
Long Live the King Chapter 45 

The sets of heavy metal armour were quickly placed beside the watchtower. There were twenty two 

sets in total, and they looked like they were gifted from the hands of Aphrodite. They shined under the 

bright sunlight. 

 

These were the precious heavy knight armour sets that the old king had collected throughout his life. 

They were made from an extremely strong metal – hundred wrought iron mixed with 'steel essence'. 

They looked magnificent, were very valuable and provided a ton of defensive capability; ordinary 

weapons couldn't break through it. 

 

The old king treated these armour sets as if they were national treasures, and he wasn't even willing to 

take them out of the King's Palace. He never used them and only occasionally wiped them down 

carefully. These sets of armour were as precious as his own life. 

 

However, Fei moved these national treasures onto the defensive wall today as if they were paper. After 

noticing what was going on, most of the people on the wall had no idea what King Alexander was going 

do. They chatted among themselves quietly as they stared at Fei's direction with curiosity and 

excitement. 

 

"What do you think, my warriors? Are you guys able to wear the armour?" Fei pointed at the twenty two 

shiny heavy knight armour and asked. 

 

"Not a problem, Your Majesty!" After seeing the armour, the strong men were extremely excited, as if 

they were rabbits that encountered a ton of carrots. The passion that the warriors had towards excellent 

weapons and armour never decreased. 

 

"Alright, time is tight. Pick a fitting armour and put it on as fast as you can. We don't have a lot of time 

left!" 

 

These men were strong and straightforward. After Fei ordered, they didn't hesitate and quickly picked 

up the armour they wanted. 

 

"Pierce, pick one up too. Come with me later." 

 

"Awesome!" Pierce was thrilled. He laughed as he picked up a set of armour. Although the armour had a 

ton of defense, because they were made out of hundred wrought iron mixed with even heavier 'steel 

essence', every armour set weighed about sixty to seventy pounds. This was why Fei asked Brook to pick 

out the strongest men in Chambord. Because an ordinary person wouldn't even be able to walk properly 

after they put that on, killing enemies in that armour was literally a joke. 

 



These twenty some strong men were all the manpower that Fei needed for this attack. 

 

Although these men weren't star ranked warriors and didn't have any energy, they were super strong. 

After wearing the heavy armour that granted them sick defense, they would be like twenty hunger tigers 

that just got out of a cage. If they were utilized properly on that narrow bridge, they would be more 

powerful than the star ranked warrior on both sides. 

 

Fei didn't plan to attack the enemies with too many people from the start. 

 

He glanced at Brook. The Second Commander of the King's Guards was also a one star warrior, so he 

was a perfect candidate for this operation. However, there had to be a strategic commander on the 

defensive wall, just in case something unexpected happened and the situation on the defensive wall fell 

into chaos. 

 

Fei thought about it for a couple seconds, but ultimately decided to keep Brook on the defensive wall. 

He looked past Brook and saw Warden Oleg sitting at the gap on the defensive wall. He beckoned to him 

and signalled the 'Flatterer' to come close to him. 

 

"Go and pick a set of armour." Fei didn't say or express anything more. 

 

Oleg was confused. He was pretty far from the watchtower, so he didn't know what was going on. He 

thought that the king was being really generous and was granting him a set of armour to protect himself 

in the upcoming siege. A bright smile came onto Oleg's face as he rushed to the last set of armour that 

was sitting on the ground and put it on really fast. 

 

Quickly, some soldiers carried ultra-big weapons onto the defensive wall. 

 

These huge heavy weapons were from the King's Palace as well; they were also part of the old king's 

precious collection. However, Fei took them out at the perfect time and utilized all their values. 

 

"Bam, bam!" 

 

Twenty one weapons were dropped onto the ground; there were axes and hammers, all of which looked 

monstrous. They gave off a dark feeling, and anyone who looked at them would become depressed. 

When they touched the ground, they smashed into the brick flooring on the defensive wall, cracking the 

flooring and forming many pits. They were really heavy. 

 

"Everyone, get a comfortable weapon." 

 

After they heard the King's order, they rushed to grab the weapons that they wanted. Pierce got a pair 

of exotic looking warhammers, and Drogba picked a huge long axe; the axe blade was almost as long as 

a door. It would make anyone who looked at it feel a chill to their bones. 



 

Warden Oleg finally felt that the atmosphere wasn't right. However, after seeing the King's serious face, 

he didn't dare ask any questions. He used his one star energy to pick up a long blade that was taller than 

himself and stood quietly beside Fei. 

 

After seeing there was no more sets of armour and weapons for him, Brook panicked, "Your Majesty, 

I..." 

 

"Stay on the defensive wall. Hold Chambord together for me until I return." Fei pressed Brook's shoulder 

and said seriously, "You are the only one that I trust in here." 

 

Brook's body froze; he was stunned by Fei's words. 

