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​
"Your Highness, since that lowly vassal king is so troublesome, should we immediately report to Emperor Kivu and request that His Majesty dispatch Empire experts to the front lines? Let’s eliminate the scourge, King of Champoo, as soon as possible?" Having once again sensed Sun Fei’s terrifying presence, someone tentatively suggested this radical solution.
"Hmm, I’m already on it," responded the voice inside the tent. "However, Huntelaar, the Empire’s foremost swordsman, has yet to return, and the others also find it difficult to spare anyone. I’m afraid it will be hard to send a Moon-level expert to deal with King of Champoo. I have dispatched people to my master’s sect to invite an exceptionally powerful senior brother to handle him. This senior brother is the most talented among our master’s disciples, and the strongest. I believe he will arrive within a few days."
Standing outside the tent, Sun Fei noticed a fleeting expression of reverence cross Prince Ferhengton of Ajax’s face as he spoke. It was clear he deeply admired his senior brother’s strength.
If even Ferhengton, hailed as a martial genius of the Ajax Empire, felt outshined, this senior brother must truly be remarkable. Was he a Star-Rank Warrior? Or had he already stepped into the ranks of Moon-level Experts?
Sun Fei’s current strength, in [Barbarian Mode], was undoubtedly invincible below the Moon-level. So, he wasn’t worried.
Instead, he felt anticipation towards this genius mentioned by Ferhengton. He hoped for a direct, head-to-head confrontation. Perhaps it could spark an opportunity for Sun Fei to advance to Moon-level himself.
After some more discussion, the generals inside the tent dispersed.
"This King of Champoo... he really is talented," Ferhengton murmured in the empty tent after sealing a letter and placing it on the desk. Seeming lost in thought, he suddenly sighed aloud to himself. "If he were willing to submit to the Empire, I wouldn’t even resent yielding my position as crown prince."
Sun Fei was deeply startled upon hearing this. He hadn’t expected this cold, arrogant enemy prince held him in such high regard.
Unfortunately, Ferhengton never detected Sun Fei’s presence.
Four or five minutes later, he donned a cloak, took a few guards, and braved the bitter cold to personally inspect the camp.
Setting aside their opposing sides, Sun Fei found himself somewhat appreciating this enemy prince. At least in valuing soldiers' lives and his dedication to duty, this seemingly cold and haughty prince displayed the poise and character befitting royalty.
Watching Ferhengton and his guards disappear into the distance, Sun Fei slipped into the tent.
The interior was utterly silent.
Sun Fei easily found the letter Ferhengton had read. After skimming it carefully, he became even more certain it had originated inside Twin Flag City that very day. It described with minute detail everything that happened on the city's West Gate Watchtower, as if the writer had witnessed it personally.
Frankly, Sun Fei had anticipated that the Ajax forces had spies within Twin Flag City.
What surprised him was that, judging by the letter’s content, this spy likely occupied a high position. They might even have been present directly before the Great Hall atop the West Gate Watchtower, witnessing the execution of the seven aristocratic family heads... Who could it be? A garrison officer? Or...? Such a concealed thorn was a serious problem for Twin Flag City. If they struck at the pivotal moment, they could tip the entire battle.
"Who could it be?" Sun Fei mentally reviewed the figures present today but spotted no obvious suspect.
"This matter can’t be rushed; I mustn’t cause unnecessary panic. I can only investigate slowly."
Memorizing the handwriting style and penmanship on the letter, Sun Fei carefully returned it to its exact original position, avoiding alerting anyone if discovered.
Seizing the time before Ferhengton’s return, Sun Fei searched the tent more thoroughly.
He soon found a large military map concealed beneath a hanging drape on the tent wall. Detailed labels and red arrows marked obscure desert paths. After studying it for a while, Sun Fei realized it charted little-known routes through the Great Desert.
Similar maps, Sun Fei found three or four more just as quickly.
Each marked vital routes and locations, clearly strategic military treasures.
Sun Fei concentrated, imprinting every terrain feature, every marked route from these maps firmly into his mind. His Majesty the King’s memory was naturally sharp. With the [Learning] Divine Skill, he possessed near-perfect recall. Though the information was complex and voluminous, it posed no challenge.
Sun Fei soon found official documents on the main table detailing troop movements.
Relying on his extraordinary memory, Sun Fei absorbed everything he saw into his mind without needing to fully process the documents' contents immediately. He meticulously restored everything in the tent to its original state, leaving no trace of disturbance.
Just then, footsteps sounded in the distance.
The formidable Eight-Star Level Battle Qi aura belonging to Ferhengton blazed distinctly in Sun Fei’s senses, like a candle flame in the dark. Sun Fei scanned the tent one final time, ensuring no oversight, before activating the [Shadow Cloak] skill. He vanished without a trace under the very eyes of nearby guards.
Ferhengton returned to his tent, noticing nothing amiss.
...
Leaving the Commander’s Tent, Sun Fei didn’t retreat immediately. Instead, he moved silently through the camp, eventually locating the Ajax army’s crucial supply depot for grain and provisions.
It lay sheltered behind a sand dune—mounds of army rations and animal fodder stacked high.
Deceptively hidden magic traps surrounded the supplies. Elite guards stood watch, while forty to fifty warriors ranked between Two-Star and Three-Star patrolled ceaselessly, maintaining high vigilance.
