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Harold showed no dissatisfaction with Wu Qingsong's decision to act on his own.
If everything went smoothly, Ram would soon find a suitable identity for Wu Qingsong, which meant that Wu Qingsong and his group would soon have to go to Esola to form a Mercenary Corps as planned. At this time, having Nina—who possessed great strength and extensive command experience—lead them on a risky mission was both a test of their abilities before their independence and a rare practical exercise.
However, Liuli and Ling felt uneasy. Despite their long period of training, this was their first official mission as warriors. Although Wu Qingsong had been encouraging them along the way, habits formed over years were not so easily changed.
"You three are responsible for guarding the rear," Nina instructed. "The vanguard and flanks will be handled by us. If anything happens, hold your position first and wait for further orders from me. Remember, do not panic or run around. In most cases, staying in formation is the safest option!"
Nina had brought only eleven subordinates this time, but they were all seasoned warriors who had long operated in this land. Familiar with the surroundings, Nina took the lead as the vanguard while the others took turns scouting the flanks, communicating intermittently with howls. They encountered no danger along the way and soon arrived at the village where the disappearances were most severe.
"Over the past week, nine villagers have gone missing," Nina said, having previously investigated the area and thus having a general understanding of the situation. She casually relayed this to her ally, Wu Qingsong. "The other two villages lost six and four people respectively."
"Who were the missing?"
"They were all able-bodied men," Nina replied. "Middle-aged and young, disappearing while acting alone near the villages."
This was why she suspected the attackers were a small Mercenary Corps. If it were beasts, the disappearances wouldn’t be so frequent, and signs of struggle would inevitably be left at the scenes.
The Wolf Tribe were not like the submissive Sheep or Ratkin of the plains. They were combative, unruly, and mostly excellent hunters. Having fought the Garrison Troops and Mercenary Corps on this land for years, their combat abilities might not match those of regular armies, but they would never be devoured by beasts without resistance.
If the enemy were strong, a Mercenary Corps wouldn’t act so stealthily. They’d likely just raid and slaughter a village, then retreat with the spoils before reinforcements arrived.
Yet Nina still felt uneasy. This area was deep in the Teks Mountains, far from any city. Typically, Mercenary Corps wouldn’t venture so deep, as exposure would mean facing hundreds of Werewolves, making a safe retreat nearly impossible.
Kidnapping slaves in this manner had happened before, but small Mercenary Corps usually began retreating after capturing a number of prisoners similar to their own size. Otherwise, suppressing and preventing rebellion while transporting so many captives would be difficult.
But nineteen people had already gone missing nearby. If the enemy had that many, how had a Mercenary Corps of such scale infiltrated past the outer villages? And why didn’t they attack the villages directly, instead lingering around to abduct villagers?
"Lady Nina!" The villagers, gathered for unknown reasons in the central square, rushed over upon seeing Nina and her group.
"Has something else happened?" Nina’s heart sank. "Didn’t I tell you not to act alone and to avoid leaving the village during this time?"
"Lady Nina, this time they were taken from their homes!" an elderly Werewolf said anxiously.
"From their homes?" Nina asked in shock.
The villagers quickly led them to the affected household. The Werewolves’ village was laid out around the central square, and this house was one of the outermost. Its doors and windows were wide open, most belongings untouched. The bedding on the bed was messy, as if someone had burst in, flung aside the covers, and taken them by force.
"Did the neighbors hear anything?" Nina asked.
"Lady Nina, we heard nothing!" several Werewolves replied nervously.
Werewolves had sharp hearing and smell. Had the family made even the slightest noise—like a single cry for help—the neighbors would have heard. Once alerted, every man in the village would have mobilized, making such an abduction impossible.
"Maybe they used something like sleep drugs?" Wu Qingsong suggested.
It was the only plausible explanation, yet Nina detected no unusual scents.
The villagers grew increasingly frightened. Being taken from their homes safe and sound was a disaster that shattered their sense of security.
