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​
Sun Fei clenched his fist excitedly. Sure enough, he could enter the [Nightmare Difficulty]. Seems his previous guess was right. Following this pattern, after conquering [Nightmare Difficulty], the legendary ultimate tier—[Hell Difficulty]—must be next, right?
Mind racing, Sun Fei chose the [Nightmare Difficulty].
Bzzzzzz.
The scene shifted before him. That sensation of traversing a time-space tunnel returned. Unlike his first entry into the World of Diablo, this time felt endless, ancient—as if crossing countless centuries. When his surroundings finally stabilized, Sun Fei found himself at the first major map of the World of Diablo: the [Rogue Encampment].
Gloomy skies painted everything gray.
Just like in the old computer games from his past life, Sun Fei appeared before the camp’s bonfire. About twenty meters away lay the familiar space of his [Personal Stash].
Based on his past life’s gaming knowledge, the [Nightmare Difficulty] essentially repeated all quests from the five acts under earlier [Normal Difficulty], with nearly identical storyline. The only difference: monsters and demons in this tier were vastly stronger.
In other words, Sun Fei’s current power meant slaying the final boss, Baal, in [Normal Difficulty] was merely a matter of time with no real danger. But under [Nightmare Difficulty], it’d be different. Monsters’ strength multiplied exponentially. Even a lone [Fallen] outside the camp could threaten him. Facing a horde? He’d have to sprint for his life—staying meant certain death.
Of course, stronger monsters brought great advantages.
Experience gained per kill multiplied dramatically. Monsters also dropped piles of equipment and Gold Coins far surpassing the amounts from Normal Difficulty. For Sun Fei, desperate to grow stronger, this bounty felt like a dying desert traveler stumbling upon an oasis.
Sun Fei’s sole question about this new tier revolved around the NPCs: what roles would they take?
Would they possess intellect? Would he encounter a second Ileena, a second Acarra, a second tricky Elder Kane in the current [Rogue Encampment]—all identical to those from the previous difficulty tier? Or... were they those same people?
Honestly, Sun Fei deeply resisted the idea of befriending ‘replicas’.
In his mind, he desperately hoped they were unique individuals—as singular as anyone in the real world, however humble, not mass-produced clones.
The people of the [Rogue Encampment] under [Normal Difficulty] had long transcended NPCs: shrewd, strict Sister Acarra; cowardly yet wise Elder Kane; distant yet fiercely loyal Mercenary captain Kashya; passionate, hardworking blacksmith Charsi with her fiery figure; and of course, Ileena—strong and beautiful as a Valkyrie. To Sun Fei, they were flesh-and-blood humans. Your Majesty the King had never seen them as mere NPCs.
Sun Fei wanted friends already made in the World of Diablo to be living people, not copy-pasted imitations.
Just as anxiety churned within him, a familiar voice reached his ears:
"Hello, stranger. I’m not surprised to see your people here now. Troubles bring many distant adventurers these days. Surely you’ve heard of the tragedy that befell Tristram? Some say Diablo, the Lord of Terror, has returned to our world..."
That unchanging tone... those gleaming blue robes... the distinctly Arabian attire... It was Warriv, the caravan leader countless players affectionately ignored as ‘Forever Forgettable Mook A’.
Sun Fei studied the blue-clad caravan leader intensely. Did he hold wisdom like he did under [Normal Difficulty]?
After a long moment, Sun Fei sighed softly.
This Warriv... wasn’t that Warriv.
No wisdom resided here. Like NPCs from maps beyond the [Rogue Encampment]—[Lut Gholein], [Kurast Docks], etc.—in the previous tier, he possessed no intellect. Just a rigid dialogue-spouting device to advance the plot.
"Good. I won’t meet a second Ileena."
Relief washed over Sun Fei. Circling the entire [Rogue Encampment], every NPC mirrored Warriv—mindless, stiff as programmed drones. He even picked up the first quest of the [Nightmare Difficulty] world from ‘Rigid Sister Acarra’—cleansing the [Den of Evil] in the Blood Moor outside camp.
The gloom lingered; evil corruption here surpassed even Normal Difficulty.
Stepping outside the [Rogue Encampment], vicious energy slammed into him.
Sun Fei soon encountered his first Nightmare Difficulty monster: a [Quillrat].
Compared to its Normal Difficulty kin, it was double the size—a young calf-like mass radiating immense power. Horrifyingly, this supposedly weakest Nightmare Difficulty creature matched the power of a real-world Nine-Star Peak expert, easily over a hundred times stronger than its Normal counterpart.
CLANG!
Sun Fei’s sword flashed. Blood sprayed. The [Quillrat] died instantly.
Given his strength, slaying a Nine-Star Expert was effortless.
Instantly, something bizarre happened. A tiny droplet of golden liquid floated from its corpse, swift as a swallow returning home, merging into Sun Fei’s body.
"What...?" Pure heat surged through Sun Fei, spreading like an indescribable euphoria.
Things differed from Normal Difficulty now. There, dead monsters emitted faint wisps of pale energy. That exquisite, floating sensation arrived only upon leveling up.
Pondering, Sun Fei continued his monster-slaying ascent.
Next in the [Blood Moor], he encountered two more monster types: [Fallen] and [Zombies]. Compared to Normal Difficulty counterparts, their attack and defense surged hundreds-fold. Though proceeding cautiously, Sun Fei got wounded inevitably, losing health points and consuming several [Full Rejuvenation Potions].