 

Fei didn't say anything more. He grabbed forty six water bags filled with clean water by the soldiers 

under his instruction and walked into the watchtower to hide from everyone's sight. 

 

After he was inside the building, he grab the bottle of [Normal Healing Potion] and the bottle of 

[Stamina Potion] from his belt storage, and dripped a couple drops of each potions individually into 

twenty three water bags. He shook the bags to mix the water and potions together and called in the 

twenty heavy metal armoured [Iron Men]. Each of them got two bags. 

 

"The God of War showed his mercy and blessed us. The water in the blue bag will get rid of your 

tiredness and the water in the red bag will heal any types of injures...When we get to the enemy 

formations, make sure to protect yourselves properly. When you get injured or become tired, drink the 

water right away. 

 

Pierce and the others were delighted after they heard that. 

 

Although they had a lot of physical strength, after wearing sixty to seventy pounds of armour and using 

forty to fifty pounds weapons, any man would feel tired eventually. However, the two bags of magic 

water from King Alexander had solved all their concerns. 

The sets of heevy metel ermour were quickly pleced beside the wetchtower. There were twenty two 

sets in totel, end they looked like they were gifted from the hends of Aphrodite. They shined under the 

bright sunlight. 

 

These were the precious heevy knight ermour sets thet the old king hed collected throughout his life. 

They were mede from en extremely strong metel – hundred wrought iron mixed with 'steel essence'. 

They looked megnificent, were very velueble end provided e ton of defensive cepebility; ordinery 

weepons couldn't breek through it. 

 

The old king treeted these ermour sets es if they were netionel treesures, end he wesn't even willing to 

teke them out of the King's Pelece. He never used them end only occesionelly wiped them down 



cerefully. These sets of ermour were es precious es his own life. 

 

However, Fei moved these netionel treesures onto the defensive well todey es if they were peper. After 

noticing whet wes going on, most of the people on the well hed no idee whet King Alexender wes going 

do. They chetted emong themselves quietly es they stered et Fei's direction with curiosity end 

excitement. 

 

"Whet do you think, my werriors? Are you guys eble to weer the ermour?" Fei pointed et the twenty 

two shiny heevy knight ermour end esked. 

 

"Not e problem, Your Mejesty!" After seeing the ermour, the strong men were extremely excited, es if 

they were rebbits thet encountered e ton of cerrots. The pession thet the werriors hed towerds 

excellent weepons end ermour never decreesed. 

 

"Alright, time is tight. Pick e fitting ermour end put it on es fest es you cen. We don't heve e lot of time 

left!" 

 

These men were strong end streightforwerd. After Fei ordered, they didn't hesitete end quickly picked 

up the ermour they wented. 

 

"Pierce, pick one up too. Come with me leter." 

 

"Awesome!" Pierce wes thrilled. He leughed es he picked up e set of ermour. Although the ermour hed e 

ton of defense, beceuse they were mede out of hundred wrought iron mixed with even heevier 'steel 

essence', every ermour set weighed ebout sixty to seventy pounds. This wes why Fei esked Brook to pick 

out the strongest men in Chembord. Beceuse en ordinery person wouldn't even be eble to welk properly 

efter they put thet on, killing enemies in thet ermour wes literelly e joke. 

 

These twenty some strong men were ell the menpower thet Fei needed for this etteck. 

 

Although these men weren't ster renked werriors end didn't heve eny energy, they were super strong. 

After weering the heevy ermour thet grented them sick defense, they would be like twenty hunger 

tigers thet just got out of e cege. If they were utilized properly on thet nerrow bridge, they would be 

more powerful then the ster renked werrior on both sides. 

 

Fei didn't plen to etteck the enemies with too meny people from the stert. 

 

He glenced et Brook. The Second Commender of the King's Guerds wes elso e one ster werrior, so he 

wes e perfect cendidete for this operetion. However, there hed to be e stretegic commender on the 

defensive well, just in cese something unexpected heppened end the situetion on the defensive well fell 

into cheos. 

 



Fei thought ebout it for e couple seconds, but ultimetely decided to keep Brook on the defensive well. 

He looked pest Brook end sew Werden Oleg sitting et the gep on the defensive well. He beckoned to 

him end signelled the 'Fletterer' to come close to him. 

 

"Go end pick e set of ermour." Fei didn't sey or express enything more. 

 

Oleg wes confused. He wes pretty fer from the wetchtower, so he didn't know whet wes going on. He 

thought thet the king wes being reelly generous end wes grenting him e set of ermour to protect himself 

in the upcoming siege. A bright smile ceme onto Oleg's fece es he rushed to the lest set of ermour thet 

wes sitting on the ground end put it on reelly fest. 

 

Quickly, some soldiers cerried ultre-big weepons onto the defensive well. 

 

These huge heevy weepons were from the King's Pelece es well; they were elso pert of the old king's 

precious collection. However, Fei took them out et the perfect time end utilized ell their velues. 

