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​
"There are about thirty guards, and the patrol squad has roughly twenty members."
A Hyena-man spoke, his voice slurred and growling as if he were muttering through clenched teeth.
"They change shifts once at midnight. The best time to strike is two hours after the shift change," a Half-elf said. "Take out the patrol squad first!"
If Wu Qingsong had been there, he might have recognized this Half-elf. Not long ago, he had visited this person's territory. His domain, Greg Mine, was very close to Elmons Mine—practically next-door neighbors.
"Signal Rom’s team to move in!" another Half-elf commanded.
The Hyena-man then hid behind a large tree and waved a torch in the distance. A few minutes later, a flicker of light briefly appeared in the same spot before vanishing quickly.
Not long after, another group disguised as an ordinary hunting party slowly approached a small hill not far from the town. There, they lit a fire and began setting up tents.
"Who are you?" A patrol squad of Houndmen under Wu Qingsong soon arrived.
"Just a passing hunting party," a Half-elf stood up from the campfire. "What, is camping here not allowed?"
Even though Wu Qingsong had tried his best to change things, the ingrained mindset of the Houndmen was hard to shake. When facing Half-elves, they instinctively placed themselves in a subordinate position.
"Sir, you're too close to the town," the Houndmen Squad Leader said.
"It's so late—where do you expect us to move?" the Half-elf retorted irritably. "Besides, with so few of us, what could we possibly do? Is your master really that cowardly?"
The Spotted Hyena-men and Mastiff-men sitting around the fire chuckled under their breath, their laughter bold and mocking.
"Take me to see your master! Even in Liniconia, they wouldn’t drive resting travelers away from their campfires! No camping allowed on empty land outside the city? I’ve never heard such nonsense!" The Half-elf pressed on aggressively. "I didn’t want to disturb him because it’s late, but if he’s this unreasonable, then I’d like to see what kind of man he really is!"
The Houndmen hesitated. Situations like this had happened many times recently. Wu Qingsong’s orders were clear—absolutely no one was allowed near the city walls—but from the adventurers’ perspective, they always instinctively wanted to be as close to the walls as possible. The walls provided a strong sense of security for travelers. If anything happened, the guards on the walls could offer protection and even let them take refuge inside the city.
At this hour, was it really necessary to bother the master over something like this?
After exchanging glances, the Houndmen Squad Leader finally said, "You must leave by tomorrow morning!"
"That’s more like it," the Half-elf replied before returning to the campfire.
The patrol squad then left, while the handpicked warriors from multiple hunting parties quietly checked their weapons and armor, preparing for the upcoming fight.
The Half-elf stood up and made a gesture in front of the fire. Before long, someone at the previous campsite responded with the same signal.
Everything was going according to plan.
They had been preparing for this operation for a long time—not just one person or a single organization, but nearly all the major forces in Esola.
The initial motivation, of course, was envy.
Most of them had come to this region from surrounding areas after the defense of the City of Esola. The members of the Garrison Troops never missed a chance to boast about how dire the situation had been and how fierce the battles were. But after hearing the stories so many times, they started to dismiss them.
Sure, there might have been swarms of insects that killed almost everyone, but wasn’t it really Marquis Osaga, Archmage Quintus, and the two young Elves from the Fantali Family who decided the outcome? What did these guys have to do with it?
If the Elves hadn’t arrived in time, none of them would have survived, let alone ended up lording over them now.
Of course, they wouldn’t dare speak their grievances against the authorities—instead, they had to carefully serve them. But besides these officials, there was another group that had survived the defense of the City of Esola and reaped great rewards: the 13th Hunting Brigade, which now loomed over them in every way.
What particularly irked them was how they had struggled, suffering nearly fifty percent casualties, just to gather enough Antmen heads to earn the right to manage territory. Meanwhile, Wu Qingsong had been trading with them the whole time, selling insect heads in exchange for food, buying Antmen corpses cheaply, and then turning them into Lamellar Armor to sell back at high prices.
To secure their territory, they had paid almost everything and worked tirelessly, yet Wu Qingsong’s business only grew larger. Carts of supplies rolled into his base, and carts of goods rolled out.
