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Wu Qingsong almost asked that question again.
Can I trust you?
Of course, he didn't trust Bolder. Compared to the other Undead he had summoned, it was utterly disobedient. Though it never outright defied his orders, Wu Qingsong could constantly feel its resistance and disdain toward him.
In life, it had harbored deep hatred for them and died under their combined assault. Then, it was stripped of all memories and emotions from its past, transformed into an Undead.
If it hadn’t regained its memories, Wu Qingsong might have reluctantly trusted it. But the fact that it calmly revealed this to him and discussed the ones who had killed it without the slightest emotional ripple sent chills down Wu Qingsong’s spine.
Perhaps it truly was searching for a way to awaken the Beastgirls’ abilities without relying on Wu Qingsong. But who could say whether it wasn’t also seeking a way to break free from its current shackles?
In life, it had already been a powerful Shaman Sorcerer. Wu Qingsong fully believed that, after studying the Book of the Dead, it could also become a formidable Necromancer.
Its intelligence, patience, and formidable willpower were more than enough to accomplish such a transformation.
Wu Qingsong even believed it possessed the Spiritual Power necessary to resist the backlash that inevitably came with wielding Necromancy.
Was it worth taking such a risk?
“I can give you a copy of the Book of the Dead, but it’ll take time.”
“No problem,” Bolder said.
“The Soulstone can only be used under my supervision. You’re not allowed to keep it yourself,” Wu Qingsong said, staring at its face. Unfortunately, there was no longer any expression there—its eyes had long turned into two pale flames.
“Agreed,” Bolder replied before falling into thought once more.
Wu Qingsong picked up the Parchment Scroll from the floor in front of it and slowly walked out of the room.
“My lord?” Morin was still faithfully standing guard outside the door.
“Assign someone to watch this room,” Wu Qingsong said. “It must be someone completely trustworthy.”
“Understood.”
“Also, take this back and examine it. Be careful—it’s best if Alice and Nina are nearby, and preferably when I’m present too.”
Morin was startled. It sounded serious—was it safe not to look at all?
“This is a summary of Shamanic cultivation methods compiled by Bolder. Don’t attempt it yourself yet. If there are no obvious issues, select a few Priests to test it first and report the results back immediately.”
“Understood.” Morin suddenly felt anticipation for the Parchment Scroll in his hands.
“Go.” Wu Qingsong said.
He stood outside the secret room, lost in thought.
With improved techniques and more apprentices joining, the blacksmiths’ output in both quality and quantity had begun to show noticeable progress. The firearms Mahan refined based on his blueprints were increasingly taking shape, growing closer and closer to the hazy images in Wu Qingsong’s memories.
Perhaps in just another month or two, the world’s first flintlock firearm would be born—and from the start, it would use paper cartridges, a design that might surpass firearms from his original world by a century or two. Even the frail Ratfolk would gain the strength to face powerful Beastmen. Industrial capacity and population would directly translate into combat power, allowing him to sweep across this wilderness.
But that was all.
If they could craft precise firearms, then making cannons wouldn’t be too difficult. But while cannons might kill one or two unsuspecting Elves, opposing them afterward would remain a fantasy.
This was, after all, a world ruled by Paragons. Firearms could give him an edge in battles among foot soldiers, whittling down a Paragon’s strength before the final confrontation—but ultimate victory would always come down to a clash of the strongest.
He didn’t have many other options.
His unease and fear stemmed from his own lack of power, knowledge, and wisdom, leaving him without the confidence to suppress Bolder.
But if he couldn’t even face Bolder, how could he dare stand against stronger foes?
“My lord?” Morin had returned with two young Ratfolk.
“It’s in your hands,” Wu Qingsong said with a smile before quickly leaving the area.
...
“Here are the first ten pages of the Book of the Dead and a reference guide for the Bardizian Script I’ve deciphered so far. I’ll copy the rest and bring it to you as soon as possible. Do you need anything else?”
“This is enough for now,” Bolder said.
“There are two Ratfolk stationed outside your door, day and night,” Wu Qingsong told it. “If you need anything, you can either tell them directly or slip a note under the door. They’ll immediately relay your request to Morin, and if he can’t handle it, he’ll inform me at once.”
