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Chapter 101: You Are Sick
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​
When Sun Fei withdrew from the World of Diablo, the sun had already begun to tilt westward. However, the sunlight still felt warm, and golden rays filtered through the leaves of the Incense Tree, casting mottled patterns on the ground. The air remained filled with a sweet, thick aroma.
He sat up from the stone chair and looked around sleepily. He noticed that the Princess, who had always been sitting there pretending to rest, was now eating her dinner. On the stone table were golden-colored roasted meat, over a dozen slices of gray rye bread, and a golden cup containing steaming oatmeal soup that gave off a rich, grainy fragrance.
The Princess's dinner was very ordinary.
There were still no guards around her. The female Warrior Susan, who had brought Sun Fei to the small courtyard, had not appeared again. The blond Knight Commander Roman Pavlyuchenko, whose smiling baby face had left a deep impression on Sun Fei, had never shown up at all. Sun Fei had no idea what the two of them were doing.
However, the over twenty sharp, hidden presences in the courtyard were still there, closely protecting the Princess. Yet Sun Fei could tell that half of these presences felt distinctly different from before; it was clear the guards had changed shifts.
"Uh... was I asleep just now?"
This was the first thing Sun Fei said.
He wiped the shiny drool that had unknowingly trickled from the corner of his mouth while he slept, showing no trace of embarrassment. His grinning expression was as if he were asking an old friend. As he spoke, Sun Fei stood up and stretched, then unceremoniously sat down on another stone chair opposite the Princess, leaning in to sniff the aroma of the roasted meat...
"Hmm... it smells pretty good. Let me taste it!"
The moment he skillfully picked up the knife and fork beside the silver plate to cut a piece of the golden, honey-glazed roasted meat, Sun Fei could clearly feel the over twenty hidden presences grow intense, as if twenty siege crossbows were aimed at his back, ready to fire... Then, Sun Fei saw the Crown Princess wave her delicate hand as if shooing away a fly. Immediately after, the hidden guards silently withdrew their presences.
"Hey, this dinner wasn't prepared for you."
This was the first time the Crown Princess of the Empire, who had deep blue eyes as beautiful as the ocean's depths, spoke to Sun Fei in his presence. Her voice was somewhat hoarse, but it gave off a very tranquil feeling—so tranquil that it felt a bit cold and distant.
Sun Fei could clearly sense that this coldness came from a deep, bone-deep indifference, without the slightest pretense. It seemed this pale, frail young woman was used to speaking to everyone in this manner.
"You're a Princess; you don't have to worry about food or clothing. Why be so stingy?"
In response to the Princess's reproach, Sun Fei merely grinned and paid no mind. The knife in his hand gleamed with a golden sheen under the sunlight. With a gentle slice, another piece of golden roasted meat dripping with honey glaze was cut onto his plate.
The Royal Coronation Mission had brought their own chef, whose skills were clearly far superior to those of the Shampoo City royal kitchen. Sun Fei ate with great relish, and in the end, he heartily devoured the food without any reservation. He unapologetically grabbed the golden cup of thick oatmeal soup nearby, raised it, and took a satisfying sip.
"You..."
A rare trace of emotion flickered in the Princess's tone. Her sapphire-like eyes glanced at the golden cup Sun Fei had drunk from, which still had some soup stains and a clear lip print on it. Suddenly, she reached out and swept the cup, along with the remaining soup, onto the ground. Then she glared challengingly at Sun Fei.
This scene nearly made the hidden guards in the surroundings bite their tongues in shock. A few of them almost revealed their positions. It was utterly unbelievable. They were all longtime guards of Princess Tanasha, and they had never seen Her Highness—whom the Nobles of St. Petersburg privately called the "Ice Asura"—display such a childlike expression before.
Unfortunately, Sun Fei, who was at the center of it all, knew nothing of this.
He continued to shovel the honey-glazed roasted meat from the plate on the table onto his own plate, not even sparing a glance at the spilled oatmeal soup on the ground. Chewing the meat vigorously with his mouth full, his eyes held a faint, teasing smile, as if saying: Anyway, I already drank some. So what if it's spilled?
The Crown Princess was taken aback.
Then, she did something else that almost made the hidden guards bite their tongues—she began to compete with Sun Fei for the roasted meat.
The two began a 'war.'
Their knives occasionally clinked together with soft, delicate sounds. The Princess's body was somewhat frail, and her strength was very weak. It was evident that she truly had no martial skills at all; she was just a delicate, ordinary person—no, to be more precise, her physical condition seemed even worse than that of an ordinary person, almost as if she were sickly.
The outcome of the 'war' was naturally Sun Fei's victory.
He successfully claimed about three-quarters of a roasted suckling pig's front leg onto his plate, while Princess Tanasha had only about one-eighth in her plate. The remaining one-eighth had been eaten by Sun Fei earlier.
After that, neither of them spoke. They glared at each other and began a contest of eating meat.
This time, the Princess won. Although Sun Fei ate quickly, he had taken a larger portion. After the Princess finished her share, she stared for a moment, then suddenly reached out with her knife to plunder meat from Sun Fei's plate. Clink, clink, clink, clink—another series of soft clashes between knives rang out, sounding quite pleasant.
