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It was that mysterious stone pillar.
Originally broken in two and fallen in Sky City, this pillar had somehow fused back into one piece during Sun Fei’s purification of the corrupted Earthstone. It had remained within Sun Fei’s own spatial dimension ever since, utterly silent. No matter how Sun Fei tried to Summon it, it refused to budge or respond, like a stubborn resident dug in deep.
But at this moment, with Sun Fei’s life in peril, it suddenly quivered, just slightly.
That one faint tremor changed everything.
An indescribable Might surged forth.
It instantly erupted from within Sun Fei’s body.
If Domenec’s Flame Judgment Sword possessed power mighty enough for a god to descend upon the mortal world, then the power summoned by that slight tremor in the stone pillar felt like the wrath of the King of the Gods provoked by an insolent subject.
No matter how extravagant the words used to describe the awe and terror inspired by this force, they fell short. They were inadequate!
Shattering everything effortlessly!
Overwhelmingly unstoppable!
It was like a spray of molten earth’s core flame licking at thin paper. The vast, majestic orange-flame sword dissolved before this power without offering the slightest resistance. In an instant, the scene reversed completely. The orange radiance extinguished, vanishing faster than ice quenching a flame. The kilometer-high orange-flame sword shrunk continuously, like an ice pop under the scorching sun, diminishing rapidly!
“What is this...?” Domenec stared in disbelief, his eyes impossibly wide.
The sudden energy erupting from Sun Fei made even Domenec, a Solar Rank Adept, tremble. The fear pierced his very soul, invoking an instinctive urge to kneel and worship.
Not even his lifelong rival Yassin had evoked such a suffocating feeling in him.
Under Domenec’s dumbfounded gaze, the colossal orange-flame sword dissolved into smoke and ash within less than ten seconds, vanishing completely from the sky. The night-like darkness shrouding the surroundings gradually receded. The scenery returned to normal, the sky clear and the breeze gentle, as if nothing had ever happened.
The terrifying power, fit for a God-King, arrived inexplicably and faded away just as swiftly, a passing gale.
Sun Fei blinked, slowly opening his hands.
The Bul-Kathos’ Soul Cage gloves lay completely shattered and broken. The durability of the entire Bul-Kathos’ Soul Cage set had dropped below triple digits. Skin was now visible beneath the armor.
His arms, which moments ago had been burned by the Flame Judgment Sword into charred, crisp black stumps, seemingly requiring amputation, had been miraculously restored to normal during that surge of power. His skin was pale, supple, and resilient, like newborn flesh.
“Such terrifying power, overflowing with inexorable majesty!” Sun Fei felt it most acutely, as it surged from within him. In that moment of release, it felt as if he could dominate all creation, looking down upon even the host of deities as if he were the sole ruler of the cosmos.
One thought, life blossoms; one thought, trees perish; one thought, ascends to paradise; one thought, plummets to Hell!
All of this change stemmed from that single, subtle tremor within the mysterious stone pillar inside his body.
Regrettably, the pillar proved exceedingly miserly. Sensing Sun Fei’s peril had passed, it instantly reverted to its prior state of silent, lazy inertia. Not a hint of power leaked out. Despite Sun Fei’s entreaties, he received no further response.
“Just now... that was... You couldn’t possibly wield mortalkind’s Might! What’s going on?” Domenec, disoriented, retreated a hundred yards. He looked at Sun Fei with sheer disbelief, eyes wide as if seeing an ghost.
The force only moments ago had been impossibly, overwhelmingly powerful.
A mere touch of it could have reduced him to dust instantly.
In that instant, he had unequivocally tasted death’s approach. Just as he’d resigned himself to oblivion, renouncing all resistance, that unfathomable Might had dissipated entirely, vanishing without a trace like it never existed.
He stared at Sun Fei, terror still apparent, seeking any clue in Your Majesty the King’s expression.
Sun Fei’s face was expressionless.
He took out a bottle of Complete Recovery Potion from his Storage Ring, uncorked it, and poured some into the Raccoon’s mouth.
Soon, the little fellow chirped madly, rousing itself. It looked dazed at first, then, spotting Domenec in the distance, its plump body stiffened in fright. Its reddish-brown fur bristled, its plump black-and-white striped tail shot straight up. Whining in panic, it hopped at Sun Fei’s feet as if urging him to flee immediately.
Behind Sun Fei, a peculiar rhythm of breath emanated from the body of the Necromancer, Hasselbaink. It felt like breathing of an Giant. With each inhale and exhale, the Heaven and Earth Elements power within the small space surged and ebbed like an elemental tide.
This was the sign indicating his ascension to the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank was nearing its successful completion.
“Impossible! That’s not your Might! Impossible...” Sensing the final transformation occurring within the Necromancer’s body and aura, Domenec’s emerald eyes shimmered with reckless madness. Seeing no insight in Sun Fei’s expression, he resolved to test again: “You can’t possibly wield that power a second time! Endure my attack again! [World-Destroying Meteor]!”
