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Desolate Tomb and Kui did not arrive as promised, but one after another, those sent by the elders who sought to establish private connections with the Church during this opportunity came knocking.
Most of them did not come in person. Instead, they sought out former members of Dark Moon as intermediaries, sending one or several trusted subordinates to discreetly express their desire for private collaboration with the Church. As tokens of their sincerity, they either cited the care and protection previously provided by Dark Moon members or offered intelligence on the movements of various Elf factions within Figit, as well as the distribution of mines, manors, workshops, and other facilities.
Some even brought the latest information on the Elves’ activities in the Imperial Capital and the Magic University, vaguely hinting that certain individuals within their organization had once attempted to betray their whereabouts—a behavior they, of course, vehemently despised and had firmly severed ties with.
"Can we trust this information?" Nina asked.
"Before the Elves return en masse or before we show signs of decline, there shouldn’t be any issues. These opportunists excel at hedging their bets. Right now is the moment they want to cozy up to the Church. There might be some selfish motives mixed in, but it’s unlikely to pose any threat to us."
In the subsequent operations, most of the intelligence did indeed prove accurate, compensating for the previous shortcomings in Nina’s group’s information network. This made their actions more focused and significantly improved their efficiency. After all, the intelligence gathered by the Undead was neither timely nor precise, and the number of Beastgirls who had accompanied them this time was far too small. Since they would soon withdraw, they were reluctant to activate the spy network Xiella had previously established in these areas, lest they expose their tracks and endanger their allies.
Under these circumstances, leveraging the deeply rooted local intelligence networks of these organizations became a practical solution.
"These are the rewards for purchasing that information." Charlotte quickly provided ample compensation to these individuals.
During the raids on these mines, manors, and workshops, it was inevitable that they would seize coins, jewelry, antiques, and other high-value luxuries. Aside from Silver Coins and copper coins, these items held little use for the liberated slaves and civilians—they had no means to convert them into usable wealth. Handing such valuables over to them might even bring disaster.
Nina had originally planned to entrust these items to local spies, waiting for the heat to die down before gradually liquidating them for operational funds. Now, however, Charlotte simply took the bulkier or harder-to-sell items and offered them as payment to the elders’ envoys in exchange for intelligence.
Whether these envoys pocketed the rewards for themselves or dutifully handed them over to their superiors was none of her concern. As long as these individuals gained enough profit to actively support their operations, boosting efficiency and expanding the Xuan Yuan Church’s influence to more regions and Beastmen before the Elves’ return, she had no qualms about parting with these otherwise unportable valuables.
The envoys stared at the offerings with a mix of shock and delight, hesitating.
"If you can spread word of the Xuan Yuan Church’s achievements and ideals based on this content, we’ll offer even greater rewards," Charlotte told them. "If you’re not willing to take such risks, you could also mass-print these materials and distribute them for us!"
The Beastmaid Knights had to start from scratch every time they arrived at a new location, explaining the Church’s teachings and Xuan Yuan’s ideals—a time-consuming process. Often, the time spent preaching exceeded the time taken to eliminate guards, distribute supplies, or destroy resources. Meanwhile, the Saints monitoring the Elves’ movements had already sent warnings through Wu Qingsong: large numbers of Elves were hastily departing the Southern Territories by ship, and their window of opportunity was narrowing. Under these circumstances, if they could preemptively spread knowledge about Xuan Yuan and the Church among the Beastmen, they could liberate and aid more of them before the Elves’ return.
Even from a protective standpoint, the wider their influence, the harder it would be for the Elves to trace and suppress their efforts. The more severe the damage to the Elves’ grassroots control, the greater the difficulty they would face in reasserting dominance over these lands.
Driven by both the desire to establish goodwill with the Xuan Yuan Church and the lure of generous rewards, an Elder involved in the printing trade swiftly accepted the task, producing hundreds of thousands of leaflets bearing Charlotte’s materials. Of course, once the job was done, he immediately burned down his own workshop, creating the illusion that intruders were responsible.
Many other Elders, sharing similar motives, secretly dispatched their own people to help Nina’s group transport and distribute the leaflets across the regions.
Most rural Beastmen were illiterate, but every locality had at least a few who could read. With their explanations, Xuan Yuan’s ideals spread faster and farther. In cities, where literacy rates were higher, the leaflets proved even more effective.