"Lady Nina..." the elderly Werewolf pressed anxiously.
"Don’t worry. Their scent is still fresh. We’ll track them now and bring everyone back safely," Nina reassured the villagers. "Go about your business, but avoid acting alone. Stick together in groups. If we don’t return by tonight, gather at the village hall. No one stays home alone!"
"The trail leads to the back mountain," one of Nina’s subordinates reported after scouting the area.
"Let’s move!" Nina ordered.
A few young Werewolves volunteered to help, but Nina gently declined. "The enemy might return with some scheme. While we’re gone, the task of protecting the village falls to you. Can you handle it?"
"Rest assured! We won’t let anything happen to the village!" the young Werewolves declared fervently, forgetting that this was their duty to begin with.
After leaving the village and pursuing the trail toward the back mountain, the absence of other scents made tracking easier. The group quickened their pace along the rugged mountain path into the Forest. Soon, they found fresh footprints in the mud. Villagers wouldn’t go up the mountain at this time, and the prints were noticeably deeper, likely due to carrying extra weight.
But Nina and the other Werewolves grew increasingly grim, baffling Wu Qingsong. Finding the enemy’s trail confirmed they were on the right path—wasn’t that good?
"These are Werewolf footprints!" Nina told him. "We can’t be mistaken!"
Werewolves were behind the village attacks? How could that be?
"The prints are fresh. They’re carrying captives and can’t move fast," Nina said. "We’ll have answers once we catch up."
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The deeper they went into the mountains, the denser and gloomier the forest became, and the path grew increasingly difficult to traverse. Yet, the werewolves only quickened their pace.
"The scent is very strong now!" one werewolf said.
Sure enough, after crossing another ridge, they spotted several figures carrying large sacks moving unhurriedly ahead.
But what baffled Nina and the others was that these werewolves ahead didn’t look like the Mercenary Corps they had imagined. Instead, they resembled villagers from nearby settlements.
"Chase them! Be careful of ambushes!" Nina ordered.
The werewolves flanked the group from both sides. This forest was their home turf, but heeding Nina’s warning, they still approached cautiously. Suddenly, one werewolf shouted in shock, "Qiao?!"
The cry startled the werewolves ahead. They glanced back at their pursuers but showed no panic, continuing calmly toward the depths of the forest.
"Qiao!" the werewolf yelled louder. "What’s going on? What are you doing?"
One of Nina’s werewolves finally caught up, overtaking them from the side. Upon seeing their faces clearly, he too gasped and called out their names. But just then, the group uniformly dropped their sacks and launched a coordinated attack against him!
"Qiao! Luyi! Have you lost your minds?!" The werewolf had no choice but to defend himself desperately. These attackers were people he knew—he couldn’t bring himself to strike them with his weapon. Yet they had no such reservations, using their bodies as weapons without mercy.
The rest of Nina’s werewolves surged forward, but by then, their comrade was already surrounded by three or four of the attackers. A bewildered, pained scream later, he collapsed to the ground, while the werewolves who had assaulted him turned around, now covered in blood.
Their fur looked unnaturally dull, and their movements were strange—yet it was hard to pinpoint exactly what was off.
The most horrifying thing, however, was their eyes: all of them had turned a ghastly, milky white.
"Careful!" Wu Qingsong, who had finally caught up, immediately realized what was happening. "They’re already dead! They’re not your comrades anymore—they’re zombies!"
"Zombies?" The werewolves repeated the word in confusion as they stumbled backward.
Wu Qingsong halted, raised his crossbow, and fired a bolt at the nearest zombie. The shot pierced its shoulder, but the creature showed no pain—not even a hint of hesitation in its movements—as it continued chasing the closest werewolf.
"They’re not werewolves anymore; they’re monsters!" Wu Qingsong worked quickly to reload his crossbow. At that moment, Ling mustered her courage and fired her first shot as she had been trained. The bolt pierced the zombie’s eye socket, its tip bursting out the back of the skull with a spray of brain matter. Yet, the creature kept attacking the werewolf in front of it.