Even his Houndmen underlings now had spare money to shop for personal items in the City of Esola—some even visited the reopened taverns for a drink during their time off!
How could they tolerate this?
If it were one of those prestigious, battle-hardened hunting parties with a long history and public support, they might have let it slide. But what was the 13th Hunting Brigade?
Some, out of curiosity, checked their records and discovered they had been established for less than six months. This sent them all into a rage.
These grievances made them both do business with Wu Qingsong and despise him fiercely. But what truly pushed them to act was the information they got from the remnants of the Black Hand Mercenary Corps.
"The guys from the 13th Hunting Brigade must have found the wealth the Black Hand accumulated over decades! They headed north the earliest—for all we know, they even took the treasures of the Sage’s Eye!"
These men were quickly kidnapped and placed under tight control.
They weren’t core members of the Black Hand Mercenary Corps but employees of its Esola City office. During the Insect Tide, not only did none of the headquarters members escape, but most of the office staff also died in the defense of the city.
As the last survivors of the Black Hand, they had no right or ability to claim its wealth. After being ruthlessly rejected by Wu Qingsong when they tried to offer their services, the rumors spilled from their lips during a drunken night.
"How much money did the Black Hand really have?" That was the only question on everyone’s minds.
Everyone knew about the Black Hand Mercenary Corps—they were practically a legend in the Esola Highlands.
They had been managing Elmons Mine for years. It was said the mine alone netted twenty thousand Renal annually, not to mention the income from farmland, market taxes, shops, blacksmiths, inns, and taverns. How much did that add up to?
Fifty thousand Renal a year? Or even a hundred thousand?
Speculation about the numbers grew increasingly exaggerated, until people unanimously agreed the Black Hand’s treasure had to be worth at least two million Renal.
Plus the wealth of the Sage’s Eye? How much was that?
No wonder this Tagready was so arrogant!
Even the newly appointed city lord and Sheriff heard the rumors. They even summoned Wu Qingsong, hinting that it was shameful and greedy to keep everything to himself—he should at least offer a hundred thousand Renal to show gratitude to the two great men who had always looked out for him. Unsurprisingly, Wu Qingsong, who knew nothing about the backstory, flatly refused.
What a joke! Two hundred Gold Sol a year was the agreement, and now they were demanding hundreds of thousands? Did they think his money was picked up off the street?
The two esteemed men felt humiliated. If not for the fact that the 13th Hunting Brigade had once caught Marquis Osaga’s attention, they would have ordered the Garrison Troops to wipe them out!
Someone so ungrateful and lacking in basic decency deserved to be taught a lesson.
This official stance soon leaked from an "informed source."
The heads of the merchant guilds took an even firmer stand: those who disrupted the normal order of business and ignored the rules should be eliminated!
Kill him. Whoever took over afterward, they only wanted the development rights to Elmons Mine and exclusive sales rights for its products. All loot would be distributed among the hunting parties. If necessary, they were even willing to provide an interest-free loan for the operation.
With that, everyone’s hesitation vanished.
To maintain secrecy, they selected only a few of the strongest hunting parties to join and formed two elite strike teams made up of their best fighters. Disguised as ordinary hunting parties, they approached the town of the 13th Hunting Brigade.
Another five hundred men remained hidden in Greg Mine, waiting for the signal to move.
But the strike teams believed their forty-plus carefully chosen, battle-hardened elites were more than enough to deal with a newly established hunting brigade.
The 13th Hunting Brigade?
Sorry, but by tonight, you’ll be history.
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Chapter 102: The Ambush
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The night grew deeper, and the moon gradually sank behind the mountains, leaving the forested hills in deepening darkness.
The sentries on the walls of Ogrimmar were clearly beginning to tire, even nodding off. After all, they weren’t true soldiers but Hunter-Soldiers—and even proper soldiers might not have much better discipline, perhaps far worse. Though Wu Qingsong had established numerous military regulations, the Houndmen had only strictly followed them for a short time. After several months without a single attack, they had naturally grown lax.
