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Of course, things were not as simple as Ram had described. After they mistakenly fell into the trap and suddenly disappeared, the suffering endured by Ogrimmar and the Silver Moon Wolf Clan could not be summarized in just a few words.
The Silver Moon Wolf Clan bore the brunt of it.
After the trap was triggered, the werewolf soldiers who had followed Wu Qingsong and Nina were alarmed, but they never expected that those who attacked them were their own familiar clansmen. The soldiers were ambushed in their panic, and none survived.
Subsequently, the possessed patrol members returned to the valley and began another round of relocation.
These possessors sent by the True Scarlet Demon Lord numbered fewer than forty, yet they successfully took control of nearly all the upper echelons before the truth was uncovered. Then, they began spreading rumors among the werewolves, sowing chaos, and directing blame toward Ogrimmar.
"Princess Nina was killed by that Tagready!"
"Princess Nina was killed by Tagready for resisting his advances!"
"They want to kill us too!"
"Avenge Her Highness!"
Such rumors quickly spread among the Silver Moon Wolf Clan. The incidents of "refugees" and werewolves dying under mysterious circumstances were overlooked, as the rumors were spread by the higher-ups. The simple-minded werewolves, who already harbored resentment toward Ogrimmar, were easily incited. They took up arms and, under the guidance of these "people," marched toward Ogrimmar.
Amid this chaos, though some harbored doubts, their voices held no weight before the elders and leaders. Some were even labeled as Ogrimmar's lackeys, beaten, or imprisoned.
Fortunately, the valley where the werewolves hid was far enough from Ogrimmar that their impulsive rage cooled somewhat. Meanwhile, Ogrimmar’s patrols quickly noticed the horde of approaching werewolves and managed to evacuate the scattered residents outside the city back inside.
Ram and Daryl couldn’t comprehend what was happening. They couldn’t understand why their clansmen had suddenly become so unreasonable. They also refused to believe that Wu Qingsong would kill Nina because he wanted to "assault" her.
Thanks to their desperate pleas, the werewolves' advance halted outside Ogrimmar’s walls. It was then that Harold noticed something unusual about the elders and leaders.
Ram and Daryl risked returning to their people to persuade them to retreat and uncover the truth.
The possessors seized this opportunity to try and control them, attempting to take over their bodies. Fortunately, Daryl, warned in advance by Harold, was prepared. He activated the Magic Artifact he carried and killed two possessors, exposing the revolting Mind-Control Insectoids to the werewolves.
Fear spread among the werewolves—no one knew if their companions were also such monsters. Ram and Harold had no choice but to deploy the Houndmen to separate and detain the werewolves, especially the elders and leaders.
The disaster was quelled before it could escalate further. Ram immediately sent people to search for Wu Qingsong and Nina, only to find a ruined Magic Circle and the slain werewolf soldiers.
This outcome enraged the Houndmen. Had Harold and Angus not restrained them, and had Morin not intervened in the name of God Xuan Yuan, another riot might have erupted. Under their intense pressure, the news of Wu Qingsong's disappearance was forcibly suppressed. Everyone’s attention turned to identifying the remaining possessors.
The trail soon led them to the unidentified werewolf refugees, and then to the inexplicably deceased werewolf soldiers. These discoveries plunged the werewolves into a state of terror and mutual suspicion. Though Ram and Harold deduced there were no more than forty possessors, that was enough to breed doubt, fear, and division among all werewolves.
The werewolves grew distrustful of one another, even afraid to interact. Friendly fire became common, while the few possessors hidden among ordinary werewolves switched hosts, spreading death and sustaining the fear.
It wasn’t until a month later that Morin devised a method to identify the possessors—using the severely suspected elders and leaders as test subjects.
The Mind-Control Insectoids were physically weak, whereas the werewolves boasted robust bodies. Morin administered a slightly toxic plant as a screening agent. Ordinary werewolves fell into a coma but could be revived with an antidote, while the Insectoids—possessing strong psychic power but frail bodies—succumbed to the same dose, dying before the werewolves.
Using this method, Ram and Harold spent an entire month identifying all thirty-seven possessors. Knowing escape was impossible, the possessors fought to the death and finally revealed Wu Qingsong and Nina’s fate—they had been transported to the True Scarlet Demon Lord, becoming its prey.
