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"Once we cross that hill ahead, we’ll arrive!" the werewolf named Ken said excitedly. "My wife’s roast meat is the best in the whole village! Wu, I guarantee you’ll be licking your paws!"
As he spoke, his large tail wagged back and forth behind him, clearly brimming with excitement.
"His wife is a famous beauty around here!" another werewolf named Blanca added with a grin.
Wu Qingsong, who had grown somewhat drowsy after hours of trekking, pictured a female figure in his mind—one with a wolf’s head and a human body, robust and muscular like them. For some reason, a sudden shiver ran down his spine.
"Heh..." He forced out a weak smile in response to Ken’s enthusiasm.
Before encountering these two werewolf hunters, he had been wandering in this forest for three full days.
From the initial excitement of realizing he had become a transmigrator, to the grim reality that he might very well die in these woods, to desperately searching for food, water, and a way out—even narrowly escaping death after nearly being killed by a wild boar larger than an ox, only to inadvertently lead it into a trap...
In such a short span of time, he had amassed so much life experience that, when faced with these admittedly terrifying locals, he could now accept their presence with calmness. For a nineteen-year-old like Wu Qingsong, this was nothing short of remarkable.
Perhaps it was because he had unwillingly served as bait, allowing the two hunters to secure a fine haul, that they treated him with such friendliness. They didn’t question his flimsy lies, instead offering him useful information. When they learned he had nowhere to go, they even warmly invited him to their village.
"Don’t worry, everything will be fine!" Ken was clearly an optimist, chatting enthusiastically the whole way. According to Blanca, he had been married for less than half a year—evidently, he was a werewolf basking in happiness.
Both he and Blanca carried half a wild boar each, yet they moved swiftly through the mountainous terrain without breaking a sweat. Wu Qingsong, empty-handed, clenched his teeth just to keep up.
He estimated that the impossibly massive boar must have weighed at least a ton. Even after removing the blood and inedible organs, it still had to be around seven or eight hundred kilograms. The fact that these werewolves could effortlessly haul three to four hundred kilograms through the woods without strain was a testament to their far superior physical strength compared to humans.
According to them, they were located in the central region of a vast continent called Radiano, on the southern slopes of the Teks Mountains—a relatively isolated backwater. The surrounding lands and people were part of the Barony of Iliyal, with the central city, Sill City, situated on the plains about five days’ journey to the south. It was a bustling metropolis.
Neither of them had ever been there, though. They had only heard about it.
In truth, they were so-called Hillfolk, rarely leaving these mountains except for occasional trips to nearby towns to sell smoked meat, pelts, and herbs they stumbled upon while hunting.
"You might find a decent job there," the older Blanca said meaningfully.
Wu Qingsong sensed something hidden in his words—something he couldn’t quite grasp yet. But given the circumstances, he didn’t press further.
The three of them—or rather, two werewolves and a human—continued chatting as they walked toward the village. At first, Wu Qingsong made an effort to steer the conversation, hoping to learn more about this world. But gradually, exhaustion and hunger took over, and his mind grew dull.
"It’s just up ahead!" Ken announced cheerfully.
They crested a ridge, and the trees suddenly thinned, revealing scattered farmland ahead. At the far end of the fields was the village Ken had been raving about, but their steps halted in unison.
Thick plumes of smoke rose from the center of the village—clearly not from cooking fires.
"What’s happening?!" Ken immediately grew frantic. He sped forward with his half of the boar, then suddenly seemed to realize something. He threw the meat onto the roadside, dropped to all fours, and sprinted down the path toward the village like a true wolf.
Blanca called after him several times but couldn’t stop him. Left with no choice, he also set down his share of the boar, unslung his bow, and chased after him with a grim expression.
"Blanca?" Wu Qingsong was caught off guard. The trees obstructed his view, so all he could see was the smoke. He had no idea what was happening in the village.
What should an outsider like him do in a situation like this?