A torrential rain of crimson flame swords screamed into existence like shooting stars. Following closely behind, a gigantic flaming meteor over ten meters in diameter plummeted from the sky with a roar, crashing down toward Sun Fei and the Necromancer.
Surging currents of scorching air tore through the sky, striating it with scarlet gashes as if clawed by a titanic beast.
A flicker of seriousness crossed Sun Fei’s face.
The preceding battle had left his body wracked with exhaustion, every muscle screaming. His outward demeanor of readiness to fight was a pretense. He barely had the strength to grasp a weapon now, let alone oppose the horrifying flaming meteor descending toward him.
A hundred yards...
Fifty yards...
Thirty yards...
Ten yards...
Three yards...
Sun Fei remained motionless, skin assaulted by the scorching air rushing ahead of the falling meteor. He watched it close in dangerously, the gale force winds around it already making breathing difficult.
Yet, a smile played on Your Majesty the King’s lips.
A smile of profound relief.
Because, at that very moment—
BOOM!
A surge of silver-grey energy erupted skyward behind Sun Fei.
All the flaming meteors found themselves tossed aside like pebbles displaced by a colossal tidal wave before this overwhelming surge. Their flames snuffed out instantly as they were hurled violently backward, vanishing from the sky as quickly as dandelion seeds caught by the wind. Gone without a trace!
The crisis, hair’s breadth away from catastrophe, was finally averted.
“A moment later, and both of us would’ve been paste,” Sun Fei thought, relief flooding him so intensely his knees buckled. He staggered, then half-collapsed into the Throne of Turmoil.
“Hmm, managed it in time,” Hasselbaink’s calm voice rang out. The Necromancer rose slowly. With a casual wave, all the concealment Magic Arrays laid atop the lonely peak instantly dissipated.
Displaying not the slightest trace of magical disturbance, Hasselbaink walked step by step through the air. Where his foot fell, an silver-gray lotus bloomed silently. He traversed the sky upon these flowers until he stood before Sun Fei, his formidable back acting as a shield.
Just as Sun Fei had endured relentless assaults without retreating to protect him earlier.
Though paralyzed and mute throughout the ordeal, Hasselbaink had witnessed everything. Frankly, the Necromancer had never expected Sun Fei to choose death before yielding, especially for someone he’d known barely a month.
Hasselbaink felt a unique resonance and emotion, something completely absent during his centuries of existence.
He stood rooted in the void like an ancient tree, emanating an aura devoid of worldly disturbance, serene yet hollow as the dead abyss of deepest antiquity.
But his eyes blazed with fiery fighting spirit.
They fixed intently upon the white-robed, emerald-eyed Sorceress far away, Domenec.
Feeling the fierce battle aura radiating from his opponent, Domenec swiftly shook off lingering shock from this surge and Sun Fei’s previous outburst.
Wind stirred his robes. Staff gripped firmly, he studied his newly promoted adversary with an unaffected expression, finally offering a slight smile: “You ascended to the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank faster than I anticipated. A genius, indeed. Pity. I have dwelt in this Solar Rank for a whole year. How long have you held it? Barely seconds. This temporal disparity dictates that before me, you remain a babe taking its first clumsy steps. To challenge my dominion so soon seals your doom. Pure stupidity!”
“You talk too much.”
Irritably, Hasselbaink waved his hand as casually as swatting a fly. An invisible force blasted through the void, striking out.
A flicker of anger ignited within Domenec’s emerald eyes at this blatant dismissal. He raised his hand and pushed forward gently.
KABOOM!
The two immense, affinitively incompatible energies collided head-on, utterly without finesse.
That instant, the violent collision detonated visually like magnificent fireworks, unleashing horrific shockwaves that raced outward as the energies wildly dispersed.
“Urgh... cough!”
A startled gasp escaped Domenec followed by copious blood spewing from his mouth. His face contorted in utter disbelief, like a soul encountering an Undead in broad daytime. Without wasting another second, he turned tail and fled desperately into the distance.
“Too late!”
Hasselbaink countered, seemingly predicting his enemy’s response. His gesture remained calm and effortless.
Instantly, the Heavens and Earth transformed.
An unearthly terribleness manifested above. The sky darkened with impossible speed as though an invisible Enforcer wielded a giant brush thick with black ink, painting the sky obsidian. Dark streams resembling clouds whirled outward violently from Hasselbaink at lightning speed. They covered the fleeing Domenec within moments.
“Solar-level Phenomenon? You’ve grasped the Solar-level Phenomenon this fast?”
As the Sorceress screamed in abject terror, Sun Fei found the world warping inexplicably around him again. Everything completely changed atmospherically. It felt like shifting realities.
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The green mountains, lush grass, strong wind, and clear sky completely vanished in an instant.
The world before his eyes was filled with a dead, gray aura. The low sky was covered with thick dark clouds. There was no wind at all. A heavy silence was everywhere, filled with a strange feeling of despair and sadness.
