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​
"Ha-ha-ha, I've waited far too long for this chance..." Iaquinta's face grew fanatical. As he spoke, the light blue leather armor covering his upper body shattered into countless tiny pieces, revealing his densely muscled torso. There, tattooed upon his bare skin, was the pattern of a strange, fierce beast.
Sun Fei's gaze sharpened slightly. He recalled a legend concerning the path of a Moon-level Expert.
"Krasic! Today, I will personally crush this so-called 'spiritual pillar' of the Zenithians right here on Martial Sage Mountain! Once you die, that worthless 'God of War' Arshavin will become mere dust within days! The Spartan Emperor will marshal his million-strong army and obliterate Zenith in a single day! Then, we raze St. Petersburg to the ground! We'll use the skull of the eternal traitor Yassin as a wine goblet to toast the souls of all past Spartan emperors!"
Iaquinta's expression grew increasingly crazed. Blinding crimson flames erupted from his bare upper body, seeming to pour out from his very pores. Soon, his entire skin was covered by these blood-red flames, transforming him into a blazing human-shaped inferno radiating intense heat.
The onlookers below felt scorching heat blast their faces. The green grass at their feet began yellowing and withering. Hair silently turned to ash, and even their clothes became scorched and brittle. As if another searing red sun had appeared in the sky.
Everyone quickly channeled their Battle Qi to resist the awful, suffocating heat.
The girl Purple Flame emitted rippling waves of light, enveloping both herself and the Princess Royal. The Second Prince and Paris were shielded by their bodyguards. The silver sword in the hand of Ajax's premier swordsman, Huntelaar, emitted a faint, shimmering silver glow, covering him and his four sturdy guards. Eindhoven's famed commander, Costacurta, and his four guards didn't react at all, seemingly completely ignoring the oppressive heat. Saint-Germain's Crown Prince Girano seemed the most relaxed; he merely planted a half-meter-long sky-blue Magic Staff into the ground before him. A gentle, rippling blue halo expanded, protecting him and his four beautiful consorts.
Atop the Sword Peak.
Facing his opponent's terrifying aura, Krasic stood still and unruffled, utterly serene. His face showed neither joy nor sorrow. Long hair whipped wildly in the wind, his form as imposing as a mighty mountain. Within the stillness lay an indescribable, otherworldly intensity!
His hands clasped behind his back, increasingly clearer, resonant sword cries, akin to dragon roars, emanated from within his body. Then, a majestic two-meter broadsword, ancient in design and radiating an aura weathered by time, slowly materialized behind him. Hovering as if possessing its own sentience, the blade gently vibrated behind Krasic, producing those pure, musical sword cries, almost like playful coaxing.
Seeing this, Sun Fei's eyes brightened.
He could tell this massive two-meter blade appearing behind Krasic was absolutely not an illusion formed from Battle Qi – it was genuine, solid steel. Astonishingly, such an enormous greatsword was being drawn out inch by inch, directly from Krasic's body! As if his flesh and blood were a living scabbard! It was profoundly bizarre!
That sword... it was a [Battle Weapon]!
Instantly, they all understood. Only legendary [Battle Weapons] could be nurtured and housed within a warrior's very body.
Once a warrior ascended from the Stellar Level to the Lunar Level, the path of cultivation broadened, splitting into many systems. The most widespread methods were three.
The first was the Path of Austerity. Those who chose this path were mostly self-made powerhouses. Lacking financial backing or faction support, unwilling to join powerful groups, unable to gain Battle Weapons or Magical Beast allies, they spent their entire lives delving inward, seeking to unlock and refine the potential of their own bodies.
The second was the Path of the Battle Weapon Warrior. Weapon masters wielded the legendary [Battle Weapons] belonging to the powerful. Relying on the magical harmony between man and weapon, they could unleash several times their normal power. If the harmony between man and [Battle Weapon] reached perfection, they could even transcend worldly limits, reaching the threshold of the Solar Level.
The third was the Path of the Beast Soul Warrior. By establishing a soul contract with a Magical Beast, they borrowed its strength to multiply their own power manifold. They could even share growth potential and bloodline traits with their contracted beast, acquiring abilities beyond normal humans. Of course, how much power, and how great the potential gained depended entirely on the tier of the contracted Magical Beast.
On the Azeroth Continent, many scions of Imperial Families and sons of great Noble houses favored this Martial Dao path. For them, it was a shortcut, bypassing years or even decades of arduous cultivation. Using clan resources to capture powerful beasts and forcibly establish soul contracts allowed them to instantly gain the beast's Might and Magic, transforming from ordinary folks into experts overnight.
...
"ROOOOAAAAAARRRRR!!!!!!!!"
An ear-splitting bellow erupted between heaven and earth, shaking rocks and dirt loose from the Sword Peak. The entire mountain seemed to tremble. Crimson flames exploded outward as the Heaven and Earth Elements surged chaotically. A ten-meter tall, fiery-red Magical Beast shaped like an ancient demonic bear materialized in the sky.
"The Flame Bear!!" someone gasped in shock.
"So this Spartak Martial Saint is actually a Beast Soul Warrior!" Although Sun Fei had suspected, he couldn't help a flicker of surprise. The Flame Bear was an unusual variant among bear-type Magical Beasts. In Azeroth, most bear beasts were earth-attuned, excelling in raw Might. But Flame Bears were uniquely fire-attuned birthright beasts, all naturally high-tier. Judging by its immense size as it raged atop the peak, this one roared close to a tenth-tier beast!