Near the [Den of Evil], his final tally stood at fifty monsters slain.
Fifty drops of golden liquid flowed into him.
As the fiftieth merged, miraculous transformation erupted—
Time itself seemed to freeze. Then, a golden beam pierced the gray skies, enveloping Sun Fei. Like divine catalyst, it triggered incredible ‘chemical reactions’. Every cell collapsed, compressed, then erupted like universes within him—returning to some primordial point before expanding outward, birthing new cells.
Simultaneously, twin waves of golden mist arose slowly within Sun Fei, flowing through limbs and bones like gentle streams.
The fifty golden droplets, meeting the mist, fused instantly. Power roared forth—a flash flood hammering his every Qi Channel, shred of flesh, grain of bone. Refining. Remolding. Nourishing. Like storm tides reshaping shores with every relentless crash.
Sun Fei felt it clearly: every part of his body strengthening wildly. Stronger. Stronger. STILL STRONGER.
This was qualitative transformation.
This was total ascension.
As the inner ‘golden tides’ surged for the ninety-ninth time, change seized him again. A power never felt began surging from Sun Fei’s very soul.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 452: Changes in the Nightmare Difficulty World
[image: ]


​
When the 'Golden Sea Tides' washed his body for the ninety-ninth time, a strange change happened again.
A never-before-seen aura began to emerge from the depths of Sun Fei's soul. Compared to the golden drop-shaped liquid and the two masses of golden mist that had previously fused with his body, this aura felt gentle, mellow, and even carried a very faint soul presence. It clung to Sun Fei like a close lover, like a soul's intimate bond. To Sun Fei, this aura felt unusually familiar, as he had encountered it not long before.
"The two golden misty energies that first appeared clearly rushed into my body after I defeated the guardians of the Worldstone Keep—Taric with his Whirlwind and Korlic with his Leap Attack—at the summit of Mount Arreat in the Normal Difficulty world. I had thought these two misty energies were the essence of the two Barbarian Skills from the guardians. Now I see it was much more than that. They seemed to be like two seeds, setting the stage for today's body transformation. No wonder there was such an unreasonable plot of challenging the guardians. How could the guardians of the Barbarian tribe actually fight their own blood descendants? The real reason is here—it’s a kind of indirect power inheritance. Only descendants who can defeat the guardians are qualified to inherit the true Divine Skill of the Barbarian tribe."
Perhaps by a stroke of luck, countless thoughts flashed through Sun Fei's mind like lightning, and he instantly understood many things.
"Besides the misty energy from the two guardians, the fifty golden drops came from the monsters' bodies, and this final kind, intimate aura came from... Angela!"
Sun Fei was utterly shocked. In fact, after he understood why Angela had fallen into a coma, a knot had secretly formed in his heart. Angela had far too many secrets hidden in her, secrets even she herself didn't know—like her ability to get close to and command Magical Beasts, like what the Church said about her having the purest soul, like yesterday when she used Prayer during the fight to release a noble, awe-inspiring aura that healed Sun Fei's injuries. And this power had actually been hiding deep within Sun Fei's body, unnoticed even by himself. It was truly astonishing.
"This aura held no ill will at all; it even seemed to cooperate with those two golden energies to push my body strength to an even more unbelievable level."
Realizing this, Sun Fei didn't resist at all and opened up his mind and body to accept the transformation brought by these powers.
Time passed slowly yet swiftly, everything around seemed to stand still. Sun Fei could even feel the flow of time rushing past him—ancient and profound. But he himself seemed to stand outside the torrent of time and space, aloof and transcendent, watching the changes of the world and the passage of years with a cold, detached gaze, as if observing a chess game.
After who knows how long, the golden pillar of light in the sky finally slowly vanished.
Sun Fei's body returned to normal. The roars of monsters reached his ears, and a thick evil aura filled the air all around. This was the Blood Moor outside the Rogue Encampment in the Diablo Nightmare Difficulty world. Sun Fei stood at the entrance of the Den of Evil. Everything that had just happened felt like a dream without a trace.
Sun Fei stretched his body, and a powerful feeling surged within him in that moment.
Your Majesty the King had an illusion—as if with one punch he could shatter the sky, with one step he could crack the earth, with one breath he could flatten mountains, and with one glance he could see through the void.
The world before him became incredibly clear, as if the scene had suddenly switched from an old, second-hand black-and-white TV screen to the most advanced plasma high-definition digital TV. Sun Fei had a very strange feeling—the world was slowly opening up to him. Mysteries that he could never sense or see before were now gradually revealing themselves before his eyes, waiting for him to uncover them.
In the lower left and right corners of his field of view, two dark red buttons appeared: [New Character Status] and [Remaining Skill Points]. These were extremely familiar to Sun Fei.
He had leveled up.
"The Barbarian character was already level 99, reaching the highest level I remember from my past life. If I level up again, wouldn't that make it level 100? I wonder what unexpected changes would occur at level 100?"
Sun Fei thought to himself and, with a mental command, triggered the Barbarian's [Character Attribute] digital panel.
At first glance, he froze.
