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Chapter 51: Rage Like Heaven’s Wrath
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​
Sun Fei felt both moved and frantic inside.
He swung his great axe in a sweep, splitting the air currents, the cold light flashing as he pushed back the poisonous snake-like thrust spearheaded by the Three-Star Swordsman Lund. Sun Fei roared angrily: "Pierce, in the name of your King, I order you: immediately take my warriors and withdraw back to Shampoo City! Disobey no further. Rest assured, I have a way to escape alone."
Pierce lowered his head, avoiding Sun Fei’s gaze.
As a soldier of the Royal Guard, he had a thousand reasons to stay and fight alongside his King. It would be acceptable to withdraw only if the King remained invincible as before. But everyone could see that since the emergence of that Three-Star expert among their enemies, Alexander could no longer advance freely. The two were locked in an evenly matched duel, neither gaining an advantage. If the soldiers withdrew now, it would mean abandoning the King in extreme peril. They would rather shed their own blood and die in battle than let the King face such danger.
Evading Sun Fei’s gaze, Pierce and Drogba silently drank water from their canteens. Without waiting for their wounds to fully heal, they suddenly formed a wedge formation, with Pierce at the tip, and launched a fierce charge.
"Your Majesty! The siege ladders and giant stone catapults are destroyed! We'll hold the rear! Please return to the city!" Pierce shouted as he charged.
Sun Fei saw this and fell silent. He didn't respond.
He knew that under such circumstances, even with his royal authority, he couldn’t force these iron-willed warriors to return to the city. He shifted his great axe technique. Abandoning all defense, he opted instead for suicidal, attack-for-attack strikes, each blow aiming directly at the vital spots of Lund.
"Acting out of desperation... Ha! Useless! None of you will survive today!" The Three-Star Swordsman Lund laughed heartily. Seeing victory assured, he felt no need to press Sun Fei hard. His plan was simple: keep these armored foes pinned on the Stone Bridge. With sheer numbers, his forces would eventually exhaust them through attrition.
Sun Fei saw through Lund's plan clearly.
His vision even caught a squad of brightly dressed, black-armored soldiers approaching the bridgehead from the far side. Each carried large quivers and longbows slung at their waists. Despite being over a thousand paces away, the Barbarian's keen instincts screamed that those archers posed a severe, immense threat.
To make matters worse, a sudden, terrifying sensation washed over Sun Fei. This feeling far surpassed the threat felt from the archers. It was a bone-chilling dread, like a vicious venomous serpent silently slithering closer.
Sun Fei’s gaze swept around like lightning. He quickly located the source of the danger.
A dense, black mist was slowly spreading at the bridgehead. Within its shifting depths, a shadowy figure moved. From afar, powerful and fierce Magic fluctuations pulsed. Having experienced Mage Mode, Sun Fei understood Magic fluctuations deeply. He immediately grasped that the power radiating from afar was far beyond his imagination. Even during his encounter with the chief boss Griswold in the Diablo World, he’d never faced such an intense threat.
"That... is a Mage master... Far stronger than Three-Star level!"
Fear seized Sun Fei’s heart.
He knew true danger was imminent.
Unexpectedly, his enemies hid such a superpower, a "boss-level" figure. The situation had deteriorated rapidly. If that black fog entered the Mage’s maximum effective range — likely three hundred meters — neither he nor his twenty-two armored warriors would have the slightest chance of escape.
Worse, the existence of such a powerhouse completely negated their previous efforts. The threat such a Mage posed to Shampoo City dwarfed the damage potential of the six giant stone catapults by at least twenty times.
"Must find a way... Kill that Mage!" Thoughts raced violently through Sun Fei's mind.
Given his current strength, fighting against a lone Three-Star Swordsman was already a tremendous struggle. Trying to assassinate a Mage surpassing Three-Star Strength, especially while protected by the Black Armored Army, seemed impossible — harder than scaling the heavens themselves. Locked in combat with Lund, Sun Fei racked his brain frantically. But momentarily, he drew blanks. None of his modes — Barbarian Mode, Paladin Mode, not even Mage Mode — seemed to hold power adequate enough to stand against such a foe.
Within moments, the white-haired Pierce, Drogba, and the others surged to the forefront. Trying to push past Sun Fei to block Lund, they aimed to create an opportunity for him to escape.
"No more delays!"
Sun Fei hardened his heart.
Time was precious to the extreme right now. Any further delay meant certain annihilation for all.
"ROWRRR!"
Sun Fei unleashed a mighty roar, triggering the Barbarian Skill — Howl once more. A wave of fear-infused psychic energy radiated outwards, throwing the advancing black-armored ranks into chaos. Swinging his axe forcefully to force Lund back, Sun Fei suddenly leaped skyward. Gripping the axe handle with both hands, he brought it down in a crushing overhead blow reminiscent of Mount Tai crushing a foe.
This strike possessed overwhelming momentum, like a meteor plunging from the heavens. So fierce was the friction it generated that sparks exploded from the blade, instantly creating a ferocious turbulence in the air.
Cold sweat broke on Lund’s nape. Faced with such terrifying power, he dared not attempt a direct block.
BOOM!
Sun Fei's axe missed its intended target, instead crashing thunderously onto the Stone Bridge!
Stone shards erupted like shrapnel. The ground-shaking impact deafened ears and horrified all who witnessed it. The entire bridge seemed to tremble violently under the blow. Huge stones beneath fractured and cascaded into the river below like heavy rain, sending towering columns of water erupting skyward wherever they struck!
"Hahaha! Scared, are you? A Three-Star Warrior, yet too cowardly to take a single blow?"
Sun Fei stood tall on the bridge, throwing back his head and laughing scornfully. He pointed his axe menacingly at the Three-Star Swordsman Lund, then positioned himself in full view of the enemy army. He blocked the whole way forward. In that moment, he seemed not like a lone figure but the head of an unstoppable tide, radiating confidence that shook the heavens. Facing such overwhelming, unparalleled pressure, the restless Black Armored Army suddenly felt a profound sense of dread and exhaustion — as if an impassable mountain stood before them.
"Get back!"
Just as abruptly as he stopped laughing, Sun Fei’s expression transformed. His thick arms snapped outward!
Tremendous force surged from his limbs. He shoved Pierce, Drogba, and the others who were rushing to join him BACKWARDS. Against the Barbarian’s terrifying Might, the burly warriors felt like they’d hit an indestructible wall. They stumbled, falling back in disarray.
Then, before anyone could react, Sun Fei leaped skyward again, precisely mirroring his previous maneuver. Channeling every ounce of his strength, he flung himself into a devastatingly mighty, vertical overhead strike!
Under extreme friction, the axe-blade glowed red-hot once more within the air itself. It tore through the atmosphere with scalding fury, cleaving straight towards Lund.
The momentum defied description.
Mid-air, amidst his laughter, Sun Fei bellowed: "Haha! IS THERE ANY BRAVE ENOUGH TO BLOCK MY AXE?!"