A tenth-tier beast matched the power of a human Moon-level Expert.
Adding in a Magical Beast's unique bloodline, exceptional longevity, formidable physique, and innate sensitivity to magical elements, they were often more dangerous than lower-tier Moon-level Experts.
This peak battle, it turned out, was a clash between a Beast Soul Warrior and a Battle Weapon Warrior!
Weng Weng Weng Weng!
The clear, resonant cry of the sword cleaved the heavens.
ROAR! ROAR! ROAR!
The savage, domineering bellows of the bear pounded against their eardrums.
"Ha-ha-ha, Krasic! Twenty-six years of enmity, the destruction of the Zenit Empire... we settle it all in this fight! I take back what's mine! Ha-ha-ha! Today, you die!!"
Amidst Iaquinta's maniacal laughter, the Flame Bear charged at Krasic! Its ten-meter-long, mountain-like body burned fiercely, massive yet incredibly agile. Trailing flames like a falling comet, it leaped, pouncing towards Krasic.
"Guard!"
A cold, low command. Krasic stepped back half a pace, his right hand forming a sword signet. The ancient greatsword whistling behind him flew before him like a peacock spreading its tail feathers. One sword became a hundred, weaving a dense defensive wall of sword energy.
BOOM!
The Flame Bear's mountain-like form smashed into the wall of blades. A furious howl tore through the air! What had seemed an unstoppable meteor of flames instantly faltered. The colossal Flame Bear was smashed backward! The wall of blades, merely four meters across, stood utterly immovable, not even trembling.
"Strike!"
Krasic commanded again, changing the signet.
Truly a Martial Saint! His grasp of the critical moment was utter perfection. A rapid series of sword cries and metallic shrieks sounded. Before him, the wall of blades instantly collapsed back into a single sword. After barely a heartbeat, it pierced the heavens, streaking like lightning toward his opponent!
FWOOSH!
The sword energy glowed vibrantly, blindingly fast. Its target? It abandoned the Flame Bear, still tumbling back through the air. Instead, the lethal arc aimed straight for Iaquinta himself!
In the next instant, fountains of blood bloomed in the night.
In the pitch-black sky, Iaquinta flickered madly, a ghost appearing and vanishing. Yet, despite such cunning footwork, he couldn't completely evade that lightning strike. As his form finally solidified back into visibility, four deep, bone-exposing gashes had appeared: on his shoulder, stomach, arm, and neck!
White bone fragments were starkly visible. Blood surged out like springs, covering him like a gore-soaked phantom. Where the droplets hit the ground, wisps of green smoke hissed – the blood itself contained terrifying heat!
"You cut me? Ha-ha-ha! Good! Excellent!! I feel the taste of pain again! Twenty-six years... this is precisely the spectacle I craved..."
Wounded, Iaquinta grew even more deranged. Fire swept over the injury on his left arm, forcing out tendrils of blue Battle Qi – remnants left in his flesh by Krasic's strike. Then, layers of pale-yellow flame ignited over the wounds. When the flames died down moments later, the injuries had vanished... not even a scar remained!
"Tsk-tsk-tsk! Pity. As long as your sword doesn't finish me with one blow... I can heal. But you, Krasic?... Just one drop of your blood spilled, and it's gone forever! I’ll grind you down, even if you're a demon!! Ha-ha-ha! After losing to you twenty-six years ago, I crossed countless hells, facing death itself, just to subdue this tenth-tier Magical Beast, ‘Flame Bear’! Just for this day! Ha-ha-ha-ha!"
Iaquinta had healed. Though he’d lost much blood, his aura felt even fiercer than before.
The faces of every onlooker tightened.
This was the horror of a Beast Soul Warrior! They could share certain innate skills of their contracted beasts! Skills like this unique flame-based healing! That terrifying regenerative ability! The Flame Bear's monstrous, awe-inspiring vitality! All could be channeled to Iaquinta, placing the Spartak Martial Saint in an almost invincible position.
Had such wounds struck an ordinary Moon-level Expert, their strength would have plummeted. Yet for Iaquinta? A flicker of flame, and he stood restored, his power utterly undiminished!
"Your prattle, far exceeds your merit." Krasic grabbed hold of the greatsword, his voice calm, yet resonant. "This sword... is named Sky Sword. Twenty-six years... haven't you always yearned for the Sky Sword's Three Forms manual? Watch closely! First Form: [Celestial Judgment]!"
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Three Forms of Sky Sword?
Sun Fei the Barbarian's sixth sense told him that there seemed to be some story between Krasic and Iaquinta. They were much more familiar with each other than ordinary people thought. The Three Forms of Sky Sword was clearly a very famous martial skill. Even though Krasic usually acted calm, when he mentioned the name "Three Forms of Sky Sword," a hint of subtle pride flashed across his face.
Sun Fei also keenly noticed that after hearing Krasic say "Three Forms of Sky Sword," not only did Iaquinta's expression change slightly, but even the three highest-ranking individuals among the spectators—Huntelaar, Costacurta, and Girano—each showed expressions of surprise.
Of course, these reactions only lasted for an instant.
Most people's attention was firmly fixed on the intense peak battle on the mountaintop.
"Heaven’s Judgment Sin? Hahaha! Judgment? Fine, fine! Let me see how you, Krasic, will judge me with your Three Forms of Sky Sword!" Iaquinta stood on the head of the Flame Bear. Flames flashed and spread under his feet, instantly enveloping the Flame Bear completely. Both the man and the bear transformed into a giant flame about twenty to thirty meters tall, releasing an astonishing amount of heat. The flame seemed alive as it spun and howled, trapping Krasic inside.