None of this was shocking.
What was most shocking was that the ground of this strange world was completely made of pale, snow-white bones. The dense bones stretched out like an ocean to the endless distance. Blue ghost fires flickered among the bones. The faint phosphorescent light swirled with the aura of death.
Suddenly, as if driven by some terrifying force, the endless white bones began to rise and fall like waves. The bones rubbed against each other, making a horrifying, grating sound. This finally brought a trace of sound to this deathly silent and despairing world.
Visible to the naked eye, strands of gray-white mist rose from the sea of bones. They constantly transformed into the illusions of various creatures struggling and wailing before their deaths. This terrifying scene was like an invisible giant hand tearing at a person's heart and soul. Deep fear spread silently.
This gray-white, cold mist was the Undead Death Energy.
This place was a complete world of death.
This was the Solar-level Phenomenon of the Necromancer Hasselbaink — the Path of Death.
Sun Fei, like an onlooker or a passerby, looked calm and relaxed. He leaned back comfortably on the Throne of Turmoil. He took out fine wine and delicious food from his Storage Ring. He began to enjoy them unhurriedly. The previous life-and-death battle had consumed too much of his strength. He needed to recover it now. The Raccoon sat in Sun Fei's arms, hugging a bottle of wine with a happy smile. Its mouth was stuffed with golden roasted meat.
In the sky, the Necromancer in black light armor stood like a Demon God.
A blood-red cloak rolled silently behind him, like a mass of dark red blood swirling.
On the sea of bones below, Domenec swallowed hard. His throat moved. A flame-red light enveloped him firmly, resisting the pervasive gray-white Undead Death Energy. He looked around. His green eyes shone with despair and shock.
"You are actually a Necromancer. Who are you? A Necromancer who has advanced to the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank is definitely not a nobody."
At this moment, Domenec finally realized the attribute of his opponent's power.
His heart was sinking bit by bit.
"My name is Jimmy Hasselbaink." The Demon God standing in the sky gave the answer.
Domenec felt dizzy.
This terrifying name had a magical power. It almost instantly shattered the last line of defense and the last trace of hope in his heart.
Jimmy Hasselbaink was once a senior elder of the Hall of the Dead. He was one of the members of the elder council who held great power in the Hall of the Dead. He was known as the man closest to the God of Death. Although the Hall of the Dead was eventually broken by the united forces of the various factions of the Holy Church, this man had calmly retreated after killing countless experts of the Holy Church in that shocking great battle.
For hundreds of years, the Holy Church had regarded him as a thorn in their side. They issued wanted notices to hunt him down across the entire continent.
But every time he appeared, he brought bloody nightmares to the experts of the Holy Church who went to besiege and hunt him.
Such an old-school expert, a legendary figure like the God of Death, might have fallen below the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank due to the endless pursuit. But when he returned to the ranks of the Solar Rank Adepts, his rich combat experience and terrifying methods were definitely not something a 'junior' like Domenec, who had only stepped into the Great Sun Level for a little over a year, could match.
"King of Champoo!" Domenec suddenly thought of something. His eyes fixed on Sun Fei. He roared, "You actually collude with a Necromancer? You, as the Son of God of the Holy Church, dare to collude with someone from the Hall of the Dead, you..."
"To be honest, your wording is really rude. How can you call it collusion? This is cooperation. Well, just cooperation. Besides, what's so strange about it?" Sun Fei spat out a grape skin leisurely and laughed. "Everyone has their own secrets. You can kill people from the Church. Is it really that strange for me to cooperate with a Necromancer?"
Domenec: "..."
"Since I know this secret, it seems I must die today?" Domenec's gaze returned to Hasselbaink. After all, he was a talented figure who had advanced to the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank within a hundred years. After the initial shock of hearing his opponent's name, he quickly regained his composure. The immense pressure instead made him calm down.
In the sky, Hasselbaink did not reply.
But his eyes, filled with killing intent and coldness, had already said everything.
"Fine. Let me try what kind of power the legendary 'man closest to the God of Death' possesses!" Before his words faded, with a explosive roar, Domenec's body rose into the air. Orange-yellow flames surged wildly from his body, soaring upward like a volcanic eruption. The next moment, amid clear yet obscure chanting, a huge flame orange light sword, over eight hundred meters tall, took shape.
Clearly, during the previous conversation, the white-robed, green-eyed Sorceress had been quietly preparing this Magic.
So when he cast it now, it was extremely fast.
"Flame Judgment Sword... Slash!"
With a slight tremor, the huge flame orange light sword created terrifying air waves on both sides. It slashed down toward Hasselbaink in the sky.
It was this very move that had severely injured Sun Fei earlier. If not for the mysterious stone pillar lending a hand at the critical moment, perhaps His Majesty the King would have been cut in two by now. The power of this move could be called terrifying!
But Hasselbaink did not even lift an eyelid.
