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In the darkness, Wu Qingsong didn’t know how many of the Silver Moon Wolf Clan had escaped, but judging by the number of campfires, he estimated it couldn’t be more than five thousand.
Yet, this matter was far from over. Though he had already resolved to find a way to bring them all to his territory in Esola, the soldiers who had entered the mountains to hunt down the Silver Moon Wolf Clan had not been completely wiped out. They still posed a grave threat. More importantly, the Elves would never simply let this go.
What if they followed the clues and pursued them to Ogrimmar? What then?
Should they abandon everything and flee to the northern wasteland, as Harold had once suggested to Nina and Ram long ago?
That path would be anything but easy. Besides, the Elves would never allow them to leave.
They arrived behind a massive boulder and sat down. Someone had already lit a fire, heated dried rations and roasted meat, and even prepared fresh water. After they sat, the Werewolves quickly left the area.
Liuli turned over in Wu Qingsong’s arms, as if catching the scent of food, and smacked her lips in her sleep.
Wu Qingsong laid her down on the grass beside the fire, carefully arranging her tail away from the flames before sitting down himself.
"Thank you, Wu," Nina said solemnly.
Though she didn’t yet know the full details, she could piece together the general sequence of events from what she saw.
Had Wu Qingsong not intervened in time, the Silver Moon Wolf Clan might have been wiped out within just two or three days.
"Sis..." Daryl glanced uneasily at Wu Qingsong. "This whole thing... it's all because of me..."
This time, Wu Qingsong didn’t stop him. Instead, he listened quietly as Daryl rambled on. It was clear Daryl still couldn’t accept Wu Qingsong’s reasoning, blaming himself entirely for his momentary impulse when facing the brutality of the Canine Soldiers. As he spoke, tears streamed down his face.
"If I hadn’t acted like that back then—"
"Daryl..." Wu Qingsong finally spoke up, but to his surprise, Nina called Daryl’s name at the same time.
Both fell silent, and in the end, it was Nina who spoke first.
"Do you think you were wrong?" she asked softly. From her tone, Wu Qingsong sensed deep exhaustion, which inexplicably tugged at his heart.
"Sis?" Her words didn’t sound like an accusation, nor were they meant to absolve him. Daryl was at a loss.
"If you encountered such a situation again, would you still stand up for the justice you believe in?"
Daryl hesitated. He looked at Nina, then at Wu Qingsong, before clenching his teeth and saying, "I would still stand up, but I might try to find a better way..."
"Then that’s enough," Nina said.
"Sis?"
"You think your impulsiveness provoked the Saentars into attacking the Silver Moon Wolf Clan, but I disagree." Nina took one of his hands. "Daryl, you must understand one thing—we didn’t become enemies with them because of this incident, and they didn’t start hating us because of it. Never forget: they invaded our land! They slaughtered our ancestors! They destroyed our homes! We’ve long been locked in a blood feud with them, a fight to the death! My name has been on the Saentars’ bounty list for years, and the Silver Moon Wolf Clan has always been a thorn in the side of Nonguti, Illyria, and Silesio, who would love nothing more than to see us gone. This war wasn’t ignited by what you did. It had already begun long ago and never truly ended. Your actions might have been the immediate cause for their retaliation, but if not for our continued resistance, they would never have struck with such force."
"Sis..."
"As long as we still raise the banner of the Silver Moon Wolf Clan, as long as we refuse to bow to them, such things were bound to happen—it was only a matter of time." Nina pressed on. "But we must never let a single blow break us! Daryl, what is our clan’s motto?"
"Sis?"
"What is it?!"
"The Silver Moon Wolf Clan never bows its head."
"Say it louder!"
"The Silver Moon Wolf Clan never bows its head!" Daryl shouted, his eyes brimming with tears.