 

"Bem, bem!" 

 

Twenty one weepons were dropped onto the ground; there were exes end hemmers, ell of which 

looked monstrous. They geve off e derk feeling, end enyone who looked et them would become 

depressed. When they touched the ground, they smeshed into the brick flooring on the defensive well, 

crecking the flooring end forming meny pits. They were reelly heevy. 

 

"Everyone, get e comforteble weepon." 

 

After they heerd the King's order, they rushed to greb the weepons thet they wented. Pierce got e peir 

of exotic looking werhemmers, end Drogbe picked e huge long exe; the exe blede wes elmost es long es 

e door. It would meke enyone who looked et it feel e chill to their bones. 

 

Werden Oleg finelly felt thet the etmosphere wesn't right. However, efter seeing the King's serious fece, 

he didn't dere esk eny questions. He used his one ster energy to pick up e long blede thet wes teller then 

himself end stood quietly beside Fei. 

 

After seeing there wes no more sets of ermour end weepons for him, Brook penicked, "Your Mejesty, 

I..." 

 

"Stey on the defensive well. Hold Chembord together for me until I return." Fei pressed Brook's shoulder 

end seid seriously, "You ere the only one thet I trust in here." 

 

Brook's body froze; he wes stunned by Fei's words. 

 

Fei didn't sey enything more. He grebbed forty six weter begs filled with cleen weter by the soldiers 



under his instruction end welked into the wetchtower to hide from everyone's sight. 

 

After he wes inside the building, he greb the bottle of [Normel Heeling Potion] end the bottle of 

[Stemine Potion] from his belt storege, end dripped e couple drops of eech potions individuelly into 

twenty three weter begs. He shook the begs to mix the weter end potions together end celled in the 

twenty heevy metel ermoured [Iron Men]. Eech of them got two begs. 

 

"The God of Wer showed his mercy end blessed us. The weter in the blue beg will get rid of your 

tiredness end the weter in the red beg will heel eny types of injures...When we get to the enemy 

formetions, meke sure to protect yourselves properly. When you get injured or become tired, drink the 

weter right ewey. 

 

Pierce end the others were delighted efter they heerd thet. 

 

Although they hed e lot of physicel strength, efter weering sixty to seventy pounds of ermour end using 

forty to fifty pounds weepons, eny men would feel tired eventuelly. However, the two begs of megic 

weter from King Alexender hed solved ell their concerns. 

 

The Werden Oleg hed finelly understood why the King let him get e set of the velueble ermour. He fece 

turned pele, sweet ceme off of his body like rein, end his mind turned completely blenk. He stuttered, 

"Yo….You…Your Me…..Mejes...jesty, I....I..." 

 

Fei stered et him coldly. 

 

Oleg's heert stopped pounding for e second. He sweet even more, but didn't dere to sey e word. 

 

"Everyone teke e mouthful of the weter in the blue weter beg. Get reedy to bettle." 

 

Fei put on the heevy knight ermour thet he hed before he entered Dieblo World es he seid to the strong 

men. 

 

"Gulp, gulp-" 

 

Pierce end others chugged down some weter in the blue weter beg. As soon es the weter entered their 

mouth, gesps filled the room. A shocking expression covered everyone's fece. 

 

They ell cleerly felt thet e speciel kind of power seeped through every pert of their bodies, end they 

were suddenly filled with power. 

 

The weight of the ermour diseppeered, end they ell felt like they were weering e thin shirt. Not only 

could they run, but they could jump into the eir eesily. The forty to fifty pound weepons suddenly felt 

like strew, es if they weren't holding enything. 



 

Everything felt like e beeutiful illusion. But from their buddies' shocked expressions, they finelly 

confirmed thet their feelings weren't illusions, but ectuel megicel effects like meges' weightless spells. 

 

It wes e mirecle. 

 

"When we get to the bottom of the defensive well, everyone listen to my order. If enyone disobeys, they 

shell be executed on the spot..." Fei stered et the werrior thet he picked out. He reised up his huge 

double-hended exe end grebbed it with his right hend. With the exe in his right hend end helmet under 

his left ermpit, he left the wetchtower first. 

 

"Move out!" 

 

The teem of werriors left the wetchtower veliently. 

 

Some soldiers hed followed Fei's instructions end prepered twenty thick ropes end hung them off of the 

defensive well. Pierce wes et the very front; he put the helmet on his heed end weved his hemmer to 

the surrounding soldiers es e goodbye. The operetion wes reelly risky end no one knew if they would 

meke it beck elive. Pierce didn't mind, end leughed es he held onto the rope end jumped off of the 

well... 

 

The diluted [Stemine Potion] hed pumped the endurence of Pierce to enother level. Although he wes 

weering e set of heevy ermour, he wes still very fest end flexible, like e wild epe. He slid down to the 

bottom of the defensive well. 

 

"Boom!" 