"Character Name: Sun Fei; Character Level: Nightmare Difficulty 1; Might: 30; Vitality: 20; Agility: 25; Energy: 10; Fire Resistance: 0, Cold Resistance: 0; Lightning Resistance: 10; Poison Resistance: 0...; Remaining Attribute Points: 5..."
How could this be?
The levels and attribute points accumulated in the Normal Difficulty world were completely reset?
How could this happen?
Sun Fei was greatly shocked. If everything was reset, wouldn't that be like toiling for decades only to return to the starting point overnight?
"But why do I clearly feel an incredibly powerful strength within my body? It feels far stronger than the power I had as a level 99 Barbarian?"
Sun Fei closed the [Character Attribute] digital interface and focused on the power inside his body. He summoned the Bul-Kathos' Children dual sword set and, with a thought, unleashed his strongest sword skill, Whirlwind. A silver-white storm of sword energy roared out, plowing a deep fissure dozens of meters long into the ground. An overpowering aura continuously radiated in all directions, and strands of silver mist rose into the air.
"Only the level and data were reset, but the power is still inside me, even stronger and without any weakening."
After discovering this, Sun Fei's worries completely vanished.
"If I'm not mistaken, after entering the Nightmare Difficulty world, the nature of my power changed. I obtained a type of power that is of higher quality and much stronger. Before, the power I unleashed was crystal-colored, like glass, but now..." Sun Fei thought, then punched out with Frost Sky Fist · One-Hit Kill. A silver-white fist print, half a meter square, appeared and vanished with a howl into the distant sky.
This scene confirmed Sun Fei's guess—after the power attribute changed, the color of the power changed too.
Silver-white power was definitely a higher level of power, far surpassing the previous crystal-colored power. It was like a hundreds-fold improvement.
"Hahaha, this is truly an unexpected huge gain! Since the power attribute changed, the name of the fist skill should change too. From now on, Frost Sky Fist will be renamed..." Sun Fei, in high spirits, thought of an even more dazzling name and laughed loudly, "Let's call it Invincible Emperor Fist!" This name, more or less, revealed the king's ambition. So-called Emperor Fist naturally meant the authority of the royal way, subtly hinting at a position to stand alongside Emperor Yassin's Dragon Fist. Of course, Sun Fei's fist technique was still in the exploration and refinement stage and couldn't compare to the quasi-mythical martial art known as Dragon Fist. But Sun Fei believed that one day, Invincible Emperor Fist would become a true myth.
"Yassin's whole life, never losing to anyone—what heroic spirit!"
Thinking of that peerless emperor Yassin of the Zenit Empire, Sun Fei couldn't help but feel a deep yearning. Emperor Yassin, with his two fists, was said to have never lost to anyone. Just thinking about his magnificent style made one's heart yearn and blood boil.
After calming his restless thoughts, Sun Fei opened the [Character Attribute] panel again. After a brief consideration, he allocated all 5 of the newly gained [Attribute Points] to the [Might] option. After experiencing the trials of the Normal Difficulty world, Sun Fei had a new plan for developing the seven character classes. Since he could possess all seven character classes, he didn't need to aim for balanced development like in the computer games of his past life. Instead, he should highlight their unique features—and the Barbarian's specialty lay in unrivaled might.
Sun Fei noticed that after entering the Nightmare Difficulty world, the entire font of the [Character Attribute] panel had turned silver-white.
On the other hand, the one [Skill Point] gained from leveling up was temporarily saved; Sun Fei didn't add it to the skill tree immediately.
After doing all this, Sun Fei's current level was Nightmare Difficulty Level 1 Barbarian.
He stepped into the Den of Evil to begin the first quest of the Nightmare Difficulty world.
Although the monsters' strength had improved significantly in quality, Sun Fei had also undergone a complete transformation. Plus, after the experience in the Normal Difficulty world, he was extremely familiar with the quest details—he could navigate the Den of Evil even with his eyes closed. So, in less than twenty minutes, Sun Fei had slaughtered all the demons inside the cave, and his body now contained seventy more golden drops.
After leaving the cave, Sun Fei continued to slay ten more monsters. When the newly accumulated golden drops in his body reached eighty, he leveled up again.
Under the effect of the golden pillar of light descending from the sky, the newly accumulated eighty golden drops transformed into a warm river-like flow, merging into every part of his body—limbs, bones, organs, and every cell. His strength surged crazily once more. Sun Fei allocated the newly gained 5 [Attribute Points] to [Might], and the 1 [Skill Point] was still temporarily saved.
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Four hours later.
Sun Fei moved extremely quickly and had already completed the first five mission objectives in the Nightmare Difficulty's Act One terrain, the Rogue Encampment, including Den of Evil, hunting down Blood Raven, and rescuing Kane. His Barbarian Character's level had also risen to Nightmare Difficulty level 16.
His Might attribute reached 110 points. His attack power, incredibly fierce, was over six times greater than when his Barbarian was at level 99.
Right then, the sweeping combat prowess of his Barbarian Mode finally broke through into the Lunar-level ranks, reaching the New Moon-level Mid-tier Six Phase in the real world.
Calculating his near-daily playtime limit, Sun Fei stopped his killing spree in the second underground level of the Monastery at Tristram Plateau on the Rogue Continent. Pondering for a moment, His Majesty the King chose not to continue to fight the first Act's final Nightmare Difficulty big boss, Andariel, the Maiden of Anguish. Instead, he opened a Portal directly back to the real world.
