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​
The Martial Arts Combat Tournament for vassal states of the Zenit Empire was postponed indefinitely. The hunt for assassins from the Spartak Empire became fiercer.
The identification of the assassins directly caused the longstanding enemies, the Zenit Empire and the Spartak Empire, to finally discard all pretense of civility. On the southern Imperial border, the Spartak Empire, which had assembled over a hundred thousand troops, launched its first probing attack. The Zenit Empire stood on the defensive, and fierce battles erupted near Razor City, the empire's vital border stronghold... Every day, reports flew like snowflakes into the Imperial Military Department; the war machinery rumbled like thunder.
The true situation at the border was kept strictly secret.
Everyone felt the tense urgency, like an approaching storm or black clouds pressing down, threatening to crush the city.
On the evening of the seventh day, Sun Fei was in the Champbourg Camp guiding his top disciple, Philipp Inzagi, and the Hot Spring Pass orphans—Owen, Cavani and others—in the assassins' killing techniques. Suddenly, his personal guard officer, Fernando Torres, came to report that a mysterious visitor sought an audience with him outside the Royal Tent.
Sun Fei quirked his lips in a smile. As he entered the Royal Tent, he sensed the visitor’s aura; it was very familiar.
"Lady Paris, your recent absence made me fear you’d forgotten our agreement!" Sun Fei settled onto the king’s stone seat, smiling at the enchantingly curvaceous figure entering, showing no intention to rise in welcome. He gestured for her to sit.
"Heeheehee! Alexander, your fame shook the Imperial Capital after the fight on the First Sword Testing Platform! So many wish to see you, yet find it impossible! Summoning all my courage, I dared to seek an audience, truly fearing I might be refused entry!"
She was always draped in white robes, clutching a bouquet of vividly crimson roses. The stark contrast between the pale white and blood-like red seemed to mirror the puzzling contradictions in the temperament of this woman of extraordinary charm. She could be the icy Sorceress who made people tremble, or a passionate and pitiable intimate friend. Shifting between different roles and moods was effortless for her.
Sun Fei was accustomed to the Enchantress Paris acting coyly before him; her act didn't fool him.
Just then, the tent flap was pushed aside. Golden-haired little Lori Gemma poked her head in, dark, bright eyes darting around the tent. Spotting the Enchantress Paris, her expression changed, puffing with anger like an irate little sparrow. She squeezed half her body inside, tugging someone behind her, and entered.
As this figure entered, the light within the entire tent seemed to brighten.
It was Angela.
The young woman wore a look of nervous discomfort. Her gaze flickered towards Sun Fei with a hint of apology as she struggled to pull her small hand free from Gemma’s grasp.
That look, combined with Gemma glaring defiantly at Paris, instantly made Sun Fei understand why the two had barged in. Seeing an alluring beauty entering his tent, the little golden-haired girl had jumped to the wrong conclusion! She'd dragged Angela in for what amounted to a 'wifely inspection'! Even if not explicitly to 'catch him in the act', she clearly meant to remind His Majesty: You have a wife! Don't fool around!
Seeing the stubborn determination in little Gemma's eyes, Sun Fei was torn between crying and laughing.
"What an adorable little sister!" Paris, sharp as ever, immediately grasped the situation. Adopting a smile as warm as a spring breeze, she miraculously produced several exquisite, precious little gifts — ostensibly an apology for the Eastern Peak Summit incident — presenting them to little Gemma. Then, with great humility, she apologized to Angela.
At first, Gemma remained utterly unmoved. But Paris was a masterful judge of character; she quickly recognized Gemma as being sharp-tongued but soft-hearted, yielding to kindness but defiant against force. She spun a tale: how she’d been forced to act then; how she herself had once been an orphan, suffering cruelty in childhood; how fate had been bitterly unkind; how she’d been rescued by Second Prince Domingos; how, to repay this debt, she’d become entangled in the muddy swamp of the Empire’s treacherous power struggles. Then, cleverly shifting gears, she declared her current visit held not the slightest ambition for the King’s masculine charms! Her sole purpose was to help the Chambord Kingdom destroy its great enemy, the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps...
Sun Fei sat gaping on his stone seat.
He watched the whole scene unfold. The Enchanting Sorceress effortlessly dissolved Gemma and Angela’s hostility within moments. Soon, the three were chatting and laughing together, as close as long-lost sisters finally reunited... Truly a Sorceress!
"No wonder Sister Tanasha once told me that Sister Paris, you are also a pitiable soul!" Angela, her heart moved by Paris's story, sighed softly, filled with sympathy for the Sorceress's experiences.
"Oh? The Princess Royal truly said that?" A strange glint flickered in the Enchanting Sorceress's eyes.
"Yes..." Angela had servants bring fruity wine and began hosting Paris like a proper hostess, implicitly acknowledging Paris as a friend.
The conversation soon returned to the main topic.
"I have arranged everything as requested, Your Majesty. Tonight at midnight, follow my plan. You can sneak into the Imperial Capital with a maximum of ten people. You will have only two hours to deal with the Bloodblade. When those two hours end, whether you’ve destroyed them or not, you leave immediately..." Paris spoke openly without reserving her words due to the presence of Angela and Gemma. She laid out her arrangements to Sun Fei in detail.
Such forthright conduct further won favor with Angela and little Gemma.
"Two hours will be more than enough!" Sun Fei was already fully versed in the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps’s strength. His plan was solid.
