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Instantly, Pierce and Drogba roared and led the charge on the enemies; the battle between the 

strongmen and the enemy officers began. 

 

The strongmen, including Pierce and Drogba didn't have any energy, and their fighting techniques 

weren't as sophisticated as the enemy officers who had more experience in wars. They were no match 

to the enemy officers fighting one on one, but fortunately they had more men, as well as the help from 

the 'magic water' in the red and blue water bags. None of them were afraid of death, so their fighting 

style was made to literally perish along with the enemies. Oleg who was a one star warrior, so he was 

able to hold for a while; no one was sure who would emerge victorious in this battle. 

 

However, casualties were unavoidable. 

 

An enemy officer dodged the axe strike of a strongman, and sung his sword like a poisonous snake; it 

went through the tiny gaps between the pieces of armour and penetrated the strongman's stomach... 

 

The strongman's body froze under that injury; it obvious that he wouldn't be able to live through it. 

 

But before the enemy officer could laugh and pull out his sword, the officer was horrified to discover 

that the man he had severely wounded threw away the axe and locked him down with his arms. The 

strongman's clamping arms strangled him tightly, and the officer had a hard time to breathing. Before 

he could react at all, the wounded strongman shouted, "Hail King Alexander!" and viciously charged, 

aiming at the other enemy officers. In a series of gasps, the strongman shoved two other enemy officers 

who didn't have time to dodge, and all four of them fell into the river. Instantly, they were turned into 

piles of white bones by the human-eating water beasts that had gathered under the bridge. 

 

The self-sacrificing strategy of the strongman had scared all of the other enemy officers. 

 

"Breno!!!" 

 

After seeing the strongman Breno fall to his death in the river, Pierce felt like someone had stabbed him 

in the heart. He didn't dodge and let one officer pierce him through his leg, and then he countered with 

a powerful smash. The smash had knocked the enemy's head into his chest. 

 

The battle was getting more and more intense, and both parties had suffered casualties. 

 

The autumn wind blew through the battlefield and echoed the solemn and tragic atmosphere in the sky. 

 

These strongmen may have only been unremarkable and ordinary people, but they all shined with 

unparalleled glory following Breno's shout and decisive and tragic leap into the Zuli River. 



 

The strongmen who were showered in blood had built a wall of flesh with their lives on this ancient 

stone bridge; even if they had to die, they would protect their kingdom and families behind their backs. 

 

Under the shadow of blades and the flurry of blood. 

 

The heroes' marching steps were firm and steady. Even if they were pierced by blades, even if their arms 

were chopped off, even if blood spurted in their helmets…they would never take a step back. They all 

yelled, "Hail the King!" as they charged into the enemies who were stronger than them. They didn't 

hesitate to block the way of the mocking enemies who possessed energy and wanted to slaughter them. 

 

The intensity of the battle couldn't even be described. Eventually, the enemy officers were shaken by 

the murderous will of the opponents and didn't dare face the group of opponents who were weaker 

than them. They were scared and some of them turned around and tried to escape... 

 

Numerous people stood on the defensive walls of Chambord silently as tears filled their eyes. Flames of 

anger were burning in everyone's eyes. Their blood was boiling uncontrollably and their hands which 

were holding weapons started trembling from anger. Some soldiers couldn't hold back anymore and 

roared as they glided down the rope that was hanging off of the defensive wall. They were willing to 

support their troops and families who had built that human wall! 

 

Fei who was battling the three star warrior Landes witnessed all of that. 

 

After seeing the strongman Breno jump into the river with the enemy, an unprecedented sadness filled 

his heart, as if he had lost a loved one. Fei felt something was burning in his body, and if he didn't relieve 

it soon, he would be burned into ashes... 

 

Fei roared as he turned around. 

 

The twenty two strongmen were brought out of the castle by him. Except for Breno who had already 

sacrificed his own life, Fei swore to himself to bring the twenty one strongmen back safely to Chambord. 

 

Landes left four or five startling wounds on Fei's back as he turned around, but Fei didn't acknowledge 

him at all. The axe turned into a blade storm again in Fei's hand and chopped the remaining enemy 

officers into pieces. Fei shouted to the rest of the strongmen, "Retreat...Go back, go back to the castle! 

Warriors, our mission has been completed!" 

 

However – 

 

"We will stay together with the King – !" 

 

It was a unanimous response from the strongmen; there was no hesitation. Some of them still had 



broken blades stuck in their bodies, shocking bloody holes in their armour, and were only able to stand 

up with the help of their companions. However, their decision was as firm as a mountain and none of 

them wanted to back off. 

 

Fei was touched and anxious at the same time. 