......
......
Night stretched endlessly dark, that blackest hour before the dawn.
Fernando Torres, His Majesty the King’s near-waiting officer, was standing guard in the outer chamber of the Watchtower Hall at Twin Flag City’s West Gate.
Usually, at this hour every night, it was the prime time for this most trusted and capable aide to tirelessly practice Wind Element Battle Qi to enhance his strength. After undergoing the Hulk Battle Qi body modification, like many others, Torres found his vitality exceptionally high. Sometimes, he could even practice Battle Qi all through the night without sleeping, still brimming with energy the next day.
But today, Torres found it hard to focus on cultivating his Martial Dao.
The chain of events from the day felt like an enormous weight pressing on many hearts. Especially the heavy injuries and unconsciousness of Future Queen Consort, Her Highness Angela, infuriated many generals from Xiangbo City. They yearned to charge out of Twin Flag City to slaughter the enemy army across the field.
However, they understood all too well. The strength of the Red-robed One within Ajax’s army was truly terrifying. Even the King Alexander, whom they worshipped as god-like, might not be a match. The generals burned with the fierce desire to rush into the enemy camp and take that fiend out with them. Feeling helpless to relieve their King during his hardship, each was filled with shame.
Torres was one of them.
Having always served closely beside the King, he knew His Majesty's character well and understood the burning anger now stifled within his King’s heart.
"Darn it... what should I do? How can I help Your Majesty overcome this predicament?" Torres thumped his head in frustration. Fully aware his low strength meant he probably couldn’t help, a restless unease still plagued him, leaving him unable to focus on refining and cultivating Battle Qi.
The vast night was pitch black. Sparse dots of lamps inside and outside the city were tiny decorations underscoring this blackened world.
All was silent.
Only the wind remained, whipping grit and sand, making a booming sound like surging waves.
Eventually, after a long period of anxious thinking and worrying for his injured Queen Consort and the troubled King, Torres sighed. Forcing himself to concentrate on practicing Battle Qi, he suddenly felt something – his mind shook violently. He turned around to gaze toward the Watchtower Hall behind him.
A mighty wave of power emanated from the Great Hall deep within.
This overwhelmingly powerful force compelled Torres to bow down instinctively toward its source. His eyes went wide in pure shock: "This... it's immense... unstoppable! This energy... feels familiar yet completely different... almost like King Alexander's power signature, yet also not... Who? What on earth is happening?"
The near-waiting officer stood up sharply, consumed by shock and wanting to rush inside the Watchtower Hall to investigate.
Only His Majesty the King should be inside. Yet, this newly emerged power aura differed noticeably from the King's own.
He failed to get into the Great Hall.
Waves after waves of glowing silver ripples surged forth from deep inside the hall. Like wild sweeping tempests, this wave pushed Torres—an almost Six-Star Level warrior—back step by step. Even exerting all his strength against it, his attempts to enter proved impossible.
In the space of a breath, wild and powerful energy flared in unrivaled might. Expansively radiating outward from the Watchtower Hall, it washed across the surrounding land.
Next came consecutive strange natural events:
The pitch-black sky above the Western Gate — as if sensing something profound — abruptly shifted. Wind churned clouds in gathering whirlpools. An immense vortex of sky-born mist formed, violently spinning with the Watchtower Hall at its heart. It rapidly expanded until large enough to veil the vast expanse of the Gobi Desert beneath it.
It seemed like hands of Gods and Demons were stirring the very earth itself.
Struck with primal terror from heaven’s wrath, people everywhere trembled uncontrollably.
Next, threads of gleaming silver light slowly unfolded through the Watchtower Hall. That silvery glow made the world bright once more — banishing shadows from the deep night.
Right when people noticed this celestial marvel and grew anxious inside, a second anomaly struck.
A pillar of blazing silver-white light suddenly burst straight upward — tearing the roof off the Watchtower Hall as it surged vertically, penetrating the heavens. Like a giant column eternally connecting heaven to earth, it pierced directly into the very core of the giant sky spiral above, filling the heavens with limitless, blinding radiance.
The whole world was bathed solely in purest silver.
Intense yet strangely placid power vibrations flowed like shimmering water ripples outward from the silver luminescent pillar. This scene truly seemed like Divinity descending upon mortal grounds.
Magnificent and indisputably inviolable.
Impossibly awe-inspiring.
......
......
The suddenly peaceful Ajax encampment.
Inside a great tent, the Red-robed One who had spent the hours recovering his reserves — the Snow Mountain Hermit — instantly snapped open his eyes. He grew solemn.
His heart trembled. Crimson flames seemed to blaze like two sharp sacred swords directly from the depths of his pupils — piercing his vision effortlessly straight through the tent wall toward Twin Flag City beyond. His inner shock proved truly beyond describing.
"This... celestial phenomena? Someone... succeeded? At breaking through into the Lunar-levels? Such intense fluctuations! Just who... ascended into Lunar-level... yet caused such incredible world shifting events? Even those grand Solar Rank Adepts... likely never sparked such unnatural occurrences during their ascension! Could it be...
Could it possibly be King Alexander of Champoo!?! The thought raced instantly to the Snow Mountain Hermit’s awareness.
Though today’s battle was firmly his decisive victory... that youth’s tenacious fighting spirit and strength far above an ordinary Nine-Star Peak warrior left an indelible mark inside his mind! It had to be him! It could only be him!
