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Wu Qingsong had originally assumed that beastmen of the same race would worship the same ancestral deity. But now he realized that different tribes and different nations worshipped different ancestral deities.
This forced him to reconsider his judgment on whether gods truly existed in this world.
If the Wolf God worshipped by the Silver Moon Wolf Clan was not the same as the Wolf Gods worshipped elsewhere, it meant that if deities truly existed, the Eight Great Elven Gods would not be facing the powerful ancestral deities of beastmen—each with their own unique and numerous followers—as he had previously imagined. Instead, they would be dealing with many weaker tribal or local gods.
In this case, it made perfect sense for the powerful Elven Gods, under a unified faith, to systematically subdue these weaker local deities and gradually expand the Elven Empire's dominion. After eliminating their greatest competitors, the Bardiz Clan—who also had a unified faith—and burying their people, culture, and gods in the vast desert, the scattered and powerless tribal deities on the continent would naturally have no ability to resist.
Yet, this only made things more troubling.
The elves were already formidable enough. Add their even more powerful Eight Great Gods into the mix?
Wu Qingsong would rather continue believing that no gods existed on this continent, or that their power couldn't manifest in this world. Otherwise, it would be utterly despair-inducing, and there would be nothing left for him to do.
But then again, if the ancestors of any tribe could become deities, what exactly did that make gods?
Ah~ The more he thought about it, the less clear it became. He might as well stop dwelling on it!
"Which deity does the Lord wish us to worship?" Unlike Ram's skepticism, Angus hesitated for a moment before asking.
His response unquestionably signaled his stance to Wu Qingsong, which pleased him.
Ling and Liuli’s answers were, of course, affirmative. Ram and Harold neither agreed nor objected, while Fia, after a brief hesitation, stated that as long as this deity could bring peace to her people, there should be no harm in worshipping a new god alongside the old ones. As for herself, she would follow Ling’s example.
This seemed to be the downside of polytheism. If people could worship multiple gods within one pantheon, why not worship even more? From a utilitarian perspective, if a deity could offer tangible benefits, why not pledge faith to them? It didn’t seem unreasonable.
Wu Qingsong’s mind stirred. Picking up a pen, he hesitated slightly before writing the character "Wu" in seal script. Visually, it resembled a person shouting with an open mouth—but one could just as easily interpret it as a figure standing under the sun or take it literally: "mouth" and "heaven."
For a fleeting moment, he had the urge to draw those two crossed tools, but he reined himself in at the last second. Attempting something so monumental in this world would be risky even for someone like Lao Ma. A small fry like him? Best not even try.
"What’s this?" Ram asked.
"This is the deity I worship," Wu Qingsong replied casually. "His name is 'Xuan Yuan,' a wise, benevolent, and mighty god."
This wasn’t entirely inaccurate. The surname "Wu" itself traced back to the Yellow Emperor, Xuan Yuan, and the Chinese had always revered their ancestors. At the very least, when Wu Qingsong had researched his surname’s origins, he had felt immense pride in having such a lineage.
Incidentally, this seal-script "Wu" character was something he’d memorized after practicing it deliberately back then.
"Xuan Yuan?" Ram frowned. "I’ve never heard of him."
"There are countless gods in this world. Have you heard of them all?" Wu Qingsong countered.
Ram dropped the subject but pressed, "There’s no problem with asking us to worship a new god, but what’s the point?"
Wu Qingsong’s consideration wasn’t baseless—it stemmed from his recent studies of the Book of the Dead.
To be honest, although necromancy was regarded as an evil magic—and indeed easily strayed into malevolence—the Bardiz Kingdom documented in the Book of the Dead was, compared to the elven-ruled empire Wu Qingsong knew, practically a paradise.
The Bardiz people primarily consisted of the Jackalmen and the Desert Cats, both of whom identified respectively as warriors and messengers of the Death God. Bound together by religion, they built a surprisingly powerful kingdom in the desert.
The king wasn’t hereditary but elected from the ranks of high-ranking Jackalmen warriors. The high priests of the Sanctuary of the Death God and the Necropolis were chosen from the Jackalmen and Desert Cats respectively, also elected by the priestly councils. In this deeply religious kingdom, the king was often just a symbolic figurehead, with major state affairs decided jointly by the priestly councils of the two Sanctuaries.
