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"What is... that pattern?"
"The stars across the heavens actually formed such distinct shapes? Was that a plow ox? A farmer's plow ox? And a half-human, half-horse magical beast? Whoa, is that a huge crab?"
"What exactly happened? Why did the sky suddenly turn dark? These stars... can anyone tell me what's really going on? Why have I never seen these strange star patterns before?"
"The gods are manifesting, it's a divine miracle!!"
"Wuuuuu, oh great gods, have you finally begun watching over your people?"
"These star patterns never appeared before... This... such mysterious might, like the boundless empty sky: timeless, ancient, profound. Could this might truly be a divine miracle sent by gods?"
Inside Shampoo City, from ordinary folks to mighty warriors, everyone felt an inexplicable terror at that moment. None understood what occurred. This extraordinary celestial phenomenon—utterly bizarre—was witnessed for the first time in their lives.
Only the native Xiangbo People seemed less panicked.
They had experienced a very similar scene once before, when Lord Frank Lampard ascended to become a Moon-level Expert. Only... this time, they wondered which expert in the city had achieved a breakthrough?
Every Xiangbo person trembled with excitement, sneering contemptuously at outsiders who pressed them for answers. Their minds were already trained by King of Champoo’s teachings on 'national security and secrecy'—they wouldn't leak their kingdom's secrets so easily.
And just as expected, mere moments later...
The familiar phenomenon reappeared above Shampoo City.
It was as though unseen deities commanded reality itself. The vast, brilliant stars suddenly dimmed, one after another.
Only hundreds of the brightest remained. They formed a complete constellation, pulsing with radiant light.
This celestial design cascaded countless faint starlight rays from the night sky. They descended silently upon the Twelve Golden Peaks in Shampoo City's Back Mountain. Then, surges of golden starlight erupted skyward from those very peaks, linking the heavens and earth in brilliant harmony.
It was truly a majestic divine miracle.
Within mere seconds, the sky formed six distinct constellations. Six rivers of starlight—like golden waterfalls crashing from the heavens—plunged into six towering Sword Peaks rising from the Back Mountain.
Then, light returned to the sky.
Tens of seconds later, the sky fully restored its previous clarity—a boundless, cloudless blue.
Sunlight bathed the world again. The breeze remained gentle, pleasantly cool without chill. Spring’s beauty softly reemerged for all to see, as if the earlier celestial strangeness were nothing more than a dream.
Shampoo City buzzed with speculation.
Diplomatic missions from various empires, hidden masters in the shadows, even mercenaries from the two great companies—all felt confused and unsettled. Each faction guessed what sheer might could possibly alter sky and earth so suddenly.
As warriors, they were most sensitive to power shifts. All clearly sensed it—during that moment of darkness and glittering stars, a never-before-seen property manifested upon the Azeroth Continent. Ancient, profound, sharp as starlight itself, it abruptly unveiled itself in the mortal realm.
Many saw the phenomena at the Back Mountain.
Yet now, none dared enter that death zone.
Over days, many factions had sent experts to probe Back Mountain's secrets—even notable Moon-level Experts. None returned. After five Moon-level Experts vanished without a trace, no faction remained willing to gamble further.
Though gossip suggested King of Champoo slaughtered those warriors covertly, proof remained absent. Shampoo City held sovereignty here; intruding violated their rules openly. Shampoo City’s Back Mountain became grimly legendary—an instigator of fearful whispers among all factions.
Instantaneously, intelligence networks sprang violently awake. The hunt began for the cause of the anomaly.
This abrupt change brought thick unease to schemers maneuvering in shadow. Truth became necessary.
Beneath a surface still bustling with joy, unseen sunlight concealed whirlwinds of bloody struggle.
...
Within a relatively quiet courtyard in Shampoo City.
Four mercenaries from Galloping Steed mercenary company stood guard at each side of the courtyard gate. Each appeared fierce and vigilant.
The courtyard held several figures.
A hulking man sat center-stage at a large stone table, a red bandana on his head and a hideous cross-shaped scar carving his face. He spoke gravely to companions beside him.