None dared step forward.
The Three-Star Swordsman Lund included, the black-armored soldiers scrambled backwards hastily. Nobody among the thousands of the Black Armored Army dared lock blades with such a monster — one who casually shattered their Tower Shield and Dragon Spear Formation. Against this lunatic berserker who fought like a maddened lion, retreat felt like the only option.
Sun Fei, however, showed no intention of stopping.
Again and again he leaped skyward. Again and again, his axe hammered down relentlessly, expending strength without concern, like some enraged primordial beast. His oppressive ferocity grew step by step with every swing. No one dared meet his burning gaze.
BOOM! BOOM!! BOOM!!! BOOM!!!! BOOM!!!!!
"How now? Still not one brave soul?!"
"Hahahaha! Three Thousand Black Armored Soldiers, yet all hide their heads in their pants, eh?!"
"Pah! Lund! What of your 'Warrior’s Honor'?! DO YOU DARE BLOCK ME?!"
"Is there ANYONE among you who dares fight me?!"
With every earth-shattering strike, Sun Fei shouted his taunt and strode forward one pace.
His lofty, dominating demeanor felt like an emperor surveying all beneath heaven. None dared hold his gaze. Every step Sun Fei took was met by trembling ranks of black-armored soldiers stumbling backwards. They dared not provoke his fury. Even the Three-Star Swordsman Lund felt compelled to retreat step by step under the mounting wave of terrifying, unstoppable force Sun Fei projected. He harbored no doubt: if he blocked any of those blows, protected even by his Battle Qi aura, he’d be split cleanly in two. Fear rooted him too deeply.
Seven to eight seconds only passed.
And in that time, Sun Fei unleashed precisely eight consecutive, full-power axe strikes!
Each blow fell like thunder from the heavens crashing down upon the ancient Stone Bridge. Entire edifice shook like an earthquake. Massive stones cracked and tumbled into the raging river below, crushing many [Bloodthirsty Ferocious River Beasts] greedily feasting on corpses in the shallows. In seconds, the river’s surface turned crimson.
The sheer momentum of eight swings forced the entire black-armored mass backwards a staggering sixteen to seventeen meters!
After the eighth strike landed, Sun Fei paused briefly... only to erupt into even louder laughter immediately!
His enemies shrank back fearfully beneath that chilling sound.
Then Sun Fei, wearing absolute contempt, swept his gaze over them — and rather than advancing further, he suddenly leaped BACKWARDS several paces! Once again he soared skyward — the Barbarian Skill, Leap, activated — rising over six meters high. Channeling his entire body’s might into this final, desperate blow, he swung his axe — not towards the enemy army, but down towards the surface of the Stone Bridge BEHIND him!!
CRACK!
The sturdy shaft of the Barbarian’s Great Axe shattered at last, unable to bear the unleashed fury packed within. Its mournful, black spiral pattern handle snapped clean in two amidst a shower of sparks...
And that colossal power slammed into the stone bridge deck.
A concussive thunderclap filled the world! Instinctively, everyone clamped their hands over their ears! Those black-armored soldiers closest and weaker in cultivation instantly ruptured their eardrums — blood gushed freely from their ears. Several more slumped unconscious, losing balance altogether and tumbling headfirst off the bridge into the river below...
A single axe blow wielding rage like Heaven's Fury had struck!
So ferocious the sky and earth seemed to change colors.
After the initial shock, many minds, Pierce and the others included, wrestled with a single, jarring question: Why did Sun Fei spin and shatter the bridge?
The dust and stone fragments slowly settled, allowing clearer sight once more.
Sun Fei stood planted on the fractured stone surface, powerful chest heaving heavily as he gasped for air. Clearly, unleashing such effort took its toll on even him. There was exhaustion written in the lines of his frame.
He stood motionless.
Broken axe handle clutched one-handed, he stared, laughing coldly, at the Three-Star Warrior Lund.
For a long moment, the battlefield fell into its own stunned silence...
Even each person's frantic breathing sounded amplified.
Suddenly...
CRACK!
A faint whisper of sound reached everyone’s ears.
Though as soft as an insect’s hum, it struck their hearts like thunderous drums echoing from the heavens. Panic instantly spread among them. To their horror, they saw a spiderweb of cracks spreading silently beneath Sun Fei’s feet.
In that same second, lightning seemed to flash through many minds. They finally understood Sun Fei’s earlier act—his awe-inspiring nine axe strikes hadn’t aimed to kill enemies, but to secretly shatter the bridge. Unnoticed, the entire structure had become riddled with fractures, poised to collapse.
The stone bridge began to tremble violently.
Crack! Crack! CRACK!
The fissures grew wider and wider.
Huge chunks of stone broke away from below the bridge, roaring as they plunged into the Zuli River a hundred meters down. Jets of water shot skyward like geysers.
“Disaster—! The bridge is breaking apart!”
Seeing this, the Three-Star Swordsman Lund felt terror seize his heart. Even understanding his enemy’s ploy, he could no longer focus on fighting. Channeling his battle energy frantically, he leapt backward. If the bridge fully gave way, even with his Three-Star Warrior strength, falling into the torrent below amidst thousands of snapping jaws of the bloodthirsty violent water beasts meant certain death.
The ranks of Black-Armored Soldiers dissolved into chaos. Men screamed in fear, scrambling backward over one another.
The bridge’s shaking intensified.
Only Sun Fei stood unmoving at its crumbling center.
His mind was ice-cold, rapidly planning his next steps.
Concentrating briefly, he drew a Health Potion and a Stamina Potion from the storage space on his belt. Disguised by the swirls of stone dust and debris, he gulped down the concoctions.
Instantly, his exhaustion vanished. His wounds knit together swiftly.
He returned to peak condition almost instantly—save for the gaping holes in his steel armor and the Great Axe shattered to pieces in his hand. His body bore not a single scar.
The potions from the Diablo World were truly miraculous.
Meanwhile, on the other side, Drogba and Pierce reeled with shock.
To their horror, their King Alexander stood motionless within the collapsing bridge’s central section. Unable to fathom why he hadn’t retreated, they feared he’d exhausted himself utterly. If that bridge fell while he remained, plummeting into the river spelled doom.
“Trouble... Save His Majesty!” the white-haired powerhouse Pierce bellowed, lunging forward recklessly.
The other burly men, eyes burning red, ignored their own bleeding wounds and surged forward desperately.
“All of you, get back! Are you mad?!”
Sole keeper of his calm, the wild-haired giant Drogba sprang into motion. He seized Pierce with startling speed, roaring over the din. “So many men charging back will make the bridge break faster! Find the fastest runner—dash over and carry the King back NOW!”
“I’ll go! I’m fastest!” Pierce yelled, struggling forward again.
“Heh... Not faster than me,” Drogba smirked slyly. Suddenly, he slammed the butt of his axe against Pierce’s skull. The white-haired warrior slumped unconscious. Chuckling as if he’d won some grand prize, Drogba shouted at his stunned comrades while charging onto the crumbling bridge: “Nobody follow! I’m going alone! Haha! Take care of that white-haired fool...”
