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Chapter 1: I'm the King?
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​
"Danger! Protect Your Majesty the King!"
Someone near his ear suddenly shrieked like a hen that had lost her eggs.
Sun Fei was annoyed.
His eyes fluttered open hazily.
Right in front of him, a giant, gleaming wolf-toothed arrow was streaking toward his face with a sharp whistling sound, its fletchings howling through the air.
"Holy shit, what's going on? Which bastard shot at me?"
Sun Fei snapped awake in an instant. His hair practically stood on end.
Sadly, he was hit before he could even figure out what was happening.
Thud!
The dull sound of the wolf-toothed arrow smashing into his helmet rang out.
Sun Fei instantly felt heaven and earth spinning around him. A roar filled both his ears as countless playful golden stars darted about his vision. Like a rag doll blasted by a machine gun, he flew backward through the air.
"Ah... damn it!"
He screamed, certain the pose he flew through the air must have been incredibly uncool.
"By the God of War! The King has been hit! Save him!"
"Soldiers, catch the King!"
"Andy! Andy!! You stupid pig! Stop standing there like an idiot! Go fetch the Mage for healing!"
"Attention! Those bastard black-clad scum below are starting their assault!"
"Damn it! Damn it!! Who the hell can tell me how those scumbags got Siege Ladders?!”
"They're coming! Archers ready... fire!"
Amidst the chaotic shrieks and disorganized footsteps flooding his hearing, Sun Fei felt utterly lost while still airborne. ‘King? Mage? Archers? Siege? Where is this? Are we filming a movie? What kind of crazy plot is this?’
Zero point zero one seconds later, he finally landed—
First, his butt crashed hard onto unyielding ground. Then, even worse, his helmeted head smashed violently against a sharp jut of something hard.
Instantly, the playful golden stars swirling before his eyes multiplied. As the surrounding chaos of sounds grew louder, his mind began to slip away again.
"The King? Why... does it sound like they're talking about me?"
"Screw that! Who cares about some damned King! Just don't let me find out which bastard shot that arrow at me! I'll make him regret it!"
That was his fuzzy thought.
Getting arrow-shot in the head the moment he opened his eyes? Sun Fei was both terrified and furious, cursing vehemently in his mind.
But very quickly, a tidal wave of pain surged in. Lying on the ground like a hamster that had nibbled heavy-duty rat poison, his legs barely twitched a few times before he passed out in total darkness.
...
...
He had no idea how much time passed.
Sun Fei woke up.
To be more precise, a sliver of consciousness returned.
He felt like he was nestled on a soft cloud, yet his body was wracked with soreness and numbness, utterly immobile. The back and front of his head throbbed dully, as if slammed dozens of times with a heavy club. He couldn’t open his eyes, only faintly hearing hushed whispers beside him.
It sounded like two female voices.
"Angela sister, you're such a fool... Honestly, why bother with whether he lives or dies? If he died, you'd easily inherit everything in Shampoo City... Heehee... Then you wouldn’t have to marry this famously stupid oaf anymore... Heehee..."
The voice was clear and melodious, like that of a fourteen or fifteen-year-old Lori.
"Shut up!" snapped the second voice, soft and sweet but now clearly annoyed. After a brief pause, seemingly calming herself, she continued more gently, "Gemma, my silly sister, how can you spout such nonsense? Don't ever let me hear you talk like that again... No matter what, Alexander is my fiancé!"
"Alexander? Who the hell is that cursed unlucky grandson?"
Hearing this, Sun Fei's head was full of question marks, still completely lost.
Suddenly, a delicate fragrance drifted into his nostrils. Like musk, or orchids – elusive and faint, yet offering an indescribable bliss.
A woman's natural scent.
Holy shit... and a pure maiden, too?
Sun Fei's pulse quickened.
As a cultured, principled, idealistic, and well-versed ‘Four-Have Senior Woman Appraiser’ (academically termed as an expert lover watcher), Sun Fei didn't need to overthink it. An instant judgment formed, fueled by absolute confidence in this particular skill.
Sun Fei strained to half-open his eyes.
What he saw stunned him.
Because he was suddenly aware that he was inside a Great Hall steeped in medieval European grandeur. Opulent golden decorations, exquisite furniture, and the faint, soothing scent of sandalwood permeating the air painted the hall in dreamlike hues.
He froze momentarily, then cautiously tilted his head to observe.
Two graceful figures appeared in his line of sight, one near, one far.
Standing farther away was a young Lori dressed in maid’s attire. Her light golden hair was simply tied back in a ponytail. She was pouting, a clear look of displeasure on her face.
‘This little brat,’ Sun Fei thought, ‘must be the one hoping that unlucky Alexander guy would kick the bucket earlier.’ He eyed her sideways: ‘Tsk, only a kid and already so venomous! Truly, there’s no poison stronger than a woman’s heart!’
Shifting his gaze closer.
Sun Fei realized he was sprawled like a dead pig on a large, deep-red bed adorned with gold inlay. His head rested on plush velvet cushions. A stunning young woman, draped in a loosely fitted, high-waisted purple noblewoman’s dress, sat anxiously beside the bed.
She was sitting sideways.
A cascade of ink-black hair was gathered gently behind her with a purple silk ribbon. Her skin, radiant and smooth like frost or a swan's feathers, peeked out where it wasn’t covered by the hair. The high, narrow bodice of her purple dress accentuated every curve of her figure in a way that was mesmerising.
The beautiful young woman leaned forward slightly.
Sun Fei pretended to squint, his gaze instinctively traveling past the delicate purple lace edging her collar’s neckline. He caught a fleeting glimpse of two alarming swells of paleness and the shadowy ravine between them that promised ruinous depths.
At this point, Sun Fei couldn't look any longer.
He took a discreet, deep breath.
A burning sensation ignited in his nostrils. Another moment of looking and a nosebleed was imminent. The ‘little brother’ beneath the blanket also began making its presence known, stirring upwards to form a noticeable tent against the covers.