The Bardiz people scarcely engaged in production; all labor was performed by Undead Creatures. Even the subordinate races and lower classes faced far lighter taxes and labor duties than those in the Elven Empire. Often, people didn’t need to contribute anything at all. Their sole obligation was to devote themselves wholeheartedly to the Death God, and upon their deathbeds, to accept the priests’ rites and surrender their flesh and souls to the deity.
The Book of the Dead undoubtedly had its embellishments, but from Wu Qingsong’s outsider perspective, he had every reason to believe it wasn’t outright deception.
Abuse, suffering, and hatred could certainly agitate the dead, leaving behind souls brimming with furious power. Yet for a Necromancer, wielding such souls came with unpredictability, immense risk, and potential losses outweighing gains.
In contrast, drawing upon the soul of a devout believer—calm yet brimming with faith—was far less perilous while offering equally formidable strength.
In a way, the Necromancers of the Bardiz Kingdom exchanged believers’ happiness in life for their devotion in death—a philosophy diametrically opposed to all other religions on the continent, which preached sacrificing in life for reward in death or the afterlife.
Did the afterlife or reincarnation truly exist?
Wu Qingsong didn’t dare assert anything—his own existence defied all logic. But if there was no heaven or rebirth, then the Bardiz people’s practices were staggeringly conscientious compared to other beastmen religions. Moreover, according to their doctrine, once a soul fulfilled its obligations, it could enter the Death God’s eternal paradise and live without care.
This left Wu Qingsong puzzled: Why hadn’t they expanded? Why hadn’t they conquered the continent?
He could only guess that sustaining an enormous Undead Creatures population demanded staggering energy. The Bardiz people’s lives were too comfortable, their religious fervor too consuming. They’d lost their drive to strive, their capacity and desire to dominate the world.
From the Book of the Dead, Wu Qingsong encountered a terrifying practice: When natural deaths couldn’t meet the kingdom’s needs, volunteers would enter the Sanctuary, relinquish their lives, and offer their flesh and souls to the Death God to fulfill their duties early, thus hastening their entry into paradise.
Most who chose this path were subordinate races and commoners, but powerful warriors and Necromancers were no exception. The book’s final pages even listed the names of kings who had willingly sacrificed themselves. The tombs beneath the Sanctuary housed these honored volunteers, for whom this was the greatest glory.
Wu Qingsong didn’t know how to interpret their actions. Was this the epitome of self-delusion? Yet the Book of the Dead brimmed with nothing but praise and envy for such deeds.
Yes—frank, naked envy. It made Wu Qingsong wonder if the book’s authors had ultimately walked the same path.
Gazing at the rows of names on the final pages, each in different handwriting and perhaps once-renowned, he could only sigh.
If the Book of the Dead was to be believed, the Kingdom of Batiz was far from the legendary evil realm. Instead, it possessed an indescribable progressiveness—perhaps even too ahead of its time. Had their doctrine not glorified—even craved—death, could the elves truly have defeated them?
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"My lord, they're here." Beck interrupted Wu Qingsong and Ram’s conversation at that moment.
"Thank you all. Please leave for now. I’ll explain in detail later," Wu Qingsong said. "Ram, Harold, stay behind."
Wu Qingsong's goal, of course, was the Soul Fragments.
Though collecting scattered Soul Fragments could meet the needs of the current Skeletons and Zombies, and most of the time, it allowed them to remain dormant to reduce the consumption of Soul Flame, even doing nothing meant Zombies required more Soul Flame than Skeletons to prevent their bodies from decaying.
In the future, if there was a chance to create even more powerful Undead Creatures, the required Soul Fragments would undoubtedly increase. Though Wu Qingsong wasn’t afraid of the backlash from purging the lingering memories and suffering within the Soul Fragments, the experience was far from pleasant. If it could be avoided, he naturally preferred a better way.
He couldn’t provide the Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk with lives like those of the Bardiz Clan, but at the very least, he could free them from slavery, ensure their safety, and give them work to support themselves and their families. Compared to what the Bardiz People had once done, it was still far from enough, but in the Elven Empire, this was likely unprecedented.
Beck soon brought in the Temple’s priest, a middle-aged Rabbitfolk man, accompanied by a young Rabbit Girl, both looking terrified.
"My lord, this is Morin, the priest of that Temple, and this is Alice, her daughter. According to the confessions of those scoundrels, she served as a temple attendant."
It seemed Beck had used some intimidation to track them down.
"You may leave now," Wu Qingsong said to him.
Ram glanced at Wu Qingsong, poured a cup of warm water for each of the Rabbitfolk, and spoke a few soothing words to calm them down.