............
Evening arrived quickly.
Night once more began to shroud the mysterious Moro Mountain Range and the Twenty Li Vassal Camp Area.
The streets within the Camp Area were sparsely populated. Those from the various Vassal States had already returned to their own barracks, awaiting the start of the curfew. After enduring such an extended period of 'white terror', everyone had adapted to the necessary ways of survival here: keeping their heads down and behaving meekly.
Under the cover of darkness, a squad of fifty soldiers in the uniform of the Imperial Capital Guard Station quietly entered the Champbourg Camp by the riverside.
Within a mere ten minutes, these fifty soldiers filed back out of the Champbourg Camp.
Their movements drew little attention. The Imperial Capital Guard Station was part of Second Prince Domingos's controlled Imperial forces and was one of the key bodies conducting sweeping searches for Spartak Empire assassins lately. Though the King of Champoo's might was feared far and wide after recent duels, his people, the Xiangbo, still underwent daily searches by the Iron Blood Battalion and Imperial Guard Station patrols. However, this mostly involved a cursory walkthrough of the camp. Under the shadow of King Alexander's formidable reputation, no officer or soldier dared truly disrupt the place as they did with other Vassal States.
This group drew no undue notice.
After leaving the Champbourg Camp, they didn't proceed to search other Vassal State barracks as was customary. Instead, they cut straight across nearly half the vast Twenty Li Vassal Camp Area. Passing multiple checkpoints in the three Li gap separating the Camp Area from the Imperial Capital, they smoothly entered through the heavily fortified South Gate of the Imperial Capital Saint Petersburg. Like raindrops entering a vast sea, they disappeared into the boundless night.
............
Under a moonlit night, in a tall building.
The lights in this tall building were extinguished. On the street next to it, the Magic Moon shone brightly.
"Your Majesty the King of Champoo! That cluster of red buildings ahead is the headquarters of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps. More than eighty percent of their operations and elite fighters within the Imperial Capital are concentrated there. Especially during the recent chaotic Spartak assassin crisis, many Imperial forces chose to withdraw and observe cautiously. Their entire senior leadership is gathered there tonight!"
This six-story restaurant was one of several locations controlled by Second Prince Domingos and among the tallest buildings in the vicinity.
Disguised among the Imperial Capital Guard Station soldiers, Sun Fei and his men had navigated the city streets to reach the restaurant's fourth floor. From their elevated vantage point, they looked down upon the Bloodblade headquarters. Guided by Paris's trusted officer, they gained a complete understanding of the terrain and building layout below.
"Hmm, understood. Thank you, Commander," Sun Fei nodded.
"The world trembles at the King's heroic feats! Serving Your Majesty is our greatest honor!" The high-ranking, red-bearded officer leading them wore flattery smoothly, showing no arrogance. He continued, "As agreed, you may commence the operation in one quarter-hour. Lady Paris conveyed this message: the Bloodblade is a top-tier Mercenary Corps in the Capital, with deep and rich accumulated reserves. Should Your Majesty succeed in defeating them, the Chambord Kingdom may claim thirty percent of the acquired wealth!"
"Thirty percent?" Sun Fei’s brow creased slightly.
But after a moment's reflection, the underlying logic struck him clearly.
The Imperial Capital stood under tight Level One vigilance. Armored Warriors and elites patrolled everywhere. Formidable experts defended critical points. Any significant action must draw attention from various factions. Furthermore, it was said the Bloodblade had the support of a superpower like the Furlon Family. Given these constraints, securing two hours of operational time must have required Paris to strike bargains involving wealth distribution with major power players. In this context, thirty percent was, in fact, a substantial share already.
"Good. Thirty percent it is!" Sun Fei agreed decisively.
Seeing the King of Champoo consent so readily, the red-bearded officer maintained his stony expression, but a flicker of surprise crossed his mind.
This was his first encounter with the famed King of Champoo. Hearsay described him as a fighter of peerless might, but many assumed – regardless of his combat prowess – that as a "country bumpkin" from a backwater region, he lacked worldliness and acted like a reckless brute with more brawl than brain. Witnessing him now, however, proved a worthy reputation. His internal estimation of the King of Champoo climbed several notches.
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Granello the Redbeard was a key general under Second Prince Domingos. He controlled over half the forces of the Imperial Capital Peacekeeping Office.
This man who seemed wild did not have as much authority as the seductive Sorceress Paris, nor did he possess her cunning political tactics. However, Granello was smooth and diplomatic, and he had quite impressive Five-Star Level Fire Element Battle Qi. Combined with his cold, meticulous mind, he was considered a minor but significant figure in the Imperial Capital St. Petersburg that could not be ignored. He was the second most important person under Second Prince Domingos. Even many traditional great nobles in the Imperial Capital respectfully called him 'My Lord' when they met Granello the Redbeard!
Many people had already forgotten when Redbeard first appeared in the center of power in the Imperial Capital.
From memory, it seemed that ever since the day six years ago when Second Prince Domingos, a son born out of wedlock, was brought back to Imperial Capital St. Petersburg by Emperor Yassin against all opposition, this wild man, then just an ordinary guard, had already been standing behind the Second Prince. No one had noticed this utterly ordinary small guard at the time. Even the Second Prince Domingos who had just returned to the capital did not get much attention from major noble factions.
Six years ago, the Empire had eleven main combat legions.