With their natural instincts, they believed they’d wake at the slightest disturbance.
Outside the city, the campfires of the two encampments slowly died out. In the darkness, the ambushers donned their armor, placed grass bundles as decoys for sleeping bodies, and silently melted into the shadows.
The late-night patrol moved slowly along Ogrimmar’s perimeter as usual. They murmured about leave plans and shared amusing squad stories, occasionally pausing to listen for unusual sounds or scan for anything out of place before continuing forward.
"I heard the lord plans to build a school, teaching all children to read and count," one Houndman said excitedly. This was something they’d never dared dream of back in Porta’s slums.
"I heard that too. Lord Tagready is truly the best master in the world!" another Houndman chimed in, his tail wagging involuntarily.
"A pity he isn’t an Elf," an older Houndman remarked. "Then we could pledge loyalty to his family for generations."
The Houndmen fell silent. The infertility of Half-elves was the biggest problem. A master like Wu Qingsong was once-in-a-thousand-years for them. Perhaps they, or even their sons, could serve him, but a Half-elf’s lifespan, while long, was nothing compared to an Elf’s. When Wu Qingsong eventually grew old and died without an heir, the 13th Hunting Brigade would vanish like smoke. And then—who would their descendants swear fealty to?
The Empire didn’t recognize adopted heirs, likely to prevent Half-elf warlords from gaining too much power. No matter how glorious one’s achievements or vast their influence, death reset everything back to zero.
The mood turned grim. Several Houndmen grumbled that the elder shouldn’t have brought it up.
"As long as the master lives, we serve him. As for what comes after—that’s decades away. Why worry now?" the first Houndman said.
The others agreed.
"Wait—" His nose caught a scent—the rancid stench of armor polish gone bad.
"Whoosh!"
Almost instantly, a crossbow bolt shot from the grass, piercing his skull. He collapsed without a sound.
A rain of arrows followed. The unprepared patrol of ten fell without even raising a defense. The arrows struck heads, rendering their leather armor useless.
Dark figures rushed from the grass. The elder Houndman, shot through the mouth and neck, tried to sound the alarm—but a Spotted Hyena-man dashed forward, severing his neck with one stroke.
Within moments, all the Houndmen’s heads were removed, their bodies dragged into the grass. The attackers waited. Above, a Canine Soldier in the Sentry Tower twitched his ears, glanced down, but saw nothing amiss—only eerie stillness—and closed his eyes again.
After a brief pause, the ambushers advanced toward the walls. Thirty sentries couldn’t possibly cover the entire perimeter; only six Sentry Towers were manned. The infiltrators avoided these, reaching the base of the walls. Many threw ropes upward, looping them around wooden posts. One Spotted Hyena-man tugged to secure it, then climbed silently up.
These were seasoned professionals with a meticulous plan. Half crept toward the towers while the rest located barracks and interior posts, readying Fire Oil (Naphtha).
Their orders were to leave no survivors. But since loot was theirs to keep—and the place held flammable leather armor and materials—they’d avoid burning what they saw as their future property unless absolutely necessary.
A group slipped through the shadows toward the tallest building at Ogrimmar’s heart. Wu Qingsong should be there. Kill him, and the leaderless Houndmen would be helpless.
Two Canine Soldiers chatted quietly at the entrance. The attackers edged closer along the walls—until a furious roar erupted from a distant tower. The sentries tensed—
Just as blades shot from the dark, slipping past the lamellar armor’s plates, stabbing through the gaps into flesh.
The Houndmen howled in agony. Three or four ambushers swarmed them, stabbing wildly before they could react, then charged inside.
"Kill!" With their presence exposed, the raiders spread chaos. Fires bloomed across the settlement. Mastiff-men roared, storming the Sentry Towers, while the defenders shouted warnings and fought desperately.
Crossbow bolts flew wildly. One Mastiff-man, wounded while scaling a tower, bellowed and doused its supports with Fire Oil.
"Burn, fall, or die by my hand! Choose!" he laughed.
