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​
Brook's pupils suddenly contracted. The approaching enemy was actually another Four-Star Expert.
Even worse, behind this suddenly appearing Four-Star Expert, more than a hundred fully armored, energetic black cavalry were galloping fiercely, charging forward with their swords gleaming coldly.
"Finally here!"
Brook certainly recognized this Four-Star Expert. It was none other than Gulow, the Battle Qi master who had initially been sent to the rear of the formation by the Scarred Knight Leader to prevent the Chambord Bow Cavalry from harassing their tail. Now, having finally shaken off the pursuing Chambord Bow Cavalry, Gulow arrived on horseback just in time.
The appearance of this Four-Star Expert instantly shattered the delicate balance that had existed on the battlefield.
The situation for the Chambord forces immediately took a sharp turn for the worse.
The only ones who could possibly counter Gulow, Frank Lampard and the Heng-Ha Twin Generals, had not yet arrived. The Valkyrie Ileena was still locked in combat with the Scarred Knight Leader, unable to quickly determine a winner. The Chambord side had already deployed all their experts. At this moment, there was no one left to stop a fresh Four-Star enemy combatant. Moreover, this Four-Star Expert was leading over a hundred black cavalry. Given the current situation, even if Brook had been incredibly clever, he would have found it impossible to make bricks without straw. The situation seemed hopeless.
A desperate situation!
The Chambord side seemed to have fallen into a desperate situation in an instant!
Unfortunately, the situation did not allow Brook any extra time for thought.
He stopped for a moment, took a brief breath of fresh air, wiped the wet blood from his forehead, and then tightly gripped the King's Sword in his hand. His eyes were sharp as lightning, radiating an unprecedented determination.
"Better to die than retreat, kill—!"
The next instant, this Chambord military leader roared furiously. Without the slightest hesitation, he erupted into action. His long sword vibrated as he accelerated forward, the Combat Energy Flames around his body blazing violently. Like a moth flying into a flame, he charged recklessly towards the suddenly appearing Four-Star Expert, Gulow!
"A cornered beast still fights, how laughable! Your crimes are unforgivable, die!" Gulow slashed out with his sword, his Battle Qi roaring forth, unstoppable.
Just as Brook was about to be engulfed by the massive yellow sword energy, something unexpected happened.
A mysterious figure clad in black appeared out of nowhere, silent as a ghost, materializing on the battlefield. Along with this figure came sharp waves of sword energy, crisscrossing the air, intercepting all the attacks from the Four-Star Expert Gulow.
"Who are you?" Gulow asked in shock and fury, sensing the formidable strength of his opponent.
But the mysterious black-clad figure remained silent. He twisted his body and shot forward, his speed unbelievable. Like a black lightning bolt, he charged forward. While still in mid-air, a flash of golden sword energy erupted from his hand, graceful yet fierce, tearing through the sky. Gulow swiftly changed his sword technique, gathering Earth Elemental Combat Aura defensively, trying to block the opponent's sudden assault. However, the golden sword energy shattered the defensive earth-based Battle Qi as if it were dry twigs. A cold gleam pierced through Gulow's body. Blood sprayed out. Gulow's body stiffened instantly, standing rigidly in place, his expression full of disbelief and utter shock.
Splat—!
The black figure swiftly flashed past Gulow's frozen body. As if plucking a melon, amidst loud, mocking laughter, he reached out and snatched the Four-Star Expert's head, then sped away. His departure was as sudden as his arrival. His figure faded and turned transparent in the distant sky, as if dissolving into the endless void, gradually disappearing completely.
An instant kill!
It was an instant kill!
Who was this person? To actually kill a Four-Star Expert so easily, with seemingly no effort at all! He was like a dragon whose head is seen but not its tail—mysterious to the extreme! Especially that sharp golden sword energy that had pierced through Gulow's body. Although it had vanished now, it was seared into the memory of every onlooker, an image of invincibility!
The entire battlefield fell into a desolate silence. No one knew where this mysterious black-clad figure came from, or where he went.
Brook stood stunned for a moment, but quickly regained his composure.
"This mysterious expert seemed to act for Chambord's sake, but why have I never seen him by His Majesty's side before? Still, it's just as well. Now that Gulow is dead, the final trump card His Majesty left behind before departing doesn't need to be revealed... The outcome of this battle is decided!"
Seeing that the twenty-plus Urban Management around him were nearly exhausted from fighting, and that the battlefield situation would not change further, Gordon Brook raised his long sword and gave a prearranged signal.
Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh—!
From the grass a hundred meters away, countless multi-colored Magic Arrows shot out. The sound of them cutting through the air was sharp and piercing, blocking out the sky as they rained down on the distant group of more than a hundred Black Banner Army cavalry who had followed the Four-Star Expert Gulow. They were still charging forward, not yet having joined the main fray.
Boom boom boom boom—!
Deafening explosions rang out across the sky. Surging magical elements raged.
Flesh and blood flew everywhere; severed limbs and broken blades filled the air.
This was a completely one-sided slaughter. The hundred-plus cavalry had no chance to struggle under this dense hail of Magic Arrows. Their sturdy black armor offered them not the slightest protection. Blazing flames, freezing cold, piercing electricity, and pervasive deadly poison instantly snatched away their lives.