Sun Fei even sensed four or five martial experts, likely Four-Star Level or even Five-Star, lying concealed within the barriers protecting the grain mounds.
The Ajax forces were undeniably serious about protecting their supplies.
It made sense. Marching and fighting in the desert Gobi, food and water were paramount.
The desert people excelled at finding water, possessing a unique sense for it. Sun Fei had already seen dozens of deep wells in the barracks, tapping into an underground river hundreds of meters below. The existence of this Underground River near Twin Flag City was common knowledge, used even by the city, which drew water from deep wells initially blasted open by Emperor Yassin's Dragon Fist. Locating water sources here wasn’t difficult for the Ajax forces.
Grain, however, unlike water, relied entirely on army transportation and supply.
Deep in [Assassin Mode], Sun Fei effortlessly circumvented the patrols of the Two and Three-Star Warriors and bypassed magic traps that seemed like child’s play to him, slipping inside the protective barrier encircling the grain mounds.
The [Assassin Mode]’s ghost-like prowess was in its prime. Within a few breaths, the four Four-Star Level Experts lurking inside the barriers were dispatched silently by Sun Fei, none the wiser.
The last Five-Star Level Expert presented slight trouble. As Sun Fei slashed his throat, the man managed a low, gurgled warning sound. Fortunately, the roaring desert night winds swallowed it up. The frantic whistles masked his gasp, preventing detection by the outer patrol.
Sun Fei resolved to destroy the grain stockpile.
In his [Assassin Mode], he could easily employ the assassin skill [Venom Fang] to poison the supplies. The toxin produced by [Venom Fang] was fearsome—potentially lethal on contact, colorless and odorless. One droplet could incapacitate hundreds of soldiers. Only warriors above Three-Star Level, perhaps with luck, might escape its grasp.
But the thought of poisoning possibly thousands gave Sun Fei pause.
This wasn’t mere soft-heartedness. Compared to killing on the battlefield, this underhanded tactic felt too cruel, too savage, too... undignified. After all, Sun Fei was still fundamentally the soul of a former university student fused with that of this world’s simpler self, not an unprincipled schemer pursuing power at any cost. Poisoning thousands simply repelled him on a visceral level.
Ultimately, after much internal debate, Sun Fei decided to play the ‘saint’ this one time.
He chose fire instead of poison—to burn the grain.
If the Ajax forces became too famished to maintain position, maybe they’d withdraw. A peaceful resolution. A happy outcome for all. Though realistically, such an ideal seemed confined only to Sun Fei’s wishful thinking at the moment.
He donned the [Devil Horns] mask, switched to [Mage Mode], and launched his first small Fireball spell.
Simultaneously, a furious roar erupted from the distant Commander’s Tent. Instantly, Ferhengton’s figure shot skywards like a comet, streaking towards Sun Fei’s location!
"Huh? He sensed it?" Sun Fei’s heart jolted. He wildly hurled tiny flames onto the surrounding grain mounds.
"Halt! Who are you? Guards! Put out the fire— Now!" Prince Ferhengton’s enraged shout thundered across the entire camp from mid-air. He threw a punch whose savage intensity seemed capable of tearing the very heavens apart!
The Ajax barracks, previously like a pond with slight ripples, instantly erupted into chaos. Voices clamored everywhere; figures surged.
Sun Fei sidestepped Ferhengton’s strike with ghostlike ease.
Realizing the situation, he chose not to engage the formidable prince. His focus remained solely on his current profession: Arsonist. He fired off over thirty consecutive [Fireball]s. The searing flames, like a devil’s kiss, eagerly embraced the sacks of grain.
Nearby, a raging inferno erupted instantly. Flames greedily licked the stockpiles, reducing grains to ash.
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"Who are you? Damn it, stop! I will cut you into a thousand pieces!"
Seeing the military provisions engulfed in towering flames, Prince Ferhengton of Ajax's eyes turned red with rage, and he was furious.
In the vast Great Desert, these provisions were even more precious than gold. It was no exaggeration to say they were the lifeline for the sixty-thousand troops. Yet, they were being carelessly set ablaze by this masked evil mage as if burning paper offerings. The Crown Prince was nearly driven insane with anger.
Unfortunately, Sun Fei's figure was ethereal, and he still didn't engage with him.
The climate in the Great Desert was dry, and after being stored for three days, the grain had become completely dry and highly flammable. Even ordinary fire could ignite it easily, let alone the extremely high-temperature magic flames. Even though some accompanying mages in the distance began preparing water-based magic, its effect was very limited in this extremely dry desert. Additionally, with little water stored in the camp, there was no way to fetch water to extinguish the fire.
Sun Fei laughed heartily and then started running wildly among the piled provisions.
A strange phenomenon occurred—wherever he passed, raging flames burst forth. He was like a devil walking in the dark night, his figure elusive and fleeting. Even the yellow sand beneath his feet began to burn fiercely.
A fire skill of the Sorceress from the Diablo World—[Path of Flames].
Wherever the Sorceress walked, raging flames would burn, turning all enemies to ash.