Ram personally killed the laughing possessed, dragged out the Mind-Control Insectoid, and minced it into pulp before collapsing.
They faced a dire choice.
Wu Qingsong wouldn’t die or be harmed, but Ling and Liuli, having experienced that earlier ordeal, knew the True Scarlet Demon Lord’s strength. A single crystal summoned from the Abyss had been enough to imprison them. Had Marquis Osaga not arrived in time to shatter it, the outcome would have been disastrous.
Nina, however, was unlikely to survive, and Wu Qingsong might be imprisoned forever. This outcome was unacceptable to all who knew, especially the three girls who had just married Wu Qingsong and hadn’t even begun their happy lives.
They had no leads or ideas on how to save their husband.
"He will return," Ram could only say to encourage them, numb herself, and shoulder her responsibilities as a wife.
She, Harold, and Daryl debated tirelessly for days. The news of Wu Qingsong’s disappearance couldn’t be hidden forever. Under the laws of The Empire, Beastmen like them had no right to inherit or protect what Wu Qingsong had left behind.
Ogrimmar’s wealth was renowned in Esola and even Liniconia. If Wu Qingsong’s disappearance became public knowledge, they would be powerless against the swarming looters—let alone protect themselves.
Finally, they decided that Daryl would lead the shattered and hopeless Silver Moon Wolf Clan north into the wilderness in search of survival, while Ram would seek out their only known and trusted ally—the half-elf Xiella—to persuade her to take charge of the 13th Hunting Brigade.
Harold quietly began relocating people and assets but had to move cautiously to avoid detection. By the time emissaries from Marquis Osaga uncovered the truth, only the talented Beastgirls and some skilled craftsmen had been evacuated.
The Liniconians swarmed in, sealing off Ogrimmar with unprecedented efficiency to carve out a piece of the prize. Without Marquis Osaga’s intervention, even the Houndmen and their families might not have escaped—let alone their property.
"All the Deerfolk, Ratfolk, and Rabbitfolk were forcibly detained—they claimed our liberation of slaves was illegal and invalid, that those individuals remained Ogrimmar’s property. We paid a hefty ransom and had Xiella personally leave threatening letters by their pillows just to free the soldiers’ families."
Wu Qingsong clenched his fists, barely suppressing the urge to flip the table. He knew Ram and the others had done their utmost within the Elven Empire’s oppressive system.
"You’ve done well," he said, forcing a smile for Ram, Ling, Xiella, Harold, Angus, and the others. "They will pay. What they took from us, they’ll repay tenfold, a hundredfold—or with their lives."
Over the past eight and a half months, he had slaughtered tens of thousands of Insectoids and even forced a mighty Abyss Demon Lord to compromise.
Those who took advantage of the chaos would pay dearly.
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Wu Qingsong began to briefly recount his and Nina’s experiences in the Underground World.
He had originally planned to openly share everything between him and Nina, but before the group gathered, Nina found a chance to quietly tell him that she didn’t want him to do so.
"Why?"
"I think this matter is better discussed privately," Nina said.
Though their ordeal in the Underground World might not have been any easier than Ram and the others' struggles—in some ways, the risks they took and the hardships they endured far surpassed those of Ram’s group—when they left, Wu Qingsong had just married Ram and the other two, yet Nina had monopolized him for eight and a half months right afterward.
In that moment, she had just escaped death and couldn’t help herself, but now, facing Ram and the others, that sense of insecurity and guilt resurfaced.
She was the princess of Silvermoon, and Ram was her closest friend.
Putting herself in their shoes—if she had struggled desperately for eight and a half months, only to finally see her husband and hear such news—how could anyone accept it?
"Can we wait until this period passes?" she pleaded with Wu Qingsong, leaving him no choice but to relent.
Without embellishment or exaggeration, his straightforward account was enough to move everyone. When he described Nina on the verge of death, Ram instinctively reached for Nina’s hand, while Liuli clung tightly to Wu Qingsong’s arm, as if experiencing those moments alongside them.
"Once the current matters are settled, I’ll find a way to draw those patterns so we can all study them for clues," Wu Qingsong said.