These men knew bloody conflict; violence clung to them like armour. Yet, swollen handprints still marked some faces—self-inflicted humiliations from that morning’s tavern encounter, where Owen’s terrifying aura made them slap themselves in cowardice.
"That bitch from Fireblood Mercenary Company! Who knows what nonsense she planned! If not for demanding to meet there, we wouldn't have drawn Shampoo City’s attention," one mercenary spat angrily. Then his face twisted lustfully. "Though... that Mage woman’s figure’s top-tier. Bet she’d feel juicy to squeeze—Mmm! That soft scent on her tiny frame..." His leer deepened. "Heh heh, worth dying for if I got to ride her once."
Others broke into wild, crude laughter at the vulgar boast.
Only the cross-scarred leader remained silent, brow knotted with tension.
His scarred eyes darted warily, repeatedly glancing at four faintly glowing wooden pillars within the courtyard walls. Ignoring their bawdy talk entirely, he'd sensed wrongness since arriving; though obeying orders meant staying put unseen threats felt inescapable.
His fist thudded the stone table suddenly. Rising tense: "We are leaving. Now. Something feels deeply wrong. Go silent—all of you. Regroup only tomorrow when 'Dragon Hunt' begins!" He barked orders urgently.
The laughing men stiffened mid-grin. One protested, baffled: "Captain, everything's smooth! You’re overthinking—"
"I pray I am!" the Captain snapped grimly. "But—"
He froze.
His gaze locked onto the courtyard gate.
His pupils shrank violently. One hand seized his weapon in an instant.
Alarmed by their Captain’s sudden terror, every man lunged to their feet, turning as one toward the gate. Weapons ripped from sheaths! Hostility surged!
The reason froze their blood.
At the courtyard entrance stood a figure.
Completely silent.
Utterly still.
Impossibly watching them.
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It was someone they knew very well.
Someone they could not forget.
It was the person they met today at the tavern, who called himself one of the Four Thorns under the King of Champoo—the Killing Thorn, Michael Owen, a young black knight who appeared to be only thirteen or fourteen years old. However, at this moment, the arrogant young man had changed into a tight-fitting outfit made from some unknown magical beast hide. His clear eyes shone with impatience, glaring at the mercenaries like a fierce beast eyeing its prey.
"Lord Owen? Why are you here?" The burly man with the red headscarf asked expressionlessly. He gripped the war blade in his hand and made a gesture behind his back. More than twenty mercenaries silently spread out, each taking a position, subtly forming a hidden formation, quietly surrounding Owen in the center.
"The Dragon Hunting Plan? What kind of plan is that?" Owen frowned and asked softly, as if he noticed nothing.
This was the first meaningful word he had heard during the nearly ten hours he had been hiding in this courtyard. If the red headscarf captain had not sensed something unusual and tried to disperse and hide, Owen would not have revealed himself so soon, alerting the enemy too quickly.
The scarred burly man grinned, licking his war blade, and suddenly gave a fierce smile. "Lord Owen wants to know? I'll tell you. It's simple—it's the plan to hunt down that evil dragon, the King of Champoo." As he spoke, his fiery red Combat Energy Flames began to glow. The more than twenty mercenaries around him started to close in silently.
"Oh, in that case, why not explain it in more detail?" Owen also licked his black gleaming dagger, a flash of excitement in his eyes.
"You want to know... Hahaha, go ask the God of Death in Hell! Hahaha, Flaming Giant Serpent—Kiss!"
The scarred burly man suddenly launched an attack. The heavy war blade in his hand transformed into a huge fiery serpent—a terrifying illusion conjured by a Five-Star Level Aura Skill. The eerie howling was enough to disturb one's mind. The serpent, formed from flames, glided along the ground, plowing marks as it twisted along an unpredictable, elusive path. It approached instantly, its blood-red mouth flicking a forked tongue, exuding scorching heat as it voraciously lunged at Owen.
At the same time, the surrounding mercenaries closed in and attacked in unison.
This was a formation combat technique often used by the Galloping Steed mercenary group. It was not complicated but very practical. When used by multiple people in coordination, it could multiply their power, often allowing them to combine their strength to kill a Lunar Level expert. As long as they secured their positions in advance, it rarely failed.