"Wait here. If everything’s fine, I’ll bring people back for the meat," Blanca’s voice called from a distance.
That might have been the most sensible arrangement, but Wu Qingsong couldn’t shake a strong sense of unease. He instinctively tightened his grip around the small knife Ken had given him for cutting meat. But having just arrived in this world with no combat skills, the help such a small blade could provide was laughable.
Faint noises seemed to drift from the nearby underbrush. To Wu Qingsong, they sounded like fighting, but he couldn’t make it out clearly. Then, after a few minutes, the sounds became distinct—the roars of a wild beast!
Blanca’s figure came stumbling toward them, but as soon as he appeared, several much larger shapes surged into Wu Qingsong’s view. Giant wolves—bigger than horses! And atop them rode armored warriors!
Blanca’s bow was missing—he must have lost it somewhere. He ran desperately on all fours like a beast, but in an instant, the giant wolves caught up. His figure vanished abruptly, followed by frenzied barks and the sickening sound of tearing and swallowing.
Wu Qingsong’s feet felt nailed to the ground, and his breath seemed to stop.
His instinct screamed at him to run, but reason told him it’d be useless. He had seen Blanca and Ken move through the mountains—when they ran at full speed, they were like true wolves of the wild. Yet Blanca had no chance against these Wolf Cavalry. That meant even with nearly fifty meters between him and those beasts, there was no way he could escape.
In less than a minute, Blanca—who stood over 190 centimeters tall—disappeared from this world, leaving only bloodstains behind. One of the Wolf Cavalry began urging his mount toward Wu Qingsong at a slow walk. But since he hadn’t fled, their approach was oddly relaxed.
"Who are you?" The rider atop the giant wolf also had a canine-like head, though broader and shorter-snouted than Ken and Blanca’s, with sparse fur—more like a ferocious mastiff. His gaze was cold and cruel.
"My name is Wu. I’m just passing through," Wu Qingsong replied, forcing his voice to remain steady. But he was only nineteen—having just watched someone he knew be eaten alive, his words came out shaky and strained.
"Passing through?" The Wolf Cavalryman sneered. The giant wolf beneath him bared its teeth, crouching slightly as if preparing to pounce. "In a place like this?"
Cold sweat soaked Wu Qingsong’s back, but he kept himself composed. "I’m a traveler from the northern mountains."
"Do you know anyone in this village?" the rider demanded, his cruel stare locking onto Wu Qingsong’s eyes, making his nerves tighten further.
"No," he shook his head emphatically.
"Hmph." The Wolf Cavalryman snorted, steering his wolf around Wu Qingsong in a slow circle before saying, "Come with me, Half-elf. Let Lord Klein judge your words. You’d better not be lying—he’s not in a good mood right now."
Half-elf?
Wu Qingsong didn’t understand, but he had evidently passed this hurdle—for now.
The knight guided his wolf to the two boar halves, speared them with his lance, and swiftly headed down the slope toward the village.
The other Wolf Cavalry stood where they had torn Blanca apart, watching him coldly, leaving him no choice but to walk toward them.
Wu Qingsong had no mind to observe the crude farmland on the hillside or the mostly wooden houses now engulfed in flames. The village was littered with horrific bloodstains, churning his stomach. The scraps of information he’d gotten from Blanca and Ken weren’t enough to craft a convincing story to survive this ordeal. His only hope now was that offhandedly mentioned word.
Half-elf...
What did that mean?
Did he look like a Half-elf?
Was this what Blanca had been hinting at earlier?
Could it be the key to escaping this crisis?
He expected to meet an even fiercer Mastiff-man—maybe even something worse than the rider’s mention of a "Lord Klein." But when he finally saw him, it was a shock.
Not because Lord Klein was monstrous or hideous—but because he was stunningly handsome.
Golden hair, deep blue eyes, skin so fair it would make any woman jealous, and the unmistakable long, pointed ears.
He was an Elf!