If the Beastgirls could spontaneously awaken their abilities through some method, the strength of the 13th Hunting Brigade would rise to a new level, solving many problems effortlessly. Even if they couldn’t trigger it independently, simply being able to remotely awaken their abilities like the Flame Demon Lord would make a significant difference.
This was undoubtedly a top priority for the future, but for now, their immediate concern was the survival of the 13th Hunting Brigade.
"It’s getting late. Everyone should rest now," Harold suddenly interjected. "One night won’t make a difference in the urgency."
Liuli cheered, Ling’s face flushed red, and Ram simply looked at Wu Qingsong without a word.
"He’s right. The celebrations outside ended long ago," Beck chimed in loudly.
The group laughed good-naturedly—it had been a long time since they’d been so relaxed.
Ling took Liuli to clean up the room, while Ram and Nina continued whispering. Wu Qingsong hesitated for a moment before walking over to Xiella.
"Thank you for your help."
Xiella gave him a deep look but said nothing, turning straight back to her room.
Wu Qingsong sighed heavily. He understood her meaning perfectly, but given the circumstances, he had no mind for such matters, nor was this the right time for marriage discussions.
Liuli called out excitedly from the room, making his face flush as he hurried over. Passing Nina and Ram, he glanced at Nina, who subtly shook her head.
Not yet.
Wu Qingsong fully understood, but keeping secrets from those he cared about most left him uneasy.
That night held no romantic entanglements. Exhausted physically and mentally from the past months, no one had such thoughts. They simply lay quietly beside Wu Qingsong, holding his hands or leaning against him, feeling each other’s breaths and heartbeats, murmuring inconsequential words until they drifted into the deepest sleep they’d had in months.
Wu Qingsong woke at noon the next day. The silence outside struck him as odd. Carefully moving Liuli, who was sleeping on his leg, he tiptoed to the window and saw soldiers and residents moving about cautiously, careful not to make noise.
"They probably didn’t want to wake us," Ram said from behind him.
Wu Qingsong reached out, and she naturally leaned into his embrace as they gazed at the small wooden town outside.
"You’ve worked hard," Wu Qingsong said, his heart aching at her visibly thinner face and frame, a mix of tenderness, guilt, and sorrow welling inside him.
Ram shook her head, adjusting her position to rest more comfortably against him.
"Your safe return is all that matters."
Warmth and a sense of duty flooded Wu Qingsong’s heart. He held her tighter, gently kissing her ear before trailing lower—Ram squirmed slightly, whispering reproachfully, "Not here!"
"Sorry," Wu Qingsong said.
She wrapped his arm around her waist and kissed him lightly. "Having you beside me is enough."
...
The meeting resumed in the afternoon. With minds more at ease, most looked far better than before.
"The question now is, should we announce Wu’s return?" Ram asked.
"Of course not," Beck replied immediately. "If word spreads, those bastards will be on guard, making it harder to deal with them!"
It was obvious. The Hangman’s reputation wasn’t unfounded—once news of his survival spread, those who had rushed to seize benefits in his absence would panic and prepare for retaliation.
Wu Qingsong didn’t mind this. Letting them stew in fear suited him just fine. But the problem was Marquis Osaga would inevitably mediate, complicating revenge. And once his return was publicized, any misfortunes befalling those involved would instantly be linked to him.
"Sir, I think vengeance can wait," Morin said hesitantly. "Over two thousand of our Xuan Yuan Believers are still stranded in Ogrimmar, suffering daily—some even dying at the hands of those shameless people. Shouldn’t our priority be announcing your return to stop their persecution?"
"You think those Liniconia scum would stop just because they fear the Hangman? Naïve," Beck scoffed.
"But at least we’d have grounds to rescue the Believers!"
As they argued, Wu Qingsong frowned slightly and turned to Harold.
"There’s another consideration," Harold said. "Do we still need Wu’s noble status? Does it bring more benefits or more constraints now?"
"After all the effort to secure it, we’d just give it up?" Beck couldn’t grasp his point.
"Times have changed," Harold explained. "We chose to establish ourselves here because Wu had nothing. Starting with the Mercenary Corps let us quickly gather resources and strength, while leaning on the Silver Moon Wolf Clan for mutual support. Back then, the corps’ identity gave us stability to train and recruit."