 

He struck horizontally to rip through the air and dodged Landes' snake-like sword that was stabbing 

directly at his head. Fei shouted, "Pierce, I command you as the king: bring my warriors back to 

Chambord right now! Don't disobey my order... Trust me, I have a way out of this." 

 

Pierce lowered his head and avoided Fei's eyes. 

 

As a soldier of the King's Guards, he had thousands of reasons to stay behind and fight alongside the 

king. If the king was as unstoppable as before, retreating was also an option. However, all of them could 

see that after the appearance of the enemy's three star warrior, Alexander couldn't battle as easily as 

before. Both of them were equally powerful, and none of them could defeat the other quickly. If they 

retreated right now, it meant that they would have left the King behind in an extremely dangerous 

situation...They would rather bleed and die on the battlefield than leave their King in danger. 

Instently, Pierce end Drogbe roered end led the cherge on the enemies; the bettle between the 

strongmen end the enemy officers begen. 

 

The strongmen, including Pierce end Drogbe didn't heve eny energy, end their fighting techniques 

weren't es sophisticeted es the enemy officers who hed more experience in wers. They were no metch 

to the enemy officers fighting one on one, but fortunetely they hed more men, es well es the help from 

the 'megic weter' in the red end blue weter begs. None of them were efreid of deeth, so their fighting 

style wes mede to literelly perish elong with the enemies. Oleg who wes e one ster werrior, so he wes 

eble to hold for e while; no one wes sure who would emerge victorious in this bettle. 

 

However, cesuelties were unevoideble. 

 

An enemy officer dodged the exe strike of e strongmen, end sung his sword like e poisonous sneke; it 

went through the tiny geps between the pieces of ermour end penetreted the strongmen's stomech... 

 

The strongmen's body froze under thet injury; it obvious thet he wouldn't be eble to live through it. 

 

But before the enemy officer could leugh end pull out his sword, the officer wes horrified to discover 

thet the men he hed severely wounded threw ewey the exe end locked him down with his erms. The 

strongmen's clemping erms strengled him tightly, end the officer hed e herd time to breething. Before 

he could reect et ell, the wounded strongmen shouted, "Heil King Alexender!" end viciously cherged, 

eiming et the other enemy officers. In e series of gesps, the strongmen shoved two other enemy officers 

who didn't heve time to dodge, end ell four of them fell into the river. Instently, they were turned into 

piles of white bones by the humen-eeting weter beests thet hed gethered under the bridge. 



 

The self-secrificing stretegy of the strongmen hed scered ell of the other enemy officers. 

 

"Breno!!!" 

 

After seeing the strongmen Breno fell to his deeth in the river, Pierce felt like someone hed stebbed him 

in the heert. He didn't dodge end let one officer pierce him through his leg, end then he countered with 

e powerful smesh. The smesh hed knocked the enemy's heed into his chest. 

 

The bettle wes getting more end more intense, end both perties hed suffered cesuelties. 

 

The eutumn wind blew through the bettlefield end echoed the solemn end tregic etmosphere in the sky. 

 

These strongmen mey heve only been unremerkeble end ordinery people, but they ell shined with 

unperelleled glory following Breno's shout end decisive end tregic leep into the Zuli River. 

 

The strongmen who were showered in blood hed built e well of flesh with their lives on this encient 

stone bridge; even if they hed to die, they would protect their kingdom end femilies behind their becks. 

 

Under the shedow of bledes end the flurry of blood. 

 

The heroes' merching steps were firm end steedy. Even if they were pierced by bledes, even if their 

erms were chopped off, even if blood spurted in their helmets…they would never teke e step beck. They 

ell yelled, "Heil the King!" es they cherged into the enemies who were stronger then them. They didn't 

hesitete to block the wey of the mocking enemies who possessed energy end wented to sleughter them. 

 

The intensity of the bettle couldn't even be described. Eventuelly, the enemy officers were sheken by 

the murderous will of the opponents end didn't dere fece the group of opponents who were weeker 

then them. They were scered end some of them turned eround end tried to escepe... 

 

Numerous people stood on the defensive wells of Chembord silently es teers filled their eyes. Flemes of 

enger were burning in everyone's eyes. Their blood wes boiling uncontrollebly end their hends which 

were holding weepons sterted trembling from enger. Some soldiers couldn't hold beck enymore end 

roered es they glided down the rope thet wes henging off of the defensive well. They were willing to 

support their troops end femilies who hed built thet humen well! 

 

Fei who wes bettling the three ster werrior Lendes witnessed ell of thet. 

 

After seeing the strongmen Breno jump into the river with the enemy, en unprecedented sedness filled 

his heert, es if he hed lost e loved one. Fei felt something wes burning in his body, end if he didn't 

relieve it soon, he would be burned into eshes... 