Hurl hurl hurl "Amitabha... such sin... such sin!"
As a seasoned connoisseur who had witnessed countless island nation adult films, it was utterly shameful to be completely defeated, stripped bare of defenses, after just that one hasty glance. Truly pathetic.
He forced himself to shift his focus elsewhere. Questions like: "Who is this woman?", "How did I get here?", "Where is this place?" began crowding his mind.
"Cough! Cough! Cough!" Sun Fei deliberately coughed a few times.
"You're awake?"
The stunningly beautiful, dark-haired Angela turned at the sound. Leaning closer, her exquisite, fair face immediately brightened with pleasant surprise: "Alexander! How do you feel? Does your wound still hurt? Doctor Alvin said you need lots of rest..." she hurried to a small table nearby, pouring water from a crystal cup.
"I...uh... what's going on?" Sun Fei mumbled, trying to draw more information from her.
But the moment the words left his mouth, his heart clenched with sudden alarm.
Sun Fei realized something he couldn't believe—
The ancient, strangely rhythmic language this beautiful maiden was using... even Sun Fei, from a university linguistics department, had never encountered it before. Stranger still, despite its unknown nature, he understood it perfectly... and could even speak it himself.
"Alexander, have you forgotten? You were leading the soldiers defending the city when a treacherous enemy shot you with a feathered arrow... By the God of War, thank goodness you wore your helmet! It was only a light wound..." Angela explained, her cool, bonelessly smooth hand gently touching his forehead. Relief flickered in her eyes, "Wonderful, your temperature is normal... Doctor Alvin said as long as there's no fever, everything is fine! You'll recover quickly... Alexander, you are such a brave King!"
"Me? Alexander? King?" Sun Fei was utterly dumbfounded.
"Yes! Haha, Shampoo City's young and valiant King! Your sudden appearance on the city walls boosted the soldiers' failing morale... Inspired by your courage, our brave soldiers finally repelled another savage assault by the enemy!" The beautiful Angela smiled as she spoke.
Sun Fei felt something was off.
He couldn't shake the feeling that this beautiful girl’s tone sounded exactly like a kindergarten teacher coaxing a wailing child to take a nap.
"He's no brave King!" The golden-haired Lori named Gemma immediately seized her chance to interrupt, rolling her eyes scornfully, "If it wasn't for Lord Bazel pushing him again and again, would Alexander have willingly gone up the wall? I recall he nearly pissed himself putting on his armor... As for inspiring morale? Well, if seeing their King act like an idiot—dumb enough to get shot clean off the wall mere seconds after stepping up—counts, then I guess he did technically inspire them!"
The little brat’s tone was dripping with malice.
Sun Fei vaguely sensed hostility shimmering in the Lori's gaze.
But honestly, he had zero time to argue with this snot-nosed half-pint kid at that moment.
His mind was reeling.
What in the world?! Wasn’t I just knocked out cold at my dorm entrance? How did waking up land me in some godforsaken unheard-of Shampoo City? And turned me into a King named Alexander? And it seems this beauty, hotter than any succubus, is my fiancée?
Sun Fei slapped his forehead, deeply suspicious. Was this a prank? Or... did I travel through time?
He turned the idea over carefully. It didn’t feel like a prank. This Western-style girl Angela was unnaturally stunning, surpassing any description like ‘fish-sinking/swan-falling/moon-hiding/flower-blooming’. Who would pay a fortune to hire a breathtaking foreign beauty just to prank him?
Besides, that sharp-tongued golden-haired Lori nearby was incredibly cute too.
Crucially, this strange, archaic language... he’d never heard it before, yet he understood it perfectly...
He began rapidly sifting through the evidence.
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Chapter 2: From Idiot to Madman
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​
The beautiful young Angela gripped the edge of the bed tightly. Her clear, water-like eyes brimmed with heart-wrenching anxiety as she thought, "Poor Alexander, could he have fallen and damaged his mind? Even though he was always slow, he never acted like this before, unable to speak a single word..."
Just then—
“Alexander, I heard you got hurt, haha, I came to see you...”
A voice thick with undisguised glee boomed disrespectfully from outside the Great Hall. Angela and the little loli maid Gemma both paled. Sun Fei looked up and saw a round, rolling ‘ball of lard,’ like an overfed pig, trundle in through the main door.
“Gerger, what are you doing here?”
The gentle, black-haired beauty Angela erased the smile from her face. She stood up, her gaze cold as she questioned him.
Clearly, this pig-like fatso wasn’t welcome.
“Haha, beautiful Angela, what do you mean by that? Not welcoming me? I heard my good friend Alexander got injured, so I rushed right over to check on him. What’s wrong with that?”
This dead fat man called Gerger shoved his way to the bedside without another word and plopped himself down heavily on the bed.
“How dare you, Gerger! How dare you sit on His Majesty the King’s bed-couch?” The golden-haired loli maid Gemma, her face cold as frost, scolded him alongside Angela.
The fat man snorted through his nose, glancing at the little golden-haired loli. His eyes flickered with undisguised malice and lust. He licked his thick lower lip and said, “Lowly slave, get lost. Your time to cry will come...” Then, he turned and looked up and down at Sun Fei lying on the bed. The look in his eyes wasn’t one checking a friend’s injury; it was more like a haughty master inspecting a pet he kept.
Sun Fei was also staring at the fat man. He easily detected an abundance of utterly plain negative emotions in the fat man’s gaze – contempt, scorn, mockery, and ridicule.
Sun Fei felt a bit puzzled. He thought to himself: Is this dead fat pig really Alexander’s friend? He's this ugly and he dares to look down on a King like this? Does he have some big background?
Just as he was thinking this, the fat man Gerger suddenly reached out a greasy, huge paw. His carrot-like fingers pinched Sun Fei’s cheek like it was a rubber ball. It looked like this action was an old, familiar habit for the fat man.