Krasic, however, remained calm as he held the Sky Sword. The two-meter-long greatsword and his slightly thin figure created a striking visual contrast, yet they exuded an indescribable sense of power. He held the hilt with his right hand, pointing the blade at his opponent. With his left index and ring fingers pressed together, he gently wiped the blade. Four flashes of green light shot out like lightning, instantly piercing through the flames in front of him and penetrating the twenty-to-thirty-meter-tall flame.
Whoosh!
Surprisingly, the four flashes of green light passed through the flame without any resistance, disappearing far into the dark night sky like fleeting shooting stars.
Clearly, these four sword beams failed to harm Iaquinta and the Flame Bear. The man and the bear, having turned into a mass of flames, seemed to have no tangible body to strike, making them incredibly immune to physical damage.
"Hahaha, how disappointing, Krasic! Is this your Heaven’s Judgment Sin?" Iaquinta’s wild laughter echoed from within the flames. "If the Three Forms of Sky Sword only has this level of power, it’s truly disappointing!"
However, the failure of the first attack seemed to be within Krasic’s expectations.
With a twist of his right wrist, a massive, perfectly circular pattern suddenly appeared in the night sky, rotating around the tip of the Sky Sword like a mysterious and magical magic array. Before anyone could react, countless green light swords densely emerged from the pattern. In no time, the sky was filled with glowing green swords, each releasing terrifying, world-destroying energy.
The energy fluctuations swept through the night sky like a tornado, and under the bright Magic Moon, the night breeze even began to carry the smell of smoke.
As his long hair whipped wildly in the wind, Krasic lifted his head slightly, his eyes flashing with a cold light. He softly uttered three words: "Heaven's...Judgment...Sin!!!"
Before the words faded, he struck the Sky Sword’s hilt with his right palm. The countless green light swords, previously motionless, sprang into action. They shot across the sky, leaving sharp whistling sounds in their wake, and densely hurled themselves toward the twenty-to-thirty-meter-tall flame.
This time, the green light swords did not pierce through the flame. Instead, they vanished without a trace, like clay oxen entering the sea.
"Ahhh..." A series of angry roars came from the flame, and the Flame Bear’s furious cries could be clearly heard. Everyone watching changed their expressions. It was clear that the Spartak Martial Saint was in serious trouble this time.
Yet, in that very instant, a flash of green light appeared. Zenit Martial Saint Krasic, along with his sword, transformed into a streak of light. Following the dense swarm of light swords, he arrived in an instant, thrusting the Sky Sword into the flame that Iaquinta had become.
"Ah... no!" Another furious roar echoed.
Iaquinta, who had transformed into a flame state to become immune to physical damage, had clearly underestimated his opponent. Krasic’s sword easily wounded him.
Fortunately, Iaquinta reacted quickly.
Amid his furious roar, crimson, blood-like flames surged violently. The Sky Sword only penetrated about twenty centimeters before encountering a formidable obstacle, unable to advance any further. Krasic gripped the sword with both hands, his body parallel to the ground. Green light enveloped him, keeping the encroaching flames at bay about a meter away.
In the next moment, several parts of the twenty-meter-tall giant flame separated, transforming into two immense fists over ten meters long each. With temperatures high enough to melt metal and scorch bones, they slammed viciously toward Krasic, who was suspended in mid-air.
Even as the giant fists were about to strike him, Krasic remained incredibly calm. With a soft shout, he twisted the hilt, and his body began to spin rapidly. The Sky Sword resembled a massive drill, and terrifying shockwaves of energy spread out like raging storm waves. Among the spectators on the ground, some with strength around the Four-Star Level couldn’t even stand steadily under this pressure. They were blown away like rolling gourds by the escaping energy, barely managing to cling to rocks and large trees to avoid being swept into the air.
Whoosh!
A flash of light streaked by, disappearing in an instant.
A sharp, piercing sound echoed through the air.
In a flash, Krasic and his sword pierced through the flame that Iaquinta had become. After the flash, he appeared in the empty space behind, while the twenty-to-thirty-meter-tall flame was left with a hole over two to three meters in diameter at its center, unable to heal for a long time.
Amid the roar of a wounded beast, the crimson, blood-like flames began to weaken. Iaquinta’s tall figure emerged from the flames. The Spartak Martial Saint now had a gaping, bowl-sized hole through his waist. Blood gushed out like a spring, splashing onto the rocks beneath his feet. Instantly, the rocks cracked and turned black, sizzling as high-temperature green smoke rose from them.
"Ah... I willingly abide by the ancient contract. The wounds upon my body may be transferred, the blood I shed may be replenished, the shock to my soul may be soothed. I am a Son of God, noble and merciful..." A stream of ancient vows rapidly poured from Iaquinta’s mouth.
Something strange happened—
The Flame Bear beneath his feet let out a painful howl, and a bloody hole appeared on its massive, mountain-like body. Meanwhile, Iaquinta’s injuries quickly vanished. The terrifying, bowl-sized hole through his waist had been transferred to the Flame Bear. His face, which had been pale from blood loss, regained its color instantly. By using the ancient Beast Soul Warrior contract, he had transferred his injuries to his contracted magical beast.
This was the terrifying aspect of Beast Soul Warriors.
For humans, injuries that appeared fatal could be transferred to the massive, robust bodies of magical beasts, where they became merely minor wounds that caused the beasts some pain. For a tenth-tier magical beast like the Flame Bear, having a bowl-sized hole in its body was akin to a human being pricked by a needle—painful but not fatal. By bearing Iaquinta’s injuries, it allowed the Spartak Martial Saint to instantly return to his peak condition.
