if necessary.
Unfortunately for the Dortmunders, they had encountered a monster like Sun Fei.
Not only did his sheer Might allow him to destroy any Magic Array below the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank, but his understanding of Magic Arrays was also incredibly advanced. His vast Mental Power surged out, instantly locating the core of the Magic Array's circuitry. With a mere thought, his Mental Power condensed into threads, merging into the Magic Array Runes. In moments, he could halt the operation of any Magic Array.
Additionally, with the defection of One Sword, the Mystical Ark's general, and Crown Prince Kagawa Shinji's fatal miscalculation in this battle, leading to his sudden death at the hands of One Sword, while the other accompanying general, Piszczek, fled severely wounded, the Dortmunders had lost their leaders and fallen into complete chaos. They were unable to organize any effective resistance.
Guided by Old Arjen, who was familiar with the inner structure of the Mystical Ark, Sun Fei and Robben advanced swiftly, cutting through the opposition like a hot knife through butter. They soon reached the vicinity of the control cabin.
"Huh?"
As they ventured deeper into the Mystical Ark, Sun Fei seemed to notice something and let out a surprised "Huh," halting in his tracks.
Ahead, near the control cabin of the Mystical Ark, a dense crowd of several hundred burly men in tattered clothes had gathered. Though their clothes were torn, some even bore wounds on their faces and bodies, and they wore shackles on their hands and feet, they exuded an extremely fierce aura.
At their feet lay the corpses of Dortmund soldiers, their wounds fresh, with blood pooling on the deck, clearly having died recently.
Who were these people?
They had actually killed Dortmund soldiers and gathered here.
Just as Sun Fei was wondering, Old Arjen slapped his forehead as if remembering something. He leaned over and whispered, "These are the Ship Slaves on the Mystical Ark. Most of them are fierce Warriors convicted of capital crimes, along with some prisoners of war and beast fighters who survived the arenas. The Dortmunders brought them aboard to perform heavy, menial, and dangerous tasks. They are usually locked in the lower decks, rarely seeing sunlight. Most of them are fierce outlaws. It seems they noticed the Dortmunders were in crisis and took the chance to rebel, killing the guarding soldiers and storming the control cabin."
Ship Slaves?
Sun Fei nodded.
The way these people looked at others was indeed like wild beasts, filled with an indescribable savagery, as if they were untamed creatures from deep mountains and dense forests rather than emotional humans. Perhaps due to long periods without sunlight, their eyes gleamed with a strange light, and their pupils had noticeably different from ordinary people, resembling the eyes of cats, expanding or contracting based on light sensitivity. Their skin, however, appeared very pale, and they all looked unusual and far from friendly.
Their strength was not high, mostly at the One-Star or Two-Star Level, with the strongest only at the Five-Star Level, likely the leader among the Ship Slaves.
Military Strategist Old Arjen whispered a few more things into Sun Fei's ear. Hearing this, Sun Fei's expression changed, and he strode directly toward the control cabin of the Mystical Ark.
Seeing this, the Ship Slaves grew restless, like provoked beasts. They let out low growls from their throats, their eyes flashing with fierce light, and surged forward like a tide, clearly intending to stop Sun Fei and the other two from entering the control cabin.
"Scram!"
Sun Fei's voice erupted like spring thunder, his terrifying Might slightly unleashed as he roared.
The sound waves struck like thunder. Before the nearest Ship Slaves could even get close, they were sent stumbling backward, spitting blood.
The remaining hundred or so people couldn't even stand steadily, parting involuntarily to both sides with expressions of horror. A few tried to resist, but an overwhelming force pressed down on them. Each felt as if a massive mountain was crushing their backs, their bones creaking and cracking under the strain. Unable to struggle, they all knelt on the ground, unable to even lift their heads.
The door to the control cabin was tightly shut, shimmering with strands of green magical flame.
Robben struck it several times but couldn't open it.
Sun Fei stepped forward, placed his palm against the door, and with a flash of golden flame, a cracking sound echoed. The ironwood door, famed for being as hard as refined iron, was instantly shattered open.
Screams of surprise came from inside the control cabin.
Sun Fei strode in, but before he could steady himself, a blade of light swept toward his face.
Someone was trying to ambush him.