"Truly... accumulation leads to a massive breakthrough? At mere Stellar Level strength... he managed to cross rank boundaries to take on Lunar-level foes? Such frightening accumulation feels chilling... Now this ascension... what heights might his Lunar-level power reach? What a terrifying youth! Sadly... we forged grudges today. This future threat... remains endless!"
The Snow Mountain Hermit slowly retracted his gaze. Darkness filled the tent again around him. His eyes returned to ordinary hues, but flashes of thoughtful brilliance still lingered within. None could tell what thoughts filled his mind.
......
"Eh? This energy signature... ha! Marvelous! Excellent! Kid... you finally broke through?!"
In Twin Flag City, upon a small unremarkable plaza at the base of a hundred-meter tall Magic Tower... a man who had been silently meditating upon some corner stone... suddenly opened his eyes within the dark. A mysterious smile appeared on his face.
Brilliant silver-white light poured from the distant West Gate Watchtower. Illuminating the Magic Tower base below, it outlined clearly upon the ground that average-sized human shadowed form. Slightly sagging skin and lengthy brows revealed his aged state. Beside him lay tools: an ordinary broom for sweeping and a dustpan.
Strangely, the garment he wore was merely a low level Magic apprentice robe. Ragged and stained thoroughly with dirt, it looked unwashed and unrepaired through countless days.
Outward appearance suggested he was only some bottom rank Magic Apprentice paid to sweep garbage around the Magic Tower grounds.
But clearly... he wasn’t merely an apprentice.
True... anyone standing within half a meter distance might feel the immense power radiating off him... a frighteningly deep force like an ocean of primal magic energy.
"Heh heh heh! Fantastic! Simply tremendous... Alexander, King of Champoo! Ha! I didn’t misjudge you! Unexpected... breaking through this rapidly! Excellent... truly excellent. Now... my plans’ implementation... gains greater certainty." The mysterious form murmured softly with a satisfied pleased grin. Slowly closing his aged eyes once more, he sunk back into deep meditation.
Almost impossible to see... glimmers of earthen-yellow energy pulsed faintly around him — flashing within a tight half-meter radius. Beyond that distance — precisely confined — no magical vibration escaped — truly a terrifying display of magical control.
......
In the Great Desert.
"Hey? Arthur? You see that silver-pure beam? Such overwhelming magnitude! This mortal plane... gains yet another mighty warrior capable... of slaying evil fiends like you and me!"
Near a tall sand dune not quite three miles from Twin Flag City.
Wind howled fiercely. A plainly robed middle-aged magician stood tall. Sword-like eyebrows slashing high... dignity and power seemingly inherent within his posture. He casually hefted an oversized wine sack. Taking one swig then gulping deeply — golden liquid splashing wildly down his beard and robes — rich heady aroma suffused the air. Exquisite fragrance — obviously premium spirits — could spread miles, smelling intoxicating after merely breathing nearby air.
......
...
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The middle-aged man glanced at the silver-white light pillar just once before ignoring it, its heaven-shaking spectacle unable to hold his interest. He lifted his head instead, gazing sorrowfully at the dimming Magic Moon in the sky, as if burdened by unspoken grief.
Beside him, a little boy as lovely as an angel carved from pink jade seemed deaf to the man’s sigh. Instead, the boy was sucking in deep breaths, sniffing aggressively at the winelike fragrance in the air. His large, watery eyes—clear as mountain springs and enchanting enough to capture any young person's heart—were greedily fixed on the oversized wineskin in the man’s grip. His expression plainly showed he yearned to snatch it for a hearty drink, though something held him back.
"Hey, what's with that look? I told you—no drinking!" The middle-aged man scowled after noticing the boy’s expression. "You always go wild after wine, and I end up taking the blame. How dare you eye my fine liquor instead of comforting me now that I’m upset? Have you no humanity? I regret ever creating you!"
The delicate-featured boy licked his lips and shot back scornfully, "Old bastard, skip the nonsense. I'm not human anyway, so humanity's irrelevant. Besides, haven’t I taken blame for you? Ten years ago, you got drunk, threw a fit, and killed that Church’s so-called strongest Paladin. They pinned it on me! Or fifty years ago—you lost your mind sneaking into the Marseille Empire diocese at midnight to peek at their Saintess bathing. When caught, you threw a tantrum and murdered their Church’s Pope, then blamed me! Or a century back—"
As the boy rattled off the sins, the man froze before suddenly nodding in realization. "Your granddad! I get it now. No wonder I’ve become more twisted over time—for two centuries, only a non-human like you stuck by me. Ah... I must’ve been lonely...."
He abruptly turned solemn. "But speaking of others—that person who broke through earlier was terrifying. His power radiated something unusual. We’ve fallen far from our peak, chased like dogs by pathetic worms. Best steer clear. Don’t provoke him."
The boy sniffed the air again, scoffing. "Get it straight—you’re the one chased like a dog; I’m just dragged along. I sensed his immense potential too. Like you’d say—wandering the world demands a rule: shame on bullies, glory on thick-skinned tricksters. Ha! Why not serve him? He might shield us later."
"Both notorious, the whole continent flees at our sight! Who’d shelter us? Bet he’d scheme our deaths the moment we approached..."