"Damn it!" Wu Qingsong realized these weren’t the kind of zombies from movies that could be killed by headshots. These were undead from a magical world—creatures that required their cores to be destroyed. If luck was bad, they might even need to kill the necromancer hiding somewhere to truly end them.
This was the most disgusting kind of monster. In a world where magic was heavily monopolized—even hunted to extinction—by the elves, where had this necromancer come from? An elf?!
While the arrow didn’t immediately kill the zombie, it finally made the werewolves understand his words. They began using their weapons against their former comrades. But they soon discovered that even decapitation didn’t stop the bodies—the headless torsos kept attacking. Even cutting them in half at the waist only resulted in the upper halves dragging themselves forward relentlessly.
With a heavy heart, Nina cleaved the zombie before her into two, then pinned the still-crawling half to the ground. She had never faced anything like this, and she turned to Wu Qingsong. "How... how do we destroy them?"
"There should be a core inside their bodies," Wu Qingsong said. "If it’s not the brain, then... maybe the heart?"
Nina immediately dashed toward a zombie that had lost an arm but was still trying to bite a werewolf warrior. She thrust her blade through its chest, nearly splitting the creature in half. With that strike, it finally collapsed motionless.
"Aim for their hearts!" Nina roared.
The zombies were soon all killed, but the werewolves felt no triumph.
"Nina, what... what in the world is happening?" one werewolf asked in anguish.
The zombie werewolves were all missing villagers from nearby settlements—many of them former comrades and familiar friends. None could comprehend how they had ended up like this.
Nina instinctively looked at Wu Qingsong, who tensely shouted, "Rinse your wounds with water, now!"
"Is this some kind of poison?" Nina promptly ordered everyone to follow his instructions. He had not only recognized what had happened to them but also found a solution. Faced with this unknown danger, Wu Qingsong naturally took the lead.
"I don’t know," Wu Qingsong said as he examined a wounded warrior’s injury. Blood still flowed normally, and its color looked fine, which relieved him slightly.
Different games, animations, and even novels described necromancy differently. Who knew which version this world followed?
Ling and Liuli struggled with the gruesome scene. The slain zombies’ blood should have been congealed—what spilled from their severed bodies wasn’t blood but something more like pus and bodily fluids from decay. Once they stopped moving, their bodies seemed to rapidly rot, flesh and fur turning into a putrid, stinking sludge. The sight was nauseating.
Wu Qingsong was once again reminded of the difference between games and reality. Looting corpses was a habit in games, but who could stomach it in these conditions?
Nina, however, used a short sword to slice open one of the more intact corpses. She skewered whatever was in the heart area and lifted it on the blade’s tip. "Look," she said, her voice barely containing her fury.
It wasn’t an actual heart—but something heart-sized, wooden, and covered in eerie patterns.
"Someone cut them open, tore out their hearts, and put this inside," she said, her tone like a storm barely held back by sheer will.
"This is necromancy," Wu Qingsong told her. "But my knowledge is limited. One thing’s clear, though—there’s a necromancer somewhere in these mountains, turning villagers into these zombies."
"We have to kill him!" Nina threw the object to the ground and crushed it underfoot. "This atrocity won’t be forgiven!"
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"They're in the valley ahead," said the two Werewolves responsible for scouting, slightly out of breath. To avoid the Undead Creatures scattered throughout the Forest, they had to take a long detour, nearly doubling their travel distance.
"We spotted fifty or sixty Skeletons of various kinds, mostly humanoid, about a dozen Zombies, and no ranged weapons. The Necromancer is on the flat ground in the middle of the valley, surrounded by Undead. There’s no way to get within Crossbow Bolt range. Oh, and he’s not an Elf!"
That was probably the best news they could hope for.
"Then the first plan is scrapped," Nina frowned slightly before straightening up. "No need to hesitate anymore. Let’s proceed with the second plan—frontal assault!"