The raging Battle Qi Turbulence engulfed Owen's figure.
The scarred burly man felt a surge of joy, but at that very moment, a cold breeze swept behind him, giving him a chilling sensation as if a venomous snake were watching him. Danger washed over him like a tide.
"Not good... There's actually an accomplice? Damn it!"
In that instant, he finally understood that the Killing Thorn Owen had not come alone. In the shadows, his companion had launched a ruthless, sudden attack. At this life-or-de-moment, the cross-scarred burly man could no longer focus on striking Owen. His instincts as a fighter made him immediately flip backward and retreat, rotating his war blade 180 degrees as he slashed at an odd angle toward his back.
His life as a mercenary, constantly on the edge of death, had honed his combat reflexes to the extreme.
All his movements flowed smoothly without the slightest delay.
Yet, it was all in vain.
This swift response, which even he was extremely satisfied with, did not bring him any chance of survival. The piercing cold sensation on the back of his neck paused only for a moment before quickly pressing against his carotid artery. Then, a faint, detached voice sounded in his ear—
"Move, and you die."
The voice was ethereal and aloof, carrying an indescribable elegance, like a noble young master from another world looking down upon the mortal realm.
From beginning to end, the cross-scarred burly man could not even see what kind of opponent was holding a weapon to his vital spot.
Meanwhile, with the loss of the cross-scarred burly man as the main force and the 'formation core,' the coordinated formation combat technique became incomplete and lost its greatest damaging power. Within the Battle Qi Turbulence, the elusive figure of Michael Owen, the Killing Thorn, drifted like a ghost or willow catkins, without the slightest trace of earthly presence. He moved like human lightning—wherever he went, an experienced mercenary would fall powerless and silent to the ground.
The Galloping Steed mercenary group’s formation combat technique seemed entirely anticipated by the opponent.
Every fleeting weakness was calculated by Owen, the Killing Thorn.
Like a butterfly flitting through flowers, in the blink of an eye, more than twenty carefully selected elite mercenaries all slumped weakly to the ground.
Feeling the terrifying cold touch on his neck, the red headscarf cross-scarred burly man watched with eyes wide in fury but could do nothing.
Owen stood unharmed in his original spot, habitually licking his black gleaming dagger. His expression was utterly relaxed, his gaze filled with disdain and scorn as he looked at the cross-scarred burly man.
"Who? Tell me, who are you?" The cross-scarred burly man's heart sank bit by bit as he asked the person holding him from behind.
"One of the Four Thorns under the King of Champoo—the White Thorn, Gonzalez Raul." That faint, detached voice with its transcendent quality sounded in his ear.
...
In a fragrant, grassy courtyard of a charming post station in Shampoo City.
"Hey, what's going on? I already said this place has been fully booked by our Fireblood mercenary group. We're not accepting guests. Are you deaf? Why are you still coming in? Stop! I'm talking to you—what's the matter? Stop right there!"
At the entrance of the post station's backyard.
Two pretty female merceniors in fitted outfits, their faces angry, hurried over from behind and stopped three strangers who were trying to force their way in. The two young girls blocked the path, their expressions unfriendly, gripping their weapons as they looked the three uninvited guests up and down.
"Little sister, you'd better step aside. I'm looking for your captain." Among the strangers, a tall, thin young man on the left, about fourteen or fifteen years old, grinned, revealing a set of neat white teeth.
"Hmph, do you think you can just see our captain whenever you want?" the red-haired girl snapped indignantly.
"Exactly! State your names first and wait in line. When our captain has time, maybe then. We've already sent away no less than a hundred perverts like you with bad intentions. Save your effort—you guys are way out of your league trying to pursue our captain!" The other girl, with a black ponytail, glared.
"Ah, I'm afraid that if I tell you our names, you'll all run away." The tall, thin young man winked.
"Pfft, why would our captain run? Who do you think you are..." The red-haired girl, her plump, pink cheeks still showing a bit of baby fat, wore a very disdainful expression. However, she wasn't completely foolish—the next moment, she seemed to understand something and tugged at her black ponytail companion, giving a warning look. She drew the thin sword at her waist and asked fiercely, "Tell us, who are you?"