"You’ve made me angry!" Being suppressed and wounded had filled the Spartak Martial Saint with rage. "Face the roar of the Beast Soul Warrior! Flame God’s Whip!!"
Whips of flame brimming with astonishing energy materialized in the air. They were only as thick as a finger but glaringly crimson, writhing wildly like forty-to-fifty-meter-long red snakes. They left faint, illusory trails in the dark night sky, their paths unpredictable as they wove a net, entangling Krasic, who was suspended in the void.
"Heaven’s Sword Second Form... Heaven’s...Question...Punishment!"
At the same time, Krasic’s fearsome attack arrived. Turning around, he lifted his sword high and instantly swung it downward. A hundred-meter-long green greatsword dominated the center of the world, descending silently with layers of terrifying light arcs.
The greatsword did not swing down quickly, but it carried an unstoppable, overwhelming force.
Silently, tongues of flame were effortlessly severed by the greatsword, vanishing into the air. Though Iaquinta struggled fiercely, conjuring more Flame God’s Whips, these deadly whips—capable of obliterating Six-Star Experts with a single sweep—were as fragile as tofu under the hundred-meter-long green greatsword. They could not withstand it in the slightest.
"How infuriating!"
Iaquinta had no way to block the attack and dodged aside. The Flame Bear beneath him also sensed the immense danger and leaped away...
Thump!!
The green greatsword, appearing slow yet moving swiftly, severed a portion of the Flame Bear’s forelimb amidst a spray of blood.
Amid the beast’s enraged roar, fiery blood rained down. Several Spartak warriors among the spectators failed to dodge in time. When the blood splashed on them, they let out agonizing screams. Despite their desperate resistance, they were reduced to charcoal.
Boom!!
The green greatsword, unable to stop its momentum, struck the mountaintop. The ground shook violently, and a cliff over a hundred meters tall was split in two. Enormous rocks tumbled down, and the entire peak seemed on the verge of collapse, now marked by a crack over ten meters wide.
What a terrifying sword technique!
What a formidable Heaven’s Question Punishment!!
Heaven’s Sword, truly worthy of its name!
Everyone’s expressions changed. Krasic’s strength far exceeded many people’s expectations. Initially, it seemed like a closely matched battle between two peak experts, but now it was clear that Iaquinta was utterly helpless against Krasic. Although he had tamed the tenth-tier magical beast Flame Bear, when faced with Krasic’s Three Forms of Sky Sword, he was like a wild dog fleeing in defeat, unable to pose any threat to the Zenit Martial Saint.
Once gaining the upper hand, Krasic showed no mercy. Gripping the Sky Sword, he flickered and closed in on Iaquinta. With a furious horizontal slash, his sword wind showed no mercy.
Iaquinta grasped the air with his hands, and two long blades formed from condensed flames materialized. The blade energy was radiant like a rainbow, and the crimson flames were as red as blood. They met the Sky Sword head-on.
Clang, clang, clang, clang, clang!!
Sparks and sword energy filled the sky as the duel between the two Martial Saints reached its climax—the stage of close combat. The Sky Sword and the fire blades collided repeatedly. The two figures intertwined, one red and one green, their murderous intent and surging battle qi weaving together into a terrifying Blade Storm.
Crimson blade energy, red as blood, overflowed, causing boulders to crumble and leaving deep gashes several meters deep on the towering stone peaks, as if an invisible carving knife was etching chaotic patterns.
Green sword beams flashed across the sky—a manifestation of destructive sword energy. Despite the close-quarters combat, sharp sword energy continued to shoot out, imprinting the void with flashes of light that filled the entire space with a dreadful sense of killing intent.
This spectacle left the people below the peak utterly mesmerized and entranced, completely immersed in the moment and unable to control themselves.
"Iaquinta, give it your all to seize a chance at survival!" Krasic’s fighting spirit finally erupted.
At this moment, the Zenit Martial Saint no longer maintained his initial icy calm. The Sky Sword swept through the air, unleashing waves of deadly killing intent. Its sharp, concentrated energy pierced through the fire blades’ defense, leaving terrifying sword marks on the Spartak Martial Saint’s body.
"Ahahaha, Krasic, what a pity! Even your Heaven’s Sword cannot kill me!" Amid his mad laughter, Iaquinta suddenly changed his blade technique. He abandoned defense entirely, resorting to moves that would harm both himself and his opponent. Even as sword beams pierced his body, his fire blade swept past, leaving a shocking wound on Krasic’s shoulder.
With his contracted magical beast sharing his injuries, as a Beast Soul Warrior, Iaquinta could recover quickly at any time and maintain his combat effectiveness.
However, as a Battle Weapon Warrior, Krasic could not transfer his injuries like Iaquinta. Each wound he sustained weakened his fighting strength further.
"Hahaha, Krasic, you’re the one who should be seizing a chance at survival, ahahaha!"
Amid his wild laughter, Iaquinta fought with his life on the line, adopting a mutually destructive approach. Though he soon became covered in sword wounds like a blood-soaked man, he quickly transferred them to the Flame Bear, preserving his fighting ability. His relentless efforts paid off, leaving five or six wounds on Krasic’s body.
Krasic suffered significant injuries to his shoulder, arm, and leg. The blade energy of the flame force seeped into his wounds, continuously invading his Qi Channels. Gradually, his battle qi began to circulate less smoothly.