Sun Fei even found a moment to try out the newly mastered Sorceress skill [Hydra]. He pointed his Magic Staff at the piles of provisions, the ground cracked, and dark red flames surged into the sky. From within the flames, three monstrous heads emerged, neither fully snake nor dragon. These monsters were composed of Fire Elements, entirely dark red and about three to four meters tall, appearing extremely ferocious. They stretched their necks continuously, and with each opening of their mouths, a scorching flame tongue shot out, capable of killing a One-Star Level warrior and burning everything.
The howling night wind further fueled the flames.
In an instant, the provisions meant to sustain over sixty thousand Ajax troops for three days were all shrouded in roaring flames. The grains crackled and burst with popping sounds.
"Damn it... Stop looking for water! Use sand, use yellow sand to put out the fire... All earth mages, hurry, move the sand dunes, cover all the grain!"
Ferhengton shouted orders to the soldiers and mages while frantically pursuing Sun Fei.
At this moment, he displayed his remarkable intelligence, slowly forcing himself to calm down. Although the desert lacked water, the endless yellow sand was the best material for firefighting. This sudden insight came to him in his desperation.
Hearing the Crown Prince's shout, the chaotic soldiers and mages finally thought of this and began desperately using yellow sand to control the fire.
With the frantic efforts of tens of thousands of people, the fire gradually showed signs of subsiding.
Sun Fei laughed heartily, his figure swift as lightning as he dashed out of the Ajax camp. He did not turn back to set more fires, as this blaze had already destroyed about seventy to eighty percent of the provisions. The remaining grain was estimated to be less than a day's ration for the Ajax army. His goal had been achieved.
"Escape? Where do you think you're going?" The enraged Crown Prince chased relentlessly: "I will tear you to pieces today!"
Both their speeds were extremely fast, one fleeing and the other chasing. In no time, they had moved far from the Ajax camp and disappeared into the vast darkness of the desert. The Ajax experts behind them wanted to catch up to protect their Crown Prince but couldn't match their speed.
The direction Sun Fei headed was not toward Twin Flag City.
But into the boundless Great Desert.
After observing this Crown Prince up close tonight, he suddenly wanted to lure Ferhengton, the Crown Prince of Ajax, out into this dark and windy desert to have a good chat about topics like 'life' and 'ideals.'
...
The deeper they went into the vast Great Desert, the colder the temperature became.
Endurance in [Mage Mode] was not strong, nor was running a specialty. Additionally, Sorceresses from the Diablo World couldn't cast the Levitation Spell on themselves, so Sun Fei didn't run very fast—at least, compared to the frantically pursuing Crown Prince Ferhengton, he was indeed not fast.
As time passed, Ferhengton's figure gradually closed in from behind. The Crown Prince's body shimmered with a crimson glow, his aura reaching its peak. His explosive roars echoed continuously, like firecrackers igniting in the desert.
Sun Fei's mind stirred, and he switched to [Assassin Mode], transforming into a wisp of smoke. In an instant, he vanished completely.
Boom!
A fierce gust of wind erupted, sending sand and dust flying everywhere.
Ferhengton landed heavily on a high sand dune, remaining alert with a grave expression as he scanned the surroundings.
"Hmm? Where did he go? Strange, I clearly saw him here just now. How did he suddenly disappear completely, with no trace of his presence left? Could he have flown away?" The arrogant Crown Prince's eyes glimmered with a faint red flame under the Magic Moon's light. His dark red Battle Qi rippled outward like water waves.
With his Eight-Star Level strength, he could use his Battle Qi fluctuations to sense the presence of enemies. Unless the opponent's strength far surpassed his or they had special concealment methods, he could detect clues.
However—
"There’s no trace at all. Not even a hint of his aura remains, as if he turned into thin air and vanished right here."
Ferhengton was shocked.
He had sensed this Fire Mage's strength earlier very clearly—it was lower than his own. How could he escape his full-powered sensing?
"Hey, Crown Prince, are you looking for me?"
Suddenly, a clear voice came from behind him, unmistakably distinct.
Ferhengton's mind was greatly shaken. How could someone sneak up behind him without being detected?
His instinct as a genius warrior made him not turn around immediately.
Instead, he shot forward like an arrow from a bow, putting more than twenty meters between them to establish a safe distance. Only then did he forcefully elevate his Battle Qi to its peak level. The powerful Eight-Star Level Flame Battle Qi surged wildly through over eighty Qi Channels in his body, emitting a roaring tidal sound. Then he turned around.
Fortunately, the suddenly appearing enemy had no intention of ambushing him.
Ferhengton landed on a small hill in the distance and saw the person who had just spoken.
When he clearly saw the person's real face, his shock surpassed his anger. The towering rage he felt over the burned provisions inexplicably vanished at that moment, like floodwaters bursting through a dam. His guard lowered considerably, as if he didn't worry that this person would harm him. He stared blankly for a moment before asking quietly, "King Alexander of Champoo? It's you? Was that mage just now sent by you to lure me here? Who is he?"
"You can think of it that way. He is indeed my subordinate." Sun Fei, having switched to [Barbarian Mode], shrugged and smiled. Then he asked a bit curiously, "Crown Prince, you don't seem worried about your situation at all? Is it because you're confident you can escape from me? Or do you think I won't kill you?"