Drogba bolted like a leopard. As the bridge disintegrated beneath him, his nimbleness defied his massive frame. In moments, he reached Sun Fei. Without a word, he wrapped his arms around the King’s waist, ready to carry him backward.
“What the—Drogba?! Why are you here?!”
Sun Fei snapped out of his deep concentration, startled by the giant bursting through the dust.
“Your Majesty! The bridge—”
Before Sun Fei could respond, the slab beneath them shattered violently. With roaring water and snapping beasts below, they were falling.
“No time!”
Escape was impossible—the path ahead was gone. Sun Fei seized Drogba’s arm. Activating the Barbarian Skill Leap, he stomped hard against the plummeting rock. The force shattered it completely beneath them. Then, gripping Drogba tight, he soared through the air toward safety.
But strangely, he didn’t leap toward Shampoo City on the north bank. Instead... he flew toward the south, where the Black Armored Army waited.
CRASH!
Sun Fei slammed onto still-intact bridge thirty meters away, landing firmly with Drogba.
Gradually, the billowing dust settled.
The tremors faded to stillness.
All witnessed the gap—a sixteen- or seventeen-meter break cleaving the ancient semi-natural bridge at its narrowest point like a sword slash. Below, the Zuli River raged. The chasm was unassailable. For the Black Armored Army, crossing now was impossible. Even Stellar Level experts could only leap it with grappling hooks; ordinary soldiers stood no chance short of growing wings.
Sun Fei and Drogba stood isolated at the gap's edge.
Behind them yawned seventeen meters of frigid, deadly river.
Before them stood a thousand Black-Armored Soldiers, blades and spears gleaming cold, killing intent thick as choking fog.
For the two, it was a death trap—inescapable. Unless their Shampoo City allies could somehow retrieve them, or they slaughtered this entire army themselves... both impossibilities.
Over at Shampoo City, thousands of hearts plummeted.
Royal Guards and civilians stood pale and silent. The Three-Star Warrior Lampard's brow furrowed deeply. Beside him, the ethereally beautiful Angela bit her lip until blood seeped unnoticed; tears streamed down her face. Golden-haired child Gemma sobbed silently into her embrace.
Across the Zuli River, the Silver Masked Man exploded with rage.
The shattered bridge had ruined his imminent conquest of Shampoo City. That seventeen-meter gap was an uncrossable moat for his Black Armored Army.
“KILL THEM! KILL THEM BOTH!” he shrieked, finger quivering toward Sun Fei and Drogba at the abyss's edge. All previous calm and poise vanished as his body trembled uncontrollably. His voice rose to a maddened, undignified screech—no longer the commander, but a frenzy surpassing even a starving beggar's.
Some of his men stared uncomprehendingly, rubbing their eyes. They’d never seen their leader so unhinged.
On the ruined bridge, Three-Star Swordsman Lund assessed the standoff and felt relief swell.
These two were trapped, doomed. Cut off, unable to flee, even Three- or Four-Star Level experts would drown under the tide of lesser soldiers.
Lund sneered. “Pathetic scum! Your end is now! I will shatter every bone! Carve every strip of meat from your bodies! Make you beg for death’s release!”
He strode slowly forward, grinning cruelly.
Behind him, urged on by shouting overseers, the Black-Armored Soldiers advanced grimly into the cold fog of killing intent. An overwhelming pressure descended.
Few men wouldn’t despair facing such odds.
Yet—
“Haah... We’ll likely die today. Any regrets?” Sun Fei ignored the approaching army. He turned to Drogba with a faint smile. “Afraid?”
“Fighting beside a warrior like King Alexander honors the House of Didier!” declared the wounded giant, gripping his axe. His steel-hard eyes unwavering, he stepped boldly in front of Sun Fei, roaring at their enemies: “HAHA! THIS GRANDFATHER HAS SLAIN HIS FILL TODAY! COWARDLY SCUM! TOUCH MY KING? ONLY OVER DROGBA’S CORPSE!”
That shout was thunder from clear ground.
Even the Three-Star Warrior Lund halted mid-step, unnerved by the roar of this beneath-him warrior. Behind him, soldiers recoiled en masse.
In that moment, determination ignited Sun Fei’s blood.
He’d wrestled with this often: Why fight? He but stumbled into this world; its wars and deaths weren’t truly his. He could flee—survive anywhere with his Diablo World powers. Why risk everything? For Angela—delicate yet ethereally beautiful? For men like loyal Brook, fiery Pierce, and soldiers who believed in him fervently? For Shampoo City’s weak and desperate who worshipped him like a god?
Hah! When did I become so grand?
Sun Fei had mocked his choices, wavered repeatedly.
But now, seeing Drogba stand between him and death, seeing their comrades still struggling near Shampoo City's gates? Suddenly, there was no doubt. This was simply... the choice a true king made.
He inhaled the blood-tanged air and stepped beside Drogba. A faint smile touched his lips. “Listen well: Once back, tell Brook and Lampard to hold Shampoo City. Whatever happens—NO ONE LEAVES ITS WALLS! Remember: This is Alexander, your King, commanding it. Disobedience betrays the nation!”
“What? Back? But Sire—” Drogba stammered, confused.
In that instant, Sun Fei ripped the giant’s axe from his grasp. Then, seizing Drogba by the waist, he lifted the huge man bodily. He spun once—a ferocious centrifugal force building. With a mighty grunt, he hurled Drogba outward.
Drogba felt nothing. Everything blurred. Screams of shock surrounded him as he flew—a human cannonball across the impossible gap toward his comrades. It was a masterstroke of Barbarian Might—Sun Fei throwing with impossible precision. Drogba crashed hard onto the bridge on the other side, skidding four or five meters, sparks flying as steel armor met stone. He barely felt bruised through his dizziness as men caught him.
“RETREAT NOW! TRUST YOUR KING—I RETURN ALIVE!”
Sun Fei’s command boomed over the river’s roar, reaching Drogba, Pierce, Brook, Lampard, and Angela’s ears. The echo lingered in heaven and earth.
Instantly after shouting, Sun Fei flung Drogba’s axe aside. Then he launched forward—a tornado tearing across the ground—air whistling as he shot headlong toward Lund and the sea of black.
“I’LL KILL YOU! AAAAAAGH!”
Fury consumed Lund. Seeing yet another enemy escape what appeared hopeless? The rage from constantly being outplayed exploded. Fiery battle energy flared blindingly around him, pushed to its limit.
“HAHA! ONE STRIKE! YOUR HEAD FLIES THIS DAY!” Sun Fei goaded fearlessly, rushing forward.
Mid-charge, he suddenly shifted to Mage Mode. A powerful aura of magic surrounded him; heat shimmered the air.
Whoosh!
Streaks of crimson Firebolts shot toward Lund.