"Alright, Lisa, let the three honored guests in." At that moment, a clear, pleasant, and soft voice came from the small courtyard behind. A beautiful woman in a black magic robe, with a parrot-like magical beast perched on her shoulder sporting a long, colorful tail, slowly walked over.
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"But Captain Laura, they..." the girl with red short hair argued.
"Haha, little girl, experts under King Alexander of Champoo have arrived. How could you possibly stop them? Step back quickly, so you don't anger these three adults..." The beautiful woman had a soft waist and moved gracefully, a fragrant breeze drifting with her steps. She looked at the three people in front of her, frowned, and asked, "May I ask what brings you three here?"
"Philip Inzagi, the first disciple of King Alexander. I came here to ask Captain Laura about the Dragon Hunting Plan." Among the three strangers, the extremely handsome young warrior in the middle spoke seriously, staring intently into the beautiful woman's eyes without hurry.
Sure enough, the moment she heard "Dragon Hunting Plan," the beautiful Mage's pupils suddenly contracted.
"Lord Philip, what you said is strange. I don't think I know anything about the Dragon Hunting Plan. Hmm, do dragons even exist in this world? Haven't they been extinct for a long time?" Laura quickly calmed down. She lightly brushed her silver-white hair with her fingers, her eyes bright, and said with a smile.
Inzagi frowned.
"Captain Laura, I know you are very skilled in lightning magic, and your Aura Skill, the Nebula Chain Lightning, is said to be unbeatable below the Seven-Star Level. But I still advise you not to be too confident in your own strength, and do not try to stall for time, waiting for support from the Fireblood mercenary group. Unless... you want the entire Fireblood mercenary group to be destroyed right now because of your choice!"
Upon hearing this, the flawless expression on Laura's beautiful face froze slightly.
Her delicate, slender fingers, like freshly peeled green onions, which had been brushing her hair, also paused because of Inzagi's words.
The two young girl mercenaries, who had acted fiercely earlier, now realized what was happening even if they were slow. The red short hair and the black ponytail exchanged glances and slowly tried to slip into the backyard to alert the others.
However—
Two dark figures flashed instantly and appeared behind the two girls in the next second.
"Little girl, you're not being very obedient." The tall, thin young man who had spoken earlier had a happy smile on his face, his white, neat teeth enviable. He introduced himself very kindly, "Let me introduce myself. I am Edinson Gómez Cavani. You can just call me Cavani. One of the Four Thorns under His Majesty King Alexander of Champoo, the Smiling Thorn."
Another equally tall and thin young man, with a silent and solemn expression, followed with a few words: "The Silent Thorn, David Trezeguet."
The two girls, red short hair and black ponytail, wore cautious expressions, gritted their teeth, and let out a light hum without saying more. Their pretty little faces were full of seriousness and coldness. With two clanging sounds, they drew the thin swords at their waists. With a flick of their fair wrists, they produced dazzling silver light. Their strength was actually not low, at least at the Two-Star Level of Battle Qi.
However, intimidated by Cavani and Trezeguet's speed and movement earlier, the two girls did not dare to strike first.
"I've long heard that King Alexander of Champoo is not only a genius with amazing Martial Dao skills, but also has many experts under him. I didn't quite believe it before, but today I realized that this statement is not exaggerated—if anything, it's an understatement," the charming Mage in the black robe, Laura, smiled lightly. Her expression relaxed again, no longer as tense as before, and she said with a smile, "Don't trouble them. If you want to know about the Dragon Hunting Plan, I will go with you and explain everything."
"Captain Laura, no, you can't go! You..." The red short-haired girl grew anxious and spoke hastily.
"Let's fight these bad guys! We'll hold out until the leader and the others come. Hmph, they'll deal with them!" The black ponytailed girl said boldly.
But Mage Laura slowly shook her head.
She hadn't expected King Alexander's people to find them so quickly, and even more, to openly target the Fireblood mercenary group, the second-largest mercenary group within a million miles. The Xiangbo People's actions were faster and more aggressive than she had anticipated.
As for resistance... she hadn't not tried.