On the grassy hill a hundred meters away, over twenty young girls in strange armor appeared. Each held a bow, with magical elements ranging from One-Star Level to Two-Star Level swirling around them. Fire, electricity, ice, and poison—all four elemental magics were present. The girls' eyes were icy cold as their bowstrings trembled. In less than ten breaths, they had completely annihilated an elite cavalry unit of a hundred men.
Magic Archers truly were the bane of cavalry.
Moreover, the arrows shot by these twenty-plus beautiful, youthful Magic Archer girls not only contained considerable magical power but were also incredibly accurate. Aside from area-of-effect bombardment, their precision sniping was also top-class. One after another, arrows controlled by magical force shot out, slicing through the sky. Other black cavalry still caught in the melee screamed and fell from their horses one by one. Meanwhile, the Chambord Urban Management fighting in the same chaotic fray were completely unharmed.
Zhebie-level formidable Magic Archers.
In the blink of an eye, the invading black cavalry were completely wiped out.
"How could this happen? Why does Chambord have so many experts?"
The three kings wearing golden crowns were terrified out of their wits, exclaiming in shock. Under the protection of their guards, they turned to mount their horses and tried to flee, but the Magic Arrows filling the sky shot down their protectors. The Chambord Urban Management swarmed forward, beating the three kings until their faces were swollen, teeth flew out, and then tied them up tightly with ox tendon ropes like trussing pigs.
The fiercely fought battlefield gradually grew quiet.
From afar, a mass of silver lightning surged forward, its powerful aura radiating everywhere. Frank Lampard, having finally dealt with his own opponent, arrived.
Further away, two roaring, rampaging fourth-tier Magical Beasts, Blaze Beasts, their manes flying like burning flames, galloped towards the hill. On their backs rode the anxiously frantic Heng-Ha Twin Generals, Drogba and Pierce, the two blockheads.
At the same time, the surrounding Chambord Urban Management also finished their individual fights. Covered in blood and gripping their battle axes, they all looked in the same direction.
At this moment, only one battle on the entire battlefield continued, sparks still flying—the Scarred Knight Leader and the Flower of the Rogues, Ileena, were still fiercely exchanging sword strikes and arrows, locked in a struggle with no clear winner.
From the look of it, Ileena held the upper hand. Four distinct types of magical power continuously shifted and surged around her body. This was a strange and difficult-to-understand phenomenon. It was rare for someone so young to master all four elemental magics and switch between them so effortlessly.
However, an advantage is not a guaranteed victory. Although suppressed by the powerful Magic Arrows whistling through the air, unable to get within ten meters of her opponent, the Scarred Knight Leader was not in any immediate mortal danger.
This person was the strongest among the four Four-Star Experts who had come to attack. His peak combat power was faintly approaching a breakthrough from Four-Star Peak to the Five-Star Initial Stage. If the Flower of the Rogues Ileena had not combined the powers of Sun Fei's other six professional Mercenaries, gathering the four elemental magics of the Diablo World—ice, electricity, fire, and poison—and followed Sun Fei in Barbarian Mode to complete all the quests in the second major map, Lut Gholein, leveling up to 35, she probably wouldn't be a match for this scarred warrior.
Both sides' strength was nearly equal, well-matched. However, Ileena had slightly more combat experience, which allowed her to steadily suppress her opponent using just a bow. However, quickly killing her opponent was extremely difficult.
Boom boom boom boom—!
The Scarred Knight Leader blasted out several silver sword energies in succession, shattering the incoming fire Magic Arrows. He suddenly retreated rapidly, made a hand gesture to pause, sheathed his sword, and stood proudly. A smug smile curled his lips as he glanced at the surrounding Chambord Army Urban Management. Unhurriedly, he said, "How audacious! A bunch of criminal subjects. You truly don't know what's good for you. You actually dare to besiege a Knight of the Imperial Knights' Hall? Is your Chambord Kingdom not afraid of being annihilated by the Judgment Knight Order?"
"A Knight of the Imperial Knights' Hall?" Brook stepped forward through the crowd. "You are actually a Knight of the Imperial Knights' Hall?"
"Hmph!" The Scarred Knight Leader tossed out a black waist token. "Open your lowly dog eyes and see clearly who you are besieging! You truly have no regard for your lives. You actually dared to kill three elite Knights of the Knights' Hall—Dric, Allen, and Gulow—and also tied up the three kings: the Blackrock King, the Thrace King, and the King of Redwater. With such monstrous crimes, even the King of Champoo cannot escape punishment from the Knights' Hall. Hahaha..."
A real Knight of the Imperial Knights' Hall?
Brook and the others looked at the black waist token on the ground. It was indeed engraved with a double-headed bear crest and the image of a metal-armored knight riding a horse with a sword. This emblem was very well known to anyone of even slight status in the Zenit Empire and its Vassal States. It was the symbol of a Knight of the Imperial Knights' Hall.
If the charge of besieging a Knight of the Imperial Knights' Hall was truly pressed, it would be no small matter. Even a typical Vassal State king could not bear such a responsibility.
Thinking of this, those present who understood the severity of the situation had their expressions change.
"If you are a Knight of the Imperial Knights' Hall, why did you come to attack our Chambord Kingdom? Do you have an edict from the Zenit Empire's Emperor Yassin?" Brook had a thought and countered with a question.