“Understood.”
Wu Qingsong nodded and turned to leave.
Hesitation itself was a sign of weakness. He had resolved never to show vulnerability before Bolder again.
“One more thing,” Bolder suddenly said. “I believe your body has transcended the ordinary and gained extraordinary power. To bear the seed of life conceived under such power, you may need a mother just as resilient.”
Wu Qingsong paused briefly, then nodded.
“Thank you.”
The pale flames had vanished—its eyes were closed.
...
What did that mean?
After leaving the room and the Xuan Yuan Temple, Wu Qingsong couldn’t stop thinking about its words.
A mother just as resilient?
“Meow~ Wu, aren’t you going to sleep yet?” It was Liuli’s night again. She lay on the bed, tail swaying eagerly.
In her normal state, Liuli couldn’t be called resilient, let alone strong. But in her transformed state, she definitely met the standard of “resilient”... though they’d tried before without success. Was it because her transformation didn’t last long enough for conception? Or was it just bad timing?
“Wu?”
Seeing Wu Qingsong lost in thought, Liuli grew even more curious.
“Liuli... never mind.”
“Meow-meow-meow?” Her tail twitched inquisitively.
The sight of her suddenly made Wu Qingsong abandon the idea.
Of all his wives, Liuli was the one who most desired a child. If he told her Bolder’s words, she’d be overjoyed—eager and determined to make it happen.
If she succeeded, no one would be happier. But if she failed?
This was just Bolder’s baseless speculation. He didn’t want to cruelly give her hope only to later say it was impossible.
It was better to let things take their natural course, with just a little extra care.
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As time passed, everything progressed in an orderly manner. More Ratfolk flooded into Nagrand from the eastern regions of the Frostplain Sea, causing the city's scale—along with its surrounding farmland, roads, canals, and windmills—to expand further.
All the workshops in Nagrand, big and small, operated at full capacity. Under the guidance of craftsmen sent by Chi Yue, motivated by Wu Qingsong’s incentive policies and inspired by the Xuan Yuan Temple, the Ratfolk laborers worked tirelessly, striving to prove their worth.
More Beastmen also began arriving in Nagrand to trade, covertly observing this city, which was utterly novel to all the Wilderness Beastmen. They carried tales of it back to their respective tribes as bragging rights.
The lingering effects of the previous massacres seemed to fade, yet whenever Beastmen who had participated in the battles saw the wild oxen and elk toiling diligently and silently under the direction of the Ratfolk along the roads and fields, they instinctively took a few steps away, as though distancing themselves from the ominous aura these beasts carried.
But as the weather grew increasingly hot, people’s hearts grew restless.
The wedding date was approaching.
Nina had stayed in Silvermoon ever since the wedding was scheduled and hadn't visited Nagrand. Xiella, however, remained unbothered, trailing behind Wu Qingsong more openly than before. Wu Qingsong’s "entourage" naturally grew from two to three. Still, since neither Ling nor Liuli were particularly possessive, and Xiella often went unnoticed, Wu Qingsong soon grew accustomed to it after the initial adjustment.
To accommodate Ram, Ling, and Liuli’s feelings, he didn’t invest more effort into this wedding than he had for the one in Ogrimmar. But regardless, his status and the population under his rule far surpassed what they had been in Ogrimmar. Even the Xuan Yuan Sanctuary in Nagrand was much larger than the Xuan Yuan Temple back then. Replicating the exact same wedding was impossible.
Moreover, in a way, this was not just a simple wedding but a union between Nagrand and the Silver Moon Wolf Clan, disguised as the Teks Clan. It was also a grand political event—a show of strength to the restless tribes, a gesture of goodwill to the submitted clans, and another opportunity to promote the faith of Xuan Yuan.
Harold and Morin found the situation quite challenging. In the end, it was Ram who stepped forward to take charge, ensuring the wedding preparations advanced smoothly.
"I’m sorry," Wu Qingsong repeatedly said to Ram, genuinely remorseful. No matter what, making her organize his wedding with two other girls was unfair.