A creature forever associated with beauty, kindness, justice, and harmony with nature—surrounded by filthy, brutal, beast-like Mastiff-men like a sheep among wolves.
What was going on?!
For a moment, Wu Qingsong wondered if this Elf was also a prisoner. But the Wolf Cavalry’s actions quickly crushed that thought.
They dismounted, respectfully placing the boar meat before him before murmuring something.
"A low-grade defective," the Elf—Klein—said, giving Wu Qingsong only a distant, indifferent glance. "Nagg, you’re wasting my time!"
"My Lord, what should we do with him?" the Wolf Cavalryman asked quietly. "He carries the noble blood of Elvenkind, however diluted..."
Klein considered for a second, then waved a hand impatiently. "Lock him up with the other prisoners. Take him back for Lord Vals to deal with. Kill him if he tries to escape. Now, get him out of my sight!"
Wu Qingsong didn’t even get a chance to speak before the Wolf Cavalry roughly grabbed him by the collar and dragged him to one of the few intact houses in the village. They yanked open the door and threw him inside.
Gasps rang out as Wu Qingsong tumbled head over heels, struggling to get up. When he finally did, he froze in astonishment.
Standing before him was a group of young women.
No—not women!
They had pointed, canine-like ears atop their heads, some facial fur retaining a wild, indescribable allure, and every one had a long, fluffy tail behind them.
Wu Qingsong’s worldview shattered once more.
These... these were female werewolves?
B-beast... beastgirls?!!
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Wu Qingsong’s arrival clearly left these young wolf-girls at a loss, and the same went for Wu Qingsong himself.
Everything that had just happened was so intense that it gave him a strong sense of unreality. Had Ken and Blanca really existed, and had they really died?
Although during his three days of abruptly arriving in this world and struggling to survive alone in the forest, he had imagined countless possible scenarios—many of which were far bloodier and more terrifying than what he had just witnessed—he was still just a nineteen-year-old young man. When all of this truly unfolded before his eyes, he realized that understanding such things could happen and personally witnessing them were two entirely different matters, separated by an unfathomable chasm.
Under the suspicious and hostile gazes of the wolf-girls, he slowly retreated, found an empty corner, and quietly sat down.
Those vicious wolf cavalry certainly weren’t going to introduce either side to the other, which naturally created a sense of distance between them. Perhaps this was also one of the intentions of that elf named Klein?
The sky gradually darkened, and soon the room was plunged into complete blackness. Wu Qingsong exhaled softly, thinking he could finally escape their awkward stares. But when he inadvertently looked up, he saw pairs of glowing green eyes fixed on him from all around.
Alright, they weren’t human—they were werewolves...
The aroma of roasted meat slowly seeped through the cracks of the house from outside. The Mastiff-men seemed to be singing and drinking around a bonfire, which gradually relaxed the tension among the wolf-girls. A few began to sob softly, while others comforted them.
"Elisa, at least Ken and Blanca are still alive. That’s better than anything!"
Wu Qingsong suddenly heard someone say this, and he pricked up his ears, listening carefully to their words.
"They’ll definitely go to Nina and the others for help!" someone in the darkness said. "We’ll all be rescued!"
Wu Qingsong guessed that the wolf-girl named Elisa, the one being comforted, must be the newlywed wife Ken had mentioned constantly on their journey. This realization filled him with unease and conflict.
Perhaps they had been captured and locked up here from the start and hadn’t seen what had happened.
He had watched Blanca get torn to pieces with his own eyes. Logically, Ken—younger, more impulsive, and the first to charge into the village—couldn’t have survived. But at a time like this, did he really need to tell them this cruel truth?
From another perspective, even if he did, how would it help their current situation? It would only make them more desperate.
So he sighed softly and tried to shrink further into the corner.
But just then, the door suddenly burst open. Several half-drunk Mastiff-men staggered inside, reeking of cheap alcohol and an indescribable stench. The wolf-girls panicked and retreated to the opposite corner of the room.
