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Following Sun Fei's lead and becoming familiar with the basic structure of the entire Sky City, Cech, Drogba, and the others gradually emerged from their extreme astonishment. They each chose a side hall within the complex beside the Royal Hall, perched atop the silvery mountain in Sky City's very center. There, they would stand constant guard over the Supreme Royal Hall while eagerly embarking on their personal training journeys.
The Supreme Royal Hall became Sun Fei’s residence.
The twelve maids and over a dozen attendant stewards began their hectic work. Every item Sun Fei retrieved from his Storage Ring needed to be arranged according to the setup back in the Royal Palace of Shampoo City. They redecorated each Great Hall, especially restoring the ornaments and artifacts favored by Angela. Under Sun Fei’s meticulous guidance, they essentially replicated the style of the Royal Palace back in the city.
Sky City had passed through countless ages.
Although all kinds of facilities and buildings within the city were fully present, from large items like stone chairs, stone benches, stone beds, stone tables, beds, lamps, kitchens, wine cellars, storage rooms, and bakeries, all immaculate; down to small things like kitchenware or fine wines in the cellars, everything was tidy and new—ultimately, no one had lived inside the city for thousands of years. When they first moved in, it felt icy and lifeless. It wasn't until these maids and stewards bustled about and set up the place that a trace of vitality emerged.
These maids and stewards were the most loyal personnel, carefully selected by Brook and Best. They harbored a religious, fanatical devotion towards Sun Fei, so there was no worry about Sky City's secrets leaking. After Sun Fei roughly delineated an accessible range of movement within the city, he placed no further restrictions on their actions. His Majesty the King returned alone to the main chamber of the Supreme Royal Hall, ready to train his Mental Power.
The Throne of Turmoil was temporarily placed back onto the main seat within the main chamber, the Divine King Hall.
A serpentine artificial stone channel formed a large '回' shape within the hall. Clear, bottomless Qiu water gurgled through it. Directly before the throne, that peculiar plant resembling a white lotus was even more lush and verdant than it had been half a month ago. Six entirely bloomed, snow-white, strangely alluring flowers quivered gently, releasing a subtle, heart-refreshing fragrance. Each breath inhaled gave a sensation of weightlessly ascending through radiant clouds.
Sun Fei observed this 'Strange Alluring Lotus' for a long while. He felt it had some inseparable connection with Sky City. From their first meeting, when it was just a tiny green plant, to now with six alluring flowers in full bloom, Sky City seemed to be gradually waking up alongside the state of these flowers.
But the exact mystery behind it eluded Sun Fei for the moment.
Within the entire Divine King Hall, the fragrance permeated the air.
Outside the hall, however, not even a wisp of the scent escaped.
Unable to decipher the conclusion, Sun Fei stopped pondering it. The deep, blood-tie feeling within his body affirmed that no dangerous entity could possibly exist within Sky City. He returned to the Throne of Turmoil and began rigorously tempering his Mental Power.
The Raccoon, Little Tyrant, acted like a playful child, greedily inhaling the fragrance filling the air. Its black, shiny eyes darted around restlessly, as if it had discovered something. It leaped into the stone channel, chirping gleefully as it rolled about, bathing and playing to its heart's content.
High above the sky outside the Divine King Hall, the three small dragons, led by the Big Black Dog, soared like streaked afterimages. They were akin to fish plunging into the ocean or tigers leaping into deep mountains—utterly free.
Nightfall descended swiftly.
Approximately four hours later, Sun Fei opened his eyes.
"Training Mental Power inside this Divine King Hall increases progress speed by more than double? Could it be because the mysterious scent emanating from this Mysterious Alluring Lotus calms the mind and sharpens concentration?" Sun Fei nodded with satisfaction.
The mysterious veil of Sky City was slowly lifting for him.
This legendary city, which, in a single, brief encounter, had forged the incomparably strong Diego Maradona—the paramount pinnacle of Martial Dao strength unchallengeable on the entire Azeroth Continent—truly held profound and extraordinary secrets.
Sun Fei’s Mental Power surged outward like a tide in all directions.
The figures of over a dozen maids and stewards, along with the Shampoo City powerhouses diligently tempering their Battle Qi in various side halls, all clearly registered in his mind. Sun Fei nodded. The Throne of Turmoil silently rose into the air and vanished into the heavens.
Sun Fei pondered for a moment, then turned into a streak of light. He decided to patrol the area within a thousand miles surrounding the Five Sword Peaks.
Sure enough, deep within the mountains and ancient forests, Sun Fei detected the powerful, fierce, primal, and utterly savage auras of King-level Magical Beasts.
