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   Description

   

   Link's soul traversed into the Wizard World, delightfully obtaining the Krypton Card Drawing System. 


     With his first draw being the "Mind Closure Technique," his cultivation progress far surpassed his fellow apprentices. 


     He conducted research, carried out experiments, published papers, and obtained patents. 


     In this highly advanced civilization of a fantastical world, he climbed to the peak step by step. 


     He campaigned across the Heavens, admired countless bizarre landscapes, and conquered one innovative civilization after another.
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 Chapter 1 Detection_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Wizard World. 

 The Stormy Sea, Quete Archipelago, Viscount Holliday's territory.

 Outside the Castle Hall, which the local people could hardly approach on ordinary days, was now teeming with people.

 All the boys in the territory who had reached the age of twelve were summoned by Viscount Holliday, lined up and waiting in an orderly manner to enter the hall and undergo the test for Wizard Qualifications.

 Before entering the castle, the boys were informed that wizard qualifications were divided into ranks from one to five, with one being the lowest and five the highest. Each rank was further divided into upper, middle, and lower.

 To secure a valuable ship ticket to follow the Wizard Sire to the main continent, one must have at least a lower third-rank qualification.

 After the testing, if they do not meet the conditions, they are not allowed to cry or make a fuss, otherwise, Viscount Holliday would be very angry and the consequences would be severe.

 Link, of course, was not frightened by these words meant to scare the children.

 As a transmigrator, he had the standard gold finger, his trump card.

 He possessed a Krypton Gold Draw Card System when his soul transmigrated, and the system's interaction method was a simple panel.

 The content on the panel was not fixed, but changed with his cognition.

 [Link Grande]

 Qualifications: Intermediate Fourth Rank

 Card Package: Currently None

 Already Used: Currently None

 Number of Draws: 1]

 Before, Link didn't know the ranking system for wizard qualifications, so the panel did not have the "Wizard Qualifications" category.

 After learning of this information, the panel updated to display his wizard qualifications.

 After a short while, he was about to enter the hall.

 "Forget it, let's draw the card, to have a guarantee."

 Link steeled his heart, no longer hoarding the first draw opportunity that he had painstakingly exchanged for over a year's worth of savings. He summoned the system and bellowed inwardly: "God's Hand!"

 The system draw card had no special effects, only slight changes on the simple panel.

 [Link Grande]

 Qualifications: Intermediate Fourth Rank

 Card Package: "Mind Closure Technique" Learning Card (Tap gently for a speed of light start)

 Already Used: Currently None

 Number of Draws: 0]

 "This..."

 Link felt his last-minute scramble may have been in vain.

 The "Mind Closure Technique" seemed to offer no help for the Wizard Qualification test.

 "Forget it, I just did it for peace of mind anyway."

 Shortly after, Link stopped fretting about this.

 He decisively chose to use the "Mind Closure Technique" learning card.

 With a slight shiver, a wave of information appeared out of nowhere in his mind. In an instant, Link had mastered the "Mind Closure Technique".

 The next second, Link felt he had changed.

 He became more rational and was better able to control his emotions and memory.

 Before Link could savor the change, the steward came to lead the boys into the hall in an orderly and quiet manner.

 In the hall, sitting in the chief seat was a wizard wearing a hooded gray robe.

 Viscount Holliday, who held power over the lives and deaths of all people in the territory, sat below the wizard to his left, devoid of his usual pompousness.

 Link was placed in the mid-section of the third row from the left.

 He surreptitiously looked at the wizard who had caused a sensation across the territory upon his arrival yesterday, but all he saw was a swirling mass of smoke and he couldn't see the wizard's face at all.

 After looking for a few more seconds, a stabbing pain arose in his eyes and tears uncontrollably welled up.

 Link hurriedly lowered his head, avoiding the wizard's sight.

 "Is this what a wizard is like? Truly extraordinary!"

 Link was somewhat excited.

 In over a year since his soul crossed into this world and carefully impersonated its original inhabitant, he had heard multiple tales of wizards wielding mysterious and extraordinary powers and personally witnessed the astounding destructive power of the knight system, a byproduct of a wizard's experiment. As such, Link had developed a significant curiosity towards wizards.

 Now, the chance to become a wizard was right before his eyes, and Link wanted to seize it.

 Knowing that he would undoubtedly pass the test, Link didn't want to court death but instead chose to keep a low profile.

 So, instead of continuing to gaze at the wizard, he turned his eyes to the impending wizard qualification examination ceremony.

 On the square table in front of the wizard, there were two crystal balls, one on either side.

 The crystal ball on the left was colorless and transparent, while the one on the right was black and transparent.

 "Let's begin."

 As the sweat started to form on the heads of the young boys waiting for their test, growing more impatient, the wizard finally spoke.

 The four teenagers, standing behind the wizard, exchanged glances with each other.

 Moments later, a blond-haired, blue-eyed girl walked up to the table, facing towards the crowd with her back to the wizard.

 Her voice was clear, and she naturally and generously instructed, "Soon, you will do as I do, place your hands separately on the two crystal balls. Regardless of what happens, don't let go of them until Wizard Palo confirms the test results."

 As she spoke, the girl demonstrated it.

 She placed her hands on the crystal balls, and after a while, they each emitted different glows.

 The colorless, transparent crystal ball gave off a blue glow, embellished with touches of blue and yellow.

 The black, transparent crystal ball, on the other hand, emitted a dazzling white light.

 "What exactly are these measuring?"

 Link was a bit confused and harbored doubts.

 Just then, Wizard Palo spoke, "Innate spiritual power is 13, high affinity for the Wood Element, intermediate affinity for Water and Earth Elements, overall wizard qualifications are rated 'upper third rank.'"

 The blonde, blue-eyed girl clearly already knew about her qualifications and showed little reaction to this result. After bowing to Wizard Palo, she returned to her original position.

 Hearing this, Link cogitated and an understanding flashed across his face.

 It was evident that the black, transparent crystal ball was measuring innate spiritual power, and the colorless, transparent crystal ball was measuring Element Affinity.

 However, he was unsure about the specific criteria for the overall iwizard qualifications rating.

 While Link was mulling over this, the first boy in the first column on the left had already stepped forward for the test.

 He was somewhat nervous and stiff. His hands were vigorously rubbed on his clothes, wiping off the cold sweat from his palms, before placing them cautiously on the crystal balls.

 The colorless, transparent crystal ball emitted a faint yellow light along with an even darker black light. The black, transparent crystal ball released an almost invisible white light.

 "Unqualified, next."

 The voice of Wizard Palo was indifferent when he spoke.

 The boy's expression was one of disappointment. His mouth pursed, and tears silently fell down his cheeks.

 Failed to seize the chance to change his destiny, to stop being a fisherman, he was heartbroken. Nevertheless, he did not dare to weep loudly nor to cause a scene.

 The disappointed boy sadly walked away.

 However, the other boys and girls lined up behind him were excited and eager until the same result befell them.

 But alas, destiny never shifts according to personal will.

 "Unqualified, next."

 "Unqualified, next."

 "Unqualified, next."

 Out of the twenty people in two rows, not a single one heard the word "Qualified" from Wizard Palo's mouth. Neither did anyone get to know their actual Innate Spiritual Power score or the state of their Element Affinity.

 For Wizard Palo, there was no need to waste his breath on those who were unqualified.

 With one after another leaving, the remaining teenagers who were waiting for their test were no longer as excited and expectant as before.

 The atmosphere gradually got heavier, and many people sighed from time to time.

 Even Link, who was initially calm, started to feel tense.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 2 Departure_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Unqualified, next." 

 The girl from the neighboring house in front of Link was also eliminated, her eyes reddened, her mouth clenched tightly.

 Link didn't pay much attention, he only had one thought at the moment:

 Finally, it's my turn!

 Before this, all have failed, and no one was qualified.

 The four age-mates standing behind Wizard Palo all showed their arrogant or contemptuous expressions to varying degrees.

 But they do indeed have the capital to be arrogant.

 Wizard Palo visited the Quete Archipelago, traversing seven noble territories of varying sizes, and only selected four young men with qualifications above the lower third rank.

 These four could indeed be considered as one in a thousand, a pick among tens of thousands of geniuses.

 Moreover, once chosen by Wizard Palo, their social status would undergo a drastic change.

 Even the normally lofty nobles had to speak to them humbly and go out of their way to curry favor with them.

 Being a wizard's apprentice, the sweet taste of power could be felt even before the power truly manifested.

 Link took a deep breath and stepped forward, placing his hands steadily on the crystal ball.

 He only felt two streams of Qi separately pour from both hands into his body.

 The cool stream coming from the black transparent crystal ball entered his brain along his left arm and neck.

 The warm stream coming from the colorless transparent crystal ball entered his internal organs along his right arm and chest.

 The two streams of Qi each swirled for a while, and then returned to the crystal ball along the same path.

 The crystal ball began to radiate light.

 The colorless transparent crystal ball radiated a rich blue and green glow, and the black transparent crystal ball radiated a very dazzling white light.

 Wizard Palo, who had been squinting his eyes, suddenly opened them wide, and said in a somewhat surprised voice, "Innate Spiritual Power 17, high affinity with Water Element and Wood Element. The comprehensive score of wizard qualifications is intermediate fourth rank."

 As his voice fell, the entire Castle Hall fell silent.

 Then, various gazes fell on Link, mixed with envy, jealousy, and hatred.

 There will always be people like this, who, not being able to get something for themselves, also don't wish for others to obtain it.

 "Stand behind me."

 Wizard Palo quickly regained his aloof demeanor and ordered softly.

 "Yes."

 Link bowed to Wizard Palo, walked to his left behind him, and stood next to the blonde, blue-eyed girl.

 The four peers, a pair of twin siblings, a brown-haired boy with uneven eyes, and the blonde, blue-eyed girl, nodded in acknowledgement to Link.

 Clearly, Link had been accepted by them, and there was a hint of intentional friendliness.

 Link responded with a friendly smile.

 He didn't know that among the four, the one with the highest qualifications was the brown-haired boy with uneven eyes, ranked lower fourth.

 The twin siblings and the blonde, blue-eyed girl were the same, all upper third rank.

 Upon Link's arrival, he instantly became the one with the highest qualifications.

 And Wizard Palo had revealed earlier that those with third rank qualifications had a 30 to 40 percent chance of becoming an official wizard, while those with fourth rank qualifications had a 40 to 50 percent chance of becoming an official wizard.

 If calculated, wouldn't an intermediate fourth rank have a 45 percent chance of becoming an official wizard?

 Of course, this calculation is incorrect.

 But there's some persuasive power in it, right?

 ...

 The wizard qualification test ended, consuming a whole morning.

 Out of the sixty-eight of Viscount Holliday's domain, only Link Grande received the precious ticket to the mainland.

 Viscount Holliday, who had been observing the testing ceremony, was very pleased.

 For scattered nobles like them, living on the islands and islets of the Stormy Sea, sending a wizard apprentice to the mainland brought many benefits.

 Rewards from the mainland wizard organization, such as the Knight Breathing Method, potions, rune objects, notwithstanding, nobles with a landsman as an apprentice, or even an official wizard active on the mainland, did not need to worry about being undermined by surrounding nobles.

 If there happened to be a wizard with a nostalgic heart who suddenly decided to return home, only to find his homeland ruined, how outrageous would that be?

 ...

 "Wizard Palo Sire, I have prepared a dinner, and I invite you to grace the banquet and allow me to show you our local hospitality," Viscount Holliday humbly invited Wizard Palo.

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo nodded slightly, seemingly indifferent, then turned his head and instructed Link, "Go home, pack some clothes and belongings, say goodbye to your family. We will leave in the afternoon."

 Hearing this, Link was slightly taken aback. He did not expect the timetable to be so tight, but he quickly responded, bowed to Wizard Palo, and said, "Thank you, Wizard Palo, I will go home now."

 After that, Link headed towards the exit of the Castle Hall.

 Viscount Holliday gave the steward, who was standing at the side, a meaningful look.

 The steward understood and immediately went forward, accompanying Link out of the Castle Hall, and arranging for a carriage to take him home.

 It felt a bit like returning to his hometown in luxurious clothes.

 High-end carriage, for nobles only, escorted by a knight aside from the driver.

 If it had been an inexperienced youngster, he would probably have been moved by Viscount Holliday's arrangement.

 Link's home was not too far from Viscount's Castle, requiring more than half an hour's walk but only about ten minutes by carriage.

 The Grande family had already heard the news from the adolescents who had been tested after Link but had been eliminated. A large number of relatives, some very close, some not so close, and even those they seldom interacted with, had gathered.

 The head of the family, the usually taciturn blacksmith Grande, had a rosy complexion, accepting the blessings and congratulations of the relatives.

 And Mrs. Grande (uh... this title was not applicable before Link was chosen by the Wizard Sire) stood outside the door, gazing in the direction of the Viscount's Castle the whole time.

 In the past, some people from Viscount Holliday's domaine had also been chosen by wizards.

 People of her age knew that by the afternoon, the Wizard Sire would leave with his person.

 What Mrs. Grande was longing for at this moment wasn't the future wealth of her family, but rather her youngest son, who had changed a lot since he was injured a little over a year ago.

 Finally, in Mrs. Grande's yearning anticipation, a noble and gorgeous carriage drove over.

 Mrs. Grande bowed her head, rubbed her somewhat reddening eyes, turned back into the house, picked up the parcel that she had quickly packed after hearing the news, and met the carriage.

 "Mom..."

 After the knight opened the carriage door, Link stepped out and called out affectionately to Mrs. Grande as he saw her coming.

 Before he could say anything else, Mrs. Grande had thrust the parcel into Link's arms, tightly grabbing his hands, yet remained silent for a long time.

 After a while, as Mrs. Grande continued to hold Link's hand and pushed him towards the carriage, she choked up and said, "Go, little Link, study hard and don't worry about home."

 She wouldn't let Link get tangled up with the relatives harboring various intentions, not until she had pushed Link into the carriage, did she let go of his hand.

 Link did not defy Mrs. Grande, signalling the driver to turn around and leave.

 Through the curtain, Link saw Mrs. Grande standing there, waving and watching the carriage leave.

 Facing children who are setting off on a journey, mothers are naturally worried, but they always urge their children not to worry about them.

 Living together is not easy, cherish every moment.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 3 Journey_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link was feeling down. 

 For over a year now, Link had been pretending to be his original self.

 But people are unique, especially when Link's previous life was a man approaching thirty, how could he successfully impersonate a young and naive boy?

 Mrs. Grande naturally noticed the changes in her youngest son.

 But, as a mother, how many would doubt their own son?

 Mrs. Grande loved her son deeply, trying her hardest to make her youngest son's life better, at the very least to ensure he was well-fed and warmly dressed.

 She was uneducated, didn't know how to express her feelings with big words, so she simply did everything practically.

 Human beings aren't heartless like plants, everyone has some emotions, right?

 In Mrs. Grande, Link saw the reflection of his mother from his previous life, the same unconditional love and care, the same lack of communication skills, and the same instruction not to worry about home and to study well outdoors.

 The joy of getting a precious pass to the main continent, and the happiness of having the opportunity to become a wizard with mighty powers at his disposal, seemed much lighter now.

 A deep and eternal sense of longing welled up in his heart.

 He hadn't had time to say goodbye properly.

 Link sniffled, took a deep breath, and started using the "Mind Closure Technique" actively to compose his thoughts and emotions.

 The carriage had also returned to Viscount's Castle at this time, where the steward was waiting.

 Link returned to his former appearance, a faint, uncontrollable joy on his face as he stepped down from the carriage.

 Guided by the steward, Link entered the banquet hall.

 Wizard Palo, his four companions, and Viscount Holliday had already taken their seats, but the meal had not yet started.

 "Sit."

 Seeing Link entering with a package, Wizard Palo turned his head, slightly indicating the empty seat next to the blonde, blue-eyed girl.

 "Yes, Wizard Palo."

 Link continued to impersonate the young boy and responded obediently.

 The steward helped Link pull out his chair and placed a plate, dish, knife, and fork in front of him.

 "Let's eat."

 Wizard Palo spoke first, taking his knife and fork, showing disinterest in conversation with his full attention on the food.

 Viscount Holliday, who initially wanted to propose a toast and start a conversation, immediately dropped the idea.

 Housed under the stewardship of different lords, the four companions were somewhat familiar with Wizard Palo's style. Each of them also silently picked up their knives and forks, enjoying the food.

 The banquet was bountiful.

 In the elegant glass decanter was fragrant grape wine, and on the silver plate were delicacies such as foie gras, caviar, baby steak, lamb chop, deep-sea fish fillets, and other foods that Link had never seen in more than a year.

 Link couldn't help but salivate.

 In the past year, the main food had been dark bread, accompanied by fish or scraped meat from cows and sheep's margins. He had rarely had vegetables, which had long upset Link.

 Now, seeing a pile of delicacies in front of him, how could he resist?

 Thankfully, Link was not really a poor boy. In his previous life, he had come across some Western dining etiquette. Hence, he didn't embarrass himself while devouring his food.

 The sumptuous lunch ended in silence.

 The table wasn't a mess, as there was always a maid nearby to add dishes and change plates, but most of the delicacies were evidently finished.

 Wizard Palo put down his knife and fork, finished the red wine in his glass, wiped his mouth with a napkin and said, "Thanks to Viscount Holliday for the hospitality. I will speak well of the Viscount at the Wizard's place."

 "Thank you, Wizard Sire, thank you, Wizard Sire."

 Viscount Holliday was ecstatic, expressing his gratitude repeatedly. He had gone to great lengths to serve Wizard Palo to garner the very words of praise he desired.

 "It's time for us to hit the road."

 Wizard Palo set down his napkin, stood up, and walked outside.

 Link and his four companions quickly followed.

 In the castle square, a horseless, self-driving vehicle drove up.

 The vehicle looked like a rectangular box, very much like the buses from Link's previous world.

 Wizard Palo walked to the middle of the right side of the vehicle, and the door opened automatically.

 Link and his four companions got on the vehicle with Wizard Palo.

 Wizard Palo went straight to the front cabin of the vehicle, leaving the five newly initiated wizard apprentices in the back cabin.

 Once the five of them found seats on semi-reclining chairs, the doors closed automatically.

 After a moment of rumbling, the vehicle lifted slightly, about five or six centimeters above the ground, and began to move towards the exit of the castle.

 "Magnetic levitation?"

 Link felt the slight lift of the vehicle body and a flicker of a question crossed his mind.

 "Let's introduce ourselves."

 The brown-haired boy with mismatched eyes twisted his body into a comfortable position and began, "My name is Jiminy Hendrix. I am the first wizard apprentice Wizard Palo chose in the Quete Archipelago. I come from Baron Moran's Domain, and my wizard qualifications rank is fourth."