But Ram just shook her head with a smile. "What are you worried about? Do you think I’m that petty? Nina is my dear sister. For her sake alone, I’d make sure everything is perfect!"
The wedding day finally arrived. Hundreds of guests poured in from all directions, bearing gifts while cautiously observing the ever-changing city and quietly engaging in networking, scheming, and deal-making.
The workshops that spewed black smoke into the sky day and night finally ceased operations on this day. The streets were swept clean, and the road leading to the Xuan Yuan Sanctuary was thoroughly washed and lined with flowers of every color.
Thousands of Ratfolk, dressed in their finest clothes, stood densely packed along the sides of the grand avenue, buzzing with excitement. The guests were invited to wait outside the Sanctuary.
When the grand procession from Silvermoon finally arrived, traversing the long tree-lined road before stepping onto Nagrand’s gravel path, the iron bells of the city’s numerous Xuan Yuan Temples tolled solemnly, their resonant chimes echoing throughout the city.
A white four-horse carriage, escorted by hundreds of fully armed Werewolf Warriors, slowly made its way toward the Sanctuary under a shower of petals.
"Ram..." Wu Qingsong couldn’t help but squeeze Ram’s hand. Though her expression was strained, she smiled at him, adjusting the flower pinned to his collar.
In a room within the Sanctuary, Ling carefully adjusted Xiella’s veil. The latter’s emotions remained unreadable behind her white lace mask.
Meanwhile, Liuli and the Mouse Girls of the Sisterhood eagerly positioned themselves atop the Sanctuary, ready to shower the procession with petals.
"They’re here," murmured the crowd at the Sanctuary entrance.
"Go!" Ram forced a smile and nudged Wu Qingsong toward the carriage.
Amid cheers, Nina—clad in traditional Wolf Tribe wedding attire—stepped down from the carriage with uncharacteristic shyness, accompanied by Daryl.
"You’re beautiful," Wu Qingsong said sincerely.
Nina shook her head slightly, seeming on the verge of tears. Daryl, expressionless, nudged Wu Qingsong aside and handed Nina’s hand to one of the clan’s last remaining Elders, who led her into the Sanctuary.
Morin no longer needed to guide the way. Numerous Priests ushered the guests into the grand hall. The bells ceased, replaced by the graceful melody of Hymns.
Unfamiliar with such customs, the Beastmen grew uneasy, but the Canine Humanoids and Ratfolk, accustomed to such weddings, helped them find their seats. The hall gradually settled into silence.
The Hymns faded as light, refracted through multiple glass mirrors, illuminated the Altar and the towering Xuan Yuan Sacred Icon at the front. Morin stepped forward, heart pounding, and began the wedding ceremony.
Ram and Ling sat closest to the Altar, their emotions mixed. Wu Qingsong held their hands tightly—the only comfort he could offer at that moment.
"This is the last time," he whispered to them. "Having you is my greatest happiness. I’m already more than satisfied."
Morin’s speech, filled with ornate phrases, concluded with a crisp chime. The doors on both sides swung open, and the two brides reappeared amid a flurry of petals.
The Hymns resumed.
But many gasped softly.
Xiella had removed her veil. She gently pushed aside Harold, who had been assigned to stand in as her father figure. In the rain of flowers, she walked alone under the gaze of the crowd toward Wu Qingsong, who stood beneath the Sacred Icon.
The carefully positioned mirrors cast sunlight onto her face. More and more people noticed her features, forgetting to breathe—until they suddenly came to their senses, filling the Sanctuary with sharp intakes of breath.
If the Silver Moon Wolf Clan’s grand procession had captured everyone’s attention, making Silvermoon the centerpiece earlier, then inside the Sanctuary, Xiella undeniably became the sole focus—so much so that people momentarily forgot there was another bride on the opposite path.
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Setting aside that minor discord during the wedding, unnoticed by most, the ceremony itself left a deep impression on every participant.
The grand celebration fully demonstrated Nagrand's wealth and power to these Beastmen. Even with different backgrounds, living environments, and even different faiths, the appreciation and yearning for beautiful things didn't differ greatly.
Even many days later, people were still discussing every detail of the wedding, the strength of the Teks Clan, and, of course, the beauty of the bride.