"Never forget those words." Nina pulled him into her arms and murmured, "Never let fear paralyze you. Never let the fear of sacrifice make you forget your purpose, abandon your resolve, or lose your pride! The Silver Moon Wolf Clan never bows its head. As long as a single one of us lives, the fight will never end! The Silver Moon Wolf Clan will never grovel for survival! If you hold fast to this belief, shoulder your responsibilities, and strive with all your might, the Lunar Radiance will forever guide us—until final victory is ours!"
"Sis..." At last, Daryl let go of his guilt and sobbed freely in Nina’s embrace.
Before long, exhaustion and emotional relief pulled him into sleep.
Nina carefully laid him down, draped a blanket over him, then stood and walked into the darkness.
Wu Qingsong glanced at Ling, hesitated briefly, then stood and quietly followed her.
Nina stopped on the other side of the boulder, standing alone in the vast, dark expanse for what felt like ages. Wu Qingsong finally mustered the courage to approach her—only to realize, as he drew near, that her face was already streaked with tears.
"I’m sorry." Wu Qingsong’s heart ached. From start to finish, Nina had never once blamed him for what happened. Yet, this only made him feel guiltier.
Her words might have convinced Daryl, but Wu Qingsong knew the truth wasn’t so simple.
Perhaps Nina wasn’t wrong—if judged purely by actions, her previous assaults on the Garrison Troops, destruction of the Mercenary Corps, and even burning Rem City were far more severe than what Daryl had done. Yet, she had never truly enraged the Saentarsians or crossed their bottom line.
Attacking Illyria’s Garrison Troops wasn’t that big of a deal. If they hadn’t then killed members of the Saentars Family, causing internal strife among the Elves—even leading to Daan Saentars’ death—the Grand Duchy of Saentars might never have mustered such overwhelming force to crush their small rebellion.
Even if Nina truly didn’t blame them, could the fallen Werewolves really have died in vain? Could their deaths truly be dismissed with just a few words?
Nina shook her head silently.
Wu Qingsong didn’t know what to say or do. After a long silence, he finally spoke. "I will get the rest of your people safely to Esola. I will keep my word. Nina, we will avenge them! We will defeat the Elves! The Silvermoon Kingdom will rise again, stronger than ever! This is my promise, Nina. Believe me—this isn’t delusion or empty talk. Soon, it will become reality!"
Nina didn’t answer. Instead, she shook her head wordlessly.
"Nina?" Wu Qingsong grew anxious. "You don’t believe me?"
"Don’t say these things. Not now, please?" Nina whispered. "I’m too tired to think about it. Wu, let me lean on your shoulder for a while. May I?"
"Nina?" Wu Qingsong could hardly believe his ears.
But Nina stepped closer and gently rested her head against his shoulder.
She was much taller than him, making the gesture somewhat awkward, but Wu Qingsong couldn’t laugh. His body stiffened. After a moment, he gathered his courage and wrapped an arm around her, letting her truly lean her weight against him.
Gradually, his shoulder grew damp. Unsure how to comfort her, he could only murmur softly, "It’s alright, Nina. Everything will be fine. Believe me, everything will be fine."
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After what seemed like an eternity, Nina finally raised her head. "Thank you, Wu. I’m alright now."
Wu Qingsong looked at her face. Though tears still glistened on her cheeks, the weakness was gone, replaced by the familiar determination he had always known in her.
"We must eliminate Roderick!" Nina said to Wu Qingsong. "Killing all the soldiers would be nearly impossible, but Roderick has fought us before. He knows what we’re capable of. If he escapes, even Esola won’t be safe for us."
Wu Qingsong nodded.
Given the Elves’ harsh stance on Beastmen wielding Magic, if Roderick spread word of Nina, Ling, and Liuli’s abilities to other Elves, it would invite endless pursuit. And once that happened, Esola—separated from these very mountains by only the main peak of the Teks Mountains—would inevitably become a key search area.
With thousands of Wolf Tribe members, it would be impossible to remain hidden.