"What do you want?" one of the older wolf-girls demanded.
"Hahaha! You stinking bitches, what do you think we want? We’re gonna fuck you!" The leader of the Mastiff-men was enormous, his head nearly brushing the low ceiling. He grabbed the wolf-girl who had dared to question him, ripped off her already scant clothing, and forced her beneath him.
The atrocity made all the wolf-girls scream in despair, which only incited the Mastiff-men’s brutality. They laughed wildly and lunged at the others. Just then, a voice roared, "Let them go!"
The Mastiff-men froze—it was unmistakably a man’s voice. But when they spotted Wu Qingsong standing up behind the wolf-girls, they sneered. "Oh, it’s you, you half-blood bastard! This isn’t your business. Piss off!"
Their bodies weren’t as slender or powerfully built as the werewolves’; their limbs were short and thick, but their torsos were even bulkier and more muscular. Facing them, Wu Qingsong felt as if he were standing before a wall. But he had already watched Blanca die in front of him—he couldn’t just stand by and let these wolf-girls be assaulted.
If he hid in the corner and pretended nothing was happening, if he turned a blind eye to all of it, what kind of person would that make him?
Had he come to this world just to be a coward?
The leader of the Mastiff-men suddenly grabbed Wu Qingsong by the throat and lifted him off the ground. "How do you wanna die, half-blood trash?" A long scar ran across the outer edge of his right eye, the fur there white, starkly contrasting with the brown fur elsewhere and making him look even more ferocious.
Wu Qingsong immediately began choking. He clawed at the Mastiff-man’s arm, kicking and thrashing, but his strength was pitiful compared to his opponent’s. It was no threat at all.
The Mastiff-man laughed uproariously, only releasing Wu Qingsong when his face turned red and his eyes bulged. Wu Qingsong crashed to the ground.
"Get lost!" the Mastiff-man roared excitedly.
Gasping for air, Wu Qingsong tightened his grip on the small knife hidden behind his back.
Perhaps because they thought he posed no threat, the wolf cavalry hadn’t even bothered to search him when they captured him. But right now, Wu Qingsong had to admit that even if his opponent were unarmed and he had this knife, the odds were still stacked against him.
Even if he could kill the scarred-eye Mastiff-man by surprise, how would he deal with the others?
A name suddenly flashed in his mind, and he shouted, "What do you think Vals will do if he finds out you touched these women?"
He knew nothing about this name, but right now, it was the only card he had to play.
To his surprise, the two less-drunk Mastiff-men visibly hesitated at his words.
"If you dare lay a hand on them, I swear I’ll make sure he knows what you did behind his back!" he yelled.
"He wouldn’t give a damn about these lowlifes!" Scar-eye bellowed angrily—but that very reaction told Wu Qingsong his gamble had paid off.
"Then why don’t you try it and see?"
"I’ll kill you, you damned half-blood bastard!" Scar-eye snarled, lunging at Wu Qingsong again.
Wu Qingsong scrambled backward, shouting, "I’m a Half-elf! Think about the consequences!"
Finally, the other Mastiff-men restrained Scar-eye. Wu Qingsong had been bluffing the whole time. His knowledge of this world was extremely limited, but he had no other choice but to cobble together whatever leverage he could from the scraps of information he had.
That Mastiff-man named Nagg had said that even if Wu Qingsong was a "low-grade defective," he still carried the noble blood of the Elvenkind—perhaps the only reason they hadn’t killed him outright. And that elf named Klein had ordered him brought here and locked up with these wolf-girls, to await judgment from Vals.
These fragmented bits of information had become their lifeline.
"He’s a Half-elf. We can’t kill him. When we get back, Vals might actually want to see him," Wu Qingsong heard one Mastiff-man mutter. "Who knows how Vals will react? Maybe nothing happens, or maybe he hangs us all... It’s not worth it."
"The reward from this trip is enough to get us plenty of fine women back home..." another added quietly.