She usually handled administrative matters and had far more contact with the Rabbitfolk than Wu Qingsong and Harold. Under her reassurance, they slowly grew calmer.
With Ram’s help, many things became much easier.
Wu Qingsong nodded at Ram, and she smiled before returning to his side.
"I don’t mean to punish you," Wu Qingsong said. "Beck must have misunderstood my intentions. Later, I’ll make sure to give him a good scolding!"
"No, no! It’s fine!" The middle-aged Rabbitfolk hastily replied. "Lord Tagready, ask whatever you wish. If I know the answer, I’ll tell you everything!"
"Was that Temple established by you?"
The Rabbitfolk hesitated briefly. "Yes, my lord."
"Who usually worshipped there? Just Rabbitfolk, or Ratfolk as well?"
Wu Qingsong started with the simplest yet most crucial questions and soon learned that, due to limited resources and ability, the Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk in the city shared a single Temple. The deity worshipped there was ambiguous—for the Rabbitfolk, it was their Ancestral Spirits, while the Ratfolk believed it to be theirs as well.
Their doctrines were already similar, and their appearances weren’t far apart. Some legends even claimed Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk shared the same ancestor, so things had muddled along like this.
Another question Wu Qingsong focused on was whether the deity they worshipped previously was the same one.
The answer matched his expectations—these Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk came from different villages, captured and sold to Esola separately, so their Ancestral Spirits were naturally not the same.
"Everyone is so grateful to you, my lord. To meet a master like you is truly a blessing from the gods!" The Rabbitfolk priest flattered.
Since their faith wasn’t deeply rooted in this particular deity and had only recently begun, Wu Qingsong believed converting them was entirely feasible.
"I think you’re quite capable," he said. "But that Temple is too small. I’d like to donate a proper Temple, with you as the priest guiding people in devout offerings to the gods. What do you think?"
Morin trembled all over. "My lord... my lord, you’re too kind..."
Was he dreaming? He had never heard of such generosity—no, not even his entire family had. Had the Ancestral Spirits finally heard his prayers and answered?
"But there’s a condition," Wu Qingsong continued, pleased with his reaction.
"My lord, please speak!"
"You must abandon your previous deity and worship another—Xuan Yuan!" Wu Qingsong lifted the character he had written earlier and placed it in front of Morin.
"My lord?" Morin was utterly confused.
"He is a benevolent deity," Wu Qingsong patiently explained. "He treats all Beastmen equally, fair and merciful to every life. He is also a powerful god, capable of protecting every Beastman who believes in Him. To spread His glory, any follower will receive extra rewards—even their freedom, soon."
"My lord, of course... but..." Morin still hesitated.
"You only need to answer whether you’re willing. His doctrines will be explained to you later."
"My lord, I am willing!" Morin finally gritted his teeth and declared. Many Beastmen had converted to Elven gods without suffering any punishment. Though a priest switching faiths was serious, precisely because he was a priest, Morin knew more about the gods than ignorant Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk. "I pledge myself to the great God Xuan Yuan, to spread His teachings and proclaim His glory!"
A clever man indeed!
Wu Qingsong nodded in satisfaction. "Later, I’ll write you a note to collect food, cloth, and whatever else you need from the stores. Take whatever is useful. The Temple will be arranged soon, but as Xuan Yuan’s priest, you must carry yourself with dignity. Start spreading His glory now!"
Morin withdrew, bowing repeatedly in thanks. Ram and Harold looked at Wu Qingsong, waiting for an explanation.
"I need souls with devout faith," Wu Qingsong briefly explained the matters related to the Kingdom of Batiz, then added, "I also have other ideas to test among these Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk."
"Does this God Xuan Yuan truly exist?" Ram asked.
"He does—an ancient, powerful, kind, and wise god," Wu Qingsong answered.
"Don’t play with fire," Harold warned, as always.
"I’ll have Morin restrict the preaching to Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk. There won’t be any problems," Wu Qingsong replied.
With so many secrets to hide, this was the least of his worries.
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Morin’s actions exceeded Wu Qingsong’s expectations. Instead of taking extravagant fabrics or exquisite artifacts as Wu Qingsong had imagined, Morin took some food, had his daughter cook it, and then gathered the Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk around the temple to distribute the food among them. Afterward, he began his first sermon.