"Of course you won't kill me." Ferhengton's expression was very certain. He even slowly dispersed the Flame Battle Qi around him, looking more relaxed. "Because you aren't confident you can handle the retaliation from the Ajax Empire after killing me."
"That reason... what a ridiculous judgment. Our two countries are already at war. We were fighting to the death on the battlefield just this afternoon. Why would I worry about some damned retaliation?" Sun Fei slowly walked down from the sand dune, step by step, continuously approaching.
"Zenit isn't prepared for war." Ferhengton had completely calmed down by now.
The Crown Prince's face actually showed a smile. "Alexander, perhaps we can have a good talk."
Then, he did something that greatly surprised Sun Fei—
He took out a large crimson Earth Tiger felt carpet from his Storage Ring and simply sat down on the spot. His Battle Qi gently expanded, blocking the wind and sand within ten meters around him. He gestured to the approaching Sun Fei to 'sit.'
"What? Weren't you just swearing to kill me?" Sun Fei laughed. This Crown Prince was really quite interesting.
"If it were anyone else, I would swear to slit their throat. But since it's you, there's no other way because I'm no match for you." Ferhengton shrugged. "I can't kill you."
"That reason is perfect." Sun Fei laughed.
Ferhengton pointed to the carpet in front of him and continued, "It's a rare opportunity. Perhaps we can have a good chat. To be honest, Ajax isn't prepared for war either. Both sides need time... Your Majesty Alexander, you wouldn't lack the courage to sit down and talk with someone who isn't your match, would you?"
"Alright, I have to admit, your provocation worked." Sun Fei laughed heartily.
The King's figure flickered, and he sat on the carpet about two meters away from the Crown Prince. His fingers rubbed the exquisitely crafted, expensive carpet. For some reason, his thoughts drifted, recalling the famous magic carpet from the myths of his previous life. He couldn't help but softly marvel, "Beautiful Earth Tiger felt carpet, as captivating as fertile land... Crown Prince, since neither of us is prepared for war, why did the two emperors behind us decide to start it? Did their brains get kicked by pigs?"
It seemed Ferhengton didn't expect this Zenit rising star to use such words to describe his own country's emperor. He was momentarily stunned before slowly saying, "In this world where killing and plundering coexist, no war ever gives you enough time to prepare. Even though the Ajax people have been preparing for this war for twenty-six years. As for this time, it's because the Spartak and Eindhoven people seem more anxious than we are. That's why the battle at St. Petersburg's Martial Sage Mountain happened. I heard Zenit's Martial Saint Krasic has already fallen in battle. War is inevitable."
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“The Spartak and Eindhoven folk are more eager? That’s only because their emperors were bigger fools than Ajax’s emperor.” Hearing the name Krasic, Sun Fei’s killing intent suddenly surged. He sneered coldly, resisting the urge to strike this enemy prince before him.
The night wind howled savagely, cutting like knives, sweeping up sand like a thousand regiments.
Thinking of the purpose for this encounter, and since they were sitting down to talk, Sun Fei slowly pushed aside the hatred within him. He looked up at the moon; a sudden, sentimental mood washed over him. He thought for a moment, then retrieved a wine flask and two wine cups from his Storage Ring. Slowly, deliberately, he took out some fine pastries stored within to satisfy sudden cravings, placing them on the ornate carpet.
He poured himself a cup of wine and drank it down, smacked his lips, then resumed the conversation.
“During my time in the Imperial Capital Saint Petersburg, and on the march to Twin Flag City with the army, I’ve heard wandering bards praise Emperor Kivu’s wisdom, benevolence, and ambition more times than I can count. So, I’ve always wondered, why would an emperor who’s endured patiently for twenty-six years suddenly lose that patience? There’s only one explanation: his allies weren’t willing to wait any longer... and that’s exactly what really happened. Tsk, smart foes don't scare me, dumb allies do more harm!”
“That phrase you ended with... intriguing. You’re right. According to our Empire’s original plan, this war shouldn’t have started for another year.” Ferhengton didn’t sense the shift in Sun Fei’s mood. He didn’t stand on ceremony either, grabbing the wine flask to pour himself a generous cup. He downed it in one go, praising: “The Imperial Family’s Emerald Purity brew? Extraordinary. Only the vast, fertile lands of the Zenit Empire could produce such intoxicating wine. The dreary deserts of the Ajax Empire only ever bury corpses and bones, bringing death and disaster.”
“Coveting land and population has always been the original sin sparking wars in any era. I completely understand the Ajax people. Everyone on this continent wants the most fertile soil, the more comfortable environment.” Sun Fei recalled something a great dictator from his past life had said, feeling he understood its depth now. He sighed softly. “So, even without the shame of the city’s fall twenty-six years ago, war would still have erupted. That’s true, isn’t it?”
Ferhengton nodded in agreement.
Then he grabbed one of the pastries, stuffed it into his mouth, brushed off some crumbs from the corner of his lips, and licked his lips appreciatively.
The atmosphere was somewhat strange.
The Crown Prince was acting less and less like an Imperial prince—and an enemy one at that. Sun Fei’s behavior wasn’t like that towards an Imperial prince either. They seemed more like two acquaintances sharing stories late at night on a training ground, like Sun Fei confronting one of those dishonest friends who always mooched off him.