They reached a consensus, but Scar-eye still glared at Wu Qingsong furiously for a long moment before finally stomping out.
"Watch your back, Half-Blood! If you blab, we’ll kill you!" one Mastiff-man threatened hollowly before slamming the door shut.
The wolf-girls could hardly believe they had escaped their fate. Several of them wept silently, stifling their cries. The one whose clothes had been torn and nearly assaulted straightened her garments and approached Wu Qingsong.
"Thank you," she said hoarsely.
"I only scared them off for now," Wu Qingsong said, shaking his head. His hands were still trembling uncontrollably, and he couldn’t make it stop.
It was his body’s natural reaction to nearly suffocating to death—but more than that, it was an overwhelming thrill of triumph.
"That’s enough!" the wolf-girl insisted firmly. "Thank you!"
In the darkness, her face was unclear, but her shapely figure was visible. Though she was just a furry Beastgirl, her heartfelt gratitude filled Wu Qingsong with a sense of accomplishment.
In truth, he was just an outsider. Maybe Ken and Blanca had helped him, bringing him out of the mountains, but he had also helped them hunt—even if they never got to bring their prey home. He wasn’t even truly part of this world. In a way, this conflict between the native army and the Hillfolk had nothing to do with him, a transmigrator.
The same went for the fate of these wolf-girls.
But he couldn’t bear to let such atrocities happen right beside him, right under his nose, while he pretended not to see and hid to save his own skin.
He couldn’t do it!
Fate hadn’t brought him to this world to make him bow his head and submit!
If given another chance, he’d do it again—and he’d do it even better!
Maybe his words hadn’t solved the root problem. If this world was as he imagined, these wolf-girls would inevitably face equally tragic fates, even if they escaped tonight.
But this small victory had revealed another side of himself—one entirely different from before.
Three days ago, he would never have believed he had the courage or ability to handle something like this. But now, he’d done it!
He could do even more!
All he needed was more information about this world!
The commotion eased the tension in the makeshift prison slightly. As the wolf-girls calmed down, they no longer kept their distance from Wu Qingsong but sat near him instead, which lifted his spirits further.
Several stomachs growled loudly, but the Mastiff-men showed no intention of bringing them food. The wolf-girls huddled together, murmuring comforts, leaving Wu Qingsong no chance to ask them for more information.
Exhausted both physically and mentally, he drowsily closed his eyes—but not long after, a distant, prolonged howl startled everyone awake.
"It’s Nina and the others!" The wolf-girls scrambled up in excitement, pressing their ears to the cracks in the walls.
Outside, the Mastiff-men seemed tense too. Wu Qingsong heard them frantically organizing, their massive wolves growling and snapping at each other in displeasure.
"Who’s Nina?" Wu Qingsong whispered. This was the second time he’d heard the name from the wolf-girls.
They hesitated, but the one who had thanked him earlier spoke up. "She’s the hope of our Wolf Tribe."
The hope of the Wolf Tribe?
Wu Qingsong’s confusion didn’t clear—it only grew.
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Wu Qingsong soon heard the voice of the elf named Klein. His arrival stopped the chaos among the Mastiff-man soldiers. Half of the soldiers went back to sleep under his command, while the other half were stationed at various key points in the village to set up defenses.
"They came just in time!" His voice echoed from outside, filled with excitement. "This village is definitely connected to them! This time, we’ll kill them all!"
But the wolf howls only kept shifting directions around the village, as if searching for weaknesses in the defense or simply harassing them. Nothing substantial happened.
The Wolf-maidens waited with a mix of unease and hope until dawn gradually approached before they finally fell asleep. Wu Qingsong, however, couldn’t sleep at all.
His body was exhausted, but his mind was wide awake, and his sense of crisis grew stronger and stronger.
He didn’t know how much time had passed when the door was suddenly thrown open rudely. Several fully armed Mastiff-men walked in.
Wu Qingsong couldn’t yet distinguish their faces, but he was startled to see the Mastiff-man with the scar over his eye, who was now looking at him with smug satisfaction.