 The brother from the set of twins followed, "My name is Chris Smith, and my sister is Christina. We come from Viscount Boro's Domain. Our wizard qualifications are third rank."

 The blonde girl with green eyes added, "I'm Jasmine Kidman. I come from Baron Kidman's Domain, and my wizard qualifications are third rank."

 Link responded, "My name is Link Grande, a blacksmith's son. You all know my wizard qualification, so I won't say it."

 After a pause, Link tentatively asked,"Why are we in such a hurry to leave Viscount Holliday's Domain? Are we going to conduct further tests in other territories?"

 "No."

 Jiminy, having been with Wizard Palo the longest, knew the most. He explained, "Viscount Holliday's Domain was the last stop on Wizard Palo's journey. We're likely headed to Katosi Harbor next to catch a ship to the main continent."

 "Katosi Harbor?"

 Link had intentionally gathered geographical information and knew that Katosi Harbor was one of the two major ports of the Quete Archipelago, located east of Viscount Holliday's Domain and approximately sixty miles away.

 Looking at the rapidly receding landscape outside the window, Link estimated it would take about an hour to get there.

 Why was Wizard Palo in such a hurry?

 Though he had questions, Link decided not to voice them.

 In his position, it was best not to pry into the affairs of someone of higher status, especially when that person was nearby.

 Hesitating for a moment, Link asked, "Jiminy, Chris, Christina, Jasmine, what do you know about wizards and the main continent? As you know, I'm just a blacksmith's son. Aside from a few legends about wizards, I don't know much about anything else."

 As Link finished speaking, Jiminy and the Smith siblings turned to look at Jasmine.

 Given each person's last name, Jasmine was the only one here of noble birth.

 On this secluded island, knowledge and information were not widely available, and only the nobility would have regular access.

 Although Jiminy knew more news due to being Palo's first choice, when it came to knowledge and experience, he was no match for Jasmine Kidman.

 The blond girl organized her words carefully and said cautiously, "I don't really understand much of this myself. I only know that our destination is the West Coast of the main continent. Upon disembarking, there will be representatives from different wizard organizations and schools recruiting students, and we will choose our suitable destination."

 After a pause, Jasmine added, "The currency exchanged among wizards is called Magic Stone, so once we arrive on the main continent, we need to find a way to earn these."
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 "Magic Stone?" 

 Link took this piece of information to heart, making a mental note of it.

 But let's not even talk about the wizard currency, the Magic Stone. He has not even held a single gold coin often used on the island.

 After much effort in saving for more than a year, he managed to scrap together 10 silver coins, meeting the Krypton Card Drawing System's minimum requirement for the first charge of either 1 gold coin or 10 silver coins.

 Subsequent Krypton gold exchanges for card drawing chances would require 10 gold coins or 100 silver coins.

 "Money making!"

 Link sighed, it seems that no matter the world, money is a must.

 "Who has a Magic Stone?" Jimmy suddenly asked at this time.

 Both Chris and Christina, the brother and sister, shook their heads. Link calmly spread his hands.

 Jasmine hesitated for a while before speaking softly, "I have two from my family."

 Rich lady!

 Link joked internally feeling a bit of appreciation, but didn't harbor other thoughts.

 As long as one is willing to work hard, there will be gold coins and Magic Stones.

 But having said this, it seemed like the conversation had naturally reached its conclusion.

 Having just had a sumptuous lunch, the five of them were feeling drowsy. They silently agreed to not chat anymore, each of them leaning back in their seats to take a quick nap.

 It was only at this time that Link had the opportunity to delve deeper into the "Mind Closure Technique" he had drawn.

 The "Mind Closure Technique" originated from the Harry Potter World, it is a form of magic art that seals the brain to resist external mental infiltration and magic invasion.

 A basic-level "Mind Closure Technique" mainly clears memories and emotions from the mind, making one as emotionless as a puppet, to counter "Legilimency".

 That is to say, at the entry-level, Link's "Mind Closure Technique" can clear his mind of stray thoughts at any time, with a clear mind and singular focus.

 A higher form of the "Mind Closure Technique" allows one to remove, cover or shape specific memories and emotions.

 In Link's view, this is another form of being able to do as one pleases without overstepping.

 Link firmly believed that the "Mind Closure Technique" would play a significant role in the future.

 Thinking about this, Link slowly fell asleep.

 However, before he had slept for long, the hovering vehicle came to a stop.

 Katosi Harbor was here.

 Wizard Palo emerged from the front compartment of the vehicle, being the first to alight. The five newly minted wizard apprentices followed suit, exiting in single file.

 The harbor was bustling, with ships coming and going, and people surging back and forth.

 What was strange was that no one noticed a hovering vehicle stopping not far from them, and a group of people getting out. It was as if they were completely invisible.

 "Invisibility? Or is it the Muggle-repelling spell?" Link casually speculated.

 Wizard Palo made a beckoning gesture.

 The hovering vehicle shrank at a very fast pace until it was palm-sized before flew into Wizard Palo's hand.

 "This..."

 Link was amazed by Wizard Palo's move.

 Being able to resize things as one wished? A magical item?

 So cool, I want it too!

 Link drooled over it, looking like he hadn't seen much of the world.

 Jimmy, Chris, Christina, and Jasmine were much better off as they had apparently seen this before.

 "Board the ship."

 Wizard Palo, as always, was succinct, leading the way quickly through the crowd that automatically made way.

 His target was clear, the full-metal ocean ship that occupied the largest dock in the harbor, the White Sail.

 Only then did Link notice the standout full metal ship, which stood out among the other wooden sailboats in the harbor.

 Today, from the moment I started participating in the Wizard Qualifications test, my repeatedly shocked heart was shocked once more.

 This wasn't simply about a ship, it indicated that the industrial level of the main continent we were about to journey to far surpassed the Quete Archipelago, let alone Link's expectations.

 Hadn't the Wizard World agreed on that, their societal environment and development process were similar to the Western Middle Ages? Apart from the commendable efforts towards self-improvement, they lagged behind in every other aspect?

 Clearly, the Quete Archipelago fit this setting, but...

 A full metal ocean-going ship, even in Link's previous life, where science and technology were quite advanced, there were only a few countries capable of building one.

 "It turns out I was the frog at the bottom of the well all along, just observing the sky from within."

 Link reflected timely, realizing he must cast aside his prejudices and preconceived notions, and, with humility, integrate himself into Wizard World to avoid making an overestimation mistake in the future.

 As he pondered these thoughts, Link already followed Wizard Palo to the vicinity of the White Sail Ship.

 At the front of the White Sail Ship, a gangway was extended to connect to the dock.

 Wizard Palo led Link and the other four, going straight up the gangway, and boarding the ship.

 At the top of the gangway there was a small door, unattended.

 Wizard Palo reached into his pocket with his right hand, pulled out a flat rectangle, and pressed it on the slightly protruding square plate in the middle of the door.

 "Welcome back, respected Wizard Palo."

 The plate first lit up with a faint blue light, scanning the rectangle in Wizard Palo's hand, then a mechanical neutral voice issued, "I detect five unregistered personnel behind you, do you wish to register them as your followers?"

 "No."

 Wizard Palo replied, "Register them as 'New Blood'."

 "Okay, 'New Blood' has been registered. Please pick up your temporary passes."

 The voice from the plate fell silent, then a tray extended from above it, carrying five mahjong tile-sized metal plates.

 Wizard Palo removed the flat rectangle pressed against the plate, picking up the five metal plates from the tray.

 The tray immediately retracted.

 The small door also automatically opened.

 "Take it, don't drop it, it's a hassle to replace."

 Wizard Palo casually flung the metal plates backward, very miraculously dividing them among the five, floating stably at each person's chest position.

 Link quickly caught it and took a look.

 One side of the metal plate was printed with "Temporary Pass", while the other side had the number of decks and room number on the ship.

 "My task ends here."

 Just as Wizard Palo walked inside, he unexpectedly stopped and spoke a few more words, "You should find your own rooms according to the numbers. There are some documents inside. Take time to read, think and reflect."

 Saying this, Wizard Palo quickly entered the ship and was soon out of sight.

 This...

 Link and the others looked at each other.

 To Link and the others, the Wizard Qualifications testing and journey to the main continent are a major event; however, to Wizard Palo, it's just a technicalities-lacking task that wastes time.

 It's no wonder Wizard Palo always exhibits a cold and offhand attitude, with such a tight schedule.

 "Everyone will have to fend for themselves."

 Link cheerily held up the metal plate in his hand and said.

 Next, he took the lead and entered through the small door, planning to find room number 3-016 on the third deck.

 As soon as he entered the door, Link noticed something different.

 The air inside the ship seemed to contain some special substance, or rather the concentration of it was much higher than outside.

 After just a few breaths, Link felt his body becoming lighter, his brain more active.

 The difference was akin to the difference between the air in a heavily polluted factory and the natural oxygen bar in a large forest.

 Link discovered another reason why Wizard Palo was reluctant to stay on the Quete Archipelago for long.
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 Room 3-016 was small. 

 The arrangement inside was very simple: a bed, a table, and a chair.

 There was a pillow and bedding on the bed, and a few booklets were placed on the table.

 As for the switch on the wall near the door, the power supply line similar to an electric wire, and the lighting fixture similar to an electric lamp on the ceiling, none of these could surprise Link anymore.

 Had he gotten used to them?

 No, he had simply adjusted his mindset.

 From now on, no matter how sci-fi or magical things appeared in the wizard world, Link could quickly accept them, even if they were similar to Gundam or Transformers.

 Link closed the door, sat down at the desk, and opened the package on the desktop.

 The items in the package were very simple.

 Two sets of clothing without patches, some conveniently stored dry food, and two gold coins along with 63 silver coins wrapped layers of cloth.

 For a blacksmith's family, to take out two gold coins and 63 silver coins without exhausting themselves or affecting their livelihood, it was as if they had emptied their coffers.

 Having wrapped up the gold and silver coins again, Link put his right hand on the parcel, and his mind was filled with mixed feelings.

 Was this just money?

 It was more than that, it was also a deep care and concern.

 After a while, Link took several deep breaths, and with the help of the "Mind Closure Technique," he finally calmed down.

 He got up and placed the parcel on the inside of the bed next to the wall, and then sat back at the table, flipping through the booklets.

 Link could read and write.

 The specific conditions elsewhere were unclear, but in the Viscount Holliday's territories, there was a strict requirement for children between the ages of six and twelve to receive a literacy education.

 When Link first arrived in this world, he did not know the reason for this requirement.

 After all, Viscount Holliday was not a public servant serving the people, but rather someone who typically exploited and domineered over his subjects.

 Now, Link could somewhat guess the reason, which was definitely related to the annual wizard qualifications examination.

 After all, being illiterate was not conducive to receiving a wizard's education, right?

 The language of the Wizard World primarily consisted of pictographic characters, mixed with some ideographic characters and compound ideographs. Though the character shapes were highly similar to oracle bone script, there was a great difference in pronunciation from Chinese.

 For instance, an inappropriate example is the character for "mine," which in modern Chinese is pronounced "kuang," but in the wizard world, it would be pronounced something like "cow-ong".

 To cite another example that is even more inappropriate, but straightforward, the character for "lamp" is written as "灯," but pronounced "lamp."

 That's the general situation.

 If not for the previous occupant's memories and the body's habits, Link wouldn't have been able to quickly adapt to the text and pronunciation of the Wizard World.

 The first booklet was rather thin, consisting of only five or six pages. The cover had the words "Passenger Information" written on it.

 Link carefully read it from the beginning to the end, summarizing the information, really there were only three points to take note of:

 First, fighting on the ship was prohibited; second, deliberately destroying items and facilities on the ship was prohibited; third, the dining hall was located on the fourth floor of the cabin, providing round-the-clock service. Food could be taken as needed, but waste was not allowed.

 As for the restriction against casting spells or conducting experiments in the room, Link was unaffected as he didn't even know how to do any such things!

 He set aside the "Passenger Information" and picked up the second booklet, the "New Blood Prerequisites."

 After reading it, Link's emotions weren't affected by the content inside; he had more or less expected it.

 The so-called "New Blood" referred to the young boys and girls with wizard qualifications, collected from numerous islands scattered all over the four seas, by the Wizard Organizations of the main continent.

 These young boys and girls had not received relevant education from an early age, and they didn't possess the common currency of the main continent—the Magic Stone. Without these, they could hardly survive on the main continent.

 Therefore, from the moment the New Bloods were selected, they inherently accepted the fact that they would sign an agreement with a wizard organization on the main continent.

 The content was mainly about the Wizard Organizations providing the New Blood with transportation fees to the main continent, four years' worth of tuition and living expenses, and ensuring their basic learning and survival necessities. In return, the New Bloods would need to sign a further agreement with the Wizard Organization four years later, and officially join the organization.

 However, there was a great difference between those who successfully became official wizards within four years and those who did not.

 Official wizards would sign a ten-year work service agreement, during which they'd retain their personal freedom, receive remuneration for their work, and enjoy good welfare benefits.

 Non-official wizards would sign a twenty-year work service agreement, during which they'd lose their personal freedom, receive meager work compensation almost equivalent to slavery.

 If a war were to happen, the latter would also be used as cannon fodder!

 "As expected, there's no such thing as a free lunch in this world, whatever you want, you always have to pay a price."

 Link closed the "New Blood Prerequisites," placed it under "Passenger Information," and picked up the last booklet, "Overview of the Tudor Region's Wizard Organizations on the West Coast."

 This booklet covered the situation of the Wizard Organizations in the last stop of the White Sail's journey, on the West Coast of the mainland in the Tudor region, but only provided a brief overview.

 Each Wizard Organization was described briefly, with only a few strokes. They only mentioned who the founder was, who currently controlled it, what they were good at, and where they were located.

 However, after reading, there were some gains.

 From the thirty-nine Wizard Organizations, Link found one that was very suitable for him.

 Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 Although the name was a bit strange, its introduction stated it was very proficient in plant cultivation, animal breeding, extraordinary medical treatment, and life blessings, and was suitable for New Bloods with affinity for water elements, wood elements, earth elements, and light elements.

 "Unless something unexpected happens, I'll choose it."

 Link closed the booklet and made his decision promptly.

 Of course, he was not necessarily tied to this decision.

 If there were other better options, why not accept them happily?

 After organizing the three booklets and placing them in the upper right corner of the table, Link suddenly found that he seemed to have nothing to do for a while.

 Wizard Palo was nowhere to be seen.

 There wasn't any valuable information to be gleaned from Jimmy, Chris, Christina, and Jasmine, so there was no need to force himself to mingle with them. Natural interactions would do.

 "Passenger Information" had mentioned that they would arrive at the Manheim Harbor on the West Coast of the Tudor region in five days.

 "What should I do for these five days?"

 Link couldn't help but ponder deeply.

 A moment later, Link made a decision, to practice hard on the "Mind Closure Technique".

 After all, it was the first draw he had managed to exchange after saving up for so long. So he had to make good use of it.

 Thus, Link's life on the ship for the next five days became somewhat more regular.

 He would go to the dining hall located on the fourth floor of the cabin to eat at mealtimes, and would chat with Jimmy, Chris, Christina, and Jasmine.

 The rest of the time, he would stay in his room by himself, focusing on practicing the "Mind Closure Technique".

 As for social interactions among the New Bloods, he didn't bother at all.

 It has to be said, that although the system was stingy, the effect was good.

 The "Mind Closure Technique," which had a high learning threshold, was as simple as eating and drinking for Link.

 Within just five days, Link had practiced the "Mind Closure Technique" to the highest realm. He could maintain it around the clock, preventing others' spiritual power from invading his mind, and could freely camouflage his memories to confuse others.

 Link also made an attempt.

 Using the "Hall of Memories Technique" as a theoretical basis, he activated the "Mind Closure Technique," and built his own Hall of Mind.
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 The main structure of the Hall of Mind is a lakeside library.

 The surface of the lake is calm, and the water is pure and clear, reflecting the library in its depths.

 The library's reflection beneath the lake holds all the true memories, including those of the past life, the existence of the Krypton Card Drawing System, and the traces of the Mind Closure Technique itself.

 What is left in the actual library, however, are the life experiences of the original body and the behaviors and thoughts of Link, the blacksmith's son from a remote island, after his spirit crossed over.

 Anything that could reveal Link as a transmigrator is carefully hidden by him beneath the reflection in the lake.

 After constructing the Hall of Mind, Link discovered an additional benefit: he now has an eidetic memory.

 Well...to be exact, as long as Link categorizes and stores all of his daily experiences in the library in a timely manner, he can remember all the images he has seen, the sounds he has heard, the textures of objects he has touched, and the smells he has encountered.

 Furthermore, since Link has practiced the Mind Closure Technique to the highest level, he doesn't need to worry about his brain being overloaded by an excess of stored memories.

 In short, the Mind Closure Technique is wonderful - anyone who uses it will understand its benefits!

 ...

 Five days passed.

 The White Sail arrived at the main continent, docking at a pier at Manham Harbor, Tudor region, on the west coast.

 Link finally saw Wizard Palo again.

 However, he only caught a brief glimpse of him. From afar, Link saw Wizard Palo and a few other wizards disembark from the ship early, board a small aircraft docked at the harbor pier, and fly off to an unknown destination.

 Yes, an aircraft, a very beautiful aircraft. It was far more beautiful than any of the futuristic fighter planes that Link had ever seen in images online back in his previous world.

 Its smooth lines, stunning design, and elegant posture all deeply fascinated Link at first glance.

 He was amazed and his desire to possess it grew instantly.

 Link could almost feel a version of himself from Shaanxi residing within him, shouting wildly, "Mine, mine, it's all mine!".

 "What are you looking at?"

 Seeing Link in a trance, cross-eyed Jimmy asked curiously.

 Just before the White Sail was about to enter the harbor, the five people from the Quete Archipelago had gathered on the deck in advance.

 "Nothing."

 Link shook his head and withdrew his gaze. The aircraft had already flown out of sight.

 "I just saw Wizard Palo."

 Christina, who often went unnoticed, softly spoke up.

 "I saw him too."

 Both Chris and Jasmine echoed at the same time.

 A look of surprise flashed across Jimmy's face. He had been distracted by an extremely attractive woman.

 Seeing Link in a trance, he had assumed Link was looking at the same woman. He had even wanted to compare their taste in women.

 "Ah!"

 Jimmy opened his mouth in an slightly awkward manner, then quickly changed the subject, "Let's move forward, there are too many people here. The faster we walk, the sooner we can disembark."

 There were indeed a lot of people.

 During the five days at sea, Link had been a homebody and was unaware of how many New Bloods the White Sail was carrying.

 It was only now that Link realized there were at least 2000 people on the White Sail.

 From the Quete Archipelago alone, only five New Bloods that met the requirements were selected from eight noble territories of various sizes.