Only when the huge blade of the flame orange light sword was about to strike his head did the Necromancer gently extend his hand. He made a grasping motion toward the ground. Instantly, from the endless sea of bones below, a huge white bone sword formed from countless dense bones of various sizes. It leaped up into his hand.
"Undead Fury Bone Sword... Slash!"
Amid the Necromancer's calm and unhurried shout, the pale bone sword, though starting later, arrived first. In the nick of time, it blocked the flame orange light sword above his head.
Boom!
With a loud roar, the two huge swords finally collided.
The Flame Judgment Sword, with its terrifying temperature capable of destroying the Bul-Kathos' Children dual sword set, at this moment, did not even break off a single piece of bone from the pale bone sword. It was firmly held in place. It was less than five centimeters from Hasselbaink's head, yet it was like the ends of the earth; it could not slash down any further.
"Your Might is still far too lacking."
Hasselbaink shook his head. The arm holding the huge white bone sword lifted upward. He easily pushed back the pressing flame orange light sword inch by inch. No matter how much Domenec, who had merged with the sword, roared and exerted pressure, it was useless.
It was like a duel between a child and a strongman. This was completely a one-sided contest.
In the blink of an eye, the flame orange light sword was pushed back by the white bone sword. Amid a series of dense, crisp cracking sounds, it broke and shattered. It turned into strands of flame elemental Might, scattering in all directions...
Sun Fei, who had been sitting on the Throne of Turmoil watching the battle, was also shocked by this scene. The power displayed by the Necromancer made His Majesty the King feel extremely surprised and shocked. The demeanor of effortlessly breaking the trump card of a Great Sun-level Venerable Rank Expert was truly admirable.
"Is this the power of the Undead?" In the distance, Domenec's mind was greatly shaken. His body staggered back repeatedly. Blood trickled from the corner of his mouth.
He was injured by the counter-shock force of the pale Undead Fury Bone Sword. He truly felt the prowess of the Necromancer. In terms of damage, this unique attribute's Might seemed higher than the other five basic elemental powers. It had an innate advantage. No wonder the Undead Power was said to be able to harm the gods. It was cursed by the gods and endlessly pursued by the forces of the Holy Church, who claimed to be the spokespersons of the gods.
In just one encounter, the power displayed by the Necromancer had already made Domenec, who had burned more than half of his flame Source Power, despair.
"... Things darker than twilight, tastes more vivid and delicious than blood, oh flame power from the ancient heavens, please heed your servant's Summoning, gather in my hands... With our power, merge into one... I am willing to use my life as the price, ignite the anger of the Flame God, burn all enemies before me..."
A look of complete madness burned on Domenec's face. He laughed wildly.
"Burning your Source Power completely, wanting to perish together? Unfortunately, in this Solar-level Phenomenon, the Path of Death, I am the invincible God." The Necromancer's combat experience was extremely rich. He saw through what Domenec wanted to do at a glance. He spread his hands outward. Raising his head, he let out a series of strange notes.
In the world, the power of death began to change.
From the endless bones below, huge pale bone hands suddenly broke through the waves. They reached out to grab the white-robed, green-eyed Sorceress in the sky.
In the blink of an eye, the hands grabbed Domenec, who was gathering destructive power.
Pale hands continuously appeared and covered him.
Soon, the place where Domenec had been was covered by endless mountains and seas of bones. Like the Five Finger Mountain suppressing the Monkey King, it completely enveloped and covered the chief royal Mage of the Lyon Empire in endless bones. Book-like snow-white bones linked tightly like chains, interlocking and overlapping, releasing strands of gray-white Undead Death Energy. It combined hardness and softness, making it unbreakable.
The bones formed a white giant peak a thousand meters high.
The ultimate version of the Bone Prison.
Boom!
Boom boom boom boom boom boom boom boom boom boom!!!!!!!!!!
Soon, intense explosions came from within the bone peak. Through the small gaps, faint flames could be seen emerging from within.
This was Domenec self-destructing inside.
Unfortunately, although the bone mountain suffered severe shaking from the explosion, it never collapsed.
After two or three minutes, the flame explosions began to cease. That powerful flame Might rapidly dispersed. It was like a torch being blown out. The aura quickly vanished...
A man's death is like a lamp going out.
Domenec's life flame was going out.
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Feeling the rapidly dissipating fire energy in the air, Sun Fei shook his head with a slight sigh.
A powerful figure, a Great Sun-level Venerable Rank white-robed, green-eyed sorceress, had died just like that.
She could have shone with endless brilliance across the continent's territory spanning millions of miles, could have become a magic giant praised by bards, could have become the idol of countless mages, could have become the radiant protagonist recorded in history books, might have performed heroic deeds passed down through the ages! She should have been able to create infinite possibilities!
But the even more legendary Necromancer Hasselbaink merely raised his hand and calmly ended this legend before it could even rise.
When the violent explosion sounded from the bone mountain, the legendary path of the white-robed, green-eyed sorceress Domenec was abruptly concluded before it ever truly began.