But when Legion Commander Inco of the 11th Main Combat Legion, because he fought over a stunningly beautiful female captive, drunkenly openly mocked and taunted Second Prince Domingos, who had been back in the capital for less than a month, during a banquet crowded with officials, he was finally beheaded by this small guard with a fiery red beard who drew his sword in fury. The entire Imperial Capital remembered this small guard, and also remembered that fiery red beard.
This one sword strike directly caused one of the Zenit Empire's main combat legions, with an establishment of fifty thousand men, to vanish into thin air.
This one sword strike turned the Zenit Empire's eleven main combat legions into ten main combat legions.
No one knew what Emperor Yassin was thinking at the time. Anyway, this small guard who killed at the banquet not only did not suffer punishment but, because he had protected his master with merit and was righteous and upright, three days after drawing his sword, Emperor Yassin personally spoke and promoted him exceptionally. From then on, he rose rapidly, controlling over half the forces of the Imperial Capital Peacekeeping Office, becoming the second most fierce general under Second Prince Domingos.
The number one fierce general under Second Prince Domingos was that female captive who had been fought over as a trophy at the banquet.
Her name was Paris Hilton.
One year later, the entire Imperial Capital began calling her the "Sorceress".
In St. Petersburg, only the "Sorceress" Paris was the only one who could stand up to the right-hand woman of the First Prince "God of War" Arshavin, the "Female Literary Sage" Tanasha.
The family of Legion Commander Inco of the former Empire's 11th Main Combat Legion who had offended Domingos crumbled and vanished into history under the suppression of various factions in the Empire and with Emperor Yassin turning a blind eye. From then on, people finally confirmed one thing: that Emperor Yassin truly liked this son born out of wedlock, even to the point that it was not impossible for him to pass the throne to this illegitimate son!
Thus, Second Prince Domingos, now with Redbeard and the "Sorceress," leaped from being an illegitimate son of the Emperor who was looked down upon and not taken seriously by various factions to become one of the most powerful figures in the entire Empire under Emperor Yassin. He became the most powerful prince who could contend for the crown inheritance rights with the First Prince "God of War" Arshavin who had illustrious military achievements. Countless major noble factions in the Imperial Capital began to pledge allegiance under his banner.
Today, Redbeard, following Paris's arrangement, personally came forward to bring Sun Fei and the others into the Imperial Capital.
On one hand, it was to ensure the entire plan did not go wrong.
On the other hand, Granello the Redbeard was actually very curious about the newly emerged King of Champoo. He wanted to see for himself what kind of person this young king, rumored to be like a mad wolf daring to bite any hostile opponent, really was. Was he a divine dragon lying in wait to soar into the heavens? Or was he just a mud lizard that happened to spit a few mouthfuls of sulfuric flame?
And now, he had already made a decision in his heart.
Of course, Sun Fei at this time did not know that this ordinary strong red-bearded guard standing before him was the one described in the old man Zola's intelligence as the number one man of the Peacekeeping Office, the cold-blooded and cruel minor tyrant that everyone turned pale upon hearing about—Granello the Redbeard. His Majesty the King thanked this enthusiastic and steady officer a few times, and then unceremoniously issued an order to dismiss him.
Granello the Redbeard showed no anger on his face and very gently took his leave with his soldiers.
Then, the only ones left in the entire sixth-floor room were the strongest in the Champoo Expeditionary Force: Lampard, Cech, Torres, Oleg, the Heng-Ha Twin Generals, and three carefully chosen Saints—of course, there was also a disheveled bald one-eyed big man whose tendons in his hands and feet had all been severed and whose mouth was stuffed with a rag.
This bald one-eyed big man was one of the six great war generals of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps, the "One-Eyed Rampant Python," the leader of the Bloodblade squad that Sun Fei killed on the road.
The "One-Eyed Rampant Python" now was much thinner compared to more than twenty days ago, gaunt, but his one eye still flashed with fierce light. The hatred and resentment in his expression could not be washed clean even with all the water of the Zuli River.
"I once said I would let you see with your own eyes the day the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps is destroyed. That day has finally come. At least I did not make you wait too long!" Sun Fei kicked the rag out of the "One-Eyed Rampant Python's" mouth and laughed coldly, his tone filled with cold, murderous intent.
The "One-Eyed Rampant Python" struggled desperately and roared loudly.
"Even if you shout until your throat breaks, it's useless..." Sun Fei subconsciously said this line that had been worn out by many martial seniors in his previous life, but suddenly felt there was a bit of a problem with the context—he wasn't a pervert, after all—so he snorted and said, "The whole room was set up with a soundproof Magic Array long ago. Even if you smash everything in the room, your heinous companions won't hear a single thing!"
"King of Champoo, don't rejoice too soon. The Bloodblade Mercenary Corps has many experts and is supported by the superpower Furlon Family from the Imperial Capital. How can a mere Sixth-Class Vassal State like yours be worthy of being an enemy to Bloodblade?" Finally realizing he was in a hopeless situation, the bald one-eyed giant's eyes showed despair, but the words he spat out were even more vicious.
Slap!
Drogba demonstrated the simple and direct style of the Xiangbo People by unceremoniously giving a hard slap. Blood splattered, and the "One-Eyed Rampant Python's" jawbone, which had just healed a few days earlier, shattered again.
Sun Fei switched to Barbarian Mode. A formidable power fluctuation began to appear around his body.