 Even if the proportions varied across different islands, it wouldn't differ too much.

 Link made a rough estimate and realized that there must be more than four hundred islands in the Stormy Sea.

 This is an estimated number based on the average area and population of the Quete Archipelago, which should be quite reliable.

 However, this only accounts for the islands in the Stormy Sea off the west coast of the main continent. There are also the Endless Sea off the east coast, the North Ocean to the north, and the South Ocean to the south.

 A glance through the tube reveals the vastness of the Wizard's World, far beyond the imagination of an ordinary person.

 "Have you all read the brochure, do you have any wizard organizations you want to join?"

 Moving slowly through the crowded crowd, Link asked casually.

 "I'm planning to go to the Metal and Flame Business Society, to become a wizarding apprentice who specializes in creating machines."

 Jimmy was the first to respond.

 He has a high affinity for the metallic and fire elements which perfectly suits him.

 However, a business society is different from a college. Although it has better financial benefits in the short term, it may limit one's personal development in the long run.

 It's a double-edged sword.

 "We plan to go to Shadow City."

 Chris added, he and his sister have an affinity for the rare shadow element.

 The "Overview of Wizard Organizations in the Tudor region of the West Coast" only recorded three places suitable for Shadow element new blood. First is Shadow City, Second is Night Curtain Society, and third is Dacknes University.

 The entry requirement of the Night Curtain Society is very high, they only recruit new blood with qualifications below the fourth rank.

 Chris and Christina's wizard qualifications are both only third-tier, which doesn't meet the Night Curtain Society's standards.

 Dacknes University has a requirement that new blood may need to cooperate with the teachers' human experiments.

 For personal safety reasons, Dacknes University is ruled out by Chris and his sister.

 Shadow City became the best and the only suitable place for them.

 "What about you, Jasmine?"

 Link turned his head to look at the little rich girl, Jasmine Kidman.

 Jasmine wrinkled her nose, a little bit entangled. She has an affinity with three elemental systems, which actually gives her a lot of choices.

 But the more choices she has, the harder it is to decide.

 After a while, Jasmine had a bright idea and suddenly remembered that Link was highly compatible with two of her three Eelemental systems, the water and wood elements.

 Perhaps, Link's choice could be a reference for her?

 In turn, Jasmine asked: "Where are you planning to go, Link?"

 "Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College."

 There was nothing to hide about this, Link simply stated his decision.

 Jasmine continued to ask, "Can you tell me why?"

 "I'm not into battles and fights. I enjoy planting flowers, raising animals, and treating people. I feel that suits my personality."

 Link shrugged innocently, sharing his candid thoughts.

 "Ah, this..."

 Jasmine was surprised by Link's answer.

 But after considering it very thoroughly, the more she thought about it, the more it made sense.

 Coming from a noble family, Jasmine knew more about the Wizard's World than ordinary people. She's aware that conflicts between individual wizards or wizard organizations are common.

 But battles have risks. So, being a logistics and medical personnel could be a perfect fit for her.

 Jasmine curved up a joyous smile, saying, "I'm also going to attend Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College."

 Link raised his eyebrows, surprised but not shocked at Jasmine's decision.

 With her affinity for water, wood, and earth systems, Jasmine was the best fit for Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, even more suitable than Link himself.

 He just didn't expect that Jasmine chose it because of what he just said.

 But Link isn't naive, he didn't start hallucinating thoughts like "Does she like me?"
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 With that said, the five disembarked from the ship.

 The dock where the White Sail was anchored was not small, but at this time, it was crowded and bustling.

 The number of New Bloods must have exceeded ten thousand!

 It turned out that there were not only one New Blood transporter berthed at the dock, but four more had followed!

 Link's previous estimate of the number of islands in the Stormy Sea was greatly off.

 That's the problem with not having enough information.

 After disembarking from the crowded ship and arriving on an even more crowded dock, Link and his crew of five were nudged around, making it difficult to move freely.

 This couldn't help but remind Link of the horrible memory of buying train tickets at the window of a train station during holidays when 12306 website wasn't in service in his previous life.

 It truly was a case of people pushing people, people sticking to people, people driving people, people piling up on people.

 Fortunately, the dock was designated for the thirty-nine wizard organizations to recruit New Bloods today. Aside from the excited, expectant, and nervous New Bloods, there were only the workers of the wizarding organizations in charge of recruitment.

 The recruitment area was quite conspicuous, a long line of sheds arranged in a row.

 Above the awning, the names and emblems of each wizarding organization floated in the air, colorful and dazzling, vying for attention.

 Upon looking up, Link quickly spotted the emblem of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 "We're going over there first."

 Link said goodbye to Jimmy and the Chris siblings and headed over in that direction.

 Jasmine smiled subtly and took the initiative to link her left arm with Link's right arm.

 Link didn't think much of it.

 Given Jasmine's body size, it would probably be challenging to get over there without a bit of help.

 They struggled to make their way through the short distance of a hundred meters in nearly five minutes.

 About ten meters in front of the awning, ropes were strung to form a cordon, with a sign reading "Civility lineup, orderly entry" set up. One couldn't barge their way in and had to queue up properly.

 There was a square table next to the sign, with a large stack of color pages, similar to A4 paper handouts, describing the situation of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 Link and Jasmine lined up at the end of the queue.

 The queue wasn't very long and there wasn't a long wait.

 After all, the New Bloods had just disembarked from the ship and most people were still undecided about where to go, targets were only clear for a few.

 Link casually picked up two color pages from the table, handed one to Jasmine in front of him, and kept one for himself to read.

 The content on the color page wasn't much different from the "Overview of Wizard Organizations in the West Coast Tudor region", with just a few more introductions about campuses.

 There are three campuses under Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, the headquarters, senior college, and Junior Division.

 The headquarters are not on the main continent, or even in the Wizard World, but in a special Small World, with no clear criteria for entry.

 The Senior College and Junior Division are both located in the Seuss District of the Mitchell District, overlooking each other across the lake.

 The Junior Division is the place where New Bloods will soon enter, it's where Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College cultivates wizard apprentices.

 Senior college, on the other hand, is where official wizards further their education.

 After reading, Link sucked in a breath, as his eyes involuntarily widened.

 He seemed to see an endless educational and learning system like the one in his previous world: kindergartens, primary schools, junior high schools, high schools, colleges, master's programs, doctoral programs, associate professors, professors, renowned professors, academicians, and so on.

 Unsuitable for those who perform poorly in school.

 Goosebumps instantly rise on his skin.

 Frightening, terribly frightening!

 Link shook his head, shivered, and then ran the Mind Closure Technique to suppress this terrible association.

 "What's wrong, Link?"

 Jasmine turned to chat with Link and saw Link's face still carrying a trace of fear. She asked concernedly.

 "Nothing much."

 Link grinned, evading the matter, "I was scared by so many people. In my entire life, I've never seen so many people gather together before."

 "I've never seen it either."

 Jasmine echoed, then her mood fell slightly, "In fact, I've hardly ever left the castle before, let alone the territory. This is my first time leaving home. A lot of the time, I'm really envious of the commoners my age. They can run around freely. And me, I'm like a bird in a cage."

 As she spoke, Jasmine's voice lightened, "But at least, I'm free now!"

 Unfortunately, Link couldn't empathize with her.

 You might have never left the castle before, you might feel like a bird in a cage, but you live without any worries.

 Unlike his original self was a blacksmith's son. He began helping out in the blacksmith's shop at the age of ten, and finally fainted from the heat and fell to the ground, hitting his head, and died.

 But considering Jasmine has no clue about the ways of the world, Link refrains from making cynical remarks about class disparities and the lack of common joy and sorrow among people.

 "It's almost your turn, calm down and get prepared."

 Link quickly changes this weirdly started subject matter.

 However, the recruitment process at Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College was indeed very efficient.

 It was just a few simple conversations, and if you were willing, you would sign the agreement and proceed to the back of the shed.

 If you weren't willing, then you'd just leave. There was no time for dawdling.

 Soon, it's Jasmine's turn.

 She sat down, answered a recruiter's questions, and picked up the pen that was on the side and signed her name on the agreement that the recruiter presented.

 Before she went behind the shed, Jasmine looked back at Link, her watery blue eyes seeming to speak.

 Please don't go anywhere else and leave me all alone!

 Link understood what Jasmine wanted to express, and thought to himself, this is indeed a noble lady, she's a natural at playing these games of emotional tug-of-war.

 Too bad she encounters Link....

 Women, they'll only hinder the speed of my sword drawing!

 Link's mind hardened, he initiated the "Mind Closure Technique" and cut off Jasmine's charming image of looking back like a little deer. His desires instantly vanished, leaving his mind without distractions.

 He sat down on the square stool in front of the recruiter's table and revealed a well-behaved and obedient smile, waiting for inquiries.

 "Name?"

 "Link Grande."

 "Where are you from?"

 "Quete Archipelago, under the jurisdiction of Viscount Holliday."

 After the two questions, the recruiter typed on a device very similar to a tablet, apparently entering Link's information and checking his records.

 A moment later, the recruiter looked up and looked closely at Link, clicking his tongue in admiration, "Wow, not bad, you're a talent of the intermediate fourth rank. Very good."

 With that, the recruiter shuffled a stack of standardized agreements by his side, took out a new agreement from the drawer below the table, and set it in front of Link.

 "Look over the terms. If you agree, then sign it."

 Link picked up the agreement and read it carefully.

 The content of the agreement wasn't complicated, and didn't differ much from what was recorded in the "New Blood Prerequisites" on the ship. The only difference was in individual treatment.

 Link wouldn't only be able to study for four years free of charge, with room and board included, he would also receive a subsidy of three standard first-grade Magic Stones every year.

 Seems like different qualifications bring about different treatments after enrollment.

 Link decisively signed his name.

 "Alright, go to the back."

 The agreement was in two copies. The recruiter kept one and gave one to Link, instructing him casually.

 Link obediently went to the back of the shed.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The dock was in a "U" shape.

 A long awning acted as a demarcation line, with a smaller section in front and a larger one behind.

 Upon stepping past the awning, Link was momentarily taken aback by the sight before him.

 Dozens of large aircraft, resembling the Antonov An-124 Ruslan, were neatly lined up in the open area, their rear ends facing the awning, rear cargo doors wide open.

 This formation, this set up, this mighty display...

 In a word, it was stunning!

 Above the aircraft, the names and emblems of various Wizard Organizations hovered in mid-air, making it easy to identify and avoid confusion.

 "Link, over here."

 Jasmine stood next to the large aircraft of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, waving at Link from a distance.

 She stood tall and graceful, with a calm smile on her face. As she waved, she gave a slight tilt of her head, appearing all the more adorable.

 "Hmm..."

 Link wet his lips, sensing that Jasmine had begun to throw charms at him, ever since she decided to enter Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 If he was the naïve blacksmith's son she assumed him to be, he would undoubtedly fall for her charms.

 And then, he would probably end up as a henpecked beau, slaving away without complaint, willingly handing over his own resources on a silver platter.

 Well...

 Link admits that such thoughts reveal a darker side to him.

 Though it's unwise to be suspicious of everyone, it's far better straying on the side of caution; Link had no qualms about judging people with the worst intentions.

 "I'm coming."

 Shrugging off his inner thoughts, Link waved back at Jasmine, rapidly closing the distance between them.

 "Everyone has already gone up, I was waiting for you. I was a bit scared on my own."

 As Link came closer, Jasmine unveiled a radiant smile and said, "Now that you're here, I'm not scared anymore."

 "Ah..."

 Speechless, Link found himself at a loss for words, unsure of how to respond to her sudden straightforward approach.

 So blunt... with no emotional groundwork laid beforehand, did she just make a move on him like that?

 Link was a bit perplexed about her tactics, so he decided not to respond at all.

 "Let's go up."

 This time, Link made his way aboard without having any physical contact with Jasmine.

 Jasmine blinked, looking a bit surprised.

 Had she done something wrong? Why did it seem like Link was intentionally keeping his distance from her?

 After pondering for a while without any clear answer, Jasmine dismissed the thought and hurriedly followed Link onto the aircraft.

 At the entrance of the cabin, a staff member in a uniform similar to those worn by the recruiters sat. To his left was a device resembling a tablet, and on his right was a square black box. Above his head, a white body with a glass lens hovered.

 "Name?"

 The staff member's voice was dull, devoid of any emotion.

 "Link Grande."

 "Hmm... intermediate fourth rank qualification, not bad."

 The staff member tapped on the tablet and muttered a few words to himself before directing Link to a spot about two meters in front of him, marked with a short white line. "Stand straight there, look forward, don't blink, don't move."

 Link obediently followed the instructions.

 With a click,

 The hovering white body above the staff member's head released a flash from its glass lens.

 "A photo, huh?"

 Link was increasingly fascinated by the wisdom encapsulated in the phrase, "mirroring the same principles despite methods' differences."

 Up until now, Link had witnessed self-driving vehicles, full-metal ocean-going ships, handheld terminals, artificial intelligence, comprehensive lighting systems, aviation, and internet.

 It proved that advanced wizard civilization was in no way inferior to ignorance.

 While the means of realization might differ, the outcomes exhibited no significant differentiations from the technologically advanced civilization of Link's previous life—in fact, they may far surpass it in many fields.

 So, seeing an unmanned aerial vehicle with photographing and recording features wasn't surprising for Link.

 "Come here, place your hands on this."

 The staff member pointed to the palm and fingerprint scanner.

 Link did as instructed.

 The scanner emanated blue light and swept back and forth several times, recording Link's palm and fingerprints in the database.

 The square black box then started up, stuttering a few times before a slot opened at the bottom, dispenses a palm-sized card.

 The emblem of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College was at the top center of the card, with the full name of the college appearing underneath.

 Link's half-body photo occupied the middle part of the card.

 Below were his name "Link Grande" and the apprentice number "201140048".

 "Alright, go in and find a seat."

 The staff member handed the card to Link and casually instructed.

 "Thank you."

 Link bowed respectfully to the staff member.

 It never hurts to be polite, especially in the Wizard World full of potent individuals. After his introspection a few days ago, Link always maintained a humble attitude.

 Though it may not produce any benefits, it can at least minimize unnecessary animosity or even hostility.

 Link entered the cabin door, waited in the aisle for a while until Jasmine registered her information, received her card, then they began searching for seats together.

 After all, they both hailed from the same place; there was no point in distancing from one another due to his real or imagined suspicions about her.

 Normal interactions should suffice.

 Private cabins lined both sides of the aisle, available for two or four persons.

 After discussing with Jasmine, Link chose an empty double cabin.

 Sitting in the soft and comfortable seat that could be adjusted for seating or lying down, Jasmine fell silent for a moment before suddenly expressing her sentiment. "It feels like I'm dreaming."

 "I know you might not say it, but I know I've lived a pampered life since childhood, and my living conditions have been much better than yours. However, compared to the wizards of the main continent, our conditions are like the difference between a barbarian slave and a noble."

 As she spoke, Jasmine's expression became complex.

 "I feel like a barbarian slave who's broken into the wizarding world, with narrow-minded views and feeling terrified!"

 At this point, Jasmine turned towards Link, her eyes locked with his, asking earnestly, "Link, why is it that so many things that Jimmy and the others found hard to accept, you seem to take in stride? This isn't characteristic of an unsophisticated blacksmith's son. Can you tell me why?"

 Link couldn't help but grow suspicious.

 Sister, what's going on?

 First, you threw a direct pitch, and now you're interrogating my soul?

 We're not that close, at best, we're compatriots who've crossed paths by chance.

 Is this the kind of question you should be asking?

 Unruffled, Link responded calmly with the "Mind Closure Technique" at work, "Isn't it natural for Wizards to achieve anything? What's there to be surprised about?"

 He paused before continuing, "My family can only forge one acceptable iron sword per month, but Viscount Holliday's soldiers never lack weapons. I've known since I was a kid that powerful figures can achieve things, there's no reason to doubt them with a mediocre perspective."

 Are you persuaded by this? Only you can tell, Link added mentally to himself.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Some women have spot-on intuition.

 Without knowing exactly why, Jasmine Kidman sensed something distinct about Link, different not just from the Jimny siblings, and not just from herself either, but different from all the New Bloods she'd ever come across.

 So she instinctively began to pay attention to Link's ideas. When she heard that Link too had chosen Ravensmouth, she didn't hesitate further to make up her mind.

 She was more than happy to tie herself closer to Link in the face of an unfamiliar world, especially when she needed to give up hardly anything in return.

 All she had to do was drop some ambiguous hints of affections, without any real sacrifice on her part. It would be all gains and no losses; why wouldn't she want that?

 Thus, she had tried out on Link some courtship techniques she formerly observed from a few aristocrat ladies.

 Methods like reaching for his hand, acting cute and playful, and deliberately showing her delicate side...

 And Link's immediate reaction indicated that he understood the hints she was dropping.

 However, he neither responded nor rejected her, treating her hints as if they were non-existent, all the while unconsciously revealing his respect and care for her through his words and actions.

 What on earth was going on?

 Therefore, she was somewhat upset during their search for the compartment, clearly annoyed.

 Am I not beautiful? Am I not cute?

 Why the cold shoulder?

 The more she thought about it, the angrier she became.

 Thus, after settling down, Jasmine decided to just be straightforward. If she had a doubt, she'd ask.

 She became even more upset when she got a sincere and logically consistent answer from Link.

 "Humph!"

 After glaring at Link for a bit, Jasmine crinkled her nose, pouted, grumbled, turned her head away, and gave Link the cold shoulder.

 You're insincere, so I don't want to bother with you anymore!

 Link was left in the dark, unsure as to what had just transpired.

 But Link was more than happy with the peace and quiet.

 With nothing else to do, he searched through the small secret compartment on the right side of his seat, and indeed, he found something valuable: a handheld terminal that resembled a flat panel.

 He reached out to grab the terminal, but was unable to lift it.

 Looking down, he noticed a palm-sized glass screen under the compartment; upon placing his newly obtained document on it, he found...

 …It worked!

 The glass screen emitted a blue light as it scanned the document.

 The handheld terminal immediately made a click sound beneath it, now ready to be moved.

 The display turned on at the same time, lighting up faintly.

 Link retrieved his documents and picked up the handheld terminal. Before he could play around with it, a preloaded video started playing automatically.

 "1763 years ago, level six wizards Rivo Sage and Soth Sage responded to the call from the five Saints of the Wizard World. In order to promote the great rejuvenation of the Wizard World, they jointly established the Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College."

 "Since its establishment, the college has trained numerous excellent wizards, achieved several major accomplishments, launched multiple expeditions and eventually claimed victory..."

 Jasmine heard the noise and quickly turned around. She stared at the handheld terminal in Link's hand that was currently playing the video, her eyes sparkling, "What's this? I want one too!"