This was the bloody, cruel symphony of the Azeroth Continent under the Law of the Jungle!
This was the sorrow and glory of a warrior!
Crashhh—!!
With a wave of the Necromancer's hand, large amounts of grayish-white Undead Power drifted out from the towering bone mountain. Then, the entire bone mountain collapsed like a wind-dried dune, crashing down. Piece after piece of snow-white bone merged into the endless bone sea on the ground like droplets of water, without stirring the slightest ripple.
In the air, clusters of crimson, scorching mist slowly dissipated.
This was the last trace left in this world after Domenec burned her Great Sun-level Fundamental Power to self-destruct, the final proof of her existence.
When these scorching energies completely faded, everything would become history.
Sun Fei softly exhaled a turbid breath, dispelling all the emotions in his chest. Soon, he couldn't help but feel a surge of joy. The might of the Necromancer Hasselbaink far exceeded his most optimistic previous estimates. The graceful ease with which he killed Domenec made Sun Fei's heart race with excitement.
He just didn't know—if Hasselbaink were to meet Emperor Yassin, which of these two supreme experts would be stronger?
This strange thought only lasted an instant in Sun Fei's mind before vanishing.
"I pay my respects to Your Majesty!" The Necromancer's figure flickered as he arrived before Sun Fei, performing a standard subordinate's salute to a monarch.
Although he didn't say anything else, this gesture was indeed a declaration of absolute loyalty to His Majesty the King.
The scenes that had unfolded earlier left a deep impression on Hasselbaink's mind. The image of Sun Fei standing firm before him, fighting relentlessly without retreating, was deeply imprinted in the Necromancer's soul. For him, even if this young King did not possess the purest Undead Death Energy from legends, he would still have sworn loyalty without hesitation.
And everything that happened before only strengthened his conviction.
From then on, his loyalty was unwavering!
"Should we dispel the Solar-level Phenomenon 【Path of Death】 and find a suitable place to talk in detail?" Sun Fei had many things he wanted to ask the Necromancer.
Hasselbaink understood the implied meaning in Sun Fei's words. After a moment's thought, he said, "Your Majesty need not worry. A Solar-level Phenomenon exists in a parallel dimensional space, not in the real world. It won't leave traces in the real world, so no one will detect the presence of undead energy. Although I have just returned to the Great Sun-level Venerable Rank, maintaining a Solar-level Phenomenon of this level doesn't consume much Might."
"Hmm, that's good then." Sun Fei nodded.
Your Majesty the King briefly recounted his previous encounters within the Core Miniature World of the 【Divine Demon Palace】's 36th Difficulty Zone. He didn't conceal the existence of 【Sky City】, but he didn't mention the mysterious stone pillar or the Purification of the 【Worldstone】. After all, the existence of the 【Worldstone】 involved the Diablo World, which was Sun Fei's greatest reliance for survival on this Law of the Jungle continent.
A person should always keep some secrets that belong only to themselves.
Finally, Sun Fei also roughly described his experiences in the outside world's Twin Flag City after leaving the miniature world.
"That damned Arthur," the Necromancer couldn't help but shake his head upon hearing that Arthur nearly messed things up due to his indulgence in fine wine. He was both amused and angry. "Over the past few hundred years, this guy has messed up because of drinking not just once or twice. I didn't expect he'd still be the same."
Sun Fei smiled. "It's not a big deal. Luckily, the situation wasn't too bad. If Arthur hadn't intervened in the end, no one could have captured the 【Snow Mountain Hermit】 and his son."
At this point, Sun Fei remembered something strange. He described how the raccoon had used its hands to block the flame orange light sword but didn't suffer any fire damage. Puzzled, he said, "Do you know what's going on? The little guy's condition seems a bit odd."
"Hmm... If I'm not mistaken, this little Magical Beast should be a very rare mutant breed. It can devour other Fundamental Powers to alter its own physique. Your Majesty mentioned it previously consumed the Great Sun-level fire Fundamental Power left by Domenec. I suspect that after digesting this Fundamental Power, it gained a certain degree of fire immunity."
As the Necromancer spoke, ignoring the raccoon's snarls, kicks, and bites of protest, he pinched the little creature by the neck and thoroughly examined it from head to toe. He even carefully felt the little thing between the raccoon's lower limbs. He reached this conclusion.
The raccoon screamed, covering its crotch like a girl who had been assaulted. Its big, black eyes welled up with tears of grievance as it fled in panic, darting behind Sun Fei. It clenched its tiny fists and bared its teeth at the Necromancer.
"Such a thing exists?" Sun Fei was greatly surprised. "Did I pick up a treasure? Can this little guy really be this amazing?"
Hearing Sun Fei's doubt, the raccoon eagerly jumped onto Sun Fei's shoulder, puffing out the muscles on its little arms, trying hard to show off and prove something.
"To verify my speculation, the method is simple." The Necromancer opened his palm.