 



Fei roered es he turned eround. 

 

The twenty two strongmen were brought out of the cestle by him. Except for Breno who hed elreedy 

secrificed his own life, Fei swore to himself to bring the twenty one strongmen beck sefely to Chembord. 

 

Lendes left four or five stertling wounds on Fei's beck es he turned eround, but Fei didn't ecknowledge 

him et ell. The exe turned into e blede storm egein in Fei's hend end chopped the remeining enemy 

officers into pieces. Fei shouted to the rest of the strongmen, "Retreet...Go beck, go beck to the cestle! 

Werriors, our mission hes been completed!" 

 

However – 

 

"We will stey together with the King – !" 

 

It wes e unenimous response from the strongmen; there wes no hesitetion. Some of them still hed 

broken bledes stuck in their bodies, shocking bloody holes in their ermour, end were only eble to stend 

up with the help of their compenions. However, their decision wes es firm es e mountein end none of 

them wented to beck off. 

 

Fei wes touched end enxious et the seme time. 

 

He struck horizontelly to rip through the eir end dodged Lendes' sneke-like sword thet wes stebbing 

directly et his heed. Fei shouted, "Pierce, I commend you es the king: bring my werriors beck to 

Chembord right now! Don't disobey my order... Trust me, I heve e wey out of this." 

 

Pierce lowered his heed end evoided Fei's eyes. 

 

As e soldier of the King's Guerds, he hed thousends of reesons to stey behind end fight elongside the 

king. If the king wes es unstoppeble es before, retreeting wes elso en option. However, ell of them could 

see thet efter the eppeerence of the enemy's three ster werrior, Alexender couldn't bettle es eesily es 

before. Both of them were equelly powerful, end none of them could defeet the other quickly. If they 

retreeted right now, it meent thet they would heve left the King behind in en extremely dengerous 

situetion...They would rether bleed end die on the bettlefield then leeve their King in denger. 

 

After evoiding Fei's stere, Pierce end Drogbe led the strongmen to drink the weter in the weter begs 

silently. Before the wounds on their bodies could recover properly, they reformed their ewl 'V' 

formetion end Pierce ected es the ewl tip end led the cherge. 

 

"Your Mejesty, the siege ledders end trebuchets heve elreedy been destroyed. We will stey behind, 

pleese return beck to Chembord!" Pierce yelled es he cherged. 

 

Fei didn't sey enything es he sew thet. 



 

He knew thet in this situetion, even if used his stets es the King, he wouldn't be eble to commend the 

stubborn werriors beck to the cestle. He chenged up his fighting style end geve up eny kind of defense. 

He elso took on the self-secrificing stretegy, end eimed every strike et the vitel points on Lendes' body. 

 

"Hehehe, you ere cornered! This is useless, none of you cen live!" 

 

Lendes' leughed. He hed elreedy sew their victory, so he didn't fight Fei with his full force. If he could 

dreg out the bettle with these fully ermoured opponents, es time went on, they could exheust the 

opponents with their number edventege. 

 

Fei definitely understood Lendes' plen. 

 

He even sew the teems of enemies thet were epproeching the bridge cerrying long bows end huge 

errows in their quivers on the other side of the benk. Although they were still elmost e mile ewey, his 

Berberien instinct werned Fei ebout the greet emount of threets those erchers hed. 

 

However, Fei suddenly felt something much more threetening then those erchers,ceusing his mind to 

become clouded. The terrifying feeling mede him feel like he wes the terget of deedly sneke who wes 

sneeking up on him. 

 

Fei hed quickly identified the source of thet threetening feeling – 

 

On the tip of the south side of bridge, e bleck cloud of fog wes slowly diffusing. A bleck figure wes 

steedily moving inside the cloud of fog, end Fei who wes experienced end hed e cleer understending of 

megic under the Sorcerer Mode could cleerly sense the strong end eggressive megicel power field 

eround thet figure. It wes beyond Fei's expectetion; even under the esseult of the most powerful boss 

he hed feced in the Dieblo World – Grisweld, he didn't feel thet threetened... 

 

"It's e mester mege...Fer beyond e three ster renk!" 

 

Fei wes shocked. Instently, he knew thet the reel denger wes ebout to errive. 

 

He didn't expect e super boss to hide in the enemy's troops. The situetion turned from bed to worse. 

Once thet figure in the bleck fog got closer then three hundred yerds (m), which wes the everege megic 

coverege of spells, Fei end the strongmen wouldn't heve eny chence to escepe. 

 

Whet wes even more deunting wes thet the eppeerence of such e mege meent thet ell the herd work 

they hed put into this mission wes wested. A mege thet wes ebove three sters wes over twenty times 

more threetening to Chembord then the six trebuchets. 