Meanwhile, the hidden guards were long past the point of mental blankness.
They could hardly believe what their eyes were seeing—the aloof, icy "Ice Asura" had completely vanished. In her place was a childlike girl. Who would have thought that Her Highness would 'play' so happily with a lowly Little King of a small country? Was this still the Empire's 'Female Literary Sage,' who was as wise as the ocean, meticulous in thought, whose words could save millions, whose will could overthrow imperial clans, whose speech could repel Moon-level Experts, and whose strategies could resolve the Empire's crises?
Sun Fei, however, remained completely unaware of all this.
He just thought this Princess was quite fun.
After eating his fill, Sun Fei looked the young woman up and down, his expression gradually turning serious. He stared directly at the Princess's face for a long moment before finally asking in a puzzled tone, "You are sick?"
This sounded exactly like an insult.
Sure enough, the Princess's eyebrows rose, and a flash of murderous intent appeared at the corners of her eyes.
In that instant, Sun Fei suddenly had an illusion—the woman sitting before him seemed to have transformed into a different person. No longer the light-hearted woman who had been mischievously playing with him like an old friend, she now seemed like a formidable, ice-cold female overlord who could command life and death for millions with a single thought, fierce and ruthless without needing to show anger.
"Your Majesty Alexander, I ordered Susan to summon you here to ask how the preparations for the coronation ceremony three days from now are going in your Shampoo City?" The Princess's voice returned to its previous coldness, and she looked at Sun Fei as if he were a stranger, revealing the dignity of an Empire's Princess.
Hearing this, Sun Fei chuckled, stood up from the stone chair, and lazily stretched.
"The preparations for the coronation ceremony... hmm, they've been ongoing. But I'm not too clear on the details. I'll have the Herald Best, who is in charge of the specific arrangements, come and report to you later, Princess. Hehe, since you two are old acquaintances anyway."
Sun Fei had a typical personality—yielding to softness but not to hardness. Seeing the Princess start to put on airs, he knew the fun was over. To be honest, he didn't hold the Zenit Empire in particularly high regard. After giving a lazy reply, he turned to leave.
"Insolent!"
"Audacious!"
Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh, whoosh—four soft sounds of clothing cutting through the air echoed as four guards in purple leather armor rushed out from the sides, blocking Sun Fei's path. These four were similar in height and build, all wearing standardized purple light armor. The swords at their waists were half-drawn from their scabbards, reflecting a cold glint. Their powerful energies radiated from them; each had at least the strength of a two-star peak level.
"Ignorant Barbarian, kneel at once and beg for Her Highness's forgiveness!" the guards shouted, their eyes icy as they stared at this reckless Little King, as if they were ready to draw their swords and strike him down without mercy at the slightest provocation.
"Haha, you alone can't stop me."
Sun Fei lazily raised an eyebrow, and an even more immense presence instantly radiated from his body. An invisible pressure, heavy as a mountain, suddenly weighed down on the four purple-clad guards, making it impossible for them to even draw their swords, let alone move or speak without difficulty. Even the other dozen or so hidden guards were firmly locked by a sharp, threatening energy. The slightest movement would invite a thunderous strike, and they didn't dare even breathe loudly.
"Enough... let him go!"
The Crown Princess, who had been silently watching all this, suddenly waved her hand wearily and dismissed her guards.
At the same time, Sun Fei smiled and withdrew his energy.
The four purple-clad guards immediately felt the air ease, the pressure on them vanishing abruptly. They exchanged horrified glances, never having imagined that this Little King, whom they had regarded as lowly and insignificant, possessed such terrifying strength. If a real fight broke out, even if all their hidden comrades in the courtyard joined in, they likely wouldn't be a match for this Little King—unless that person made a move... The four bowed to the Princess, then their figures flickered and disappeared from the small courtyard.
Sun Fei strode outward.
After a few steps, he seemed to remember something and suddenly stopped. He raised his hand and tossed a small purple bottle onto the grass in front of Crown Princess Tanasha, then turned and left without looking back.
"I'm telling you, proud Princess, you really are very sick. It looks like you won't last much longer. Since you shared dinner with me today, try this potion. It might just help that messed-up body of yours a little."
This was the last thing Sun Fei said.
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Princess Tanasha looked at the small purple bottle that had fallen on the grass beside the stone table in front of her. It seemed she hadn't expected this to happen. She suddenly felt a little urge to laugh. This Little King was young, but he had quite a temper.
But in the next moment, the Princess's face returned to calm.
For her, ever since her twelfth birthday, when she witnessed her longtime maid being brutally killed by her brother over a slip of the tongue—and she was powerless to stop it—any expression other than the cold calmness of eternal ice had become a luxury. After that, she always reminded herself to maintain a composed demeanor in front of her subordinates at all times.
Because only this expression made her appear incredibly powerful.
It made those who dared to challenge her tremble with fear.
Heaven had given her an extremely illustrious background and an incredibly sharp mind, but it also took away her right to live as a healthy person. Every night at midnight, when the stars were sparse, the never-ending, day-after-day illness tormented her almost to death... But even when the court physicians diagnosed her with less than half a year to live, she never showed even a hint of pain in front of anyone. Even when she was alone in the cold, deep palace, she never allowed herself to relax.