Then came crackling arcs—Charged Bolts—surging from Sun Fei's palms.
Before any impact—Whoosh-CRACKLE!
A vortex of frigid Ice Bolt spun viciously through the heat, trailing frozen mist as it hurtled at Lund.
Without pause, Sun Fei spent his entire magic reserve and snapped back to Barbarian Mode, accelerating.
Golden light flared.
He summoned his Barbarian off-hand into being: the Storm Piercer Short Sword and Soul Emblem Small Round Shield materialized instantly in his hands.
Meanwhile, Lund was reeling. Magical attacks? This enemy was a Sorceress too?! Terror joined rage. But Three-Star prowess prevailed—barely. He dodged the Firebolts. Stumbling into balance, he raised his blade against the Charged Bolts. They burst violently—stinging silver lightning snaking onto him instantly. Numbness spread. He slowed.
Frantically, Lund summoned Fire Element Battle Qi to purge the lightning venom. Before he could retaliate, the Ice Bolt smashed into him.
THUD!
Frost encased his armor. Even Three-Star strength couldn't break free instantly. Then—a flash of gold. A chilling sensation crossed his neck.
He had the strangest feeling he was flying. His gaze fell downward—he saw his own body far below... the head above its neck mysteriously gone... gushing crimson like some gruesome fountain...
I... was beheaded?
Blackness swallowed that final thought.
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The land was quiet, the sky was blue, and white clouds drifted slowly.
At the head of the stone bridge.
Sun Fei stood tall like a spear. In his right hand was a golden short sword. On his left forearm was a small, translucent round shield covered in barbs. He held the head of the Three-Star Swordsman Lund in his left hand. Blood dripped steadily onto the stone bridge, leaving a trail of crimson marks...
Behind Sun Fei, blood surged like a fountain from the neck of Lund's headless body. The long sword in the corpse's hand clattered to the ground with a sharp ring. Then, the body that had possessed immense power just a second before slowly toppled forward limply, like rotten wood.
A Three-Star Warrior, unable to even parry a single strike? He'd been separated from his head.
Lund's head, still held aloft, had eyes wide open. He seemed unable to comprehend what had happened. The ferocious grin on his lips was slowly freezing, and then his eyes lost their light.
In life, he was a mighty Three-Star Warrior, whom no ordinary warrior could defeat.
Dead, he was no different from a stray dog.
Standing firm, a cold sneer at the corners of his eyes, Sun Fei advanced step by step. His steps were light, but with every single pace he took forward, the Black-Armored Soldiers opposite him, already overwhelmed by shock and extreme panic, stepped back an entire ten paces in terror...
No domineering words came. No sharp glare pierced them.
Sun Fei simply walked forward, quiet and steady.
He didn't even look at the hundreds of enemies blocking his path. His gaze looked past these Black-Armored Soldiers, who were as frightened as stray dogs, focusing instead on the dark, swirling mist at the far end of the bridge. Strong waves of magic emanated slowly from within that black vapor, intensifying the feeling of danger in his heart.
"How do I kill this Mage?"
Sun Fei rapidly pondered in his mind.
The battle moments ago, though seemingly effortless, hadn't been easy for him.
He’d first switched to [Mage Mode], using the only three skills currently available: [Firebolt] to attract and scatter his opponent’s attention, the electric [Charged Bolt] to exploit its paralyzing effect on nerves and hinder movement, and immediately followed with the ice-based [Icebolt] to freeze the opponent's bodily reaction. The entire sequence had been precisely calculated down to the split second, flawlessly executed, enabling him to cut down the troublesome Three-Star Swordsman Lund in one swoop.
In terms of actual strength, Sun Fei was still slightly inferior to Lund. However, the bizarre skills of the characters from the Diablo World were endless. By catching Lund completely off guard—preparing meticulously against an unsuspecting foe—Sun Fei had succeeded in challenging and defeating a Three-Star Swordsman above his level.
But the figure shrouded in the black mist at the bridgehead possessed power far surpassing Lund's. Plus, Sun Fei had already exposed nearly all his trump cards in the previous fights. Undoubtedly, the mysterious Mage had taken note. Trying to rely solely on the special Diablo skills to plot a sneak attack again wouldn't work now that the opponent was on guard. What’s more, faced with an absolute disparity in power, any scheming was like fishing the moon from water—a futile trick.
Thousands of thoughts raced through Sun Fei’s mind, yet his feet never stopped moving.
He slowly advanced step by step. Facing him, the Black-Armored Soldiers were like mice confronted by a lion, retreating uncontrollably step by step. Their courage to even look him in the face had evaporated. The previous series of unbelievable feats by this blood-soaked Demon God—especially the terrifying sight of him casually decapitating the Three-Star Swordsman moments ago—had utterly shattered this elite troop's fighting spirit. They were approaching complete collapse.
Drip, drip.
Thick, scarlet blood mixed with flecks of white bone fragments slid down his deformed, battered armor. Wherever Sun Fei walked, he left a path of shocking bloodstains. He placed a foot down as if strolling along a country path, without any imposing presence. Yet the frightened Black-Armored Soldiers retreated like a receding tide, incredibly fast. Even the executioner squads chopping with steel swords behind them couldn't halt their collapse. Some soldiers, eyes bloodshot, even chose to overwhelm and kill the executioners in their desperate rush to escape.
"Aaahhhhhhh! Archers! Shoot him dead! Shoot him dead now!"
From afar, the Silver Masked Man saw Lund, the Three-Star Swordsman, get beheaded by that [Armored Monster]. Darkness swam before his eyes as he screamed furiously. Staring at the fifteen-to-sixteen-meter gap in the bridge in the distance, the Silver Masked Man felt like crying but couldn't, his heart turning cold. He knew, at this point, the battle could be considered over. Shampoo City had become an unconquerable fortress. For him, the Silver Masked Man, there had been a thousand, ten thousand ways to easily conquer Shampoo City. Yet, even he couldn't understand why he had ultimately lost so disastrously. Throughout the battle, he believed his strategies were sound, never slackening, treating it with the utmost seriousness by using overwhelming force against a weaker opponent... Still, he had lost. Completely. Terribly. Losses were devastating.
Watching that figure slowly advancing step by step across the broken bridge, unopposed, the Silver Masked Man suddenly jolted. It seemed then that he finally realized what he’d neglected in this battle—he had never imagined the enemy King could grow so outrageously fast. Yesterday, he’d barely managed to repel Lund. But today? He tore back and forth among a thousand elite soldiers, unmatched, slicing off Lund's head with a casual wave.
One single day. From One-Star strength to Three-Star?
This unforeseen variable, unimaginable to everyone, had become the decisive Farad tipping the entire battle. It made all of the Silver Masked Man's previous meticulous strategies effectively aid the enemy... Otherwise, why would he ever have deployed the Black Armored Army’s formation on such a narrow, elongated stone bridge?
But how was this possible?
Could it be... that guy advanced two levels in a single day?