"What thing are you?" The Scarred Knight Leader raised his head and laughed coldly, scolding angrily. "How dare you ask me such a question? I give you ten breaths. Immediately release the three kings, bind your own hands and feet, put these murderers who killed Knights of the Imperial Knights' Hall in shackles, and come with me to the Imperial Capital to face judgment by the Knights' Hall. Otherwise, within ten days, the Judgment Knight Order will reduce your Chambord Kingdom to ashes. Even the King of Champoo will be sent to the stake of the Knights' Hall. Hmph!"
The Scarred Knight Leader inwardly sneered.
Of course, he was bluffing, using the prestige of the Knights' Hall in this critical situation to intimidate the Chambord people. But so what? He was a high and mighty Knight of the Knights' Hall, a follower of the promising Golden Sun Knight Kesley Sutton. Killing a few lowly subjects of a Vassal State was like slaughtering chickens or dogs. What could they do? Would they actually dare kill a noble Knight of the Imperial Knights' Hall?
Even though surrounded by many people, he was utterly unafraid.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 202: Kill... Them All!
[image: ]


​
When the Xiangbo City people saw a cornered invader acting so arrogantly until the end, they all became furious. Drogba was the first to jump out, pointing at the scar-faced knight leader and cursing, "Screw your mom! What kind of crappy Imperial Knights' Hall knight are you? Look at your scarred face—you're neither human nor ghost, with that wretched look. When your mom gave birth to you, did she squeeze you out through her asshole?"
The other big white-haired oaf Pierce didn’t want to be outdone either. He looked at the scar-faced knight leader with eyes that regarded an idiot and sneered as he joined in the cursing, "Yeah, you're so ugly you could scare the Undead to death even in broad daylight. You invaded our Chambord Kingdom for no reason, committing a huge crime, and you dare pretend to be a Imperial Knights' Hall knight? Pfft! Why not say you’re Emperor Yassin of the Empire?"
These two oafs’ mouths were so sharp and venomous they could kill with words.
But this was a case of fools being fearless. The crime of insulting a Knight Hall knight could be big or small, and it wouldn’t be impossible for them to be tied to the Stake. That these two oafs dared to act so rudely toward this Knight Hall knight showed they were heavily influenced by their rogue-like King.
"You're asking for death!"
The scar-faced knight leader was furious, shaking all over with anger. His arm moved slightly, and two streaks of Silver Sword Qi shot out like fiery meteors through the air, targeting Drogba and Pierce’s throats. He intended to behead both with a single move.
Bang—!
Force energy exploded, and lightning flashed across the sky.
Lampard, who had been silent all along, took a step forward and threw a punch. Two columns of electric plasma, as thick as wrists, roared as they met the Silver Sword Qi. With a loud boom, both sides dispersed, and explosive winds burst out. Those with slightly lower strength nearby, caught in the spreading force, felt as if a hurricane had hit them. They couldn’t help but stagger backward...
And just then, Brook had an idea.
The Heng-Ha Twin Generals’ earlier mindless, venting insults suddenly gave him a spark of inspiration.
He took a step forward and, under everyone’s stunned gazes, lifted his foot and, as if unconsciously kicking a small stone, kicked the black knight waist token on the ground far away into the grass where it couldn’t be seen. Then, with a rare sly smile, he said, "You say you’re a Imperial Knights' Hall knight? What proof do you have? Can’t produce any? Oh, oh, oh, what nerve! You dare impersonate a knight of the great, noble, merciful, and just Knight Hall? Everyone, attack together and capture this damn impostor!"
This was a case of denying the crime despite the evidence!
"So shameless..." Drogba opened his mouth and sighed, feeling inferior.
"Yeah, yeah, Gordon’s shameless attitude really resembles your style just now," Pierce rubbed his chin.
"You..." The scar-faced knight leader trembled as he pointed, speechless. He was almost driven mad with rage.
How dare these damned lowlifes act like this?
He never dreamed that after showing his Knight Hall knight waist token, the other side not only didn’t kneel and beg for mercy but instead, like ruffians, turned the tables and accused him of being an impostor. He was used to being haughty and overbearing; when had anyone ever framed and ignored him like this? For a moment, he didn’t know what to do and was so furious he nearly grit his steel teeth to pieces.
They were truly a bunch of desperadoes!
But at this moment, it obviously wasn’t the time for him to flaunt his knightly authority.
Because the Chambord experts had already made their move, closing in.
Ileena acted first, her slender fingers lightly brushing as streaks of lightning arrows shot through the air toward the scar-faced knight leader’s vital points. Lampard’s body erupted with electric currents like liquid, and he threw a punch, sending currents across the sky, merciless. Meanwhile, Drogba and Pierce, still wearing the Taurus and Capricorn Cloths, were already preparing to unleash their ultimate moves.
The pressure around him multiplied.
"Damn Barbarians, just wait! You’ll soon pay the price for what you did today!" The scar-faced knight leader, knowing he was outmatched, exploded into motion, flying toward the distance.
He could only flee.