But today, something unexpected happened.
In that one moment, the Little King's sleepy demeanor, his dazed look under the golden light, suddenly brushed away the dust covering the memories in her heart. Ripples crossed her mind, and that scene reminded her of an afternoon many years ago, also during late autumn... Then, without knowing why, she let down her guard for the first time and acted recklessly with this Little King like a child. In front of him and the hidden guards, she revealed too many expressions that should never have been hers.
Was this a moment of indulgence before the end of her life?
Princess Tanasha's fingers lightly tapped on the stone table.
She lowered her gaze.
She saw the small purple bottle that Sun Fei had casually thrown on the ground. It lay quietly in the green grass, its glossy surface shimmering with a dazzling glow.
After hesitating for a few seconds, for some reason, the Princess felt an inexplicable impulse.
A habitual cold smile on her lips, she suddenly bent down, picked up the small bottle, shook it a few times, and then raised it to examine the mysterious purple liquid inside. She pulled out the stopper and gently sniffed. A faint, peculiar fragrance wafted out, and as she inhaled it, her body felt an unprecedented sense of relief.
Outwardly, Princess Tanasha calmly replaced the stopper, but in her heart, she couldn't help but wonder: Could it really be effective?
"Why didn't you kill that rude madman, Your Highness?"
A soft, clear voice suddenly sounded beside her ear.
At the same time, a sudden burst of purple flame cut through the air. In the next moment, the flame receded, revealing a beautiful young girl in purple clothes who had appeared out of nowhere, standing next to Tanasha.
Her figure was curvaceous, with long, flawless legs. Her skin was as pure as a snow lotus, and her delicate features were enhanced by a pair of captivating phoenix eyes. She wore no armor, only a light purple cloth garment, clearly confident in her own abilities. Her purple hair was tied into a ponytail that cascaded like a waterfall down her back. In her hand, she held a peculiarly shaped, very thin green short sword without a sheath, its blade exposed to the air...
If Sun Fei were still there, he would have been greatly surprised. From her movement and aura alone, this purple-clad girl, who appeared to be no more than sixteen or seventeen, was undoubtedly a master of unfathomable skill.
"Keeping him is useful. You can't fish without bait."
The moment the purple-clad girl appeared, Princess Tanasha regained her usual calm demeanor. She closed her eyes slightly and began to tap the stone table with her fingers—a habit of hers. When she started thinking, her slender fingers would unconsciously tap, sometimes fast, sometimes slow. Those fingers seemed to possess a mesmerizing magic. In St. Petersburg, all those who feared her had given this light rhythm a terrifying name behind her back—God of Death Fingers.
After a long while, Princess Tanasha opened her eyes and asked, "Purple Flame, tell me, what did you find this time?"
"Only a pile of useless garbage. None of those hounds showed up."
The girl named Purple Flame replied indifferently.
Seeing that the Princess was unwilling to discuss the Little King further, she didn't press the matter. After all, in her eyes, such a minor character was no different from a wisp of air. Whether they talked about him or not made no difference. Just as a divine phoenix in the heavens and the maggots underground could never intersect, Purple Flame didn't believe this Little King had any real connection to the Princess.
"They didn't come? Hah... That's impossible."
Her slender, pale fingers tapped the stone table in an odd, varying rhythm, like raindrops pattering on beech leaves on a summer night. Then, her ocean-blue eyes shone with disdain. "Knowing him, he would never pass up such an opportunity. That guy is practically going mad with his desire to see me dead... His obedient hounds must have already arrived and set up their traps."
The purple-clad girl frowned slightly, thinking of something, and asked doubtfully, "Are you saying they used some method to evade my search? How is that possible? No Star-Rank Warrior could avoid the detection of the divine artifact Heavenly Sight, unless the ones who came this time were Moon-Level Experts. But the three Moon-Level Experts of the Zenit Empire are all currently in the Imperial Capital."
"Nothing in this world is absolute. Perhaps he found a way to help his hounds avoid the Heavenly Sight's detection. Perhaps he recruited new Moon-Level Experts. Perhaps he has some other special method to ensure my death... In any case, he will definitely make his move. There's no doubt about that."
"Then what should I do next?" Purple Flame tacitly accepted the Princess's judgment. In truth, no one dared to doubt the judgments of the owner of this frail body, because she had never been wrong before.
"Wait."
The God of Death Fingers tapped out an inexplicable rhythm again, and a strange light flickered in her blue eyes. "I will do exactly what he expects me to do. Both sides in this confrontation know the stakes; it all comes down to who has more hidden cards... However, I pity this Chambord Kingdom. I wonder how much of it will remain after this ordeal."
"That madman king was so disrespectful earlier. Even if this small city were destroyed, it would be letting him off lightly." Purple Flame was as cold as ice, indifferent to matters of life and death. Countless people had already died by her hand. In these chaotic times, human life was as cheap as grass, and no one was worth pitying.
"Enough about that. You've worked hard during this time. Go and rest. Starting today, there's no need to activate the divine artifact Heavenly Sight for searches anymore. Prepare yourself, and in three days, everything will become clear."