Unfortunately, a few seconds ago, when her fingers brushed her forehead to trigger a Magical Artifact disguised as a hairpin, the young man named Philip Inzagi in front of her noticed immediately and warned her.
It really surprised Laura. This young man was too strong. A sharp, weapon-like aura had locked onto her from the start, making her dare not make any move. The slightest motion, and the overwhelming killing intent from her opponent could drown her instantly.
For a Mage, having an agile expert close within three meters was absolutely deadly.
Laura had been careless.
Even with her experience, she hadn't been able to detect immediately that these three young men, who seemed young and showed no signs of Battle Qi fluctuations, possessed such strength. They had easily approached her to a dangerous distance... The Four Thorns under King Alexander? Thorns as in Assassins? Truly extraordinary concealment abilities, they had even deceived her.
"I cannot agree to that, Captain Laura. In this courtyard, there are thirty-five people in total. Except for three unaware grooms, all of you must come with us. Do not try to resist. This place has long been tightly controlled, and besides, none of you are a match for me, unless the Fireblood leader is here."
Inzagi never showed mercy to women. His tone left no room for negotiation.
Anything or anyone that posed a threat to King Alexander was a target that Inzagi would eliminate without mercy.
...
The members of the Fireblood mercenary squad had no choice.
A few who tried to resist or escape were caught immediately. Everyone had their Battle Qi sealed. The charming, silver-haired Mage Laura received special attention; shackles with magic-sealing properties were placed on her wrists, ankles, and neck, suppressing all her magical power. Then, along with everyone else, she was loaded into a large, fully enclosed carriage.
The carriage traveled at high speed for over forty minutes.
When the carriage door opened again, the Fireblood mercenaries stepped out and were surprised to find it pitch black outside. The stone walls on both sides emitted a faint silver glow. The air around them was bitterly cold, and the sound of dripping water echoed in their ears. This place turned out to be an underground passage of some sort.
"Let's go!"
Inzagi walked expressionlessly at the front, leading the prisoners deeper into the underground passage.
The dark environment, eerie sights, terrifying silence, and the feeling of helplessness, along with the dreadful fate awaiting them... all of this made the Fireblood mercenaries uneasy. They had no idea what would happen next. The red short hair and black ponytail huddled close to Mage Laura, their bodies trembling.
Soon, light appeared ahead.
Then came an extremely agonized scream, hair-raising like that of a wounded beast. It seemed some unfortunate soul was undergoing terrible torture. The air was thick with the cruel smell of blood and even a faint scent of cooked human flesh.
Suddenly, the view opened up.
It was a very spacious underground hall.
Hanging from the ceiling was a reportedly dark red magic lamp, casting the entire space in a blinding, bloody light, as if every inch of air flowed with blood. It made their skin crawl and sent chills down their spines.
The hall reeked heavily of blood.
Stained, strange torture devices were arranged neatly around.
When the silver-haired Mage Laura's gaze fell on the person being tortured in the center of the hall, her eyes suddenly focused, her pupils contracted slightly, showing a hint of shock. Then, as if she understood something, she became calm again.
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This burly man being tortured was Barios, the captain of the elite squad from the Galloping Steed mercenary group who had met with Laura earlier that day in the restaurant at the city's dining area. He was already defeated and captured by the experts of Shampoo City. After the initial surprise, the silver-haired Mage Laura quickly understood. Since her group was brought here, the Galloping Steed could not avoid the same fate.
That explained everything. Their whereabouts and the information about the Dragon Hunting Plan were revealed by the Galloping Steed members who could not endure the torture.
At the far end of the hall stood a row of prison cells. More than ten bruised and bloody burly mercenaries were locked inside. They were the members of the Galloping Steed elite squad they had met in the restaurant that day. Not a single one escaped; all were captured here.
As a great Mage, although Laura's Five-Star Peak Magic power was sealed by the anti-magic shackles on her hands and feet, her vision remained sharp. With the help of the blood-red light in the hall, she could vaguely see Magic Runes faintly carved on the walls of the hall and the stone walls of the prison cells separated by iron bars.
With the support of these Magic Runes, even ordinary mud walls would become as hard as fine steel and indestructible.