Deeper, beyond the thousand-mile range, lurked the strongest Super-Rank Magical Beasts. Their auras, like thick columns of smoke, shot straight into the sky—terrifyingly potent, faintly comparable to Solar Rank Adepts. If not for the divine nature of the Throne of Turmoil, allowing it to traverse space at will, Sun Fei would never dare penetrate these territories to observe such terrifying Super-Rank Magical Beasts at close range.
Even with the Throne of Turmoil, Sun Fei dared not venture any deeper.
His keen danger sense in Barbarian Mode made him feel an unfathomably dreadful presence dwelling within the dark, gloomy depths of the endless forest sea. An intense aura of palpable danger prickled against his skin like sharp needles.
There was no need for such risk. Sun Fei chose to return.
Geographically, the Zenit Empire lay at the northernmost tip of all known territories inhabited by the Human Race on the Azeroth Continent. Shampoo City was situated at the Empire's northern frontier. Therefore, the depths of the endless, rolling mountains and forests behind Shampoo City's Back Mountain could be considered the borderlands of human territory. What existed there? Did any Humans live on the other side of this boundless primeval forest? What creatures dwelled there? For the entire continent, these questions remained unsolved mysteries.
Neither official history nor legends recorded anyone successfully traversing this mountain and forest sea to reach the other side.
Within this Endless Forest Sea dwelled too many formidable beings capable of rivaling deities. Countless infamous, perilous zones existed there, places where birds plummeted dead and humans turned to bone dust instantly. To venture deep meant certain death with no escape. It was a paradise for Magical Beasts, a Hell for Humans.
However, during a casual conversation, Sun Fei recalled his mentor Krasic mentioning a rumor once circulating in the continent. Towards the end of the ancient Divine-Demon War, the defeated Demon Clan, along with their vassal races—the Dwarf Tribe, Elf Race, Goblins, and Giants—were pushed to the brink. Protected by the strong from each race, they chose to plunge deep into this Endless Forest Sea. After paying a colossal price, they supposedly reached the other side and ensured their races’ survival.
Naturally, others maintained that all those who had chosen to enter perished within the Endless Forest Sea, vanished without a trace.
Just one day earlier, however, after discovering the subterranean ruins of the Dwarves' greatest city and 'The Last Ancestral Land', and especially after reading the blood-written testament of the Emperor of the Dwarves, Gadran Bill, Sun Fei had developed a radically different understanding of that Divine-Demon War. He also began paying far greater attention to wild historical tales circulated on the continent. Krasic's offhand comments now resonated deeply within him.
This time, His Majesty the King had originally intended to rely on the Throne of Turmoil to attempt to cross this Endless Forest Sea and see what lay beyond.
But now, it was apparent the danger far exceeded his estimations. It was wiser not to take the risk.
Sun Fei temporarily extinguished that idea.
Yet, the confusion and curiosity within his heart grew increasingly difficult to suppress. He was certain that beyond the depths of this Endless Forest Sea lay the continent’s most profound secret.
By the time Sun Fei returned from the forest depths, it was already daybreak the next morning.
Sun Fei did not enter Sky City. Instead, he headed directly into Shampoo City.
He didn't disturb anyone, nor did he deliberately conceal his aura. He proceeded straight to his destination for this trip—the Church of Shampoo City.
Because, within this church, for over a year now, a powerful individual had remained hidden, living simply and almost never stepping outside Shampoo City. Sun Fei had previously let him be, as this person had never shown the slightest hostility. But now, with less than fifteen days remaining until his grand wedding, Sun Fei needed to eliminate any uncertain elements in advance to ensure no disastrous incidents erupted on that day.
...
Deep underneath the church, within an extremely concealed secret chamber.
A powerful cultivator who had been training suddenly opened his eyes, unable to mask the terror within them.
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“Is that King Alexander of Champoo? What is he doing here?” In the basement, four people were quietly sitting and cultivating. The first one to open his eyes could not hide the panic in his gaze. “Has he discovered us? That is impossible. The walls of this hidden room have a concealment array personally set by our lord. How could he?”
At the same time, the other three also sensed the overwhelmingly powerful aura above ground.
“What should we do?” Denisov’s shoulder injury had finally healed. The terrifying fist mark was gone, leaving only a faint red print on his skin. He was the first to panic, a wild glint flashing in his eyes. “Let’s rush out and catch him off guard. At worst, we can flee far away. Hmph, we can at least destroy his Shampoo City and cut off his foundation!”