“Alexander, seems you’re not too badly off, eh? Alright, this afternoon I invited a few noble guests. Be a good guy and go relax with them, how about it?” The fat man chuckled. He squeezed Sun Fei’s cheek hard, then patted it firmly, wearing a mocking expression. Gerger deeply enjoyed this feeling – the feeling of freely bullying a King. It was so perplexing: how could this idiot named Alexander become the King? Seventeen years old but with the mind of a three-year-old child. Why did the Creator God favor this little fool so much?
However, before the fat man’s mocking smile could fully blossom, something no one expected happened—
SLAP!
A loud, vicious slap landed. The fat man clutched his face in disbelief. On his greasy cheek, a bright red handprint was clearly visible, like a freshly painted mark.
The young Angela and the little maid Gemma, who had been on edge since the fat man appeared, were now completely frozen. They couldn’t believe their eyes. That always silly, slow, and bullied idiot Alexander had actually raised his hand and slapped Gerger? How was that possible? At the same time, a hidden sense of satisfaction stirred in the hearts of both girls. Truthfully, they had also endured this dead fat pig Gerger for quite a long time. Alexander’s slap was incredibly satisfying.
“You... You dare hit me?”
“Damn fat pig! If you dare put your disgusting meat hooks on my face again, I’ll find a T-Rex to kick your ass!” Sun Fei looked at the fat man with a cold smirk. Anyway, this dead fatty annoyed Sun Fei. And people who annoyed Sun Fei never got any politeness from him.
The dead fat man paused, his facial muscles trembling under his anger, shock, and disbelief: How could this idiot with the mind of a toddler dare hit me? And even say something like that? He pointed at Sun Fei, momentarily unsure what to do. His fat body shook uncontrollably, like a person having a seizure, looking like he might start foaming at the mouth any second.
“You damned weakling! You dare hit me?” the fat man roared repeatedly.
Half-lying on the bed, Sun Fei didn’t reply. He was gathering his strength. This dead fat bastard actually dares to shout like this in the King's Great Hall? And where the hell are the guards who should logically be rushing in? This gave Sun Fei a shred of doubt: Could this dead fat pig really have some huge background, someone even the King can’t touch?
Just as he was thinking this, the incensed fat man seemed to finally make up his mind. He pushed up his sleeves and charged over fiercely... It looked like this dead fat man intended to do something.
“Outrageous!” Angela’s face was icy. “Gerger, you’re just the son of a mere scribe. How dare you be so disrespectful to the King!”
Seeing the fat man explode with vicious energy like a raging bear, both girls, Angela and Gemma, screamed in fury and alarm. They rushed over, desperately trying to pull the dead fat pig away, clearly wanting to protect Sun Fei. But how could two slender girls match this 1.7-meter-tall beast?
SLAP!
The humiliated and furious fat man slapped Gemma across the face with cruel force. The golden-haired loli was sent flying. Her delicate little face immediately swelled like a big bun, tears instantly welling up in her eyes, looking pitiful.
Then, driven half-mad by the rage, the fat man grabbed Angela’s fair, smooth wrist. He thrust his greasy, disgusting face close to Angela’s soft, swan-like neck. Deliberately savoring it, he took an exaggerated sniff. He shot Sun Fei a deliberate, provocative glance and sneered lustfully, “Beautiful Angela, how could an idiot fool like Alexander, with the mind of a toddler, deserve a noble beauty like you? Look at him! Does he look even a little like a King? How long has it been since he inherited the throne, and Shampoo City is already in chaos? And now we’re getting beaten up by enemies from who knows where... Hmph, you’d be better off marrying me...”
The fat man held Angela’s wrist. A feeling of tenderness, softness, and smoothness flooded him, stirring his desires. Lust suddenly overwhelmed him, and he forgot they were in the Royal Palace, leaning in with his mouth open—
At that instant—
THWAK!
A metal helmet smashed savagely into his forehead. The blow was hard and sudden. The dead fat pig, lost in lustful thoughts, didn’t react in time. His chestnut-brown head erupted in a spray of blood. He screamed wretchedly, involuntarily released Angela’s wrist, and crashed to the floor nearby, dazed.
Angela turned to see what happened and was completely stunned, standing there dumbfounded.
Before her stood Sun Fei. He didn’t know when he’d grabbed the now-slightly-dented helmet. Gripping it like a brick slab, he stood tall on the bed looking down. He pointed at the fat man’s nose and cursed fiercely: “Dare touch my woman? Dare point fingers at me? You’ve gone blind, you damn fat pig! A tiny son of a lowly scribe, trying to act like a big shot? You dare disrespect me, your king? I’ll beat you half to death, screw your grand-uncle!” The cursing flowed freely and felt deeply satisfying.
Sun Fei thought secretly as he cursed: Damn it, I almost fell for that punk’s bluff! Thought he was some VIP. Turned out he’s just a frickin’ retard of an official’s son! I’m a real King, can’t I crush you? Wait... in this world, do Kings still say “We” like emperors? For a moment, the entire Great Hall was utterly silent. You could have heard a pin drop.
Beautiful Angela and Gemma’s faces were filled with shock and disbelief: What’s happening? How is this possible? Like frightened deer, the two beautiful girls stared at Sun Fei with wide, round eyes, their mouths unconsciously forming big ‘O’s: That Alexander who’s been retarded for seventeen years, who always obeyed Gerger... he... seems to have changed!
The fat pig Gerger lay like a dead pig on the floor, completely bewildered. Alexander suddenly felt unfamiliar, like a totally different person. That slap and that helmet blow—the ferociousness was extreme, like a real maniac. This made the dead fat man feel a bit afraid. After a long moment, the fat man finally regained a shred of sense. He recalled the purpose of his visit to the palace. He decided hell with it. He thrust out his fat hand.
A strange and mysterious chant floated from the fat man’s mouth. A bright red flame began slowly taking shape in his hand. A scorching heat began to spread silently throughout the Great Hall.