The pupils in the Silver Masked Man’s eyes contracted sharply. He was stunned by his own conjecture. If true... what kind of monstrous being was that guy? Was he the God of War reincarnated?
"No! Such a person absolutely cannot remain in this world! Otherwise..."
A cold sweat covered the Silver Masked Man from head to toe as he imagined the bloody storms this enemy would unleash if allowed to mature. Unprecedented fear surged into his heart. He could no longer care about the hooded figure's earlier demand for a live captive. He screamed frantically, his voice shrill with terror, issuing commands to the heavy archer battalion in the distance: "Relay my orders! Armor-Piercing Heavy Arrows! Fire! Fire at that guy! Quick... quicker! Now! Immediately!"
Swift, sssssssswift—!
Perhaps this was the single military order the Silver Masked Man issued today that was promptly obeyed and achieved its purpose. With his command, countless bowstrings vibrated violently through the air, leaving afterimages. Amidst the faint trembling sound, black Armor-Piercing Heavy Arrows tipped with white fletching shot forth. They whistled sharply through the air like a swarm of hungry, bloodsucking leeches, laughing ferociously as they blotted out the sky, casting dark shadows over the broken bridge.
"Damn it!"
Seeing this, the cloaked figure hidden within the black mist at the bridgehead cursed in anger and frustration. He wanted to capture the target alive to unravel the secret of freely changing between different forces. But after this wave of bloodthirsty Armor-Piercing Heavy Arrows, even if the guy was made of solid iron, he probably wouldn’t survive.
On the broken bridge.
Sun Fei abruptly looked up. He saw the sky-obscuring arrow rain descending—the call of the God of Death... The enemy was firing indiscriminately, regardless of their own soldiers caught within!
In the heart of the crisis, he only had time to instinctively raise the [Soul Emblem Small Round Shield] to protect his handsome face. Then came a cacophony like countless heavy hammers pounding his body—
Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang!
—along with sharp waves of intense pain...
Simultaneously, agonized screams erupted across the bridge.
Countless Black-Armored Soldiers, pierced by their allies' heavy arrows, wailed as they crashed to the ground. Like saplings felled by a lumberjack's axe, they fell one after another without any struggle. Blood sprayed wildly; cries of pain filled the sky. The bloodthirsty arrows pierced soldiers' eyes, thighs, skulls, chests, feet... A few grievously wounded, not yet dead, screamed and cried, crawling towards the shore, dragging long trails of blood beneath them.
The entire broken bridge instantly became a veritable hell of Asura.
In the distance, on a hill south of the far shore, the Silver Masked Man stood watching tensely. He ignored the anguished cries, curses, and pleas of his soldiers writhing in blood, as though completely blind to them. Only that single figure held the entire focus of his gaze.
However, what filled him with renewed shock and fury was the sight, after the first wave of Armor-Piercing Heavy Arrows blanketed the bridge—the figure there, armor completely stained crimson with gore—was still thrashing wildly! Still swinging that short sword and round shield! He didn't seem mortally wounded at all!
"Archers! Don't stop! Keep firing!"
Swift, sssssssswift—!
The arrow rain swallowed the heavens. Amidst the oppressive black haze, specks of cold light dotted the sky, as beautiful as stars on a solitary night, yet accompanied by soul-jarring shrieks as they continued their deadly flight towards the bridge.
Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang!
The Armor-Piercing Heavy Arrows mercilessly harvested all life within their zone. Arrowheads tore viciously into everything they could, gouging out terrifyingly large potholes in the stone bridge surface.
The deadly projectiles followed relentlessly, whistling down again and again.
Soon, no living soul remained on the broken bridge. Soldiers who had been writhing and crying out moments before were now beyond death. Each body was densely studded with white-feathered arrows, looking like human-sized porcupines.
The Silver Masked Man’s eyes remained fixed on the figure at the bridgehead.
Finally, the scene he desperately craved unfolded—that demon-like silhouette stopped its frantic thrashing. His body was completely covered in arrows. From a distance, he resembled a standing white porcupine. A loud metallic clang echoed as his short sword and shield clattered to the ground and vanished. Then... the figure... at last toppled forward, seemingly resisting even in death.
"He's dead! Hahahaha! Finally dead... he's finally dead!"
The Silver Masked Man trembled, overcome by hysterical laughter. He doubled over laughing, tears streaming down his face—whether of joy or sorrow was unclear. Finally, he collapsed to his knees on the ground, his laughter turning into harsh, rasping sobs... until his laughter became outright weeping.
He clawed at the green grass on the hill, tears overflowing uncontrollably from beneath the silver mask.
He was finally dead.
That guy was finally dead.
But his elite Black Armored Army of three thousand was also finished. Not only had he suffered devastating losses, but the surviving soldiers were thoroughly demoralized—each one scared witless, probably never to pick up a weapon for battle again. What drove him close to madness when thinking about it was the loss of over half his personal escort of One-Star Black Knights and the death of the Three-Star Warrior, Lund.
The Silver Masked Man had been nearly driven mad by that Demon God-like figure.
On the battlefield, watching that figure finally crumple, the Black-Armored Soldiers gasped, clutching their throats as if the grip of the God of Death had abruptly released them. It was as if a colossal mountain pressing on their hearts had been removed. The shadow of death finally vanished. Some soldiers, minds breaking under the strain, actually started laughing while tears streamed down their faces.
Before this, they could never have imagined that a single man, just one person, could push an army to such a point of utter collapse.
The hooded figure at the bridgehead, seething with anger, had to forcefully restrain himself from marching over to confront the Silver Masked Man when he saw his state of collapse. His expression shifted through several shades of rage before settling. He finally turned and commanded the nearby soldiers, who stood frozen and stupid: "You few! Carry that guy’s corpse to my tent."
The Mage's authoritative tone shook the near-catatonic soldiers back to awareness. Several stronger ones immediately scrambled to heave the porcupine-like corpse bristling with heavy arrows off the ground. They lugged the body, dripping blood, and followed after the hooded man.
The corpse was immensely heavy. Combined with the shattered steel armor and embedded arrows, it weighed close to three hundred pounds. The Black-Armored Soldiers strained under its weight, sweating profusely. They couldn't even bring themselves to glance at the body. An aura of unrelieved murderous intent still radiated from it, seeming ready to shatter their very souls. Soldiers followed the hooded man with utmost trepidation.
"You may go. Whatever happens, no one is to disturb me."
Upon reaching a sinister black tent, the hooded man quietly commanded the soldiers to place the corpse dead center in the tent. His voice was raw. The soldiers scrambled out of the tent as if fleeing death itself. Inside, the air was thick with damp, moldy decay and the faint, underlying stench of corpses. Sharp, strange tools and various jars littered the space, resembling a butcher's shop. No one in the Black Armored Army would willingly spend an extra second inside this tent.