"Serving you, old bastard, is misery. If you weren't my dad, I’d have ditched you..."
"Pah! If only I had never created you, you calamity! Life was smooth before you; now I'm a rat..."
Under the moonlight, they ended up wrestling on the hill.
However, the jade-like boy never wrested even a drop from the man.
......
In Twin Flag City.
The immense disturbance jolted every resident awake, who rushed past curfews onto the streets. Chickens, dogs, cattle, sheep—all cowered trembling on the ground. Guards stood motionless, stunned by the colossal silver pillar piercing the sky.
"Gods! A ladder to heaven? Is the apocalypse here?"
"That direction... the West Gate? Did our Legate Alexander perform a Divine Skill to wipe out Ajax’s Sand Ghosts?"
"It's a Divine Miracle! The gods watch over Twin Flag City! Praise Lord God of War!"
Despite curfews, citizens overflowed onto roads, kneeling en masse to bow repeatedly. They revered the boundless, terrifying aura pulsing from the pillar.
Simultaneously, in an obscure courtyard.
"Unthinkable... an unparalleled prodigy risen amid Zenithian’s decline... stepping into Lunar Level so spectacularly..." A sturdy figure just under 5’6" folded his arms behind his back, staring intensely at the distant West Gate Watchtower. "...twenty years on, yet his eye for talent remains fearsome."
He murmured softly, his thoughts hidden. Though neither tall nor handsome, he radiated unattainable dignity that made others instinctively bow. It was inborn nobility, impossible to mimic.
Behind him stood two bodyguards, tall and imposing. They too bore an elegant poise, sharp-eyed, battlefield-seasoned, radiating an air of iron will. Their gazes at his back were worshipful—ready to die for him.
Elsewhere.
A kilometer away, a cloaked man stood on a tavern’s rooftop balcony. Tall and broad-shouldered, his long black cloak was hooded to shade his eyes; only a chiseled nose and pressed lips were visible. Even fragmented, his beauty was striking. Distant silver light from West Gate washed toward him but halted halfway, barred by an invisible shield.
Behind him sat a man gleaming head-to-toe in gold, leisurely sipping wine by a stone table. But whenever he narrowed his eyes at the pillar, a flicker of worry surfaced.
......
To Sun Fei, it struck abruptly.
Exiting the Portal from World of Diablo’s Nightmare Difficulty, the world suddenly felt alien, rejecting him. Clouds churned violently as invisible pressure crashed down—the Heaven and Earth Elements seemingly intent on crushing him.
After a brief pause, Sun Fei’s heart surged with joy.
Your Majesty the King instantly recognized this as the legendary Heaven and Earth Trial—a mandatory element-forging for Star-level Martial Artists ascending to Moon-level Expert. Countless texts described warriors facing such resistance: their power threatened existence’s balance, so Heaven and Earth’s Battle Qi and Magic instinctively suppressed them.
A trial—dangerous.
Legends told of Star-level warriors rushing advancement unprepared, shattered by the rejection. Some were trapped forever in their rank; others disintegrated into blood-mist, dissolved by their own Battle Qi or Magic backlash.
But surviving transformed one's nature.
Nine Stellar Battle Qi/Magic spirals would fuse into a New Moon-shaped core inside—marking the New Moon-level Expert. Further cultivation would deepen that core from crescent to half, then full-moon.
Yet the trial offered boons too.
Battle Qi became liquid—a qualitative leap to higher power. Bodies were tempered sturdier; organs nourished, elevating life itself. A Moon-level Expert’s unbroken path promised three hundred years.
But to Sun Fei, this routine held no terror.
He’d completed it long ago within World of Diablo. Moreover, his Might wasn’t Battle Qi or Magic, like other warriors’ hard-earned strength—but pure, unadulterated physical power. Whereas others sought Heaven and Earth’s grudging concession, Sun Fei forced submission. The elements posed no threat.
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Sun Fei felt his Might surge within him furiously, exploding upwards. It blasted a huge hole through the roof of the Watchtower Hall overhead. A silvery-white pillar of force, like a heavenly pillar, pierced into the center of the swirling vortex of cloud above. Vaguely, Sun Fei felt as if he touched something, and then the entire world became startlingly clear. This scene felt eerily similar to what occurred within the Nightmare Difficulty world of Diablo. Sun Fei sensed he could vaguely perceive fleeting glimpses of the laws governing this world.
This was the root why Moon-level Experts were entirely different from Star-level Martial Artists – Moon-level Experts touched the power of the laws themselves.
As this feeling washed over him, Sun Fei knew he had finally earned the recognition of the real world. He had truly, completely, reached the ranks of the Moon-level Experts in the real world.
In the next instant, the wildly erupting power within him calmed.
Thus, that dazzling, silvery-white, crystalline pillar of light within heaven and earth vanished.
Following its disappearance, the terrifyingly large, churning vortex of cloud – as if stirred by the hand of a god or demon – also dissipated. The dark clouds in the sky vanished in a flash. The pure light of the Magic Moon spilled down from the clear, night sky, bathing the entire Twin Flag City in its luminous glow. The city, bathed in sacred moonlight, appeared holy and unparalleled. It stood solitary and proud, like a city of the divine.
The lingering aura of the silvery-white flame did not fade; instead, it coalesced in the sky into a towering, kilometer-high totemic image of a warrior.