"One move will decide the outcome—the final sword strike!"
Krasic thrust his sword, forcing Iaquinta back. He retreated a hundred meters swiftly, hovering in the void. The Sky Sword in his hand spun rapidly, emitting sharp, piercing sounds. Green light continuously flowed from the Sky Sword’s blade, and then the sword, guided by Krasic’s hands, began to whirl like a hurricane in front of him.
"Heaven’s Sword Third Form... Heaven’s...Forgiveness...Sin!!!"
A formless, green mist emanated from Krasic’s body. The heavens and earth stirred, thunder rumbled, and green light emerged. The clouds in the sky began to gather around Krasic like a vortex, and a pale gray pillar of cloud stirred the sky and earth. Krasic’s sword technique seemed to connect with the heavens themselves.
The green mist shimmered, and Krasic gently reached out, grasping the wildly spinning Sky Sword. An ethereal voice drifted out: "Selfless, without desire, without self, without existence... Forgetting oneself, the sword remains... Heaven forgives all sins, go!!"
The Sky Sword was lightly swung, and the green mist drifted forward like a powerless fog.
Iaquinta was the first to be enveloped by the mist. Despite desperately channeling his energy to resist, he had no power to struggle. He coughed up blood violently and was sent flying backward. The flame giant beneath his feet, the Flame Bear, was also shrouded in the green mist. It let out a crazed, fearful roar, struggling desperately, but in the end, it burst like a deflating balloon. Its massive body exploded with a thunderous roar, raining blood and bones everywhere.
"Ah, the Flame Bear..." Iaquinta was utterly horrified.
The Heaven’s Sword Third Form, Heaven’s Forgiveness Sin, had slain the tenth-tier magical beast Flame Bear with a single strike. This was equivalent to cutting away more than half of Iaquinta’s strength.
With the Flame Bear dead, the outcome of the battle was decided.
Iaquinta, severely wounded by Heaven’s Forgiveness Sin, could no longer oppose Krasic. The resolution of the Martial Saints’ battle was now clear. The young experts of Zenit watching from below, though battered and bruised, couldn’t help but cheer ecstatically at this moment...
However, just at this moment, a sudden change occurred—
Whoosh!
A streak of silver sword light sliced through the void, fleeting as a shooting star. In an instant, it pierced through the chest of Krasic, who had just used the super finishing move Heaven’s Forgiveness Sin and was slightly weakened. Blood sprayed and scattered in the air. Krasic’s figure swayed, and he began to fall from the sky.
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The sudden turn of events left every spectator around completely stunned and unable to react.
Because the one who drew his sword was none other than Ajax's top swordsman, Huntelaar.
This swordsman, whose body was extremely strong like a gorilla, had somehow risen from the bench he had been sitting on. His height of two meters and thirty centimeters gave people a huge sense of pressure. The bright silver thin sword in his hand, only as thick as a thumb but nearly two meters long, was trembling slightly with streaks of silver light in a strange rhythm. Every time it trembled, a brilliant silver arc, like a shooting star, shot through the sky and slashed towards Krasic in mid-air.
"What are you doing?"
"Damn it! How dare you interfere in a Martial Saint Duel?"
"Ah, Lord Krasic is injured..."
The crowd watching on the open lawn cried out in alarm. No one had expected that at the moment when Zenit's Martial Saint Krasic was about to achieve victory, Huntelaar, one of the honored guests, would brazenly launch a sneak attack.
This was utterly intolerable in a Martial Saint Duel. Interfering in a duel between two Imperial Martial Saints was equivalent to looking down upon the dignity and honor of the warriors of the continent's empires. And today, Huntelaar's action was akin to declaring war—if word got out, the Zenit Empire would certainly declare war on the Ajax Empire. On the Azeroth Continent, no country would remain passive when their Nation-Protecting Martial Sage was sneak-attacked.
"Hmph!" A cold snort, still calm, came from the sky. Krasic's injured body suddenly stabilized. He swung his Sky Sword backwards, and a green sword light shot out. It cut through thirty-three silver sword arcs in a row and arrived in an instant.
The sword's momentum was violent and extremely sharp.
Huntelaar did not dare to take it head-on. His body spun, and his seemingly clumsy form moved with extreme agility to evade the green sword light. His feet stomped hard on the ground with a booming sound, leaving a sunken pit. The next moment, amid flashes of silver light, a sharp sound of tearing through the air was heard. Huntelaar's figure appeared within three meters of Krasic in mid-air.
That extremely strange, long, thin silver sword danced wildly in his hand.
The sword did not seem like a sword, but more like a silver whip.
Amid the howling sounds of the air being torn, the silver sword danced wildly like a silver snake. Its arcs and trajectories were all extremely bizarre, enveloping Krasic in a frenzied succession of hundreds of thrusts in an instant.
Krasic's face was somewhat pale. He pressed his left hand against his right chest, while his right hand tightly gripped the Sky Sword. The massive sword remained still, but his body twisted and turned frantically, constantly changing postures. With each shift, the great sword acted like a shield, steadily blocking the tip of the silver long sword.
Instantly, sparks flew everywhere, brilliant like fireworks filling the sky.
"Ahahaha, Krasic, I told you, today, you must die!"
On the other side, the Spartak Martial Saint Iaquinta, still recovering from his shock, laughed wildly. Looking down at the Flame Bear that had turned into a rain of blood, the beast's blood and bones began to transform into fiercely burning flames that seemed capable of melting everything. The smile on Iaquinta's face turned ferocious and mad. His gaze swept over the group of spectators below, and he suddenly shouted, "Attack now!"