Of course, he had no idea what the so-called "Xuan Yuan" was actually like as a deity, but Wu Qingsong had provided him with the most basic elements he could use: benevolence, treating all Beastmen equally, fairness and kindness, and power—enough to protect every Beastman who believed in Him. Most crucially, and more directly, faith in Him would bring additional rewards and freedom, which was more attractive than anything else.
Many Rabbitfolk didn’t even understand what was happening. They simply listened habitually as Morin spoke of the wonderful life to come, their minds more preoccupied with the food they had just eaten.
Wu Qingsong spent a night extracting some seemingly useful passages from the Book of the Dead, then called Morin back to ask how he usually conducted sermons. At this point, he didn’t expect this method to yield significant returns. To play it safe, he simply let Morin study those passages and figure out how to incorporate them. The most important thing was to make sure these believers understood and accepted that faith in God Xuan Yuan could bring them tangible benefits. They didn’t need to do anything—only, at the time of their death, offer their bodies and souls to Xuan Yuan with devout hearts, becoming His envoys to serve Him. Afterward, they could enter the heavenly kingdom and enjoy eternal bliss.
Morin had no psychological reservations about such claims, as similar notions existed in any religion. Though slightly peculiar, many sects had teachings about offering one’s body and mind to a deity. Interpreting "body and mind" as flesh and soul made no practical difference.
Had someone familiar with the secret history of the Kingdom of Batiz come to Ogrimmar and happened to hear his sermon, they might have immediately recognized the underlying issues. But the Elven Empire had buried almost everything about the Kingdom of Batiz for nearly a millennium. Apart from a few descendants of Batiz, Treasure Hunters, and people like Wu Qingsong and Nina who had stumbled upon these secrets, hardly anyone remembered them. And since this preaching only took place among a few hundred Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk slaves, no one would even pay attention to them.
Wu Qingsong organized people to build a barely passable temple on an empty plot near the slaves’ settlement. To someone who had seen the Sanctuary of the Death God, this structure was shabby, but for Morin, it was enough to move him to tears.
He immediately held the first sermon in the new temple. Under the awe of the "magnificent" temple and with the lord present as its protector, all the slaves converted without hesitation to this new faith dedicated to God Xuan Yuan. They knelt before the seal script character "Wu," prostrating themselves in worship, and received pendants carved from Ghost Cypress bearing the same character from Morin’s hands, solemnly hanging them around their necks. For them, regardless of which god they were worshipping, these visible benefits were enough to draw them into the embrace of the new deity.
These people were, of course, shallow believers—even fake ones—but Wu Qingsong hadn’t held much hope to begin with. Since it didn’t require much additional investment from him, he treated it as placing a casual stake, sowing a seed. What might be harvested in the future would depend on his luck.
Still, Wu Qingsong did one extra thing: he extracted the method for purifying Soul Fragments, removed all references related to Batiz, repackaged it, and taught it to Morin. After all, to collect these believers’ souls in the future, someone would need to be by their side at their final moments, comforting and accompanying them so they could peacefully offer their souls with devout faith. This task couldn’t be performed by him, the lord—it had to fall to the Priest.
But Morin couldn’t grasp it. Wu Qingsong had no choice but to leave it with him, instructing him to train suitable candidates within the Church when they emerged.
With all the slaves suddenly becoming believers, Wu Qingsong found it a bit awkward to treat them differently. But Morin quickly proposed a feasible solution: all slaves would receive 10% more rations as a reward for conversion, but only the truly devout would earn additional food, precious meat, fabrics, and other such rewards. The criteria for devoutness, of course, were whether they attended every Sermon Gathering, paid attention during sermons, sincerely praised Xuan Yuan’s glory, adhered to His teachings in private, and—most importantly—whether they genuinely revered the protector of God Xuan Yuan, the benevolent, noble, and mighty lord Tagready, and devoted themselves wholeheartedly to the tasks assigned by him.
He even suggested putting heretics and fake believers on trial. As for what defined them, it was naturally the opposite of all the above behaviors.
Wu Qingsong had never expected Morin to take things this far. He quickly vetoed the idea of tribunals, which struck him as anti-Beastman. Something like an inquisition—wasn’t it too early for that?
Wu Qingsong only agreed to the first half of Morin’s proposal. From what Ram reported, after the establishment of the Xuan Yuan Church, the slaves’ work efficiency and enthusiasm had noticeably improved—an effect Wu Qingsong hadn’t anticipated.
"Even if we don’t harvest pure souls, it’s worth the minimal cost just to boost their productivity," Ram told Wu Qingsong. "But judging by that Morin fellow’s drive, developing Devout Believers is only a matter of time."