Worried that the fight might damage some of the delicate machinery in the control cabin, Sun Fei acted with full force. His figure flickered as he moved around the cabin in an instant. The ambushers, screaming in shock, were all struck down by a single finger from Sun Fei. The gap in strength was too vast; the dozen or so Ship Slaves and six or seven Dortmund officers inside the cabin who were in a standoff had no chance to resist.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 704: Two Strange People
[image: ]


​
"Who... who are you?"
A Ship Slave, about thirty years old with messy hair, a slightly plump figure, and a severed right leg replaced by a metal prosthetic, lay on the ground and asked in a trembling voice.
This person's strength was around the Six-Star Level, which was actually quite high. However, his Battle Qi had been sealed by Sun Fei's finger, and a golden energy invaded his body, blocking all his Qi Channels. No matter how he struggled, he couldn't move at all.
Beside him lay a tall and sturdy man with black hair braided into small pigtails, a red headscarf wrapped around his head, and dark circles under his eyes like a panda's. He lay quietly without struggling, but his eyes rolled around shrewdly, looking very cunning. His strength was even higher than the iron-legged man's, roughly at the Six-star Peak level. Clearly, he was also not an easy person to deal with.
Sun Fei ignored both of them.
Guided by the Military Strategist Old Arjen, he quickly went to an inconspicuous spot in the control room.
Mental Power surged out, and it took about a minute before Your Majesty the King slowly let out a deep breath. He shut down a small Magic Array only the size of a palm that was flashing red. Then, he gently flicked his finger to remove a cover-like layer, revealing another strange white stone underneath, only half the size of a palm.
The stone was carved with Magic Array Runes as fine as hair, and blood-red light flames flickered rapidly on it.
"Not good!" The Military Strategist Old Arjen's face changed dramatically. "Someone has already activated the self-destruct array of the Mystical Ark..."
Every Mystical Ark of the Dortmund Empire was equipped with a magical self-destruct device to prevent it from falling into enemy hands during war. The materials and crafting techniques of the Mystical Ark were unique to the Dortmund Empire, their core secrets that absolutely must not be grasped by enemies.
"Hahaha, you lowly natives think you can obtain the Mystical Ark? Dream on!" A Dortmund officer, who had been immobilized by Sun Fei, laughed wildly upon seeing this. "If the great Dortmund Empire's Mystical Ark could be so easily taken by others, how could it dominate the continent? Give up, you lowly natives! All of you, prepare to perish along with the Mystical Ark!"
These words caused the Ship Slaves lying on the ground to change expressions, both frightened and angry, struggling desperately. Even the dark-eyed Ship Slave who had been rolling his eyes earlier became panicked. However, Sun Fei's Might was incredibly strong; no matter how they struggled, it was utterly futile.
In contrast, the few Dortmund officers, knowing they couldn't escape today, wore expressions of fervent sacrifice, as if perishing with the Mystical Ark was an honor. The elite soldiers of a seventh-level Empire were indeed fearless of death.
Sun Fei didn't speak but closed his eyes.
Silently, his Mental Power condensed like fine threads, slowly integrating into the self-destruct Magic Array circuits on the strange small stone.
He had been learning various Magic Array knowledge from Sister Acarra and Elder Kane for over a year and had studied the book known as the treasure compendium of the Age of Gods and Demons, "The Demon King's Sword," countless times. Although Sun Fei's Barbarian Mode wasn't proficient in Magic, his insight and vision in Magic Arrays and martial techniques were already that of a master.
Additionally, the Purple Skill Book had tempered his unparalleled Mental Power, and his Mental Power application skills were extremely mysterious. For Sun Fei, cracking such a Magic Array wasn't difficult as long as there was enough time.
After more than ten seconds, under the incredulous gazes of the Dortmund officers, the madly flickering blood-red magical light flames on the strange small stone gradually extinguished.
"This is impossible!" The few Dortmund officers turned ashen-faced.
"Thank heavens, thank the gods, haha, we survived, hahaha..." The iron-legged man and the panda-eyed Ship Slave laughed heartily, sweating profusely on their foreheads, but their expressions were unusually lecherous.
Only then did Sun Fei have time to carefully observe the situation in the control room of the Mystical Ark.