Rumors about the Undead and the Xuan Yuan Church were already widespread, including plenty of slander disseminated by Elves and their Half-elf and Beastmen lackeys. In these tall tales, the Xuan Yuan Church was depicted as a monstrously evil entity that deceived souls with lies and petty bribes to wield the Undead as weapons. Since the Beastmaid Knights were all female, lurid rumors also proliferated, portraying Xuan Yuan as a lecherous Evil God who took pleasure in robbing Beastgirls of their virtue.
Initially, such nonsense only circulated among the angered upper classes of Yakata, Fayer, and other regions victimized by Undead attacks, serving as an outlet for their rage. These stories stood no chance against the positive accounts spread by the common folk who had benefited from the Church’s actions.
Naturally, the Elves disdained such petty psychological compensation—it only amplified Xuan Yuan’s influence.
But as the Xuan Yuan Church repeatedly withstood their assaults, growing stronger in the western and southern regions and even becoming a serious threat to the Elves, these slanderous tales finally gained traction.
Most civilians who had actually interacted with the Church wouldn’t believe such blatant lies. Yet in the Imperial Capital’s core districts and eastern regions—areas the Church had yet to reach—the rumors spread widely, fostering deep misunderstandings and creating significant resistance to the Beastmaids’ efforts. They had to spend considerable time explaining and correcting these false impressions.
The leaflets alone couldn’t instantly overturn the stigma the Elves had cultivated. But at the very least, when paired with the Church’s actions, they could plant seeds of doubt, prompting people to compare the rumors with reality. In areas the Church couldn’t immediately liberate or influence, this could help undermine the Elves’ dominance and erode the fear they commanded.
For the Beastmen, which was more compelling: salacious gossip about the Xuan Yuan Church, or tales of the Elves—their oppressors and enslavers—suffering defeats and humiliations? Which held more power: fear and suspicion of the Undead, or the desire for change and a better life?
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Charlotte quickly distributed more than half of the loot that Nina and the others had seized from various places. In exchange for these supplies, the result was growing instability within the organization.
Even those who had harbored the greatest resentment toward the Xuan Yuan Church began making efforts to improve relations with them. Even if not to curry favor or to leave a path open for the future, they at least wanted to secure more resources from them to compensate for their own losses.
Charlotte had mentally prepared herself for their disgraceful behavior, but the outcome still left her feeling a pang of sorrow.
Was this the true nature of the organization she had once believed in so deeply, the one she had devoted herself to and fought for?
Fish living in filthy water never feel dirty. Only when they swim out of it do they realize how truly wretched the place they once lived in was.
Charlotte used this opportunity to reconnect with her former subordinates, but under the dual blows from the Elves and the internal purges within the organization, Dark Moon had no real chance of being rebuilt. Nearly half of Dark Moon's members had already perished under the Elves' slaughter and the organization's internal cleanups. As for the survivors, some were disillusioned, others had switched sides to save their own lives, and still others remained skeptical of her alleged betrayal of the organization. In the end, only a dozen or so were willing to return and follow her. She didn’t want to use her abilities to sway more people, but she still employed them to vet these individuals, ensuring they harbored no ulterior motives or special missions, before taking them to Nina.
"The spy network I previously managed can be handed over to Charlotte," Xiella said during the subsequent routine meeting.
Her current condition was no longer suitable for undercover or intelligence work. In terms of skills, she had undoubtedly grown stronger, but intelligence work often required not the abilities of infiltration or killing, but rather organizational and managerial skills, as well as the patience and persistence to handle vast amounts of meticulous work.
As a powerful Undead, she now preferred to become a nightmare for the Elves rather than lurk within enemy ranks, weaving a web as cautiously as a spider.
Ram instinctively voiced her opposition, arguing that such an important task shouldn’t be entrusted to an "outsider."
But Xiella’s teasing effortlessly resolved the issue.
"So, what you're saying is you’d prefer Wu to marry her?"
Wu Qingsong, who was riding the Flame Demon Lord and swiftly advancing through the Abyss, choked and coughed, causing Artemis—following him in her giant serpent form—to look at him in surprise.
"I'm fine, just fine!" he hurriedly explained.
"I think we can trust Charlotte," Nina interjected, saving Ram and Wu Qingsong from further embarrassment. "She did similar work in Dark Moon, and she’s coordinated well with Xiella before. Taking over this task would be more convenient for her than anyone else."