Wu Qingsong and Nina had been trying to calm Ram and Daryl's anger, but without success. Especially Daryl, who had almost left Nagrand in a fury, taking the people of Silvermoon with him.
Yet they couldn't say Xiella had done anything wrong. As the bride, didn't she have the right to unveil her veil?
Only, when she walked towards Wu Qingsong in that manner and stood waiting with him for Nina to approach, completing the remaining wedding rites together, it did make Nina look like an accessory.
And that was precisely what they couldn't tolerate. By no means should Xiella have stolen the spotlight that rightfully belonged to Nina.
It wasn't that Nina wasn't beautiful; rather, her beauty differed from Xiella's. Who could rival a beauty that could be lauded even among Elves?
Even though her smile was reserved only for Wu Qingsong, it was enough to melt everyone who witnessed it.
But she had once said she didn't want a wedding. It was Wu Qingsong who insisted that she become his wife together with Nina. Given this, he could only apologize to Nina repeatedly.
"She didn't do anything wrong," Nina shook her head however. She had acted alongside Xiella many times and considered her a partner with good rapport. Nor was she a petty person to feel resentment over such a thing.
Xiella was beautiful, but she believed Wu Qingsong wouldn't show favoritism because of it. If he were that kind of man, she wouldn't have chosen to bind her life with him as his wife.
"But Ram and Daryl..." Wu Qingsong shook his head.
"Don't worry. They aren't petty people. The misunderstanding will surely be cleared up soon," Nina said to him.
Yet Ram still wouldn't speak to Xiella, even after she had long since put her veil back on, only letting her smile bloom exclusively for Wu Qingsong.
Naturally, Xiella didn't speak to Ram either, acting as if the whole thing had never happened.
This caused Wu Qingsong and Nina, caught in the middle, considerable headaches.
Fortunately, almost like a wedding gift, the skillful jeweler Mahan Kivers presented Wu Qingsong with the Firearm he had longed for not long after the wedding.
The barrel was formed by folding and repeatedly hammering Nagrand-forged iron around another iron rod, with the bore carefully cleaned to ensure absolute smoothness. The body, as per Mahan's habit, was engraved with intricate patterns, making it look more like art than a weapon. Yet the touch hole, the frizzen with its shield and linkages, the cleverly designed yet structurally simple flintlock mechanism suitable for mass production – every aspect perfectly matched Wu Qingsong's memory and expectations for such a weapon.
"Has it been tested?" he asked eagerly.
"As per your instructions, it was fired several times with half the powder load," Mahan answered cautiously.
Even with the reduced amount of the powder substance Wu Qingsong called Gunpowder, the power unleashed by this weapon filled him with awe.
He was completely overawed by Wu Qingsong's ingenious and seemingly genius concepts. Though Wu Qingsong constantly gave him the credit, Mahan knew well that without Wu Qingsong's designs, one insignificant jeweler like himself could never have conceived of creating such a device, such a weapon.
But precisely because of this, he began to feel worry creeping in. He'd often heard tales: some Elves, to ensure their designs weren't leaked, killed the craftsmen involved – for after all, only the dead could truly keep secrets.
The Lord of Nagrand didn't seem such a man, but no one understood the weapon's potential better than Mahan. It could grant even a feeble Beastman the ability to kill a mighty warrior instantly. Its true terror lay in its production – simpler than crafting a fine bow or crossbow.
Just forged iron and wood – and the wood didn't even need special treatment, unlike the meticulous preparation and selection required for bow wood!
While distracted by these turbulent thoughts, Wu Qingsong had already picked up a wrapped charge. Fumbling slightly, he bit open a small corner, poured a bit of Gunpowder into the flash pan and touch hole, then stuffed the remaining charge down the barrel, gently tamping it with the ramrod.
Xiella, Ling, and Liuli watched him curiously. He smiled at them, stepped back a couple of paces, raised the gun, took aim at a target twenty-some meters away, and pulled the trigger.
The explosion sounded right beside their ears. While slightly concerning, no one knew where the bullet had flown.
"There," Xiella pointed at the wall behind the target.