It was a room over a hundred square meters, with various Magic Array Runes carved on all four walls. With just one glance, Sun Fei knew the purposes of these Magic Arrays: some reinforced the walls, some transmitted power, and others conveyed commands. Even on the easternmost side of the control room, there was a magical screen five meters wide and two meters high, extremely divine, much like a liquid crystal display, allowing a clear view of the outside of the Mystical Ark, which made Sun Fei marvel in admiration.
Besides the Magic Array Runes, there were also magical mechanism devices that required specific Magic Stones to activate, as well as some purely mechanical devices, all shimmering with various colored lights.
The iron-like properties of ironwood were fully utilized in the Mystical Ark; the smooth walls and floors seemed as if they were cast from steel, making the entire control room appear both dreamy and Jian Jie.
At that moment, suddenly, the control room shook violently.
The next instant, everyone could feel the entire Mystical Ark trembling, swaying unsteadily like a drunken man. Through the magical screen, they could see the huge Mystical Ark falling towards the ground.
The Military Strategist Old Arjen's face changed.
He hurried to the control panel beneath the magical screen, took Magic Stones engraved with Magic Arrays from a box filled with stones of various colors, and quickly switched them with his hands. He inserted some stones into depressions and pulled out others originally embedded in the control panel. Cyan light flames began to flicker, and the descent of the Mystical Ark gradually slowed but didn't stop completely.
"Your Majesty, it's still not working. We need to find a solution quickly. This lord-class Mystical Ark requires at least over a hundred people to simultaneously operate different Magic Arrays and machinery to ensure normal navigation. Now, almost all the Dortmund controllers in the ship have been killed by these rebellious Ship Slaves. Without the controllers, I alone can't fully control the Mystical Ark; it will fall sooner or later."
The Military Strategist Old Arjen spoke gravely to Sun Fei.
"Hey, kid, release us quickly! We can operate this ship, really. Otherwise, we wouldn't have dared to kill all those Dortmund dogs..." The panda-eyed Ship Slave with the red headscarf shouted, his tone somewhat effeminate, not at all matching his fierce and imposing appearance. The iron-legged fat man beside him also shouted in a rough voice.
The two cooperated well, showing a rather conspiratorial demeanor.
Sun Fei saw at a glance that the effeminate panda-eyed man with the red headscarf had ill intentions.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 705: Captain Jack, Captain Barbossa
[image: ]


​
Sun Fei smiled and ignored the two completely. He shot Robben a meaningful look. Robben drew the long blade from his waist. A brilliant flash of blade light sliced several Dortmund officers—who were shouting and cursing loudly—into two halves. Their remains were carried out and dumped into the bloody puddle where the previously slain Dortmund pilot had fallen.
Witnessing this scene, over a hundred fierce ship slaves, including the one with a red headscarf who acted effeminately and the muscular man with the iron leg, all felt a chill run down their spines, as though they had been plunged into an icy cavern.
The three men before them had slaughtered all the experts from Dortmund aboard the Mystical Ark; clearly, they were not gentle souls. A single whim from them could lead to their deaths a thousand times over. Their ruthlessness far exceeded that of the Dortmunders. This moment made the beast-like ship slaves realize with sudden clarity that although a pack of bloodthirsty wolves had perished, three far more fearsome lions had arrived.
Even if the Mystical Ark were to crash, these three could easily escape. But as captives, they could only shut their eyes and await death.
The ship slaves' predicament had not improved; it had, in fact, become far worse.
At this point, the effeminate one with the red headscarf became much more docile. Panic finally flickered in his eyes as he blurted out urgently, "We surrender, we surrender! Your Majesty, this Your Majesty, my brothers and I are willing to serve you, to obey your command. Please release us quickly. We can help you land this Mystical Ark safely on the ground. This is a lord-class Mystical Ark! With it, your army could dominate the skies!"
"Yes, yes! We are all brothers who treasure loyalty and emotions above all else in the world. Your Majesty, you saved us from those damned Dortmund curs; you are our savior. From this moment on, we will serve only you..." The iron-legged man also cried out with a sincere expression.
By this time, the Mystical Ark had already wobbled and descended another three to four hundred meters. Through the magic screen, buildings on the ground were becoming visible.
Sun Fei unhurriedly sat down in the large chair within the control cabin. His gaze swept over the group of wild, beast-like ship slaves and finally settled on the two with the red headscarf and the iron leg. It was apparent that these two were the leaders among the ship slaves and held considerable influence. Looking at them, Sun Fei smiled faintly but said nothing.