Fortunately, Raman was dead, and his Giant Eagle had become one of the Undead. For Roderick to relay any message, he’d have to travel by land, giving them some time.
"They still have five Battalions left," Nina said, picking up a branch and sketching on the ground.
Duke Saentars had mobilized a full Legion of six Battalions, supplemented by five Battalions of Garrison Troops from surrounding vassal states near the Teks Mountains. Through ambushes, Wu Qingsong had already destroyed two Legion Battalions, along with three Garrison Battalions and one more Legion Battalion, wiping out half their forces. Yet they still had three Legion Battalions and two Garrison Battalions—over five thousand soldiers.
"If I were him, I’d order all scattered Battalions to regroup tonight and start retreating east," Wu Qingsong said.
Nina nodded but then shook her head.
There was a chance Roderick might abandon his men and flee under cover of darkness. But if he did, with Wu Qingsong’s Undead Creatures nearly depleted and the remnants of the Silver Moon Wolf Clan exhausted, they couldn’t possibly dispatch enough searchers into the vast forest to find and stop him.
Even injured, Roderick would be more than a match for ordinary Werewolves.
This was the same logic behind Roderick and Raman’s earlier decision to divide their forces and encircle the Silver Moon Wolf Clan. In a place like the Teks Mountains, stopping a determined and powerful fugitive was almost impossible.
Wu Qingsong’s assessment was based on his understanding of both sides’ strengths. But Roderick couldn’t know that Nina’s Lunar Radiance also had healing properties. The Elf would assume the Undead had been spent, and that Nina was as injured as he was—if not worse.
Nina believed that, given an Elf’s pride, Roderick wouldn’t simply abandon the fight while still strong and slink back to Saentars in disgrace.
"I think we’ll get one more chance," she told Wu Qingsong. "He’ll likely gather his forces for a final battle. And that’s when we kill Roderick."
"Then I’ll need more corpses," Wu Qingsong said after a moment’s hesitation.
The Zombies and Rotten Corpses he’d tirelessly created over several sleepless nights had been almost entirely destroyed in the previous battle.
But it had been worth it. Without those Undead Creatures draining Raman and Roderick’s strength and distracting them, killing Raman wouldn’t have been so easy.
Now, however, he’d have to start from scratch—without the luxury of time to rebuild an Undead Legion. Unless Roderick was a fool, he wouldn’t split his forces again and risk piecemeal defeat.
Nina paused, then said, "Follow me."
...
"What is this?" Wu Qingsong asked.
Nina had led him to a sunny hillside dotted with stone and wooden grave markers.
"It’s a cemetery from a nearby village," she replied.
"Is this... alright?" Wu Qingsong asked. His hesitation earlier had been for the same reason, and he suspected Nina’s pause had been too.
In a place like Batiz, where serving the Death God in death was an honor, raising the corpses of loved ones as Undead would raise no objections. But for the Wolf Tribe, would this be seen as desecrating their Ancestors and kin?
"If they’ve truly gone to the Ancestors’ realm, then these remains mean nothing to them," Nina said, gritting her teeth. "And if they linger here, I believe—given our situation—they’d willingly rise to help us win! Don’t worry. I’ll convince them."
Wu Qingsong nodded and began infusing the Soul Fragments he’d collected into the earth behind the markers. Soon, the ground trembled faintly as the longest-buried corpses—their coffins long decayed—clawed their way to the surface. Under his command, they began unearthing surrounding graves, freeing the reawakened Undead still trapped in their coffins.
"We need more," Wu Qingsong told Nina.
Skeletons were far weaker than Zombies; without weapons or armor, they were even less effective than Rotten Corpses. To win the coming battle, they’d need a massive Undead Legion—at least as numerous as their enemy.
"Follow me," Nina said again.
That night, they scoured the mountains for miles around. By dawn, the Werewolves stared in shock as thousands of Skeletons and decaying corpses stood motionless in the distant Forest, their numbers stretching as far as the eye could see.