The fat man’s face trembled a bit, regaining a trace of courage as he sneered viciously, “King? Ha! Besides you and your idiotic delusion, who in Shampoo City still takes you for the King? You dare hit me? Heh heh, Alexander, you are about to witness the rage of a noble Mage!” Sun Fei was still standing on the bed holding his pose.
His eyes narrowed sharply: M... Mage? Damn, this pretentious fat bastard is actually a Mage? And looks like he can actually use magic! Shit! What do I do now? Damn impulse, the Devil made me do it... I should’ve tried talking nicer earlier instead of hitting first... Sun Fei’s eyes darted around wildly. He looked at the ever-hotter Fireball forming in Gerger’s hand, then looked down at the dented helmet in his own hand. A wave of helplessness washed over him: Seriously, if we gotta fight, could I at least get a sword? Pausing for a second, Sun Fei suddenly threw back his head and yelled at the top of his lungs: “Guards!... Guards! Hurry! There’s an Assassin! Someone’s trying to kill the King!”
“Useless! Heh heh!” The dead fat pig scoffed disdainfully. It looked like he was dying to say some juvenile version of Scream all you want, no one’s coming. With a showy flourish, he gestured. The fist-sized Fireball shot towards Sun Fei’s face like a bullet from the barrel of a gun with a loud whoosh.
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"No—!"
The beautiful but slow-to-react Angela finally came to her senses and screamed, but it was too late to stop anything.
"Bloody hell, let's do this!"
Sun Fei clenched his teeth, closed his eyes, and used his helmet as a shield.
Bang!
Sparks flew. The metal helmet instantly glowed red-hot, began melting, and sagged.
A faint hissing sound followed, and the taste of burning meat came.
With a yelp, Sun Fei hastily dropped the helmet, now searing hot like soldering iron. He looked down and cursed—dammit. Despite reacting quickly, several large, charred blisters had already formed on his palms.
But that fist-sized fireball finally dissipated.
Whew, dodged a bullet.
Before Sun Fei could feel relief, he saw the fat guy grinning lewdly opposite him, face flushed and neck straining like a man with prostate problems struggling to pee. Another fist-sized fireball was already nearly formed...
This time, Sun Fei had nothing left to block with.
"You're cheating, shameless..." Sun Fei suddenly pointed at the fat pig who was 'straining to pee' and complained with grievance, "Let's wrestle if you have guts! My mom... er, no, the great God of War teaches us that kids who play with fire wet the bed at night, and cowards who hide behind magic are the worst kind of scum..."
Thump!
Both Angela and Gemma nearly fainted on the spot in disbelief upon hearing this. Their faces were instantly covered in metaphorical black lines. Cheating? Shameless? Wetting the bed? What kind of twisted logic was this? Since when did the great God of War ever say anything like that?
It seemed Alexander was still the same idiotic fool!
The two girls couldn't help feeling disappointed.
But they didn't notice that the animalistic Sun Fei had secretly gotten hold of the metal breastplate of the armor standing by the bed. He hid it furtively behind his back, all the while grinning and inching closer to the fat pig Gerger as he spoke.
"Damned bastard, just you wait until I get close. Let's see how tough you are then..."
Sun Fei kept calculating the distance, planning to give this scumbag a harsh lesson this time—putting him down for ten or fifteen days so he wouldn’t be playing with fire anytime soon.
But—
"To hell with wetting the bed!"
Gerger, blinded by rage, would never rein in his "noble mage’s anger" so easily. He decided to teach this reckless fool king a lesson he'd never forget. If there was some surprise bonus... well, even better. And so...
Whoosh—!
The fireball came again.
The dark-haired beauty Angela reacted quicker this time. She screamed, her lovely face deathly pale, and threw herself recklessly in front of Sun Fei to shield him.
Fat pig Gerger was startled, but the fireball was already launched and impossible to retract. A pity, such a delicate beauty not even enjoyed before turning to charcoal...
Sun Fei was also horrified.
Cursing inwardly, he had no time to think. He grabbed Angela's smooth, creamy shoulder turning her around and pulling her tightly against his body, shielding her with his embrace. He braced himself, using his own back to face the raging fireball capable of melting metal...
"Damn it, I'm really going to be killed by this stupid woman this time..."
Just then—
Thump!
A large hand appeared out of thin air, impossibly, right in the path of the fireball.
Then, with just a gentle squeeze.
The movement was effortless, as if grabbing a puff of air.
But the next second, Sun Fei saw with shock that the terrifying fireball, powerful enough to melt a metal helmet into molten iron, simply popped like a silent fart. It vanished into the air without a sound.
That hand didn't lose a single hair.
Sun Fei snapped out of it, releasing the blushing Angela. His eyes lit up: "Wow, a master!"
At almost the exact moment, the smug look vanished from Gerger’s fat face. He stared incredulously at the man who'd suddenly appeared in the great hall. His dough-like flabby face turned as pale as if powdered, and his jiggly rolls of fat trembled uncontrollably like lice shaking loose.
Like a mouse seeing a cat, his voice quivered in terror: "S-S-Sir Lamp... Lampard... w-why are... are you h-here... I-I-I..."
Cold sweat poured unstoppably down Gerger’s forehead.
The ‘Master’ called Sir Lampard didn't spare Gerger a glance. He turned first, bowed respectfully to the beautiful dark-haired girl Angela, then coldly swept his eyes over Sun Fei, who was still striking a pose on the bed, and said flatly, "His Majesty Alexander!"
Sun Fei was also sizing up this ‘Master Brother’.
He was nearly two meters tall, a typical Westerner, lean build, square-jawed, piercing eyes, and exuded a resolute air. Sun Fei envied the ‘Master Brother's’ hair—fiery red like flames dancing in the air, extremely cool. Tied loosely back with a hemp cord, it was definitely great for picking up girls.
What attracted Sun Fei's gaze most was the giant sword, about one and a half meters long, strapped to the ‘Master Brother's’ back. It was broad and heavy, probably weighing close to a hundred kilos. The blade was coarse, not sharp, but dark red in color, reeking of fierce killing intent.