What surprised the charming Mage even more was that even she, who was quite skilled in various runic languages, could not immediately identify the origin and principles of the Magic Circuit of the runes on the walls. She only vaguely felt that they seemed somewhat similar to the legendary runes from the Ancient Divine Demon Era. Each rune seemed alive, expanding and contracting rhythmically between appearances and disappearances, like a living being breathing. The ancient and distant Magic aura leaked out or vanished accordingly.
"How could the might and foundation of the Xiangbo People be so strong? This prison probably cannot be broken even by a Moon-level Expert," Laura was shocked by her discovery.
Behind her, the other Fireblood mercenaries were already trembling with pale faces.
Various strange torture devices in the hall exuded a silent yet despairing ferocity.
The bloodstains on each device only needed a glance to tell you what kind of living hell awaited you if you were placed on them. Combined with the oppressive and suffocating blood-red light in the air, this place was as terrifying as the legendary Hell.
Even before the interrogation began, some of the thirty-two Fireblood mercenaries were so terrified that their teeth chattered.
This could not be blamed on them.
Heroes who never flinched in face-to-face battles might not be able to remain steadfast under torture.
In the center of the hall, besides Scar-Faced Barios who was being tortured, four or five other Galloping Steed mercenaries were also screaming in agony. These men were already covered in blood, their voices hoarse, with urine and feces flowing. The Fireblood mercenaries clearly saw a burly man who initially appeared fearless and was cursing loudly before the torture. But after being placed on a device that did not look too terrifying, he completely broke down in less than a minute, crying and begging for mercy, revealing everything he knew...
It was a terrifying scene.
The two young female mercenaries with red short hair and a black ponytail were so frightened that their faces turned pale, nearly crying. They had never witnessed such a cruel scene and instinctively grabbed Captain Laura's arms tightly, like little chicks shivering under a hen's wings.
The blood-red light flickered in the air, like spreading blood.
Cold and gloomy, this was the most terrifying Hell hidden beneath the surface prison, the Black Room, of Shampoo City.
"If Captain Laura is willing to tell us everything we want to know without leaving anything out, you might not have to endure the test of these terrible torture devices," Inzagi looked at the beautiful face of the silver-haired Mage, his gaze calm and patient, saying softly, "To be honest, I don't wish for a beautiful lady like you to undergo such horrible torture. These devices were designed personally by Minister Oleg of the Ministry of Justice. Even a Full Moon Perfection expert cannot withstand them. I advise you not to hold any hope."
These words drained the last trace of color from the mercenaries' faces.
"Ahh, stop, stop! I'll talk, I'll say everything! Don't torture me anymore, let me die, let me die quickly!" A miserable scream made the silent Fireblood mercenaries lose their composure, almost collapsing to the ground. It was Scar-Faced Barios, who could no longer endure and broke down instantly, wailing and begging for mercy.
Barios was considered a tough figure in the Galloping Steed mercenary group. It was said that he was once secretly arrested and imprisoned by the Marseille Empire, enduring various inhuman tortures without ever speaking. Later, the Galloping Steed leader, War Pirate Melberry, personally intervened, forcing the Marseille Empire to release him. When he left prison, except for his face, there was almost no intact skin left on his body. The cross scar on his face was left from that imprisonment.
Such a tough man was tortured to the point of begging for a quick death and revealing everything, showing how terrifying the torture devices of Shampoo City were.
Feeling the trembling hands of the two young sisters beside her and hearing the chattering teeth of her companions behind her, the silver-haired Mage Laura sighed softly and said dejectedly, "I'll talk."
...
"Dragon Hunting Plan?"
At the peak of the central divine mountain in Sky City, inside the Divine King Hall, Sun Fei looked at the Document Scroll from the interrogation presented by Oleg and smiled contemptuously. "With just two small mercenary groups, they dare to speak such big words? It seems they really see me as a soft persimmon to squeeze."
The fatso Oleg, now over two meters tall, had even more abundant fat after advancing to the Moon-level. Hearing this, he immediately lowered his eyebrows and flattered, "Exactly, great and noble Your Majesty the King. I request to take action immediately, use thunderous means, and based on the city bases of the two mercenary groups disclosed in this scroll, completely wipe out their so-called twenty Dragon Hunting squads. Let these despicable ants know our true might."