"But..."
Purple Flame wanted to say more, but the Princess closed her eyes and waved her hand, so she stopped. Bowing her head, a burst of purple flame erupted in the air, emitting no heat. By the time it vanished, the girl had disappeared as well.
Princess Tanasha stood up and walked toward her room.
No one noticed that she had pocketed the small bottle of purple potion.
...
...
At the same time.
In a relatively secluded stone courtyard at the Shampoo City Post House.
"Your Highness, after those women entered the Back Mountain of Shampoo City, they never came out again. I discovered that Shampoo City had set up many hidden sentries near the old prison on the Back Mountain. The security is very tight, and it would be difficult to sneak in without being detected. I was worried that rashly entering might alert them and ruin your plans, so I stationed a few soldiers to keep watch on the perimeter and came to report to you myself."
In front of the blond Prince Obina of the Thrace Kingdom, the guard who had been assigned to tail Ileena and Sister Acarra earlier in the day was kneeling on the ground, reporting the movements of the Rogues.
"As for the identity of the bald fat man, we also found out. He is Prison Warden Oleg of Shampoo City, currently one of the favored subordinates of King Alexander of Shampoo City. He has the strength of a One-Star Warrior and is a minor character... However, there's something strange: the origins of these women are very mysterious. It seems no one in Shampoo City knows where they came from, and they haven't appeared in the city before," the guard said.
"So they went to the Back Mountain... How strange!" Obina's hooked nose twitched slightly. He asked again, "Did all of them disappear into the Back Mountain? None of them left during that time, right?"
"Reporting to Your Highness, not a single one of them left from start to finish."
"Good. Send more soldiers and keep a close watch on all paths leading to the Back Mountain. If they show up again, report to me immediately."
Obina thought it over. These women probably didn't have any significant background. Although they were quite skilled, their clothing was slightly worn, and their armor was mostly made of tanned animal hides. Aside from the gorgeous red-haired beauty's four-star longbow, there was nothing else remarkable about them. Perhaps they were members of a mercenary group from afar, hired by the young King of Shampoo City to maintain order during the coronation ceremony. For people like this, Obina had no qualms about seizing the longbow. Besides, these women were all quite attractive. If he could find a way to capture them alive, whether he kept them for himself or gave them as gifts to the Nobles of St. Petersburg, it would be a good opportunity.
He decided that the next time these women appeared, he would act immediately. Before dealing with the main task, he would first get his hands on that four-star golden longbow. With such a powerful weapon, he would have a better chance of success in the events three days later.
The guard acknowledged the order and quickly left the stone courtyard.
At that moment, the guard named Okocha, whom he had sent to investigate the mysterious master who had leaped over Shampoo City earlier, happened to enter. He hurried to Obina's side, knelt, and reported, "Your Highness, after the mysterious master entered the Royal Palace of Shampoo City, there was no further movement. No one else came out either. I watched for half a day and didn't notice any unusual activity. However, Susan, the female Warrior from Crown Princess's delegation, entered the palace and brought the young King Alexander to the delegation's residence... I suspect that the mysterious master might very well be King Alexander of Shampoo City."
"Alexander? That's impossible." Obina was startled but quickly shook his head. "Three-Star Strength is the peak for that fool. Although I don't know how he went from being an idiot to a Three-Star Warrior, it's absolutely impossible for him to advance to four stars in just three or four days. Even the continent's Martial Saint Maradona didn't improve at such a speed."
After a pause, Obina motioned for the guard Okocha to leave.
He frowned thoughtfully and murmured to himself, "It seems this mysterious master must be someone Princess Tanasha, the Ice Asura, placed in the palace. She must have known something all along... But what does she mean by revealing this now?"
Obina didn't dare to be careless in the slightest.
He knew very well the methods of that Princess.
Although Obina always thought highly of himself, often considering himself a wise man with some cleverness and tricks, he also clearly understood that his skills were only enough to fool ordinary people. Compared to Her Highness, the Crown Princess Tanasha—known throughout the empire as the Ice Asura and the Female Literary Sage—he wasn't even qualified to be her opponent, let alone make her frown. He had no doubt that if the Princess wished, she could make him die countless times with just a thought.
"Fortunately, there are others dealing with her this time. I'm just here to run errands."
Putting aside thoughts about the Ice Asura, Obina turned his attention back to the young King of Shampoo City. Although he didn't agree with Guard Okocha's assessment about the mysterious master, his habitual caution kept him alert. After a moment's thought, he said to a tall, burly guard beside him who was as huge as a Giant, "Find an opportunity to test Alexander's strength. Don't get caught up in the fight. Force him to reveal his true ability, then return. We need him alive; he still has his uses."
The tall guard acknowledged the order. A yellow flame flickered at his feet, and his massive figure slowly sank into the ground, as if diving into water, until he completely disappeared beneath the stone floor, leaving no trace behind.
Yet another master.
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After leaving the envoy group's quarters, Sun Fei led his big black dog, Black Whirlwind, and rushed toward the Chambord City Civil and Military School, ignoring the surprised looks from passersby along the way. His expression was serious. He wanted to see Gordon Brook, the military leader of Chambord City who had been busy at the school recently.