It suddenly reminded Sun Fei of the Dark Iron Heavy Sword, the overpowered weapon Yang Guo retrieved from Dugu Qiubai's legacy in the late stages of The Return of the Condor Heroes.
The only thing that slightly puzzled Sun Fei was this: ‘Master Brother,’ so powerful, should have an exceptionally healthy physique, yet his face seemed rather pale, with a hint of sickliness in his brow.
Sun Fei got a strange feeling.
Although ‘Master Brother’ had shattered Gerger’s ‘fire egg’ to save him in that desperate moment, it seemed like ‘Master Brother’ harbored not much goodwill towards him, but rather a sort of helplessness tinged with disappointment. Still, Sun Fei couldn’t figure out his exact status immediately, so he just nodded slightly in response.
"S-S-Sir Lampard... c-can I... g-go?" The fat pig beside them was scared stiff, his legs almost giving out as he stammered the question.
Lampard didn’t even look at him. "Go? What? Gerger, aren’t you going to offer some explanation for your insolence towards His Majesty?"
"E-explanation?... Well... actually... I was just joking with Alexander... oh, yes, yes, just a joke... Y-you know, Alexander and I have been friends since childhood... it’s just... I lost control of my magic just now... You know, I’m just a little Magic Apprentice, not even Stellar Level..."
The shameless pig quickly found an excuse.
His words flowed smoother as he spoke, saliva spraying, almost convincing himself it was true.
He was about to weave on, but Lampard stared at him coldly. The piercing gleam in his eyes emanated an invisible chill. The fat pig was scared witless. He knew very well this man was as casual about killing as peeing. He dared not continue and forced a flattering, obsequious smile, stammering incoherently.
A flicker of disgust crossed Lampard’s face.
He clenched his fist slightly. An invisible pressure instantly filled the vast hall.
Sun Fei felt an illusion then—an intense, suffocating aura blanketed the space.
But almost immediately, Lampard seemed to recall something. He hesitated, unclenched his fist, and the pressure vanished as if it had never been. Lampard waved a hand dismissively, like shooing a fly. "Get lost. Remember, no next time!"
"Y-yes, yes, yes, yes..."
Hearing this, the terrified fat pig reacted as if a death row inmate had gotten a last-second pardon. He gasped for air, bowed profusely in tearful gratitude, not daring to make a sound, and started to slink away.
"Hold it!"
Sun Fei suddenly called out to stop the fat man.
Fat Pig turned, first looking fearfully at Lampard. Seeing ‘Master Brother’ remain silent, he had to stop. His jowls quivering as he stared at Sun Fei, puzzled.
Sun Fei walked up to the fatty with a friendly smile.
He clapped the fat man’s shoulder genially. Seeing his amiable look, everyone assumed the King was going to say something conciliatory to save face, offering a way down.
But—
Sun Fei suddenly changed his expression as he stood before the fat man. Without a word, he swung his palm and slapped the fatty hard on the face! He rapped Gerger on the head. Smack! Smack! One after another! He slapped Gerger on the head several times, shouting as he hit, his temper flaring like an elementary school student getting his toy snatched away and needing to vent: "Take that! I’ll teach you to shoot fireballs at me! Shoot fireballs at me?! Shoot fireballs at me?!"
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!
A series of crisp slapping sounds echoed in the great hall like the rhythm section of a stir-frying symphony.
Angela, who had just regained her composure, and the round-cheeked little Lori Gemma instantly froze again, faces filled with shock.
Even Lampard, who had maintained a perfectly expressionless "international standard deadpan face" since appearing, couldn't hide a look of astonishment as it flickered in his eyes.
Was this ruthless lunatic standing before them really the bumbling Alexander?
The poor fat man was completely dazed—utterly, utterly stunned.
He didn't dare to cover his face with his hands at all. Lampard's appearance had completely shattered his dog-like courage, so he had no choice but to let Alexander slap him like crazy.
The fat man felt endless regret in his heart. Crying and sobbing, he thought, "If only I had known that after being shot by an arrow, Alexander would become so shameless. I would rather die than come here! It's like offering my face for someone to slap. Being beaten is a small matter, but the key is... the key is I can't bear this shame, being beaten up by an idiot with the intelligence of a three or four-year-old!"
After slapping for a long time, Sun Fei's hand became numb, and he finally stopped with some lingering satisfaction.
The fat man breathed a sigh of relief with tears streaming down his face, thinking the nightmare was over.
But then Sun Fei rubbed his slightly swollen palms, looked the fat man up and down with lingering satisfaction, and suddenly kicked him hard in the crotch, muttering, "You dare to grab my woman, you dare to shoot Fireball at me... you dare to shoot Fireball at me!"
Here we go again.
This kick was fierce, accurate, and sneaky.
The fat man immediately bent over like a curled shrimp thrown into boiling oil, struggling and screaming like a pig being slaughtered...
Angela and Gemma, who had just started to regain their senses, were once again petrified.
The cold and skilled brother Lampard could no longer maintain his cool demeanor. Unconsciously, he was so shocked that his mouth hung open, as if he had seen the Goddess of Life running naked flirtatiously right before his eyes...
In the end, the fat man crawled out of the King's Hall crying.
He was truly and completely beaten into fear by the 'crazy' Alexander. He didn't dare to feel even a trace of hatred. Without looking back, he crawled away quickly and fearfully, howling with endless grievances...
"Pfft! You damn dog ran fast!"
Sun Fei, still full of himself, put one hand on his hip and cursed at the fat man's retreating figure.
This guy had always been the type to settle scores immediately. After this round of fierce slapping, he finally vented his anger and satisfied his urge to beat someone up.
His face flushed with satisfaction, he turned around... and was immediately startled.
He saw Angela, Gemma, and Lampard staring at him in shock, their eyes scanning him up and down as if looking at an unprecedented monster...
Sun Fei's heart sank: "Oh no, did I go a bit too far just now?"