 Link found Jasmine's behavior increasingly strange but also increasingly similar to that of a normal girl instead of an aloof aristocratic young lady. He didn't dislike the change.

 He pointed at the glass screen of the secret compartment to the left of Jasmine's seat and said, "Place the document you received onto it, wait for a click sound, and then you can take the tablet out."

 "Tablet?"

 Jasmine murmured to herself while fishing out her document.

 "Uh...

 Link thought over his phrasing and made a remedial explanation, "I'm not sure what it's really called, but it seems like a flat piece of wood, so I called it that."

 "I see," Jasmine replied, doubtfully, but didn't continue asking. Once she removed her tablet, she was immediately captivated by the video playing on it.

 The video, which lasted nearly half an hour, briefly introduced the origin, development, current status, and achievements of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College. It also showcased partial architecture, natural environment, and overall layout of the college.

 Particularly, five groups of buildings were featured.

 The residential building group, the academic building group, the experimental building group, the life services building group, and the library building group.

 After the video ended, a lengthy notification popped up on the screen.

 "New Blood Link Grande from the Stormy Sea Keeter Islands, congratulations to you for having the courage to explore and try, which led you to discover and unlock this personal smart device."

 "As a reward for your courageous exploration and active attempts, this personal smart device is now presented to you."

 "It has been bound to your personal identity document, physical information, and is only operable by you. You do not need to worry about personal privacy and information security."

 "Through this device, you can connect to the college's interactive network to access information, make friends, communicate, and many other things on the net…"

 All school activity notifications will also be sent to this device."

 "This device is diverse in functionality. We hope you can maximize its usage for the benefit of your learning and life."

 …"

 Closing out the notification finally revealed the tablet's simple user interface.

 Apart from the college's "official website" represented by the badge icon, no other "apps" were installed on the "tablet."

 "How do I use this?" Jasmine asked. She had also finished reading the notification, but after clicking several times on the "tablet" screen and not getting any response, she turned around and asked Link.

 "I'm not sure either."

 Link casually replied. Fumbling around, he found the "power" button, locked the "tablet," and carefully laid it inside his bag.

 Jasmine frowned slightly, visibly skeptical. But she didn't press him further for answers. Instead, she kept on trying to figure out the tablet, with a determination to unearth more features.

 In fact, if Link had put a little more effort into exploring, he would have definitely discovered a few features.

 But Jasmine's previous probing and her shift in attitude toward him had served as a silent warning for Link.

 He had built the Hall of Mind using the "Mind Closure Technique" and hid his memory that didn't reveal his transmigrator identity, which significantly lowered his guard.

 As a result, even Jasmine Kidman noticed how he was different from his origins.

 The breach in a dam lies in the ant's nest.

 Everything seemed fine at the moment, but what about the future?

 Therefore, Link, while Jasmine indulged in "playing" with the tablet, closed his eyes and reclined on the seat. He activated the "Mind Closure Technique", entered his Hall of Mind, reviewed his own words and behaviors of the past few days, especially those of today, and reflected on himself.

 The compartment quieted down, immersed in a peaceful atmosphere.

 A young man and a young woman, each minding their own business, not disturbing one another, waited for the New Blood recruitment by the Wizard Organization to conclude and for the airliner to take flight, setting course for the ultimate destination, journeying to a new life.

 A new chapter of life was about to begin.
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 It was already late at night when they reached the academy.

 The recruitment process had lasted the whole day, and only after nightfall, did the large aircraft take off.

 During this time, Link and Jasmine had a delicious dinner delivered by an intelligent mechanical puppet, it was sweet and delectable, a truly splendid meal.

 After disembarking the aircraft, several self-driving vehicles were already waiting, clearly marked, no need for human directions.

 The boys and girls separated, taking their respective vehicles to their dormitories.

 Entering the dormitory didn't require any further procedures, nor did they need to purchase any living items like bedding, they could directly move in. Moreover, each person had their own room, negating the need for roommates.

 The room layout included two Bedrooms, a Living Room, and a bathroom, with a dry and wet separation.

 As soon as he entered the dormitory, Link made a quick round, briefly understanding the situation of the room. Before he could settle down, his portable smart brain in his parcel began to vibrate.

 Link hurriedly unpacked the parcel, took out his portable smart brain, and discovered it was a notification from the academy.

 When he clicked it open, he was astounded.

 "Link Grande, New Blood from the Storm Sea Keeter Islands, congratulations on your official enrollment at Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 Your journey of seeking truth and knowledge as a wizard begins now.

 The schedule for the upcoming semester (sixteen weeks) will soon be sent to your portable smart brain, please arrange your personal time accordingly."

 After he clicked away from the notification, the schedule immediately arrived.

 Link took a deep breath, opened the schedule, and was stunned once again.

 The semester comprised of eight courses, namely "A Brief History of Wizard Civilization", "An Overview of Mental Power and Meditation", "Rune Studies", "The Essence, Origin, and Development of Witchcraft", "Mathematics", "Botany", "Zoology", and "Human Anatomy".

 There were four classes each day, two in the morning and two in the afternoon. The schedule was incredibly packed.

 Link had seen the textbooks for these courses earlier on the bookshelf in his study room.

 The academy had everything from daily life to academic studies well prepared.

 And so, starting the day after tomorrow, Link would follow the rhythm of studying as much as possible short of keeling over.

 After all, whether he would become a superior person or remain a commoner, all depended on whether he could learn well and hard during these four years.

 Time and tide wait for no man, Link locked his smart brain screen, took a quick shower in the bathroom. He changed into the sleepwear provided by the academy, which was inside the wardrobe in the bedroom. Then he went to bed to rest up.

 Early the next morning, in the twilight, Link woke up.

 After tending to his personal hygiene, he changed into the uniform, also provided by the college. Link picked up "A Brief History of Wizard Civilization", "An Overview of Mental Power and Meditation", "Rune Studies", and "The Essence, Origin, and Development of Witchcraft" -the four textbooks for the first four classes- and a pen and a notebook he had found in his study room. Guided by the map navigation on his portable smart brain, he headed toward the library.

 Jasmine Kidman had spent the entire day fiddling with her portable smart brain and had accomplished quite a bit.

 Calendar, alarm clock, notes, map navigation, friend chats, file sharing, etc., were all set up by Jasmine one by one.

 Jasmine, being a girl, was probably more interested in sharing.

 So without needing to figure it out himself, Link had learned a fair number of applications of the portable smart brain.

 Easy win!

 Link's dormitory was quite far from the library, it would take about fifteen minutes to walk. En route, he would pass by a cafeteria and a life service building.

 After getting a hearty and free breakfast from the cafeteria with his ID, he found a seat. Link had just taken a sip of milk and hadn't started eating his bread when Jasmine sent a message through her portable smart brain's friend's system.

 "Link, have you got up? What are your plans for today? Want to explore the academy?"

 Link replied indifferently, "Explore? Study! Classes start tomorrow, have you previewed your textbooks? What will you do if you don't understand what the teacher is saying in class?"

 "Uh, I... I didn't think about that."

 Link, "Heh. I'm eating breakfast in the cafeteria. I'll go to the library after this. I advise you to preview your textbooks too. Remember, we only have four years!!!"

 After replying to this message, Link locked his portable smart brain screen and focused on his meal.

 After filling his stomach, he ignored several messages from Jasmine and headed straight to the library. He found a seat in the corner near the window in the reading room on the first-floor west side. After sharing his location with Jasmine, he began to diligently read.

 "A Brief History of Wizard Civilization" was about thumb-thick.

 From the appearance of the first official wizard in human history over seven thousand eight hundred years ago, to humans, under the command of wizards, defeating the powerful Demon Beasts seizing true control over the world. Then to the emergence of the first Saint who surpassed the level nine Great Sage, to the wizard world's domination of the starry seas of the heavens under the leadership of the nine Saints. Then to the war between the wizard world and the World of God, both of whom dominated a part of the starry seas of the heavens, which resulted in both worlds shattering. Then to the five surviving Saints after the war refining parts of the shattered world into a main continent, with other shards scattered across the four oceans, becoming many islands...

 Events with significant impact on the wizard world were all recorded in it.

 Significant and long-lasting events were highlighted, with the truth being restored from various angles for analysis.

 Link hastily skimmed it once without reading in detail, and decided that he would study the events in "A Brief History of Wizard Civilization" thoroughly given the time.

 After all, learning from the past can guide the future, and reading history provides wisdom.

 After casually reading through, Link turned to the first chapter to read again.

 This time, he chewed on every word and sentence and occasionally noted his insights or questions in the notebook.

 The Hall of Mind only enabled Link to remember what he saw, but remembering is not synonymous with understanding.

 Writing down insights and taking notes can help to better digest the knowledge.

 Thanks to the highest realm of the Mind Closure Technique, Link's mind was clear and free from distractions. When he was reading, he devoted himself wholeheartedly to it, oblivious to Jasmine's arrival halfway in.

 After having greeted him several times without response, Jasmine began to feel somewhat annoyed, but later, she, inexplicably, was also influenced and began to preview her courses seriously.

 That was until both their stomachs began to grumble in protest.

 The two looked up at each other.

 Link was okay, but Jasmine's face blushed red.

 Girls always cared more about their image.

 "Off to eat."

 Fortunately, Link's timely invitation diffused the awkward atmosphere.

 Jasmine bowed her head to organize her books, adjusted her state of mind. Pretending as if nothing had happened, she went along with Link to the cafeteria for a meal.

 After lunch, Jasmine still maintained a desire to explore the academy. She had already found several places of interest whilst watching the introductory video of the academy the day before.

 After being refused by Link once again, Jasmine, who didn't know if it was due to pride or other intentions, decided to go sightseeing alone.

 Link, on the other hand, plunged himself back into the library for some grueling reading.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Jasmine didn't spend long wandering around.

 She returned to the library less than an hour later and continued to prepare for her classes.

 However, it was evident that the two of them thought and behaved differently.

 After they stayed at the library until evening and had dinner together at the cafeteria, they parted ways and went back to their dormitories.

 When Link returned to his dorm room, he took a brief rest then utilized the "Mind Closure Technique" to head to the Hall of Mind to sort through the day's gains before taking a bath.

 After changing into his pajamas and seeing that it was still early, Link returned to his study to do a cursory reading of the four books he hadn't read during the day before going to bed.

 The next day, Link woke up at the crack of dawn.

 After washing up, Link packed his books, stationary, a notebook, and his personal smart device. After breakfast at the canteen, he headed early to the lecture hall where the day's lectures were taking place.

 Meanwhile, Link sent Jasmine a message on his smart device, suggesting they move together, as per their agreement the previous night.

 Jasmine did not reply, Link was not bothered, he found the classroom and sat in the middle of the second row, reserving a seat for Jasmine with his books and smart device.

 Jasmine arrived late, only ten minutes before the lecture started.

 ...

 The two weeks passed quickly.

 Link lived a monotonous but enriched life.

 He spent most of his days going back and forth between his dormitory, the cafeteria, classrooms, and the library. Aside from that, he didn't stroll around campus or participate in the social activities organized by the increasingly familiar New Blood, and he made no special effort to build connections.

 Er...

 Jasmine discovered the "Forum" function and told Link about it.

 Jasmine's life was quite fulfilling.

 She maintained a good balance between her studies and social activities. She would go to the library with Link to study during her free time, and also participate in social activities and make friends.

 Being from a noble background, Jasmine excelled socially, having grown up in high society from a young age.

 So, a small circle quickly formed around Jasmine and a few other New Blood with similar backgrounds from the Stormy Sea Islands.

 Link privately advised Jasmine once to focus more on her studies. Seeing her disregard his advice, yet still able to ensure her basic study time each day, Link didn't say anything more.

 Everybody has their way of life and each person is responsible for their life choices.

 But, oh...

 The junior division of the Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College was divided into two: the New Blood from the Stormy Sea Islands were in the southern campus, while local apprentices from the west coast of the Main Continent were in the northern campus.

 There was almost no interaction between the two sides.

 The implications behind this, combined with the agreement that New Blood had to sign, were hair-raising to say the least.

 To avoid becoming a beast of burden, Link chose to abandon entertainment and study assiduously.

 ...

 The hard work has its rewards.

 As most of the New Blood haven't yet managed to clear the first stage of meditation, "Collecting Stray Thoughts", Link is fully prepared for his first serious meditation session.

 There are three stages to meditation.

 The first is "Collecting Stray Thoughts," which involves clearing the mind of all distractions.

 Link was able to do this as soon as he used the "Mind Closure Technique", and has since mastered it.

 The second stage is "Capturing Mental Force." Since mental force is formless and scattered, controlling it to form threads is extremely difficult.

 However, once Link was able to manipulate his memory at will using the "Mind Closure Technique", he was able to freely control his own mental power.

 The third stage is establishing the Sea of Consciousness and constructing runes.

 The so-called Sea of Consciousness is a term coined by Link. It is referred to as the "Ocean of Mental Power" by wizards, but Link found this term too long and hard to pronounce, so he translated it to the Sea of Consciousness.

 The Hall of Mind is located within this Sea of Consciousness. It is located three inches inside of the brow, and is both tangible and intangible.

 Setting up the runes is the actual obstacle that stands between Link and his progress.

 From studying "Rune Studies", Link understands that runes are separated into three categories: Will Rune, Elemental Rune, and Rule Rune.

 The structure of each rune, be it Will Rune, Elemental Rune, or Rule Rune, is complicated and three-dimensional.

 The essence of a meditation technique is to use the threads of mental power to construct will and elemental runes within the Sea of Consciousness and then connect the constructed runes into a specific pattern to form a cycle.

 Depending on the meditation technique, the Will Runes and Elemental Runes to be established will be different and hence the shape and cycles formed are also different.

 The college distributed targeted meditation methods according to the wizard qualifications of the New Blood.

 After attending a class on "An Overview of Mental Power and Meditation", Link went to the library to get his designated book, "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method".

 After in-depth reading and contemplation, Link was confident that he has fully understood the first level of meditation technique, which is applicable from the common man to the Third-class wizard apprentice's initial stage of meditation. He decided to start his first formal meditation.

 Dormitory, study room.

 Link sat on the floor, positioning himself with the soles of his feet facing upwards, calming his heart and exerting all his effort on utilizing the "Mind Closure Technique".

 In the Sea of Consciousness, the Hall of Minds disappears, returning the Sea of Consciousness to its original state when it was first established.

 With no reference points, no sense of up and down, it's vast and unclear, in a dreamy state.

 The silence and tranquillity seem to be the eternal theme of the Sea of Consciousness.

 After a while, a point of light appears.

 The formless mental power is condensed into threads by the "Fire God's Thought", and then five threads are twisted into a string.

 The string moves following a specific trajectory, constructing a complex and layered three-dimensional structure in the vast Sea of Consciousness.

 This three-dimensional structure is a Will Rune. It's the core of the first level of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method", mainly to derive mental power and increase mental power quantity.

 The derivation Rune was just constructed and it's rather ethereal, it's not imprinted in the Sea of Consciousness.

 Link controlled the mental power threads to repeatedly construct the Rune.

 The Derivation Rune gradually solidifies from its initial ethereal state.

 After an unknown amount of time, the Derivation Rune finally took root and was imprinted in the Sea of Consciousness.

 Once the Derivation Rune is ingrained, it will exist indefinitely in the Sea of Consciousness, unless Link himself decides to destroy it or it's impacted by a powerful external mental force. It's real and not illusory.

 During the process, the "Mind Closure Technique" at its highest realm played a significant role, providing great help to Link.

 It can be said that the "Mind Closure Technique" has achieved a great accomplishment in ensuring that Link was able to construct a Will Rune for the first time during meditation.

 Link rode the momentum, working hard to construct a Water Element Aggregation Rune, and a Wood Element Aggregation Rune.

 Next, with the Derivation Rune at the vertex and the Water Element Aggregation Rune and Wood Element Aggregation Rune at the base, connecting the three Runes formed an equilateral triangle pattern.

 The first level of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" is finished!

 From now on, Link is a bona fide Wizard Apprentice.

 Er...

 A first-rank wizard apprentice who has yet to master a spell.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 12 Trouble_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Meditation is not a simple thing.

 It was a shocking event when Link achieved the first level of the Meditation Technique during his very first meditation session, making the leap from the mundane to the extraordinary.

 In the vast Wizard World with its long history, of course, there have been individuals who have accomplished such a feat.

 But it attracted quite the attention when it occurred with Link—a New Blood from the Stormy Sea.

 Link didn't want to court trouble. Even though he was pleased inwardly, he had no intention of flaunting his accomplishment.

 He decided he wouldn't tell anyone about it!

 Upon coming out of his meditative state, Link found that his Sea of Consciousness had undergone a drastic transformation.

 From bottom to top, the Sea of Consciousness was divided into three layers.

 The bottommost layer showed the reflection of the Memory Library in the lake, the middle layer was the Memory Library itself, and the topmost layer was the rune equilateral triangle floating above the surface of the lake.

 The boundaries were blurred, yet the layers were distinct and naturally harmonious.

 The triangular rune formed by the Meditation Technique and the Hall of Mind formed by the Mind Closure Technique coexisted harmoniously in the Sea of Consciousness.

 Delighted with his luck, Link came up with an idea to hide the fact that he had become a first-rank wizard apprentice.

 But he couldn't implement it immediately.

 Constructing runes through meditation consumes spiritual power.

 A single rune consumes at least 5 standard units of spiritual power.

 This was why Link, with his innate spirit power of 17 and the aid of the Mind Closure Technique, was able to construct runes without any loss and achieve the first stage of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" in one attempt.

 Now, Link needed to rest and recover his spiritual power.

 He picked himself up off the floor, dragged his tired body into the bedroom and fell into a deep sleep.

 He slept soundly.

 When he woke up, Link felt refreshed and extremely revitalized.

 Choosing not to get up and freshen up immediately, Link lay in bed, activating the Mind Closure Technique and entering the Sea of Consciousness. He attempted to reflect the triangular rune on the surface of the lake, forming a mirror image.

 His first attempt, which he did not hold much stake in, succeeded.

 Suppressing his stirring emotions, Link solidified the reflection of the triangular rune and concealed the original floating above the lake.

 As a result, as long as Link doesn't reveal it himself, the New Bloods will remain unaware of the change that has occurred within him.

 As for the lecturers at the academy and the official wizards, Link wasn't sure if they would detect it.

 But he was not particularly afraid.

 After all, it's not like he was doing anything wrong, right?

 …

 It was Sunday morning.

 A new day had begun.

 Yesterday, Saturday, had been a fulfilling day for Link. He meditated during the day and slept at night, reaping huge rewards.

 After freshening up, Link contemplated for a moment, then decided to visit the library for some study.

 All the progress he had made before was exhausted when he achieved the first level of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method".