A mass of grayish-white mist whirled and roared in his palm like a miniaturized cyclone compressed thousands of times over. It continuously condensed, finally transforming from a gaseous state to a liquid, and then from liquid to solid, becoming a peanut-sized, crystal-clear silver-gray nugget that sparkled.
A Great Sun-level Fundamental Power crystal of the undead lineage.
By consuming this Power crystal and then using undead lineage magic experiments, they could determine if the raccoon possessed the mutation talent Hasselbaink described.
Under Sun Fei's gaze, the raccoon looked aggrieved, pinched its nose, and reluctantly swallowed this Great Sun-level undead Fundamental Power crystal.
It seemed the undead lineage Power crystal wasn't as 'tasty' as the fire lineage Power crystal. This picky little eater struggled, its eyes rolling back.
Soon, that wobbly, drunken state returned to the little creature.
With a plop, the little guy fell directly onto the 【Throne of Turmoil】, let out a few burps, drooled, and passed out drunk.
Sun Fei worriedly checked its physiological features. All vital signs were very stable, so he relaxed.
Just like needing to sober up after getting drunk, the raccoon required a little time to digest this undead Fundamental Power crystal.
During this short period, Sun Fei and the Necromancer discussed some other topics. Hasselbaink was very curious about the existence of 【Sky City】. Legend had it that the current continent's top Martial Saint Maradona became famous and feared throughout the land because he once caught a glimpse of this legendary city. There were also rumors that 【Sky City】 was actually an elusive presence, not just existing within the 【Divine Demon Palace】 ruins. Traces of 【Sky City】 had also appeared in other famous mysterious forbidden lands and ancient ruins on the continent.
Soon, after the raccoon's 'drunkenness' passed, it drowsily opened its eyes.
The Necromancer gestured with his finger, and a not-so-sharp bone blade struck the raccoon's bottom. He controlled the force perfectly, not striking with full strength, just a brief touch.
If an ordinary creature were touched by this bone blade, it would fester and turn into a pile of bones within thirty seconds.
But the raccoon seemed completely unaware. The dense Undead Death Energy couldn't cause it any harm.
But having its bottom hit, the little guy was very displeased. It bared its teeth at the Necromancer and waved its tiny fists.
"It seems my guess was correct. This is truly a very rare mutation talent..." The Necromancer pondered thoughtfully, his gaze at the raccoon full of meaning, making the little creature feel chilled all over. It covered its little thing and hid behind Sun Fei.
"Hmm, so if we gather Fundamental Power crystals of all magic lineages at the Great Sun-level, couldn't we create a little monster completely immune to all types of magic? Although the little guy's power is lacking, complete magic immunity is still a terrifying existence. It could be very useful in special situations."
Sun Fei's idea coincided with the Necromancer's.
After verifying the raccoon's mutation talent, Sun Fei was about to bring up an important matter he had been considering for a long time...
But suddenly, at that moment, the space between heaven and earth began to shake violently. An overwhelmingly powerful force was impacting the 【Path of Death】 from the outside. The Necromancer's Solar-level Phenomenon could hardly withstand it and showed signs of collapsing.
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"What happened?" Sun Fei raised his sword-like brows. "Was someone attacking the Path of Death from outside?"
"Not likely." The Necromancer watched as fine cracks continuously appeared in the space around the Path of Death. After sensing for a moment, he stopped using his magic power to prevent the Path of Death from collapsing. Instead, he decisively withdrew the Solar-level Phenomenon and shook his head. "This situation should mean the time limit of the core miniature world in the Divine Demon Palace has been reached."
As he moved, gray-white mist swirled before their eyes.
Soon, the entire Path of Death world completely vanished from Sun Fei's sight.
What met their eyes was the scenery of green mountains, clear waters, and bright blue skies again. The oppressive and gloomy atmosphere of the Path of Death space was gone, along with the piles of white bones. The fresh air made them feel refreshed.
Only the traces of Sun Fei's previous battle with Domenec remained on the ground around them—
The lush green grass was split with dense marks from sword energy. The black fertile soil beneath the grass gleamed with an oily shine, like the blood of the earth. There were deep pits with flickering flames from the meteor shower that fell from the sky, and in the distance, several mountain peaks were broken in half... All of this silently spoke of how astonishingly spectacular the previous battle had been.
The two had returned to the core miniature world of the 36th Difficulty Zone.
At this moment, the spatial pressure in the miniature world kept gathering. The once clear and calm Laws of Space began to grow restless. The entire space was like a wildly churning stomach, trying to expel all uninvited guests.
Even with the Necromancer's great power, he found it hard to resist this ever-present pressure from heaven and earth.
Sun Fei, however, felt much more relaxed. The Throne of Turmoil seemed able to resist this omnipresent pressure. Around it, silvery-white holy ripples automatically appeared, causing the terrifying crushing force—which even Hasselbaink couldn't resist—to dissolve into nothingness like hot snow when it was still three or four meters away from Sun Fei.