Though Daryl had already explained the night before what force had saved them, the sight of so many Undead Creatures still unnerved them.
"What is—?" someone began, sparking murmurs of unrest. But Nina, prepared for this, quickly gathered the Wolf Tribe.
"The Silver Moon Wolf Clan does not yield!" she shouted. "Even in death, I know our Ancestors would never pass up the chance to fight for freedom, for victory! This battle will decide our fate—it’s our path to a new future! Tonight, we fight side by side with our Ancestors! We will carve our way through blood and steel! Together, we fight for the Silver Moon Wolf Clan’s future!"
Her words quelled their fear and discontent. With a collective roar, the Werewolves began their final preparations for battle.
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The Giant Eagle that belonged to Raman had been turned into a Zombie by Wu Qingsong, but its carrying capacity was still limited. It could barely manage someone of Wu Qingsong’s size without armor, but a warrior like Nina would have made it impossible for the eagle to fly at all.
However, Wu Qingsong had more important matters to attend to. In the end, it was Daryl—who had spent the past few days familiarizing himself with Undead Creatures under Wu Qingsong’s guidance—who volunteered. After removing his armor, he mounted the Giant Eagle.
“Whatever you do, don’t get too close to the ground,” Wu Qingsong warned him.
Though Daryl had a Magic Artifact capable of summoning a Magic Shield, no one knew how much Roderick had recovered overnight. Wu Qingsong wasn’t willing to let Daryl take unnecessary risks.
“You have only two tasks: first, scout their position and direction of movement; second, locate Roderick. If he’s not with their forces, return immediately and inform us!”
“Understood!” Daryl said.
Wu Qingsong then began examining Raman’s corpse.
The night before, he had noticed that it was slightly different from all the other corpses he had handled. However, he had been too busy raising more Undead to confirm this difference. Now, he finally had a little time to spare.
As an Elven Mage, Raman’s Soul Fragments were far more powerful than any Wu Qingsong had encountered before—whether human or creature. Even the unconscious portion of his soul attached to the corpse was equivalent to dozens of Soul Fragments collected from soldiers’ remains.
But the peculiarity didn’t end there. When Wu Qingsong used his Spiritual Power to interact with and control this Soul Fragment, he could clearly sense that, unlike others, it wasn’t entirely devoid of will. The moment he tried to exert control, it actively resisted him.
Upon further analysis, Wu Qingsong realized it had grown even stronger than when he had first observed it the night before.
Was it consuming other Soul Fragments to strengthen itself?
This surprised Wu Qingsong. Cautiously, he placed a purified Soul Fragment near Raman’s. Immediately, Raman’s Soul Fragment enveloped it and began devouring it voraciously. Within minutes, the two fragments merged, becoming slightly more potent.
This led Wu Qingsong to realize that he might have inadvertently found material suitable for creating a Death Knight.
He began carefully attacking the Soul Fragment, as the True Scarlet Demon Lord had once done to him. It fought back fiercely, but the knowledge Wu Qingsong had gained from the True Scarlet Demon Lord proved useful. Soon, the memories, emotions, and beliefs that had once belonged to Raman were compressed and ultimately dissipated.
A Soul Flame appeared before Wu Qingsong. He meticulously reassembled Raman’s corpse, performing the preliminary steps to reanimate it as a Zombie, then infused the Soul Flame into it. Minutes later, Raman’s body knit itself back together. It opened its eyes and stood before Wu Qingsong.
“I serve at your command, my master,” it said without prompting.
“Do you remember your past?” Wu Qingsong asked.
“The past holds no meaning for me now, master,” Raman replied.
A visible seam marked his body, giving him a fearsome appearance.
“Can you still use Magic?” Wu Qingsong asked.
“Of course!”
The Death Knight willingly answered and immediately summoned a Fireball, suspending it in front of itself.
“How many times can you cast a Fireball like this?” Wu Qingsong asked.