Earlier at the envoy group's quarters, Sun Fei noticed some tension, which made him feel a sense of danger. Though he still didn't know what exactly might happen, if the Crown Princess of the Zenit Empire was taking such strict precautions, it definitely wasn't a small matter.
Sun Fei had to make some preparations.
The Chambord City Civil and Military School was located on the former site of Herald Bazel's mansion. Apart from the Royal Palace, it was the largest stone fortress complex in all of Shampoo City. Like many buildings in the city, this mansion seemed to be over a hundred years old. Moss grew in the cracks of the white stone walls, and slightly yellowed, dried vines spread across them. From afar, it looked very beautiful.
From outside the school, Sun Fei could hear the shouts of children.
When he walked in, he saw more than a hundred bare-chested kids following Frank Lampard as they practiced a simple set of fist techniques. They stood in horse stance—something Sun Fei had insisted on, making it part of the school’s basic curriculum.
The kids were practicing very seriously.
Beads of sweat rolled down their still-young faces, and their bodies were soaked. Some were already trembling from holding the stance, but they gritted their teeth and persisted. They were all children of commoners, well aware of life’s hardships and their own low social status. This learning opportunity was a rare, tremendous piece of luck for them, so each one worked hard, hoping to improve their strength and change their own and their families' destinies. No one was lazy.
Lampard carried his Black Greatsword, Titan Blade, on his back. His eyes moved over each child, correcting their mistakes at any moment. This quiet former top expert of Shampoo City didn’t like politics or military affairs, and seemed to care little about anything else—except for teaching these children. He took great interest in it. With plenty of free time, he ended up becoming the chief instructor at the Chambord City Civil and Military School, taking on almost ninety-nine percent of the training duties. Besides, with his reputation as the former top expert and his Three-Star Strength, he was the most popular teacher in the school aside from Sun Fei.
"Hello, Principal!"
When the children saw Sun Fei arrive, their eyes lit up with excitement and admiration. They all stopped training, pulled in their stomachs, puffed out their chests, raised their heads, stood at attention, and saluted in unison.
"Hello, students!"
Sun Fei chuckled happily.
He tried his best to look dignified and returned the salute just as formally.
All of this was part of the school rules Sun Fei had set for the Chambord City Civil and Military School, completely copied from the drills he had learned during his university military training in his previous life. This type of saluting was not complicated; it was simple and novel. Once it was introduced, it became quite popular among the children, satisfying Sun Fei’s playful side once again.
As for the children calling him "Principal," that was also a school rule. Once anyone entered the Chambord City Civil and Military School, no matter who they were or how prominent their status outside, here they could only have one identity—student or teacher.
"Continue training!"
At Sun Fei’s command, the children immediately resumed their horse stances and practiced the simple upper-body fist techniques. Each child’s face was flushed with excitement as they shouted and trained vigorously, hoping to impress the principal. If Frank Lampard was their favorite teacher, then Sun Fei was their ultimate idol, their supreme king. In this world where strength was respected, Sun Fei’s previous actions had completely won over these children, who all dreamed of being heroes.
"Uncle Lampard, you’ve worked hard."
Sun Fei showed great respect toward Frank Lampard. This Three-Star Warrior was the sworn brother of the Old King and had always looked after Alexander. Like the handsome Best, Sun Fei regarded both of them as elders.
"Your Majesty!" Lampard nodded, a rare smile appearing on his face.
He could clearly sense that Sun Fei’s strength had increased again. Now he couldn’t tell what level Sun Fei’s might had reached, but one thing was certain—it definitely surpassed Three-Star Strength. Otherwise, with his own ability, he would have been able to gauge it.
"Uncle Lampard, these kids are the future treasures of Shampoo City. If the school needs anything, just send someone to ask Uncle Best for it, and say it’s my order..." Sun Fei looked at the children like a rabbit seeing carrots, stroking his chin and smiling. "We must make these guys grow up quickly."
Lampard also smiled and nodded. After thinking for a moment, he said, "Your Majesty, the school isn’t lacking anything right now except for teachers and Aura Manuals. A few of these children have truly good talent, and their innate attributes are quite varied. Basically, the five major Battle Qi attributes—metal, wood, water, fire, and earth—are all represented. There are even a few who show promise in learning Magic. Unfortunately, the Shampoo City royal family only has a limited number of Aura Manuals—just four or five One-Star or Two-Star Level manuals for water and fire attributes. Besides, Brook and I practice Water Element Battle Qi, so..."
Sun Fei understood.
Teaching staff was indeed a problem.
On the Azeroth Continent, professions were diverse, and cultivation methods varied widely. Each person had different innate attributes. Only by practicing Aura Manuals or Magic that matched their innate attributes could they cultivate successfully. Otherwise, if they practiced manuals that conflicted with their attributes, not only would they not improve their strength, but they might harm their bodies and develop chronic illnesses.
"I’ll think of a way to handle this!"
Sun Fei bid farewell to Lampard and found Gordon Brook in the distance, who was training a group of girls. Since the girls were physically weaker, Principal Sun Fei didn’t require them to undergo the same intense training as the boys. Instead, they learned some basic military theory from Brook, which was his specialty. Though Brook himself might not be exceptionally skilled, he could at least provide the children with some foundational knowledge.