Liuli immediately ran over and, with fascination, dug the bullet that had embedded itself deep into the wooden wall out.
"So powerful!" she exclaimed in surprise.
"Far simpler than your previous one," Xiella remarked. "Once those cumbersome steps are removed, this thing becomes completely different."
"Of course!" Wu Qingsong said happily, handing the gun to Liuli and guiding her through another firing.
Even for a novice like her, the entire reloading process took only about two minutes. The recoil sent the shot wide of the target again, but Xiella spotted its impact point. From nearly fifty meters, the round penetrated easily into the wooden wall.
"That's only half the powder load," Wu Qingsong said, shaking his head almost in disbelief. "Mahan, do you understand what this weapon signifies?"
The ape-man nodded apprehensively. Then, he heard Wu Qingsong say, "Record all the parameters carefully. Gradually and safely increase the powder load to find the optimal, most cost-effective design for mass production. Drop the engravings; they’re too complicated. We just need the core functionality."
"Yes, My Lord," he replied numbly.
"Prepare yourself," Wu Qingsong continued. "I will appoint you Baronet. Congratulations, Sir Mahan Kivers! This very day, you have created history. You’ve forged a weapon that transcends many eras!"
Wu Qingsong and the others had left long ago, yet a persistent buzzing echoed in Mahan's ears.
I will appoint you Baronet... Sir Mahan Kivers?
Am I mad? Or is the world mad?
This... Is this really happening?
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A two-hundred-mu paddy field, located in the best spot by the lake, was quickly registered under Mahan Kivers' name, becoming his territory.
Of course, he didn’t have to cultivate the land himself. The City Hall had already arranged for a Ratfolk tribe to serve as his tenants and farm the land for him. Naturally, their relationship was not like that under the rule of the southern elves. In Nagrand, while differences in status among Beastmen might still be unavoidable, oppression of personhood was absolutely forbidden.
This was the foundation of Nagrand's existence.
These Ratfolk were more like tenant farmers hired and managed by the City Hall on his behalf, paying taxes and rents according to an agreed ratio, rather than serfs bound to him.
Mahan also received a two-story wooden house near Nagrand’s industrial district, along with a generous annuity in recognition of his "exceptional contributions." As a Baronet, he could attend Nagrand’s internal council meetings as a representative of craftsmen and voice his opinions, while also enjoying various privileges and special treatment befitting noble status.
For a craftsman who had never held any status before, such arrangements left Mahan Kivers overwhelmed with gratitude. Though this was a title granted by a little-known Half-elf lord in the northern lands—one the Empire would never recognize—it was enough to satisfy him completely. After all, in the Elven Empire, a Beastman like him could never have attained such status or acknowledgment.
Baronet Kivers?
Just hearing others address him this way made him lightheaded, so excited he could hardly control his emotions.
Before the conferment of the title, he underwent a hasty baptism and became one of the Xuan Yuan Believers to express his gratitude.
Of course, he wasn’t the only one to take an oath during the ceremony. Harold, Angus, Beck, and other key figures who had followed Wu Qingsong since Ogrimmar were all sworn in as Nagrand’s first Baronets before him, while Fia became Nagrand’s first female Baronet.
Yet the one who drew the most attention was undoubtedly Mahan Kivers, whom many saw as having risen to prominence overnight. The seniority and contributions of the others were clear for all to see, but since the matter of the Firearm was still under strict secrecy, many were puzzled as to why a mere craftsman had been granted such an honor.
This, however, inspired the other craftsmen brought by Chi Yue. Previously, they hadn’t believed Wu Qingsong’s promises to them, but now, they had a goal to strive for.
Fired up with determination, Mahan produced the second prototype with remarkable efficiency. If the first Firearm was a work of art, this one was purely industrial. Mahan carefully revised his design, turning it into something that could be manufactured and assembled by average craftsmen rather than requiring master artisans to produce. This was exactly what Wu Qingsong had always emphasized to him.
Next, he began working on another design as per Wu Qingsong’s request: a Firearm that could be wielded by a single Ratfolk soldier while still maintaining a decent range and lethality.
Given Nagrand’s current population composition, this was the weapon that would truly enter mass production.