Then, in the next instant, his expression suddenly changed, and he surprisingly detected that around the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps headquarters, there were actually some other people hidden. These people were divided into four or five groups, each in different positions and seemingly not from the same group, but they maintained silence very cooperatively, as if waiting for something. Although there were no extraordinarily strong individuals among them, there were quite a few experts with decent strength.
These people were likely the other forces that had reached a secret agreement with Paris, wanting to use his hand to destroy Bloodblade and share the wealth it had accumulated over the years.
Sun Fei's mind worked quickly, realizing this was a rare opportunity to intimidate.
"For this attack, hold back nothing. Everyone must use their strongest power. Even if you need to use the Cloth Constellation, that is allowed. I want you to block the four escape routes around the Bloodblade headquarters. Do not let a single one escape. For these enemies who owe my Shampoo City a heavy debt of blood, I will wipe them all out!"
Sun Fei's clear, murderous words rang in everyone's ears.
...
...
"Commander, the matter has been clarified. The annihilation of the Northern Slave Capture Squad is related to King Alexander of Champoo, and the person who killed our Bloodblade members in the Byzantium Kingdom camp on that snowy night is also King Alexander of Champoo!"
In the brightly lit stone hall, torches flickered unsteadily in the cold wind, and shadows were heavy.
Someone knelt on one knee and spoke loudly.
"King Alexander of Champoo... is that the little king of the Sixth-Class Vassal State who defeated the Judgment Knight? Hmm... if it's really him, this matter might be a bit tricky..." On the huge stone throne shaped like two lions roaring, a middle-aged man wearing a blue, ghostly glowing magical beast leather robe gently stroked the fanged armrests of the stone seat, slightly lost in thought: "Why would the King of Champoo make an enemy of our Bloodblade?"
"According to news from the Blackrock Kingdom, it's probably because we captured too many people from Champoo as slaves, which angered him!" The kneeling person replied with head bowed.
"For the sake of some lowly slaves, he's willing to turn against our Bloodblade? What a ridiculous reason... It seems this King of Champoo is still very green, completely a fool without any brains. No wonder he dared to anger half of the Knight Hall's Ten Great Judgment Knights as soon as he arrived in the Imperial Capital... Hmm, such a person, even if he has peerless martial power, can't achieve much. It seems I worried too much!" The blue-robed man on the twin-lion magical beast throne relaxed his thick eyebrows.
"The Commander is right. This King of Champoo is just a low-class country bumpkin. Sooner or later, we'll deal with him!"
"I think the King of Champoo is just a pitiful worm who is being used without knowing it. Someone like him—though he may be arrogant now—will be destroyed sooner or later!"
"Hehe, when the time comes, I'll lead men to kill our way into the Champoo Kingdom to avenge the brothers who died in the North!"
"The Furlon Family insisted on trying to win over this fool. I think tomorrow we should send someone to the Champbourg Camp to properly question the King of Champoo: why did he kill our Bloodblade members? If he can't give an answer that satisfies everyone, hehe, we can also kill a few people from Champoo to show him. No matter how strong he alone is, can he protect all the people from Champoo?"
In the hall, the Bloodblade members, seeing their Commander's eyebrows relax, immediately laughed triumphantly one after another, clamoring and shouting as if suddenly the shadow of that haughty young king that had been pressing down on them, making it hard to breathe these past days, was no longer heavy as a mountain.
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The middle-aged leader in a blue robe curled his lips into a smile.
Although he knew that the situation was not as optimistic as everyone said, the series of analyses just now had truly led him to believe that the King of Champoo was not a patient opponent. Because of this, his worries about the threat from the King of Champoo decreased a lot.
But he did not know that just a few minutes earlier, in a room inside the six-story building outside, Granello the Redbeard, famous in the Imperial Capital for his ability to judge people, had reached the exact opposite conclusion.
The main hall of the Bloodblade headquarters was instantly filled with an optimistic atmosphere.
Then, just as everyone was brimming with confidence—
BOOM!!!
It was as if a meteor had fallen from beyond the nine heavens, crashing fiercely onto the ground. A deafening roar and violent tremors followed, making it seem like the end of the world.
"What is happening?" The middle-aged man in blue suddenly stood up, his face as dark as water. He led the key members of Blood Blade out of the main hall and stood on the high stone steps, looking outside.
What appeared in everyone’s eyes were streaks of dazzling, brilliant flames.
Those flames were bright and splendid, like fireworks in the dark night.
But no one on the stone steps was in the mood to appreciate this breathtaking beauty, because the merciless red tongues of fire falling from the sky were devouring the property and buildings of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps.
"Hahaha, punishment has come! The killing game begins. After tonight, Blood Blade will be erased!"
A thunderous roar pierced through the fiery light, rolling through the previously silent night. The sound felt like it could burst their eardrums.
"Where did this foolish thief come from, daring to launch a night assault on our Blood Blade headquarters? Show yourself!"
Surrounded by his followers, the middle-aged man in blue had flames of anger flickering deep in his eyes. A faint layer of sky-blue Battle Qi rippled around him, exuding an extremely powerful aura. Looking at the flames burning everywhere, he raised his hand and swept waves of blue Battle Qi over them. With a bone-chilling cold, the soaring flames were gradually suppressed. Without even showing anger, he naturally emanated a ruthless, imposing presence, like that of a cunning overlord.
"Screw you!"
In the night sky, a figure appeared, moving swiftly from afar. It landed on a stone statue of a Warrior over twenty meters tall, holding a sword, in front of the main hall.