"But what advantages does it offer now?" he continued. "We’ve tested loyal followers, gathered wealth, and achieved what we sought through this status. The Silver Moon Wolf Clan has moved north to the Northern Wasteland after their upheaval, barely surviving. Meanwhile, we’re trapped here, unable to move—the worst possible scenario."
"Keeping this identity gains us little while saddling us with extra duties and scrutiny. This was once a remote, weakly governed part of The Empire, but Marquis Osaga’s attention has stationed elite troops here. Whatever we do, they’ll be our first obstacle. This place is no longer a starting point—it’s become shackles."
"You’re suggesting...?" Wu Qingsong already knew but asked anyway.
"We should head north," Harold said. "Silvermoon and us weaken apart but thrive together. The Northern Wasteland is harsh but offers freedom to grow."
Wu Qingsong glanced at the others and made his decision. "You’re right. And for that, we’ll need someone’s help."
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"Miss Charlotte, you want to buy those former slaves of Ogrimmar? What for?" The corpulent half-elf gazed greedily at the enchanting fox-woman sitting across from him, his mind filled with thoughts of dragging her into his bed. He couldn’t care less about her true intentions. "Those wretches are lazy and cunning. Without a whip constantly at their backs, they wouldn’t even know how to be grateful."
"I’m just running errands for someone else. As you know, small-time merchants like us can barely scrape by as it is—we’re already thankful for the gods’ mercy. How could we possibly ask too many questions?" Chi Yue shyly avoided his groping hands and cast a watery glance at him. "My lord, what do you say?"
Just hearing her voice made the half-elf’s bones turn to jelly. "As long as you agree to keep me company, everything is negotiable."
Chi Yue covered her mouth with a titter. "My lord, you’re so amusing. So what’s the decision? Won’t you show some mercy and sell those useless slaves to me?"
Originally, he had detained those slaves solely to uncover Tagready’s money-making methods. But curse it all—not only were these slaves far more disobedient than the others, they also all claimed to know nothing about those things.
If he hadn’t executed a few and hung them on display to intimidate the rest, or singled out the ringleaders for repeated torture, he wouldn’t have believed they truly knew nothing.
This was all Marquis Osaga’s fault!
He couldn’t help but seethe at the thought.
They were the ones who did the dirty work, yet the craftsmen who truly understood how to produce lamellar armor at low cost had all willingly fallen under the Marquis’s protection. Damn it all, if only they’d known sooner! If they’d seized those craftsmen first, Marquis Osaga would never have had a chance to pull this off.
And that Tagready was utterly useless—foolishly allowing his slaves to live so comfortably that they learned nothing. For years, he occupied that place and barely managed to clear some fields and set up a few workshops. He hadn’t even restored the truly profitable mines! All the half-elf’s money had been spent securing this position, yet the expected wealth never materialized.
As for this fox-woman in front of him, she was likely sent by those who also wanted to uncover the secrets of lamellar armor production. They probably thought that by purchasing these slaves, they could unravel Tagready’s methods. But did they really think that if these slaves were useful, he’d sell them at all?
Perhaps he could squeeze a hefty sum out of these fools—enough to recoup some of his losses.
After all, Liniconia was crawling with rabbitfolk, ratfolk, and deerfolk. If need be, he could just pay the garrison troops to round up more.
Such thoughts swirled in the half-elf’s mind, completely unaware that they had been subtly planted there by Chi Yue.
Finally, Chi Yue stepped out of the room, where Wu Qingsong—disguised as an attendant—handed her an outer robe and asked, "Well?"
"He agreed." Chi Yue wiped the spots where the half-elf had touched her with a handkerchief, her face twisted in disgust, before tossing it to the ground. "Fifty thousand renal."
"Those bastards!" Beck couldn’t help muttering under his breath.
The combined number of rabbitfolk, ratfolk, and deerfolk didn’t even reach a thousand—many of whom were infants born in Ogrimmar over the past few years. This price was nothing short of robbery.
"Did you bargain with him?" Wu Qingsong asked.
The amount didn’t matter—it was only temporary anyway. Soon, they’d make him vomit it all back with interest. The key was to avoid arousing suspicion by handing over the money too eagerly.