Wu Qingsong began extensively purchasing natural Saltpeter from merchant caravans and smugglers they had dealings with, providing samples and offering high prices and promises to spur them into searching for potential natural Saltpeter deposits. At the same time, he posted generous bounties in Nagrand, hoping someone could devise a large-scale method for producing artificial Saltpeter based on the vague memories and ideas he provided.
This was a last resort. The Saltpeter the Ratfolk had dug up from the caves they had inhabited for years would never meet the demands of mass firearm production. Without a stable source, the Firearm would remain little more than a novelty.
...
"I need Ghost Cypress and Soulstones," Bolder suddenly said when Wu Qingsong stepped into the hidden chamber of the Xuan Yuan Temple once more.
Wu Qingsong immediately sent the Ratfolk guarding the door to fetch Ghost Cypress. Though this plant didn’t grow in the wasteland, he had stockpiled a considerable amount as it was essential for converting Zombies.
Bolder broke the wood into small pieces, then carved intricate patterns into them with his nails. Wu Qingsong offered him the Dagger he carried on his person, but Bolder ignored it, continuing to carve intently with his nails.
Wu Qingsong stood aside, observing the work carefully. Bolder was clearly crafting a Magic Circle, some parts of which looked familiar—likely borrowing from Zombie summoning methods—while other patterns resembled those often drawn by Shaman Sorcerers. Similar designs had appeared in the Parchment Scroll Bolder had provided, likely related to the Bloodlust Technique.
This was evidently a new Magic Circle designed by Bolder, combining Necromancy and Shamanistic magic. Judging by how confidently he worked, this design had long been perfected in his mind.
Though the circle was complex, Bolder finished carving it quickly. At its center, he deliberately left a small hole, clearly meant to hold a Soulstone.
Wu Qingsong fished out a Soulstone from his pouch, but Bolder handed the carved wood to him instead.
"Try it," he said calmly, as if he had merely completed some trivial task.
Wu Qingsong examined it, then slotted the Soulstone into the Magic Circle. Finding no issues, he reopened the door and called out, "Fetch Lady Nina and Lady Liuli."
Nina was summoned because her Lunar Radiance could not only heal but also dealt significant damage to Undead Creatures, while Liuli was chosen for her formidable vitality and regenerative abilities in her transformed state. However, after a quiet wait of over ten minutes, all of his wives except Ram arrived.
If Bolder’s creation was a powerful magical bomb, this outcome would surely please him.
Wu Qingsong stared intently at Bolder, but even when Xiella appeared, Bolder remained utterly expressionless, as if he hadn’t seen her at all.
"How do I use this?" he asked.
"Wear it over your chest. Then, recall the state when your ability was awakened and adjust your body to that condition."
That simple?
Liuli eagerly fastened the unattractive wooden plaque to her neck using a string pulled from her clothes, while Ling carefully adjusted its length so that it rested just over her heart.
"Alright, let’s begin!" Wu Qingsong awakened Nina’s ability and had her prepare for emergencies.
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Bolder walked to a corner far from Nina. As a powerful Undead Creature, being so close to Nina while she was channeling Lunar Radiance wouldn’t injure him, but it still made him uncomfortable.
Wu Qingsong glanced at him before turning his attention back to Liuli, but she seemed uneasy under everyone’s gaze. After holding back for a while, she shook her head and said, "Meow~ I can’t do it!"
"Let me try," Xiella immediately offered.
Wu Qingsong instinctively moved to stop her, but she had already grabbed the wooden plaque, snapped the thin cord, and pressed it against her chest.
A few seconds later, a surge of air erupted from where she stood—and in the next instant, she vanished!
Had it worked?!
Wu Qingsong couldn’t help but look at Bolder. The grayish-white flames in his eyes burned fiercely; even he couldn’t hide his astonishment at this moment.
A few seconds later, Xiella reappeared in the room, though slightly displaced from her original position.
"There are slight differences," she said before anyone could ask. "The most obvious one is that the abilities awakened this way aren’t as strong as usual."
Wu Qingsong took the wooden plaque from her hands and examined it carefully. The power within the Soulstone had clearly diminished, but it was far from depleted.