If anyone saw this scene now, they'd think the two were scheming some private agreement for their own ambitions.
In truth, Sun Fei did have such an intention.
Smiling lightly, His Majesty suggested offhandedly, “You see, Emperor Kivu didn’t want this war to start so soon. Zenit is a tangled mess right now. I personally want no part of war either. Since that’s the case, wouldn’t it be better if we simply stopped? Why not battle it out a year later?”
“Your Majesty jokes,” Ferhengton raised his head, locking eyes with Sun Fei. Seeing the sincerity there, not hinting of jest, he fell silent for a long moment before shaking his head. “That’s impossible. Because how this war plays out, you my dear sir, have no say in it. What I say counts for absolutely nothing.”
“Well now, that’s rather a letdown.” Sun Fei pouted, displeased.
Snatching the wine cup right out of Ferhengton's hand to refill his own, the King changed moods faster than turning a page, growling with menace. “Care to test me? I could beat you half to death and throw you into Twin Flag City, see how keen their push becomes, huh? If Ajax forces dare to attack after that, I’d slice off some fresh meat to send their way! We’ll see who suddenly develops to fret first!”
Ferhengton knew Sun Fei vastly outmatched him, yet fear didn't show. He only offered a wry smile. “Truly... you’re difficult to pin down. But that plan? Absolutely useless.”
Taking another swig of wine, the prince shook his head, a faint smile playing on his lips. “You think like this only because you know Emperor Kivu from the tales of wandering bards. You’ve never met him, so to truly understand his character? Ask yourself this: any truly ambitious, wise emperor would not abandon a plan twenty-six years in the making—especially not over one insignificant son. Such a threat? It’d be an unacceptable insult to his imperial dignity. Besides,” he gestured with his cup, its surface catching the moonlight, “I am merely one among my father’s 136 children. Ruthlessness? That’s a crown’s hidden treasure, tucked within every emperor. Never to be revealed without breaking their empire apart.”
“For once, you talking sense,” Sun Fei grinned despite himself, downing another cup. “Fine. If I won’t capture you... how about this? Suppose I killed you instead. Would that work? With you gone, those seventy thousand Ajax soldiers encircling Twin Flag City? They’d crumble like sand. I could wipe them out entirely, effortless as wiping dust, long before your reinforcements lumbered along.”
“True, I’m merely one of that 136,” Ferhengton conceded readily, his shoulders shifting in a gesture conveying both insignificance and deeper authority. “But in my father’s estimation? I hold far greater value than others. More crucially,” he leaned forward conspiratorially, “I possess a teacher—a mentor for whom, I dare say, even Kivu himself would hesitate to simply attack? Kill me, Your Majesty?” His gaze pierced into Sun Fei’s eyes. “That’s stirring hornets nesting atop a sleeping bear—far worse than a mere nest among branches. Twin Flag City? Gone. Your kingdom... Shampoo City? Reduced to ash. Now Alexander... Alexander,” he tapped a finger thoughtfully against the jeweled clasp of his cloak, the edges catching faint moonlight glow, “you’re cunning. Odds are high you investigated my place within Ajax, my teachers lineage, long before arriving. So,” he spread his hands like an honest merchant revealing empty pockets, “you cannot slay me. Not truly. Otherwise, during your flamboyant assault on my barracks earlier? My neck would have snapped like a branch mid-air.”
“Tsk. Right. You’re like dragon’s bottom—simply untouchable to mortals.” Sun Fei uttered, his tone sour and grudging like chewing bitter herbs.
He glanced briefly at the blood-tinged Magic Moon overhead, turning sharply back to the Ajax prince’s self-satisfied smirk. His voice turned sharp. “Exactly. Before ever setting foot in Twin Flag City, I thoroughly investigated you, Ferhengton, commander of Ajax’s vanguard. Your fierce mentor? The clique backing you? Oh yes.” Sun Fei gave a hollow, exasperated laugh. “Why must misfortune dump you in my path? The wrath of Kivu? Or that dreaded school?” He shook his head, looking genuinely weary. “Perhaps Zenit Empire could weather that storm. But my Shampoo City? Too fragile. It would vanish like fog in the sunrise.”
Ferhengton’s pleased smugness erupted as fresh laughter.
“HAHAHA! See? Contrary to what many Ajax officers desperately speculate? Utter loyalty binding you to the Zenit imperial crown? No meager grasp these chains must possess! Truly so! Otherwise,” Ferhengton pointed a finger like sparring instructor admiring a skilled novice strike, “even if Shampoo City faced flooding tide crests wave-like, you wouldn’t miss erasing seventy thousand Ajax soldiers thriving from this world?!”
He wiped his eyes. “You say misfortune put me before your step? Well then, Count me favored! If I'd encountered anyone else... driven by passions spiraling truly reckless? A reckless fool disregarding all caution? My existence ended long ago sunsets past?
Today’s defeat before thousands of eyes? Marks carved deep onto the proud heart of Ferhengton, conqueror of countless arenas yet bested? The bitterness, humiliation? It all seemed flushed away by this conversation’s sharp current. So he laughed—open, triumphant.
“Hey, Crown Prince, A warning: don’t push me,” Sun Fei threatened sharply, though annoyance tinged it. “My self-control bursts like weak thread.” He snapped his fingers. “Then? Insult mixes with outrage till steam fills my head.” He grinned dangerously suddenly. “Might create events whose consequences break the heavens’ laws?”