Though he was filled with shock, rage, and hatred, with an impulse to chop everyone before him into mincemeat, the furious scar-faced knight leader still maintained a rare clarity. In his heart, it was as clear as a mirror: since the other side was completely unafraid of the Imperial Knights' Hall’s reputation, staying here would truly be seeking death. That incredibly beautiful and powerful Sorceress Archer and the red-haired burly man covered in terrifying electric plasma in the opponent’s ranks both had the ability to threaten him. With such a rude, barbaric group, reasoning was impossible. He had to escape first, then return with the Knight Hall’s expert colleagues to wipe out this damn small kingdom.
"Quick! Don’t let him escape!" Brook’s expression changed; he hadn’t expected the scar-faced knight leader to be so decisive.
Whoosh whoosh whoosh—!
One after another, ice-slowing arrows shot in a straight line toward the scar-faced knight leader in the air. Ileena’s bow-drawing and arrow-shooting speed was so fast that her jade arms left behind a series of elegant, mysterious afterimages, impossible to catch with the naked eye.
"Lightning... Light... Speed... Fist—!!"
Lampard shouted loudly. Blinding silver light burst from his fists, and erupting electric plasma streams wildly shot toward his opponent in mid-air. The air was filled with sharp, crackling explosive sounds, as frightening as the apocalypse.
The two top Chambord experts reacted extremely quickly.
Simultaneously unleashing their strongest moves to keep the scar-faced knight leader there.
Amid loud laughter, the scar-faced knight leader shook his sword and swung back, streaks of Silver Sword Qi sharply whistling as they shot through the air, swiftly breaking the pursuing Magic Arrows and also blocking the roaring, dragon-like electric plasma streams about a meter away from his body.
His strength was not low, his combat experience was incredibly rich, and he was solely focused on escaping, making it extremely difficult to stop him.
With a few flickers of his figure, he had already fled far away, over two hundred meters distant.
"Hahaha, when I come back, every one of you will die..." The scar-faced knight leader’s venomous laughter came from afar; clearly, he couldn’t be caught anymore.
"What a pity, he got away..." Brook sighed, already planning in his heart how to resolve this matter, preferably without causing trouble for Sun Fei, who was heading to the Imperial Capital.
"You won’t have a next time." A calm female voice suddenly rang out.
In the distance, right in front of where the scar-faced knight leader was escaping, blue light suddenly flashed. A deep blue Portal over two meters tall tore through the void and appeared on the ground. Then, a faint red figure shot out from the blue light sphere. Like a fleeting glimpse of a swan, its body left a series of strange afterimages almost impossible to see with the naked eye. Without any flashy moves or stunning Battle Qi explosions, only the scar-faced knight leader’s startled shout and angry roar were heard. Then, like a wooden doll, he thudded to the ground, motionless...
Then the faint red figure flashed again, instantly flying back and vanishing into the blue Portal. With a few soft buzzing sounds, the swirling blue-flamed Portal shrank and disappeared.
All of this happened in the blink of an eye.
So fast that everyone had no time to react.
Only a few people clearly saw the true appearance of that figure.
Aside from Ileena, Lampard, the Heng-Ha Twin Generals, and Brook were all greatly shocked. This person had once appeared in the Hero City at the Underground Grotto Labyrinth behind Chambord City’s Back Mountain, at the Xiangbo University. She was a martial arts professor there who usually kept a very low profile, teaching only some simple martial arts moves. No one expected her strength to be so formidable—a Four-Star Peak Sharp Metal Combat Aura expert couldn’t even withstand a single move from her. Thinking back to the times they had been lazy during her classes, Drogba and Pierce, the two oafs, were the first to open their mouths wide and look at each other, feeling a cold sweat pouring down all over.
After a moment of silence, Lampard flew through the air, flickering a few times, and hauled the scar-faced knight leader, who had fallen to the ground, back.
"He’s not dead yet," Lampard said, throwing the knight leader, who had been fiercely threatening just moments before but was now shivering like a chick, onto the ground with a thud.
The scar-faced knight leader was now terrified beyond measure.
The mysterious person who appeared out of nowhere not only had incredibly powerful strength but also bizarre and inexplicable techniques. With his strength, he hadn’t even had time to react before being easily struck by the mysterious person’s single move. Then a strange force instantly rushed into his body through the other’s palms, completely suppressing his Sharp Metal Combat Aura, making it impossible to move or mobilize even a bit. Now, aside from being able to speak, he couldn’t even move a finger.
"How should we deal with them?" Lampard asked.
Brook pondered, glanced at everyone, and felt somewhat troubled now.
He clearly understood that this scar-faced knight was most likely a genuine Imperial Knights' Hall knight. Because throughout the Zenit Empire, aside from the behemoth Knight Hall, few organizations could casually send four Four-Star Power Level knights to serve them. However, these four had actually come with the Blackrock King, King of Redwater, and Thrace King to attack Chambord City. Could it be that the Knight Hall wanted to eliminate Chambord City? But on second thought, that probably wasn’t the case. If that were true, most likely the Judgment Knight Order would have appeared before Chambord City today, not the Black Cavalry led by the Three Kings. There must be some special reason for this.
Temporarily ignoring the scar-faced knight leader, Brook gave a signal to the Heng-Ha Twin Generals.
Drogba and Pierce understood.