The lead Mastiff-man casually pointed at a few Wolf-maidens. Wu Qingsong recognized his voice—it was the Wolf Cavalry named Nagg, who seemed to be an officer like a Squad Leader.
"What are you doing?" Wu Qingsong mustered his courage to ask.
Nagg narrowed his eyes at him, his lips curling slightly, revealing part of his gums like a vicious dog baring its teeth in threat.
"Half-elf, when you can’t even save yourself, just mind your own business," he said in a low voice. "Don’t do anything beyond your status or ability!"
"Take them away!" he then commanded.
The Wolf-maidens screamed again. This time, Wu Qingsong couldn’t protect them. He could only watch helplessly as they were roughly dragged out by the Mastiff-men. The scar-eyed one deliberately grabbed the Wolf-maiden who had thanked him yesterday and walked past Wu Qingsong, shoving him hard.
"After I’m done playing with them, I’ll kill them—or maybe kill the rebel scum who try to save them first! You damn Half-Blood! Did you really think dropping Vals’ name would scare us?" he growled in Wu Qingsong’s ear, his voice barely audible. "I’ll make sure every one of these bitches dies screaming! And you? You’ll die by my hand for trying to escape. You’ll never see Vals again! Hahaha! Start trembling, you Half-Blood filth! Your days are numbered!"
Wu Qingsong clenched his teeth and gripped the hilt of his sword again.
Was there any other way out?
His mind raced, but under these circumstances, he couldn’t think of a single solution.
The foul stench from the scar-eyed one’s breath made him nauseous, and the smug look on his face only made it worse. If there was no way out, then at the very least, he could rid the world of one more piece of trash!
"Let me tell you something..." he murmured to the scar-eyed one, his voice slurred, which only made the smug Mastiff-man itch with curiosity.
"What did you say?" The scar-eyed one subconsciously leaned closer, eager to hear the defeated Half-elf’s whimpers.
But what greeted him was a sharp pain—followed by an icy chill in his throat.
He raised his claws to grab the short "Half-elf" standing before him, but his body felt as heavy as if bound by countless ropes. He tried to scream, but with his windpipe slit, no sound came out.
How dare he...
That was his final thought before darkness took him.
"Honor!" Nagg, standing at the door, saw the scar-eyed one still pressed close to Wu Qingsong, his claws gripping the Half-elf tightly, and felt a surge of irritation.
This unidentified Half-elf was indeed disgusting, but who knew what those high-and-mighty, temperamental Elves would think?
They might see him as another freak and abomination tainting the noble Elf bloodline and subject him to cruel humiliation, persecution, and torture. But in most cases, they would never tolerate any of the so-called "inferior" races doing the same.
If not for that, he would’ve killed this Half-elf the moment he saw him, instead of keeping him alive this long.
"Honor!" he called again, but the troublemaking underling remained motionless, still gripping the Half-elf. Meanwhile, the expression of the Wolf-maiden beside him looked... off.
A thick scent of blood wafted over. Nagg saw a dark, wet patch at his feet, rapidly expanding. Instantly, he understood what had happened.
"Damn it!" he roared, drawing his sword.
At that moment, the Half-elf let out a furious cry, shoving Honor’s corpse toward him with all his might. Nagg knocked the body aside, and just as he expected, the Half-elf seized the chance to draw Honor’s sword and lunged at him.
Clang!
Wu Qingsong’s strike—one that had channeled all his focus and strength—was effortlessly deflected. Not only that, but after parrying the blow, Nagg’s gauntleted left fist followed through, smashing into Wu Qingsong’s face and sending him staggering back several steps. His sword clattered to the ground.
Nagg knew exactly how much force he’d put into that punch. The Half-elf’s jaw was at least half-shattered. But he’d brought this on himself. Nagg hadn’t meant to offend Elf bloodlines intentionally.