"Oh dear, oh dear... I feel dizzy, so dizzy... I'm going to faint." He shamelessly began to act insane and pretend to be weak, closing his eyes and collapsing to the ground as if his legs had given out.
The blushing Angela and Gemma, whose face still bore clear slap marks, panicked. Thinking Alexander's injury had flared up again, they hurriedly and clumsily carried him back to the gilded red bed.
'Skilled brother' Lampard observed for a moment and seemed to see through Sun Fei's 'scheme.' However, he didn't expose it. Instead, he asked Angela about the events leading up to Alexander's injury, comforted the injured little Gemma, and then, filled with doubts, turned and left.
"Your Majesty the King, the enemy is still attacking the city. It seems your soldiers are about to give up!"
Before leaving, 'skilled brother' Lampard dropped this line, making Sun Fei's heart race with fear.
A while later, after Angela and Gemma had settled Sun Fei and saw he was still 'unconscious,' they watched over him for a bit. Then Angela took Gemma to find a doctor to treat the slap marks on her face, and they left as well.
...
When only he was left in the Great Hall, Sun Fei calmed down and began to carefully think through the entire sequence of events.
It was clear that he had indeed traveled through time.
Besides Angela and Gemma, the Magic used by the dead fat pig Gerger and the impressive skills of the red-haired 'skilled brother' further proved this.
In his previous life, Sun Fei was a down-and-out college student.
Ten years of studying hard (and playing) only got him into a third-rate major at a third-rate university. As graduation approached in his fourth year, he couldn't even find a job laying bricks at a construction site. It looked like he was about to shamefully become a burden on the GDP growth of his great homeland. He couldn't even rely on his parents for support—he came from a rural background, and his parents had passed away early. His relatives didn't think much of him either. When you thought about it, traveling through time wasn't such a bad thing for him, especially since he had become a high and mighty king!
Since he was a child, Sun Fei's dream wasn't to become a scientist or anything like that. Instead, he wished he could one day transform into a carefree and spoiled rich kid, spending his days with his lackeys, harassing innocent women on the streets, walking dogs, racing cars, and picking up girls... But obviously, in that life, such a grand dream could never come true.
But in this life, his dream seemed achievable.
Becoming a high and mighty king, possessing absolute power, doing whatever he wanted, eating whatever he desired, teasing whichever girl he fancied, riding horses if he felt like it, taking carriages when he wanted, going out incognito with his guards to show off for fun, and when there was business, sitting in the Great Hall and casually scolding those usually lofty and self-important ministers for amusement... Now that's what you call a true winner in life!
Thinking of this, Sun Fei couldn't help but feel his beastly blood boil.
With such beautiful temptations right before him, any nostalgia or reluctance for his previous life quickly vanished. Sun Fei didn't need much effort to convince himself to accept his new identity.
But Sun Fei was someone who liked to get to the bottom of things.
He began to analyze the reason for his time travel.
Clearly, that day when he was returning to his dorm, he was hit by a shiny, disc-like object falling from the sky. He probably died on the spot, and then somehow, his soul came to this world and possessed this young King named Alexander.
From the series of events that had occurred earlier, it seemed this young King had been an idiot since childhood. It was unclear what kind of delusion the previous King was under that he passed the throne to him. Obviously, the ministers in the country didn't think much of this young King...
Sun Fei also remembered the embarrassing incident when he first woke up and someone shot an arrow that hit his helmet.
That moment was likely the very first time his soul successfully possessed the body. The original King Alexander had died who-knows-where, but from that moment on, Sun Fei replaced him and became the King of Shampoo City.
It's just that this King named Alexander seemed to have been a truly hopeless idiot in his lifetime.
Sun Fei had taken over his body and almost completely absorbed his memories, but he could only gather some basic information, such as being able to use the language of this world fluently and some simple life habits. Aside from that, Sun Fei hadn't figured anything out. He didn't know the size of the kingdom or the structure of this alternate world. He only found out later that he had a beautiful fiancée named Angela. As for that dead fat pig Gerger and the later skilled brother, Sun Fei still couldn't recall the specific details about them.
"Luckily this guy was an idiot. That way, if I act a bit off in the future, no one will be able to tell..."
Sun Fei touched his chin and nodded with satisfaction. This point actually worked in his favor.
But Sun Fei soon remembered something else—
Before skilled brother left, he dropped a line, saying something about enemies attacking the city and the soldiers being about to give up...
"Oh crap, seriously?"
Thinking of this, Sun Fei almost jumped out of bed in shock: "Don't tell me I just got a king's throne, and before I can even warm the seat, the enemies are about to break in? Then wouldn't I become a king who loses his country? Forget about luxurious enjoyments like fancy cars and beautiful women—I'd probably be captured by the brutal enemies and face unspeakable horrors?"
The sudden, cruel pressure of survival made Sun Fei tremble with fear.
"Pack some stuff and sneak away? But the city is surrounded—how can I escape? Ask skilled brother to deal with the audacious fools who dare offend the King's dignity? That guy might be strong, but he probably can't take on an entire army by himself. What if the enemy has experts too? Damn it, what should I do?"
Sun Fei thought and thought but couldn't come up with a good plan.
Before his time travel, he was just a lazy good-for-nothing who spent his days chatting and messing around. He had no remarkable military talent or fighting skills. He could maybe handle a small-time thug if he fought hard, but if he had to lead soldiers into battle, he probably wouldn't even know how to put on his armor.
So Sun Fei quickly changed his attitude.
"Damn it, which bastard threw me into this alternate world? I was doing just fine on Earth!" This scoundrel didn't even stop to think about who was just happily fantasizing about the king's wonderful life.
Right at that moment—
"Collecting host information... 20%... 50%... 88%... 100%... Beginning game system installation... Scanning brain capacity... Meets requirements... Installing..."
A mysterious, cold voice sounded.
Hearing this, Sun Fei was so terrified he felt his soul leave his body.
Because this voice had actually appeared directly in his mind out of nowhere.