Under his feet, it seemed as if a mysterious force was swirling; wherever he stepped, crimson flames ignited. A path of fire extended beneath him. When he stood atop the white stone statue of the sword-holding Warrior, flames began to crawl down from his feet. Soon, the entire twenty-meter-tall statue was completely engulfed in flames, resembling a majestic God of War standing amidst the blaze. The man standing on the statue wore a bright red cloak that flapped and snapped loudly in the night wind. He was clad in a peculiar Mage’s robe, beneath which a mystical suit of armor was faintly visible. In his hand, he held a giant battle staff over 1.8 meters long.
Standing amidst the flames, he seemed to merge completely with the raging red fire.
Surprisingly, although beneath him were endless burning flames, there was no sign of scorching on his body. His black hair flew wildly in the night, blending so perfectly with the darkness that he looked like a devil emerging from the abyss to harvest lives.
The most terrifying and chilling aspect was the dark, strange mask covering his face. The mask was exquisitely crafted, clinging to his face like a living thing, outlining the contours of his face. The nose and eye parts were the most detailed, while on the forehead, a black Sharp Horn grew out, menacingly pointing into the empty sky, gleaming with a fear-inducing sharpness.
"Who are you?"
Sensing the terrifying magical power surging from his opponent and the piercing, knife-like killing intent, the leader of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps—the middle-aged man wearing an eerie blue robe made from a strange Magical Beast’s hide—showed an unprecedented seriousness in his eyes. These two things made him realize that this was a formidable opponent, one who would not rest until one of them was dead.
WHOOSH! WHOOSH! WHOOSH! WHOOSH!
The response was dozens of Fireballs, each about twenty centimeters in diameter, containing astonishing destructive power.
Without any chanting or unusual magical fluctuations, these dozens of Fireballs materialized out of thin air with a simple wave of the spiky-masked man’s hand. Carrying an aura of destruction, they smashed toward the high-ranking members of Blood Blade on the stone steps of the main hall.
"You... are looking for death!" The man in blue roared furiously.
His sky-blue Battle Qi flared wildly. He raised his hands and shot out waves of freezing air, which collided mid-air with the terrifying Fireballs.
BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG!
The explosive sounds of ice and fire clashing were deafening.
The terrifying Fireballs exploded, scattering crimson flames in all directions.
This was a dreadful magical fire. Even a tiny spark landing on the ground could instantly ignite nearby buildings. The structures of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps headquarters burst into flames as if doused with oil. In a short time, towering fires erupted everywhere, turning the area around the main hall into a sea of Asura flames. Wails and screams filled the air as Bloodblade mercenaries rushed out, desperately trying to extinguish the flames.
This was the horror of a Mage.
In a one-on-one duel, a Mage might be suppressed by a Warrior of the same level, but in terms of destructive power and area damage, the threat posed by a Mage far exceeded that of a Warrior.
This was exactly why Sun Fei had chosen [Mage Mode] from the start.
The Mage standing on the flaming sword-holding statue, wearing the black Demon Mask, was none other than Sun Fei after switching to [Mage Mode]. He first used the Mage skill [Path of Flames], turning everything beneath his steps into blazing fire. Then he cast the Mage skill [Firebolt], turning the area in front of Bloodblade’s main hall into a blood-soaked inferno.
A dark night for killing!
A windy night for arson!
Only these pure crimson flames could cleanse the sins of this place.
Only this could bring solace to the innocent Xiangbo People who had died because of these evil mercenaries, as well as those weak individuals who, though not from Shampoo City, had also died or indirectly perished because of the wicked Blood Blade.
"Put out the fires... I will deal with him!"
The Blood Blade leader quickly made a decision. He immediately ordered those around him to command the mercenaries in firefighting, while he himself transformed into a blue streak of light. With overwhelming momentum, he shot through the air like an arrow, heading straight for Sun Fei.
While still in the air, his blue Battle Qi flared wildly.
A terrifying beast formed from extreme cold roared and opened its mouth, swooping down from above to swallow Sun Fei.
"[Kiss of Frost]... Die!!!"
From the very start, he used a lethal Aura Skill. The Blood Blade leader attacked with full force, showing no mercy.
He knew he had to swiftly kill this mysterious and fearsome Mage before him. Otherwise, no matter the outcome, the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps would suffer unbearable losses. Even a Warrior apprentice knew that allowing a Mage nearly at the Six-Star Level to freely cast spells on their turf was equivalent to suicide!
...
...
"Huh? Who... is this person? How come I didn’t know that the King of Champoo had such a terrifying Fire Mage under his command?"
Atop a tall tower within the Bloodblade headquarters, a young, proud figure who had been quietly observing the battle suddenly furrowed his brows. In the darkness, his eyes gleamed with a fearsome light, unable to hide his astonishment.
"King of Champoo, how many more secrets are you hiding? No, I must persuade the family elders to win this person over as soon as possible, even if it requires a great cost!"
...
...
"Hmm, finally making a move. Killing and burning—the King of Champoo certainly has a clever plan... Send someone to investigate this Mage’s background."
On the rooftop of a tall building north of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps headquarters, dozens of soldiers in bright armor stood quietly around a slender young man.
The Empire's God of War Arshavin was also watching the slaughter unfolding in the distance.