Suddenly recalling victory, he struck back: “Remember your supplies? Seventy thousand mouths dependent?” His voice dropped deliberately low. “Reduced to nothingness thoroughly. Blazing thoroughly brightly that night! Refuse retreat?” He shrugged, mimicking helpless concern. “Entire army starves to nothing? Death’s toll sang across winds?”
Ferhengton flinched as though struck. Mask of ease shattered instantly.
Words weighed heavier than rock upon rock upon rock. Grain provisions? Precious beyond naming to Ajax’s sons. Collecting food? More tears than coins unearthed during scorching days. Single drop sustained entire families. Seeing it devoured by flame? Heartfelt wound deeper than catacombs burying spirits entire? Twisted knives digging flesh deeper would torment mercifully less?
Ferhengton’s face flickered back to the grim tightness step one.
"Alright, ‘Woof’, time’s flowed far.” Sun Fei stretched long and hard, getting to his feet, stowing the wine flask back into his Storage Ring. He offered decisive advice forged like striking blade. “Call off sieges these next days. Send your armies elsewhere.” His eyes flashed cold calculation. “Otherwise? Fingers literally itching beneath silken gloves? Send agents creeping undetected beneath shadow... deep inside your Barracks? Plant seeds ensuring nasty repercussions?”
Sun Fei smirked lightly. “Unpleasant temptation for poisoning those deep wells you laboriously are digging?”
Ferhengton’s complexion fluctuated instantly.
Predictions from this opponent? They defied reason as stars turning sphere backward. Enemy baffled beyond comprehension? Sun Fei’s threats constantly squeezed Ferhengton’s heartskip!
But he mastered himself swiftly, recalling something critical. “Dug wells share Twin Flag City’s waterway. The Underground River flows beneath both.” He leaned in sharply. “Introduce toxins once well opened? Harm spreads swift and lethal! Run wild within city walls!” Ferhengton laughed brief and sharp. “Planning to poison friend alongside foe? Be my guest then. By all means, hurry quickly!”
“Damn it!” Sun Fei instinctively blurted an obscene phrase perplexing to Ferhengton.
Strange indeed. In the Imperial Capital Saint Petersburg? Every hour breathed caution. Words measured thrice before spoken quieter than whisper? Ferhengton here? Conversing this night treated burden entirely removed. Guards dropped despite recognizing enemy prince exchanging threats? Phrases strange even to Sun Fei’s tongue erupted? Compliments wildly for simpler times etched deep beyond?
“Reserve antidote, fear you absolutely not!” Sun Fei snatched hidden information triumphantly.
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Of course, even as he said it, poisoning the water really seemed impossible. Most underground rivers in the Gobi Desert were connected. Poisoning their own people could very easily become reality.
But every situation has advantages and disadvantages.
This also meant the Ajax people wouldn't resort to poisoning tactics against Twin Flag City. Otherwise, given their high-level spy within the city, contaminating its hundred-plus deep wells wouldn't have been difficult at all.
"Alexander, if not for this war, perhaps we could have become friends," Ferhengton said, folding away the exquisite carpet with a hint of emotion.
"That kind of talk lacks substance," Sun Fei replied neutrally. "The war has already started. I never make impossible assumptions." He paused thoughtfully. "Still, you're an interesting fellow. Want to be my friend? Then go back and advise Emperor Kivu to stop this war. Then everything can be discussed."
"That's impossible," Ferhengton shook his head, a trace of helplessness appearing on his face. He then tried, "Instead, I advise you: submit to Ajax. If you agree, even the title and glory of an Imperial Prince, I believe Emperor Kivu would be willing to grant you. You would stand second only to the Emperor, above tens of thousands. The King of Champoo could spare his lands the flames of war, and we could still be friends."
Sun Fei shook his head.
At that moment, he pictured the scene: the thin, serene figure atop the Martial Sage Mountain in the Imperial Capital, turning to drifting ashes at dawn, scattering across Zenit's lands. This image had haunted Sun Fei's dreams countless nights, etched deep into the soul of His Majesty the King.
"In this lifetime," Sun Fei said, his voice low and fierce, "even if I faced the most perilous despair, I would never pledge myself to Ajax. Therefore, we will always remain enemies. You'd best say no more of the words you just spoke, or I fear I might truly lose my patience and kill you."
Sun Fei finished, his cold gaze fixed on the Ajax Crown Prince.
Ferhengton felt a jolt inside.
He could clearly sense the King of Champoo's deadly seriousness. More serious than when he had spoken any previous sentence. It was as if a forbidden nerve had been touched. If Ferhengton urged submission to Ajax again, Sun Fei truly would strike to kill.
"I made a promise to a friend," Sun Fei stated, "to guard for life the land where his ashes were scattered. If anyone tries to engulf this land in the smoke of war, they must be prepared to shed every last drop of blood."
A surge of defiant passion suddenly washed over Sun Fei as he spoke these words.
All his worries and hardships seemed to vanish in an instant. He felt he could grasp anything with his own hands. Nothing could defeat him.