"Holy crap, who is that? Human or ghost?"
No one answered him.
A series of beeping sounds echoed, as if a countdown timer had been planted in his mind. After about ten seconds, the voice spoke again—
"Game installation complete. Entering the Diablo World in 3 seconds... 3... 2... 1... Officially entering!"
Sun Fei felt the world spin before his eyes, as if he were an adventurer crossing through a stargate in the TV show Stargate. A strange and mysterious sensation instantly enveloped his entire body.
...
...
[Rogue Encampment]
Sun Fei stood like an idiot at the spot where new players appear in the Diablo game [Rogue Encampment], feeling uneasy.
He had been standing there for four or five minutes.
Four or five minutes earlier, after the voice that suddenly appeared in his mind counted down from three, Sun Fei's vision blurred, and he found himself here.
This was the real Diablo World.
A perfect and vivid world.
This was the conclusion Sun Fei had reached in the past four or five minutes.
The sky was gloomy, drizzling with light rain. Slippery ground was covered with some unknown dark green moss-like plants. In the distance, black soil was exposed on the surface. The entire camp felt empty. A few hens, soaked by the rain, clucked and hid under a simple canvas tent to his left, seeking shelter from the rain.
A cold wind blew, and Sun Fei shivered.
The clear sensations from every nerve ending in his body reminded Sun Fei that everything before him was absolutely real. This was truly a living world, not some stiff two-dimensional computer screen.
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Chapter 4: The ‘Barbarian’ Sun Fei
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"What am I doing here? What the hell is going on?"
Sun Fei racked his brain but found no answers. The only thing he knew for sure was that after hearing that strange, cold voice, he’d somehow ended up in the World of Diablo. Now he was trapped as a Barbarian character from the Diablo game.
The rusty handaxe in his right hand and the crumbling wooden shield with gaping holes in his left told him everything he needed to know.
Suddenly, an idea sparked in Sun Fei’s mind. Almost without thinking, he focused his thoughts.
The next second, an image like a high-tech hologram appeared before his eyes out of nowhere—
Player: Sun Fei
Character: Barbarian
Level: 1
Experience: 0/500
Strength: 30
Agility: 20
Vitality: 20
Energy: 10
Attack Damage: 3-7
Attack Rating: 102
Defense: 11
Stamina: 92
Life: 45
Mana: 10
Fire Resistance: 0
Cold Resistance: 0
Lightning Resistance: 0
Poison Resistance: 0
...
These are my character stats?
Seeing his own name at the top of the holographic screen, Sun Fei gritted his teeth. A bitter laugh escaped him. What was this madness? He’d just become king—how did he end up inside a game as a clumsy Barbarian? No, no! He wanted to be a magic-user princess. He wanted to be a dreamy Paladin...
Sun Fei mentally kicked and screamed like a child throwing a tantrum.
Just then, a blue-robed figure rushed toward him.
"Hello stranger," the man babbled. "Seeing folks like you doesn’t surprise me anymore. Plenty of adventurers show up here lately.... Guess you’ve heard what happened in Tristram... They say Diablo, the Lord of Terror, has returned..."
Wariv.
As a huge Diablo fan, Sun Fei instantly recognized the man’s clothes and rambling words. Warriv was an NPC from the Rogue Encampment—the type who’d swoop in with a shiny gold question mark floating overhead whenever a newcomer appeared.
Sun Fei studied the NPC while listening to him talk. Everything about this character felt human: his gestures, expressions, even the warm puffs of breath turning to mist in the chilled air. Sun Fei could almost feel the dampness of each exhale.
"Do NPCs have real intelligence here?"
Once Warriv stopped talking, Sun Fei deliberately asked nonsense questions like "What’s your mother’s last name?" or "Where’s your wife? How many family members? How much land? Farm animals..." But Warriv just ignored him. With vacant eyes, he turned and walked off without replying. Sun Fei got no answers.
After thinking for a moment, Sun Fei decided to find someone else—Nun Auntie Acarra.
Based on his gaming memories, if he recalled right, the first quest in Diablo’s opening Rogue Encampment map came from this high-ranked sister of the Sightless Eye. Plus, she was the camp’s leader—their spiritual guide. To figure things out, he’d need to talk to another NPC.
The streets lay eerily quiet.
Moving past tents and wood fences, Sun Fei spotted Acarra’s small shelter behind a rickety cage-cart. Odd little pots and jars covered the ground around it, each leaking bizarre smells. Standing by the entrance was Acarra herself in purple nun’s robes.
As Sun Fei approached, a tiny golden exclamation mark blinked above Acarra’s head.
"I am Acarra," she announced, identifying herself like clockwork. "High Nun of the Sightless Eye Sisterhood..." Every word matched the game exactly.
True to form, the sister gave him a quest before ending their talk: eliminate the vile creatures lurking in the Den of Evil—the exact quest stored in his memory.
A red button hologram popped up on the left side of Sun Fei’s vision.
He thought about checking it, but found no choices. With little options, he accepted the mission.
"Honorable Nun Auntie, could you tell me more about this place?"
Sun Fei chose his words carefully. He needed to test whether this NPC had genuine intelligence. Maybe he could pry clues about ending up in this weird world.
"Young adventurer," the sister replied, "You must finish your task before gaining such knowledge..."
Her answer stunned Sun Fei. This line wasn’t part of the original game script... meaning these NPCs might truly think for themselves instead of just following old programs.
Sun Fei wanted to ask more, but Acarra turned and went back inside her tent.
An invisible force blocked him from getting within three feet of the shelter. After several failed tries, he finally gave up.
"Guess I’ll deal with the quest first..."
After striking out with every other NPC at the Rogue Encampment, Sun Fei reluctantly walked through the camp’s gates. Passing across the Stone Bridge guarded by a female Rogue, he stepped into the monster-infested dangers of the Blood Moor.