His power silently spread out like a tide, scanning the entire area, yet he could not sense where the King of Champoo was hiding. In the end, his gaze focused on the Demon Mask Mage who was killing and burning. Various guesses crossed his mind, but he could not confirm them. The fluctuations from this mysterious Fire Mage bore no resemblance to those of the King of Champoo. On the Azeroth Continent, every strong individual had their own unique aura, which was hard to change. So, judging by the aura, that mysterious Mage in a bright red cloak and a Demon Mask was definitely not the King of Champoo.
If it was not the King of Champoo, then there was only one possibility—
This person was a top expert under the King of Champoo.
But no one knew the number and power levels of the experts under the King of Champoo better than the First Princess Tanasha. Why had Tanasha never mentioned such a fearsome Mage to him?
The Empire's God of War fell into deep confusion.
And the sense of unwillingness in his heart grew stronger.
...
...
"Oh? This aura? When did the Empire get such a Mage? This magical fluctuation is unfamiliar!"
"What, old man, you don’t know either? Isn’t it that mysterious direct disciple of yours?"
"No."
"What kind of magical fluctuation is this? Why do I sense an unfamiliar, ancient, and mysterious aura from it? This... this seems like..."
"It seems like an aura from the Divine-Demon Ruins."
"Could it be an Assassin from the Spartak Empire?"
"Impossible. We know those old guys from Spartak all too well. As far as I know, the Spartak Empire has never had such a Mage expert."
"Could it be a newly emerged expert in the Empire? Truly, time ages us all. The sudden rise of the King of Champoo makes us old bones feel like we’re rusting..."
"Anyway, the two major princes and the top Noble forces have already reached a tacit agreement. Tonight is the Night of Bloodshed; we don’t need to intervene... Let it be!"
Waves of magical fluctuations, undetectable by ordinary people, carried streams of consciousness from the eight towering Magic Towers in the Imperial Capital Saint Petersburg. These fluctuations circulated and converged above the Imperial Capital. The highest-ranking Mages of the Zenit Empire briefly exchanged thoughts. After a moment of slight surprise, these auras quieted down again.
...
...
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Chapter 254: Want to Duel Me?
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"Ah... Life was just a game, with everyone performing on stage. And when the final curtain of this game fell, those who performed enthusiastically would receive praise and rewards!"
Fine wine, golden goblet, golden fan, golden robe—a figure with flowing long hair was hidden within dark clouds. The Empire's First Bard showed off his literary talent as if reciting poetry. When he felt pleased with his words, he would take a satisfying sip of the exquisite liquor.
Beside him, a slender figure in a linen robe hovered silently in the air without speaking. However, this figure's eyes were incredibly bright, fixed intently on the battle below.
"This little fellow, hehe, how interesting. Is that guy wearing the mask King Alexander of Champoo? Hmm, the aura was completely different, the fighting style was entirely different, instant-cast magic... Maybe not, or maybe yes. This was truly a troubling scene. It had been many years since I encountered such a strange situation... Hey hey hey hey, old friend, could you say something? I've talked so much, even if you don't want to listen, just make a sound, okay!" The Empire's First Bard, Matracci, pretended to be angry.
The slender figure turned to look at him, paused for a moment, then spoke: "Squeak."
Matracci: "..."
"When will the one in the deep palace recover from illness?" Matracci took another sip of fine wine and continued trying to make conversation.
"Don't know."
"Really? You don't know either?"
"Hmm."
"Hey, we have such a good relationship, can you answer with more than a few words each time?"
"Okay."
"..."
...
"Hehehe, it seemed this little fellow had some hidden secrets. Under his command, there was actually a Mage? Or was this Mage actually himself? Hmm, what a terrifying Mage. He could instantly cast fireballs with power comparable to a full-force strike from a Five-Star Warrior. Such strength must have reached the level of a Meteor Mage, right?"
In another room on the sixth floor, the enchanting sorceress Paris, her figure graceful and carrying a faint, lingering fragrance, stood before a stone window. A charming smile bloomed on her stunningly beautiful face as she continuously muttered to herself.
Behind Paris, there was a table with wine, and beside the wine, there was a person.
This was a very ordinary-looking young man. His black long hair drifted casually down to his waist, tied with a red silk ribbon. His face was like carved jade, his nose like a hanging bile, his eyes like red phoenix eyes, his eyebrows like flying swords sweeping into his temples, and his mouth like painted vermilion. Even if all the most beautiful adjectives in the world were placed upon him, they wouldn't be enough to describe even one ten-thousandth of his handsomeness. The skin on his fingers was smooth and delicate, emerging from the linen sleeves as he gently held a wine bowl.
The wine was the finest quality, its aroma wafting from the bowl, filling the entire room with a dreamlike hue.
But the wine wasn't for people to drink.
It was for a dog.
A disabled little dog that had lost its two hind legs lay in the handsome young man's arms—arms that made countless noblewomen of the Empire swoon—and stuck out its bright red tongue, lapping up the fine wine with a slurp slurp. It drank until dizzy and enthralled, occasionally looking up at its master and letting out excited 'woof woof' barks. This little dog wasn't any precious breed. If thrown onto the street, even the most ordinary stray dog would be cuter than it.
"Hey, slow down, don't choke!" The handsome young man spoke with a laugh, as if to his closest old friend.
Behind the young man stood Granello the Redbeard, wearing the standard metal armor of the Imperial Capital Guard Station. His body stood straight as a spear stabbed into the ground, his eyes constantly filled with vigilance. His hand always rested on his sword hilt.