Ram couldn’t come up with a reason to object, but those involved in intelligence work would have the most opportunities to interact and converse with Wu Qingsong. For Charlotte’s feelings, it was merely a matter of time.
"Do whatever you want!" she finally said angrily. "I’m always the one playing the villain. You’re all so magnanimous—fine! Why don’t we just have Wu marry Alice too? And what about that Elisa? Isn’t her compatibility with Wu the highest right now? Might as well bring her into the fold as well!"
"What kind of baseless jealousy is this...?" Wu Qingsong rubbed his temples in exasperation. He had no choice but to soothe her privately, admitting to a string of nonsensical mistakes and making a slew of promises. Though Ram didn’t believe any of it, she ultimately had no choice but to reluctantly accept the outcome.
"You want me to take over Xiella’s mission?" Charlotte was slightly surprised, though the matter didn’t entirely exceed her expectations. She merely asked, "Whose proposal was this? Did Wu agree?"
Nina answered her question half-truthfully, and Charlotte gladly accepted the task.
Wu Qingsong soon established a dedicated communication node for her within the Divine Spark, granting her the highest level of access. While doing this, he couldn’t help but feel somewhat uneasy.
He wasn’t oblivious to Charlotte’s feelings, but these things weren’t something logic could resolve. Meeting the right person at the right time made everything fall into place naturally. But once that moment passed, things became far more complicated.
If it had been him shortly after arriving in this world, he would’ve eagerly accepted the affections of such a beautiful and intelligent woman without a second thought, consequences be damned. Youth always came with more desires, hormones, impulses, and motivation. But now, after all he’d experienced and with the weight of his mission and responsibilities, he no longer felt such strong inclinations.
Not that he would outright reject her either, but... he’d just let things take their natural course.
Charlotte’s private interactions with him, however, were perfectly natural, as if devoid of any hidden emotions. It was purely work.
This finally allowed Wu Qingsong to relax. He began discussing matters with her, explaining Xiella’s previous methods, then listening to her input and making adjustments accordingly.
Everyone had their own style and methods, and their differing abilities naturally led to entirely different approaches. The two of them spent several days intermittently discussing before finally settling on a general framework. Charlotte then decided to leave Nina’s team and head to the Imperial Capital to establish herself there.
"You’re taking too big a risk!" Wu Qingsong couldn’t help but say.
Xiella had greater self-preservation skills and a higher chance of escaping safely if things went wrong. Moreover, when she first built Nagrand’s spy network, she’d had Charlotte’s help, along with the full force of Dark Moon and the organization behind it. Now, Charlotte was practically starting from scratch, and far too many people knew her identity.
"Are you worried about me, or about the mission failing?"
"Of course I’m worried about you!" Though he knew there was more beneath her words, Wu Qingsong could only answer this way.
"I’ll be fine." Charlotte’s tone gave no hint of joy or anything else. "Don’t forget, I’ve lived in this region most of my life, and I’ve always been doing the same kind of work. At this point, it’s practically instinct. The better each of you fulfills your tasks, the more the Church’s influence and power grow, the more those opportunists in the organization will lean toward us—and the safer I’ll be. Besides, don’t worry, I won’t recklessly expose myself to danger. They won’t know my whereabouts. With you all as my backing, I’ll be fine."
Since Undead were too conspicuous to operate freely in the Imperial Capital, Nina assigned her a few Beastgirls as assistants—ones whose appearance and race wouldn’t attract attention and whose skills were better suited for intelligence work.
Not long after infiltrating the Imperial Capital, Charlotte sent back her first critical piece of intelligence:
Gabriel Saentars, the Elder of the Saentars Family and a Veteran Legend, was returning from the Abyss. Rumor had it he would arrive in the Imperial Capital within days.
"Nina, retreat now! Immediately!" Wu Qingsong instantly relayed the message to Nina.
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The Saints Cybermont and Fathom followed Nina and her group, providing them with early warnings. However, they had no idea about the origins of this unknown Veteran Legend. This area was far from their temples and territories, which greatly limited the Saints' abilities, making it impossible for them to simply locate him or keep tabs on him as they had with Fertonato.
Under these circumstances, retreat was the most rational choice.
The message they received might have been deliberately spread by the elves to scare them away, but their main objectives for this mission had already been accomplished. The remaining work could be left to the Undead to continue. Though the results wouldn’t be as effective without the Beastgirls’ participation, for the Xuan Yuan Church—which had Wu Qingsong and Xiella, two overpowered Undead summoners—the Undead were nothing more than expendable resources.