Right then—
"Warning!! Player Sun Fei has entered the first trial grounds: Blood Moor. Defeating monsters here will earn unexpected rewards... Fail your mission? The punishment will be like nothing you’ve ever known, hahaha!"
That sudden, icy voice filled his head again.
It spoke too quickly. Sun Fei only caught the first few words, missing whatever threats came later. But that drawn-out "hahaha" stuck with him—it dripped with unmistakable glee, almost friendly compared to the voice’s earlier coldness.
...
Three hours later.
Crunch!
After splitting his twentieth low-level creature—a spiny, rat-like monster—another milky-white light beam fell from the sky, swallowing Sun Fei whole.
"Level-up again!"
This kept happening. Sun Fei barely reacted anymore.
Wrapped in the soothing glow, he nearly moaned aloud. Gashes from fighting monsters faded before his eyes as the light bathed him. Bleeding wounds patched shut. Strength trickled into every muscle—intense, staggering relief, like a breathtaking high.
After five seconds, the beam vanished.
Two crimson buttons flickered onto Sun Fei’s vision: [Updated Stats] and [New Skill Point]—his leveling rewards.
Focusing his will, Sun Fei tapped [Updated Stats] first.
Each level-up gifted five attribute points. Without hesitation, he spent them all: three on Might, two on Vitality.
Next came the [New Skill Point]. He dumped this one into Axe Proficiency.
Now level five, his brutish Barbarian had grown stronger. Sun Fei had prioritized Might and Vitality every time stats upgraded. His five total skill points went mostly to Axe Proficiency, with two ending up in the Howl skill.
This choice was deliberate. Unlike the original game, this place felt painfully real.
Putting his character in harm’s way wasn’t abstract anymore. Sun Fei felt each injury. Life points dropped, but agony struck at one hundred percent.
Worse still? The monsters were like actual deadly predators, not coded victims. Their shrieks during battle, blood spraying the earth, flesh tearing under his axe—the raw primal stink and violence tested his fragile sanity.
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Chapter 5: Mission Accomplished
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From vomiting after killing his first monster to now ignoring splattering blood and flying bits of broken organs, Sun Fei, covered in blood, felt he was undergoing a hellish trial by fire and blood. In just a few short hours, his nerves had grown incredibly tough, and he was fast becoming a cold-blooded killing machine.
This was simply a game designed for killing.
It was so damn realistic.
Even the pain felt unbelievably real.
Sun Fei did not know if dying in this lifelike game world would mean actual permanent death. He did not dare to test it, as the consequences might be too much for him to bear.
Over the past three-plus hours of killing, Sun Fei discovered that some knowledge he had from computer games was not entirely accurate in this realistic world. He was slowly learning the rules of this world.
In this brutal and bloody world, for a Barbarian, the stats of Might and Stamina became extremely important—sufficient Might ensured powerful attack strength, while ample Stamina not only reduced fatigue in endless slaughter but also helped him escape when fleeing from those bloodthirsty monsters.
As for allocating skill points to Axe Mastery and Howl, it was because his only weapon right now was an axe. He needed to make sure that rusty axe could deliver its full potential. Howl, on the other hand, allowed him to scatter monsters by instilling fear in them when he was surrounded.
Facing constant threats to his survival, Sun Fei could no longer worry about his character’s long-term development. His top priority was to save his own skin.
After allocating all his points, Sun Fei opened his stats panel—
Player: Sun Fei
Character: Barbarian
Level: 5
Experience: 14949/22680
Might: 45
Agility: 20
Stamina: 30
Energy: 11
Attack Power: 10-27
Attack Accuracy: 102
Defense: 31
Endurance: 107
Life: 105
Mana: 16
Fire Resistance: 0
Cold Resistance: 0
Lightning Resistance: 5
Poison Resistance: 0
...
Compared to his starting blank slate, these ability stats had improved tremendously, almost a qualitative leap.
Of course, the increase in some attributes wasn’t solely due to leveling up.
They were also the result of some special equipment effects.
During the earlier bloody carnage, Sun Fei had collected many pieces of equipment from slain monsters and equipped them on himself. Among them was an Energy Cap of Red Orange, which provided +1 Energy and +5% Lightning Resistance, slightly boosting his Mana and Lightning Resistance.
After checking his personal stats, Sun Fei opened his backpack.
In this world, the backpack Sun Fei obtained was a magical space container similar to a spatial ring. It had a total of forty slots, each capable of holding one item like a Minor Healing Potion. Of course, larger equipment like helmets or swords took up slightly more slots.
Currently, Sun Fei’s backpack was completely full.
He thought for a moment, then used the Town Portal Scroll given to him when his character was created. A soft buzzing sound filled the air, and a blue light mass over three meters tall appeared beside Sun Fei. He hesitated briefly before stepping into it.
The next second, Sun Fei appeared in the Rogue Encampment.
The sensation of using the Town Portal Scroll was strange, somewhat like traveling through a time tunnel. Sun Fei closed his eyes to savor the feeling, then figuring out the direction, he once again sought out the nun Acarra.
This high-ranking nun, aside from being a quest-giver, was also a shrewd merchant of weapons and equipment. Before officially heading to the Den of Evil to clear out the monsters and complete his first in-game mission, Sun Fei decided to properly upgrade his gear. This might give him a better chance to survive and avoid being chased down or torn apart by monsters in the Den of Evil, especially since there was a mini-boss monster there.
Including his earlier grinding in the wilds to reach level 5, it was all for the same cautious reason.
The truth was important, but staying alive to learn the truth was even more crucial.
Sun Fei sold all the items he had collected in his pack—several bottles of Exploding Gas, Javelins, broken Sorceress staffs, leather boots, gloves, and other monster drops he didn’t need—earning over 800 Gold Coins. Combined with some Gold Coins dropped by monsters earlier, he ended up with more than 1,400 Gold Coins in total.
Using these Gold Coins, he bought some equipment from Acarra—
A Two-Handed Greataxe with an attack of 6-15, and a leather armor with a defense of 13. He equipped them all on himself. Then
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