“No.” Rakitic, with his spiky white hair, quickly stopped his reckless companion. “Not only are we no match for him, but if we go out and ruin our lord’s plan, even if we escape, we will face punishment worse than death!”
“Then what? We can’t run, and we can’t fight. Are we supposed to sit here and wait to die?” Denisov was both anxious and furious.
Everyone in the hidden room was a powerful figure in their own right, with pride and status.
But at this moment, the name ‘King Alexander of Champoo’ seemed to hold a terrifying magic that made these usually arrogant experts tremble with fear.
What scared them about the King of Champoo was not just his strength, but also his ruthless, unrestrained, and decisive cold-blooded nature. With ordinary opponents, they believed that revealing their true identities would keep them safe. But with the King of Champoo... the number of their companions who had died at the hands of this audacious young king could already form a line.
Just then—
“Huh? Wait, it seems he hasn’t discovered us. He is looking for someone else...” The first expert who spoke noticed something and relaxed slightly.
“Indeed, he is not heading in this direction...”
“It seems he is searching for others...”
The group collectively sighed in relief, the feeling of dread fading. They looked at each other in shock, seeing the cold sweat on each other’s foreheads.
...
Sun Fei arrived at the back garden of the Shampoo City church.
It was early spring. The grass in the garden had taken on a light emerald hue. In the flower beds, tiny green sprouts emerged from the brown soil, stretching out two pale green leaves as if curious little sprites examining this unfamiliar world. Across the flower beds, the gray stone walls of the house were already covered in green vines. Butterflies fluttered leisurely through the garden.
Sun Fei frowned.
He noticed that the garden was filled with a wood-element life force several times stronger than outside, flowing lightly and playfully. The wood elements were far more active here than elsewhere, and the air felt moist and warm. It seemed as though spring had arrived earlier and faster in this little world.
Just then, a slender figure slowly emerged from the stone house opposite, supported by two maids.
It was a beautiful young man with short golden hair. His face was exquisitely crafted, every feature like a work of art meticulously carved by the gods, flawless and perfect. His eyes were large and bright, clear as autumn water. Anyone who met his gaze would feel an involuntary sense of closeness. However, his complexion was pale, almost bloodless, giving him a sickly, weary, yet strangely captivating beauty.
This golden-haired youth was undoubtedly the most handsome and beautiful man Sun Fei had ever seen. Even Crown Prince Girano of Saint-Germain with his peach-blossom eyes and Second Prince Domingos, the most handsome man in the Zenit Empire, paled in comparison to him.
The two girls supporting him were around fifteen or sixteen years old, lovely and delicate with graceful figures. Their exposed skin was as fair and smooth as freshly peeled spring onions, radiating vitality. Both wore tight-fitting emerald green outfits, with large longbows slung across their waists. Their quivers were filled with long arrows adorned with white feathers. The bows and arrow shafts were a faint green, as if they could not survive without the color.
“You’re here.” A smile spread across the golden-haired youth’s face, as if greeting an old friend he had not seen in years.
“You knew I would come.” Sun Fei’s figure flickered, and in an instant, he was across the flower bed.
This movement immediately put the two delicate green-clad girls on high alert. Before anyone knew it, they had drawn their longbows, pulling them to full moon. The sharp arrowheads glimmered with faint green light, like fireflies swirling around the three of them. A sharp, piercing aura rushed toward Sun Fei.
These two seemingly fragile girls were unexpectedly skilled in archery. Sun Fei estimated that, in terms of archery alone, they were likely no weaker than Shampoo City’s two top archers, Valkyrie Ileena and the Son of the Wind, Torres.
Sun Fei simply smiled faintly.
The sickly golden-haired beauty said something to the two girls in a language Sun Fei had never heard but found as pleasant as the wind rustling through a forest. Only then did they lower their bows, silently glanced at Sun Fei, and turned back into the stone house. However, Sun Fei could sense two pairs of beautiful but cold eyes watching him intently from inside the house, piercing through the cold walls.
“Actually, you should have come much earlier, right? I have lived here for a full year. You discovered me a year ago but waited until now to come. I should thank you for sheltering me.” The beautiful youth looked pale, as if a gust of wind could blow him over, but his demeanor was calm and composed. Standing there quietly, he exuded an indescribable nobility and elegance, like a born king who, even in disgrace, never lost his regal bearing.
Sun Fei’s gaze lingered on the golden-haired youth’s ears for a moment, a flicker of shock in his eyes. He asked calmly, “A year ago, the one who sneaked into Shampoo City’s Back Mountain at night and fought me, was that you?”
“It was me.”