Wu Qingsong had stayed up late planning the Hunting Brigade’s new sector. The sentries’ cries jolted him awake, but his mind was foggy—until the roars from the towers snapped him into focus. He leaped up, grabbing his Short Sword from the table, and burst out.
In the hallway, armored figures crept forward. Wu Qingsong collided with them head-on.
"Tagready! Kill him!" they cried eagerly.
A crossbow bolt shot toward him. Wu Qingsong barely dodged, taking it in the shoulder. The impact staggered him—just as the lead attacker lunged, thrusting at his chest.
"Die!" the Half-elf snarled, grinning at his pained expression.
Instead, Wu Qingsong drove his own blade through the armor’s weak spot, slicing the attacker’s throat.
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"Ambrose!"
"Lord Ambrose?"
The ambushers following behind thought victory was certain and were about to shout the news that would secure their triumph. But the scene before them completely shattered their expectations.
Ambrose, the half-elf renowned for his agile swordsmanship, had just been killed in an instant?
"Roar~~~!" A Mastiff-man bellowed in rage, lifting his longsword and charging at Wu Qingsong. His slash forced Wu Qingsong's body to bend backward. Gritting through the pain, Wu Qingsong thrust forward with his sword, only to have it blocked by the Mastiff-man.
"You!" the Mastiff-man exclaimed in shock.
That strike should have been enough to split a boulder, yet Wu Qingsong had only bent slightly?!
How was this possible?
Though baffled, years of battle-honed instincts drove him to swing at Wu Qingsong again. This time, however, Wu Qingsong’s left hand finally reached his body.
"Campbell?!" The narrow corridor couldn’t accommodate two towering Mastiff-men side by side. The one behind only saw his companion suddenly stiffen, then collapse with a pained howl.
Wu Qingsong stood there, wearing simple clothing and gripping a Short Sword that seemed utterly unremarkable. He didn’t look intimidating, yet two skilled fighters had fallen to him in such a short time. The remaining Mastiff-men felt an abrupt surge of fear.
How had he done it?
They frantically began reloading their crossbows, but Wu Qingsong dashed toward them at full speed.
At such close range, these battle-hardened warriors couldn’t possibly miss. Yet, to their disbelief, Wu Qingsong’s body merely leaned back slightly, as if deflecting the force of the bolt, before continuing his charge.
The warrior at the front slammed his crossbow into Wu Qingsong, hitting him squarely. But seconds later, Wu Qingsong was upon him, grappling fiercely.
Again, in an astonishingly short time, the Mastiff-man collapsed.
"Monster! Monster!" The remaining ambushers lost all fighting spirit. Just then, Angus and the others finally rushed out, weapons in hand.
"My lord!" They attacked the ambushers from behind while Wu Qingsong burst into Ling and Liuli’s room.
"Wu!" The two huddled in a corner, each holding a crossbow. Recognizing Wu Qingsong, they exhaled in relief.
"I’m here. Don’t be afraid," Wu Qingsong reassured them.
From their room, they could see flames spreading outside, accompanied by screams and roars. Rage surged through Wu Qingsong.
"Liuli!" He placed a hand on the Catgirl’s chest.
"Meow~?" A lazy purr sounded moments later.
"I need you to kill every single invader."
"Meow~ Really? Every single one?" Liuli asked excitedly. "Leave it to me!"
Her figure vanished beyond the door. Soon, screams echoed through the corridor, followed by the sound of liquid splashing against walls. Seconds later, even Angus and his men cried out in alarm.
"Hey~ If you can’t help, at least stay out of the way!" Liuli’s annoyed voice rang out before she dashed off again.
"Let’s go too!" Wu Qingsong said to Ling, who nodded firmly.
Wu Qingsong awakened Ling’s ability. A silvery substance floated before them, splitting into two crescent-shaped discs that began orbiting her slowly.
"Remember, protect yourself above all else," Wu Qingsong instructed.
Headless corpses littered the hallway. Angus and the others had likely been shoved aside by Liuli, stumbling against the wall but otherwise unharmed.
At the sight of Wu Qingsong, they hung their heads in shame.
"My lord... We..."