The hooded man secured the tent flap. Still not satisfied, he meticulously set up several small defensive Magic Arrays at the entrance. A flickering blue flame then shot from his hand, igniting a hanging brazier inside the tent. The blue flame cast eerie, shifting light, filling the tent with a bone-chilling coldness—an atmosphere straight from the depths of Hell.
"Kekekekeke..."
The hooded man’s laughter screeched like a night owl. His eyes gleamed with manic light as they fixed upon the corpse lying on the floor before him.
"A pity," he rasped, his voice thick with regret but also greed, "to not have captured him alive... Nevertheless, fortunate that I am versed in the magic of the Undead. Perhaps dissecting this lad... shall reveal the secrets of transforming powers from differing attributes? Kekekeke!" His voice became a ragged whisper. "Master that... and I might smash the bottleneck that trapped me for years! Ascend to a Five-Star Mage! Further still? Breaking through Stellar Level to become a Moon-level Expert... it could be within reach! Kekekekeke!"
His breath hitched with excitement, all constraint gone. He bent over the corpse immediately, eager, his gnarled, skeletal fingers reaching clumsily for the buckles of the shredded armor—ready to pry, cut, discover...
However... just as he fumbled the corpse onto its back... just as his finger, twitching with anticipation, brushed the first fastener... the laughter snuffed out. His frozen grin vanished. Dread—utterly new, inexpressibly pure terror—shattered across his face.
Not even his cold, calculative mind was immune to it.
Not because he was inherently cowardly.
Any human being would react the same way – suddenly seeing a corpse, declared dead, erupt into a blood-smeared grin aimed directly at you... anyone's sanity would fracture instantly. The hooded man's body reacted.
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"You... you can't be... Are you still alive?"
The man in the black cloak seemed to have seen a ghost, and the next moment his whole body began to tremble.
What happens when a mage, completely off guard, lets a warrior like a demon get this close to them? The black-cloaked man's face turned pale instantly. Then, a thick, swirling black mist appeared out of nowhere, spreading wildly, trying to shield his body. It was like a drowning man desperately trying to grab a small raft that was just within reach. For mages, their fragile bodies made them rely on magic to protect themselves most of the time. It was a habit.
A string of complex, obscure syllables spilled quickly from his mouth, but...
Bang!
With just one punch, Sun Fei instantly put an end to the black-cloaked man's struggles. The low hum of his chanting stopped abruptly, like a crowing rooster being strangled by the neck. Soon after, the thick black mist that was covering him hadn't even fully spread before it vanished into thin air.
The black-cloaked man's mouth hung open.
Clear drool and white foam uncontrollably sprayed out of his mouth, which should have been used to chant noble magic spells. Like a violated maiden, his eyes held a look of disbelief, and both his hands tightly covered... his crotch.
"God, the little bird really is the most fragile part of a man's body!"
Sun Fei chuckled darkly, blowing on his fist. While shamelessly marveling in his heart, he didn't forget to seize the moment. He jumped up quickly and gave the black-cloaked man's crotch another hard kick.
With that kick, the black-cloaked man's entire body stiffened. A hoarse, growling sound, like that of a dying beast, came from his throat. He then collapsed limply onto his back on the ground. The black cloak slipped away, revealing a face as gaunt as a skull. The skin was dry and tightly stretched over his skull. His head was completely bald, without a single hair... As his vital spot suffered one ruthless blow after another, the poor Four-Star Mage's face kept changing colors, from pale white to dark black, and then to sour green... The dignified Four-Star Mage was in so much pain that tears fell from his eyes. He writhed back and forth on the ground a few times, curling up like a large shrimp, before passing out cold.
"Damn! Trying to copy my act and play dead?"
Taking down a Four-Star Mage so easily made Sun Fei a bit skeptical. To make sure the 'human-skin skeleton' wasn't faking, he walked over and, after a moment's thought, spat. With a sinister grin, he kicked the other's crotch once more. A faint cracking sound was heard, as if some eggs had broken.
"He really is knocked out cold."
Sun Fei finally breathed a sigh of relief. His tightly strung nerves relaxed, and the pressure in his heart finally disappeared. He felt much lighter, plopping down on the ground and panting heavily.
He never expected things to go so smoothly, far beyond even his best previous expectations.
In the earlier battle, when Sun Fei spotted powerful archers among the Black Armored Army in the distance, an idea struck him. He came up with a desperate plan to fake his death. Because he had a set of Heavy Knight Armor and could summon the gear of his Level 12 Barbarian anytime—especially the Arctic Fur from the Arctic set, which was cloth armor with extremely high defense—the combination of both sets of armor should allow him to survive under those powerful arrows. Next, if he could just play dead and get mixed into the Black Armored Army camp, then find a chance to launch a surprise attack, there was probably a fifty to sixty percent chance he could take out this terrifying Four-Star Mage.
Originally, Sun Fei was worried about how to get close to the black-cloaked man for a sneak attack after faking his death. Who knew this guy was just born unlucky? He actually delivered himself right to his doorstep, ordering soldiers to carry his 'corpse' into the tent. And just moments ago, he was even lecherously trying to get handsy...
"Guess good luck just won't be stopped... Ah haha, I truly am the Super Luck King!"
Sun Fei gleefully removed the heavily damaged steel armor he was wearing, revealing the Barbarian set underneath. The Black-Armored Soldiers' Armor-Piercing Heavy Arrows were indeed powerful; they even left many dents and scars on the Arctic Fur. The force of the arrows had penetrated the armor, causing Sun Fei's body quite a bit of injury.
"Damn it, playing dead is skilled work too!"
Sun Fei took out a Health Potion from his Belt Space and took a small sip. The injuries all over his body visibly healed rapidly, and that bone-deep pain quickly disappeared. Not daring to finish the potion, he put it back with about one-sixth left.
After recovering, Sun Fei began to take a look around the pitch-black tent. The air was filled with a strange, foul odor, as if countless rotting animal corpses were decomposing and fermenting here. Under the eerie glow of the blue flames, everything in the tent flickered in and out of view, appearing incredibly creepy and sinister.
Sun Fei's gaze finally fell on a few long black ropes.
His eyes lit up, and he decided to tie up this unconscious Four-Star Mage. He wouldn't kill the unlucky guy just yet. In Sun Fei's eyes, maybe a live Four-Star Mage was far more valuable than a corpse. As long as everything was under his control, the knowledge in a mage's mind was a treasure to anyone. Shampoo City was a small, remote town. Even Brook and others couldn't clearly explain many things about the Azeroth Continent. Sun Fei wanted to get more information from this mage's mouth.
Holding the rope, Sun Fei laughed shamelessly: "Wahahaha, how should I deal with this old thing? Wrist Tie? Tortoise Shell Bind? Peach Bind? Standing Body Tie? Or Spread-Eagle Tie? Hanging Ankle Tie? Or Single Leg Tie?"
Tying up prisoners was definitely highly skilled work. If done poorly, the tied person could easily struggle free. But this wasn't a problem for 'Master Sun Fei', who had frequently watched certain twisted island nation's BDSM films in his previous life. Sun Fei's brain remembered at least seventy-two different BDSM tying techniques. Although the Four-Star Mage's body was far from those fresh, curvaceous island beauties, Sun Fei didn't mind using this chance to turn the theories he'd never had time to practice into reality.