“Without replenishment of soul energy, I can cast Fireball thirty times, or use Explosive Flame twice,” Raman replied. “Afterward, I will lose my magical abilities and move like an ordinary Zombie.”
“Can you replenish energy on your own?”
“I can, but the process is slow and carries risks,” Raman answered. “My soul isn’t strong enough to endure significant backlash. The efficiency of consuming Soul Fragments pales in comparison to you, master.”
“Then what else can you do?” Wu Qingsong asked.
If that was the case, this rudimentary Death Knight wouldn’t be of much use to him.
“I can command lesser Undead, master,” Raman answered. “With sufficient energy, I could even control an entire legion.”
“I don’t have a legion for you to command,” Wu Qingsong shook his head. Still, he tested Raman’s ability by having him direct the Werewolf Skeletons. The results were satisfactory.
Raman’s former leadership abilities seemed to remain intact. Though not as effective as Wu Qingsong’s direct control, it was far better than issuing a general command and letting the Skeletons rely on instinct to attack a target area.
Just then, the Giant Eagle returned.
“I saw Roderick!” Daryl leapt off the Zombie eagle before it fully landed. “He gathered all his forces here—less than three miles from us!” He pointed at the location on the map. “They must be preparing breakfast. I spotted many cooking fires.”
The fact that Roderick hadn’t fled was good news, but his next move was still unpredictable. During the night, he had clearly shifted his troops northeastward—a position that allowed for retreat toward Nonguti, but also left him poised to threaten or even attack them.
“Nina?”
“I think he still wants to fight us once before deciding his next move,” Nina said.
Wu Qingsong nodded. “Daryl, take the eagle and search the surrounding area for any messengers he might have sent. If you find any, stop them!”
“Leave it to me!” Daryl nodded. The number of messengers wouldn’t be large. With his Magic Artifact and the Giant Eagle Zombie, a handful of soldiers wouldn’t stand a chance against him.
“If he truly intends to fight, it won’t be long now,” Wu Qingsong said. “He won’t give me more time to raise Undead, and their supplies won’t last much longer. Time is on our side—the longer this drags on, the lower their morale will drop, while our Undead forces grow.”
With the rudimentary Death Knight Raman at his disposal, Wu Qingsong had more tactical options. He assigned nearly a thousand Skeletons to Raman’s command, ordering him to flank Roderick’s forces from the east. If Roderick tried to flee, these Skeletons could delay him. If he chose to fight, their sudden appearance from behind during the battle would devastate enemy morale.
Nina commanded the Werewolves to prepare a meal and quickly made battle preparations. Soon after, Wu Qingsong led the Skeleton army toward Roderick’s forces, while the Werewolves maneuvered to flank them.
“The enemy is on the move!” a Werewolf scout reported.
“Direction?”
“Straight toward us!”
Nina glanced at Wu Qingsong, and both breathed a sigh of relief.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 254: The Battle of Teks
[image: ]


​
The Teks Valley didn’t have much space to accommodate a decisive battle involving thousands. The mountains, streams, and valleys divided the land into countless fragmented patches, while the slightly flatter areas suitable for battlefields were often covered in dense forests.
Such an environment was nothing short of a nightmare for large-scale military operations.
Roderick couldn’t help but reminisce about the days when Raman was still alive, and this only stoked the flames of hatred burning within him.
The death of a Saentars member at the hands of Beastmen was a severe stain on the family’s honor—a profound humiliation for Roderick.
He had watched helplessly as Raman was killed, forced to flee from those wretched Beastmen! The thought of it made his heart ache.
Yet, he still couldn’t comprehend how Nina Rams had suddenly Awakened the dormant power in her Ancestral Bloodline.
Long ago, Beastmen were indeed capable of rousing their Ancestral Bloodline, gaining strength comparable to Magic. Back then, the great Elvenkind had no choice but to feign diplomacy, holding their noses to maintain superficial equality with these foul-smelling creatures, even fighting side by side with them against the Insectoids from beneath the earth.