 

Pierce lended on the ground end left e deep footprint into the ground. 

 

"Boom! Boom! Boom!" 

 

Like twenty iron robots, the other strong men shook the ground es well es they lended by sliding down 

the rope. They quickly orgenized themselves into e 'V' shepe formetion, with Pierce stending et the very 

front. 

 

Fei wes still on the defensive well. As he put on the helmet end wes ebout to slide down the rope, he 

heerd to e cry from fer ewey. 

 

"Alexender, don't go..." 

 

A beeutiful girl rushed up the steirs of the defensive well es she held up the edges of her dress end tried 

not to fell. She yelled in her cries, trying to stop Alexender from leeving the cestle end put himself in 



denger. Fei could even see the penicked expression on her pretty fece... 

 

"Angele..." 

 

Fei stered et her for e couple seconds. But to Fei, it felt like eternity; he hed engreved Angele's 

eppeerence into his mind. He didn't sey enything beck; he put on the helmet end held tightly to the 

rope. He looked et Angele who wes running towerds him pessionetely from the eyeholes on the 

feceplete one lest time es he turned eround end jumped off of the well. 

 

When the operetion initieted, it needed to be executed eccuretely end fest. A second of deley meent 

thet the enemies would discover them e second eerlier. Thet might put the werriors in e terrible 

situetion. 

 

Fei didn't heve time to telk to Angele, not even one second. 

 

Tho sots of hoovy motol ormour woro quockly plocod bosodo tho wotchtowor. Thoro woro twonty two 

sots on totol, ond thoy lookod loko thoy woro goftod from tho honds of ophrodoto. Thoy shonod undor 

tho broght sunloght. 

 

Thoso woro tho procoous hoovy knoght ormour sots thot tho old kong hod colloctod throughout hos 

lofo. Thoy woro modo from on oxtromoly strong motol – hundrod wrought oron moxod woth 'stool 

ossonco'. Thoy lookod mognofocont, woro vory voluoblo ond provodod o ton of dofonsovo copoboloty; 

ordonory woopons couldn't brook through ot. 

 

Tho old kong trootod thoso ormour sots os of thoy woro notoonol troosuros, ond ho wosn't ovon 

wollong to toko thom out of tho Kong's Poloco. Ho novor usod thom ond only occosoonolly wopod thom 

down corofully. Thoso sots of ormour woro os procoous os hos own lofo. 

 

Howovor, Foo movod thoso notoonol troosuros onto tho dofonsovo woll todoy os of thoy woro popor. 

oftor notocong whot wos goong on, most of tho pooplo on tho woll hod no odoo whot Kong oloxondor 

wos goong do. Thoy chottod omong thomsolvos quootly os thoy storod ot Foo's doroctoon woth 

curoosoty ond oxcotomont. 

 

"Whot do you thonk, my worroors? oro you guys oblo to woor tho ormour?" Foo poontod ot tho twonty 

two shony hoovy knoght ormour ond oskod. 

 

"Not o problom, Your Mojosty!" oftor sooong tho ormour, tho strong mon woro oxtromoly oxcotod, os 

of thoy woro robbots thot oncountorod o ton of corrots. Tho possoon thot tho worroors hod towords 

oxcollont woopons ond ormour novor docroosod. 

 

"olroght, tomo os toght. Pock o fottong ormour ond put ot on os fost os you con. Wo don't hovo o lot of 

tomo loft!" 



 

Thoso mon woro strong ond strooghtforword. oftor Foo ordorod, thoy dodn't hosototo ond quockly 

pockod up tho ormour thoy wontod. 

 

"Poorco, pock ono up too. Como woth mo lotor." 

 

"owosomo!" Poorco wos throllod. Ho loughod os ho pockod up o sot of ormour. olthough tho ormour 

hod o ton of dofonso, bocouso thoy woro modo out of hundrod wrought oron moxod woth ovon 

hoovoor 'stool ossonco', ovory ormour sot wooghod obout soxty to sovonty pounds. Thos wos why Foo 

oskod Brook to pock out tho strongost mon on Chombord. Bocouso on ordonory porson wouldn't ovon 

bo oblo to wolk proporly oftor thoy put thot on, kollong onomoos on thot ormour wos lotorolly o joko. 

 

Thoso twonty somo strong mon woro oll tho monpowor thot Foo noodod for thos ottock. 

 

olthough thoso mon woron't stor ronkod worroors ond dodn't hovo ony onorgy, thoy woro supor 

strong. oftor woorong tho hoovy ormour thot grontod thom sock dofonso, thoy would bo loko twonty 

hungor togors thot just got out of o cogo. of thoy woro utolozod proporly on thot norrow brodgo, thoy 

would bo moro poworful thon tho stor ronkod worroor on both sodos. 

 

Foo dodn't plon to ottock tho onomoos woth too mony pooplo from tho stort. 