"Time's up. This world no longer welcomes us. If we want to come back here, we'll have to wait twenty years, until the next time the Elemental Gate opens." A huge, three-meter-tall silver Portal suddenly opened in the sky. The Necromancer's body, pushed by the crushing force between heaven and earth, floated involuntarily toward the Portal.
With a flash of silver light, his figure disappeared into the Portal.
Sun Fei felt a stir in his heart. He didn't choose to stay in the miniature world. Urging the Throne of Turmoil, he also merged into the Portal before him, which looked exactly like the one that appeared when the Elemental Gate opened.
At the same time.
In various places within the core miniature world, identical Portals quietly opened in the sky.
Figures, willing or not, were expelled by the pressure of heaven and earth and floated involuntarily toward the silver Portals.
"Hahaha, hahaha, I finally advanced! I finally advanced! Stuck at the peak of the New Moon-level for fifty years, heaven took pity, and today I finally used the advantages of this place to step into the Half Moon Level realm, gaining another hundred years of life! Haha, with my previous accumulation, my path as a powerhouse will be as easy as walking on flat ground!" Someone, having achieved their goal, cried tears of joy.
"Damn it, just a little more, just a little bit more! I don't want to leave! Damn it, ahhh!!!" Someone roared with unwilling fury.
"Hmm, I finally touched the threshold of that layer of Might. This trip to the Divine Demon Palace was truly fortunate!"
"Serpent Grass, Spiderweb Powder, Snow Iron, Tear-spot Gold... Hehe, I'm rich, so rich! I gathered so many rare treasures this time. Once I get out, relying on these things, my Gasso family can prosper for at least a thousand years! Thanks to the King of Champoo for this opportunity; my Gasso family will never forget this kindness."
"Ferhengton, time's up. Let's go. You finally advanced to the New Moon-level realm in one go, which counts as a great achievement."
"Time's up; we have to leave. I wish I could stay forever in this beautiful miniature world. If I trained here for ten years, I could become a top expert on the continent. What a pity..."
One figure after another, with different emotions, merged into the Portals that had suddenly opened in the sky.
When the last figure disappeared, the Portals quietly closed.
The world of the miniature realm returned to calm.
It waited for the next twenty years to come, to welcome another group of lucky ones.
......
......
Buzz buzz buzz!
The feeling of passing through a time tunnel was over in an instant. As light appeared before his eyes, Sun Fei arrived outside the miniature world, at the Elemental Altar in the Level 34 Difficulty Zone of the Divine Demon Palace.
Using the power of the Throne of Turmoil, Sun Fei chose to hide as soon as he appeared, so no one noticed his presence.
At this time, many figures were already standing on the Elemental Altar.
Among them were Emperor Yassin and his guards, the Emperor of Eindhoven, and the crown prince of the Saint-Germain Empire, Girano, among others—all lucky individuals who had previously obtained spots to enter the core miniature world through the Elemental Gate.
However, the expressions on everyone's faces now looked serious.
"What's going on?" Sun Fei was puzzled. He turned to look downward and was instantly shocked.
Around the Elemental Altar, a dense crowd of nearly a hundred people had gathered. The fluctuating auras of Battle Qi and Magic, varying in strength, rose to the sky, filling this not-so-small plaza. Everyone was staring intently at the people on the Elemental Altar. They maintained a deathly silence, their eyes filled with envy, greed, madness, and killing intent...
These were all the powerhouses who hadn't been able to enter the miniature world earlier.
Some were not strong enough to obtain a spot for the Elemental Gate; others were powerful enough but arrived too late to get the chance.
They were numerous and had surrounded the entire Elemental Altar.
Sun Fei frowned slightly. From the looks in these people's eyes, he could already guess what was about to happen.
Killing, plundering treasures!
The core miniature world held countless rare treasures, so many that one could gather a large basket just by bending over. The lucky ones who entered must have collected vast amounts of rare treasures and herbs. Each of them was like a super-rich person covered in luminous pearls, standing out even in the darkest night, naturally becoming the object of many people's envy.
The powerhouses below the Elemental Altar, though they couldn't enter the miniature world, could intercept those who did.
In a world governed by the Law of the Jungle, rare treasures were always obtained by the strongest.
Strength was the only way and means to gain everything.
Swish swish swish swish!
Figures flickered on the Elemental Altar. Everyone who had entered the core miniature world had finally appeared on it.
The smell of gunpowder began to fill the air.
The oppressive and tense atmosphere was almost suffocating.
The more than a hundred pairs of eyes below the altar swept over the people on the altar like bone-scraping knives—greedy and unrestrained. Their expressions were like those of venomous snakes and jackals examining their prey. Several of the weaker powerhouses on the altar became the focus of countless murderous gazes.
Sun Fei hid in the shadows, unnoticed by anyone.
At first, he was worried that the Throne of Turmoil might not evade the senses of geniuses like Emperor Yassin, so he acted cautiously, even having the Raccoon cover its mouth tightly. Later, after a few tests, Sun Fei was pleasantly surprised to find that the Throne of Turmoil's concealment function far exceeded his expectations. Even if he lay on the throne and sang a loud song from northern Shaanxi, as long as he intended to hide, no powerhouse could possibly detect his presence.