However, this situation reminded Sun Fei again of the importance of finding teachers for the school.
Among the girls, Sun Fei spotted Pierce’s daughter, Louis. The little girl looked even more pretty and refined after a simple wash, and her cool, striking demeanor made her stand out among the more than forty girls. After being surrounded by the young girls and coaxed into telling a few stories, Sun Fei finally had a chance to call Brook aside to discuss some matters.
After hearing what Sun Fei said, Brook’s face changed.
"Your Majesty, is it really..."
"Whether it’s true or not, from now on, arrange for soldiers to increase inspections throughout the city for suspicious individuals. Anyone who dares to cause trouble, no matter who they are, put them in the Black Room first... Remember, especially check out any unusual faces that have recently come to the city. If they don’t behave, drive them out of the city."
Sun Fei was truly serious this time.
The tense atmosphere he sensed at the Zenit envoy group’s quarters gave him a very bad feeling. Shampoo City might be facing a great danger—one that the city might not be able to withstand on its own. It could even be far worse than the disaster brought by the Black Armored Army’s siege.
Brook acknowledged the order and turned to leave to make arrangements.
"Wait..." Sun Fei suddenly called him back. After a moment of silence, he said, "Also, order all city soldiers to be more vigilant these next few days, keeping watch day and night. Notify the residents as well to be prepared. If the situation turns bad, evacuate them from the city immediately."
Brook’s expression changed again. Hearing such an order made him truly realize the seriousness of the situation.
"Go. Let’s hope I’m just overthinking it."
...
...
By the time Sun Fei left the Chambord City Civil and Military School, there were fewer people on the streets.
Sun Fei rode Black Whirlwind slowly toward the Royal Palace. The big black dog was intelligent and walked steadily. Sun Fei frowned as he rode, thinking over everything that had happened that day and trying to piece together some clues, but he felt lost. He could sense a shadow hanging over Shampoo City, but he had no idea where the danger was coming from or why.
As he went along, Sun Fei suddenly felt a jolt.
He sensed a dangerous aura, as if a fierce beast were watching him from the shadows. A chilling energy locked onto him, making the hairs on the back of his neck stand up.
"Someone is following me?"
Sun Fei’s mind stirred, but his face remained calm. He gently patted the big black dog beneath him.
The animal was practically supernatural. It instantly understood Sun Fei’s intention. Without making a sound, it quietly changed direction and headed toward a deserted, shabby alley in Shampoo City.
This alley was near the city’s garbage dump. It stank, and cockroaches and rats were everywhere. Sun Fei rode Black Whirlwind about thirty meters into the alley, then jumped off the dog’s back. He patted its head, signaling it to go play somewhere else, and then stood still.
A dozen seconds later.
A flash of orange light appeared in the dimly lit alley. Wherever the light passed, the soil, walls, and stones all seemed to melt, becoming sticky. Then something magical happened—a human-shaped outline made of yellow mud slowly emerged from the wall. The light faded, and the mud outline changed, revealing a tall, strong man standing before Sun Fei.
"You deliberately led me here, didn’t you?"
The big man wore a mocking expression. In the dimly lit alley, his tall figure seemed to cut Sun Fei off from the outside world. He radiated a powerful aura, firmly locking onto Sun Fei, with icy killing intent spreading all around.
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This big man stood at least over two meters tall, with a very strong build. His muscles bulged against the light leather armor he wore, looking as if they were about to burst—he resembled a giant bear or a solid wall standing there.
He looked at Sun Fei with the expression of a cat eyeing a mouse, a slight smirk curling at the corner of his mouth, not bothering to hide his mocking expression.
No wonder he acted so arrogantly.
According to the information they had obtained earlier, the king of the tiny Shampoo City was merely a Three-Star Warrior. Although Okocha later suspected that the mysterious Four-Star Level expert might be this very guy, he refused to believe that anyone in this world could advance from Three-Star Level to Four-Star Level in less than half a month.
That was completely ridiculous!
So Obina sent him to test Sun Fei’s skills, and he had openly chased after Sun Fei without any attempt at concealment.
In his view, Sun Fei leading him into this narrow alley was simply walking right into a trap.
However, before testing the strength of this foolish little king, he saw no harm in using the strength of a lowly guard to thoroughly humiliate the dignity of this seemingly lofty king. For a twisted individual like him, nothing brought greater satisfaction than tormenting those high and mighty royals.
So, as he spoke, he blatantly displayed his power. In merely an instant, a surge of power flowed toward Sun Fei—this was a force that could make the earth tremble. Everything touched by the orange flames turned yellow. In such conditions, he could freely control any soil or rock within fifty meters of his body.
He was an earth elemental expert.
His name was He Shengzhen.
In the Thrace Kingdom, his strength ranked among the top three in the entire nation.
Under his massive palms, countless skulls had been crushed to pieces—among them defenseless children, charming beauties, the elderly, commoners, Nobles... He had even been ordered to viciously kill a little Prince of the Thrace Kingdom. That was a masterpiece he could never forget; he made that clear-eyed six-year-old little Prince wail beside him for ten full days and nights before finally dying. The poor little fellow had not a single intact bone left in his body by the end, his form reduced to a pile of blackened, foul, and nauseating minced flesh.
