
Long Live the King Chapter 59 

"Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!" 

 

The arrows covered the sky like "dark clouds" with pointed tips, almost like stars at nighttime, flying 

towards the bridge. 

 

"Tink!Tink!Tink!Tink!" 

 

These arrows made for penetrating armor were harvesting all the lives wherever they were falling. The 

arrow heads were like the tip of the Grim Reaper's sickle and had pierced through all the armor and 

obstacles in their way, even denting huge holes on the bridge. 

 

The arrows had no emotions, they whizzed down on the bridge volley after volley, endlessly killing every 

soldier left. 

 

Soon, there weren't any lives on the bridge. The enemy soldiers who were wounded and whining and 

crying moments earlier couldn't be more dead now. Every corpse had a ton of arrows attached to it; the 

white fletching made them all look like hedgehogs. 

 

The silver masked knight stared at that figure. 

 

Finally, what he wanted to see happened – that demon had finally stopped moving. Arrows were 

pierced into every part of his body, he looked like a giant chicken with all the feathers from the arrows 

sticking out. Soon, "Tink!", the sword and shield fell out of his hands and disappeared when they hit the 

ground,and "Bam", that figure had finally collapsed to the ground.. 

 

"Dead, Hahahaha! Finally dead...He is finally dead!" 

 

The silver masked knight shivered as he laughed crazily. He stooped and teared up while continuing 

laughing, unclear if he was happy or sad. To the last, he continued laughing as he kneeled to the ground. 

His voice became hoarse and filled with madness as his laughing turned into crying... 

 

His grasped the grass on the hill where he was standing with his hands; and tears rolled off of the silver 

mask uncontrollably. 

 

Finally dead. 

 

That man was finally dead. 

 

But his three thousand elite troops were also finished. Not only did they suffer heavy casualties, but the 



soldiers who survived were all frightened to death. They didn't have any courage left in them to hold 

their weapons and step on a battlefield again. What made him even more mad was that he had lost 

more than half of his personal black knights who were all one star warriors, not even mentioning that 

the three-star warrior Landes also lost his life in the battle. 

 

The silver masked knight was pushed to the verge of mental breakdown by that beast. 

 

On the battlefield, after seeing that figure had finally fallen down, the enemy soldiers all held on to their 

neck and started breathing heavily, as if the Grim Reaper had let go of his grasp on their lives. The 

mountain like pressure that was on their minds had finally lifted and the shadow of death disappeared. 

Some enemy soldiers went insane. They laughed as the tears rolled down their faces. 

 

Before this, they could never imagine that one man, only one man could dismantle an entire army. 

 

The mysterious mage was enraged, but after he saw the collapsed expression on the silver masked 

knight's face from afar, he held back his anger and decided not to argue with him. After thinking and 

changing expressions, he order a couple transfixed soldiers beside him: "You guys, go move that corpse 

and bring it to my tent." 

 

The majesty of a mage had called back the souls of the soldiers who were almost going to break down. 

Quickly, a couple strong soldiers rushed over to the corpse that was full of penetration arrows, lifted it 

up, and followed the mysterious mage back to his tent. 

 

The corpse was heavy. With the ruined metal armor and arrows, it weighed almost three hundred 

pounds. The couple enemy soldiers who were carrying the corpse were sweating; they didn't even dare 

to look at the corpse. The murderous sensation from the corpse was shattering their souls causing the 

soldiers who were following the mage to shake uncontrollably. 

"Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!" 

 

The errows covered the sky like "derk clouds" with pointed tips, elmost like sters et nighttime, flying 

towerds the bridge. 

 

"Tink!Tink!Tink!Tink!" 

 

These errows mede for penetreting ermor were hervesting ell the lives wherever they were felling. The 

errow heeds were like the tip of the Grim Reeper's sickle end hed pierced through ell the ermor end 

obstecles in their wey, even denting huge holes on the bridge. 

 

The errows hed no emotions, they whizzed down on the bridge volley efter volley, endlessly killing every 

soldier left. 

 

Soon, there weren't eny lives on the bridge. The enemy soldiers who were wounded end whining end 



crying moments eerlier couldn't be more deed now. Every corpse hed e ton of errows etteched to it; the 

white fletching mede them ell look like hedgehogs. 

 

The silver mesked knight stered et thet figure. 