They cracked their knuckles loudly, then snickered maliciously as they picked up the other three kings—Thrace King, Blackrock King, and King of Redwater—who were tied up like dead pigs. Ignoring the three kings’ terrified howls and threats, they dragged them into the wild grass behind the hill like hauling dead pigs.
Soon, noises came from within.
First came a series of rapid, storm-like sounds of fists hitting flesh, followed by pitiful, begging pleas. Sneers and screams mixed together, making everyone on the hill shudder.
A moment later, the Heng-Ha Twin Generals dragged the three kings—now bruised, swollen, with split lips and broken teeth—back up the hill.
Drogba leaned close to Gordon Brook’s ear and carefully recounted the details obtained from the torture.
Brook nodded, feeling relieved.
The facts roughly matched his guess: these four knights weren’t dispatched by the Imperial Capital’s Knight Hall. Instead, they were sent by an old attendant deeply trusted by Chris Sutton, one of the Ten Great Judgment Knights, the Sun Golden Knight, to assist the three kings in attacking Chambord City. Their actions didn’t represent the Knight Hall’s stance.
This fact wasn’t too bad. But now that the truth was clear, how should they deal with these four prisoners?
Sensing Brook’s gaze, the scar-faced knight leader, though lying on the ground unable to move his hands, still snorted arrogantly. As for the three kings who had been dragged into the grass by the Heng-Ha Twin Generals and mercilessly beaten until their faces were bruised and lips split, they were now filled with regret and wept bitterly.
"Kill them!" Brook said decisively, quickly making a decision.
"You... how dare you?" The scar-faced knight leader was terrified out of his wits, roaring threats.
But Drogba, standing behind him, couldn’t wait any longer and punched, shattering his head, which had no Battle Qi protection. The Taurus oaf wiped the red and white paste from his hand on the sole of his shoe and, ignoring the nauseated expressions of those around him, boasted proudly, "So an expert’s head isn’t even as hard as a rock!"
On the other side, several Urban Management members raised their knives and, with swift strokes, cut the three kings—who were begging for mercy, urine and feces flowing—into two pieces.
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"Won't killing them affect His Majesty's trip to the Imperial Capital?" Frank Lampard did not stop Brook's order. It was only after the three kings and the leader of the Scarred-Face Knights were killed that he asked.
"Killing one is killing, killing two is also killing." Brook clanged his bloody sword back into its sheath, shook his head lightly, frowned, and looked at the devastated burned grassland in the distance as he said: "If we hadn't killed the other three knights of the Knight Hall earlier, letting these few go wouldn't matter. But sadly... the Knight Hall won't reason with us. Regardless of who's right or wrong, those lofty Imperial Judgment Knights would only focus on one thing—we killed their men. So if we let them go now and they return, the Knight Hall's revenge would probably come even faster. Moreover, killing these few is precisely for the sake of His Majesty's trip to the Imperial Capital."
Frank Lampard sighed. Knowing Brook was right, he said no more.
Watching the night breeze blow over the vast grassland, suddenly, everyone felt a restless, angry, and suppressed feeling, as if a storm was coming and they were helpless. Shampoo City had no ambition to annex the territories below, only wishing to stay peaceful in its corner. But on this chaotic, war-torn Azeroth Continent, even if the tree wanted to stay still, the wind wouldn't stop.
"Fortunately, not many people know about this incident."
Brook looked around at the Shampoo City guards deployed nearby. Fewer than a hundred people had taken part in the recent battle; over eighty of them had been sent away earlier to harass and scatter the Black Cavalry. Only a little more than twenty actually knew the identities of those four Star-Rank expert Imperial Knight Hall knights, all of them loyal and reliable Xiangbo People. He turned and sternly ordered that no one was to leak what they had just learned, on pain of death.
Soon, the bodies of the experts Dric and Allen, killed by Lampard and the Heng-Ha Twin Generals, along with the bodies of the three kings, Gulow, and the Scarred-Face Knight leader, were all burned to ashes in a great fire. Even their armor and weapons were taken into the furnace of Samuel, the blacksmith of Shampoo's Back Mountain, and melted back into scrap. Even the traces left on the battlefield from the earlier fight were carefully cleaned up. Brook was very thorough and detailed in his work; the task of destroying the bodies and evidence was done meticulously, leaving no clues behind.
"However, what happened here must be reported to His Majesty as soon as possible. Frank, rest for the night and return to meet His Majesty tomorrow!"
The next day, Lampard and the Heng-Ha Twin Generals swiftly left Shampoo City with fifty City Guards.
Under the enemy tower at the city gate, bathed in the morning sun, two figures still stood who had once seen Sun Fei off. The two major military and political leaders of Shampoo City, Brook and Best, stood on the city wall, quietly watching until Lampard and the others disappeared over the distant horizon.
"Who would have thought that after more than twenty years of stability in the Zenit Empire, the era of chaos would return so quickly," sighed the pale-faced Best, feeling emotional.
"Rumors say Emperor Yassin's health is deteriorating, so much so that he can't even ride a horse. His princes are all eager to fight for power and the throne. The corrupt nobility of the Empire only care about luxury and greedily accumulating wealth. The two hundred and fifty vassal states are growing restless... Worse still, according to news from the Church's Mazzola five days ago, the Empire's old enemy, the Spartak Empire, began massing troops at the border three months ago, showing signs of invasion... The dark era of chaos has indeed begun to show signs! If the chaos hadn't already appeared, the three kings wouldn't have dared to lead their armies to attack our Shampoo City repeatedly. Now even the Imperial Knight Hall has begun to have undercurrents..."