This totem image was unmistakably the vivid form of a living Barbarian Warrior, so lifelike it seemed painted onto the void itself by mighty power. Though it radiated no Battle Qi ripples, it exuded the overpowering pressure of the invincible.
Clad in full armor, sword in hand, the totem stood majestic and eternal. It was divine, awe-inspiring, untouchable, and impossible to stare at directly. Like a deity descending to the mortal world, it gazed down upon the vast land below. Its face was indistinct, but its eyes shone keenly bright – filled with wrath, compassion, nobility, and cruelty. It embodied absolutely everything between heaven and earth. If Sister Acarra or Elder Kane saw this, they would surely gasp in shock. For this battle totem’s image was none other than the legendary prototype of the Barbarian’s Immortal King, Bul-Kathos, from the World of Diablo. And yet, vaguely, it bore some resemblance to Sun Fei himself.
After a long time, this totem slowly faded and dissolved, returning into the very air.
Feeling the brand-new, immense power within him, Sun Fei couldn't contain a long howl. The howling sound spread outward like a raging tidal wave. This cry announced to the entire continent – a new powerhouse had been born.
A rapid series of footsteps sounded from outside the Great Hall.
"Your Majesty! Are you alright..." Torres burst in hastily, his face openly etched with deep concern. The events moments before had left The King's personal attendant profoundly unsettled.
"Hahaha! Fernando, no worries! I have ascended and set foot within the Moon Level Realm!" Sun Fei’s body bathed in silver radiance, said with a smile.
Torres paused for a second, then his face flooded with pure ecstasy. Dropping to one knee, he cried jubilantly, "Congratulations, Your Majesty! Hail, Your Majesty! This is truly wonderful news! Congratulations, Your Majesty! Praise Your Majesty..." He was simply so overjoyed; excited nearly beyond words. This elation was an utterly sincere, heartfelt outburst. For a moment, Sun Fei himself was caught up in his attendant's fervor, a surge of complex emotions following one another. From this day forth, he was truly becoming a real powerhouse who would command respect.
Fate was gradually slipping into his own grasp.
Within this continent governed by the Law of the Jungle, The King and Shampoo City finally gained a measure of security. From now on, passively forced to the brink like during yesterday's events outside the city walls would definitely not happen again. Even facing an expert of the Red-robed One’s caliber, Sun Fei would never again feel powerless and pushed to the edge as before.
Swiftly, another wave of urgent footsteps sounded outside the Great Hall.
Figures moved. Besides the Four Diamond Guardians, who strictly followed The King's orders to guard the City Lord's Manor protecting Angela and Ileena, Shevchenko, Lampard, Riberry, Robben, Oleg, and others jostled each other to enter the Watchtower Hall. Everyone's face had initially been etched with anxiety and worry. Entering and glimpsing the scene before them, they paused briefly in shock before instantly grasping what had occurred. King's rise to the Moon-level Expert felt like a natural progression; unexpected yet entirely fitting amidst their shock. Overwhelmed with delight, they burst into loud cheers.
The Legion Commander ascending to the Moon level at this crucial moment was a powerful shot in the arm for everyone’s morale.
The blocked, deadlocked situation suddenly cleared, becoming hopeful.
...
It was not yet light, dawn's chill wind blowing.
The first act Sun Fei undertook upon reaching the Lunar Level was attempting to re-enter the endless, mysterious waters beneath Twin Flag City. He plunged toward its depths, seeking to penetrate the layered structure of the underwater buildings. He aimed to find the potentially existing Altar of Gods and Demons to achieve the Purification of the corrupted Worldstone. Only then could he save Angela and Ileena, still entrenched in deep slumber.
Sadly, he failed once more.
The strength of the Nightmare Difficulty Level 16 Barbarian boasted minimum battle power well above the mid-stage Six Swords of New Moon. Spreading out his silvery-white Might-shield, it entirely resisted the terrifying water pressure within the endless deep. The King effortlessly reached the bottom. However, in the current layer teeming with Merfolk Magical Beasts gathering merrily, a vast, immense power blocked his path. This was an intangible, reactive energy barrier. Sun Fei hadn't detected it at first. Only when he collided head-on did its existence become painfully clear.
The barrier's resilience utterly surpassed Sun Fei's imagination.
Even employing his most formidable strike, The King couldn't shatter it. Instead, the barrier's rebounding force violently hurled him several hundred meters away, leaving his blood boiling and his energies churning uncontrollably.
The entrance remained inaccessible.
Disappointment nearly overwhelmed Sun Fei. The barrier's creator remained unknown. Even if a Sun-level Master arrived, they likely couldn't breach it head-on. Given Sun Fei's current astonishingly rapid rate of growth, he couldn't guess how long it would take to break through. One thing was certain – the time required would undoubtedly exceed three months.
"Why is this happening... What... what can I do?" This result left him frantic and his mind reeling.
"Calm! Calm! I must stay calm!" Sun Fei forced himself to steady down. He began connecting various recent discoveries, striving to find a clue. Suddenly, the inexplicable appearance of so many experts these days flashed through his mind, sparking a sliver of hope: "Something must be about to happen soon! Why else would these powerful figures turn up precisely now? And they kept probing this water area with their power fluctuations. Surely they know something... they are waiting! Could they... could they be waiting for this barrier around the structures to weaken... or vanish?"