After the previous battle, Wu Qingsong suggested burning the corpses. As the only one with knowledge about Necromancers, his advice was respected by Nina. The Werewolves followed his instructions, and during the process, Wu Qingsong shared everything he knew—or could safely reveal—about Undead and Necromancy.
Some of it was unimaginable and incomprehensible to the Werewolves. Though Wu Qingsong wasn’t entirely sure of the accuracy of his knowledge, this was the only way he could help, ensuring they wouldn’t charge in blindly.
Overpreparing, no matter how you looked at it, was far better than knowing nothing at all.
A few Werewolves grew uneasy after hearing his descriptions. They weren’t afraid—just wary—and thought they should return only after better preparation, to eliminate these abominations in one strike.
But the scouting results pushed Nina to take the risk.
The Undead Creatures were clearly digging up bones from underground. If Wu Qingsong’s knowledge about Necromancers held true, every day they waited, this Necromancer’s power would multiply.
Nina’s forces were already dispersed across villages. Regathering them would take too long, and nearby settlements could only offer hunters and farmers—bringing them here to fight these things would be pointless.
Rather than waiting in dread, it was better to strike now, while the Necromancer was still weak, surrounded only by Zombies and Skeletons!
"No Wraiths or Specters, right?" Wu Qingsong asked again. "No Lich or Skeleton Knight?"
Easily destroying those Zombies had made him dismissive of the Skeletons, theoretically weaker than Zombies. What worried him were the formless creatures. In games, spirits could be slain with weapons—but who knew how reality worked? If they charged in only to find blades useless against spirits, the result would be disastrous.
This wasn’t a game. There were no second chances.
"We observed for a long time. Didn’t see any of the things you mentioned."
"Then let’s do it!" Wu Qingsong gritted his teeth.
Nina drew her sword. "Everyone, you know what we’re facing—an evil we’ve never seen or even heard of. You also know what these things are doing. They’re destroying our homes! Slaughtering our kin! Threatening our right to live! We have no retreat—only forward! We must win, and we will win! Now, let us fight bravely!"
The Werewolves growled lowly, then tightened their grip on weapons and lifted the roughly made wooden shields. Carrying torches and Molotov Cocktails, they formed a shield formation behind Nina, with Wu Qingsong, Liuli, and another Werewolf tasked with throwing Molotov Cocktails at the center.
"Don’t be afraid," Wu Qingsong said, though he wasn’t entirely confident himself. Curses, poisons, summoning Undead, raising corpses—even conjuring powerful Undead Creatures or demons, casting bone or spirit magic—who knew if this Necromancer could do these things? Scouts couldn’t observe any of that.
But he knew they had to take this step—Liuli too. Otherwise, they’d never succeed in this world.
The scariest thing wasn’t failure, but hesitation—never daring to take the first step.
He couldn’t be injured. Liuli could turn into a battlefield shredder at a critical moment. Just Skeletons and Zombies that could be killed with blades—why hesitate?
"I’m scared," Liuli said pitifully.
If Ling were here, she might feel better. But Nina believed Ling, despite her hard-earned progress, wasn’t ready for this. She had been left behind at the corpse-burning site to tend to the unconscious villagers.
Liuli, meanwhile, was one of their keys to victory.
"I’ll protect you! Do you believe me?" Wu Qingsong asked, looking into her eyes.
Liuli nodded hesitantly.
"Let’s go!" Wu Qingsong said.
The group advanced swiftly in a loose formation. Rounding a mountain pass, they encountered their first Undead Creature—a deer Skeleton. Before it could react, Nina darted from the ranks and cleaved it apart with a single strike, reducing it to scattered bones.
"Quick! Remember what Wu told you! Follow me and push deep! Don’t waste time on these grunts—our target is the Necromancer!"
The Werewolves tightened formation, advancing like a single massive beast. Only Nina walked ahead, unprotected, mercilessly smashing every Skeleton in their path.
The Skeletons suddenly halted, then began converging toward the Necromancer’s position.