Besides Granello the Redbeard, there was another person in the room, also standing straight as a spear.
However, this person stood beside the enchanting sorceress Paris.
He wore golden-yellow armor, and even without any show of force, a faint pressure of aura unintentionally emanated from him. This was precisely the tenth of the Empire's Ten Great Judgment Knights, the Sun Golden Knight, Chris Sutton. His gaze remained firmly fixed on Paris, as if unaware of the two other people in the room. Infatuation, concern, admiration—every expression a man should have for the one he loved appeared in his eyes.
"Hey, I say, Chris, could you look at Paris with a different expression? It's too mushy. Orca and I are about to throw up!" The incomparably handsome young man who had been playing with the disabled little dog suddenly let out a mocking laugh.
His way of speaking was so casual.
The name of the dog in his arms that had lost its two hind legs was Orca.
His name was also Orca.
Orca Domingos.
Under Emperor Yassin of the Zenit Empire, the Second Prince Domingos, whose power was at its peak.
"Oh... alright!" The Golden Knight Chris Sutton shifted his body slightly, letting the cloak behind him block Second Prince Domingos's line of sight. This way, neither the man nor the dog could see his gaze, and they wouldn't throw up.
This scene made Domingos pat his forehead, his expression full of helplessness.
"Orca, aren't you going to come see our little friend's scene of slaughtering everyone? It's quite interesting!" The enchanting sorceress who had been standing by the window turned and beckoned to the Second Prince. Her gesture was as if calling an ordinary friend, not speaking to the esteemed Empire's Crown Prince.
"Fighting and killing, how boring. Just watch it by yourself. I'm tired, I'll nap for a bit! Wake me up when the killing is over!" After saying this, the Second Prince lay his head on the table and slept. He didn't care at all about his image. Resting on his arm, he muttered complaints: "Really, as the esteemed Crown Prince of the Empire, I should be living in luxury, changing beauties every night for debauchery and sleep. Yet here I am dragged out in the middle of the night to watch killings. So boring, so boring..."
But a man as naturally handsome as a deity, even when just casually lying down, could do it with style.
The little dog Orca in his arms was now completely drunk. Its dark, glossy big eyes were dozing off, looking dazed and confused like an old drunkard with a centuries-old alcohol addiction.
Then, this man and dog, amidst the rising and falling sounds of battle outside, truly fell asleep.
...
...
"You... coward! Weakling! Swine! If you have even a shred of the honor a Mage should possess, you should stop and duel me!"
The Bloodblade leader was going mad with rage.
He frantically chased the mysterious Mage with the strange demon mask before him, but the other completely overturned his understanding of noble Mages.
This opponent was as cunning as an old rat that had become a spirit, showing no intention of a face-to-face confrontation. Instead, while fleeing, he leaped back and forth between the sea of fire and buildings. His movements were bizarre, his speed extremely fast. Constantly, fireballs containing terrifying fiery energy shot out from his hands. Sometimes they killed Bloodblade Mages who were chanting spells to release water magic for firefighting; other times they ignited and exploded buildings. Everywhere his feet stepped, flames erupted. Soon, the entire headquarters of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps was engulfed in a vast sea of fire.
Putting out the fire was utterly futile.
These terrifying magical flames were extremely difficult to extinguish.
Gradually, the Bloodblade mercenaries began to retreat. The fierce fire, fanned by the wind, grew larger and hotter.
"Everyone gather up, protect the important areas! All water Mages, do your utmost to cast spells and extinguish the flames!" The roar of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps's middle-aged leader echoed through the night sky: "Hold on for a few more minutes, the Empire's army will be here soon..."
"Damn it, you stop right there! You are tarnishing the honor of Mages, you cowardly swine!" The middle-aged leader roared while ceaselessly chasing Sun Fei, who tirelessly continued setting fires and killing.
Having a Six-Star Level Mage appear in his core area was simply suicide, a disaster.
Within the Imperial Capital, the number of Six-Star Level Mages could be counted on one hand. Each was a famous figure of high status. The Bloodblade Mercenary Corps had always deliberately curried favor and built relationships. Over the years, they had sent considerable treasures and Magic Stones. Even if they hadn't formed deep bonds, there certainly shouldn't be hostility, let alone someone coming to their doorstep to deliver such a vicious blow. Moreover, those aloof Mages would never act like this one, showing not the slightest awareness of being a noble Mage. The person before him seemed more like a thief who murdered and set fires.
Who was this demon-masked person who could cast magic instantly?
Could it be...
Just thinking of the worst possibility made the middle-aged man's heart sink, growing colder and colder.
Right at this moment—
"Want to duel me?"
The figure ahead, leaping like a bouncing ball with trails of terrifying flames, suddenly stopped atop another towering warrior statue. Instantly, flames roared up the stone statue. The fire beneath his feet was so terrifying, as if it could burn everything in heaven and earth. The pointed demon mask on his face seemed alive, rippling as he let out a strange laugh: "Hehehehe... Fine, I'll give you one chance. If you can withstand this finishing move of mine, I'll leave!"
As he spoke, an even stronger fluctuation of magical elements spread out in all directions, centered on the figure standing high on the flaming statue.
The raging magical flames burning all around seemed to respond, becoming even more violent. The terrifying heat surged toward the central figure.