“Eleven months ago, when experts from the Imperial Knights’ Hall led troops to invade Shampoo City, and at the critical moment, a dragon briefly appeared, killing a Three-Star Knight and helping Shampoo City avoid disaster, was that also you?”
“Also me.”
“So, can we be friends?” A smile played on Sun Fei’s lips.
For some reason, after this brief encounter, Sun Fei instinctively categorized this slightly sickly golden-haired youth as a friend. His Barbarian Mode’s heightened sensitivity detected no hostility from the other party; instead, there was a faint sense of closeness.
“Being friends with Shampoo City is naturally the best outcome.” The golden-haired youth nodded with a smile, his voice like a gentle stream flowing by one’s ears, bringing a sense of comfort and ease.
“Since we are friends, shouldn’t we introduce ourselves first?” Sun Fei’s eyes sparkled with playful cunning.
The golden-haired youth was taken aback, then a bitter smile touched his lips. “I never thought the King of Champoo, whom the Xiangbo People worship like a god, would be so cunning. You have already figured out my origins, so why insist on hearing me say it myself?”
Sun Fei said seriously, “Even if I am ninety-nine percent sure about something, I would rather believe what a friend says than rely on my own guesses.”
The golden-haired youth was stunned, a strange light flashing in his eyes. He studied Sun Fei’s expression equally seriously and finally nodded firmly, as if making a difficult decision. He smiled and said, “The King of Champoo is indeed the King of Champoo. Although this is the first time I have spoken with Your Majesty face-to-face, my intuition tells me you are a truly trustworthy friend. However, I must warn you that my origins might bring you trouble. Do you still insist on knowing?”
“Making friends, unafraid of trouble.”
“Hahaha, very well. Your Majesty guessed correctly. I am...”
Just as the golden-haired youth was about to reveal his identity, a urgent female voice suddenly came from the gray stone house behind him. The voice was as melodious as an oriole in a deep valley, speaking the mysterious language Sun Fei had heard before, its tone grave, as if trying to stop him from continuing.
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The one who spoke to stop them was one of the two green-clad female archers who had earlier returned to the stone house.
Hearing this, the blond young man kept his smile and turned to the two female archers inside the stone house. He spoke a few words in that strange, melodious, and mysterious language he had used before, his tone extremely gentle. Then, it fell silent inside, as if they no longer insisted.
But—
Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh!!!!!!!
The next instant, five sharp sounds of something cutting through the air were heard.
Six green arrows flew out from the stone house, like six green shadows, almost simultaneously. Thud, thud, thud—they struck five different spots in the garden, arranged in a pentagram formation. It was as if they had been measured with a ruler; the distance between each arrow was perfectly precise. Soon, strands of beautiful emerald light radiated from the five arrows, seeping silently into the ground like rain.
Sun Fei could clearly feel that, at the same moment, a very strange Wood Element Magic energy began to swirl around the earth beneath his feet and the surrounding space, spreading continuously until it merged together, isolating the aura of this place.
It was a very miraculous Wood Element Magic Array.
Unexpectedly, it was set up using arrows. It was indeed surprising and unique.
Clearly, the two female archers in the stone house were still not entirely at ease. They used this rare arrow array to seal off the surrounding space, ensuring that the words spoken by the blond youth next would not be overheard by others.
This technique of using arrows to form an array made Sun Fei's eyes light up.
"Alright, now I can speak. My name is Akinfeev, Xilan Akinfeev. I am a descendant of the Elf Race, a race that has long disappeared from the continent," the blond youth said very casually, glancing at the magic array around them and then at the fish-belly white dawn appearing in the eastern sky.
He spoke with great frankness. Facing a stranger like Sun Fei, he revealed his biggest secret without the slightest hesitation.
It was a kind of unreserved trust.
Akinfeev himself could not explain why he had come to trust this young king so completely in such a short time.
The connection between people was just that mysterious.
So it was the Elf Race!
In the legends of the Azeroth Continent, the Elf Race, like the Dwarf Tribe, lived during the Age of Gods and Demons. They were thought to have long been extinct on the continent, yet unexpectedly, a descendant had managed to continue the lineage of this legendary race.
Sun Fei nodded.
His guess had indeed been correct.
In fact, from the moment he first stepped into this small garden, Sun Fei had already noticed something.
The aura of plant elements in this place was exceptionally strong, several times more than in ordinary areas. Moreover, both the flowers in the garden and the vines on the stone walls were more vibrant than those outside. Flickering specks of emerald fluorescence lingered here. Additionally, there were the two beautiful female archers in green attire with green bows, Akinfeev's ears that were much more pointed than those of ordinary people, and the skillful technique of forming an array with arrows displayed by the two female archers just now...