"He initially demanded a hundred thousand renal," Chi Yue replied.
"What are the terms of the deal?" Wu Qingsong pressed.
"Once the payment arrives, the slaves will be released immediately."
"Did you insist on verifying the headcount and their health?"
"Of course!"
"Thank you." Wu Qingsong sounded somewhat guilty as he spoke.
Chi Yue didn’t respond. Instead, she smiled faintly and shook her head.
Having spent nearly a year on Gale Island, it was impossible for her to harbor no resentment toward Wu Qingsong. When he and Ling returned to the island in their newly refined aircraft, her emotions were far more bitter than excited.
Upon hearing what had happened to the Silver Moon Wolf Clan and Ogrimmar, her first instinct was, "Serves you right! This is the Ancestors’ and the gods’ punishment!"
Naturally, she didn’t reveal these feelings. Instead, she carefully controlled her emotions, feigning genuine distress over their plight and anxiously asking what she could do to help.
At least on the surface.
The most important thing was that she could finally leave that wretched Gale Island and return to the world she knew—where her skills mattered.
She didn’t show a shred of discontent or complaint, acting as though Wu Qingsong had merely left her on the island for a few days.
Because she understood—she’d already suffered through it. Complaining and holding grudges were meaningless and would only render her year of hardship a waste. Only by making Wu Qingsong feel ashamed and uneasy through her actions could she reclaim what she had lost—with interest.
So she didn’t hesitate when Wu Qingsong made his request. Instead, she helped devise plans and ran back and forth tirelessly.
"The hardest part is yet to come," she told Wu Qingsong. "This group isn’t small, but it’s not massive either. Sneaking them all north without drawing attention won’t be easy."
"If we can get them all to the camp, we’ll figure out the rest," Wu Qingsong replied.
Much had happened in those eight and a half months. But for Ling, unable to shoulder responsibilities like Ram, all she could do was endure the pain and continue the mental training methods from Gale Island—almost like an instinct or self-inflicted punishment.
She no longer knew if it meant anything. According to Harold’s assessment, Wu Qingsong might not die, but he could be imprisoned indefinitely. In that case, her abilities might never awaken again. Yet a quiet voice inside her insisted that she keep going—that someday, it would matter.
When Wu Qingsong finally reawakened her power, the results stunned them both.
The substance Ling could summon had now formed into a sphere nearly a meter in diameter. By volume, the growth from those eight and a half months far surpassed what she’d achieved in over two years of rigorous training!
Now, she could effortlessly create a vacuum sphere vastly larger than before—capable of carrying not just two people, but twenty.
In a single night, she could transport everyone to a relay base hundreds of miles away. The only challenge for Wu Qingsong was extracting these people from Ogrimmar safely—without alerting Marquis Osaga.
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Since Wu Qingsong and the personnel previously in Ogrimmar couldn’t show themselves, Xiella and Chi Yue had to contact nearby members of Dark Moon to gather over a dozen wagons and transport these people out of Ogrimmar.
But compared to when Ram and the others were forced to leave, nearly a hundred fewer remained. Half had died under torture, while the rest perished in mining accidents or from abuse.
Once they were beyond Ogrimmar’s surveillance and saw Beck, Morin, and the others, they couldn’t help but burst into tears. Some things could only be understood through comparison. Had they not experienced such a life again, many of them might have started taking everything in Ogrimmar for granted. But now, they fully understood—without Wu Qingsong’s protection, everything was nothing but an illusion.
Their suffering ran deeper than that of the Houndmen, who had merely lost their homes and possessions. They had lost everything. Yet precisely because of this, many of them, after being rescued, found their faith in Xuan Yuan becoming unshakably firm.
After nightfall, the convoy stopped to camp, and Morin began following Wu Qingsong’s instructions to comfort and organize the believers, preparing them to board airships in groups.
To reduce weight, everyone was ordered to discard all their belongings and board the airships with nothing but themselves. Amid their anxiety, they sailed toward an unknown future. With Morin’s reassurance, they silently recited Xuan Yuan’s name and accepted these deeply unsettling arrangements.