 To attain the second level of the Meditation Technique, and become a second-rank wizard apprentice, he would need a spiritual power of over 30. Additionally, the more knowledge he had about "Rune Studies," the better.

 This didn't even include the study of witchcraft.

 A first-rank wizard apprentice can master anywhere from 1 to 10 Zero Ring spells.

 The essence of witchcraft lies in the wizard controlling their magic power through their spiritual power, combining their will and knowledge to form a magic blueprint, thus leveraging the vast free magic in the outside world to influence and alter reality.

 Building a magic blueprint is much more complex and sophisticated than meditation. It involves not only the connection and relationship between runes but also the interaction and feedback between people and objects, objects and objects, people and nature, and nature and people.

 No matter the aspect, it would take Link a substantial amount of time to accumulate the required knowledge.

 Learning is an endless journey.

 ...

 At the library, not long after Link sat down, Jasmine arrived.

 "Link, Link..."

 Jasmine didn't come to study; as soon as she arrived, she started calling for Link, waving her little hand in front of his eyes several times.

 Link put down his pen, looked up at Jasmine, and asked in a low voice, "What's up?"

 "Stop reading the whole time, come out and play with me."

 Jasmine flashed a pleasing smile and unleashed her irresistible rallying charms.

 "Let's talk outside."

 Link looked left and right and saw quite a few people in the reading room. Not wanting to disturb anyone, he got up and motioned for Jasmine to follow.

 In a corner of the spacious lobby outside the reading room, Link asked, "What activity are you planning to participate in this time?"

 Jasmine giggled in response, "I joined the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association', remember? The association is hosting a picnic on the south lawn by the lake today."

 Link coldly refused, "I'm not interested in any such association, I'm not going."

 Having said that, Link turned and walked away.

 The call of endless knowledge was much more enticing to him; why waste time playing 'house' with the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' when he could be studying?

 "Link..."

 Jasmine suddenly grabbed Link's right hand. Her small, tender hands tightly gripped Link's palm. She shook it left and right, acting cute and pleadingly said: "Oh please, accompany me, I beg you. Just accompany me, I'm a little scared to go alone. What if something happens and there's no one to help me?"

 Faced with the blue-eyed blonde girl's sincere pleas and charming childishness, Link utilized the 'Mind Closure Technique' to dispel any hint of agitation.

 Harlot, she disturbs my path!

 Three years from now, the death sentence awaits.

 But safety is indeed a major concern.

 At these types of gatherings, young people tend to drink too much and it's easy for violations to occur.

 Not wanting to see his fellow countrymen fall victim to such incidents, Link sighed and reluctantly agreed.

 "Fine, I'll accompany you this once. But this is an exception."

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine cheerfully jumped for joy, "Ha! You agreed! This is indeed rare! I knew Link was the best!"

 Once again, it was proven that girls' competitiveness is no less than that of boys.

 Over the past two weeks, Jasmine several times had tried to get Link to join her in exploring the academy and participating in recreational activities. But she was rejected every time.

 But Jasmine wasn't discouraged; her fighting spirit soared even higher.

 Today, Jasmine coaxed a little and successfully got Link to yield. She was happy and proud!

 Men, huh!

 That's all we are indeed.

 Link watched Jasmine celebrate with a calm face.

 After packing up his books and taking them back to the dormitory, Link accompanied Jasmine, who had followed him to the bottom of the dormitory building, toward the south lawn by the lake.

 The South Lawn was quite large, and the picnic of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' only occupied a corner of it.

 Jasmine was quite popular. As soon as they arrived at the picnic area, a few girls pulled her away, and they started to chat away.

 Link picked up a cup of sparkling wine from the towering stack of bottles and sipped leisurely. However, from the corner of his eye, he kept an eye on Jasmine.

 At these kinds of parties with people coming and going, it was indeed easy for deplorable incidents to occur.

 One must know, the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' was an old organization, comprising not only young newcomers who had just started school but also a lot of upperclassmen who had been at school for two to three years.

 "Are you Link Grande?"

 Suddenly, a tall, burly man strode straight to Link and coldly said,

 "Stay away from Jasmine Kidman from now on!"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 13: Responding to _1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Who are you?" 

 Link was very confused. He had never seen this person before.

 Moreover, who are you? And what's your relationship with Jasmine Kidman?

 Why did you start off with such a despotic threat the moment we meet?

 Even Gao Qiqiang, who goes fishing with Old Mo, isn't as cool as you.

 I'm terrified.

 "It doesn't matter who I am; what's important is that someone you can't afford to mess with has set his sights on Jasmine Kidman. Be careful, or you won't know how you died!"

 The hulky guy did not answer Link's question directly; he just continued to lay out threats.

 Speaking, he used the middle and index fingers of his right hand to gesture between his own eyes and Link, expressing the meaning that he would keep an eye on Link.

 After he finished threatening Link and glaring at him for a while, the hulky guy turned around and walked away.

 Link quietly watched the hulky guy act tough, and as he walked towards a group of senior students, Link showed no expression on his face.

 This was truly an unprovoked disaster.

 No wonder the ancients always lamented about the trouble that comes with a beauty.

 Pretty women can indeed arouse covetousness and bring about conflicts.

 Even though Jasmine hasn't grown up yet, she's still just a beauty in the making but there are always some people with strange and harmful preferences.

 Despicable!

 However, he won't suddenly distance himself from Jasmine and sever ties with her because of an unexpected threat, resulting in strangers afterwards.

 Link was just trying to keep a low profile and concentrate on learning. He didn't lack backbone to the point of turning indifferent to any threat.

 Of course, if Jasmine was the one to make a choice and gradually drift away from him, Link would not compel her.

 He didn't harbor any feelings for Jasmine. His willingness to act together with Jasmine and provide some easy assistance was only out of hometown affections.

 In this world, Link is a stranger.

 The Grande Couple, especially Mrs. Grande, are among the few connections Link has to this world.

 Link, out of affinity for the couple, is fond of those from the Quete Archipelago, like Jasmine, Jimmy, Chris and Christina.

 With the rest not around, Link seems to take particular care of Jasmine, intentionally or otherwise.

 Ultimately, it all boils down to his psychological age being out of sync with the rest.

 "Link, what are you doing here all alone? Just let loose and have fun."

 After frolicking around with a few girls she had just met, Jasmine noticed Link standing alone on the lawn, in a daze. She walked over to him with her cup of sparkling wine.

 "You go ahead and enjoy yourself. I'm not very comfortable in these situations, so I'd rather keep to myself."

 Link took a small sip of his drink, responding calmly as usual.

 A group of teenagers, attempting to socialize like adults, did not interest him at all.

 "You can learn to get used to it."

 Jasmine stood next to Link, gazing at the scattered groups on the lawn and said earnestly,

 "Link, I know you're completely focussed on your studies, striving to become an official wizard in four years. I want to do the same! But people need friends, so they have someone to lend them a hand when times are tough."

 Link turned to look at Jasmine and replied just as earnestly, "Jasmine, you can only rely on yourself. You can't depend on others. Instead of thinking about making friends, you might as well spend more time and effort to improve yourself."

 Jasmine took a deep breath, downed her drink, and suppressed the urge to flip open Link's skull to see if his brain was filled with nonsense, constantly reminding herself to maintain her grace and abide by the etiquette of the nobility.

 Screw grace, screw manners!

 If people can only rely on themselves, then what am I supposed to make of my occasional reliance on you?

 Can I still rely on you at all?

 Can I?

 "Stay alone then!"

 Jasmine finished her drink and forcefully stuffed the empty cup into Link's hand, then turned huffily and walked away.

 Link raised an eyebrow, not minding it.

 A girl's changing heart is perfectly normal.

 ...

 Gradually, more and more people gathered to the corner of the South Lawn, and it became increasingly lively.

 Link stood outside the crowd, watching as the President of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" gave his opening speech, watching everyone cheer and toast, and watching them light the charcoal for the self-service barbecue...

 The excitement was theirs; Link was content with his inner calm and his unwavering goal.

 The picnic began in the morning, reached its climax at noon, and ended in the afternoon.

 Link didn't waste time; he managed to multitask. While wandering around, he entered the Hall of Mind and revised everything he had learned over the past two weeks.

 Jasmine had drunk quite a bit of alcohol. When leaving the South Lawn, she could hardly walk straight.

 A few people offered to escort Jasmine back to the dormitory, among them was someone Link was warned to not mess with, a third-year, soon-to-be promoted to second rank wizard apprentice, and one of the five vice presidents of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association," Rivers Francis.

 But Jasmine rejected all of them. Instead, she spotted Link at the edge of the crowd. She staggered over to him and slurred, "Link...can you...take me home, please?"

 "Okay."

 Link nodded, not offering to support Jasmine, and let her walk clumsily, only reminding her when she was about to head in the wrong direction.

 Behind him, the second-rank wizard apprentice Rivers, who had threatened him earlier, watched Link's retreating figure with a dark look in his eyes.

 "Erick, are you sure you expressed my thoughts clearly?"

 Rivers turned to ask the burly man beside him.

 "I am certain."

 The burly man named Erick nodded seriously, fanning the flames, "But his attitude was dismissive. He doesn't think much of us at all!"

 "Good!"

 Rivers laughed coldly in rage, "Very good! I'll get him when the time is right."

 Originally, Rivers just happened to see Jasmine Kidman and thought she met his preferences, and wanted to get to know her.

 But now it was more than just Jasmine Kidman. Rivers felt his authority was being ignored.

 Rivers's wizard qualifications were not high.

 His Innate Spirit Power was at 12, he had a high affinity for the Light System elements, and an exceptionally high affinity for the Fire System elements.

 By a stroke of luck, Rivers obtained a fragment of a high-level meditation technique called the "Rage Inferno Meditation Method", and he immediately began practicing.

 After that, Rivers found his progress going smoothly and his wishes coming true effortlessly, which gradually formed his domineering and uncompromising character.

 Now that he felt his dignity had been affronted, Rivers was filled with rage, wishing he could incinerate Link with a blaze.

 What remains of his reason prevented Rivers from acting rashly.

 Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College maintained a strict code of conduct within the school, where private fights were forbidden.

 After all, those "New Bloods" who couldn't be promoted to official wizards within four years could only be used as expendable resources. Although not a total loss, the gains were not considerable.

 But rules were always made to be broken, or at least bent.

 The prohibition of private fights didn't mean that Rivers didn't have a way to deal with Link.

 Link, who had sent Jasmine back and returned to his own dormitory was also considering strategies for dealing with the unwarranted trouble.

 As for the rest, Link was not worried, he was only concerned about his own personal safety.

 This world was one where the extraordinary were revered; once one possessed a lethal weapon with murderous intent, one's power became even more extraordinary.

 After some consideration, Link finally pulled out 2 gold coins and 63 silver coins from his package and went to the service building.

 He decided to buy a sharp blade for self-protection.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 14 Instruments and Techniques_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The currency circulated among wizards is the Magic Stone.

 However, the mainland has a large population and not everyone is a wizard. A large number of ordinary people exist, and gold and silver coins are still in normal use.

 The Quete Archipelago does not have the ability to issue currency, and the currency in circulation is all transported from the mainland.

 Hence, the gold and silver coins that Mrs. Grande stuffed into Link's hands could also be spent in the Living Services Building.

 Link had only visited the Living Services Building once before and was not particularly familiar with this four-story building; he just understood the general layout.

 The first floor mainly offered catering services. Some New Bloods from noble origins who couldn't adapt to the cafeteria's common dishes, and who had some money in their pockets, would come here to upgrade their meals.

 The second floor specialized in selling various intelligent devices, such as Intelligent Mechanical Puppets, and personal smart brains.

 Not all New Bloods were able to get free personal smart brains from the large aircraft carrier provided by the academy, yet such devices were indispensable for their academy life and studies.

 For those New Bloods who didn't receive a free personal smart brain and lacked funds, the store on the second floor launched a smart brain loan scheme...

 The third floor was a large bookstore.

 The library mostly housed mainstream, basic books and rarely had any books or materials involving advanced knowledge.

 Many great books that contained advanced and extended knowledge could only be bought from the bookstore.

 And naturally, the prices were not beautiful at all.

 The fourth floor was full of various shops, with a wide variety of goods and a mixture of everything.

 Shopping here greatly tested one's discernment.

 Link's needs were clear: a small, easy-to-carry weapon that could harm second-class wizard apprentices or even third-class wizard apprentices.

 There were many weapons that met this requirement, mainly Rune Magic Tool, and even Magic Tools.

 The so-called Rune Objects, or more precisely, rune items, were ordinary items with some runes added, giving them some special properties and playing some specific roles.

 However, a few scattered symbols that are not systematic cannot cause a qualitative change in items, nor can they be called Magic Tools. Their effects are limited and they are not accepted by official wizards.

 Wizard apprentices and some nobles were quite fond of Rune Objects.

 Since Link was tight on funds, he naturally couldn't afford the Magic Tools that could only be bought with Magic Stones. He could only set his scope on the Rune Magic Tool.

 After looking around, Link set his sights on a spell-breaking sleeve crossbow in a second-hand goods store.

 Regardless of whether they were second-class wizard apprentices on the verge of promotion, or already promoted third-class wizard apprentices, they were still within the realm of physical mortals. If they were shot at a vital point by a crossbow arrow, they would be seriously injured or even die.

 The spell-breaking property of the crossbow arrow was specially designed to target shields, armor, and other types of witchcraft.

 After a hard bargain, Link finally bought this used spell-breaking sleeve crossbow with three crossbow arrows for two gold coins and fifty silver coins.

 Upon purchasing the sleeve crossbow, he equipped it immediately.

 The saying "the cruel are often quiet" applies perfectly here.

 If you have plans to harm me, I'm not afraid to kill you.

 Back at the dormitory, Link set up several scenarios for using the sleeve crossbow, such as setting up ambushes, launching surprise attacks, and playing dead...

 After practicing each scenario a few times and familiarizing himself with how to shoot crossbow arrows at the most tricky angles and at the fastest speeds, Link finally stopped with satisfaction.

 After washing and changing, he meditated.

 For wizard apprentices, meditation is the most important way to increase power.

 Only by persisting daily can progress be made.

 Link performed the "Mind Closure Technique," allowed his consciousness to sink into the Sea of Consciousness, swapped the real and virtual relations of the rune of an equilateral triangle and its reflection, then condensed spiritual power into a thread. He first traced the Derivation Rune at the apex, then moved to the left base and traced the Water Element Affinity Rune once, then switched to the right base and traced the Wood Element Affinity Rune once, then returned to the apex, forming a cycle.

 Each cycle consumed 3 standard units of spiritual power. After completing five cycles in a row, Link's spiritual power entered a state of exhaustion.

 Upon exiting the meditative state, although there was no test or data displayed, Link intuitively felt that his spiritual power had slightly increased, and two types of magic power had been added to his body.

 One type of magical power was smooth and nourishing while the other was vibrant with life.

 These two types of magic power were not stored in any particular part or organ of his body, but were distributed in every single cell.

 As the quantity was still too small, and Link had not yet practiced a specific method to refine his physique using magic power, there was currently no noticeable change.

 However, Link was very satisfied with the results of tonight's meditation.

 Most New Bloods, after passing the initial stages of meditation, would first imprint a Will Rune in their Sea of Consciousness, then continue to meditate on this Will Rune alone for some time.

 Once they became familiar with the rhythm and state of meditation and their control over their spiritual power had been trained accordingly, they would then imprint other runes and finally form a rune cycle to advance to the rank of First Rank Wizard Apprentice.

 The process was not only time-consuming, but the results were also not particularly obvious.

 Unlike Link who, on his first meditation, advanced to a First Rank Wizard Apprentice, and with each subsequent meditation, his spiritual power steadily grew and his magic power gathered more smoothly.

 It was simply perfect.

 Then it was time to sleep.

 ...

 The following day.

 The sun rose as usual.

 Link got up early, took care of his personal hygiene, and went to the cafeteria for breakfast under the morning glow.

 Coming out of the cafeteria, on his way to the teaching building, Link deeply understood the strong pursuit of cleanliness and abstinence from food by those who were said to cultivate immortality in his previous life.

 These unavoidable trivial matters in daily life were really a waste of time.

 Eating was fine.

 Link still loved fine food.

 But having to spend a lot of time every day on washing and changing clothes made Link a little impatient.

 Link decided secretly that he must learn a type of witchcraft that has a cleaning effect, so that with a swift motion, his clothes could be cleaned, and with another swift motion, his body could be cleaned!

 But witchcraft wasn't something one could learn just by wanting to. "The Essence, Origin, and Development of Witchcraft" was the only course Link could currently take to learn about witchcraft, but it didn't provide a complete Magic Blueprint.

 A course on Magic Blueprints should only be offered next semester.

 If Link wanted to learn witchcraft in advance, there were currently only three possible ways.

 The first was to report to the academy his promotion to First Rake Wizard Apprentice, in the hope of receiving potential benefits or rewards;

 The second was to fish in the library, trying to find a rare and precious Magic Blueprint among thousands of books;

 The third was to buy it from the bookstore in the Living Services Building.

 However, each of these three methods had its drawbacks.

 To go to the bookstore to buy it would cost Magic Stones, Link's annual allowance of three standard first-level Magic Stones had not yet been issued, and his pockets were empty.

 To find it in the library was as likely as winning five million in the lottery.

 Upon comparison, reporting to the academy seemed to be the most appropriate option, although it might be a bit conspicuous since school has only been in session for two weeks.

 Link did not rush to choose any of these three options.

 He decided to wait patiently, as there might be other options available.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 15 Transformation_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Link, I heard that someone threatened you yesterday?"

 Not long after Link sat down in the classroom, Jasmine Kidman came unusually early. She sat down next to him and asked excitedly.

 "Yes, something like that happened. How did you know?"

 Link's eyes didn't leave his book, but he nodded casually.

 "Aww, don't worry about how I found out."

 Jasmine hummed flirtatiously, leaning in a bit closer, and staring intently at Link's face, her eyes hid some nervousness. "So, what do you think? Do you want to keep your distance from me, stay away?"

 As she spoke, Jasmine scrunched up her face into an expression of pitiful pleading, pretending to cry. "Boo hoo... I've attracted trouble, I'm a bad girl. I caused trouble for Link, he doesn't want me anymore, boo hoo... What should I do?"

 "If you have nothing to do, read more books."

 Link glanced indifferently at the mischievous and attention-seeking Jasmine and said with annoyance, "If you don't want to read, please don't disturb me, okay?"

 "Oh."

 Jasmine saw that Link, although aloof, did not push her away. She was relieved and stopped fussing, settled down, and began to preview her homework.

 Last night when she returned to the dormitory, she chatted with a friend via her personal smart device and heard about this incident. She really had worried that Link would avoid her afterwards.

 She was well aware of how much this guy disliked trouble.