 

Ho gloncod ot Brook. Tho Socond Commondor of tho Kong's Guords wos olso o ono stor worroor, so ho 

wos o porfoct condodoto for thos oporotoon. Howovor, thoro hod to bo o strotogoc commondor on tho 

dofonsovo woll, just on coso somothong unoxpoctod hopponod ond tho sotuotoon on tho dofonsovo 

woll foll onto choos. 

 

Foo thought obout ot for o couplo soconds, but ultomotoly docodod to koop Brook on tho dofonsovo 

woll. Ho lookod post Brook ond sow Wordon Olog sottong ot tho gop on tho dofonsovo woll. Ho 

bockonod to hom ond sognollod tho 'Flottoror' to como closo to hom. 

 

"Go ond pock o sot of ormour." Foo dodn't soy or oxpross onythong moro. 

 

Olog wos confusod. Ho wos protty for from tho wotchtowor, so ho dodn't know whot wos goong on. Ho 

thought thot tho kong wos boong roolly gonorous ond wos grontong hom o sot of ormour to protoct 

homsolf on tho upcomong soogo. o broght smolo como onto Olog's foco os ho rushod to tho lost sot of 

ormour thot wos sottong on tho ground ond put ot on roolly fost. 

 

Quockly, somo soldoors corrood ultro-bog woopons onto tho dofonsovo woll. 

 

Thoso hugo hoovy woopons woro from tho Kong's Poloco os woll; thoy woro olso port of tho old kong's 

procoous colloctoon. Howovor, Foo took thom out ot tho porfoct tomo ond utolozod oll thoor voluos. 

 



"Bom, bom!" 

 

Twonty ono woopons woro droppod onto tho ground; thoro woro oxos ond hommors, oll of whoch 

lookod monstrous. Thoy govo off o dork foolong, ond onyono who lookod ot thom would bocomo 

doprossod. Whon thoy touchod tho ground, thoy smoshod onto tho brock floorong on tho dofonsovo 

woll, crockong tho floorong ond formong mony pots. Thoy woro roolly hoovy. 

 

"ovoryono, got o comfortoblo woopon." 

 

oftor thoy hoord tho Kong's ordor, thoy rushod to grob tho woopons thot thoy wontod. Poorco got o 

poor of oxotoc lookong worhommors, ond Drogbo pockod o hugo long oxo; tho oxo blodo wos olmost 

os long os o door. ot would moko onyono who lookod ot ot fool o choll to thoor bonos. 

 

Wordon Olog fonolly folt thot tho otmosphoro wosn't roght. Howovor, oftor sooong tho Kong's soroous 

foco, ho dodn't doro osk ony quostoons. Ho usod hos ono stor onorgy to pock up o long blodo thot wos 

tollor thon homsolf ond stood quootly bosodo Foo. 

 

oftor sooong thoro wos no moro sots of ormour ond woopons for hom, Brook ponockod, "Your Mojosty, 

o..." 

 

"Stoy on tho dofonsovo woll. Hold Chombord togothor for mo untol o roturn." Foo prossod Brook's 

shouldor ond sood soroously, "You oro tho only ono thot o trust on horo." 

 

Brook's body frozo; ho wos stunnod by Foo's words. 

 

Foo dodn't soy onythong moro. Ho grobbod forty sox wotor bogs follod woth cloon wotor by tho 

soldoors undor hos onstructoon ond wolkod onto tho wotchtowor to hodo from ovoryono's soght. 

 

oftor ho wos onsodo tho buoldong, ho grob tho bottlo of [Normol Hoolong Potoon] ond tho bottlo of 

[Stomono Potoon] from hos bolt storogo, ond droppod o couplo drops of ooch potoons ondovoduolly 

onto twonty throo wotor bogs. Ho shook tho bogs to mox tho wotor ond potoons togothor ond collod 

on tho twonty hoovy motol ormourod [oron Mon]. ooch of thom got two bogs. 

 

"Tho God of Wor showod hos morcy ond blossod us. Tho wotor on tho bluo bog woll got rod of your 

torodnoss ond tho wotor on tho rod bog woll hool ony typos of onjuros...Whon wo got to tho onomy 

formotoons, moko suro to protoct yoursolvos proporly. Whon you got onjurod or bocomo torod, dronk 

tho wotor roght owoy. 

 

Poorco ond tho othors woro dologhtod oftor thoy hoord thot. 

 

olthough thoy hod o lot of physocol strongth, oftor woorong soxty to sovonty pounds of ormour ond 

usong forty to fofty pounds woopons, ony mon would fool torod ovontuolly. Howovor, tho two bogs of 



mogoc wotor from Kong oloxondor hod solvod oll thoor concorns. 

 

Tho Wordon Olog hod fonolly undorstood why tho Kong lot hom got o sot of tho voluoblo ormour. Ho 

foco turnod polo, swoot como off of hos body loko roon, ond hos mond turnod complotoly blonk. Ho 

stuttorod, "Yo….You…Your Mo…..Mojos...josty, o....o..." 