"Let’s see how far he can take it," Wu Qingsong replied.
He shared everything he knew about modern religion with Morin, who soon extrapolated a whole set of rituals that struck Wu Qingsong as vaguely familiar yet off. Morin adorned the small temple with all sorts of decorations to make it more solemn, even piecing together a Hymn to praise God Xuan Yuan from traditional Rabbitfolk and Ratfolk ballads. He selected a group of children to train, having them perform before and after every sermon.
Wu Qingsong felt as though he had unleashed something strange. How far would it go? This only made him all the more intrigued.
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For Wu Qingsong, religion had originally been just a side project. Achieving the current results was an unexpected delight. He handed the specific affairs of the Church over to Morin, with Ram and Harold supervising him from administrative and military aspects respectively, while he himself began working on another matter.
An organization called the Ogrimmar Beastgirl Sisterhood was established. The nominal leaders were Ling, Liuli, and Fia, but in reality, it was a religious indoctrination group directly led by Wu Qingsong, operating in parallel with the Church.
"What exactly are you trying to do?" Ram teased Wu Qingsong.
"What do you think?" Wu Qingsong replied helplessly.
Ram certainly didn’t believe Wu Qingsong had gathered these girls to build a harem. Wu Qingsong couldn’t be called entirely loyal in love, but his character wasn’t depraved to that extent. Many of the Rabbit Girls and Mouse Girls could still be considered lolis—even if he really wanted a harem, he wouldn’t choose them.
In reality, the Beastgirl Sisterhood was just a very loose organization that gathered girls who had undergone preliminary screening—those with some courage, perseverance, and gratitude, who felt a sense of belonging to Wu Qingsong and the 13th Hunting Brigade. The Hound Maidens were primarily led by Ling, the Deer-girls and Horse-girls by Fia, while the Rabbit Girls and Mouse Girls were mainly under Liuli’s guidance. They were organized to learn simple basic knowledge, do simple tasks, eat good food, gather to discuss why their lives were better now compared to before, and who had brought about these changes. Then, they learned to sing hymns and received Morin’s indoctrination sermons.
After a period of observation and indoctrination, they were responsible for further selecting girls who showed a particularly strong sense of belonging and intense personal worship toward Wu Qingsong. Wu Qingsong would personally take time to tell them stories, play various little games with them, and teach them songs to eliminate barriers and unfamiliarity, fostering a closer, worshipful bond with him.
Liuli was very dissatisfied with this arrangement, feeling that Wu Qingsong’s attention to her had been divided. The Rabbit Girls and Mouse Girls were already afraid of her, and this made them even more terrified. In the end, Fia had to take over leading them.
Wu Qingsong wasn’t idly playing games with little girls as some creepy uncle—he was researching the secret of awakening the latent potential of Beastgirls.
The facts proved that using Necromancy wasn’t as effortless and cost-free as he had once imagined. In the world of magic, the law of energy conservation still applied—it was just that the forms of energy available were more varied than in the world he came from.
Given the territory and population he currently controlled, Necromancy could only provide limited assistance. For ordinary problems, Curse Magic could easily solve them.
For him, finding and stockpiling high-tier combat power remained the top priority.
But the Book of the Dead couldn’t provide him with the content he needed.
It was like a specialized textbook for PhD students—undoubtedly containing the most powerful spells. But for Wu Qingsong, reading it now was too early. What he really needed were the foundational materials from middle school, high school, or even elementary school.
He sent Ram’s men to find Nina, asking her to keep an eye on the gains of the Treasure Hunters in the Narath Oasis. If there were spellbooks, scrolls, or anything else that might contain information related to Necromancy, they were to find a way to purchase them discreetly.
But such opportunities were always rare, so he had no choice but to return to the old path he had once taken.
Nina’s abilities could be continuously stimulated by him, while Liuli was clearly still a girl who only half-understood matters of romance. If he could awaken their latent abilities, perhaps the real secret wasn’t what he had once believed.
On the other hand, Wu Qingsong also wanted to know—was there potential for this ability to develop and evolve through training?
Morin’s success had inspired him. In a sense, religious worship and devotion, the feelings of adoration and reverence for an idol, might not be weaker than love—perhaps even more enduring and fervent. If he had once gained Liuli’s trust and built an intimate relationship with her by telling her stories and singing, then could the same method—or even more intense brainwashing—achieve the same success with these naive girls who were like blank slates?