"Once war arrives, who knows how many countries will be destroyed and how many royal bloodlines will be extinguished. Although Shampoo City is located in the Northern Domain, I'm afraid we won't be spared. We don't have much time left." Best's past experiences were somewhat special; images of blazing fires and piled corpses, a scene of human tragedy, seemed to flash in his mind.
"We just need to do what His Majesty left for us. I suppose he has already noticed and made preparations." Brook, being a soldier by background, had a bold spirit deep down and wasn't particularly pessimistic about war.
Best smiled and suddenly changed the subject: "Oh, by the way, that mysterious black-clad expert who appeared out of nowhere and killed Knight Hall knight Gulow with lightning yesterday—has his identity been found out?"
"There are a few clues, but it's not certain yet."
"Speaking of which, Gordon, you should really thank that mysterious expert. I heard from Frank that if the mysterious man hadn't acted suddenly, you would have been in danger at that time..."
"Even if he hadn't acted, I wouldn't have died..." Facing his long-time partner, Brook didn't hide much. Leaning against the battlement, he smiled and said, "When His Majesty left, he left me some things. I just hadn't had time to use them yet when that person appeared briefly and killed the Four-Star Warrior."
......
After the Princess Royal and her party left, the Shampoo Expeditionary Force did not hurry to depart the next day. Instead, they temporarily camped outside Hot Spring Pass, the capital of Ernest Province.
Hot Spring Pass was one of the ten great cities of the Zenit Empire. Not only was it the capital of Ernest Province, it was also a famous economic and cultural hub in the Empire's Northern Region, as well as a solid military fortress. Whether in terms of city scale or military strength, it was far beyond comparable to small forts like the Blackrock Fortress of the Blackrock Kingdom. Moreover, Hot Spring Pass stood like a gate on the passage between Shampoo City and the outside world, making it strategically significant. Therefore, Sun Fei intended to stay there a while longer to observe, and also to wait for Lampard and the others to join them.
The next morning, the weather was fine and mild, the sky high and clear.
After arranging camp matters, Sun Fei refused his guards' company and only took Angela and the blonde little lori Gemma with him, leaving the expeditionary camp to tour Hot Spring Pass city. Such a big city, so prosperous and grand, far surpassed Shampoo City. For Sun Fei, a former shut-in whose knowledge of the Azeroth Continent came only from books and rumors, and for the two young girls who had never experienced the bustle of a big city, it was incredibly attractive.
"You three, stop! Outsiders entering the city need to pay an entry tax."
Just as they reached the city gate, the eyes of the guarding soldiers greedily scanned over Angela and Gemma as if they had found rare treasures. They crossed their spears to block the way. If not for the fact that Sun Fei and the two girls had an uncommon, noble air about them, making the soldiers aware that these people were not ordinary and not to be provoked, probably more trouble would have occurred.
"Entry tax? How much?" Sun Fei gave a faint smile and did not get angry.
He saw these dozen or so soldiers with messy armor, crooked formation, and unsteady steps and knew they were just leisure soldiers who had never seen battle or bloodshed. Such soldiers, even a hundred of them combined, were no match for one Shampoo City Guard. From this, he vaguely understood that the defenses of Hot Spring Pass, one of the Empire's ten great cities, were not as strict and solid as legend said. Years of peace had made many lose their necessary vigilance.
"One Imperial standard silver coin per person."
"One silver coin? Hey? Why so much?" Gemma couldn't help retorting. One Imperial standard silver coin was enough to support a poor family in Shampoo City for over a month.
Sun Fei shook his head, knowing the soldiers were making it up. But he didn't want to bother with them now. He flicked three silver coins with his fingers, letting them fall to the ground, then straightaway took the two girls into the city, while behind them the soldiers scrambled for the coins.
After passing through the gate tunnel, there was a barbican; beyond the barbican was the main city.
As the three entered the main city, they felt their eyes brighten.
Wide, orderly streets appeared. Since it was early morning, the pedestrians on the streets weren't at their peak yet, but it was already several times more bustling than Shampoo City. Many vendors had already set up stalls along the street. Busy merchant caravans, dusty travelers, and mercenaries were all starting their new day's work. The buildings along the street were mostly stone, some tall, some short, row upon row. Various signs fluttered in the wind. Numerous shops were opening for business one after another. The smell of food wafted through the streets...
Angela and Gemma were instantly captivated by the bustling, noisy scene before them. Like two orioles flying out of a cage, they chirped excitedly, wanting to take a closer look at everything they saw. Everything here was incredibly fresh and beautiful to them.
Sun Fei smiled and followed behind, protecting the two girls while slowly walking and observing.
All along, Sun Fei had been very curious: in a high-martial world like the Azeroth Continent, legendary Sun-level Masters were said to have the power to lift mountains and split the seas; what they called city walls seemed less sturdy than a strand of hair to them, as if they could blow them down with a breath. No matter how strong or grand the walls were built, not to mention Sun-level Masters and Moon-level Experts, even certain Star-Rank Warriors could leap over them without hindrance. If so, why did the various Empires still zealously build walls and forts? It seemed like a waste of resources and effort.