"Get lost!" Sun Fei kicked him and said irritably, "I think after advancing to the Lunar Level, you're itching for a fight, right? What? Haven't had enough of the interrogation fun in Hell? Remember, without full preparation, don't cause any fights in the city. If you break those flowers and plants, can you afford to compensate? No need for you to act for now. Stay put obediently."
"Yes, yes, I remember." Although the sycophant wore a bitter expression, he was inwardly happy.
Every time the King kicked him a few times, he felt refreshed. Why did the King act so casually only with him among so many officials and experts in Shampoo City? It was because the great King cared for him, knowing he was loyal.
"Order Philip and the others to take action. It's only polite to return the favor. Remove all the so-called Dragon Hunting squads of the two mercenary groups that Barios and the female Mage named Laura revealed had sneaked into the city. Remember, don't provoke the two leaders. Their strength is beyond Philip's ability to handle. Other than that, let them do as they please."
Saying this, Sun Fei threw a sealed Scroll. "The specific arrangements are on the Scroll. Give it to Philip. Handle future matters yourselves. Don't seek my instructions anymore. Before the grand wedding, I will be in seclusion."
"Yes, great Your Majesty."
Oleg kowtowed eagerly and scurried out.
Sun Fei shook his head helplessly. This fatso never changed his sycophantic nature and did not care much about Martial Dao cultivation. He would probably find it hard to advance further to the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank. But since he was loyal, Sun Fei decided to help him if possible later.
Thinking again about the Dragon Hunting Plan, a cold smile appeared on Sun Fei's face.
"Monsters, demons, and petty clowns, very good, you've all jumped out. This time, I'll finish you all in one go. Don't think any of you can escape."
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Sun Fei's order represented the sickle of the God of Death, beginning to harvest lives.
Shampoo City did not deploy its army. From start to finish, only Inzagi and the "Four Thorns"—five individuals—took action.
These five silent assassins moved through the shadows after sunset that day, beginning their relentless slaughter.
Both Scar-Faced Barios and the silver-haired sorceress Laura had fully revealed the hiding locations of their respective mercenary groups’ elite dragon-hunting squads that had infiltrated Shampoo City while in Hell. The stone chamber proved that this testimony was almost entirely accurate, with hardly any omissions. Moreover, Inzagi and the others had acted so seamlessly and flawlessly during the day that the other squads did not notice any unusual changes and were mostly unable to react in time.
Amid the vast darkness of night, Inzagi and his four companions transformed into messengers of darkness, visiting each hiding spot one by one.
These mercenaries, who were meant to cause chaos, kill, and plunder within the city to distract Shampoo City at critical moments as part of the Dragon Hunting Plan, were almost completely defenseless against the pursuit and assassinations of professional assassins and were eliminated one by one.
Under the Magic Moon, in a simple courtyard within the city.
A patrolling mercenary from the Galloping Steed suddenly stiffened. Before he could shout, he felt a chill in his neck, losing his ability to speak. Instantly, all strength drained from his body, and he collapsed weakly.
The next moment.
The sound of wind arose, and ruthless slaughter began in the quiet courtyard.
A series of hoarse, low, unwilling gasps before death, followed by the rustling like wind through leaves and the barely audible sounds of bodies falling to the ground, echoed continuously. In the darkness, five merciless figures moved like ghostly dancers under the Magic Moon. Their forms were elusive, swift as lightning. With each flicker, a Galloping Steed mercenary fell, bleeding unexpectedly.
Throughout this killing process, no one noticed their companions dying before them.
Everyone, whether in sleep or stunned surprise, suddenly saw the grim smile of the God of Death.
In less than five minutes, twenty battle-hardened and experienced Galloping Steed mercenaries were all slaughtered.
Just as the last mercenary fell, a large carriage silently pulled up to the courtyard gate. Several burly but light-footed men jumped off. With practiced skill, they lifted each dead mercenary’s body onto the carriage. After clearing all traces from the courtyard, the carriage vanished like a ghost into the dim streets and alleys.
That night, similar scenes occurred in different parts of Shampoo City.