A few minutes later.
"Huff huff, finally done!" Sun Fei clapped his hands, proudly looking at his handiwork.
The unlucky Four-Star Mage was tied up by Sun Fei like a human meat dumpling. Sun Fei used at least six cow tendon ropes and twelve tying methods. In the end, he even painstakingly applied the most notorious and vicious tying technique, rumored to be the pinnacle of BDSM—the Sealed Bind. When looping the rope around the mage's mouth, Sun Fei deliberately tied several huge knots, like a ball gag, stuffing them into the mage's mouth. This ensured that even if the mage woke up, he wouldn't be able to chant spells.
Of course, that wasn't all.
Sun Fei was a very cautious guy. To further ensure safety, he shamelessly found a short, thick wooden stick in the tent. Without mercy, he used the stick to assault the Four-Star Mage's rear, shoving it in and connecting the stick to the ropes. If the mage struggled even slightly, the ropes would tug the stick, subjecting him to inhuman, repeated assaults. That kind of extreme pain would be enough to make even the toughest man pass out again instantly.
After doing all this, Sun Fei was still a bit uneasy.
After all, the power of a Four-Star Mage was truly immense. What if this guy had some way to undo the ropes... Sun Fei thought for a moment, then simply broke the mage's limb bones directly. Watching the unconscious mage violently struggle and spit out a string of bloody foam, he estimated the mage wouldn't wake up for a while. Then, with a cold laugh, he began his next plan.
...
...
The Black Armored Army Barracks.
The soldiers were already busy packing up the camp, preparing to retreat. Ten minutes earlier, a scout had come galloping back with a report: traces of the Zenit Empire's main army were spotted on the distant plains, likely heading towards Shampoo City. This forced the Silver Masked Man to give up on continuing the attack on Shampoo City—in fact, the Silver Masked Man himself understood that the arrival of the Zenit Empire's support forces provided a convenient excuse to back down. Once the Stone Bridge was broken, the Black Armored Army's assault was no longer feasible.
Moreover, almost all the Black-Armored Soldiers were unwilling to face this city again. Everything that had happened earlier had completely shattered the courage of these elite soldiers. Right now, they only wanted to leave this devilish place as quickly as possible and never see that castle across the river again.
The entire camp was bustling and chaotic.
Outside the entrance of the black-cloaked man's tent stood two tall, sturdy Black-Armored Soldiers. They were guards the Silver Masked Man had given to his teacher. Both stood straight at the door, terrified that even a little laziness might be noticed by the robed mage inside. Before this, fourteen soldiers had already been captured by the black-cloaked mage for live experiments. Those fourteen unlucky souls had clearly suffered unimaginable torments before death; their beast-like wails and screams had given the entire camp's soldiers nightmares.
The two of them only hoped this attack would end quickly and the army would withdraw, so they wouldn't have to guard this devilish mage any longer.
Just then—
Whoosh.
The heavy cloth flap of the tent was pulled aside, and someone stepped out.
The two soldiers hurriedly turned and saluted. But when they saw the face of the person coming out, their bodies turned cold, their faces pale, their lips quivering. Their teeth chattered together in a series of clicking sounds; they couldn't even speak a word.
Thump!
After shaking for a few seconds, one of the Black-Armored Soldiers simply rolled his eyes back and fainted from fear. The other performed slightly better but still trembled all over as if shaking off fleas. His mind went blank, pointing a finger as if he'd seen an undead. He even felt a bit envious of his companion who had passed out—to not know anything suddenly was better, at least not having to face this demon god with a clear mind.
"Brother, can you show me the way? Which one is your leader's tent?" Sun Fei, afraid he might scare this guy to death too, put on what he thought was a bright and friendly smile. Patting the soldier's shoulder, he asked in his kindest voice.
The soldier trembled all over, unable to utter a word. He could only barely lift a hand and point into the distance towards a large black tent about fifty meters away. Then, with a thud, he finally got his wish, foaming at the mouth as he passed out.
Pah!
Sun Fei looked towards the distant tent and spat fiercely. Surrounded by enemies in the camp, he didn't bother hiding or sneaking. He strode over confidently. With the Four-Star Mage dealt with, no one here was a match for him anymore.
A few dozen seconds later, someone in the camp finally noticed Sun Fei barging through.
But no one made a sound.
Clang! Clang!
Throughout the entire camp, almost every soldier who saw Sun Fei acted as if they'd seen the most terrifying magical beast. Their faces instantly turned snow-white; their bodies shivered with cold. They couldn't even hold their weapons, dropping them to the ground. As if under a freezing spell, they trembled on the spot, collectively doing the 'flea dance' as they watched Sun Fei walk towards the large tent at the center of the camp.
The atmosphere became eerily quiet.
...
...
On the ramparts of Shampoo City.
"God..."
"This can't be..."
"His Majesty Alexander..."
The moment they saw the Armor-Piercing Heavy Arrows cover the broken bridge in the distance, many people instantly burst into tears, weeping as if all the strength had been drained from their bodies. Lampard said nothing, leaping directly off the city wall with a whoosh. Angela turned pale, letting out a soft groan before fainting and collapsing into the arms of the blonde little Lori Gemma...
The sun in the sky suddenly lost its brilliance.
Everyone felt darkness fall before their eyes. It was as if something had collapsed in that moment. The soldiers of the Royal Guard and the commoners didn't even have the strength to stand; their weapons fell to the ground. They rushed down the city wall like madmen, heading towards the city gate. Everyone wanted to charge onto the broken bridge. Even if they died, they had to get across and retrieve their king. No one believed that King Alexander, blessed by the God of War, could just die like that. He must still be alive. He must!
Among the crowd, only a few stood quietly in place, their expressions varied, eyes flickering.
The herald Bazel under the watchtower by the city gate could hardly contain his excitement. This was great; that guy was finally dead. To be honest, the strength Alexander had shown in the previous battles had given him an unprecedented sense of shock and threat. He hadn't expected that the ever-crazed young king could be so powerful. Could it be that Alexander's foolish appearance before was just an act? Just thinking in that direction made Bazel break out in a cold sweat. The more he watched the battle on the bridge, the more terrified he became... Now it was good. Using the enemy's hand, he had finally eliminated Alexander. Moreover, with the Stone Bridge broken, the Black Armored Army could no longer threaten Shampoo City. It was like killing two birds with one stone. His next plans could be perfectly realized now.
Beside Bazel, the fat pig Gerger wore a smile.
Alexander, you idiot, you're finally dead, haha. An idiot is still an idiot; what does it matter if you returned to normal? Still rushing forward foolishly like a stupid pig, even fighting for those lowly commoners? And in the end, weren't you pierced by countless arrows?