But Beastmen were still Beastmen. Their innate stupidity, savagery, cruelty, and belligerence drove them to endless infighting, while the Elves carefully amassed power, preserving peace and so-called "friendship" with the various Beastfolk clans.
It was said that in those days, many Elves had personally involved themselves in the wars between Beastman kingdoms, aiding them in slaying powerful foes. They skillfully maintained a balance of hatred among the kingdoms, encouraging relentless warfare to deplete their strength.
Through countless civil wars, Beastfolk warriors endowed with the power of their Ancestral Bloodline fell one after another. Over the ages, their numbers dwindled to a satisfactory level. Then, guided by the light of the divine mothers, the Elves stepped forth to clean up the mess, putting an end to the chaos and ignorance brought by these brutish beasts, ushering in lasting peace and civilization to the world.
Thus, they founded the great Elven Empire of today.
To preserve this peace and prevent war from ravaging the world again, the Elves exterminated entire Beastfolk clans that possessed the Ancestral Bloodline, tirelessly hunting down and eradicating any seeds of turmoil.
Perhaps, in the remote corners of the world, some Beastmen still carried faint traces of this bloodline, but their numbers and abilities could no longer threaten the world’s peace.
The same was true for the Silver Moon Wolf Clan.
As the rulers of the Central Territories, the Saentars Family naturally knew the history of the Silver Moon Wolf Clan. Long ago, they had lost the power of their Ancestral Bloodline and were consequently driven to the barren lands of the Teks Mountains. There, they managed to survive, despite their proximity to the Elves, until the day a young and ambitious Elf needed his own fief. The Empire effortlessly wiped out their so-called kingdom.
Within the Saentars Family, Nina Rams had been nothing more than a joke. Though the Grand Duke had once remarked upon seeing her name that he would one day take her to his bed, no one ever took it seriously. No one had ever seriously considered marching into the backwater of the Teks Mountains to wipe them out.
They were merely bandits, tax-resisting Hillfolk—nothing more.
Who could have imagined that their mercy and generosity would nurture such a threat? That these ungrateful wretches would dare provoke the Saentars Family?
Years of peace had dulled their vigilance. Yet, who could have foreseen that Nina Rams would Awaken her Ancestral Bloodline?
She had to die.
That was what Roderick decided.
If he couldn’t kill her in this battle, he would have to return and report the news to the family. They would mobilize greater forces, sparing no expense to exterminate her and her entire bloodline.
The blood of Saentars must be repaid with oceans of blood!
The enemy had a Necromancer, but they had never shown themselves. They likely didn’t possess much power—last night, Raman and Roderick had already destroyed most of their Undead forces. The Hybrid Houndgirl capable of summoning weapons was only a nuisance if one guarded against her ambushes. The Catgirl, who only hid and lobbed stones from afar, seemed to lack combat prowess. The sole remaining threat was Nina Rams, and Roderick was certain she was injured.
He had restored his health with healing potions—expensive and strictly controlled even in the Imperial Capital. Roderick doubted these rebels could possess such resources. Still, for caution’s sake, he remained at the center of the army.
He decided to probe their strength with two Battalions. If they still posed a significant threat, he would leave at once, reporting everything to the family as swiftly as possible.
But if their resistance had weakened, he would not deny himself the chance to wash away his shame in blood.
"Milord, we are ready," Raman’s attendants—clad in full armor—said with grief and anger. Bound by the Empire’s laws, they faced extermination of their maternal clans if they returned alive, having failed to protect their master.
Though these Half-elves had no children, they still had kin to protect. They had no choice but to atone with their lives.
"Go," Roderick commanded. "Slaughter them all!"
The Half-elves rode past the marching troops, taking their position at the vanguard with solemn determination. Just then, scouts spread through the surrounding Forest sent up an alarm.
"Undead!"