The two instantly fell silent.
For some reason, although this black-haired young man's gaze was not sharp, it caused their hearts to tremble violently. They felt as though they had been stripped completely bare, with all their secrets and schemes laid open for his scrutiny. Just a smile was enough to overwhelm them completely, and a deep fear arose in their hearts.
"State your name," Sun Fei suddenly demanded, looking at the one with the red headscarf. His tone was lofty and brooked no argument.
The effeminate man with the red headscarf stared blankly. For some reason, he could muster no resistance and answered submissively, "I have been imprisoned on this damned Mystical Ark for eleven years, treated like livestock by those Dortmunders. We only had codes, no names. My original name... I've long forgotten it..."
"And you?" Sun Fei's gaze shifted to the iron-legged man.
"For sixteen years, they've called me Iron Leg," the burly man with disheveled hair and a thick beard replied through gritted teeth.
Sun Fei nodded and smiled slightly. "From now on, you will be called Barbossa, Hector Barbossa. And you..." Sun Fei turned his gaze to the effeminate man with the red headscarf, a faint, almost imperceptible smirk playing on his lips as he said with a touch of mockery, "From this day forward, you will be called Sparrow, Jack Sparrow."
"You arrogant brat, who do you think you are? Why should we listen to you?" they retorted simultaneously, almost by reflex.
Ship slaves were typically unruly characters, especially these two—sly, unscoundrelly, cunning, and selfish. Although His Majesty the King exuded an aura of dominance and had been flaunting it for a while, it wasn’t so easy to subdue them completely.
Sun Fei, however, was not angered. He spoke quite amiably, "It's simple. If you don't listen to me, you die."
Upon hearing these words, the effeminate man and the iron-legged man immediately clamped their mouths shut, their faces filled with fear. Having spent countless years in the lower decks of the Mystical Ark, encountering countless individuals and experiencing numerous battles, their judgment of people was naturally keen. They could clearly tell that this haughty young man was not joking. If they dared to resist even one more word, they would meet the same fate as those Dortmund officers earlier.
"Thank you, Your Majesty. From now on, I will be called Jack Sparrow. It's a great name; haha, I like it very much," the effeminate man said, his eyes darting around shiftily as he grinned cheekily.
"Then I'll be Barbossa! Haha, the ship slave Barbossa—not bad, not bad at all!" The iron-legged man also settled down.
Sun Fei could easily see their insincerity and felt somewhat disappointed that his majestic aura had not fully swayed them. However, he knew subduing such unruly individuals was no easy task. He gently clenched his fingers in the air, and strands of golden light emanated from the two men's bodies.
The effeminate man and the iron-legged man jolted violently. In a flash, they leaped up from the deck, their movements swift as lightning as they bolted toward the cabin door.
They were fast, but Robben was faster!
Like a wisp of wind, he instantly blocked the control cabin doorway. With several swift slashes of his blade, dazzling blade light blinded the two men. They felt a killing intent, unlike anything they had ever experienced, rushing toward them, sealing off all escape routes. No matter how cunning they were, they had no choice but to hastily retreat. Just as they thought there was no avoiding it, the blade light abruptly dissipated just a meter away, as if it had never existed.
Stunned, the two immediately understood that this lean swordsman's skill far surpassed theirs. He hadn't intended to kill, only to force them back.
"Ungrateful wretches! His Majesty Alexander shows you favor, and you dare act so recklessly? Are you seeking death?" Robben's face was filled with killing intent; he was genuinely prepared to kill. He had never held any favorable opinion of these selfish, vicious, and belligerent ship slaves. If not for the King's apparent interest in these two, he would have sliced them to pieces long ago.
Jack and Barbossa, unable to escape, retreated and quite shamelessly squatted back down on the floor, behaving obediently.
Sun Fei wore a smile but said nothing more.
Originally, he had no fondness for these beastly ship slaves either. Even if he didn't kill them, he would have certainly driven them away. However, these two individuals bore an uncanny resemblance—not only in appearance but also in personality, mannerisms, speech, and even their deceitful and cunning minds—to the popular characters Captain Jack and Captain Barbossa from that past life's "Pirates of the Caribbean."
Encountering two such amusing clowns was something the King, who had always harbored a bad habit of collecting quirky
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