The dark night concealed the merciless slaughter, and those asleep noticed nothing unusual.
...
The next day, the day before the King of Champoo’s wedding.
As a blazing red sun rose vigorously from the Eastern Peak Summit, casting the mild early spring sunlight over the streets and alleys of Shampoo City, the ancient city began a new day.
Finally, someone noticed the killings from the previous night.
In an extremely secluded courtyard, where at least twenty mercenaries should have been, it was now completely empty. In the middle of the yard stood four middle-aged men with grave expressions.
“Isaacson, my most loyal companion, what have you found?” The speaker was a brawny man with sharp facial features, messy light chestnut hair with slightly yellowish tips. He wore a silver soft chainmail on his upper body, half-leather shorts below, bare from the knees down, and a pair of leather open-toed combat boots. He appeared about forty-five or forty-six years old, spirited like a battle lion.
This was the leader of the Galloping Steed, the renowned War Pirate, the strong Melberry.
The one called Isaacson was a tall, thin mage around forty years old, with a resolute face, wearing a linen magic robe.
His eyes emitted two silvery-white, terrifying beams as he scanned the courtyard repeatedly, while continuously sniffing with his nose. He seemed to be in a very strange state, answering in a trance-like tone: “Blood, slaughter... I see terrible blood and slaughter. Enemies from the shadows, brandishing daggers, charged in here and killed all the children...”
“Who did this?” Melberry, known as the most protective within a million miles, did not seem particularly angry but rather thoughtful, and softly asked, “How strong were the opponents?”
Still in that peculiar trance-like state, Isaacson slowly said, “Assassins, terrible assassins. The killers’ presence is still in the city. They are the King of Champoo’s people. They seem to have discovered something... I can’t see more. Among those who struck, the strongest was a Nine-Star Level assassin. Such terrifying assassination skills—I actually can’t trace his whereabouts.”
“King of Champoo!”
Melberry looked up toward the Five Sword Peaks, surrounded by the twelve Golden Sacred Peaks in the distant green mountains, and a smile actually appeared at the corner of his mouth.
“This rather clever little guy has finally noticed clues? Such methods are indeed formidable, wiping out ten of my carefully selected squads in one night. No wonder those people are so wary of this little guy. Heh, too bad, petty tricks are still petty tricks. The invisible net has already been cast. This young dragon that hasn’t fully grown will eventually be slaughtered. Too many supreme experts are involved in this plan; even that faction is part of it. Haha, we’ll keep this blood debt noted. We’ll settle it altogether on the wedding night. Let’s go. Tell the experts in other locations not to make any moves for now.”
After speaking, a flash of light occurred.
The four vanished without a trace instantly.
These four were all experts of the Moon Level Realm.
...
At the same time.
In the Shampoo City guest quarters area, at the Fireblood mercenary group’s base.
“Have you found out? Where did Laura and the others go?”
At the window of the highest four-story stone building in the base, a figure wearing an extremely ornate and exquisite golden mask, shrouded in a large robe, making it unclear whether they were male or female, stood with hands behind their back, gazing at the bustling crowd on the street below and the various wedding celebration lanterns and decorations hung throughout the city. They seemed completely immersed in the busy scene. Only after a long while did they ask softly, unhurriedly.
“It’s very difficult to determine their true whereabouts. Based on the limited information we have for now, we can only conclude that the King of Champoo’s people made a move. Laura and the others must have accidentally been discovered. We still don’t know if they are alive or dead.”
Behind the golden-masked person stood three brawny men who looked almost identical, all with thick hair tied into a thick black braid hanging to their waists. Their robust upper bodies were bare except for simple cross-straps, and each carried a pair of large battle axes on their backs. They wore leather shorts and leather combat boots, revealing their hairy, muscular thighs—truly fierce and brave. Upon the golden-masked person’s query, one of them replied respectfully.
“Oh? Laura is a Five-Star Peak great mage. Although her combat power is average, she is absolutely alert in her actions and has many powerful magical artifacts. Yet when she was captured, she didn’t send out any message at all. It wasn’t until ten of our hiding spots were eliminated that you noticed. This shows the strength of those who captured
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