"Faster! Faster!" Nina picked up speed. No Skeleton could withstand her blade, but soon, four or five Zombies wielding tools like iron pickaxes intercepted her, and the pressure mounted.
These were clearly missing villagers, but they were nothing like the Zombies they’d fought before. Faster, stronger—overwhelmingly so.
An ordinary Werewolf couldn’t withstand Nina’s greatsword, yet these Zombies blocked her strikes with their tools—even their own bodies!
What? How was this different from before?
A hoarse voice echoed from ahead.
"So, you’re the ones who slaughtered my precious pets?" he hissed. "Fine. You’ll replace them, then."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 54: The Undead
[image: ]


​
Wu Qingsong finally saw the first magic-wielding professional he had encountered since arriving in this world with his own eyes, but the other’s appearance greatly disappointed him.
He looked like a dog that had lost all its fur, with a pointed snout and large, upright ears that made him appear even more gaunt.
He didn’t resemble a noble spellcaster at all—rather, he looked like a roadside beggar.
“A Jackalman...” He heard Nina murmur under her breath.
The creature wore a tattered robe and held a staff clearly made from some kind of animal bone. On his head sat a cap fashioned from an unidentified animal skull, but everything about him was so crude and shoddy that it failed to give off any sense of menace or power.
Combined with what he was saying, it only made Wu Qingsong feel like he was putting on airs.
Nina, however, had no time to dwell on such observations. With a fierce roar, she cleaved a Zombie in half, but to everyone’s surprise, the fallen creature soon pieced itself back together and shambled upright once more.
“See? This is the great magic of the Bardiz Clan!” the Jackalman Necromancer cried excitedly, as if using such power for the first time.
“The heart! Destroy their hearts!” Wu Qingsong hastily reminded her.
Once Nina’s charge was blocked, the entire party froze in place. The Skeletons gradually closed in, using their own bodies as weapons to attack the Werewolves, who desperately held them at bay with massive wooden shields.
“Matthew!” Nina shouted.
The Werewolf protected within the shield formation alongside Wu Qingsong and Liuli roared, grabbing a Molotov Cocktail from his back. After lighting it with a torch, he hurled it with force at the Zombies surrounding Nina.
This weapon, first employed during the breakout from Rem City, had quickly become a favored tool in the Rebel Army’s arsenal. It proved particularly effective against slow-moving, heavily armored soldiers, and had played a key role in wiping out the northern Mercenary Corps. As a result, they had been issued in greater numbers.
Matthew was the strongest and most accurate thrower among Nina’s Werewolves. Two flaming bottles sailed precisely over Nina’s shoulders and struck the Zombies, immediately engulfing them in flames.
“Pathetic. Such...” the Necromancer sneered.
As a magic-wielder, he naturally wouldn’t make the same mistake as the soldiers and confuse this for fire Magic. He quickly realized it must be Fire Oil (Naptha).
But to his shock, the flames did not extinguish as he expected. Instead, they clung to the Zombies, eventually igniting the fats within their bodies and turning them into massive fireballs.
“This... How is this possible!” the Necromancer screeched in fury.
More Molotov Cocktails were lit and thrown by Matthew, and at such close range, there was no chance of missing. One after another, the Zombies burst into towering flames, their movements faltering as they began emitting strange, shrieking cries.
Seizing the moment, Nina swiftly drove her sword through their chests. Finally, the party began advancing again.
“Such petty tricks!” the Necromancer howled in rage. He began chanting, and Wu Qingsong seized the chance to fire a Crossbow Bolt at him. But the bolt veered slightly off course, grazing his shoulder before flying past.
“You!” The Jackalman recoiled in terror. “How dare you! Very well! You shall taste the true wrath of the Bardiz Clan! Your souls will be torn apart! You’ll burn in the inferno for eternity—this is what you brought upon yourselves!”
He drew a small object from his robes, his expression twisting into madness.
A scroll!
“No! Hurry!” Wu Qingsong shouted. “Stop him!”