"No time for hesitation! Beck, take two men and protect Harold!" Wu Qingsong ordered. "The rest, follow me!"
The Houndmen sprang into action. As they exited the lord’s manor, chaos greeted them—flames everywhere, Sentry Towers ablaze. Sentinels leapt down, only to be swarmed by ambushers.
"Help them now!" Wu Qingsong shouted.
"My lord—" Angus hesitated.
"I don’t need your protection! Go!" Wu Qingsong roared.
Excited mewing came from the right. Liuli appeared, her fur matted with blood, claws dripping. She hurled a corpse at a warrior across from her, sending him crumpling to the ground, defeated. Another Spotted Hyena-man fleeing in panic was pounced on, viciously clawed until he moved no more.
Elsewhere, a section of the city wall stirred. Massive logs rapidly assembled into a towering Treant. A Mastiff-man, who moments ago had been slaughtering Deerfolk, howled in despair as the colossal foot crushed him into paste. A Spotted Hyena-man tried to flee but was snatched up and flung far beyond the city walls.
"Stay calm! Rally together!" Wu Qingsong called out.
A Crossbow Bolt shot toward him from nowhere, only to be deflected by a silvery disc.
"It’s Tagready! Kill him!" A Half-elf and a Hyena-man charged. Wu Qingsong tightened his grip on his Short Sword, but Ling stepped in front of him.
The two discs transformed into a dense swarm of Flying Needles behind her. The attackers barely reached her, weapons still raised, when countless sharp needles enveloped them from every angle.
"What the—" Their movements froze mid-action, bodies locked in grotesque poses, utterly helpless. Their eyes filled with despair.
Just how many monsters were hiding in this wooden city?
"Tagready!" the Half-elf wailed.
"Leave none alive!" Wu Qingsong growled, surveying the burning city and fallen bodies.
The needles contracted like a strange drifting creature, and blood erupted—yet not a drop spilled beyond the silvery barrier, merely pooling around the two corpses’ legs.
"Ling..." Wu Qingsong noticed her sway slightly. For a girl like her, this was too much, wasn’t it?
He embraced her from behind. "I’m sorry... Forcing you into this."
"It’s fine!" Ling quickly steadied herself. "Though I never wanted to admit it... I’m still a warrior’s daughter." She nuzzled her face gently against his hand. "Wu, now I have the power to help you. From today on, let me fight for your cause."
Wu Qingsong turned her around, studying her eyes before nodding. "Very well. I’ll rely on you."
The needles dispersed, and the two brutally perforated bodies finally hit the ground.
"Let’s help the others!" Wu Qingsong said.
Ling nodded firmly.
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"Hurry!" The hunter-soldiers who had rushed from Greg Mine ran desperately.
They had already seen the flames from the 13th Hunting Brigade’s base from afar and heard the faint sounds of battle. There was no doubt—the two assault teams had already charged in!
Those damned bastards, they were half an hour early! Did they want to monopolize the Dark Hand’s wealth for themselves?!
Although it had been agreed that the spoils would be divided equally, everyone knew that those who struck first would inevitably take the better and greater share. The assault team members came mainly from two large mercenary corps. Once they seized the advantage, could the other mercenary corps possibly force them to hand over their loot?
Who was the idiot who suggested keeping the main force further away to avoid detection by the 13th Hunting Brigade? If they hadn’t been nearly five miles off, they would have arrived long ago!
Every single one of them was only thinking about seizing money and women, terrified of falling behind and missing out on the good spoils. The members of the two smaller mercenary corps, upon seeing the walls of Ogrimmar, abandoned all caution and sprinted toward it at full speed!
Damn it! Are you all fools?
Running like this will exhaust you before the battle even starts!
But despite their complaints, seeing the others pull ahead, the rest couldn’t help but quicken their pace.
Looking at the flames, the city was already nearly burned to the ground. Surely, there couldn’t be any resistance left inside. If they ran any slower, all the valuables would be reduced to ashes, and they’d get nothing!
"The gates are open!" a hunter-soldier shouted excitedly as he ran.
This meant they wouldn’t have to scale the walls—what great news!