This Half-elf had killed a guard and tried to kill him. Klein’s orders were clear, and now was the perfect time to finish him off.
The scent of blood excited Nagg. Even though this Half-elf was a nobody, he still had Elf blood in his veins. The chance to stain his sword with such blood didn’t come often.
He strode eagerly toward where Wu Qingsong had fallen, brushing aside a Wolf-maiden who lunged at him, and raised his sword.
Then, chaos erupted outside the house.
Relentless wolf howls mixed with the dying screams of Mastiff-men. Klein’s cold, furious voice rang out.
"You idiots! Hold the line! Crush them!"
A sharp pain suddenly shot through Nagg’s foot. Enraged, he turned to see the supposedly dead Half-elf driving a Dagger through his boot. With a furious roar, he plunged his sword down and twisted it deliberately.
The Half-elf’s face twisted in pain and fury, but the sensation at the tip of the sword felt wrong. Instead of collapsing as Nagg expected, the Half-elf clung desperately to his sword arm and frenziedly stabbed at the unarmored parts of his limb with the Dagger.
This unexpected turn of events sent Nagg into another rage. He pummeled the Half-elf’s head with his left fist until the man was flung away again.
"Damn it!" He pressed a hand to the bleeding wound on his right arm, cursing furiously. In his decades of military service, he’d faced many strong opponents, but nothing as bizarre as this.
He glanced at where the Half-elf had fallen—and froze in horror.
The bastard was climbing to his feet again, teeth bared, charging at him.
Nagg finally lost his composure. He’d faced enemies ten times fiercer, and even outnumbered ten to one, he’d never felt fear. But this... thing defied understanding. He stared at the Half-elf’s face—which should’ve been pulped by his blows—but saw no injuries. Even the stab wounds that should’ve riddled his body were absent, save for a few torn spots on his clothes.
Impossible!
Nagg roared, switching his sword to his left hand and slashing at the Half-elf’s neck. He saw the blade press deeply into the flesh, forming a visible notch—but it didn’t cut through.
The Half-elf fell, screaming, then got up again.
Nagg’s mind shattered.
He hacked and stabbed wildly at this incomprehensible being, but every time, the thing stood back up with an even more grotesque expression.
Then, agony exploded from behind. Nagg whirled and slashed blindly, his blade sinking into the shoulder of the Wolf-maiden who’d ambushed him. Blood flowed normally this time, but in the next instant, pain flared again—and this time, it drained all his strength.
"You... you’re not... what... what are you?" He collapsed, eyes wide, dead before he hit the ground.
Wu Qingsong, clutching the Dagger that had killed two Mastiff-man warriors, couldn’t speak.
Snarls and screams from outside finally snapped him out of it. The young Wolf-maidens inside were gathered around the brave one who’d attacked Nagg, weeping. Nagg’s sword had nearly cleaved her in half—she wouldn’t survive.
"Please... take them away," she begged Wu Qingsong, then breathed her last.
Wu Qingsong’s mind was chaos. Outside, the battle raged. He picked up Nagg’s sword, then forced Honor’s blade into the hands of the oldest-looking Wolf-maiden.
"Follow me!" he shouted.
He still didn’t understand what was happening to him, but there was no time for questions. All that mattered now was the result: the Canine Soldiers’ blades couldn’t harm him. Even without skill, as long as he endured the pain and fought, he could win.
The Wolf-maidens taken earlier were being guarded by a soldier. When he saw Wu Qingsong burst out sword in hand, his eyes widened in shock before he roared and gave chase.
Wu Qingsong met him head-on.
His clumsy swings made the soldier hesitate briefly before slashing at his neck. The strike sent Wu Qingsong sprawling—but as he fell, his own sword pierced the soldier’s gut.
"Die!" Wu Qingsong screamed.
It hurt—so much—but when the enemy fell too, the pain became strength. Fear faded as Wu Qingsong dragged himself up and stabbed wildly at the fallen soldier.