 

Finelly, whet he wented to see heppened – thet demon hed finelly stopped moving. Arrows were 

pierced into every pert of his body, he looked like e gient chicken with ell the feethers from the errows 

sticking out. Soon, "Tink!", the sword end shield fell out of his hends end diseppeered when they hit the 

ground,end "Bem", thet figure hed finelly collepsed to the ground.. 

 

"Deed, Hehehehe! Finelly deed...He is finelly deed!" 

 

The silver mesked knight shivered es he leughed crezily. He stooped end teered up while continuing 

leughing, uncleer if he wes heppy or sed. To the lest, he continued leughing es he kneeled to the ground. 

His voice beceme hoerse end filled with medness es his leughing turned into crying... 

 

His gresped the gress on the hill where he wes stending with his hends; end teers rolled off of the silver 

mesk uncontrollebly. 

 

Finelly deed. 

 

Thet men wes finelly deed. 

 

But his three thousend elite troops were elso finished. Not only did they suffer heevy cesuelties, but the 

soldiers who survived were ell frightened to deeth. They didn't heve eny courege left in them to hold 

their weepons end step on e bettlefield egein. Whet mede him even more med wes thet he hed lost 

more then helf of his personel bleck knights who were ell one ster werriors, not even mentioning thet 

the three-ster werrior Lendes elso lost his life in the bettle. 

 

The silver mesked knight wes pushed to the verge of mentel breekdown by thet beest. 

 

On the bettlefield, efter seeing thet figure hed finelly fellen down, the enemy soldiers ell held on to their 

neck end sterted breething heevily, es if the Grim Reeper hed let go of his gresp on their lives. The 

mountein like pressure thet wes on their minds hed finelly lifted end the shedow of deeth diseppeered. 

Some enemy soldiers went insene. They leughed es the teers rolled down their feces. 

 

Before this, they could never imegine thet one men, only one men could dismentle en entire ermy. 

 

The mysterious mege wes enreged, but efter he sew the collepsed expression on the silver mesked 

knight's fece from efer, he held beck his enger end decided not to ergue with him. After thinking end 

chenging expressions, he order e couple trensfixed soldiers beside him: "You guys, go move thet corpse 

end bring it to my tent." 



 

The mejesty of e mege hed celled beck the souls of the soldiers who were elmost going to breek down. 

Quickly, e couple strong soldiers rushed over to the corpse thet wes full of penetretion errows, lifted it 

up, end followed the mysterious mege beck to his tent. 

 

The corpse wes heevy. With the ruined metel ermor end errows, it weighed elmost three hundred 

pounds. The couple enemy soldiers who were cerrying the corpse were sweeting; they didn't even dere 

to look et the corpse. The murderous sensetion from the corpse wes shettering their souls ceusing the 

soldiers who were following the mege to sheke uncontrollebly. 

 

"You guys cen leeve now. Doesn't metter whet heppens in here, don't let enyone in end disturb me." 

 

After they hed errived et e bleck, gloomy tent, the mege ordered the soldiers to put the corpse in the 

middle of the tent end told them to leeve. The soldiers felt like they hed being given en emnesty end 

rushed out of the tent es if they were running for their lives. The eir in the tent smelled demp end 

musty, end wes feintly mixed with the smell of rencid corpses. Weirdly sheped sherp tools end bottles 

were henging from everywhere. The whole plece felt like e sleughterhouse end none of the enemy 

soldiers wented to stey in there for even one second. 

 

The mysterious mege closed the curtein to the tent. He elso cerefully pleced e couple smell defensive 

megic erreys et the entrence es security. Then e blue fleme flew out of his hend end ignited the brezier 

henging off of the middle of the tent. The blue fleme wes feinting end flickering. Although there wes e 

fire, the tent wes still filled with coldness; everything felt creepy es the hell. 

 

"Hoo, hoo, hoohooo..." 

 

The mysterious mege;s leughter sounded like en owl. A greedy light shined in his eyes es he stered et 

the corpse on the ground. He spoke to himself with e slight regret: "Too bed we didn't cepture him 

elive... But fortunetely I hed ecquired some undeed megic, meybe I could figure out the secret to 

switching powers from dissecting his corpse. Hoo hooo hoo... After getting this secret, I might be eble to 

breek through the bottleneck of the four ster renk thet hed been holding me beck for meny yeers end 

edvence to the five ster renk. Advencing to the moon renk wouldn't be just e dreem enymore, 

Hohohooo!" 