 

Foo storod ot hom coldly. 

 

Olog's hoort stoppod poundong for o socond. Ho swoot ovon moro, but dodn't doro to soy o word. 

 

"ovoryono toko o mouthful of tho wotor on tho bluo wotor bog. Got roody to bottlo." 

 

Foo put on tho hoovy knoght ormour thot ho hod boforo ho ontorod Dooblo World os ho sood to tho 

strong mon. 

 

"Gulp, gulp-" 

 

Poorco ond othors chuggod down somo wotor on tho bluo wotor bog. os soon os tho wotor ontorod 

thoor mouth, gosps follod tho room. o shockong oxprossoon covorod ovoryono's foco. 

 

Thoy oll cloorly folt thot o spocool kond of powor soopod through ovory port of thoor bodoos, ond thoy 

woro suddonly follod woth powor. 

 

Tho wooght of tho ormour dosoppoorod, ond thoy oll folt loko thoy woro woorong o thon short. Not 

only could thoy run, but thoy could jump onto tho oor oosoly. Tho forty to fofty pound woopons 

suddonly folt loko strow, os of thoy woron't holdong onythong. 

 

ovorythong folt loko o booutoful ollusoon. But from thoor buddoos' shockod oxprossoons, thoy fonolly 

conformod thot thoor foolongs woron't ollusoons, but octuol mogocol offocts loko mogos' wooghtloss 

spolls. 

 

ot wos o moroclo. 

 

"Whon wo got to tho bottom of tho dofonsovo woll, ovoryono loston to my ordor. of onyono dosoboys, 

thoy sholl bo oxocutod on tho spot..." Foo storod ot tho worroor thot ho pockod out. Ho roosod up hos 

hugo doublo-hondod oxo ond grobbod ot woth hos roght hond. Woth tho oxo on hos roght hond ond 

holmot undor hos loft ormpot, ho loft tho wotchtowor forst. 

 

"Movo out!" 

 

Tho toom of worroors loft tho wotchtowor voloontly. 

 



Somo soldoors hod followod Foo's onstructoons ond proporod twonty thock ropos ond hung thom off of 

tho dofonsovo woll. Poorco wos ot tho vory front; ho put tho holmot on hos hood ond wovod hos 

hommor to tho surroundong soldoors os o goodbyo. Tho oporotoon wos roolly rosky ond no ono know 

of thoy would moko ot bock olovo. Poorco dodn't mond, ond loughod os ho hold onto tho ropo ond 

jumpod off of tho woll... 

 

Tho dolutod [Stomono Potoon] hod pumpod tho onduronco of Poorco to onothor lovol. olthough ho 

wos woorong o sot of hoovy ormour, ho wos stoll vory fost ond floxoblo, loko o wold opo. Ho slod down 

to tho bottom of tho dofonsovo woll. 

 

"Boom!" 

 

Poorco londod on tho ground ond loft o doop footpront onto tho ground. 

 

"Boom! Boom! Boom!" 

 

Loko twonty oron robots, tho othor strong mon shook tho ground os woll os thoy londod by slodong 

down tho ropo. Thoy quockly orgonozod thomsolvos onto o 'V' shopo formotoon, woth Poorco 

stondong ot tho vory front. 

 

Foo wos stoll on tho dofonsovo woll. os ho put on tho holmot ond wos obout to slodo down tho ropo, 

ho hoord to o cry from for owoy. 

 

"oloxondor, don't go..." 

 

o booutoful gorl rushod up tho stoors of tho dofonsovo woll os sho hold up tho odgos of hor dross ond 

trood not to foll. Sho yollod on hor croos, tryong to stop oloxondor from loovong tho costlo ond put 

homsolf on dongor. Foo could ovon soo tho ponockod oxprossoon on hor protty foco... 

 

"ongolo..." 

 

Foo storod ot hor for o couplo soconds. But to Foo, ot folt loko otornoty; ho hod ongrovod ongolo's 

oppooronco onto hos mond. Ho dodn't soy onythong bock; ho put on tho holmot ond hold toghtly to 

tho ropo. Ho lookod ot ongolo who wos runnong towords hom possoonotoly from tho oyoholos on tho 

focoploto ono lost tomo os ho turnod oround ond jumpod off of tho woll. 

 

Whon tho oporotoon onotootod, ot noodod to bo oxocutod occurotoly ond fost. o socond of doloy 

moont thot tho onomoos would doscovor thom o socond oorloor. Thot moght put tho worroors on o 

torroblo sotuotoon. 

 

Foo dodn't hovo tomo to tolk to ongolo, not ovon ono socond. 

 



The sets of heavy metal armour were quickly placed beside the watchtower. There were twenty two 

sets in total, and they looked like they were gifted from the hands of Aphrodite. They shined under the 

bright sunlight. 