Whatever he had pulled out was undoubtedly a trump card—they couldn’t let him use it!
Nina abruptly planted her foot and lunged forward like an arrow, slamming into an Undead blocking her path with her armored shoulder and sending it flying. She then drew the Short Sword from her back with her left hand and hurled it at the Necromancer!
She didn’t expect this to kill him, but if she could startle him into dodging and disrupt his plans, that would be enough.
“Die!” Wu Qingsong, meanwhile, grabbed the crossbow originally belonging to Liuli and yanked the trigger hard.
But a transparent ripple suddenly appeared in the air before the Necromancer. Both the thrown Short Sword and the fired Crossbow Bolt were deflected and sent flying. At the same moment, the item in the Necromancer’s hand emitted an eerie black light. In an instant, a dark storm erupted, engulfing the entire valley.
Wu Qingsong instinctively wrapped his arms around Liuli, shielding her with his body. A chilling, despair-laden sensation swept through him, and for a brief moment, he felt utterly hopeless—as if death was the only escape. But when he looked up, all the Werewolves were still standing, though their expressions were strange.
Thankfully, Liuli seemed unaffected.
A Curse?!
“Nina!” he yelled, then forcefully struck Matthew beside him.
“I... What’s wrong with me?” Matthew finally snapped out of it, which eased Wu Qingsong’s tension slightly. Whatever that was, it likely wasn’t direct offensive Magic—their strange state was probably just a side effect.
“Watch out!” Nina shouted instead.
A faint, ghastly white glow suddenly ignited on the Skeletons’ bodies, and the same light flickered to life in their empty eye sockets. But what truly prompted Nina’s warning was the sight of the unearthed remains—bones of unknown origin and age—suddenly stirring to motion.
This place must have been a battlefield or burial ground long ago, for nearly the entire ground trembled as countless Skeletons clawed their way out from below. Even the earth beneath Wu Qingsong’s feet was no exception.
Among them, the bones of some massive creature also began to move.
As they rose, the entire valley seemed to shake.
“I knew it! This is where the allied forces were crushed by the Elves back then!” the Necromancer laughed maniacally again. “HAHAHA! Now I don’t have to dig slowly anymore. My army, rise! Kill every last one of these damned intruders!”
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Nina swung her greatsword with all her might, reducing the Skeletons desperately clawing their way out to fragments. But the Werewolf formation had completely fallen apart under these circumstances, and they could no longer maintain their Shield wall.
The Werewolf Warriors unwittingly scattered, brandishing their weapons against the Skeletons, which had grown much stronger after emitting a ghastly pale glow. Those wielding heavy weapons like axes and hammers fared better, as ordinary swords barely affected these Skeletons. They even had to lift wooden Shields, using them as weapons to fend off the Undead.
Soon, a Werewolf Warrior was swarmed by four or five small rodent-like Skeletons that climbed onto his legs, their bone spikes piercing his calves. Momentarily distracted, the tall Skeleton wielding a femur as a weapon slammed its bone down hard on his arm, knocking the Shield from his grasp. Instantly, four or five unidentifiable Skeletons piled onto him, burying him beneath them.
The Werewolves howled in grief and fury. Wu Qingsong kicked away what was probably a squirrel Skeleton and, without hesitation, placed his hand on Liuli’s chest.
But Liuli’s heartbeat was erratic, like a drumbeat impossible to follow.
"Liuli!" Wu Qingsong shouted. "Don’t look at them! Look at me! Trust me, trust yourself!"
Liuli tightly shut her eyes, but this helped—somewhat. A few seconds later, Wu Qingsong finally caught the familiar sensation he had grown accustomed to during months of practice.
Here it comes!
"Meow~!" A humanoid Skeleton lunging at them was suddenly grabbed by the head by a cat’s paw and hurled into a group of Skeletons, sending them tumbling into a heap.
"Meow~! This is so infuriating!" the enlarged Liuli shouted, grabbing another Skeleton and using it as a weapon to wildly swing around, instantly clearing a large safe zone around her.