Gerger glanced back at Angela, who had fainted in Gemma's arms, licked his lips. A lewd, venomous look surged wildly in his eyes. If Brook hadn't been closely guarding Angela, perhaps Gerger would have already been itching to do something...
...
...
Inside the large black tent.
The Silver Masked Man sat weakly in the central stone chair. Looking at the remaining nine Black Knights, he said quietly: "Prepare to retreat. Kill all seriously injured soldiers who can't follow—silence them. We can't let the Zenit Empire trace our origins. Clean up the battlefield thoroughly; absolutely cannot leave any trace... I swear, one day, I, Mateja Kežman, will lead the Eindhoven iron cavalry to crush this little city!"
By the end, the Silver Masked Man was practically gnashing his teeth.
But just then, something no one expected happened—
A sharp force whistled from afar, ripping the entire large black tent in two with a whoosh. The tent collapsed to both sides. Bright light poured down from above. Everything inside the large tent was exposed.
"You probably won't have the chance to go back."
A cold voice came from the distance. The Silver Masked Man's pupils contracted sharply. He was horrified to discover that the figure that made him tremble, the one who should have been dead, was actually walking slowly, step by step, towards him. A bloody, murderous aura rushed over him, making it hard for him to breathe for a moment.
"You..." The Silver Masked Man's face showed disbelief: "You're not dead?"
"Of course I'm not dead, hehe. So you will die!"
Sun Fei approached step by step, his eyes sharp as knives. This was his first time seeing the Silver Masked Man, but from the noble clothing the other wore and how carefully the Black Knights protected him in the middle, he could guess that this guy with the silver mask was the leader of the Black Armored Army—also the one who led the attack and killed hundreds of Shampoo City's people, the chief culprit. Because of this, Sun Fei absolutely would not let such a blood-soaked guy get away.
Sun Fei didn't feel much energy fluctuation from this Silver Masked Man—around the Two-Star Level. Such strength posed no threat to Sun Fei. He was confident he could kill the Silver Masked Man instantly.
No soldiers around dared to approach. The Silver Masked Man and the eight Black Knights under him seemed so isolated.
"Attack! Kill him for me!"
The Silver Masked Man waved his hand, gnashing his teeth. The eight Black Knights charged at Sun Fei without the slightest hesitation. Even though they knew their strength meant they were just rushing to their deaths, the long-ingrained authority of the Silver Masked Man made them not dare to delay.
"Die—!"
Sun Fei's eyes turned cold. He suddenly accelerated.
His body left afterimages in the air. As he got close to the Black Knights, with a thought, a flash of white light appeared. The Barbarian's magical equipment, the Storm Piercer Short Sword and the Soul Emblem Small Round Shield, appeared in his hands. Then, with a 180-degree super spin, the golden short sword in his hand became a ray of golden light.
Ssss! Ssss! Ssss!
Eight soft sounds. The bodies of the eight Black Knights stiffened instantly where they stood. Sun Fei's feet didn't pause for a moment; his figure turned into a furious whirlwind, violently sweeping towards the Silver Masked Man. His eyes were cold as knives; raging fire burned in his heart.
"Haha, here he comes! Let me kill you with my own hands!"
The Silver Masked Man mustered his courage. Blue magical energy flickered around him, condensing into a basketball-sized ice ball covered in sharp edges. With a fierce shout, he shot the ice ball towards Sun Fei's figure. At the same time, visible icicles spun and howled around him, completely protecting his body.
In an instant, both offense and defense were ready.
The Silver Masked Man was actually a Two-Star Level ice mage, and it seemed he had plenty of combat experience too. In the blink of an eye, he made the most correct choice.
Crack!
The ice ball indeed hit that hateful figure.
The Silver Masked Man's face showed ecstatic delight. As long as this ice ball froze that frenzied figure and hindered him even a little, he would then have numerous magic items to cast continuously, easily finishing off this opponent who made him gnash his teeth in hatred.
But—
The furious whirlwind charging forward didn't slow down at all. Unbelievably fast, it reached the Silver Masked Man in an instant. The golden short sword came at him like the summons of the God of Death.
"Ahhhhhhhh..."
In that critical moment, the Silver Masked Man roared madly.
He channeled all his magical power desperately. Countless icicles swirled violently, forming a crystalline shield trying to block that fatal golden short sword. But what made the Silver Masked Man's soul almost flee in terror was that the golden short sword only paused slightly before, carrying the scent of death, pierced through the icicle shield like lightning.
Sss—!
The golden light was cold and merciless, piercing through the Silver Masked Man's throat with one stab.
In the next moment, the last glimmer of life faded from the eyes beneath the Silver Masked Man's mask. Until death, he couldn't believe it—he, who stood so high, destined to write his legend on the Azeroth Continent and inherit the empire's hegemony... actually died here?
"Pah... still wearing a mask? Making you show off for me."
Sun Fei grabbed the hilt of the golden short sword, spat disdainfully, and ignored the ice debris stuck on him. Kicking the Silver Masked Man's corpse away, he pulled out the short sword. He scanned the surrounding Black-Armored Soldiers, who were all standing frozen in shock. At the same time, the eight Black Knights who had been standing stiffly nearby collapsed to the ground—they had already been killed by the golden short sword in Sun Fei's hand.
"Hurry up and get lost!" Sun Fei roared angrily.
The thousand or so Black-Armored Soldiers felt as if granted amnesty, screaming in terror as they turned and fled madly, wishing their parents had given them two more legs...
Just then, loud military horn sounds suddenly came from the distant plains. A huge, dark mass of cavalry, shaking the earth with their thundering advance, came galloping towards Shampoo City.
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Chapter 54: The King's Return
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Sun Fei’s face changed expression.
He jumped onto a high mound and looked into the distance. At the horizon where the lush green plain met the blue sky, countless silver banners suddenly appeared. The banners fluttered and danced in the wind, like roaring silver dragons. Immediately after, the ground beneath his feet began to tremble. Then, countless knights in silver armor, like heavenly soldiers, galloped furiously, surging toward Shampoo City like a tidal wave.
"Judging by their might, there are at least six hundred powerful knights... I wonder if they are the reinforcements from the Zenit Empire that Brook mentioned, or backup summoned by the Silver Masked Man?"
Sun Fei observed carefully.
He quickly noticed that when these suddenly appearing silver-armored knights saw the fleeing soldiers of the Black Armored Army, they did not slow their charge at all. Instead, to the sound of a loud bugle, they immediately began a ruthless slaughter. Where their iron hooves fell, flesh splattered; swords and spears gleamed coldly under the light. It was truly like a tiger charging into a flock of sheep. Over a thousand fleeing Black-Armored Soldiers, amidst their screams, put up no resistance at all; it was completely one-sided carnage.
"Whew... good. It looks like they might be reinforcements from the Zenit Empire."
Sun Fei felt a bit relieved.
He thought for a moment, then jumped down from the high mound and turned back to enter the mysterious black-clothed person's tent. He was surprised to find signs of struggle
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