Before his words faded, another unexpected change occurred—
Costacurta, who had been watching from his stone seat in a relaxed manner, suddenly stood up. The pages of his black iron-blood armor clattered with the sound of metal clashing, as if an army of thousands had suddenly appeared on Sword Peak. A fearsome iron-blooded aura shot up into the sky. This was the unique killing aura gathered by a famous general after countless years of battlefield experience. Like the Zenit War God Arshavin, it possessed a presence that ordinary martial artists could hardly resist.
Boom!
Costacurta drew the long sword at his waist and swung it. A bloody light, forty to fifty meters long, cut through the sky.
This sword light, carrying the unique killing intent of the battlefield, was aimed precisely at Zenit's Martial Saint Krasic, who was holding his own against two opponents in mid-air.
Boom!
Krasic blocked the sword strike, but his body was thrown back forty to fifty meters in the air...
No one had expected that this famous general, who had always been as silent and reliable as a mountain, would abandon the honor he had accumulated over countless years and brazenly attack a Martial Saint engaged in a Martial Saint Duel... In that instant, the hand with which Costacurta drew his sword did not tremble in the slightest, remaining utterly firm.
"You... Damn, damn, damn!!! Die now!"
Only at this moment did Sun Fei finally snap out of his immense shock. Without caring about concealing his strength any longer, he reached into the air. The Bul-Kathos' Children set—Tribal Guardian and Ritual Sword—appeared in his hands amid flashes of light. He instantly activated the Leap skill, and with his twin swords, he transformed into a frenzied Blade Storm.
Green and red energies, as if trying to tear through the void, twisted together like two giant dragons, roaring as they charged towards Costacurta.
"Get back!" The four black-armored guards behind Costacurta simultaneously drew their swords. Four sword beams, shimmering with black-red flames, slashed towards Sun Fei.
Clang, clang, clang, clang, clang!
Amid a series of deafening clashes of swords, the four long swords were cleanly cut in half. Flashes of green and red light followed, and three heads flew into the air.
Facing the enraged Sun Fei, the guards had no ability to resist at all. In a single move, three corpses lay on the ground. Among the four guards, only the one with wheat-colored skin and exceptionally beautiful features was far stronger than her three companions. At the critical moment, Costacurta pulled her back, allowing her to escape the kiss of the sword.
In his furious state, Sun Fei struck again and closed in once more.
Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh!
Three blue lights flashed.
From a distance, the Mercenary Beauty Ileena drew her bow and notched arrows. The air suddenly grew bitterly cold. Three Magic Arrows formed a triangular pattern, brushing past Sun Fei's ears and the top of his head as they shot past. Faster than him, they mercilessly targeted Costacurta's vital spots like the heart and throat.
Having spent a long time leveling up by killing monsters in the World of Diablo, Ileena and Sun Fei could absolutely read each other's minds. Their coordination was seamless. As Ileena's arrows arrived, Sun Fei's twin swords also pointed straight at Costacurta's heart in an instant.
The Eindhoven veteran general's expression remained unchanged. He swiftly swung his sword, deflecting the three arrows in the blink of an eye. However, at the same time, his sword blade became covered in a frigid chill, and even Costacurta's arm began to sprout green frost.
"Huh?"
Costacurta's white eyebrows rose slightly, as if greatly surprised. He hadn't expected Ileena's Magic Arrows to contain such strange cold energy. His right arm stiffened, so he used his left hand to snatch a long sword from the female guard he had just saved. With a flick of his wrist, he narrowly blocked Sun Fei's attacking twin swords.
Boom!
A terrifying shockwave spread out. Costacurta lost his footing and quickly slid backward along the ground. At the same time, Sun Fei's steps became unsteady, and he retreated two steps.
"This old guy is actually at Lunar Level too."
Sun Fei instantly judged his opponent's Martial Dao cultivation level.
Although slightly shocked that an empire's military commander could be so powerful, his concern for Krasic's safety fueled his fighting spirit. He looked up and saw Krasic still holding his own against two opponents in the air. Knowing that if he could keep Costacurta occupied, Krasic should be able to defeat his opponents, Sun Fei felt slightly reassured.
Sun Fei was about to turn and tell Cech and the others from the Vassal States to stay far away to avoid being caught up, but at that moment, for some reason, his gaze suddenly focused on Crown Prince Girano of Saint-Germain.
This man, so handsome it was soul-stirring and notoriously promiscuous, was being attended by four stunning maids. He gently held a wine cup, watching the intense battle between Krasic and the others in the sky with a faint, ambiguous smile.
"The three empire delegations came to watch the battle. Now that Huntelaar and Costacurta have both made their moves, who can guarantee that this man won't act as well?"
Sun Fei's heart was greatly shaken as he thought of this question in an instant.
And at the same time, a light laugh rang in everyone's ears. They saw Crown Prince Girano tilt his head back and drink the fine wine from his golden cup. Then he suddenly threw the cup away, grabbed a pitch-black Magic Staff that was stuck in the ground in front of him, and a series of mysterious, pleasant chanting sounds rapidly spilled from his lips. Golden Magic Runes appeared in the air, circling around him. A brilliant light shone, and a terrifying magical pressure followed, making everyone feel as if it was becoming difficult to even breathe.
Sure enough... he was going to make a move!
Sun Fei's heart tightened, then grew anxious. From the magical fluctuations, he could clearly sense that the strength of this Saint-Germain Empire crown prince had vaguely climbed to the Lunar Level as well.