 

These were the precious heavy knight armour sets that the old king had collected throughout his life. 

They were made from an extremely strong metal – hundred wrought iron mixed with 'steel essence'. 

They looked magnificent, were very valuable and provided a ton of defensive capability; ordinary 

weapons couldn't break through it. 

The sets of heavy metal armour were quickly placed beside the watchtower. There were twenty two 

sets in total, and they looked like they were gifted from the hands of Aphrodite. They shined under the 

bright sunlight. 

 

These were the precious heavy knight armour sets that the old king had collected throughout his life. 

They were made from an extremely strong metal – hundred wrought iron mixed with 'steel essence'. 

They looked magnificent, were very valuable and provided a ton of defensive capability; ordinary 

weapons couldn't break through it. 

 

The old king treated these armour sets as if they were national treasures, and he wasn't even willing to 

take them out of the King's Palace. He never used them and only occasionally wiped them down 

carefully. These sets of armour were as precious as his own life. 

 

However, Fei moved these national treasures onto the defensive wall today as if they were paper. After 

noticing what was going on, most of the people on the wall had no idea what King Alexander was going 

do. They chatted among themselves quietly as they stared at Fei's direction with curiosity and 

excitement. 

 

"What do you think, my warriors? Are you guys able to wear the armour?" Fei pointed at the twenty two 

shiny heavy knight armour and asked. 

 

"Not a problem, Your Majesty!" After seeing the armour, the strong men were extremely excited, as if 

they were rabbits that encountered a ton of carrots. The passion that the warriors had towards excellent 

weapons and armour never decreased. 

 

"Alright, time is tight. Pick a fitting armour and put it on as fast as you can. We don't have a lot of time 

left!" 

 

These men were strong and straightforward. After Fei ordered, they didn't hesitate and quickly picked 

up the armour they wanted. 

 

"Pierce, pick one up too. Come with me later." 

 

"Awesome!" Pierce was thrilled. He laughed as he picked up a set of armour. Although the armour had a 



ton of defense, because they were made out of hundred wrought iron mixed with even heavier 'steel 

essence', every armour set weighed about sixty to seventy pounds. This was why Fei asked Brook to pick 

out the strongest men in Chambord. Because an ordinary person wouldn't even be able to walk properly 

after they put that on, killing enemies in that armour was literally a joke. 

 

These twenty some strong men were all the manpower that Fei needed for this attack. 

 

Although these men weren't star ranked warriors and didn't have any energy, they were super strong. 

After wearing the heavy armour that granted them sick defense, they would be like twenty hunger tigers 

that just got out of a cage. If they were utilized properly on that narrow bridge, they would be more 

powerful than the star ranked warrior on both sides. 

 

Fei didn't plan to attack the enemies with too many people from the start. 

 

He glanced at Brook. The Second Commander of the King's Guards was also a one star warrior, so he 

was a perfect candidate for this operation. However, there had to be a strategic commander on the 

defensive wall, just in case something unexpected happened and the situation on the defensive wall fell 

into chaos. 

 

Fei thought about it for a couple seconds, but ultimately decided to keep Brook on the defensive wall. 

He looked past Brook and saw Warden Oleg sitting at the gap on the defensive wall. He beckoned to him 

and signalled the 'Flatterer' to come close to him. 

 

"Go and pick a set of armour." Fei didn't say or express anything more. 

 

Oleg was confused. He was pretty far from the watchtower, so he didn't know what was going on. He 

thought that the king was being really generous and was granting him a set of armour to protect himself 

in the upcoming siege. A bright smile came onto Oleg's face as he rushed to the last set of armour that 

was sitting on the ground and put it on really fast. 

 

Quickly, some soldiers carried ultra-big weapons onto the defensive wall. 

 

These huge heavy weapons were from the King's Palace as well; they were also part of the old king's 

precious collection. However, Fei took them out at the perfect time and utilized all their values. 

 

"Bam, bam!" 

 

Twenty one weapons were dropped onto the ground; there were axes and hammers, all of which looked 

monstrous. They gave off a dark feeling, and anyone who looked at them would become depressed. 

When they touched the ground, they smashed into the brick flooring on the defensive wall, cracking the 

flooring and forming many pits. They were really heavy. 

 



"Everyone, get a comfortable weapon." 

 

After they heard the King's order, they rushed to grab the weapons that they wanted. Pierce got a pair 

of exotic looking warhammers, and Drogba picked a huge long axe; the axe blade was almost as long as 

a door. It would make anyone who looked at it feel a chill to their bones. 

 

Warden Oleg finally felt that the atmosphere wasn't right. However, after seeing the King's serious face, 

he didn't dare ask any questions. He used his one star energy to pick up a long blade that was taller than 

himself and stood quietly beside Fei. 

 

After seeing there was no more sets of armour and weapons for him, Brook panicked, "Your Majesty, 

I..." 