"Form ranks!" Roderick barked.
The two Battalions from Saentars quickly erected makeshift fortifications, while the one from Nonguti scrambled into position on the flanks. The two Battalions assigned as vanguard tightened their shield formation, ready to face the Undead onslaught.
"Milord, they’re coming!" an adjutant warned.
Dark figures emerged continuously from the woods but didn’t immediately attack. Raising his telescope, Roderick saw they were nothing but feeble Skeletons and half-rotted Rotten Corpses—armed with nothing more than crude wooden spears and bone blades.
Clearly, the Necromancer had exhausted their forces and was now scraping the bottom of the barrel.
"Milord, what now?"
"Attack," Roderick said coldly.
It was impossible to outlast the Undead. Soldiers grew weary, fearful, hungry—but Skeletons felt nothing. Prolonging this would only tip the scales in the enemy’s favor.
They had to crush them before morale waned.
"Just a bunch of frail Skeletons!" he roared to his troops. "Saentars, advance! Trample them into dust!"
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The soldiers advanced in neat formations, but gradually, due to the terrain, they were split into smaller squads. If not for the Half-elves determined to redeem themselves through death, the ranks might have already descended into chaos.
Under their leadership, the bravest soldiers finally rushed forward to engage the Skeletons in combat.
The movements of the Skeletons were clearly no match for the well-trained soldiers, and their exposed bony frames were far less sturdy than the soldiers' armor. Even their crude weapons could hardly inflict any damage.
It took ten shattered Skeletons to bring down a single soldier, which gradually bolstered the confidence of the troops facing such foes for the first time. They began shouting loudly, swinging their Shields and heavy weapons, smashing any Skeleton that dared stand in their way before crushing its bones into fragments.
"See? They're nothing more than this!" Roderick yelled to the soldiers around him.
The soldiers roared in response, and the fear brought by Raman's death seemed to slowly dissipate.
"Advance!" Roderick commanded once again.
The two frontline Battalions had already scattered completely in the Forest, entangled with the Skeletons. "Watch the flanks!" Roderick shouted. "Keep an eye on those Werewolves!"
Meanwhile, he cautiously observed the situation ahead, waiting for the enemy's next move.
Suddenly, chaos erupted on the right flank's vanguard as a tall Catgirl charged into the formation. She grabbed a soldier’s leg and swung him wildly, causing disorder in the ranks.
The Half-elves at the front were no match for her and couldn't fight back at all. She weaved effortlessly through the now-thinned formation, and within seconds, the right flank showed signs of collapse.
"Crossbows! Shoot her down!" Roderick remained unfazed and barked at an adjutant.
"Sir? Our men are still there!"
"They're armored, and she's not! Fire!" Roderick said coldly.
Dozens of crossbowmen rushed forward under the adjutant's orders. While Crossbow Bolts were useless against Undead Creatures, especially hollow Skeletons, the Catgirl was an exception. Faced with a barrage of bolts raining down like a storm, even her agility couldn't save her. She grabbed two armored soldiers as shields, turning them into pincushions before retreating hastily into the woods, looking disheveled.
"Reform the ranks!" Roderick ordered loudly. "Have the vanguard pursue in small squads!"
At that moment, the right flank descended into chaos again. Two massive Boomerangs whirled through the air, mercilessly slicing soldiers who recklessly entered the Forest into pieces. The rear ranks fired wildly in that direction, but the Boomerangs swiftly retreated, transforming into spinning circular Shields that deflected all the bolts.
"Heavy infantry, move up!" Roderick’s command quickly reached the front lines. Soldiers clad in full-body armor, wielding two-handed longswords, stepped forward. The giant Boomerangs came whistling back, only knocking them down without delivering fatal blows. But in the next instant, the weapons split into over a dozen short spears flying at high speed, precisely piercing the weak points of the heavy armor—necks, visors—and bringing the soldiers to the ground.
"Suppressive fire
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