With no more concerns, Sun Fei began to observe the gains of the people on the Elemental Altar.
Emperor Yassin's strength still seemed unfathomable.
He stood quietly on the altar like an ancient abyss; no one could perceive the level of his aura. He was almost reaching the state of returning to simplicity. As for the guard beside him, his aura had improved significantly compared to before entering the miniature world, now reaching the strength of around the eighth or ninth stage of the Half Moon Level mid-tier.
On the other side.
The Ajax Emperor, who had always been friendly toward Sun Fei, also showed an enhanced aura. Sun Fei roughly estimated that his strength should have reached about the first stage of the Full Moon Level upper tier. Beside him, two silent guards had advanced to around the Half Moon Level mid-tier. Meanwhile, Prince Ferhengton of Ajax, who previously only had Eight-Star Level strength, had finally broken through to the third stage of the New Moon-level lower tier—a meteoric rise. Murdock, who was originally at about the fourth stage of the New Moon-level lower tier, had reached the seventh stage of the New Moon-level mid-tier, showing considerable progress as well.
To the right, farther out, were the Saint-Germain Empire crown prince Girano and his four stunning concubines.
Girano's strength had surged astonishingly from the seventh stage of the New Moon-level mid-tier to the fifth stage of the Half Moon Level lower tier. And his four concubines, each with distinct temperaments and peerless beauty, had now steadily stepped into the first or second stage of the New Moon-level mid-tier. The rate of improvement for these five was definitely the fastest among everyone, leaving people astounded.
Sun Fei guessed that Girano might harbor other hidden secrets.
There were also several elderly powerhouses whom Sun Fei had kindly brought into the miniature world. Most of them had gained something; their power auras had strengthened, but not as dramatically as Girano and the others, mostly around the New Moon-level upper tier.
These relatively weaker individuals naturally became the focus of the surrounding naked, scrutinizing gazes.
"Kill them! Kill them all! Charge! Let's all charge together! They're hiding countless herbs and treasures on them! I can smell the scent of rare treasures! Hahaha, there are more of us; what is there to fear!"
Someone in the crowd suddenly shouted, inciting the others.
Instantly, sparks flew in the air.
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This person hid in the crowd, avoiding showing his face, while constantly changing his position to stir up trouble, inciting the emotions of the masses. His intentions were truly sinister.
However, in such a tense moment where even the air felt dry enough to spark, such despicable tactics proved very effective.
Many people were already blinded by the greed in their minds. Their adrenaline surged sharply, and their entire beings were in a state of extreme agitation, like dry wood doused with gasoline—ready to ignite at the slightest spark. Stirred by his instigation, figures flickered through the crowd as several individuals could no longer hold back and rushed forward.
"Hand over all the treasures on you..."
"Haha, die!"
Amidst sinister laughter, waves of powerful energy overflowed. Several elderly experts with weaker strength on the Elemental Altar became the targets—like soft persimmons easily picked. For a moment, almost all the attacks converged wildly toward these few individuals.
At that moment—
"Hmph!"
A light snort, like a heavy hammer, struck hard in everyone's hearts. The crowd felt their hearts pound, their mouths dry.
On the Elemental Altar, a blue figure flickered.
The ever-silent Emperor Yassin suddenly took action without any warning.
The few who had leapt up had no time to react before being struck by an invisible force. Without even letting out a scream, a series of violent explosions echoed as they burst into clouds of blood mist mid-air, their limbs scattering everywhere, and a torrential rain of blood spattered down...
This sudden turn of events shocked everyone around.
"Damn it, he killed someone! He struck first! Damn it, he’s so ruthless! What is everyone hesitating for? Let’s all rush him together! Take down this murderous demon, seize the treasures on him! There’s no need for one-on-one fights with such a merciless monster..."
The voice that had been secretly clamoring and stirring up trouble earlier reappeared.
This was an extremely cunning fellow. As he spoke, his voice constantly shifted positions—left and right, up and down—making it difficult to track his movements and impossible to pick him out from the crowd of over a hundred.
However—
Whoosh!!!
Emperor Yassin gently flicked his finger, and a golden sword aura tore through the sky.
"Ah..."
A scream followed, and the clamoring voice abruptly ceased.
In the crowd, a lean man in his thirties with triangular eyes was seen clutching his throat, emitting hoarse roars, before falling to the ground unwillingly.
Emperor Yassin, being who he was, had long identified the troublemaker and took his life with a single strike.
Such overwhelming force and ferocity stunned the many experts below the Elemental Altar. They looked at each other, not daring to cause any more trouble. Emperor Yassin’s eyes swept over them like lightning, and everyone felt a stinging pain in their eyes, their faces as if cut by blades. No one dared to meet his gaze, and they all lowered their heads.
"This is the territory of
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