He had fashioned the little Prince's skull into a small wine cup, which he carried with him at all times, using it to drink wine.
Soon, He Shengzhen saw exactly what he had hoped to see—
After he slightly revealed his Four-Star Level initial stage Might, the little king’s earlier confidence melted away like snow under scorching heat, vanishing in an instant. His face changed dramatically, confidence turning into panic. Though he tried hard to calm himself, He Shengzhen saw the little king’s legs beginning to tremble; he was already looking around, clearly planning to escape.
Truly a waste.
“Thinking of running?”
He Shengzhen crossed his arms, took a firm step forward, the mockery on his face becoming even more pronounced.
“You... who are you? What do you want?” The poor fellow spoke, trembling, and what made He Shengzhen want to vomit blood was that the guy actually crossed his arms over his chest, as if he were going to do something to him.
“Me?”
Seeing this, He Shengzhen felt even more certain of his earlier assumption. He bit a blade of grass between his teeth and, with a breath through his teeth, disdainfully glanced at the little king. “Little guy, I’m a killer who takes money for lives. I’ve stopped you here—what do you think I want?”
He was deliberately scaring the poor soul before him.
“Ah... you... kill... kill me?” The Little King trembled even more violently, like a frightened rabbit, screaming, his face instantly pale as he stared incredulously at the giant man. “Do you know who I am? I am the King of Shampoo City! How dare you kill a King?”
Idiot.
He Shengzhen couldn’t even be bothered to say anything more to this Little King.
Some people simply lacked the most basic self-awareness, living in their own self-righteous worlds. The privileges they were born with made them complacent and arrogant, making it hard for them to understand that without those privileges, they were nothing. What a pitiful state.
And the Little King before him was precisely that kind of naive and pathetic individual.
He Shengzhen crossed his arms and stepped forward, one step at a time.
Of course, he didn’t actually intend to kill this Little King—after all, in the upcoming plan, this small kingdom was a crucial piece. If he died and ruined that person’s plan, He Shengzhen couldn’t bear the consequences.
He was simply enjoying the sight of a king wailing and struggling before him.
“Aaaah... you... don’t come any closer... what do you want?” The Little King stepped back repeatedly, his face as pale as a little white rabbit cornered by a big gray wolf in a dead-end alley, trembling as he spoke. “Why kill me? Who sent you? Tell me... there must be some misunderstanding!”
He Shengzhen closed in step by step.
Orange Combat Energy Flames flickered unsteadily at his feet. His Four-Star Level Earth Elemental Combat Aura was in full display; wherever he stepped, the hard stones on the ground turned soft and sticky, almost like marshland—this was the power of a Four-Star Warrior, capable of altering the battlefield and creating a more favorable fighting environment.
“Who sent you to kill me?” The Little King trembled worse than ever; under the sharp killing intent, his mind seemed on the verge of collapse. Hysterically, he kept repeating the same question.
Unfortunately, no matter how arrogant he was, He Shengzhen wouldn’t answer that question.
Because he wasn’t actually here to kill him.
But right at that moment, something strange happened—
When He Shengzhen, with his deliberately intimidating presence, closed to within less than ten meters of the Little King, his expression suddenly froze.
Because he suddenly saw the trembling Little King’s facial expression shift from terror to... disappointment.
Yes, the kind of disappointment a child shows after throwing a tantrum and not getting comforted by their parents.
Before he could react, the Little King rubbed his chin and sighed, “Ah, this is no fun. I didn’t get any useful information at all... Hey, Xiao Hei, tell me, was my acting really that bad just now?”
Woof woof woof!
The Big Black Dog, which had been lying not far behind Sun Fei watching the scene unfold like a play, let out a bored yawn and barked a few times. Its sly, large eyes looked at Sun Fei with disdain, as if urging—hurry up and deal with this trouble so we can return to the Royal Palace; this dog hasn’t had dinner yet tonight.
“Forget it...” Sun Fei looked at He Shengzhen with great dissatisfaction; gone was the earlier terrified and cowering demeanor. In an instant, he transformed from prey to hunter, cracking his knuckles and shaking his fists. “Since you’re so uncooperative, I’ll switch to another method—using my fists to communicate with you!”
He Shengzhen’s face turned cold, filled with contempt. “With just you?”
Sun Fei didn’t speak.
He began to step forward.
He Shengzhen’s expression soon became troubled.
Because with each step Sun Fei took, his aura surged exponentially. A powerful, wild energy climbed from the peak of Two-Star Level upward. By the time he took his fifth step, the strength he displayed was no less than He Shengzhen’s Four-Star Level initial stage Earth Elemental Combat Aura. Though no dazzling Combat Energy Flames erupted from his body, this fierce aura made He Shengzhen feel an immense sense of danger.
He had been tricked!
He Shengzhen’s heart began to sink.
Only then did he realize that he had become a laughingstock.