All of this had led Sun Fei to associate the blond youth before him with the legendary Elf Race.
However, this guess seemed too fantastical. After all, the entire continent believed that the Elf Race had long been extinct and no longer existed. Moreover, in the blood-written letter of the Emperor of the Dwarves, Gadran Bill, Sun Fei had read about the fall of the Xilan Empire of the Elf Race, destroyed by pseudo-god demons. Therefore, for a while, Sun Fei could not be sure of his guess.
But when Akinfeev personally revealed his origins, Sun Fei immediately believed it.
It was also a kind of intuition.
Trust between friends.
At that moment, the King suddenly recalled that in the blood-written letter of the Emperor of the Dwarves, Gadran Bill, there was a mention that after the fall of the Xilan Empire of the Elf Race, the bloodline of the Elven Queen had luckily escaped on the day the royal city fell and sought refuge in the Giant Empire. However, later, the Giant Empire was also destroyed by pseudo-god demons, and the whereabouts of the Elven Royal Family bloodline were unknown. There were no further records in the blood letter. Now, it seemed that despite countless hardships, this bloodline had ultimately been preserved.
Although the current Akinfeev was only a descendant after a long passage of time, the fact that he had redeveloped pointed ears and the rare yellow hair unique to the Elven Royal Family indicated that his Elf bloodline was very pure. Otherwise, such obvious atavistic traits would not have appeared.
Sun Fei was certain that Akinfeev was definitely of the Elven Royal Family bloodline.
It was even highly possible that he was the continuation in the present age of the very Elven Royal bloodline mentioned in the Dwarf Emperor's blood letter.
"Hearing such a secret, Your Majesty, you don't seem surprised at all," Akinfeev said, slightly curious about Sun Fei's reaction.
"Because I had already guessed some of it before," Sun Fei did not hide it and smiled. "I remember the first time I saw you was after the siege by the Black Armored Army, when Divine Master Mazzola and Divine Knight Luciano returned to Shampoo City. You were in the last carriage of the Church convoy. It was only a brief encounter, but when I saw your figure revealed in the carriage, I found it very strange at the time. I thought you might be the illegitimate child of some important figure in the Church. But it turns out you are actually a descendant of the legendary Elven Royal Family."
"Your Majesty at that time was peerless in heroism, winning over Mazzola and the others with just a few words. I was very impressed!"
The smile on Akinfeev's face always seemed so pure and clear. He gently waved his hand, and two vine leaves on the nearby bluestone wall suddenly curled up automatically, forming the shape of cups. Other vines shook, and dewdrops suddenly appeared, falling from the emerald leaves into the leaf-cups, quickly filling them. The vine branches, as if alive, extended forward holding the leaf-cups and stopped in front of each of them.
Sun Fei, without any hesitation, picked up the leaf-cup and drank it all in one go. He felt his spirit refreshed, as if every pore in his body was singing with comfort. He couldn't help but recall a legend and smiled. "It is said that [Elven Dew] is a treasure even gods would crave. I never thought I would have the chance to taste it today."
"Your Majesty, you flatter me. This is just a small trick. These dewdrops, although condensed from a whole year of plant essence, only have a slight effect of refreshing the spirit. They are far from the real [Elven Dew]. The glory of the Elf Race has long faded, and now, no one in this world can produce the true [Elven Dew]." Speaking of this, a trace of sorrow inadvertently flashed across Akinfeev's face.
This was the sorrow of a race, a pain that pierced the heart.
After a pause, Akinfeev's face regained its smile. "Your Majesty's intuition is truly terrifying. In fact, your initial guess was absolutely correct. I am indeed an illegitimate child. It's just that initially, I showed no unusual traits. Only after I turned fifteen did the power of the Elf bloodline within me gradually manifest, causing some changes in my body, which were discovered by some people."
Akinfeev admitted his status as an illegitimate child without the slightest change in expression.
Sun Fei nodded, then frowned slightly. "For you, this doesn't seem to be a good thing."
Akinfeev nodded. "Indeed. In myths and legends, the Elf Race is a subordinate race of the Demon Clan, natural enemies of the gods worshiped by the Holy Church on the Azeroth Continent today. So, once the Holy Church discovered the secret about me, my death would be imminent."
Sun Fei nodded, quietly waiting for him to continue.
"However, my father has some influence and means, and he has been quite good to me. Before disaster could strike, he first helped me change my identity. I disappeared from the world, becoming a pious novice Divine Master of the Holy Church, traveling around the continent. Finally, I arrived at the Zenit Empire in the far north and, following the minor Divine Master Mazzola, came to Shampoo City."