"Fall back to this position!" Wu Qingsong yelled. He then picked up a stray femur from the ground and rushed toward Matthew, who was in trouble. A swarm of tiny Skeletons scrambled up his body, stabbing him with their bone spikes. Roaring in pain, he swung the bone frantically, smashing the Skeletons in front of Matthew and giving him a chance to retreat toward Liuli. Then, still covered in small Skeletons, Wu Qingsong threw himself heavily onto the ground.
"Die already!"
It was a wrestling move he had seen on TV, looking incredibly cool—several unlucky small Skeletons were crushed to pieces. Unfortunately, his body wasn’t heavy enough, and he wasn’t wearing armor, so the attack didn’t shatter all the Skeletons on him as he’d hoped. Still, it successfully broke their hold.
Regrettably, the other Werewolves were too busy struggling to survive to witness this spectacle.
By now, Liuli had picked up a Shield someone had dropped and was swinging it like a cleaver. Her immense strength paired perfectly with the unwieldy weapon—no Skeleton standing in her way could escape being smashed to pieces.
The Catgirl seemed to delight in this fighting style, charging straight into the densest cluster of Skeletons like a steamroller, leaving devastation in her wake.
"Don’t waste time on them!" Wu Qingsong urgently shouted.
Her transformed state lasted at most fifteen minutes—sometimes as little as ten—while the valley held at least a hundred or two Undead. How long would this take?
"Go kill that Necromancer!" he bellowed.
Another sharp pain shot through his back—there was no need to guess what it was. Swinging the femur around, he turned and smashed the head clean off a Skeleton stabbing his lower back, then kicked another square in the chest, sending it sprawling. But more Skeletons were closing in.
Liuli hesitated for a moment before hurling the shattered, deformed wooden Shield into the thickest cluster of Skeletons. Then she charged toward the Werewolf Warriors, regrouping them.
Yet, in just those one or two minutes, three warriors had already fallen, and the rest were almost all injured.
Wu Qingsong was pinned under seven or eight Skeletons, powerless to resist, until Liuli rushed over, clawed them away, and pulled him free.
"Don’t worry about me! Help Nina! Kill that Necromancer!" Wu Qingsong yelled.
Nina had already broken away from the group earlier, getting close to the Necromancer—only to be completely surrounded now. The Skeletons were no match for her, splintering with every strike, but six or seven Zombies mixed among them kept attacking relentlessly. With the Werewolves unable to support her with Molotov Cocktails, she was clearly struggling.
Her armor was smeared with Zombie fluids, her silver hair disheveled, yet her gaze remained fixed on the smug Jackalman standing atop a boulder.
"Meow~! So annoying! I know what to do—stop barking orders!" Liuli snapped in irritation, grabbing a Zombie and casually smashing the surrounding Skeletons to bits.
Wu Qingsong was momentarily stunned. Then, Liuli hoisted a millstone-sized rock, spun in place twice, and hurled it at the Necromancer with all her might.
The transparent ripples reappeared around the Necromancer, deflecting the rock—but the deafening crash clearly startled him, making him scramble down from the boulder in panic. Liuli let out a satisfied "meow," grabbed another rock, dashed forward a few steps, and chucked it with all her strength.
The shield flickered again, but this time, there was a noticeable difference—its power was waning.
Encouraged, Liuli grabbed the nearest Undead and hurled them one after another toward the Necromancer. Transparent ripples kept appearing around him, deflecting the flying Skeletons and Zombies, but sweat poured down his face. Clearly, maintaining the shield under this assault wasn’t easy for him.
"What the hell are you?!" he screeched in rage. "Where did you come from?!"
"Meow~! You’re the hellspawn here!" Liuli shot back. "Just die already!"
"Use my sword!" Nina shouted—the Zombies around her had been snatched up and thrown away, finally giving her a breather. But Liuli’s transformation had already lasted seven or eight minutes. No one knew how much longer she could hold on.