So, on the same night they received the news, the Undead dispersed to various locations to continue their sabotage missions, while the Beastgirls, led by Nina, quietly left the last estate they had liberated and headed to the coast. Using Polymorph, they transformed into fish and swam along the shoreline, leaving Figit and withdrawing westward.
Fathom accompanied them back, while Cybermont stayed behind to investigate the validity of the information regarding Gabriel Saentars.
Surprisingly, after realizing the Beastgirls had left, some bandits and peripheral organizations began impersonating them, attacking nearby villages and seizing property that belonged to the elves.
Most of them loosely followed the content of the leaflets they had seen, spouting a few lines, distributing some items to villagers and slaves, and pretending to be part of the Xuan Yuan Church—all in an attempt to shift blame and evade capture. What they handed out were usually things they found hard to carry, while valuables were systematically smuggled away. Even so, they inadvertently helped the Beastgirls expand the influence of the Xuan Yuan Church.
Ironically, the Garrison Troops that should have defended these areas had already become skittish, with many deserting their posts and fleeing. The continued presence of Undead in the region further complicated the situation. As a result, these opportunistic groups achieved significant gains with little effort, which in turn spurred more ambitious organizations to join the frenzy, trying to grab their share of the spoils before the elves returned.
Though their methods were riddled with issues, in a way, they managed to undermine the elves' power in the region, shake their rule, and spread the Xuan Yuan Church's influence.
Thus, apart from a few groups that flew the Xuan Yuan Church’s banner but slaughtered civilians—promptly hunted down by the Undead, their corpses hung from trees by the roadside—most of them ended up under the tacit protection of the Undead. Charlotte even continuously fed intelligence from the organization to these groups, telling them where to strike, what to preach, and how to loot most efficiently.
In the short window between Nina’s departure and the elves’ arrival, nearly a hundred groups operating under the Xuan Yuan Church’s name ran rampant across the heartland of the Empire’s southeast, leaving nothing untouched. Tens of thousands of slaves were freed and fled. Countless mines, estates, and workshops were looted and set ablaze. Books of accounts and name registries were destroyed en masse. Many Half-elves and complicit Beastmen were either killed or abandoned their posts and fled. In a sense, the achievements of the Figit family over centuries were wiped out overnight.
As more news arrived, Charlotte became convinced that the Veteran Legend named Gabriel had returned to the surface. She began warning these groups and, through Wu Qingsong’s Divine Oracle, ordered the Undead to go into hiding. Some clever individuals immediately ceased their activities, but others—who had initially hesitated but were now emboldened by others’ success—found their judgment clouded by greed and the ease of their exploits. They continued operating in remote areas far from towns, clinging to the hope of evading consequences.
Soon, their heads appeared on city gates across the land. Within days, the upheaval that had swept through the Duchy of Figit vanished without a trace, as if it had never happened. Yet the ruins littering the land and the influx of unidentified refugees into cities and villages served as a testament to the atrocities the Xuan Yuan Church had committed here.
The outcome wasn’t as extreme as the elves’ scorched-earth tactics in the Northern Territories, but for the elves, the consequences were hardly distinguishable from a massacre.
Cybermont cautiously tailed the elf who had arrived from the Gate of Kahango in Saentars territory. Out of prudence, he kept his distance, merely tracking the elf’s movements from afar and relaying them to Wu Qingsong, who then passed the information to those who needed to know.
By this time, most of the returning elven reinforcements had finally arrived at Fidget Port. Faced with the devastation of their domain and the gathering of stewards who had rushed back upon hearing the news, the elves, led by Grand Duke Figit, wore gloomy expressions.
“Thank you for your assistance,” the Grand Duke said through gritted teeth, his heart bleeding, to the elder of the Saentars Family.
“What in the world happened? We were gone for barely twenty years—how could things have deteriorated to this extent?” the aged elf demanded furiously. “What were you all doing?”
“Sir... this matter cannot be explained in just a few sentences. The only thing we can confirm is that behind all this, there appears to be a group of fallen Beastman Demi-gods, a newly ascended deity who recently obtained a Divine Spark, remnants of Batiz’s forces, and even an unknown number of Abyss Demon Lords.”
“A newly ascended deity?!” Gabriel’s attention was instantly captured by those words. “Where is he?”