Akinfeev spoke very lightly and briefly.
But from these simple words, Sun Fei could imagine the dangerous, life-threatening moments filled with hidden threats. He could sense that to escape the impending disaster, this young man had to leave his homeland and eventually wander to the northernmost part of the continent. Who knew how many long mountains and rivers he had crossed along the way.
"Your father is very formidable. The most dangerous place is the safest. Staying in the back garden of the Church cathedral, indeed no one would suspect your identity. However, your coming to Shampoo City probably isn't just for hiding from trouble. Otherwise, you wouldn't have explored the Back Mountain of Shampoo City in the middle of the night."
Sun Fei openly expressed his doubt without any disguise.
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"The legends say that after the Demon Clan was defeated back then, the vassal races―the Dwarf Tribe, Elves, Goblins, and Giants―faced genocide by the God Clan and Human Race. Forced to leave the continent to ensure their survival, they retreated into the Endless Forest Sea. After consulting many records, I've become almost certain that this massive migration likely began near where Shampoo City now stands. That's why I came; perhaps our ancestors left something behind. If I could find the legendary [Blood and Tears Path], maybe I could reach our surviving kin beyond the Endless Forest Sea."
Akinfeev explained slowly.
The [Blood and Tears Path] was said to be a trail carved through the perilous Endless Forest Sea during the four races' great migration, paved with the blood and tears of countless lives. It was rumored to be the only safe passage across the Endless Forest Sea, though many famous bards and historians doubted its existence.
Yet, the blonde young man's words took Sun Fei by surprise. This was the first time King Sun Fei heard that the starting point of the famous suicidal migration by the Demon Clan's four vassal races―a tale from the era of gods and demons―was actually around Shampoo City. King Gadran Bill's blood-letter had revealed some hidden truths, but evidence suggested this migration wasn't just a legend. Was there a connection between these seemingly contradictory truths? What role had the ancient Champollion City played during that war-torn era?
"Sadly, after a year here, I've found nothing. There are ruins from an Elf tribe left around Shampoo City, but they're ordinary and offer no clues. Also... since Your Majesty made the Back Mountain a military zone, my abilities couldn't get me in. I risked entering the Endless Forest Sea behind it a few times, but blind searching brought no discoveries. Once, I nearly died under the claws of Super-Rank Magical Beasts. The legendary [Blood and Tears Path] might never have existed―just guesses. Perhaps no safe path to freedom truly lies in this world."
Akinfeev's face couldn't hide its desolation.
Sun Fei felt it too, understanding his despair. Like that movie I Am Legend, where humanity perishes from a virus, leaving only the protagonist as an outcast in a world now ruled by evolved zombies. This feeling―utter hopelessness.
But Sun Fei couldn't yet share what he knew: King Gadran Bill’s blood-letter or the secrets of Shampoo City’s Underground Grotto Labyrinth. Glancing at the lush flower beds and thriving vines around them, Sun Fei sensed the strong Wood Element Magic fluctuations filling the air. He changed the subject, asking, "If you're hiding your identity, why create this obviously Elf-like Wood Element Magic zone? Doesn't it risk exposure?"
"Hah, no one usually comes. And Your Majesty knows Mazzola, who runs this church―just a greedy fool. As long as I give him Magic Stones monthly and use a crafted identity, he ignores it." For the first time in a while, Akinfeev opened up. He wore a gentle, clear smile, showing no impatience. "Besides, my Elven Royal Family blood grows stronger. I can't suppress the atavistic physical changes. Wherever I stay becomes... peculiar. Without rich wood life elements, I'm like a fish out of water―life would quickly fade."
Elves bond naturally with forests and plants. Without abundant wood elements, they wither like cut flowers. Akinfeev’s Elven Royal Family blood intensified, a rare reversal to ancestry. Before ten, he seemed human, but not now. Bit by bit, he was becoming Half-Elf. Eventually, he'd fully transform, possessing unmatched Wood Element Magic talent and perhaps even awakening the Royal abilities.
But mutations carry costs. One day, Akinfeev would depend entirely on wood energy. Without it, he’d wilt like a desert flower and die.
Sun Fei realized why Akinfeev’s face carried a sickly pallor. His changing body was struggling with the environment. Without finding a wood-element rich place soon, time itself threatened his life. Like artworks, Elves were both powerful and fragile.
Sun Fei thought he might have a solution, but sharing it risked too much. This golden-haired bearer of Elven Royal Family blood had a powerful father. Who knew what troubles might arise? Until things were clarified, an impulsive move felt unwise.