The Bloodblade Mercenary Corps leader's face turned grave. He gathered all his strength, awaiting this strike from his opponent. For this fearsome, mysterious demon Mage to call it a 'finishing move' showed just how earth-shattering the upcoming attack would be. Every muscle and bone in his body gathered power. His entire spirit was tensed like a drawn bowstring. He was going all out, not daring to be the slightest bit careless.
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"No one has ever been able to withstand this move of mine!" Sun Fei held a staff tightly with one hand and traced an incredibly mysterious arc pattern in front of his chest with the other.
The leader of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps looked even more solemn.
Because he felt waves of Fire Element fluctuations coming from the surrounding flames, as if some terrifying power was gathering.
"If you can withstand this move, I will never set foot on this land again!" Sun Fei coldly raised his head. A faint red fiery arc appeared around his body, radiating a strong sense of confidence.
The pressure on the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps leader grew even greater. He had to constantly maintain his full concentration and power.
Previously, this mysterious Mage wearing the sharp-horned Demon Mask had already put immense pressure on him. Moreover, when a high-level Mage chants spells in combat, their protective Magic Shield is very powerful. To successfully launch a sneak attack for a One-Hit Kill, one would need to be several levels stronger than the opponent. He wasn't confident he could seize the chance for a One-Hit Kill, so he could only remain passive, hoping this god of death would leave quickly after this one move.
"Get ready, here it comes!" Sun Fei shouted loudly.
The Bloodblade Mercenary Corps leader's spirit tightened. His strange, dark blue Magical Beast leather robe emitted a faint blue glow. He circulated all the power in his body frantically, waiting for his opponent's earth-shattering move to arrive.
At that moment—
An invisible ripple suddenly and silently spread out behind the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps leader.
A strange, pitch-black dagger that gave off no light sprang out from the void. Its trajectory was as elusive as an antelope hanging by its horns, leaving no trace, without the slightest hint of aura. It flashed and disappeared, piercing through the Bloodblade leader's protective Battle Qi, tearing the unknown Magical Beast robe on his body that had been shimmering with a strange blue light, and stabbed into his body.
"Damn it... Get away from me!"
The Bloodblade leader had focused all his attention on the fearsome mysterious Mage in front of him. He never dreamed that someone could silently sneak within less than a meter of him, easily shatter his peak-level Battle Qi like crushing dry weeds and smashing rotten wood, slice through his supposedly excellently protective Blue Fox battle robe, and stab into his body.
By the time he realized the danger had arrived silently and wanted to react, it was already too late.
The strange pitch-black dagger, as if it could cut through any obstacle, had easily pierced accurately into his heart from behind, like the touch of the God of Death.
The handle of the dagger was held by a thin and short figure.
"No..." The Bloodblade Mercenary Corps leader roared in despair. Like a cornered beast struggling, he mustered the last trace of his Battle Qi power and struck back with a palm, sending the sneak attacker flying. This action, however, worsened his injuries. Blood spurted from the blurred bloody hole in his back. The strange dagger that had pierced his body had terrifying destructive power, leaving a shocking fatal wound on him.
"Cough... cough... cough... Des... Despicable... You..." The Bloodblade leader struggled, his steps unsteady, almost unable to stand.
"Despicable... Ha ha ha ha, you call this despicable?" Sun Fei, standing atop the flame statue, flickered and appeared ten meters in front of him. He stepped forward through the flames, a disdainful smile on his lips. "But I feel this isn't despicable enough! For scum like you, I really wish I could make you die a hundred times using the cruelest methods. Unfortunately, you only have this one worthless life... What, you still want to die like a Warrior at my hands? Pah! You—are—not—worthy!!"
"Huff... huff... You... Who... are you... exactly?" The Bloodblade leader's heart was filled with resentment.
His vision was already starting to darken. If it weren't for this person being surrounded by blazing flames, he probably wouldn't even be able to make out the other's figure now. The scenery in his vision overlapped, the whole world seemed disordered and chaotic... Before dying, he had to know who he was dying at the hands of.
"I am..." Sun Fei walked up to him, as if whispering to an old friend, leaned close to his ear, and softly spoke his name.
"You... are... Champoo..." The Bloodblade leader's eyes widened, his pupils filled with shock.
"Since you know who I am, die in peace!"
Sun Fei shifted his stance, reached back and grabbed the dagger still embedded in the Bloodblade leader's back, and pulled it out. A stream of blood shot out. Then, with his other hand, he grabbed the Bloodblade leader's hair. The strange black dagger in his hand flashed with a trace of arc light, and with a whoosh, he directly cut off the head of this ruthless figure who had dominated the Imperial Capital mercenary Domain for over ten years.
"Bloodblade surrenders! No one leaves alive today, ah ha ha ha ha!" The blazing flames roared. The figure wearing the sharp-horned Demon Mask flickered in and out of the scorching flames, holding the dagger like a demon's touch in one hand and the head of the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps leader in the other. His unrestrained laughter filled the flames and the night. The whole person was like a demon emerging from the depths of Hell, radiating a bloodthirsty killing intent.
This terrifying scene directly caused the collapse of the several thousand Bloodblade mercenaries still struggling to fight the fire on the scene.
"Ahhh, he killed the leader..."
"The leader is dead! The leader is dead!!"
"It's over, the Bloodblade Mercenary Corps is finished! A demon, he must be a demon from Hell come to collect a debt!"
"Run for your lives, we're finished, everyone run for your lives!"
Screams and wails came from the sea of fire. The
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