"I think both of us are madmen," Sun Fei scoffed, "sitting here spouting so much nonsense. Two final words then. First: since both sides face difficulties, we agree to a truce. For these three days, no attacks. You prepare your grain and fodder, I train my soldiers. Agreed?"
Ferhengton thought for a moment, then nodded. "Agreed. And the second word?"
Sun Fei laughed. "Since you agreed to the first, the second is easy. If you haven't done anything to enrage me utterly by our next meeting, I will spare your life once more!"
With that, Sun Fei switched to [Assassin Mode].
His figure blurred, turning into a wisp of faint green smoke before vanishing into the vast desert.
Ferhengton watched the direction Sun Fei disappeared. His lips moved slightly, but in the end, he said nothing. Shaking his head, he sighed softly. Then, pinpointing the direction of the Ajax army camp, he leapt and flew away.
...
When Sun Fei returned to Twin Flag City, the distant Ajax camp had already settled back into quiet.
"Don't give them any mind," he dismissed the urgently inquiring Shevchenko and Riberry. "Order the soldiers to rest as much as possible. Patrol and defend in shifts tomorrow." He then instructed the Four Diamond Guardians: "I need quiet rest for a few hours. Guard the Watchtower Hall. Admit absolutely no one."
"Yes," the Four Diamond Guardians obeyed, exiting and standing vigilant guard at the entrance.
Using [Assassin Mode] within the Great Hall, Sun Fei set up several non-lethal trigger Magic Traps to deter intruders. Then, switching to [Barbarian Mode], with a thought, he summoned a Portal and entered the World of Diablo.
Sun Fei needed to increase his strength, and quickly.
...
Time in the World of Diablo was noon. Dark clouds still hung heavy in the sky. A light drizzle fell steadily.
Sun Fei bypassed the [Rogue Encampment], heading straight to find the Mercenary Beauty, Ileena, who had also returned to the world. Together, they used a Teleportation Array to reach the Act V map, [Harrogath]. They accepted the third quest [Prison of Ice], then took Harrogath's Teleportation Array to the quest location [The Frozen River within the Crystalline Passage].
This quest involved finding and rescuing a young alchemist named Anya. Her disappearance was suspected to be linked to Harrogath's last Elder, Nihlathak.
"The passage here is very narrow," Sun Fei warned Ileena gently after entering the [Crystalline Passage]. He summoned his [Tribal Guardian] and [Ritual Sword], walking ahead. "Be extra careful. Otherwise, demons can easily trap us."
Ileena nodded.
The [Crystalline Passage] was the dry bed of an underground river. Frigid cold permeated the air. Ice crystals and hoarfrost coated the rocky walls like an endless expanse of fused crystal, giving the passage its name.
The light was dim, the chill biting. The passage twisted endlessly like an infinite maze, harboring terrifying monsters at every turn. These were all high-level demons, possessing formidable attack and defense strength. They posed a significant threat to both Sun Fei and Ileena.
Of course, in Sun Fei’s eyes, these monsters were pure, gleaming experience points.
Back in the real world, Sun Fei faced considerable challenges. Only by constantly increasing his strength could he protect what he cherished. This was why he had abandoned other character classes lately, focusing solely on the Barbarian Character. Just eleven more levels, and he would reach level 99 in [Normal Difficulty]. Sun Fei guessed that successfully beating [Normal Difficulty] with the Barbarian Character should elevate its strength to that of a Moon-level Expert.
The [Crystalline Passage] was dark and winding, seemingly endless.
Sun Fei and Ileena advanced, killing the demons that rushed at them, all while searching for traces Anya might have left behind.
The path was littered with blood stains and scattered skeletons. Some were Barbarian Warriors bound to stakes and tortured to death, a horrific sight. The smell of death and decay hung heavy in the air.
Finally, deep within an unnaturally large underground cave, they found the imprisoned young female alchemist, Anya.
The number of monsters guarding the cavern was terrifyingly vast. A black tide surged towards them. Roars, howls, shrieks, and inhuman cries assaulted their ears. To protect the relatively less defensive Ileena, Sun Fei chose to fight while retreating. He lured groups of monsters out of the main cave bit by bit, exterminating them piecemeal.
"Evil has taken hold of Nihlathak," NPC Anya informed them when Sun Fei and Ileena finally reached her after defeating the demons. "He froze me with Magic. You must return to Harrogath and retrieve an antidote potion from Mara before you can free me."
These were scenes directly lifted from the game Sun Fei remembered.
Anya, like other NPCs in Harrogath, still seemed stiff and lacking flexibility.
Sun Fei had no choice but to use a Town Portal Scroll to get the antidote from Mara. He then helped her return to the city.
The quest consumed roughly two hours. After the battle, Sun Fei's Barbarian Character reached level 90. Ileena was now a level 79 Mercenary Beauty with her Paladin Bloodline at level 30 – a respectable advancement.
Completing the [Prison of Ice] quest yielded two rewards.
The first reward came from the major NPC Mara in Harrogath – an incredibly precious old leather scroll. Using this seemingly unassuming scroll permanently increased all character resistances by 10%. Far more convenient and cost-effective than leveling up or relying on equipment.
The second reward was a helmet, given by the young, beautiful alchemist he had saved, Anya. It was a quality alchemy item, even named after him – [Sun Fei's Helm of Slaughter].