Again and again: a swing, a counterstrike, a fall, then another desperate lunge.
The soldier died disbelieving, eyes wide, lips parted as if to ask: How is this possible?
Wu Qingsong trembled. For a nineteen-year-old, this was too much—far beyond anything he’d imagined upon arriving in this world. But duty left no time for remorse.
He wiped blood from his face with his sleeve and barked at the Wolf-maidens: "Why are you standing there? Move!"
Another soldier spotted them nearby.
So he raised his sword and charged again.
On the escape path, Wu Qingsong lost count of how many soldiers he killed this way—three? Four? Then, abruptly, the path opened to reveal a Forest and scorched farmland.
The smoke, clashing steel, and roars faded behind them.
Had they made it?
But the Wolf-maidens shrieked again. A low growl came from the trees, and then Wu Qingsong saw it—a massive black-and-gray figure.
A giant wolf, freed from its bonds and master.
It had fled the battlefield, a broken arrow lodged in its side, blood staining its muzzle and fur.
Wu Qingsong instinctively shielded the Wolf-maidens. The beast crept forward, teeth bared, muscles taut, fur bristling, its growls promising violence.
"Go!" Wu Qingsong barked at the Wolf-maidens, not taking his eyes off the wolf.
"But—"
"GO!"
With a roar, he raised his sword and charged.
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Chapter 4: Time to Use the Town Portal Scroll
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The battle was at a standstill, and District Captain Klein grew increasingly restless.
Things had progressed far beyond his expectations.
This operation hadn’t been approved by Battalion Commander Vals—it was his own unauthorized mission. In fact, he had led his squad out under the guise of a routine patrol before launching a surprise attack on this remote mountain village based on intelligence from an informant.
He had hoped this sudden assault would destroy one of the rebels’ supply bases, lure them out, and deal them a heavy blow—perhaps even kill a few key figures—to earn enough merit to free himself from the mud pit that was Rem City.
The first half of the plan had gone flawlessly, but the latter half had gone completely awry since a quarter-hour ago.
The heavy greatsword came roaring toward him again. Once more, he avoided the strike with agile footwork and countered with a triple thrust while his opponent was momentarily off-balance. Yet, the adversary blocked his attacks just as effortlessly with the broad blade before neutralizing his lunge with a deft side kick. Their fists collided heavily, forcing Klein to retreat once more.
This exchange had been ongoing for nearly a quarter of an hour. Of course, he still had plenty of energy—but so did his opponent.
As one of the top swordsmen in Rem City, Klein was confident his skill far surpassed hers, and his stamina was undoubtedly far superior. Though she was a woman, her strength greatly exceeded his. In a one-on-one duel in an arena, he believed this Wolf Tribe swordswoman, wielding a heavy greatsword, would eventually tire and falter. But on this battlefield, her weapon was clearly more practical—making the outcome far less certain.
Running into a rival who could match him here was somewhat surprising.
She couldn’t possibly be a nobody!
This excited Klein. The informant’s intel was clearly far more accurate than he had expected. An impromptu hunt had landed him a big fish?
But the next moment, four or five spears thrust at him from both sides, forcing him to flip backward repeatedly to evade.
Unnoticed, the battle had shifted from a stalemate to a deteriorating situation. More Werewolves were arriving from a distance, while the dull-witted Mastiff-men soldiers around him had clearly lost morale. Under the sudden onslaught of the Wolf Tribe warriors—who now outnumbered them four to one—their formation visibly crumbled, allowing even more Wolf Tribe warriors to join the fray against him.
Klein couldn’t help but seethe with anger.
He had already guessed who he was facing.
Though details were scarce, among the rebels, there were only so many notable women. This tall, silver-haired Wolf-girl perfectly matched the description of one of them. Klein was almost certain she was Nina Rams, one of the most wanted rebel leaders on the duchy’s list—the so-called "Moon Maiden," the most infamous remnant of the Silver Moon Wolf Clan’s royal line.
Otherwise, why
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