Wu Qingsong had already arranged for the Houndmen to build a temporary transit camp in a secluded valley, lighting bonfires as signals and preparing food and hot water. This finally put the people at ease.
The small size and light weight of the Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk proved advantageous during this migration. Ling could transport fifty of them at once, while Deerfolk could only carry twenty. After an entire night, all of them had been moved to the valley. Meanwhile, the Dark Moon members dispersed, driving the now-empty wagons in all directions to create diversions and cover their tracks.
Ram, Nina, and Harold had exhausted themselves in this rescue operation. Marquis Osaga hadn’t specifically sent anyone to monitor the movements of the 13th Hunting Brigade, but discreetly moving these people from Ogrimmar to a relay base over five hundred kilometers north—on the edge of the Batiz Desert, far from the Osaga Marquisate and the Marquis of Liniconia’s domain—without alerting him or his forces was no easy feat.
...
Before Wu Qingsong and Ling went to Gale Island to fetch Chi Yue, Nina had already arrived at the Silver Moon Wolf Clan’s new territory with Ling’s help, preparing to mobilize Silvermoon’s forces to head south and assist.
The reunion between siblings was an immense joy. Daryl could hardly believe his eyes and, in his excitement, even lifted Nina off the ground. Nina, too, was surprised to see how much Daryl had grown since she left—so much that she barely recognized him.
“We’ve established ourselves here,” he said to Nina, introducing Silvermoon’s situation. After long months of bearing the weight of his clan’s survival alone, this was the first time he could relax slightly, boasting about his achievements to his sister with the youthful pride he’d suppressed for so long.
“We fought multiple battles with the surrounding tribes. At first, it was almost every few days. But in recent months, they haven’t dared to trouble us.” He declared proudly, “Sis, we’ve never lost!”
The Mind-Control Insectoids sent by the True Scarlet Demon Lord had caused a disaster, but in a way, they also helped Daryl accomplish something neither he nor even Nina could have managed on their own.
When the Silver Moon Wolf Clan retreated from their old lands on the eastern foothills of the Teks Mountains to the north of Ogrimmar, the number of elders and leaders compared to the remaining population was disproportionate. Even Nina couldn’t suppress their conflicting opinions or fully mobilize the clan to face the crisis. But after the Mind-Control Insectoid incident, over thirty elders and leaders died, abruptly emptying the upper hierarchy.
The opposition had vanished in such a manner.
The young Daryl, having exposed the Mind-Control Insectoids and played a crucial role in the ordeal, gained the recognition of most werewolves—though largely because they had no other choice.
But as he led his people north through the harsh wilderness, the brutal environment bonded the Silver Moon Wolf Clan together once more. Daryl gradually grew into his responsibilities and identity, earning the support of young warriors and solidifying his position.
When they fled Ogrimmar, before their actions were exposed, Ram, reasoning that anything left behind would be looted anyway, had given them large stockpiles of supplies. They carried ample high-quality lamellar armor and weapons, including a significant number of crossbow bolts. This allowed them, even in exhaustion after nearly a month traveling along the Batiz Desert’s edge into the Northern Wasteland, to hold their own against local tribes.
Casualties were inevitable, but their overwhelming victories never shook Silvermoon’s morale.
Daryl remembered Harold and Ram’s advice well. On one hand, he struck hard at the larger local tribes, weakening them, breaking their spirit, and seizing their flocks, pastures, and hunting grounds. On the other, he extended goodwill to smaller tribes, assuring them of no ill intent and drawing them into his fold. Most importantly, they continuously absorbed lone werewolves scattered across the wilderness, carefully vetting them before integrating them into Silvermoon’s ranks.
It wasn’t easy, but such struggles were common in the Northern Wasteland.
As a tribe rose, many seeking a better life would join. When one fell, its members would scatter to survive.
After losing nearly two hundred warriors, Silvermoon gradually built its reputation. More and more people flocked to them, and they secured a territory tacitly acknowledged by neighboring tribes. By the time Nina arrived, the new Silvermoon numbered nearly five thousand, with five or six vassal tribes adding another two thousand.
“You’ve truly grown up,” Nina said warmly.