Gripping the massive greatsword in her hands, Liuli let out a pleased meow—she had trained with this recently. Dragging the blade behind her, she swung wildly and charged toward the Necromancer.
Skeletons and Zombies shattered into pieces before her. The same sword, wielded by her, was incomparable to Nina’s usage.
The Zombies, driven by the Necromancer, could barely stall Nina—but against the transformed Catgirl, the only difference was whether they were sent flying intact or in pieces.
In mere seconds, the cat and her sword carved a four-to-five-meter-wide path through the sea of Skeletons. With the Necromancer’s horrified scream ringing out, the greatsword slammed into him with terrifying momentum—shattering one shield midair but crashing against another with a dull, thunderous impact that left everyone’s ears ringing. The steel blade bent slightly into an arc. The Necromancer vomited blood, his body sagging in obvious weakness.
"Die!" Liuli swung the sword again, this time smashing through the weakened shield almost instantly. The greatsword slammed into the Necromancer’s side, nearly slicing him in half.
"Still calling me hellspawn?" Liuli grabbed his throat and lifted him. "Get rid of these things now, or I’ll crush you!"
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Chapter 56: Expediency in Emergencies
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"Liuli, kill him now!" Wu Qingsong shouted.
Though this Necromancer seemed thoroughly mediocre—even counterfeit—lacking the vicious spells Wu Qingsong knew they typically wielded, the power of that earlier scroll alone proved that even a fraud in the magic world could still drown someone.
Who knew if he had some trump card hidden away?
In situations like this, the safest course was to annihilate the enemy without hesitation while they still had the upper hand. Once he was dead, even if these Undead didn’t vanish, as long as their numbers stopped increasing, there would always be a way to deal with them.
Besides, Liuli’s transformed state was nearing its end. Who knew when she might suddenly revert?
Yet Liuli acted as though she hadn’t heard Wu Qingsong. Instead, she slowly tightened her grip, causing the Necromancer to gag painfully before she loosened it slightly. "Five seconds! Hurry up!"
The Necromancer flailed wildly in midair.
Wu Qingsong was so frantic he wanted to scream at Liuli, but this transformed Catgirl was the polar opposite of her usual self—only manageable if handled gently. Just as he prepared to charge over and fix things himself, the Undead mindlessly flooded back into the path Liuli had previously cleared.
Near the Werewolves' reformed battle line, Skeletons once again clashed with them.
"Nina, toss me over there!" Wu Qingsong urged. It would be undignified, but his body could take the impact, and there was no faster way to get across.
Nina nodded and grabbed him, but as she braced to throw, the Necromancer finally managed to seize Liuli’s claw. An instant later, Liuli convulsed as a stabbing pain erupted in her chest—as if a blade had been driven in and twisted viciously.
She tried to crush the Necromancer’s neck, but all her strength vanished with the agony. He dropped from her grip, while she clutched her chest and collapsed backward.
The sudden shift left Nina and Wu Qingsong stunned. A second later, Nina adjusted her stance, clearly preparing to throw him to safety instead.
"Nina, what are you doing?" Wu Qingsong instantly recognized her intent and grabbed her arm.
"Escape! Find a way back to avenge us!" Nina said firmly.
"No!" She tried to lift and hurl him, but he clung stubbornly to her.
Liuli had once been mortally wounded fighting Klein’s lackeys, yet Wu Qingsong had saved her then—so why not now? But if he fled, she might truly die this time.
"There’s still a chance!" he shouted.
"Where?!" Nina retorted. "Stop wasting time, or even you won’t escape!"
"I can awaken your Latent Potential!" he insisted. "If you trust me—fully, like Liuli and Ling did—if you surrender your fate to me, we can succeed!"
"Ling succeeded too?" Nina hesitated, then nodded.
She wasn’t afraid to die, but if there was hope, she wouldn’t give up easily.
"Follow me!" She set Wu Qingsong down, gripping him with one hand
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