"This is already a huge improvement," Nina said, glancing back at Bolder in the corner and giving him a slight nod of respect.
To single-handedly decipher knowledge from the Abyss and Batiz, then merge it with Shamanistic wisdom—by any measure, this was a staggering achievement. Perhaps only a Death Knight like him, who had once been a powerful Shaman, could have managed it.
Even if the power activated this way was slightly weaker than when Wu Qingsong triggered it, it granted them far more autonomy. From now on, both they and Wu Qingsong could adopt more flexible and varied strategies.
"Do you think there’s still room for improvement?" Wu Qingsong asked, his excitement making him feel as though the whole world had opened up to him.
"Perhaps, but not now," Bolder replied calmly.
Wu Qingsong nodded. "What can I do for you?" he asked earnestly.
"Just leave me alone," Bolder answered, just as he had many times before.
Wu Qingsong was speechless. For a Shaman who had never cared for material desires in life, finding joy only in communion with nature, perhaps meditation was all that remained after becoming Undead.
What would become of him?
Wu Qingsong didn’t know, but just the feat of designing this Magic Circle was enough to earn his tolerance for even the most eccentric behavior.
"Your name will be recorded in Xuan Yuan’s sacred texts," he told Bolder. "You’ll become a Saint. Two attendants will always wait outside your room. Whatever you need—anything within my power and that doesn’t harm those I care for—I will do my best to fulfill."
The grayish-white flames in Bolder’s eyes dimmed. Clearly, none of this held any meaning for him.
"Let’s go," Wu Qingsong said with a sigh.
His first act was to carefully copy the patterns from the wooden plaque and begin further experimentation. At this stage, no harm seemed evident, but a single test wasn’t enough to prove its safety.
Xiella continued testing the activation of her abilities, even sparring with Nina—awakened by Wu Qingsong—to evaluate performance under extreme conditions.
They had no means to quantify the differences, but by Xiella’s own judgment, the power activated this way was only about half of what Wu Qingsong could evoke. During combat, she could feel energy flowing continuously from the Magic Circle into her body. After repeated examinations, Wu Qingsong confirmed that most of the energy came from the Soulstone, with only a small portion from Xiella herself.
This meant her endurance wouldn’t improve much with a fresh, fully charged Soulstone, as the portion drawn from her own reserves required proper rest to recover.
"By that logic, Wu, does that electrical surge you use to awaken us mean you’re giving us more of your own power?" Xiella asked.
Wu Qingsong shook his head. That might be one explanation, but the Magic Circle combined the Bloodlust Technique, Necromancy, and Abyssal Magic—he doubted it was that simple.
"So how do we activate it?" Liuli asked.
"Try recalling how it felt when Wu awakened your powers," Xiella replied naturally.
But despite repeated attempts, Liuli still couldn’t succeed. Meanwhile, Nina and Ling both managed to activate their abilities using the plaque, proving its general applicability. Only after multiple trials with everyone’s help did Liuli finally get the hang of it.
Later, Wu Qingsong summoned a doctor—a long-time member who had joined back in Ogrimmar and had since become a believer of Xuan Yuan—to examine Xiella, who had used the plaque the longest, ensuring no harm had come to her.
Though Nina and Alice possessed useful abilities, neither had medical knowledge. If this method had hidden side effects, Nina could heal them but wouldn’t necessarily detect them in advance.
The elderly Deerfolk doctor, whose primary role was training Priests to treat common ailments so Wu Qingsong, Nina, and Alice wouldn’t be burdened, seemed startled after examining Xiella. He checked several times, worrying everyone present.
"What’s wrong with her?" Wu Qingsong asked anxiously.
"N-no... the lady is in perfect health," the Deerfolk doctor quickly clarified, realizing his actions might cause concern. He stood and waved his hands. "It’s just..." He looked perplexed. "If I’m not mistaken... congratulations, my lord. You’re going to be a father."
The room fell utterly silent.
"Wh-what did you say?" Xiella was the first to react, grabbing the doctor’s collar and yanking him forward.
"You... you’re sure?" Ling asked in a trembling voice.
Under normal circumstances, such a question would be rude, but as a Half-Blood, she had always
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