“That, sir, is the root of all our troubles,” Grand Duke Figit replied. “This entity is extraordinarily cunning—his true location and identity have never been exposed. Without the guidance of the gods, we have no means to pinpoint his whereabouts.”
“What about the Eye of Truth? Did you not use the Eye of Truth?”
“Sir, though we may be inept, we are not that incompetent,” the Grand Duke said with a bitter smile. “But everything tied to this False God is untraceable. Whether we employed the Eye of Truth or other divination Magic, anything directly related to him yielded nothing but chaos—no results whatsoever.”
“What about Fertonato? Didn’t he return before me?” Gabriel was clearly dissatisfied with the answer.
“His Lordship remains in the Western Frontier, leading forces from other duchies to track the False God and his followers,” the Grand Duke said. “Now that you have returned... surely it’s only a matter of time before this False God is destroyed.”
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"He's coming your way!" Cybermont's warning quickly reached Xiella through Wu Qingsong.
While Nina led the Beastgirl squad eastward, she continued to lead Fertonato by the nose, maneuvering around the Northern Territories, Western Frontier, and Southern Territories, occasionally carrying out assassinations—sometimes successful, sometimes not—just to remind the Elves of her presence. This forced them to remain in a defensive posture, halting their campaign to hunt down and slaughter the Beastmen.
Faced with such a threat, the Elves could no longer afford to scatter as they had before, scouring the land for traces of Beastmen to drag out of caves, forests, and valleys to kill.
Now, every patrol had to include at least three Legendary Elves to operate independently. The two Legendaries who had fled back from the Ice Plains had already proven the enemy's strength—and this wasn’t even their full force.
To this day, the only ones who had been actively engaging them were the recently emerged Legendary assassin and the High Undead transformed from the Elves killed not long ago. The Legendary Necromancer who had created these abominations, along with the two Undead dragons—one Legendary, the other Quasi-Legendary—had yet to show themselves. And then there was the Beastman False God, capable of summoning Thunderstorms, who had already slain over twenty Legendary Elves.
After news spread of the Fidget, Tifilna, and some members of the Royal Family evacuating, several Elven families had even begun consolidating their forces, preparing to withdraw at any moment. The Fantali Family, for instance, had already retreated from Ramna to the wilderness of Vilitra due to a thunderstorm and showed no signs of returning to the Western Frontier.
Fertonato tried to coordinate with the Elves to set a trap, but the Saints rendered all their plans useless. Even if the Elves managed to communicate secretly and lay an ambush, the intangible Saints could freely traverse the land, scouting out hidden Elves before Xiella ever set foot in the area.
Once, the Elves successfully concealed themselves with magic—but Xiella’s abilities were the bane of any encirclement. Unable to eliminate her in a single strike, they watched helplessly as she vanished into thin air, escaping the meticulously crafted trap that had pooled all the Elves’ wisdom and Magic.
In terms of raw combat power, she was far inferior to Fertonato, who had been a Legendary for centuries. But her skills, combined with the Saints’ assistance, allowed her to move freely, sowing terror and death among the Elves—something they, as seasoned warriors, hadn’t faced in years.
As Fertonato’s plans failed completely, more and more Elves began to lose heart.
His warning wasn’t wrong—Xuan Yuan was indeed the most dangerous foe in the Empire’s history, one that needed to be strangled in its infancy at all costs.
The problem was, they had tried—and their methods had failed.
Many Elves were coming to accept that the Xuan Yuan Church was a worthy enemy of Elvenkind. But what they were even more certain of was that, in this conflict, the Elves were now at a severe disadvantage.
Such was the inherent imbalance in battles between Paragons.
Even with overwhelming superiority in numbers, quality of elites, resources, and territory, none of it could be leveraged into victory when the enemy possessed Legendary warriors who repeatedly slipped through their fingers. Instead, these advantages became shackles around their necks.
The enemy had nothing to lose, so they fought unburdened—striking where it hurt with a handful of elites, waging guerrilla warfare with single-minded focus. The Empire, meanwhile, was like a mighty giant swarmed by venomous bees, overwhelmed and unable to defend every wound.
The Insectoids never acted this way—they always moved as one, centered around the Insect Queen or hive leaders. Though their numbers and strength rivaled the Elves, a strong squad could cut straight to the heart of the swarm, slay the queen, and let time do the rest.
The Dragonkin might have been the most capable of employing similar tactics, but their pride, arrogance, and brutality led them to defy the other races head-on. Their overconfidence doomed them before they could adapt, and the gods wiped them out.