 But she also knew his steadiness and reliability, albeit somewhat dull, wholeheartedly engrossed in studies, lacking in enthusiasm.

 No matter how much she flirted, he remained nonchalant, occasionally letting loose when it may involve personal safety.

 Like accompanying her to the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" picnic yesterday.

 With these thoughts, Jasmine began to reflect on herself.

 Link had advised her many times to focus more on her studies instead of socializing and entertaining.

 She didn't give it much thought, believing that she was already studying so diligently. What's wrong with having a little fun and making friends?

 In the end, she hasn't adjusted her mindset in time.

 Previously on the Quete Archipelago, she was a rich and leisured aristocratic girl, and the vast majority of nobles were keen on socializing and entertaining.

 But now, she is a New Blood who, if not promoted to an Official Wizard in four years, will be ruthlessly exploited. How can she still plan her time and life with a noble's mindset?

 Could a few fair-weather friends really be of much help?

 Jasmine remembered some instances of aristocrats smiling to her face but stabbing her in the back. She suddenly shivered, frightened at the thought.

 If it weren't for yesterday's incident, which made her see the true face of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" hidden under the banner of "Helping Each Other," allowing her timely reflection, would she increasingly neglect the importance of studying and immerse herself in socializing and entertaining in the future?

 Like those noblewomen who were initially just trying something new at banquets and dances, but eventually became addicted to the thrill of illicit affairs, falling into the abyss of desire, unable to escape, and difficult to redeem.

 Maybe if that situation really happened, Link would have voluntarily distanced himself from her, right?

 "Link, thank you."

 A frightened Jasmine whispered softly.

 At least for now, this guy, who hates trouble, has not preemptively distanced himself from her because of the trouble that is likely to occur in the future.

 Link did not respond, reading his book seriously.

 ...

 In the following days, a huge change came over Jasmine.

 Not only did she not participate in events organized by the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" continuously for several times, she also changed her schedule habits. She got up early every day to preview homework in the classroom.

 After having dinner in the evening, she no longer went to various entertainment places in the Academy, but indulged herself in the library with Link.

 Roming in the sea of books in the library, Jasmine realized how little she knew and how weak her knowledge was.

 The gradual enrichment of her spiritual world gave her the pleasure of studying.

 For Link, Jasmine's change was sudden, but he welcomed it.

 At least he no longer had to face a mischievous little girl who was always trying to act cute and attract his attention by occasionally using a naive and flirtatious way.

 If it weren't for the "Mind Closure Technique," Link thought his integrity would eventually be ruined.

 Companioning in learning and progressing together, this was great.

 ...

 In a blink of an eye, another two weeks flew by.

 In these two weeks, Link lived as disciplined as before. Apart from the dormitory, canteen, teaching building, and library, he barely went anywhere else.

 The only difference is that under his influence, Jasmine also started to live a monotonous but fulfilling life.

 Knowledge was constantly accumulated, and meditation was practiced every day.

 The spiritual power increased bit by bit, and the magic power contained in the body also increased bit by bit.

 Even without practicing the method of refining the body with magic power, the changes of the body are still very noticeable under the joint nourishment of water and wood magic power.

 Link's height took a massive growth spurt, from being almost the same height as Jasmine Kidman, he now stood a head taller than her.

 And Jasmine had just entered the puberty of girls. In the environment of the Continent with high element concentration, she was also growing rapidly through consistent help and shared experiences from Link in meditation practices.

 The once-immature girl was now 1.65 meters tall.

 And Link had shot up to 1.8 meters.

 This caused Jasmine to frequently ask, "What on earth have you been eating? Why are you growing so fast, and so tall now?"

 Apart from height, the muscles all over Link's body also became smooth and distinct, full of linearity, and his body shape was more perfect. It could show the beauty of strength, yet was not too bulky or heavy.

 Even in the physical fight alone, Link felt he could defeat ten of his former selves back on the Quete Archipelago.

 Even the knights of Viscount Holliday were not physically stronger than Link.

 Indeed, there was a reason for the saying that the Knight System was the failure of the wizards.

 Rivers Francis, the vice-president of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" who had secretly been keeping an eye on Link, was upset.

 Not only did Jasmine Kidman no longer participate in the activities of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", but she spent all her time with Link Grande, which was a clear sign that she was completely ignoring him, Rivers Francis.

 Sometimes, Rivers really wanted to burn Link Grande to death with fire, and vent his desires!

 But the omnipresent Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets in the Academy made Rivers repress his impulse, awaiting an opportunity.

 ​However, the brawny Erick wasn't upset in the least.

 The more anxious Rivers was, the happier Erick was.
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 Chapter 16 Reward_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Another new Monday. 

 Link walked into the classroom with full energy, followed closely by Jasmine.

 "Have you heard, Link? Someone in our new New Blood class has ascended to the rank of First Rank Wizard Apprentice. It is said that the person's qualification is between fourth and fifth rank. Surprisingly, they advanced faster than the other rookies with fifth rank qualification. It's quite amazing!"

 The moment Jasmine sat down, instead of immediately starting to read, she began to share the news she had seen on her portable smart device, her mood slightly complex.

 Although she had spent the previous two weeks with Link, they rarely spoken and chatted. Their longest chats were in the mornings before class and at night after class.

 With that said, she seemed a little downcast.

 "When will I be promoted to First Rank Wizard Apprentice? My qualification is only at the advanced third rank, far worse than that guy!"

 Link was taken aback by her words. After some hesitation, he replied: "Based on your description of meditation progress yesterday, I estimate that it will take about two weeks to complete the first layer of the Meditation Technique and ascend to the rank of First-Rank Wizard Apprentice."

 In these past few days, seeing Jasmine's earnest studies, Link had shared some experiences with her about meditation.

 To his surprise, Jasmine seemed to be eager to learn more and starting asking Link about his meditation experience. Starting from the day after Link began sharing, she would describe her previous day's meditation progress in detail. Jasmine certainly knew how to seize an opportunity.

 "How would you know?"

 Jasmine's initial reaction was incredulous. "You haven't ascended to First Rank Wizard Apprentice, how could you be so sure!"

 Muttering to herself, Jasmine suddenly turned around. Her eyes sparkled brilliantly as she lowered her voice in surprise, "You... you... you've ascended to First Rank Wizard Apprentice?"

 "Yes."

 Link casually confirmed, "I was promoted not too long ago."

 Jasmine eagerly asked, "Did you report it to the academy yet?"

 "No."

 Link shook his head.

 "Oh my."

 Jasmine gasped, grabbed Link's right arm and began shaking it vigorously, looking incredibly excited. "Why didn't you report it? Someone on the forum just mentioned that the first five apprentices who get promoted in every class will receive rewards. The first one gets five Magic Stones and a Zero Ring witchcraft, the second one receives four Magic Stones and a Zero Ring witchcraft, so on and forth. After the top five, you won't get anything."

 "I hadn't seen that news."

 This time, Link was genuinely startled. Forgetting the Magic Stones, the Zero Ring witchcraft was something he had been desperately searching for recently.

 After leaving the cafeteria earlier, he had indeed felt his portable smart device vibrating, but he hadn't checked it yet.

 "Hurry up,it's immediate. Report to the academy. Magic Stones, witchcraft, rewards!"

 Jasmine was acting incredibly anxious, wishing she could make Link operate his portable smart device immediately.

 "Let go first."

 Link retrieved his smart device with his left hand while lifting his chin to indicate Jasmine to stop shaking his right arm.

 "Oh."

 Jasmine was so excited that she forget about his insistence for her to let go.

 Link unlock his smart device, clicked on the academy's official app with a badge icon, and entered the "official website".

 In fact, Link knew how to report to the academy a long time ago, but he hadn't done so in the interest of keeping a low profile.

 Now that there was already a very conspicuous frontrunner, ascending quietly to keep the reward without standing out too much seemed to be the ideal course of action.

 Well... he had only guessed about the rewards and wasn't sure he would receive them, so he reassured himself with this reasoning.

 After following the instructions, Link filled in his own information.

 The academy "official website" immediately began the verification process.

 After Link repeatedly authorized it, a beam of blue light emitted from the "front camera" of his smart device and began scanning his body.

 The blue light lingered on his forehead as if it was stuck.

 Link immediately delved into his Sea of Consciousness, adjusted the solid and illusion relationship between his Rune and its reflection, and then released the protection of Mind Closure Technique.

 The blue light detected the presence of the Rune and finally moved to other areas.

 A moment later, the blue light retracted.

 Three consecutive notifications from the "official website" popped up on Link's smart device:

 "Link Grande, upon verification, you have ascended to the rank of First Rank Wizard Apprentice, making you the third New Blood to ascend in your class. Because of this, three standard First Level Magic Stones and a free study qualification for a Zero Ring witchcraft are awarded as a bonus. Keep up the good work."

 "Link Grande, upon verification, you have advanced to the rank of First Rank Wizard Apprentice, fulfilling the basic conditions for receiving an annual subsidy of three standard First Level Magic Stones. Keep up the good work."

 "Link Grande, your rewards and subsidies have been put in the mailbox outside your dormitory door. Please collect them as soon as possible."

 Third place, not too high and not too low, it was pretty good.

 Link nodded contentedly, exited the academy's "official website", cancelled all the previously opened authorizations, and put away his smart device.

 "Aren't you going to get your reward?"

 Jasmine, having seen the entire process of Link's operation, calmed down, not as excited as before. Seeing that Link looked at ease and was ready to read a book after reporting, she curiously asked.

 If it were her, she would have rushed back to her dormitory to secure her rewards.

 Link replied: "Accessing the mailbox requires identity verification. Unless someone uses force, they can't open it. Given that it's secure, there's no need to rush, I mean, even if I get the reward early, I can't use it right away."

 "Oh."

 Jasmine pouted, implying that Link was patient and she wasn't.

 Rolling her eyes and putting on a pleasing smile, Jasmine fiercely tugged on Link's right arm and cooed: "Link, you ascended to First Rank Wizard Apprentice and didn't even tell me! I'm upset! Unless you share some experiences with me!"

 Link was speechless.

 Witch, here you go again?

 "When you're on the cusp of ascending, I'll share my experiences with you."

 Link said seriously, "Ascending to First Rank Wizard Apprentice isn't that big of a deal. Even if you rush, it doesn't mean you'll always be ahead. There's no need to make it public."

 "Yes yes yes, you're absolutely right."

 Jasmine cut him off and mimicked his tone: "At our current stage, everything is secondary to learning. Our goal is to ascend to an official wizard as fast and as soon as possible. We've merely crossed a small threshold and it's not yet time to relax."

 "It's good that you understand."

 Link slightly nodded, no longer wanting to engage in idle chatter, and concentrated on reading his book.

 Jasmine watched Link's face closely for a long time before she turned to carry on with her duties.

 For some reason, the more seriously Link acted each time she flirted or clowned around, the more comfortable she was with her own flirtations and playful behaviours.

 She felt like she'd been poisoned.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Time passed. 

 As night fell, the lights came up.

 Link, after finishing a full day of classes and spending some time in the library, returned to his dormitory under the starlight, unhurried.

 He swiped his ID to open his mailbox, which contained two small boxes and an envelope.

 Link took out the boxes and the envelope, then entered his living room.

 He opened the envelope first, inside which was a coupon and instructions for its use.

 After reading the instructions, Link learned that the coupon could be used at the Witchcraft Trade Center next to the library to select a Zero Ring witchcraft free of charge.

 "Witchcraft Trade Center?"

 Link went to the library every day and could see the square one-story building not far away, but never knew its name or function.

 It wasn't marked on the campus map in his portable brain.

 As a result, Link did not know he could purchase Magic Blueprints there during the first two weeks.

 Thinking about it, perhaps the college intentionally didn't make the Witchcraft Trade Center public. After all, having existed for nearly 1800 years, the college had a good understanding of the psychology of New Bloods like Link who lacked a sense of security and always wanted to keep things on the down-low.

 The college wanted new blood to know that there was no need to hide their minor achievements, which didn't even amount to successes. There were rewards for reporting them promptly; otherwise, they wouldn't even know where to buy Magic Blueprints!

 What? Did you say bookstores?

 A Zero Ring witchcraft worth five standard first-level Magic Stones at the Witchcraft Trade Center would cost at least ten in a bookstore.

 And that's a conscience price.

 Link carefully put away the coupon, planning to go to the Witchcraft Trade Center the next day.

 Then he opened the two boxes, both containing standard first-level Magic Stones. One box held three, and so did the other.

 The college was particular about things. Rewards were just rewards, and subsidies were just subsidies. They weren't mixed up.

 Link picked up one of the regular hexahedrons of standard first-level Magic Stones, intending to take a closer look at the captivating little cuties.

 But as Link's fingers touched the Magic Stone, the long-quiet Krypton Card Drawing System suddenly stirred.

 "Beep! New monetary system detected, system updating..."

 "Update complete, please check at your earliest convenience."

 Link's hand froze there, unwilling to move for a while.

 With his understanding of the system's money-grubbing properties, didn't this update mean he would have to recharge with Magic Stones to draw cards in the future?

 He'd only drawn a card once and had planned to find time to work to earn money, save up 10 Gold Coins, and draw a second card.

 Really, he didn't know if tomorrow or an accident would arrive first.

 With a heavy sigh, recognizing that he couldn't avoid it, he decided he might as well face it sooner rather than later. Link resignedly invoked the system panel.

 [Link Grande]

 Wizard Qualifications: Intermediate Fourth Rank

 Wizard's Level: First Rank Wizard Apprentice

 Card pack: None

 Used: "Mind Closure Technique" learning card

 Draw Card Count: 0 (first draw only requires 1 Magic Stone)]

 As expected, Link's suspicions came true.

 The money-grabbing system had taken a shine to Magic Stones and abandoned gold and silver coins.

 Spit! What a jerk.

 Link deeply despised this behavior of the system but then, without any hesitation, recharged one Magic Stone, redeeming one card-drawing opportunity.

 "On God's Body!"

 Link silently cast a buff, "Draw!"

 In an instant, the system completed a simple and unadorned card draw, and the panel quietly updated.

 [Link Grande]

 Wizard Qualifications: Intermediate Fourth Rank

 Wizard's Level: First Rank Wizard Apprentice

 Card Package: "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent" Talent Card

 Used: "Mind Closure Technique" Study Card

 Draw Card Times: 0 (10 standard first-level Magic Stones)]

 Tsk... It's another card from Harry Potter World.

 Without hesitation, Link immediately used the talent card he had just drawn.

 Being from the Headmaster of Hufflepuff College and the senior professor of Herbology at Hogwarts School of Magic, Link noticed a difference as soon as he used the talent card.

 All of Link's previous doubts and questions about "Botany" disappeared.

 Every lesson he had taken in the past month, and the knowledge he had acquired by self-study, were all immediately integrated and understood.

 The effect was immediate.

 "Value for money!"

 Link did not discredit the system because of its high cost, but instead praised it.

 People should not deceive themselves!

 After dismissing the system panel and packing up the remaining magic stones, Link freshened up, washed away his exhaustion, went through his daily meditation, and went to sleep.

 The next day.

 Link carried his cards and magic stones, left the dormitory, and headed for the Witchcraft Trade Center.

 The level of automation at Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College is extremely high. Apart from the new student recruiters and teachers at enrollment, Link has never seen any other staff.

 The majority of campus affairs are handled by the New Blood using their identity cards and personal smart devices. The rest is handled by intelligent mechanical puppets.

 The Witchcraft Trade Center did not have staff and fully operated through intelligent automation.

 The front door of the Trade Center was firmly shut. Link looked around for a while and found an access control device on the left side of the main door.

 After some thought, Link took out his card and pressed it on the access control device.

 The main door opened on both sides.

 Upon entering the Trade Center, Link found that only one hall was open for use, and the small doors on the three walls were locked.

 In the center of the hall, there was an interactive device with a large screen.

 Link found a slot and inserted his card into the card reader of the interactive device.

 The large screen lit up, displaying a directory of zero-ring witchcraft, which was long and divided into categories based on elemental types.

 Link browsed the directory of zero-ring water system witchcraft for a while, finally selecting the secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 This is a functional witchcraft that condenses water elements and magic power into clouds or a light rain. The clouds have some stealth, confusing, and hallucinatory effects while the rain nurtures plants.

 After making his choice, a small door on the left wall clicked open, revealing a small opening from which a tray was extended.

 Link quickly walked over and picked up the sealed scroll from the tray.

 This type of scroll is specifically used to engrave magic blueprints. When unsealing, it must first be bound to the user's spiritual power, after which it cannot be unsealed by others.

 Thus, the Wizard Organization can avoid the leakage and outflow of magic blueprints to the maximum extent.

 After putting away the scroll, Link did not rush to leave. Instead, he took out all of his belongings, five standard first-level magic stones, and inserted them one by one into the recharge slot of the interactive device.

 Since he has high affinity with both water and wood elements, it is most suitable for him to study water system witchcraft, wood system witchcraft, and water and wood dual compound systems witchcraft.

 However, the compound witchcraft is classified as first ring witchcraft. To learn it, he must first become a third-class wizard apprentice and only then can he learn it when he is about to be promoted to an official wizard.

 Therefore, during the first-rank and second-rank wizard apprentice stages, Link could only learn water system witchcraft and wood system witchcraft separately.

 After some comparison, Link chose a wood system zero-ring witchcraft called the Birth Induction Technique.

 Its purpose is to make plant seeds germinate without damage, and to make plants mature within a very short time at the expense of losing their reproductive function.

 However, the secondary Misty Rain Technique meshes well with the Birth Induction Technique.

 If a secondary Misty Rain Technique is promptly deployed after growing a plant using the Birth Induction Technique, the plant will not lose its reproductive function.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link had carefully deliberated before making this combination.

 There were three reasons:

 Firstly, the benefits of the "Mind Closure Technique" were evident, which warranted full use of "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent".

 Secondly, whether they were offensive or defensive, the damage conjured or deflected by Zero Ring witchcraft wasn't considered high. Numerous Rune Objects could serve a similar purpose. It wasn't vital to learn them at this stage, as their benefits were minimal.

 Lastly, it was sustainable and could help earn Magic Stones.

 The "forum" had a "Work-Study" section where recruitment notices for part-time jobs were posted.

 When Link was tired from studying, he would occasionally "surf" the "forum" to relax. It was there that he saw job posts from various botanical gardens in the academy recruiting part-time workers for seed cultivation and plant care.

 Link was tempted at that point.

 This kind of job could not only verify the knowledge he'd learned and connect theory with practice but also earn Magic Stones. It was practically perfect, except for the fact that Link hadn't mastered any related witchcraft to apply for the job.

 Thereby, this is how Link made this choice.

 Otherwise, given Link's steady nature, he would have chosen two defensive witchcraft in order to improve his survivability.

 After securing the scrolls, Link left the Witchcraft Trade Center.