Back when this ability was first discovered, Ram had done something similar, but at the time, she had recklessly gathered a large group of girls without considering that they were complete strangers to Wu Qingsong, lacking even the most basic trust.
Now, everything Wu Qingsong did was aimed at establishing and strengthening their connection with him, trying to make them feel a worship and devotion toward him that was different from love—but potentially stronger than love, willing to sacrifice everything for him.
He believed it was worth a try, and the chances of success were high.
This power might truly be the decisive force that could be rapidly accumulated, concealed, and then unleashed in one overwhelming strike.
...
"Fia, are you ready?"
The Deer-girl nodded slightly, a little nervous.
"Then we’ll begin. Don’t worry—you’ll definitely succeed," Wu Qingsong said.
The barrier between them had long since disappeared with the time they had spent together. After Fia expressed her desire to become family, Wu Qingsong had also worked hard to care for her like a younger sister. If Liuli had succeeded back then, Wu Qingsong was certain Fia would succeed too.
Before conducting experiments on the newly recruited Beastgirls, he couldn’t skip Fia and let her feel disappointed or heartbroken. So on this day, he specifically called Ram, Ling, and Liuli, bringing two squads of Houndmen as guards, and headed into the forest behind the mountain.
The Houndmen thoroughly searched the area, confirming that no one could see them. Then, Wu Qingsong began his preparations.
The method of awakening a Beastgirl’s ability had carried an ambiguous undertone at first. But after performing it hundreds, even thousands of times, Wu Qingsong had grown indifferent to it. The chest was the surface of the body closest to the heart—perhaps that was why it was necessary to establish a mental connection and synchronization from there. Once a reasonable explanation was given and meticulously tied to religious doctrine, the Beastgirls came to accept it willingly. There was no more awkwardness or ambiguity.
"Relax," Wu Qingsong said to Fia. "Believe in yourself. Believe in me."
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As Fia activated her power, the enormous trees began to move, twist, and merge together, forming a massive Treant.
Its size was far larger than any Treant she had been able to summon before, and it appeared much more spirited and agile in its movements.
The Houndmen gasped in admiration, but Liuli pouted, clearly displeased.
"Want to give it a try?" Wu Qingsong asked.
"Can I?" Liuli asked timidly, though her eyes sparkled with excitement.
"Go ahead, it’s fine," Wu Qingsong said. "Help us test how strong it is."
"Then... alright," Liuli said hesitantly.
"Meow~" The giant Catgirl appeared once again. She stared excitedly at the Treant, which was now a full third taller than before, and without even a word of greeting, she immediately lunged at it.
The same scene as before played out again—she swiftly climbed up one of the Treant’s legs and quickly scrambled onto its body, launching a furious assault that sent wood chips flying everywhere. The Treant’s movements did seem much more agile than before, and its body appeared far more resilient, but against a creature as nimble as the Catgirl, it was still helpless. Desperate to shake her off, it clawed wildly at itself, toppling many large trees in the process. Yet Liuli deftly dodged the falling trunks, constantly searching for openings to attack.
"Meow~ Still just a useless big oaf!" she taunted as she nimbly leaped around the Treant’s body.
But the moment she finished speaking, vines suddenly sprouted from the Treant’s body, lashing out at her like snakes.
"What is this?!" Liuli yelped in surprise.
She slashed the vines apart with her claws, but more emerged from all directions, like countless writhing tendrils, cutting off her escape routes and wrapping around her in a suffocating net.
"Meow~ These things are so annoying!" Liuli shouted as she hastily leaped away from the Treant, grabbing onto another large tree. The next moment, the tree she had just landed on suddenly began to move as well.
"Meow~!" She darted away again just before the vines and the newly transformed Treant could grab her. But as soon as she landed, she found a third Treant already looming before her.
They had her completely surrounded. Countless vines surged toward her from all sides. She frantically tore through them with her claws, searching for any gap to escape, but the terrifying things only grew more numerous. A few minutes later, she let out a mewl as one finally wrapped around her leg, throwing her off balance. More vines swiftly coiled around her body, lifting her into the air and leaving her dangling helplessly.
"Stupid deer, you cheated! Let me down right now!" Liuli yelled.
Fia glanced at Wu Qingsong. Her face was drenched in sweat, and she looked utterly exhausted. This battle must have taken a heavy toll on her. But if she were facing an army rather than an opponent as agile as Liuli, these three massive Treants would likely be
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