Sun Fei eagerly examined the helmet. Its properties were excellent.
Defense 100. +2 to All Resistances. Included a passive activation Magic skill: [Frost Nova], with a 50% trigger chance. Durability 66. Required Level 88. An eighth-tier elite piece of gear. Both in quality and attributes, it vastly surpassed Sun Fei's current helmet.
This was also the first eighth-tier elite legendary set item Sun Fei had obtained.
[Sun Fei's Helm of Slaughter] featured a luxurious, ornate design. It looked almost like a living god's whole skull, shimmering faintly in gold. It was also incredibly comfortable to wear, feeling almost weightless. It featured an attached mask made of an unknown material. Pressing a small circular button triggered a soft 'hiss' and a dark light stream mask instantly covered the entire face. Yet it allowed excellent air flow, preventing any sense of suffocation or difficulty breathing.
The striking contrast of shimmering gold and deep shadow bestowed the helmet with an added aura of intimidating, inexplicable menace.
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"Haha, hehe, great, really great. This truly is a pleasant surprise. The mission reward this time is quite satisfying." Sun Fei put on the new helmet, finding it extremely lightweight and comfortable.
"Alexander, I need a mask too."
Ileena, usually silent by his side, suddenly spoke with clear determination, her red lips slightly parting.
"Ah? Need a mask? Why?" This was the first time Ileena made a request to Sun Fei, surprising him. "Why suddenly want a mask?"
"I want only you to see my face," Ileena replied firmly. Her answer was extremely concise, just like herself—simple, direct, and heroic without any embellishment.
Sun Fei froze for a moment.
He hadn’t expected that reason.
But after thinking seriously, he realized he truly overlooked this point.
Ileena, hailed as the Flower of the Rogues, possessed unparalleled beauty. Having grown up in the World of Diablo fighting Infernal Demons year after year, she developed a heroic spirit uncommon among women, shining as brightly as a Valkyrie.
On the Azeroth Continent, such a woman was a rare goddess-level figure, bound to draw attention.
During the Imperial Martial Arts Warfare Tournament, Ileena’s unique Valkyrie-like aura drove countless admirers wild with obsession.
However, raised in the lonely Diablo World, she interacted with only a few in the Rogue Encampment. Unskilled in socializing and disliking the spotlight, she remained aloof and pristine like an ancient snow lotus atop an iceberg—untouched purity, the goddess of ice, long accustomed to cold detachment. Naturally, she felt uneasy under such intense scrutiny.
This had troubled the Valkyrie somewhat.
Just now, seeing the mask on Sun Fei’s helmet sparked an idea.
For Sun Fei, hearing Ileena say "I want only you to see my face" filled him with an indescribable sense of pride. Pride, tenderness, affection—countless emotions surged within him. He gently held Ileena’s cool hand and smiled, "Alright, if you like, I’ll grant any wish of yours."
In the World of Diablo, masks were scarce equipments, and most looked grotesque, unsuitable for a woman like Ileena.
Sun Fei had a few masks crafted by Charsi, the beautiful Rogue blacksmith, using Demon Bones and Essence of Black Iron. Their designs weren’t bad, but they were designed to disguise Sun Fei’s alternate profession identities—varying in size and shape, still unfit for a girl...
"Hmm? What's this?" Sun Fei suddenly found an exceptionally simple black mask inside his Storage Ring.
The mask was plain, made entirely of an unknown black material, semi-elliptical with just three air holes... Sun Fei finally recalled: this mysterious mask dropped after defeating the boss Andariel upon clearing the first chapter, Rogue Encampment, with seven profession characters.
This mask had no attributes or discernible name.
Unlike equipment dropped by Diablo monsters or demons, Sun Fei had never deciphered its purpose. He guessed it might be the mask Andariel—the fallen Flower of the Rogues—wore to hide her disfigured face before she became an Infernal demon, but he couldn't confirm it.
Passing a relic from the former Flower of the Rogues to the current one... perhaps this was a form of legacy.
"Ileena, look at this mask..." Sun Fei somehow handed this oddly crude mask to Ileena.
Curiosity lit Ileena’s face. Unbothered by its plain appearance, she treated anything from Sun Fei as a priceless treasure. She examined it briefly, then happily put it on without hesitation.
"Huh? This mask feels so strange..."
Just as Ileena spoke, something bizarre occurred.
Sun Fei gaped as the black mask seemed to come alive upon touching her peerless face, slowly shifting like soft, dark liquid. The mysterious black material flowed like mercury, clinging tightly to Ileena’s flawless skin without a single gap.
Throughout this change, Ileena herself seemed unaware.
Finally, the dark liquid solidified. A brand-new mask emerged—simple with no excess patterns, yet it fit Ileena’s face so perfectly it seemed like black skin grown there. Sun Fei even felt as if it were tailor-made for her.
"This mask feels like something I lost long ago... returned to me now," Ileena murmured, touching her face with pale fingers. She looked dazed but quietly thrilled, clearly pleased with how it felt.
Then, Sun Fei saw a line of tiny words invisible to Ileena: the mask’s name—
[Flower of the Rogues’ Blessing].
But only the name was visible; its attributes and stats remained hidden.
"It seems I can control this mask..." Ileena said. Suddenly, black flames flickered across
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