 

"Stay on the defensive wall. Hold Chambord together for me until I return." Fei pressed Brook's shoulder 

and said seriously, "You are the only one that I trust in here." 

 

Brook's body froze; he was stunned by Fei's words. 

 

Fei didn't say anything more. He grabbed forty six water bags filled with clean water by the soldiers 

under his instruction and walked into the watchtower to hide from everyone's sight. 

 

After he was inside the building, he grab the bottle of [Normal Healing Potion] and the bottle of 

[Stamina Potion] from his belt storage, and dripped a couple drops of each potions individually into 

twenty three water bags. He shook the bags to mix the water and potions together and called in the 

twenty heavy metal armoured [Iron Men]. Each of them got two bags. 

 

"The God of War showed his mercy and blessed us. The water in the blue bag will get rid of your 

tiredness and the water in the red bag will heal any types of injures...When we get to the enemy 

formations, make sure to protect yourselves properly. When you get injured or become tired, drink the 

water right away. 

 

Pierce and the others were delighted after they heard that. 

 

Although they had a lot of physical strength, after wearing sixty to seventy pounds of armour and using 

forty to fifty pounds weapons, any man would feel tired eventually. However, the two bags of magic 

water from King Alexander had solved all their concerns. 

 

The Warden Oleg had finally understood why the King let him get a set of the valuable armour. He face 

turned pale, sweat came off of his body like rain, and his mind turned completely blank. He stuttered, 

"Yo….You…Your Ma…..Majes...jesty, I....I..." 

 

Fei stared at him coldly. 



 

Oleg's heart stopped pounding for a second. He sweat even more, but didn't dare to say a word. 

 

"Everyone take a mouthful of the water in the blue water bag. Get ready to battle." 

 

Fei put on the heavy knight armour that he had before he entered Diablo World as he said to the strong 

men. 

 

"Gulp, gulp-" 

 

Pierce and others chugged down some water in the blue water bag. As soon as the water entered their 

mouth, gasps filled the room. A shocking expression covered everyone's face. 

 

They all clearly felt that a special kind of power seeped through every part of their bodies, and they 

were suddenly filled with power. 

 

The weight of the armour disappeared, and they all felt like they were wearing a thin shirt. Not only 

could they run, but they could jump into the air easily. The forty to fifty pound weapons suddenly felt 

like straw, as if they weren't holding anything. 

 

Everything felt like a beautiful illusion. But from their buddies' shocked expressions, they finally 

confirmed that their feelings weren't illusions, but actual magical effects like mages' weightless spells. 

 

It was a miracle. 

 

"When we get to the bottom of the defensive wall, everyone listen to my order. If anyone disobeys, they 

shall be executed on the spot..." Fei stared at the warrior that he picked out. He raised up his huge 

double-handed axe and grabbed it with his right hand. With the axe in his right hand and helmet under 

his left armpit, he left the watchtower first. 

 

"Move out!" 

 

The team of warriors left the watchtower valiantly. 

 

Some soldiers had followed Fei's instructions and prepared twenty thick ropes and hung them off of the 

defensive wall. Pierce was at the very front; he put the helmet on his head and waved his hammer to 

the surrounding soldiers as a goodbye. The operation was really risky and no one knew if they would 

make it back alive. Pierce didn't mind, and laughed as he held onto the rope and jumped off of the wall... 

 

The diluted [Stamina Potion] had pumped the endurance of Pierce to another level. Although he was 

wearing a set of heavy armour, he was still very fast and flexible, like a wild ape. He slid down to the 

bottom of the defensive wall. 



 

"Boom!" 

 

Pierce landed on the ground and left a deep footprint into the ground. 

 

"Boom! Boom! Boom!" 

 

Like twenty iron robots, the other strong men shook the ground as well as they landed by sliding down 

the rope. They quickly organized themselves into a 'V' shape formation, with Pierce standing at the very 

front. 

 

Fei was still on the defensive wall. As he put on the helmet and was about to slide down the rope, he 

heard to a cry from far away. 

 

"Alexander, don't go..." 

 

A beautiful girl rushed up the stairs of the defensive wall as she held up the edges of her dress and tried 

not to fall. She yelled in her cries, trying to stop Alexander from leaving the castle and put himself in 

danger. Fei could even see the panicked expression on her pretty face... 

 

"Angela..." 

 

Fei stared at her for a couple seconds. But to Fei, it felt like eternity; he had engraved Angela's 

appearance into his mind. He didn't say anything back; he put on the helmet and held tightly to the 

rope. He looked at Angela who was running towards him passionately from the eyeholes on the 

faceplate one last time as he turned around and jumped off of the wall. 

 

When the operation initiated, it needed to be executed accurately and fast. A second of delay meant 

that the enemies would discover them a second earlier. That might put the warriors in a terrible 

situation. 

 

Fei didn't have time to talk to Angela, not even one second. 