As for the others—the Birdmen, Bardiz People, and countless Beastman tribes and kingdoms—they had too many attachments, too much to lose. In the end, they fell to the Elves’ blades.
But this had never happened before on this land. And now, without the gods’ guidance, the Elves—who had never tasted true defeat—found themselves utterly helpless. Even their most tried-and-true weapon, diplomacy, had no target.
"We should withdraw," many Elves began to say.
If they could utterly annihilate the enemy, they would bear any sacrifice.
But the reality was that they were pointlessly repeating the same slaughter day after day, never solving the root problem.
Even if they spent enormous resources and immeasurable time wiping out every last Beastman on this land, would it truly weaken Xuan Yuan’s power? If he spread his influence to the far more numerous and barbaric Mermen tribes, could they chase them into the ocean depths, where the Mermen were endless?
"Our initial strategy was correct," some Elves whispered. "Since we can't eliminate them this way, we should cede enough space to draw them out of the shadows. Once they're in the open, we can divide and conquer them. Infighting is in their nature. The Empire’s pressure is the only thing forcing their unity. Once we pull back, they’ll fracture over conflicting interests and inherent differences. Then, just like before, we can exploit their divisions, support and escalate their conflicts, and destroy them all over again!"
"Fertonato’s approach is wrong! He just wants to hunt down that False God and seize the Divine Spark!"
"He never truly cared about the Empire."
Undercurrents of dissent swirled among the Elves. Fertonato wasn’t oblivious, but his failure to stop Xiella eroded his authority day by day, leaving him powerless to quash the unrest.
Fertonato grew angrier, more volatile by the day, while the Grand Dukes distanced themselves further. Seeds of doubt and suspicion took root—and neither side could rip them out.
At last, Gabriel Saentars arrived.
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Duke Saentars made a special trip to the only route from the Imperial Capital to welcome his grandfather, but Gabriel wasted no time with them. After a brief meeting and a few questions, he headed straight west to find Fertonato.
As the Empire’s most elite warriors, they knew each other, and were quite familiar. Gabriel was nearly two hundred years older than Fertonato, but by the elves' customs, they were considered of the same generation.
Though they were not the main force but rather attendants following the stronger ones, they had both personally participated in the battles to exterminate the Bardiz People, and together, they had followed the Eight Prime Deities to slay the Beastman demi-gods. Naturally, they had also experienced the panic and chaos when the Eight Prime Deities suddenly departed.
As those elven warriors—who had once followed the Eight Prime Deities step by step to transform the elves from a weak, sparse people in the Forest into the rulers of the world—gradually perished, those who had witnessed those days had also entered their twilight years. Like their predecessors, they spent years searching the Abyss for Abyss Demon Lords possessing Divine Sparks, striving to prolong their own lives while securing the future of Elvenkind, leaving the responsibility of ruling the world to their descendants. Now, it seemed they had not done their job well.
"Gabriel, why you?" Fertonato asked. "Your time is running short. Why return now?"
"After searching intermittently for nearly a century with nothing to show for it, it’s time to let go," Gabriel replied.
Fertonato shook his head—this was definitely not the real reason Gabriel had returned from the Abyss. Only the Royal Family, the Imperial Council of Elders, and the head of the Magic University had the right to contact them through divine artifacts. Whoever had summoned Gabriel back, it meant they had completely lost faith in this operation.
Most likely, it was the Council of Elders. These past days, he had heard too many complaints and indirect suggestions. Unable to get the answers they wanted from him, and not daring to leave without permission like the Fidget and Tifilna people, they had resorted to such a despicable method!
"No one contacted me. I began to hesitate on my own, wondering if I should give up the search and return to the surface to enjoy my final days," Gabriel said. "When I reached out to them, I learned what had been happening all these years. That finally helped me make my decision."
Fertonato shook his head. If he could eliminate those enemies hiding in the shadows, Gabriel might not have needed to make such a sacrifice.
"Do you think we have a chance to catch them? You, me, and those younger ones?" Gabriel asked. "Fertonato, I want your most honest judgment."
"They are cunning," Fertonato replied, reluctant to face this reality. But now, he had to admit his plans had completely failed.
"So the answer is no?" Gabriel pressed.
"It

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
%east irls
al)all Never Be ‘ErLlavedV

(Volume 17)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