He retrieved a purple bottle from his Storage Ring―Complete Recovery Potion―offering it as a friendly gesture: "This potion suppresses adverse effects and restores vitality. See if it improves your condition."
"Many thanks, Your Majesty." Akinfeev accepted the potion graciously.
"Oh, and one more thing. The Grand Knight-Captain of the Zenit Empire Knight Hall shares your name exactly. Are you...?"
"Hm, I know of him. But we likely aren't related―probably coincidence."
Now all Sun Fei's questions had answers. His original plan―to remove this mysterious element―had changed. Not just from a natural kinship. Some prophecy whispered to him: shadows of that ancient God-Demon War were returning to the continent. Fate worked in ways like Akinfeev's arrival being a silent clue, a key to unlock hidden truths.
"Hah! We talked wholeheartedly and found common ground today. From now on, let's be friends. Thirteen days later, I’ll marry. I hope you’ll attend my banquet―as a friend." Sun Fei flicked his hand. A crimson light delivered a single foil-embossed magic wedding invitation.
"The honor is all mine. I’ll attend without fail." Catching the invite, Akinfeev smiled with childlike delight. "Seems I gained permission to stay in Shampoo City."
"Of course. This city's doors stay open to all true friends."
Sun Fei laughed heartily. In the next second, his figure vanished on the spot. Only his bold laugh echoed across Shampoo City's night sky, lingering.
"King of Champoo―a true king!" Holding the glittering magic invitation, Akinfeev felt a happiness unseen all year, a true smile finally lighting his face. Sun Fei had asked many questions, yes, but each concerned Shampoo City's safety―a ruler’s rightful duty. When touching personal secrets, however, Sun Fei never pried, showing dignified respect. Akinfeev counted himself fortunate indeed to gain such a friend.
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Chapter 605: The Rising Storm
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"Your Highness, your words and actions today might have been too risky."
After Sun Fei left, the two Half-Elf archers stepped out of the stone hut, supporting Akinfeev, whose face showed clear exhaustion. One frowned and said, "If that man revealed everything discussed today to anyone, I fear people from the Church's Judgment Department might arrive here before evening."
"No, he won’t speak of it."
Akinfeev had been standing for a long time and felt weary. Supported by the two female archers, he sat down on a stone bench beside the hut.
As the power of the Elven Royal Family bloodline within him kept recovering, his body worsened. Some inherited Elven Royal Family abilities from the Age of Gods and Demons had awakened within his blood, but the wood elements of this land were too scarce. Even at the edge of the Endless Forest Sea, the continent's largest primeval forest, he couldn't find a place truly suited for training ancient Elven Royal abilities. If things went on like this, he would die.
These two female archers, though they possessed some Elven blood, had a very faint lineage, only qualifying as Half-Elves, not part of the Royal Family, lacking inherited abilities. Thus, they wouldn’t face the same grim situation as Akinfeev.
However, they did exhibit certain traits of the Elf Race, such as petite, graceful figures and lovely appearances, natural mastery of archery, and outstanding talent for Wood Element Magic.
"I am curious, Your Highness, why do you trust the King of Champoo so much? Remember, he is a human." The other Half-Elf archer reminded him.
"You two, though the mightiest warriors in our clan, and already over two hundred years old, have always remained secluded with our kin in 'Green Dew Valley,' living isolated lives, rarely touching worldly affairs. Thus, you don't understand humans. Among humans, there are good people and bad people, just like within our Elf Race. Even now, when the number of Half-Elves has dwindled to mere hundreds, when we should be supporting and comforting each other, huddling together for survival in this dark age, there are still Elves who don't grasp my father's intentions, obsessed with power and violence..."
"In my view, the King of Champoo is different from ordinary people. We have stayed in Shampoo City for a year; the changes this city underwent during that time should be clear to you. To be friends with such a person is our good fortune..."
"Now, the prophecy foretold by the last Elven Altar is finally starting to come true. The Wheel of Fate is beginning its second cycle. Soon, the entire continent will plunge into its darkest era. Evils long forgotten will creep back..."
"And chaos is the dawn of a new order. It presents the final chance for all races living in the shadows underground. If we fail to seize it, what awaits us is true, utter extinction!"
"The Goddess of Destiny led us to this ancient city at the northern tip of the continent. Perhaps, the key to any great revival lies with this enigmatic man, Alexander of Shampoo City. I have a strong premonition: no matter when or what happens, if we stand steadfastly beside this man, we will eventually pierce through the encompassing darkness and welcome the light anew!"