 Instead of heading straight to the academic building, he first went to the nearby library to spend some time.

 He came out so early precisely because he didn't want people to see him or at least didn't want too many people to spot him.

 Now that he was walking from here to the academic building, chances were that people would guess he had just come out of the Witchcraft Trade Center.

 Not that this was something shameful, but Link just wanted to keep a low profile.

 After all, most of the First Rank Wizard Apprentices with fifth-tier qualifications hadn't yet announced their promotions. If people found out that Link, despite his intermediate fourth-tier qualification, had outshone them by ranking up to a First Rank Apprentice first, it would likely stir up unnecessary trouble.

 Less trouble was always best, for a quieter life.

 Having spent some time at the library, Link got to the classroom around the same time as usual.

 Jasmine was already inside waiting.

 Ever since school started, this was the first time she had arrived before Link.

 Interest in gossip, indeed, was the most powerful motivator for humans. Discipline barely entered into it.

 After a brief conversation in which he informed Jasmine of his choices, Link stopped talking.

 There was nothing significant to discuss. Link hadn't even unsealed the scroll and wasn't very sure about the form of the Magic Blueprint, let alone sharing his insights.

 Classes continued as usual and he spent his usual time in the library. He returned to the dormitory at night.

 Despite having acquired the Magic Blueprints, Link did not demonstrate impatience and maintained the routine he had established over the month.

 In response to major events, one must hold tranquility deep within.

 Once in his room and feeling centered, Link took out the scroll inscribed with the secondary Misty Rain Technique Magic Blueprint and unsealed it with spiritual power in a specific manner.

 A three-dimensional structure constructed from two intersecting concentric circles gradually appeared in Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 Upon closer inspection, Link found that all essential elements, the Will Rune, Elemental Rune, and Rule Rune, were all present.

 The Will Rune, "Transformation", occupied the central position. It formed a circular plane in the horizontal direction with the Elemental Runes "Water Element Affinity" and "Water Element Cohesion", and a circular plane in the sagittal direction with the Rule Runes "Temperature Control" and "Conversion between Liquid and Gaseous State of Water".

 The vertical intersection of the two circles resulted in the secondary Misty Rain Technique Magic model.

 Since it was just a Zero Ring witchcraft, this Magic model was not complex.

 Apprentices who had experience with meditation already had a fair amount of practice with forming three-dimensional structures from multiple Runes.

 Therefore, the difficulty of forming a Magic model did not lie in its creation, but in the knowledge involved.

 For example, in the case of the secondary Misty Rain Technique. To construct the Magic model in their Sea of Consciousness, apprentices first had to understand the different states of water and the mechanisms of their transformations. Secondly, they needed to know how fog and rain formed and dissipated in nature. Lastly, they had to comprehend why heavy fog could obscure vision and cause disorientation, and how rainwater contributed to plant growth.

 Many of these aspects could not simply be learned from books, but also required observation of natural phenomena, analyzing and summarizing the findings, and performing experiments for hands-on experience and comprehension.

 Once they understood these natural phenomena and mastered the knowledge, outlining the Rule Runes would be easy and the construction of the Magic model would flow smoothly.

 The secondary Misty Rain Technique was functional witchcraft that lacked destructive power, which meant it was not necessary to restrict its use to the Magic Testing Room.

 Link activated several commands on his personal intelligent device, and the room instantly switched into experimental mode, initiating the free protective screen available four times per semester.

 A faint light enveloped the walls, floor, ceiling, and furniture of the room.

 With no worries, Link attempted to construct the Magic model of the secondary Misty Rain Technique. There were no issues in outlining the Will Rune, Elemental Rune, or Rule Rune, but when the two concentric circles were about to intersect at a right angle, the Magic model suddenly collapsed.

 After a careful analysis of the cause of the failure, Link concluded that the key issue was his lack of direct observation of the process of water evaporation into steam, and the subsequent condensation into mist or rain.

 That was not a problem. He just needed to observe the natural process more often or conduct some simulation experiments to solve this.

 Following this, Link took out the scroll with the Birth Induction Technique Magic Blueprint and unsealed it using his spiritual power in a certain manner.

 A three-dimensional tree-like structure slowly emerged in his Sea of Consciousness.

 The Will Rune, "Activation", forming the roots at the base. The Elemental Runes "Wood Element Affinity" and "Wood Element Gathering" forming the trunk and the Rule Runes "Sprouting" and "Growth" forming the branches.

 There were no plant seeds or potted plants in the dormitory, so Link didn't attempt to construct the Magic model of the Birth Induction Technique.

 With the Hall of Mind formed using the "Mind Closure Technique", Link had thoroughly remembered the Magic models of the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique.

 This saved him from the dilemma faced by other novices, who had to take out the scroll repeatedly for reference and memorization every time they learned witchcraft.

 After securing the two scrolls, Link began his daily meditation.

 Persistent effort yields success, accumulated work eventually leads to the sea.

 The next day, before heading to the academic building, Link visited the experiment building.

 After swiping his identity card to open a small Water System laboratory, Link familiarized himself with the operation procedures of various experimental equipment, and then started the highlight of the day, the formation and dissipation of mist and rain.

 After a round of experiment, observation, and analysis, Link didn't care about whether his findings were enough to construct the secondary Misty Rain Technique Magic model, but instead opened another small Wood System laboratory.

 The germination of seeds and the growth of plants also needed observation and analysis.</p
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 After completing two experiments, Link arrived in the classroom.

 Quite unusually, aside from Jasmine, there were a few New Bloods who had come early.

 With a quick glance, Link realised that they were all New Bloods known for their high profile and enthusiasm for socialising and entertainment.

 "Did they get stimulated and start to study?"

 A guess floated in Link's mind.

 Without paying much attention, Link sat down next to Jasmine and after some thought, took out a piece of paper and wrote on it:

 "The Magical Blueprint Scroll has been unsealed, its structure is similar to meditation techniques - both are three-dimensional, so you can focus on this part in your meditation.

 In addition, the proportion of Rule Rune in the Magic Blueprint is quite heavy. However, without thoroughly understanding the related knowledge, you will not be able to construct the Rule Rune. This knowledge not only comes from books, but also from observing nature and conducting experiments. Only by understanding and practicing can you succeed.

 Destroy after reading."

 After finishing the note, Link folded it and handed it to Jasmine.

 Jasmine turned her head and her wishful emerald green eyes were fixed on Link. She blushed shyly and said, "Is this a love letter you wrote for me? I'm so happy!"

 Link exhaled heavily, rolled his eyes, and ignored Jasmine who was turning whimsical, he started reading "Botany", reviewing the content about germination and cultivation.

 Although with the "Botany Talent of Pomona Sprout", he has integrated the related knowledge he self-studied and learned from classes before, it's always beneficial to refresh his memory.

 Jasmine, noticing this, stopped her mischief and opened the note to read it carefully.

 After several minutes of reading the short note of fewer than 130 words repeatedly, she tore up the note into pieces, put them in her little pouch, planning to flush them down the toilet in her dormitory or school building later.

 After doing all this, Jasmine couldn't help but smile.

 Being informed of these two messages about the Magic Blueprint ahead of time made her extremely happy.

 After all, she could make the corresponding preparations in advance. Once the first level of the meditation technique is completed and she is promoted to the First Rank Wizard Apprentice, she would be able to skip the fumbling stage and go straight to the point when she gets the Magic Blueprint Scroll.

 In this way, she wouldn't be left too far behind.

 What made Jasmine even happier was that the decision to form a deep bond with Link now seems to be an extremely wise move.

 The benefits are indeed endless.

 Occasionally acting cute and charming is definitely worth it!

 However, Link is indeed a bit wooden, always being so serious!

 ...

 Time passed quickly.

 A week flew by.

 During these seven days, Link cycled between the dormitory, dining hall, teaching building, library, and experimental floor.

 Jasmine, after careful consideration, decided to choose the Birth Induction Technique as her first zero-ring witchcraft in the future, so she also followed Link to the experimental floor for several times to observe and experiment on germination and cultivation.

 The reasons are simple.

 First, she has a high affinity for the Wood Element, with moderate affinity for the Water Element and the Earth Element, so it's natural for her to prioritize the learning of Wood System witchcraft;

 Second, Link started learning the Birth Induction Technique earlier than her. He can share his experiences and even teach her personally, which will save time and energy. Why not do it?

 Link knew exactly what Jasmine was thinking, as she had candidly informed him at the beginning.

 Link did not comment on Jasmine's plan to use him as a stepping stone and grow herself. He neither agreed nor disagreed.

 After all, everyone has their own way of living.

 As long as it doesn't affect his own studies, Link is also happy to share his experiences and teach knowledge to Jasmine.

 Learning is a process, and teaching is another process.

 A lot of knowledge, which you thought you had fully grasped during the learning process, often brings new and different insights during the teaching process.

 During the seven days of alternating between learning and teaching, Link successfully completed all the prerequisite preparations for the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique, the two Zero Ring witchcrafts.

 In the dormitory, study room.

 The protective shield had already been activated.

 Link sat cross-legged on the floor, his consciousness sinking into the Sea of Consciousness.

 The surface of the lake was still clear and blue, reflecting the libaray on the lakeside and the equilateral triangle of Runes in the sky.

 After continuous meditation during this period, the equilateral triangle of Runes became increasingly solid, imparting a sense of heaviness.

 As for how much his spiritual power has increased, Link has not tested it, and it's not clear.

 But he began to gradually practice the second layer of the Meditation Technique, drawing a circumscribed circle on the equilateral triangle of the Runes and constructing a "Refining" Rune at the other end of the diameter where the triangle vertex is located.

 "Refining" was also a Will Rune that acted on spiritual power. Its function was to purify and temper the spiritual power. Along with the Will Rune "Derivation", these Runes ensured the rapid growth of spiritual power without becoming unsubstantial.

 Underneath the structure of the Meditation technique's Runes, a magic model composed of two intersecting concentric circles began to slowly take shape.

 The moment the circles intersected, Link opened his eyes, and with a thought, a thick mist quickly spread through the study room.

 Link vaguely remembered the classification of fog from his previous life, where thick fog was the highest level, level four, with the standard being visibility less than 50 metres.

 The mist generated by the secondary Misty Rain Technique, however, reduced visibility to less than 10 metres!

 "Is this the power of witchcraft?"

 Link was shocked.

 He was just a beginner, with plenty of room for improvement on the secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 In the future, wouldn't he be able to create another kind of blindness?

 Link's understanding of the term "extraordinary" couldn't help but deepen a bit.

 Being only a First Rank Wizard Apprentice, and having only a Zero Ring witchcraft, he could kill all the knights of Viscount Holliday's jurisdiction if he plays his cards right!

 Regaining his composure, Link dismissed the Magic Blueprint of the Secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 The thick mist in the study room quickly dissipated.

 The air became slightly humid.

 After briefly adjusting his state, Link picked up a pot next to him. A seed named "Sleepy Flower" was already buried in the soil of the pot.

 Link sank his consciousness into the Sea of Consciousness and built the Magic Blueprint for the Secondary Misty Rain Technique again.

 This time, a "rain" slightly smaller than the size of the flowerpot fell lightly.

 Before the rain stopped, Link constructed the tree-shaped Magic Blueprint of the Birth Induction Technique in the Sea of Consciousness once again.

 A wave of joy from a fresh life transmitted to Link's heart.

 After bathing in the silent and nourishing rain and being stimulated by a strong life force from the Birth Induction Technique, the seed of the Sleepy Flower quickly germinated and fully matured within minutes.

 Strings of aromas with the effect of calming and aiding sleep began to spread.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link disbanded the magic blueprint of the Birth Induction Technique, and his Sea of Consciousness returned to normal.

 A magic blueprint was only similar to the Meditation Technique in form, both being three-dimensional structures.

 In general, witchcraft did not require the magic blueprint's structure to be branded into the Sea of Consciousness as Meditation Technique did; instead, it was built when needed and disbanded once used up.

 The witchcraft that needs to be branded into the Sea of Consciousness is called Destiny Witchcraft, one of the conditions for a third-class wizard apprentice to be promoted to an official wizard.

 Those that could be used as Destiny Witchcraft were all finely selected first-ring witchcraft.

 No one would brand the magic blueprints of zero-ring witchcraft into the Sea of Consciousness, as it would waste the not-so-abundant space.

 Not everyone is as lucky as Link, who managed to create a vast Sea of Consciousness with the "Brain Seal Technique" and constructed a Hall of Mind that could be used efficiently.

 Link was well-aware of the uniqueness of his Sea of Consciousness.

 The Meditation Technique contained relevant records, and Jasmine had told him that her Sea of Consciousness was like a small, cramped room.

 Of course, a wizard's Sea of Consciousness was not static. It would gradually grow with the improvement of meditation realms and the advancement of the wizard's level, eventually morphing at several key levels.

 For example, a third-class wizard apprentice being promoted to a first-class official wizard.

 A thought of further developing and utilising his special Sea of Consciousness faintly emerged in Link's mind.

 But he suppressed it for now and did not ponder it further.

 The more knowledge he learned, the more aware Link was of his deficiencies.

 Before having enough knowledge and confidence, Link would not risk his Sea of Consciousness.

 The "Brain Seal Technique" was unique but not omnipotent!

 After placing the pot of the Sleepy Flower next to his bed, Link returned to his study, removed the protective shield, took out a new blank notebook, and recorded all the knowledge points about the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique accumulated over time, including today's experiences gained from mastering the two zero-ring witchcraft spells.

 After he finished writing, Link submerged his consciousness into the Sea of Consciousness, organised the relevant memories in the underwater reflection of the library, and then began his regular meditation before sleep.

 ...

 Over time, understanding deepens.

 The next day, Jasmine deduced the fact that Link has learned witchcraft from various inconspicuous details.

 But she stayed elusive and did not voice out her suspicion.

 If Link didn't bring it up, she would act as if she didn't know.

 On the way from the lab to the classroom, Jasmine initiated a conversation, "Link, do you remember the guy who threatened you that day?"

 "I do,"

 Link nodded.

 "I found out that his name is Erick, a second-rank wizard apprentice in his third year, and he is the lackey of Rivers Francis, the vice president of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association."

 Jasmine continued, "He was after a girl last year and spent a lot of effort to pursue her. When he was about to succeed, Rivers intruded, tormented the girl for a few months, then discarded her. Since then, instead of hating Rivers, Erick became his lackey, and he's even helping Rivers find new targets."

 After a pause, Jasmine continued, "Several girls who were tormented by Rivers and I share a common trait: we all have blond hair and blue eyes. I believe that Erick planned for Rivers to notice me."

 "Hmm,"

 Link replied, then advised, "Be careful, don't accept food and drinks from strangers, don't get drunk, and don't easily be led outside by people."

 "I will,"

 Jasmine brushed her hair behind her ears, her voice sombre.

 "Rivers Francis was promoted to a third-class wizard apprentice some time ago, and he's very likely to become an official wizard before entering his fourth year. I'm worried that he might resort to underhanded tactics to deal with you...Although the college does not allow private fighting, the punishment on Rivers wouldn't be severe if something did happen."

 At this, Link laughed, "Don't worry too much; being vigilant is enough. Eat and drink as usual, study as you should, and raise your wizard's level quickly, then there's nothing to worry about. As for now, let's just handle things as they come."

 "You still need to be more cautious,"

 Jasmine warned. She seemed apprehensive; after all, her pursuit of pleasure caused trouble for herself and Link, especially the latter.

 Upon seeing this, Link didn't voice out his reassurance, nor did he try to ease Jasmine's anxiety.

 Everyone had to take responsibility for their choices.

 For many things, if one doesn't have their setbacks, they wouldn't know their limits.

 However, beneath Link's nonchalant appearance, he felt slightly uneasy as he felt his sleeve crossbow that was worn on his left wrist.

 Relying just on a spell-breaking sleeve crossbow with only three crossbow bolts to ensure his safety wasn't realistic.

 "I have to earn some Magic Stones. Can't wait any longer,"

 Link made a decision quietly, prepared to give his all to work, become a worker, earn Magic Stones, and arm himself.

 Upon entering the classroom, Link took out his portable computer, filled in the information to apply for the part-time job at the botanical garden.

 The response came quickly, setting an interview time and location that, if he passes, he could start working as soon as possible.

 The day's classes ended.

 After dinner, instead of going to the library as usual, Link went to the agreed upon interview location, which could also be his future part-time job place, the Third Botanical Garden of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College Primary Campus.

 When Jasmine learned about Link's arrangement, she didn't go to the library by herself but instead returned to the dormitory.

 After finding out about Rivers Francis's past misdemeanors, she felt somewhat uneasy and sensitive.

 Without Link by her side, she firmly refused to act alone.

 Link saw Jasmine's attitude and behavior, then became more resolute.

 Self-reliance is required for safety in an extraordinary world. Without power, there's no safety.

 With the guidance from the map on his portable computer, Link found the Third Botanical Garden.

 The big gate was tightly closed, but a small gate for pedestrian traffic was open. A girl about the same age as Link was waiting outside.

 "Link Grande?"

 The girl's voice was cold and indifferent, "A new student who joined this year? Have you really mastered the secondary Misty Rain Technique and Birth Induction Technique?"

 Hearing the girl's tone, Link replied seriously, "I can demonstrate on the spot."

 "Hmm,"

 The girl took a deep look at Link, left a comment before turning around and walking in, "There's no need for demonstration. If anything goes wrong, you'll take responsibility."

 "So, do I pass? When can I start working?"

 Link called out to the girl's receding figure.

 "Come same time tomorrow, use your identity card to get in,"

 The girl didn't even look back, and the small gate closed on its own.

 Link scratched his head, not quite understanding why the girl's attitude was so cold and reluctant.

 "Forget it, don't think about it,"

 in a short while, Link dismissed the thought.

 The most important thing was, he got the job that pays two standard first-tier Magic Stones a month.
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 There was something that Link was not aware of.

 The message that was responded to in the morning and the invitation for an interview was not from this girl, but from the tower spirit of the Third Botanical Garden's Intelligent Management Center.

 Based on Link's profile obtained from the college's information network, the tower spirit evaluated that Link had already mastered the secondary Misty Rain Technique and Birth Induction Technique and was capable of handling the part-time position, hence the invitation.

 This girl was also working part-time at the Third Botanical Garden, but her position was different from Link's; she was working as the Deputy Director.

 If she did well, perhaps she could remove the prefix "Deputy" and officially join the staff of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 As for the so-called interview, it was just a formality for the Deputy Director. Without a clear reason, like if Link actually didn't know the secondary Misty Rain Technique and Birth Induction Technique, the Deputy Director could not refuse Link's appointment.

 The girl did try to find fault.

 Unexpectedly, Link confidently retorted with a "we can verify it on the spot," which left the girl speechless.