Moreover, the magic he was preparing was clearly a terrifying forbidden spell-level technique. Once cast, it was unknown what effect it would have on the battle situation. Although Krasic's martial skills were astonishing, he was already injured, and the successive battles had consumed a large amount of his Battle Qi... Why was this happening? Since the three empire delegations were allowed by the Zenit Empire's Imperial Family to come and watch the battle, why would they all jointly launch a surprise attack to kill Krasic?
What exactly was going on?
Why was this happening?
One incomprehensible mystery after another, defying common sense, flashed through Sun Fei's mind in an instant. But these thoughts, after zero point zero one seconds, turned into one single idea—
He must interrupt Girano's magical chanting; he couldn't let him complete this spell.
However, before Sun Fei could take any action, someone else had already thought of it and acted for him—
Purple flames blazed across the sky. A purple long sword, thin as a cicada's wing and crystalline, carried frightening flames as it slashed towards the Saint-Germain Empire crown prince who was chanting the magical incantation.
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The attacker was Purple Flame, the personal female guard who always protected Princess Royal Tanasha.
Amidst a crisp shout, a strangely shaped slender purple sword, thin as a cicada's wing and wrapped in eerie purple flames, ruthlessly slashed towards Crown Prince Girano of Saint-Germain, who was chanting an incantation. With a whistling sound, as if enhanced by the peculiar purple blade, Purple Flame's strike reached at least Six-star Peak level.
The blade was unfeeling, leaving no mercy.
In theory, for a mage inexperienced in close combat and busy chanting to summon magical elements, such an ambush was absolutely lethal. Even if it didn't injure him, it could at least interrupt his spellcasting.
But—
Buzz buzz buzz!
As the purple longsword entered within three meters of the handsome man with phoenix eyes, it suddenly became sluggish, like a galloping horse whose hooves were caught in an invisible muddy swamp. Advancing another meter, the blade trembled lightly, reaching the limit of this strike. No matter how much Purple Flame exerted herself, she couldn't advance even a fraction further.
The crown prince of the Saint-Germain Empire remained completely unaffected. The mysterious and powerful magical incantation continued to pour incessantly from his lips.
The situation was critical.
A cold glint flashed in Purple Flame's almond-shaped eyes. She suddenly tossed her head, opening her red lips to bite her flung-back purple ponytail. Her entire demeanor exuded a rare fierceness and courage uncommon in women. With her other jade-white hand pressing on the back of the purple demonic blade, purple flames surged from her body as a formidable aura emerged. The purple demonic blade gleamed brilliantly, pressing forward to slice through once more.
Swoosh swoosh swoosh swoosh!
In an instant, the purple demonic blade unleashed hundreds of strikes, each aimed at vital points on Girano's body. However, the chanting crown prince of Saint-Germain was protected by a powerful magical shield. For a moment, the exceptionally sharp purple demonic blade in Purple Flame's hand couldn't breach Girano's defenses.
"Let me!" Seeing this, Sun Fei leapt into the air. The Tribal Guardian and Ritual Sword, emanating a terrifying aura, launched their assault.
They needed to quickly interrupt Girano's chanting. From the increasingly complete giant golden magic array forming beneath Girano's feet and the surging formidable aura, it was clear he was preparing a dreadful spell. Once his incantation was complete, Martial Saint Krasic would be in grave danger.
Boom!
A crimson blade energy collided with Sun Fei mid-air, neutralizing his attack.
The one who struck was the veteran warrior Costacurta of Eindhoven.
As a seasoned battlefield commander with sharp insight, Costacurta understood clearly. In the aerial battle, Krasic fought two opponents yet didn't fall behind. Even if he joined the fray, defeating Krasic quickly would be difficult. The key to the battle lay in whether Girano could finish his powerful spell, which required time. Only with the spell completed, combined with their trio's lethal skills, could they possibly kill Krasic and escape before other experts of the Zenit Empire arrived.
Among those present, Sun Fei was the only Zenithian capable of threatening Girano's spell completion.
Thus, Costacurta engaged Sun Fei.
In the intense and deadly clash, crimson blade rays and cyan-red sword energies collided in the air and gouged huge fissures on the ground. Facing the enraged Sun Fei, whose combat power had surged, even as a Moon-Level Expert, Costacurta couldn't gain an immediate advantage.
"Protect the princess!"
"Protect the Second Prince!"
Chaos erupted on the grassy viewing area. Nobles aligned with the First Prince and Second Prince shouted urgently, encircling Princess Royal Tanasha and Second Prince Domingos. By now, the duel among the top experts had reached a fever pitch. They could no longer control their power as precisely as before. Stray gusts of energy spread, and even occasional leaked energies threatened the lives of those with weaker strength. In just a few breaths, several unlucky young nobles were struck by stray sword energies, exploding into bloody mists, leaving no remains.
"Don't mind me! Go help the King of Champoo kill Costacurta!" The princess royal pushed away the warriors shielding her.
Although the situation had descended into chaos due to the unexpected involvement of powerful fighters, at this critical moment, the Empire's Female Literary Sage, the Ice Asura, Princess Royal Tanasha, remained exceptionally calm. She immediately ordered the experts gathered around her to surround and attack the Eindhoven veteran Costacurta. Perhaps due to anger, her usually pale, sickly cheeks flushed with patches of red, giving her a unique authoritative air.
"Chop them all into mincemeat!" the Enchantress Paris shouted fiercely.