But just now, Sun Fei noticed something interesting.
On each brick of Hot Spring Pass's city wall, there were faintly engraved magic patterns. These patterns weren't very profound; even with Sun Fei's current amateur Mage knowledge learned from Nun Acarra and the lecherous old man Kane, he could tell they were simple magic conduction and stone reinforcement arrays. He secretly pressed his palm against the wall and found that as long as he applied force, magic power would flash within the arrays. Destructive power below the Three-Star level couldn't damage the wall.
And after entering Hot Spring Pass city, Sun Fei immediately sensed unusually active magical element fluctuations inside the city, seemingly more than double that outside—simply incredible that the difference could be so stark over just a few steps.
However, he quickly found the source of this peculiarity.
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Within the magnificent Hot Spring Pass, six cylindrical towers stood tall, each reaching a hundred meters high, towering and majestic, piercing the clouds.
From the direction of these towers, Sun Fei clearly sensed stronger magic fluctuations. They rippled outward continuously like waves, with power not inferior to the gathering effect of magic elements when a Five-Star Level Mage exerted full force. The unusually active fluctuations of magic elements within Hot Spring Pass city seemed to be influenced by these six round towers.
"Could these be the legendary Sorceress Towers?"
Sun Fei quickly discovered that these six Sorceress Towers were positioned in a perfect hexagonal formation within Hot Spring Pass. This arrangement felt very familiar to Sun Fei; it clearly formed parts of a huge Magic Array. They subtly released a strange, transparent, and invisible barrier that covered Hot Spring Pass like an upside-down bowl. However, the power of this barrier was very weak, hardly noticeable to ordinary people, likely because the giant Magic Array wasn't fully activated.
"So that's how it is... The entire city is built on a pre-constructed giant Magic Array, with even the four walls serving as components of the array. If enemies invade, the power of the Sorceress Towers and the mages in the city can be used to activate this giant Magic Array. Once strengthened, the barrier might block powerful warriors, and it could even possess some counterattack capabilities, who knows."
Sun Fei gradually figured out many questions.
He then realized in a daze that he had been thinking of this world too simply. Thousands of years of survival of the fittest and historical accumulation made this world far more fascinating than he had imagined. Just the city wall of Hot Spring Pass had left him in awe. However, this also gave him a bright idea, showing him a perfect path to reorganize the defenses of Shampoo City.
Following the laughter of Angela and Gemma along the way, Sun Fei was amazed and broadened his horizons.
Hot Spring Pass truly lived up to its reputation as the economic and cultural hub of the northern region of the Empire, with a population dozens of times larger than that of Shampoo City.
As noon approached, the streets became increasingly crowded. Vendors, performers, mercenaries, merchant caravans, and people of all sorts appeared before them. The flow of people was dense, shoulder to shoulder, with continuous shouts of hawking and playful laughter. All kinds of people from various walks of life were present.
The two girls hopped and skipped, having never seen such a bustling scene before. They lingered, reluctant to leave. Whenever they saw something rare and curious, they couldn't resist buying it amidst surprised laughter. By noon, when the three found a tavern named Ivy to rest, Sun Fei discovered that his Storage Ring was almost full.
Ivy was a tavern very popular among the lower-class people of Hot Spring Pass. All sorts of people from various walks of life frequented it, with mercenaries coming and going being the most common patrons. Sun Fei specifically chose such a place because from the mouths of these men who traveled north and south, he might obtain more clearly the information he wanted to know.
Of course, what surprised Sun Fei even more was that the food provided by the tavern finally allowed him to experience the charm of otherworldly cuisine. He no longer had to endure the monotonous and unchanging flavors of the Shampoo King's palace. The noisy and bustling atmosphere made Sun Fei feel, in a daze, as if he had returned to his previous life's university days. It was like hanging out with a few dubious friends in those seemingly dirty but delicious snack shops near the school market, grabbing a few beers, shouting and laughing recklessly with sleeves rolled up.
He took a small sip of the dark rye beer. It tasted somewhat sour and astringent, but it felt very comfortable as it passed through his throat. Sun Fei exhaled contentedly and then scanned his eyes over everyone in the tavern.
Most of the people in the tavern were men who looked like mercenaries. They wore old but intact leather armor, perhaps often polished, making it shiny. Their voices thundered as they gathered in small groups, occasionally bursting into laughter. Some would take advantage of the situation to grab the buttocks of the plump serving girls passing by while drinking beer heartily, followed by everyone roaring with laughter. These people had their own small groups. If observed carefully, they had badges of various shapes on their bodies or weapons, showing their identities to others. Although Hot Spring Pass did not allow armies from Vassal States to enter the city, these mercenaries seemed to be an exception. Sun Fei keenly noticed that almost every mercant had weapons on them.
Compared to these mercenaries, Sun Fei and his two companions, whether in dress or the aura they inadvertently revealed, seemed out of place with the overall atmosphere of the tavern. From the moment Sun Fei brought Angela and Gemma into the tavern, curious glances continuously swept over the three of them—more precisely, over the two young girls. The pure beauty of Gemma and Angela added a different kind of beauty to this tavern, which was predominantly rough and wild in ambiance.