Of course, a few found it suspicious. The sounds of battle continued, yet no one could be seen near the gates. But these men had no chance to voice their doubts, as most of their captains were in the assault teams. Unsure whom to report to, they were swept inside by the rushing crowd.
The ground was littered with corpses. Many buildings were ablaze, and every tower had become a torch. The heat was unbearable, almost singeing their fur, but it did nothing to quench their thirst for plunder.
People searched for the source of the battle cries, and soon someone identified it. "It’s coming from the largest building over there! That must be where the treasure’s hidden! Quickly!"
They raced down the flaming streets toward the city’s center. It was then that more began to realize something was wrong.
The entire city was on fire—had the assault teams gone overboard? They were just here to loot and kill. Was setting everything ablaze really necessary?
And why could they only hear the fighting but see no one?
"What’s that?!" Someone instinctively turned to check their retreat, only to scream at what they saw.
Near the gates, a towering figure engulfed in flames slowly rose from the inferno beside them. As they cried out, its body suddenly crumbled, completely blocking their escape route!
"It’s a trap!" The realization finally struck them.
Several fireballs spun through the air and crashed into the crowd. Flames erupted beneath their feet, instantly engulfing many hunter-soldiers, who shrieked as they burned. Panicked, others tried to beat out the fires, only to catch alight themselves!
"What do we do?" More fireballs flew from the burning buildings, landing among them and igniting even more bodies. They screamed, rolling on the ground in a futile attempt to extinguish the flames.
The hunter-soldiers descended into utter panic.
They were supposed to be here for plunder—how had it come to this?!
"Break through! Break through!" The deputy captains of several mercenary corps shouted desperately, but the surrounding fires were too intense. With no tools or water at hand, the furry beastmen lacked the courage to charge through the flames.
"Charge forward! Fight to the death!" someone howled in despair.
But their despair only deepened as heavy footsteps echoed ahead. A massive treant appeared at the end of the road, advancing toward them with earth-shaking steps.
...
"What uncivilized beasts!" Mylo Bentham stood atop the tallest building in Greg Mine, anxiously watching the flames lighting up the western sky.
With such a massive blaze, that upstart bastard and his men must have been roasted alive by now.
The thought brought him vicious satisfaction, though he conveniently forgot he was nothing more than a half-elf himself.
But why hadn’t any messengers returned? How were things progressing? Had they caught that damned wretch?
The uncertainty was torture!
These filthy, stupid creatures were absolutely unworthy of any expectations. Once Elmons Mine was secured, every last one of these mercenaries would be dismissed!
"Master, this will surely teach them to obey!" his foxman aide fawned. "Who would dare defy you now? Who would dare disobey?"
Bentham snorted but ignored him.
This scheme wasn’t solely about disciplining the new mercenary corps.
While other merchant guilds merely had business disputes with Wu Qingsong, Bentham’s grudge ran far deeper.
As the Osaga Merchant Guild’s overseer in the Esola Hills, he had privately established trade posts under Marquis Osaga’s name—only for that lowborn half-breed to tear them down. It was like carving flesh from his bones. Worse still, Marquis Osaga hadn’t lifted a finger to defend his own subordinate, instead elevating that damned country bumpkin overnight!
Utter blindness!
These elves were nothing but arrogant fools!
The kick that had sent him to bed for five days was an unforgettable humiliation. Yet the perpetrator was Duke Fantali’s son—someone far beyond his reach. Naturally, all his hatred had to be directed at Wu Qingsong.
And rightly so! Had Wu Qingsong not acted so outrageously, none of this would have happened! He wouldn’t have lost face, nor suffered his lord’s reprimands. Everything—everything!—was that wretched Tagready’s fault!
Until he saw the man dead, Bentham would never be satisfied!
He had assumed it would take years of patience and scheming to move against his enemy. After all, Wu Qingsong’s titles had been granted by Marquis Osaga himself. As the guild’s overseer, acting directly against him would be... complicated.
But who could have predicted the fool would overreach and enrage everyone? He’d made his own bed. If he was in such a hurry to die, why stop him?