The changes pleased her greatly. In a way, they eased the psychological burden of her secret relationship with Wu Qingsong. With Daryl successfully assuming the throne of the Silver Moon Wolf Clan as she’d always hoped, her own position became less conspicuous, and the clan’s acceptance of their relationship—and potential marriage—grew more likely.
“Our food supplies are tight,” Daryl said immediately after hearing Nina’s request. “But don’t worry, I’ll send people to prepare right away.”
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Only after Daryl's order was issued did Nina truly understand the source of his pride.
The werewolves of Silvermoon naturally had no objections. All the weapons and equipment that had allowed them to establish a foothold on this land came from Ogrimmar, and the food they carried when they set out was entirely procured by Ram through great effort. Even setting aside utilitarian considerations, they owed it to repay this debt now.
Moreover, they all knew Wu Qingsong's capabilities. Though it might sound arrogant, if Wu Qingsong really brought his people here, this land would likely fall under his control. By then, the food shortage would naturally no longer be an issue.
What caught Nina's attention were the werewolves who had recently joined Silvermoon. They might not know of Wu Qingsong's prowess, but under Daryl's orders, they quickly set aside more than half of their sheep and began driving them south as instructed, preparing to assist the residents of Ogrimmar.
The remaining members expanded Silvermoon's camp, ready to accommodate more people.
Just as Daryl had said, Silvermoon might have lost much, but from another perspective, it now held the hope of becoming stronger.
...
Ram and Harold's task was to secretly scout suitable locations under Marquis Osaga's nose to build a temporary transit camp for relocating people. At the same time, they were to establish a relay base in the desert fringe north of Osaga’s territory, near the Batiz Desert, to stockpile food, weapons, and equipment in preparation for their journey north.
This mission was even more difficult than Nina's, especially after Wu Qingsong and Ling left Norway for Gale Island.
Ram and Harold racked their brains and even had to rely on Fia and Xiella's abilities to barely complete the preliminary construction of these two bases according to Wu Qingsong's timeline. Fortunately, these locations were intended for one-time use—functional enough for storing supplies and providing short-term rest, without needing to be overly fortified.
To avoid detection, they had to purchase livestock, vehicles, and food from the sand bandits in the desert through Xiella's connections. The prices were staggering, and combined with the money they had spent earlier to escape the greedy half-elves of Liniconia, they nearly exhausted all the wealth they had accumulated over the past few years.
This left Ram furious, but Wu Qingsong remained unfazed.
After all, when he and Harold first arrived here, they had almost nothing. Now, they had gained many trustworthy companions, as well as subordinates who not only trusted but even worshipped them.
Moreover, once he took revenge on those vampires, they would vomit up everything they had swallowed—principal and interest alike.
After Wu Qingsong and Ling returned, Ram's work became slightly easier. Though they could only sail at night to avoid being spotted by Osaga’s soldiers, and were heavily affected by the weather, Ling still managed to transport a large number of people and supplies safely to the relay base.
After Chi Yue ransomed the detained believers, this unprecedented rescue operation on the mainland finally drew to a close.
Thanks to Ling’s tireless efforts, a group of nearly two thousand people quietly gathered from two locations at the relay base and began heading north along the path once taken by the Silver Moon Wolf Clan. Daryl couldn’t come personally, but the guides he sent proved invaluable, and Ling’s presence made finding water sources relatively easy.
Though the presence of many elderly, weak, women, and children meant the journey took two months, not a single person was left behind. Through the efforts of Nina and Alice, not a single beastman died along the way—a miracle by any measure.
Daryl and the werewolves of Silvermoon traveled ten miles from their camp to welcome them, expressing their joy at their arrival. Seeing this once bratty boy now a reliable leader, Wu Qingsong shook his head but embraced him tightly.
While the beastmen of Ogrimmar rested at Silvermoon’s camp, Wu Qingsong took Xiella, Ling, Ram, and Nina and quietly boarded an airship south, heading for the city of Liniconia.
"Who do we start with?" Ram asked.
"The one with the highest status, of course," Wu Qingsong replied.
Their target couldn’t possibly be the Marquis of Liniconia himself—he had long been stranded in Padamia and might not even know what was happening in his own territory. But his stewards certainly bore responsibility.
Wu Qingsong didn’t know exactly who had proposed the idea, who had issued the
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