Though speculation, Sun Fei indeed grasped a critical possibility.
Thinking this, he abandoned brute force. An idea formed in his mind. He turned away and left the waters.
Emerging from the well, Sun Fei paused not a moment. His form shot like lightning, streaking straight out of the city. Having climbed into Moon-level Expert ranks, he had initially felt the rules of this world. Simultaneously, undergone a qualitative transformation within him, mastering the techniques of hovering mid-air and short-distance flight through the void. Without needing to touch the ground or activating his Barbarian's Leap skill, he soared through the sky like a huge bird.
"What is that..." Patrolling soldiers in the city looked up. They saw a streak of silvery light tearing through the night sky, racing toward the city's outskirts.
In the blink of an eye, the silvery-white flash vaulted over the city walls. It headed precisely for... Ajax’s Barracks.
Sun Fei intended to test his theory by confronting that Red-robed One who had appeared during the day.
Of course... he also planned to vent this anger he had forced down for the entirety of the day.
BOOM!
Sun Fei made no effort to hide himself. Covered in blazing silver-white light, like the God of War bringing destruction, he dropped straight before Ajax Barracks' main gate. Feet stomped. Massive cracks instantly shot across the ground. With a thunderous crash, the main gate of the Ajax Camp crumbled and collapsed.
The impact shook the entire camp.
Military horns blared; officers shouted orders. Truly reflecting a seasoned, elite army, Ajax forces quickly swarmed toward the breach like a tide. Soldiers clad in armor and wielding sharp weapons closed in. Forest of swords and halberds formed; sea of weapons bristled. Above them, twenty to thirty Mages drifted aloft, bodies shimmering with multicolored pulses of magical energy. Sun Fei ignored them utterly. Unsheathing just a fraction of his Nightmare Difficulty Level 16 Barbarian power sent trembles through earth and sky. Ordinary soldiers couldn't hope to approach.
The crowd abruptly parted. A grand figure soon emerged at the front lines, escorted by hundreds of well-armored personal guards and dozens of capable generals. It was none other than the army Commander, Crown Prince Ferhengton!
"Alexander!!!" Ferhengton stared at Sun Fei, his expression deeply complicated.
He had witnessed the celestial signs earlier and guessed his destined rival must have ascended to the Moon-level Expert rank. Utterly conflicted, the thought struck him fiercely: How could this be? Barely two weeks! This fellow, younger than him, had surged so far ahead! In that sudden moment, Ferhengton felt his mentor, the Snow Mountain Hermit, perhaps spoke the truth: Only true experts of the Martial Dao could ultimately command everything.
At the very least, standing before only this young King, Ferhengton felt the faint stirrings of helplessness deep within his soul.
The sixty-thousand elite soldiers surrounding them? In the eyes of a true powerhouse? Utterly insignificant.
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“Crown Prince, we meet again, though this wasn’t the situation I hoped for. Enough talk—let that Snow Mountain Hermit come out. We have unfinished business from yesterday’s fight, and I can’t wait any longer...” Sun Fei strode forward, his aura surging like a tide. Even before he made a move, the soldiers blocking his path were as if struck hard, coughing up blood and stumbling back.
“Who do you think you are, daring to challenge my master? Coming to die?” A mocking, cold laugh came from afar. A flash of fiery red light appeared, and a gloomy-faced Donny emerged from among the soldiers, his eyes filled with envy and hatred as he stared at Sun Fei. Beside him stood another powerful expert from Great Snow Mountain, Murdock, who looked very serious.
“A defeated loser, a good-for-nothing—get out of my way if you don’t want to die!” Sun Fei took a step forward, shaking the ground as if it were collapsing.
“You...” Donny felt the sting of truth in those words and was about to curse, but under Sun Fei’s piercing gaze, he felt as if struck by lightning, a sharp sword-like intent stabbing straight into his heart. He immediately spat out a mouthful of blood, his face turning deathly pale as if he had just suffered a terrible illness.
Everyone was shocked.
A single glance had severely wounded a Moon-Level Expert?
Heavens, what level of power was this?
Ferhengton and Murdock exchanged horrified glances, the shock in their hearts beyond words.
As the King of Champoo stepped closer, his terrifying aura pressed upon them. For a moment, an army of sixty thousand soldiers and thousands of experts found themselves helpless against a single man, forced to retreat step by step...
Just then, everyone felt a blur before their eyes—a figure in crimson robes appeared in front.
It was the Snow Mountain Hermit, the Red-robed One.
As soon as he appeared, he stood like a massive mountain blocking the way. The Ajax army felt relieved; the immense pressure that the King of Champoo had placed on them was now blocked, and they could breathe easily again. They finally stopped retreating, halting their decline, and looked at one another in terror.
“Young man, your patience is lacking. You’ve just reached Lunar Level, and you come to challenge me? Hmph, you’re just asking for humiliation!”
The Snow Mountain Hermit let out a cold snort, releasing a vast aura that surged like a blazing sea of flames, threatening to engulf Sun Fei. His eyes gleamed with a cold light, clearly revealing his intent to kill.
Sun Fei did not evade but strode forward to meet it, laughing heartily. “What’s this? Feeling murderous? Too bad you missed your chance yesterday—you’ll never be able to kill me now! True, I still can’t defeat you at this point, but I can give you a good beating to vent my anger!”
“Sheer brute courage
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