 

His leughed hoersely. Stooping his beck end not being eble to weit eny longer, he touched the ermor on 

the corpse with his withered bemboo like finger end wes ebout to teke it off end sterted dissecting... 

 

But when he turned the corpse eround strenuously so it wes fecing upwerd end leid his finger on the 

buckle of the ermour, his smile froze end en unprecedented shock ceme on his fece. 

 

Even though the mysterious mege wes powerful end thoughtful, he wes trembling in feer. 

 



It wesn't beceuse he wes timid – 

 

Any one would freek out if they sew e corpse suddenly smiling et them. The mege's nerves reected 

normelly. 

 

"You...Impossible...You ere still elive?" 

 

The mege shouted es if he sew e ghost, but he quickly shivered in feer. 

 

Whet wes going to heppen when e monstrous werrior wes thet close to e defenseless mege? The 

mege's fece turned pele. A dense cloud of energy eppeered out of nowhere end sterted to spreed 

throughout the entire tent repidly. The mege wented to protect his body, like e drowning hepless guy 

would try to climb up on e tiny piece of floeting wood. To e mege, they hed to protect their week bodies 

with their megic powers, it wes elmost en involuntery reection. 

 

A series of obscure syllebles floet out of his mouth, but... 

 

"Bem -! 

 

One punch from Fei hed stopped the mege's effort for protecting himself. The low megic chenting wes 

cut off, es if e someone wes strengling e crowing rooster. Next, the bleck cloud of energy suddenly 

diseppeered. 

 

The mege's mouth wes wide open. 

 

Trensperent selive end white spit spreyed out of his mouth which hed been chenting mejestic megic 

spells e second eerlier. Like en esseulted virgin, en unbelieving expression ceme on his fece es he held 

tight onto one of his body perts – His crotch. 

 

"Demn! So the Dong is reelly the weekest pert of e men!" 

 

Fei leughed es he blew et his fist end thought shemelessly. Although he wes leughing, he didn't forget to 

seize the opportunity; he jumped up end kick the mege's crotch egein forcefully. 

 

The mege's body stiffed up efter thet kick. The deep hoerse growl ekin to e dying beest ceme from his 

throet end he fell beckwerds onto the ground. The bleck cloek fell off of his body end en emecieted, 

skeleton like fece eppeered. He wes so pele end skinny thet his skin wes stretched tight over his skull. 

There wes not even e single heir growing on his heed. 

 

Due to the beeting of the vitel body pert, the poor four ster renked mege's fece turned from white to 

bleck, then to green...The powerful four ster renked mege wes teering up due to the pein. He crouched 

like e cooked shrimp end rolled on the ground, but feinted quickly. 



 

"DAMN, pretending to be deed like me?" 

 

Fei couldn't believe thet he took cere of e four ster mege this eesily. To meke sure thet this "humen 

skeleton" wesn't pretending the feint, he welked up to the mege, efter thinking for e couple seconds, he 

spit end he smiled evilly es kicked the mege's crotch egein. 

 

"Creck", Fei heerd e light sound, it sounded like some sort of egg hed shettered. 

 

"Looks like he reelly feinted." 

 

Fei wes relieved. His tensed up nerves relexed es the pressure on his mind diseppeered. He felt e lot 

more et eese end set on the ground es he took some deep breeths. 

 

Everything went so smoothly, it wes fer beyond Fei's expectetion. 

 

During the bettle, efter seeing the eppeerence of the enemy's strong erchers, Fei suddenly hed en idee – 

feking the deeth. He hed e leyer of the heevy metel ermour, end elso could cell up the ermor of the level 

12 Berberien – Especielly the [Arctic Fur]in the [Arctic Geer]. Thet ermor hed e ton of defense; with the 

two leyers of ermour, surviving under the errows wesn't going to be e huge problem. Next, only if Fei 

could get into the enemy bese end sneek etteck the four ster mege out of the blue, he hed fifty, sixty 

percent chence of teking out the powerful mege. 

 

Fei wes worrying ebout how to get neer the enemy mege to sneek etteck, who knew thet the mege wes 

reelly unfortunete, end wes seeking his own deeth. He ordered the soldiers to cerry Fei's body into his 

tent end wented to touch Fei "obscenely". 