Bentham had thus instructed a subordinate to seek out discontented individuals among the mercenaries, fanning their resentment toward the 13th Hunting Brigade. The rumors, though not his own inventions, were deliberately spread by his hand. The tales of vast, certain wealth? All fabrications of his design.
As a merchant long active in Esola, he knew these mercenary corps were mere pawns of the great guilds. The so-called "Dark Hand," strongest of the mercenary corps, was only notable for its longevity and political balancing acts. To think they were swimming in riches was laughable.
But when the hunter-soldiers failed to find the promised treasures, they’d surely seize Tagready and torture him for the location of his vault, no?
The thought of Wu Qingsong, penniless yet universally believed to be wealthy, subjected to endless torment as he fruitlessly denied hiding any treasure—it sent shivers of excitement down Bentham’s spine.
If not for the pleasure of witnessing his enemy’s death firsthand, why would a man of his standing dirty his boots in this backwater?
"Send men to scout the area!" he finally commanded. "If that wretch still breathes, bring him to me! Alive! I’ll watch him die with my own eyes!"
"Yes!" The foxman scrambled to obey, heading downstairs—only to let out a shrill scream and come scrambling back.
"Master—Master, something terrible—!" he wailed, trembling.
"What now?!" Bentham snapped, then froze mid-motion.
"So it was you behind this." Wu Qingsong’s voice was calm as he emerged from the stairwell. There was no mistaking him.
"You—!" Bentham shrieked. "Guards! Guards, now!"
Where were those blasted bodyguards?
Curse them all! Once this was over, every negligent bastard would pay with their lives! To let this defeated dog slip past them—!
"Guards!" he bellowed, but the darkness where his men should have been stationed remained deathly silent.
Wu Qingsong advanced step by step.
Only then did Bentham notice the blood staining his enemy’s clothes, the crimson footprints left with every movement.
His voice shook uncontrollably.
"What do you want? I’m the Osaga Merchant Guild’s overseer!"
Wu Qingsong let out a cold laugh.
"You can’t touch me! Everything you have was given by Marquis Osaga! You can’t harm me! You can’t repay kindness with betrayal!"
Wu Qingsong stopped before him.
The foxman had already cowered behind Bentham, whimpering. "Master... Master... Aaah—!"
His scream was sudden. Bentham whirled to see a towering houndman dragging the aide away. The foxman struggled—until a blade pierced his heart.
Bentham’s composure shattered.
"It was all a misunderstanding! A misunderstanding!" he shrieked. "Tagready, I came to stop them! Truly! They’d left by the time I arrived, but I sent men after them immediately! I swear, I came to halt them! I can explain, I can explain everything!"
Wu Qingsong merely raised his sword gently. "Save your words. If you love explaining so much... take your time in hell."
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"Hurry up!" Sheriff Hal Griffin of the City of Esora shouted loudly, urging the soldiers beside him.
Those damned Mercenary Corps actually dared to attack Elmons Mine in secret!
Sheer audacity!
They even had the nerve to collude with those merchant groups, claiming all spoils would go to the Mercenary Corps while the mine's development rights went to the merchants?!
Absolutely outrageous!
To pull such a stunt right under their noses was a blatant disregard for him, for the new City Guard Commander Baines, and for the Garrison Troops under his command!
When Gilgood was sheriff, which Mercenary Corps would have dared to do this?
Nothing but foolish, uncivilized barbarians!
Griffin fumed silently.
Trying to take everything for themselves? These bastards all deserve to die!
At least half the spoils should be handed over! Otherwise, he would never cover up their crimes for them!
Elmons Mine would never be allocated to any of them! After all this time, that Tagready must have already done plenty. Turning this place into a direct territory of the City of Esora might actually be a good idea.
But who should he pin the blame on?
After all, this was the Mercenary Corps appointed by Lord Osaga. Though he bore no responsibility for this incident, without a proper explanation, given Lord Osaga’s temper—if he ever found out—this wouldn’t be something easily brushed aside... Might as well find some fool to take the fall!
As he thought this, he frantically urged his
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