The sorceress's fair, delicate finger pointed directly at the several dozen Spartak Empire warriors and the four burly men under Huntelaar's command. At her order, the experts gathered around her, aligned with the Second Prince, didn't hesitate and charged to attack these groups of enemies.
A bloody battle erupted atop Sword Peak.
Despite their usual rivalry, the two astute women, Princess Royal and Paris, instantly gave complementary commands. In that moment, they glanced at each other, both seeing surprise in the other's eyes. This surprise wasn't about the sudden upheaval but stemmed from realizing, after giving their respective orders, that King Alexander of Champoo was actually holding his own against a seasoned expert like Costacurta, who had already reached the Moon-Level.
Among the charging figures was Second Prince Domingos.
His sword tip dripped with blood, and a sword point protruded from his shoulder. Using this desperate method of trading injury for injury, the handsome prince had personally slain a Spartak warrior.
Seeing this, several noble experts nearby paled and hurried to shield Domingos in the center, fearing the prince, who held the political interests of about half the capital's noble families, might die here. But clearly, the Second Prince leading by example boosted the Zenithians' morale. Even knowing the assassins included four Moon-Level Experts who could kill everyone on Sword Peak in moments if they broke free, no one retreated. Even the noble experts launched desperate assaults against their foes.
What was happening was an insult to the Zenithians.
This was the most unbearable insult.
Zenit's Martial Saint was being besieged by despicable individuals who mere moments ago were honored guests.
Someone dared to besiege the Empire's Martial Saint atop Martial Sage Mountain within the Imperial Capital. If Krasic truly met misfortune today, the entire Zenit Empire would be nailed to a pillar of shame. All Zenithians would become the laughingstock of the continent!
The death of the Martial Saint meant the fall of the nation.
Even if it cost their entire life to cause a moment's hesitation in the enemy, to buy a single breath of opportunity for the Martial Saint, no one would hesitate.
Even if they all died fighting atop Sword Peak, no one would regret it.
Shared honor made all the Zenithian warriors present boil with fervent blood, their fighting spirit soaring!
Boom boom boom boom!!!
Thud thud thud thud!!!
Smash smash smash smash!!!
"Ahhhh..."
"I'll kill you..."
"Hahaha, trading my worthless life for yours is worth it!"
Instantly, flesh and blood flew everywhere atop Sword Peak, limbs scattered across the sky. Amidst flashing cold steel, vibrant bodies fell onto the blood-soaked grass. Under the Zenithians' fearless assault, all Spartak warriors were chopped into mincemeat, a bloody mess. The four guards of Ajax Empire's top swordsman Huntelaar also could not escape death...
On the Zenithian experts' side, four died and five were severely injured!
While other experts dealt with the underlings, the experts from Shampoo City cooperated tacitly, assisting the purple-clad girl Purple Flame in besieging Crown Prince Girano of Saint-Germain, who was chanting to prepare a terrifying spell. Girano's four exquisitely beautiful, ethereal maids stood around their master, each holding a magic staff. They formed a peculiar four-pointed star magic array, emitting a wall of light that shielded Crown Prince Girano in the center.
Though blood trickled from their mouths under the group's assault and they were quite injured, their faces remained resolute, not retreating an inch. They guarded their master like four guardian goddesses.
Under the brilliant light, their four beautiful yet pale faces evoked pity.
Yet, at this critical moment, facing the admirable, devoted beautiful mages, the experts from Shampoo City struck without hesitation. Under the command of Finger Shattering the Sky Cech, they unleashed their ultimate techniques, bombarding the magical light shield with all their might...
The magical shield wavered precariously. More blood flowed from the four beautiful maids' lips, their delicate bodies trembling. They couldn't hold on much longer.
Just as they were about to break the magical shield, at that moment—
"...Magical elements... gaps in space... please unleash your thunderous wrath, punish the enemies before us! [Spatial Chain Swamp]!"
Girano raised his dark, crystal-clear magic staff, finally completing the lengthy and complex incantation. Golden magic runes flickered in the void, forming countless strange glowing golden chains that madly entwined around Girano's tall frame, making him resemble a golden figure. As Girano swung his magic staff, a terrifying wave of power exploded, repelling all the Shampoo City experts and Purple Flame...
The golden chains spread like a vast net, descending towards the three fiercely fighting in the sky.
"Damn, he finished the spell..."
"Blast it, we're done for!"
"Given that Saint-Germain Moon-Level Mage's strength and a full five minutes of preparation, this spell must be incredibly terrifying. Now Martial Saint Krasic is in trouble!"
"Martial Saint, be careful!"
Instantly, all Zenithians felt as if plunged into an icy abyss, their hearts freezing. Their opponent had finally completed their long-prepared ultimate move. What could save the desperate battle? Fighting one against four, even if Martial Saint Krasic possessed transcendent strength, victory was absolutely impossible.
Sun Fei's eyes nearly burst with rage. Roaring, he pushed Costacurta back with a sword strike and leapt into the air, intending to block this magic with his own body. He was already prepared to activate the divine skill Summoning, willing to expend vast experience points to summon Diablo, the Demon King from the World of Diablo, to withstand this attack...
However, something no one expected happened—
As the always calmly standing Princess Royal Tanasha's lips finally curved into a slight, unhurried arc, the swirling golden runic chains ultimately transformed into two golden torrents. Amidst two shocked and furious roars, they engulfed Spartak Martial Saint Iaquinta and Ajax's top swordsman Huntelaar.
What was going on?
The terrifying spell Crown Prince Girano of Saint-Germain spent five full minutes preparing was actually aimed at Iaquinta and Huntelaar?
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