"Hey, two beautiful and kind ladies, let old Santon invite you for a drink!"
"Oh my, I see incredibly charming goddesses! Oh haha, come have a drink! Such pretty young ladies are truly rare in Ivy Tavern!"
From time to time, enthusiastic and rash fellows would raise their iron cups from far across their seats, laughing heartily in greeting.
At times like these, Angela showed her elegant and warm side. When receiving these friendly invitations, she would smile and lift her cup, taking a sip in response amidst the mercenaries' roars of laughter. There was no trace of coyness or shyness; instead, she exuded an innate elegance.
Sun Fei was surprised to find that his fiancée's natural affinity seemed not only effective with animals but also infectious among these rough and fierce mercenaries. When facing Angela, their attitudes were very kind and friendly. Sun Fei could tell it was a genuine friendliness coming from the depths of these seemingly rude mercenaries' hearts, like treating their own family.
"How strange. Does Angela have that legendary protagonist's aura of domineering power?"
Just as Sun Fei was secretly laughing, the wooden door of the tavern was pushed open, and two figures, one tall and one short, appeared at the entrance.
"Ahaha, look who's here! Old York, when the hell did you get back from the Imperial Capital?"
"Haha, just got back. I couldn't wait to come to Ivy Tavern for a drink and see my old buddies..." The tall figure at the door replied while scanning around. Eventually, he walked to Sun Fei's table with his thin companion and said, "Young brother, may I sit here? All the other tables are full."
Sun Fei smiled slightly and pushed two wooden stump chairs over. "Please sit."
"Thank you, young brother..." The big strong man called York said happily, plopping down on a chair.
Sun Fei felt the light dim before his eyes, as if a large mountain had suddenly blocked his view. This guy's physique was truly enormous, more barbaric than the Barbarians in the World of Diablo. He looked to be in his thirties or forties, with striking fiery red beard, giving a first impression of straightforward honesty. In contrast, his companion was much thinner, with slightly darker skin, but quite handsome in features, even describable as good-looking. However, Sun Fei soon noticed that this dark, thin, handsome guy seemed a bit shy, keeping his head down most of the time. Occasionally, when he looked up, he would show a shy smile, revealing snow-white teeth and two small dimples at the corners of his mouth, like a sunny youth.
"Hey, buddy, bring two large mugs of premium pure rye brew, quick, quick..." The burly York impatiently knocked on the table and shouted.
When he spoke, it was like a series of muffled thunders echoing in the tavern. The other mercenaries were clearly used to this scene and roared with laughter. Someone loudly asked, "Premium pure rye brew? Old York, did you strike it rich after going to the Imperial Capital?"
"Hehe, earned a little... just a little." The big man seemed somewhat simple and honest, scratching his head and chuckling happily, looking like he indeed made some money.
"That won't do. Since you made money, you have to buy us all a drink." Someone started teasing.
"Alright, alright, one drink for everyone... Let's make it dark rye beer. With so many people, I can't afford the premium pure rye brew." The big man was very enthusiastic and agreed readily.
Upon hearing this, everyone in the tavern cheered and roared, causing another wave of commotion.
Meanwhile, the dark, thin, handsome youth beside the big man tried hard to signal him to stop but failed. He could only shake his head with a shy, helpless smile, looking disappointed as if the big man was beyond help, with an air of premature seriousness.
Sun Fei found it amusing inwardly.
He had actually been carefully observing these two all along. They were a somewhat strange mercenary pair. It was clear that both of them weren't highly skilled; the big man was roughly a One-Star Level peak Warrior, and the dark, thin youth hadn't even reached One-Star Level. Strangely, however, the keen sense for Might and danger under Barbarian Mode told Sun Fei that this shy, dark youth harbored greater danger. Moreover, the youth carried a familiar aura that Sun Fei felt he had encountered somewhere before.
"Hey, old York, did you see anything new in the Imperial Capital this time? Tell us about it." Someone in the tavern loudly asked.
"Sure. Hehe, when it comes to recent major events in the Imperial Capital, the most attention-grabbing is naturally the Martial Arts Combat Tournament of the 250 Vassal States. With less than 10 days until the start, 80-90% of the Vassal State teams have already arrived and are camped outside the Imperial Capital. The ten powerful first-class Vassal States have all arrived." The tall, strong man greedily took a gulp of fine wine before speaking. "This time, the major merchant associations, banks, and gambling houses in the Imperial Capital have set astonishing odds. Countless Nobles and merchants are flocking to place huge bets on this Martial Arts Combat Tournament..."
"Hold on, hold on, old York. What you're talking about, we all already know. What's so special about it? Everyone in the Empire knows that the final victors will definitely be those powerful first-class Vassal States?" Someone retorted.
"That's what you don't know. This Martial Arts Combat Tournament might have some unexpected changes," the big strong man said, shaking his head with a smile. "Because just a few days ago, it was said that among the Vassal State Kings, an incredible young expert suddenly emerged. At the peak of Twin Peaks, he effortlessly defeated Chris Sutton, the Golden Sun Knight, one of the Ten Great Judgment Knights of the Imperial Knights' Hall. When the news spread, it instantly caused a sensation throughout the Imperial Capital."
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