As he finished speaking, the first golden rays of the morning sun pierced through the stone hut's roof, illuminating Akinfeev's face.
The golden sunlight, his golden short hair, and that perpetually clear, sincere smile cast an indescribably sacred and mysterious aura over the beautiful young man suffering from illness. A power of destiny and prophecy silently swirled around him.
The two Half-Elf archers exchanged a glance and said nothing more.
"Cough... cough... I wonder how effective this potion the King of Champoo gifted will be..." Akinfeev uncorked the purple bottle. Without even smelling it, he gulped down a mouthful. A wave of coolness instantly spread throughout his limbs. The effect was actually more profound than the 【Sap of Viridescence】 he had painstakingly collected materials for over a year to create.
Clusters of green fluorescent light drifted out from the surrounding flower beds and vines, swirling around the golden-haired youth.
Gradually, a touch of healthy color returned to his face.
............
"Whew... that god of slaughter has finally left."
Inside the Mysterious Stone Chamber beneath the Shampoo City church, sensing the overwhelmingly oppressive aura above ground finally vanish, someone exhaled a deep breath, letting their heart settle back into their chest. They felt only ice-cold sweat soaking their back.
Usually, they prided themselves as fearless warriors of justice against evil, ready to sacrifice whenever the light required it. They reveled in their own strength and status, believing themselves superior. But only now, as danger loomed, did they realize they weren't truly brave.
This realization filled them with shame and fury.
"It seems he truly wasn't targeting us. He didn't discover us." Denisov's eyes glinted with venom. He absently rubbed his right shoulder, injured by Sun Fei earlier. Though healed, perhaps psychosomatic, he felt intermittent, dull pains there.
"Strange, though. Why would he suddenly come to the church grounds?" Manzhudich pondered with a frown.
"Perhaps to find Mazzola." Kadipolo, the most level-headed among the four powerhouses, speculated, "Previous investigations suggested some hidden dealings between the King of Champoo and Mazzola. This matter isn't overly concerning. We’ll send someone to investigate. Now, the King of Champoo is exposed, while we remain hidden. It’s easier to act. We only need caution. Once Sir arrives, he will strike decisively to settle everything."
"Haha, excellent! That accursed King of Champoo still clings to his delusions, thinking himself invincible. Heh heh heh, I can't wait to see his expression when, on his wedding day, Sir leads us charging into his Royal Palace, snatches his fiancée before his very eyes, slaughters the entire royal family, and topples Shampoo City! I swear, I'll make him pay dearly for that punch!" Denisov hissed venomously.
"Hard to fathom why we must wait thirteen days to act. Wonder what Sir is thinking." Rakitic grumbled.
"Hold your tongue! Do you seek death? Sir’s decisions are beyond our questioning! Sir has more critical matters; he won’t be free to act for another ten days. Besides, this King of Champoo killed many of ours. Naturally, Sir wants to humiliate him when he’s at his most triumphant."
"No need for haste. The King of Champoo has barely a fortnight to live. Once Sir crushes his Battle Qi, you can torment him however you please!"
"Hmph, I'll make him devour his own flesh, piece by piece. Heh heh..."
............
After leaving the church garden, Sun Fei did indeed seek out Divine Master Ma, Mazzola once.
This "Bald Rattlesnake" had been quiet much of the past year in Shampoo City. The city's reconstruction and transformation consumed vast resources. Sun Fei chiefly converted a large portion into high-level Magic Stones synthesized using the Horadric Cube, channeling them through Mazzola's Church connections. This serpent profited handsomely from the exchanges for Sun Fei, living a comfortable life. Freed from constant scheming and plotting, he had grown noticeably plump compared to a year ago.
After placing another request with Mazzola for approximately ten thousand low-grade Magic Stones, and with Mazzola and Luciano accompanying him, Sun Fei wandered around the church for a while before casually departing.
Watching Sun Fei's retreating figure, Mazzola and Luciano discreetly wiped the cold sweat from their brows. They exchanged a fearful glance, faces pale with terror.
Honestly, their year in Shampoo City had been comfortable and profitable. Enjoying easy gains without taxing effort, they were quite content. They truly didn’t want to make an enemy of such a terrifying individual like the King of Champoo.
But, thinking of the four menacing figures hiding in the underground chamber, they had no choice but to oppose the King. The identities backing those four were too alarming, and the promises they offered impossible to refuse.
"I just hope... when the time comes, they truly can eliminate the King of Champoo as effortlessly as they claim... Otherwise, no one could withstand that man’s payback."
Mazzola silently offered a Prayer in his heart.
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