Thinking he had taken control from the start, playing with his prey like a cat with a mouse, and just moments ago laughing at others for their lack of self-awareness—who would have thought that in the end, it turned out he had been performing like a clown all along. Meanwhile, the man and dog before him were simply acting out a scene—one performing, the other watching.
Especially the mocking look in that huge black dog’s eyes gave He Shengzhen the illusion that he wasn’t even worth as much as a dog.
“You—are—asking—for—death!”
When that string of inferiority and pride in his heart was viciously plucked, He Shengzhen suddenly fell into an unprecedented frenzy—like a bear interrupted while relieving itself, poked in the rear with a small stick. He roared, his body erupting with wild orange Combat Energy Flames, resembling a high-wattage dim yellow light bulb, casting a poetic beauty over the narrow alley. Then, his body shot forward like a cannonball, his fists striking at Sun Fei like lightning.
Sun Fei took a step forward, raising his own fists to meet the attack.
Boom!
Four fists collided in mid-air with no fancy tricks.
For a moment, it seemed as if time itself paused slightly. Then, the entire narrow alley began to shake; the orange Combat Energy Flames shattered. A visible, fine tremor rippled from He Shengzhen’s fists, rushing up his arms...
Accompanying the tremor was a series of cracking sounds—the sound of bones breaking.
Then, He Shengzhen’s huge body flew backward like a torn sack, wobbling unsteadily, faster than when he had charged forward.
Blood sprayed out.
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He Shengzhen felt as though he had fallen into an icy abyss.
His eyes were filled with disbelief, and his eyeballs nearly popped out of their sockets. The uncontrollable fury he had felt earlier had now completely turned into a deep, overwhelming fear.
"How could this be... possible?"
He Shengzhen cultivated Earth Elemental Combat Aura. For Earth Elemental Combat Aura Warriors, Might and defensive capabilities were their specialties. They were said to possess the weight of the earth and the toughness of a rock. The solidity of their physical Might was undoubtedly ranked first among other Battle Qi users of the same star level. It was precisely because of this reliance that he dared to strike with his fists right from the start.
However, reality mercilessly shattered his confidence.
With just a light punch, this Little King easily shattered He Shengzhen’s proud Four-Star Level Earth Elemental Combat Aura. Then, a fierce, unknown force invaded his body, relentlessly shattering the bones in both of his arms with a series of cracking sounds.
"How is this possible? Has he already reached Five-Star Level Strength?"
The shift from confidence to breakdown often happens in a very short time. Having all his pride and reliance crushed by Sun Fei’s punch, the huge gap in reality made He Shengzhen instinctively exaggerate Sun Fei's strength. And it was this thought that made him utterly terrified in an instant. He no longer had any courage to continue the fight. As he was thrown through the air, he frantically circulated his Battle Qi. Orange Combat Energy Flames flickered, and just as when he first appeared, he transformed into a puddle of human-shaped yellow mud amidst the haze, burrowing into the ground and disappearing without a trace.
"Pah! Are you chickening out already?" Sun Fei spat contemptuously and cursed, "Someone like you, and you still have the nerve to be an assassin?"
Chase!
This burly man must know some information that Sun Fei desperately needed. So how could His Majesty the King willingly let go of such an important clue? He waved his hand backward, and the Big Black Dog, which had been lazily lying there counting stars, let out a low growl. It leaped up from the ground and charged over like a whirlwind. Sun Fei jumped onto its back and followed the burly man’s trail.
Sun Fei had to admit that the stealth technique of Earth Elemental Combat Aura was indeed very powerful in such an environment. Especially for an expert like He Shengzhen, who had cultivated this Battle Qi to the Four-Star Level, his stealth path was even more elusive. Moreover, He Shengzhen seemed to have spent a great deal of effort practicing his stealth technique. After merging into the underground stone layer, not even a trace could be seen on the surface. It was as if everything that had happened in the alley was just an illusion, as if He Shengzhen had never existed.
Unfortunately, this burly man was already injured and unable to achieve perfect stealth.
Additionally, Sun Fei had already locked onto his aura, so there were still slight clues to follow. While carefully sensing the wildly surging Earth Elemental Combat Aura underground, Sun Fei urged the Big Black Dog beneath him to chase swiftly.
He Shengzhen was very cunning.
After entering the ground, he did his best to conceal his aura while carefully recovering his strength.
This kind of escape experience was not his first time.
He had once escaped from the pursuit of a Six-Star Expert.
So, after the initial panic, his heart gradually calmed down. He never expected that this unknown Little King Alexander was actually a Five-Star Expert. This unexpected discovery shocked him, but he also felt fortunate. Luckily, he reacted quickly. After just one exchange, he knew he was no match and did not hesitate to flee immediately, avoiding defeat at the hands of that Little King.
"This matter must be reported to His Highness Prince Obina as soon as possible. Otherwise, it might affect the next steps of the plan."
He Shengzhen struggled to move underground. The severe injury to his arms affected his stealth speed.
Fortunately, for him, the mission of this trip was already completed, so he did not have to worry about facing consequences upon his return.
But just then, a sudden change occurred—
Boom! Boom!
Two loud noises suddenly erupted. He Shengzhen was momentarily stunned and had not yet figured out what was happening when, in the next instant, he
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