 Hmm...

 The girl didn't start disliking Link for no reason.

 She was a local from the West Coast Tudor region of the main continent and went to school in the Junior Division North District. She had paid tuition fees.

 Local Wizard Apprentices of the Junior Division North District have always looked down upon the New Blood from the Southern District who didn't need to pay tuition. They thought of the New Blood as bumpkins coming from remote islands in the Stormy Sea who not only competed with them for educational resources but would also compete for work resources and various other resources in the future.

 Therefore, the girl's attitude towards Link was so cold, and she made no effort to hide her prejudice.

 If Link knew what was going on, he would have certainly thought, 'I simply love to see how you have a problem with me but can't do anything about it.'

 At this moment, there was still time left before the day ended, and Link, after leaving the Third Botanical Garden, did not go to the library to read books.

 Tomorrow, he would officially start working part-time in the Third Botanical Garden. Although he didn't know the reason the girl was so prejudiced against him, as long as he did his work well, he didn't need to worry about anyone tripping him up.

 To be successful, one must first be prepared. So, Link planned to improve his proficiency with the two magic techniques.

 Link took a detour to the experimental building and opened a Magic Testing Room.

 He practiced the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique repeatedly until his spiritual power and magic power were completely drained. Only then did Link return to his dorm.

 He washed up, meditated, and went to sleep.

 Since joining the school, this was the first time Link had gone to bed at such an early hour.

 ...

 The following day was Saturday.

 During the day, he conducted experiments in the experimental building all day.

 Although he had already mastered the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique, it was just the basic level. If Link wanted to improve his proficiency in these two Zero Ring magic techniques, besides using them more and thinking more, he also needed to observe and experiment more.

 The three pillars of the Wizard system are spiritual power, magic power, and knowledge.

 Knowledge comes from books, from the teachings of teachers, and from observing, analyzing, and experimenting with nature.

 By evening, Jasmine didn't wait for Link to say anything and voluntarily returned to the dorm.

 Obedient and cute, yet so lonely, it made people feel sorry for her.

 Perhaps that's the effect Jasmine wanted to achieve?

 Link sighed secretly. The tricks of the bewitching woman were apparently becoming more sophisticated, no longer as naive and rigid as they were at the beginning.

 It was a pity that she met Link.

 'Mind Closure Technique', Wisdom Sword Cuts Emotional Threads!

 Link turned around calmly without any distractions, and soon arrived at the Third Botanical Garden.

 Link swiped his identification card over the identity recognizer beside the small door and entered the garden smoothly.

 His portable smart device vibrated at this moment.

 Link took out his portable smart device, unlocked the screen, and found a notice detailing his work content and requirements for the upcoming week.

 After carefully reading the notice, Link followed the navigation on the map and headed towards the work location provided in the notice.

 The Third Botanical Garden was vast, it had several rows of greenhouse sheds and a large open-field area.

 Link would be working in the third greenhouse of the third row for the next week. He was responsible for using the secondary Misty Rain Technique on the plant seeds that had been sown in the soil in the shed, moistening the seeds and awakening their vitality.

 Once inside the shed, Link found a brief introduction about the seeds at the entrance, but he didn't find any requirements for using the secondary Misty Rain Technique. For instance, how many times a day should the rain be used or how much rain should be used each time.

 Maybe it wasn't that there were none, but someone deliberately didn't provide them?

 Link thought back to the attitude of the girl yesterday and speculated.

 But he didn't confront her just based on his speculation.

 What if it was not treachery, but a deliberate test arranged by the botanical garden?

 After all, Link was an Apprentice Wizard in school, and learning was the top priority.

 The purpose of the school providing part-time job positions was not to help apprentices earn income, not to save labor, but to allow apprentices to better apply their knowledge in practice and better master witchcraft.

 Thinking this way, Link squatted down and randomly chose a few places, dug out seeds from the soil.

 Combining the course "Botany" in his mind with the knowledge he taught himself in the library, Link quickly determined that these were indeed Silver Star Flower Seeds by comparing their shape, color, size, and other aspects.

 The Silver Star flower was as its name suggested, once in bloom, it looked like twinkling silver stars in the night sky. It was an extraordinary plant. The pistil can be used as an auxiliary material in several potions that promote wound healing.

 This flower was very valuable for Wizard Apprentices.

 However, for some reason, there was a problem with this batch of Silver Star Flower Seeds. They had weak vitality and would struggle to sprout without careful cultivation.

 Moreover, Link also found that if he simply used the secondary Misty Rain Technique, he could nourish the weak vitality of the Silver Star Flower Seeds, but he couldn't make them sprout.

 Link buried the seeds back in their original spots and dug out more seeds from a few other random places.

 As expected, these seeds all had the same problem.

 Link started thinking about the solution.

 After a while, Link decided to trust in the solution he had thought of under the inspiration of "Pomona Sprout's talent in botany," combined with his own knowledge: use the secondary Misty Rain Technique once every morning, twice every evening and the Birth Induction Technique once every two days.

 The requirement in the recruitment information from the Botanical Garden for job applicants to master the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique was not without reason.

 "So, this is a test indeed?"

 Link thought to himself.

 Feeling that he had decoded the puzzle set by the school, Link moved in action. His consciousness sank into the Sea of Consciousness, and he proficiently constructed the Magic Blueprint for the secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 A few seconds later, it started to rain inside the greenhouse shed.

 When the set amount of rain had fallen, more than half of Link's spiritual power and magic power had been drained.

 Without avoiding the dirt, Link sat down on the furrow and quietly went into meditation.

 There were two types of meditation.

 One was the Deep Meditation that Link did every night before sleep. It consumed a large amount of spiritual power, solidifying the structure of the Rune, with the aim to increase the quantity of spiritual power and absorb magic power.

 The second type was the Shallow Meditation that Link was doing now: restoring spiritual power and magic power.

 After recovering to a full-state, Link made it rain one more time and then ended his work for the day.
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 The biggest advantage of this part-time job was flexibility in time.

 As long as you've completed your work duties, your time can be freely organized. There's no need to spend unnecessary time in the botanical garden or the greenhouse, pretending to be busy and wasting time.

 After patrolling back and forth inside the greenhouse and ensuring that all the soil scattered with seeds was adequately watered by the rain, Link finally stepped out of the greenhouse.

 Leaving the Third Botanical Garden, Link headed straight for the library.

 He found some documentation on the cultivation of ordinary plant and extraordinary plant seeds, and he began reading them carefully, prioritizing information related to the Silver Star flower.

 Not long after Link left, Sophie Lucia, a local student and the acting greenhouse director, lifted the greenhouse curtain and walked in.

 She first sensed the humidity in the air, the changes in elements and magical power, then picked up a few pieces of soil from different areas and rubbed them in her hands.

 "Twice with the secondary Misty Rain Technique?"

 Sophie Lucia showed a disdainful expression, laughing, "A country bumpkin is still a country bumpkin!"

 The secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique are a good combination. It's no secret in Ravensmouth's Biological and Medical College, many people are aware of it.

 Link had only happened to hear the lecture mention it during a class on "The Essence, Origin, and Development of Witchcraft," and it was only after a long time researching in the library that he confirmed it.

 But for the wizard apprentices in the Junior Division North District where Sophie Lucia is, this was common knowledge.

 Moreover, they had a lot of tips on using combinations like the secondary Misty Rain Technique and Birth Induction Technique.

 For instance, for Silver Star Flower Seeds that have this kind of problem of lacking vitality in the greenhouse, using the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique once a day for seven consecutive days would stimulate the seeds to germinate.

 The college does indeed set challenges for wizard apprentices in some part-time jobs.

 As the acting director, Sophie Lucia had certain rights to decide whether to initiate the challenge and the difficulty of the challenge.

 She had set a high-difficulty challenge for Link.

 Firstly, the information left in the greenhouse was very brief, only the name of the Silver Star flower and a basic introduction, with no mention of the problem with the Silver Star Flower Seeds;

 Secondly, the seeds were already scattered in the soil, and anyone not meticulous enough might just cast the secondary Misty Rain Technique according to the job description and leave, risking overlooking something or making a mistake;

 Finally, the job description obtained by Link contained wording tricks, it only mentioned needing to cast the secondary Misty Rain Technique and did not mention using the Birth Induction Technique at all, but instead hinted at "awakening vitality."

 Sophie Lucia's aim was simple, she wanted to get rid of Link, didn't want to work with Link.

 Since the plant garden was under the surveillance of the spiritual entity in the Intelligent Management Center, she couldn't overtly target Link so she had to resort to petty tricks within the rules.

 From the current situation, her petty schemes seemed to be working.

 "Humph!"

 Sophie Lucia chuckled coldly a few more times, patted her hands, and left the greenhouse.

 ...

 It was late at night.

 Link, who had filled up a whole notebook, returned to his dormitory.

 The usual routine of washing, changing clothes, and meditating.

 But before going to bed, he received a call request from Jasmine.

 Jasmine had never contacted Link this late before. Even if she had learned some news from somewhere, she would usually choose to discuss it the next morning.

 Her sudden contact now must mean something was up.

 Link sat down in the study room and accepted the "video call" request.

 Jasmine's delicate face appeared on the screen, looking a little flustered. As soon as she saw Link, she immediately started speaking, "Link, I got information that Rives Francis gathered several New Bloods with fifth-class qualifiers from our grade to cause you trouble tomorrow! What should we do, Link?"

 Link was puzzled after hearing this.

 What grudges? What grievances?

 Has that Ravens character become a lingering spirit again?

 "Don't panic, it's not a big deal."

 First, Link calmed Jasmine down, then he asked, "Where did you get the news from, is it reliable? Is there any other news?"

 Jasmine took a deep breath to calm her emotions, then replied, "It was the girl who told me about Rivers and Erick before, she just told me."

 "What's the identity of your friend, she is so well-informed?"

 Link asked with curiosity, this friend of hers seemed like a mysterious person with great intelligence information.

 "She…"

 Jasmine hesitated, then said hesitantly, "She... she is Mina, the girl who was pursued by Erick last year and then harmed and abandoned by Rivers. But she survived, she did not leave the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association', and she has been blocking Rivers in secret."

 "Is it her?"

 Link had some doubts in his heart, but he did not voice them to Jasmine.

 After thinking for a while, Link reassured, "There is no need to be scared, it's not a big deal. The college prohibits private fights, and they are just people with fifth-class qualifications, they can't hurt me."

 Link said this with confidence.

 Everyone was a newly-practiced New Blood, no matter how talented they were, at most they were first-rank wizard apprentices now, how many witchcrafts could they learn?

 Even if they learned the 0-ring attack witchcraft, could they cast it instantly?

 The requirements for an instant cast are too high, how about completing the cast within 5 seconds?

 With Link's current physical fitness, in 5 seconds he can run more than 100 meters, directly punching, a punch as big as a sandbag, the damage was definitely enough.

 Unless the other side set up an ambush and killed him directly.

 Otherwise, Link was truly unafraid.

 Of course, as for vigilance, Link would not relax.

 He chatted with Jasmine for a while, after her emotions completely calmed down, Link then hung up the "video call".

 ...

 On the other hand, Rivers's mood was getting worse.

 After being rejected by Jasmine Kidman and Link Grande, Erick selected several blond and blue-eyed girls for him, who fitted his taste.

 But he didn't know what happened, these girls' alertness suddenly increased, causing Rivers to fail again and again.

 The "Rage Inferno Meditation Method" that Rivers had chosen was not obtained from the college, but a fragment of a high-level meditation technique bought from the black market. Although the meditation progress far surpassed the method the college awarded him, it had two major drawbacks.

 First, the intense lust that needed regular venting; second, he was prone to anger, losing control.

 The weirdest thing was that this lust not only consumed the body, but also the spirit, consciousness, and willpower.

 Therefore, every month, Rivers had to mate with a woman of his taste to alleviate the side-effects of the "Rage Inferno Meditation Method".

 Before getting promoted to a third-class wizard apprentice, Rivers could normally keep his sanity and would not be angry, or act impulsively.

 But after the promotion a few days ago, he could barely maintain his sanity.

 Added to not venting his lust for the last month, Rivers could hardly control himself.

 Erick unintentionally mentioned that it seemed like these girls' alertness only suddenly increased after Link Grande ignored Rivers.

 Rivers, fueled by anger, was determined.

 Screw the rules, he would teach Link a lesson first, and vent his anger.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 23 Surge_1
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 While Rivers was filled with rage, Erick was busy conspiring with someone.

 The object of his conspiracy was a girl that Erick fervently pursued last year, Mina Havcheck, who Rivers victimized and consequently abandoned.

 Initially, Mina Havcheck was on the verge of accepting Erick's advances, but during an event hosted by the New Blood Mutual Aid Association, Rivers, overwhelmed by lust, used his means to forcibly abduct Mina.

 Rivers didn't stop at merely victimizing Mina. He also left behind some "photos" and "videos".

 Using these as leverage, Rivers forced Mina to accompany him several times, until Mina finally seized the opportunity to destroy these "photos" and "videos".

 After a period of self-healing, Mina regained her spirits and decided to seek revenge on Rivers.

 Through careful observation and analysis, Mina found a common trait among two other girls who were also victimized by Rivers - they, like Mina, were all blonde with blue eyes.

 As a new batch of New Blood was about to arrive, Mina was certain that Rivers would certainly make his moves on this batch.

 The reason was simple, Mina reached out to all the girls from her and Rivers' batch who fit Rivers' preferences, revealed Rivers' atrocities using herself and the other two victims as examples, and warned them against him.

 After that, Mina approached Erick.

 She knew Erick well and understood that despite his rugged appearance, Erick was crafty and craved power, unwilling to be subordinate to anyone.

 After several conversations with Erick, Mina confirmed the plan against Rivers.

 The plan was to make Rivers consumed with desire and suffer from the side effects of the "Rage Inferno Meditation Method", robbing him of the chance to advance to an official wizard.

 This way, she could exact her revenge on Rivers and ruin him. At the same time, Erick would have the opportunity to replace Rivers' position in the New Blood Mutual Aid Association. Moreover, they wouldn't be violating any of the academy's rules and would avoid punishment.

 Once the plan was set, the two coordinated their roles.

 Erick was responsible for arranging "chance encounters" between Rivers and girls who fit Rivers' preferences, stirring and intensifying Rivers' lust.

 Mina, secretly connected with these girls, unveiled Rivers' true colors in the form of sharing academy anecdotes and discouraged these girls from getting close to him.

 Jasmine Kidman was the first girl arranged by Erick for Rivers to "accidentally encounter" this term.

 Afterwards, there were the puzzling "threats" and incidents where a "younger sister" kept passing messages to Jasmine, which seemed inexplicable to Link.

 "Are you sure this will work?"

 As things were about to take place, and almost everything was ready, Mina Havcheck suddenly felt uneasy.

 She had a hunch that something had gone wrong.

 Under Erick's instigation, Rivers arranged for someone to teach Link Grande a lesson the next day. This would provoke Link Grande's anger, and Mina would then appear to lead Jasmine Kidman to a certain location.

 Erick would then claim to Rivers that he had Jasmine Kidman under control and Rivers could enjoy her at any time.

 Behind the scenes, Mina would lead Link Grande to report to the academy and arrive in time to prevent Rivers' atrocity. This would cause the unreleased lust within Rivers to backfire.

 With the academy's Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet nearby, there was no need to worry about Rivers resorting to violence.

 This way, Rivers would get punished, Jasmine Kidman would be unharmed, and apart from Link Grande getting beaten, everyone would be happy.

 "Of course."

 Erick nodded confidently, "The 'Rage Inferno Meditation Method' is a meditation technique meant only for official wizards. Its requirements include not only a super affinity towards the Fire System Elements but also strong emotional control or the consumption of desire-dampening potions. Rivers has none of these. He is even practicing an incomplete version of it. As long as we proceed with our plan and keep sparking his lust without letting him vent, he will surely be consumed by his desire in the end."

 "What if he loses control and, before Link Grande arrives with the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet, forces himself onto her and does something unspeakable?"

 Mina couldn't help but ask. She only wanted to take revenge on Rivers and didn't want other people to get hurt.

 "Don't worry, if he loses control and goes berserk, I'll stop him."

 Erick thumped his chest, promising confidently.

 However, what he was thinking was different - wouldn't it be better if Rivers made a huge mistake and got caught in the act?

 The academy would then punish him.

 Once he advanced to the position, the seat of the deputy president of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association would surely belong to him, Erick.

 Mina Havcheck, not Erick, was the one who wanted to ruin Rivers.

 What Erick wanted was merely the position and the resources and hidden benefits that came with it.

 For this, he was willing to humble himself and become Rivers' henchman, just to find the right opportunity to deliver a fatal blow.

 Mina was plotting with the tiger for its hide.

 After Erick left, Mina Havcheck still couldn't ease the unease in her heart.

 After hesitating a few times, her desire for revenge gained the upper hand.

 In the end, Mina discarded the idea of revealing the truth to Jasmine Kidman.

 ...

 The next day.

 Early in the morning, Link went to the Third Botanical Garden.

 Link used a plentiful amount of spiritual power and magic power to moisturize all the Silver Star flower seeds in the greenhouse with the secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 In actuality, the consumption of the secondary Misty Rain Technique wasn't so high.

 With Link's current spiritual power around 21 and the corresponding magic power his body could withstand, he could continuously perform the secondary Misty Rain Technique in normal mode four times.

 But the greenhouse was a bit too large, and the number of seeds scattered was high, so the rain produced by the secondary Misty Rain Technique in normal mode couldn't moisturize all the seeds.

 Link slightly changed the casting method, choosing to consume more spiritual power to extend the duration of the secondary Misty Rain Technique, and made the rain sufficient in one go.

 Sitting on the furrow, Link went through a round of Shallow Meditation and fully recovered all the consumed spiritual and magic power before leaving the greenhouse and the Third Botanical Garden.

 Since it was Sunday, there were no classes.

 As Link went towards the library, he remained cautious against possible attacks along the way.

 The journey was tranquil.

 Nearing a corner close to the library, a few people blocked Link's way.

 They were some of the Fifth-Level New Blood who joined the New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 Link wasn't in the least bit bothered, he smiled and asked, "Is a fight inevitable?"

 Those people glanced at each other. One of them, a New Blood almost as tall as Link, stepped forward to answer, "You brought it onto yourself by offending the deputy president! Don't worry, we're only going to beat you up this once. As long as you don't report it to the academy, you'll be fine. But if you do report to the academy, there will be more trouble for you in the future."

 Link looked at them with a scornful expression on his face and mocked, "It's a shame that promising people choose to become dogs! You guys are supposed to be geniuses with fifth-level qualifications. It's pitiful that you don't have the slightest bit of dignity of a genius and allow yourselves to be manipulated. It's such a humiliation to share the same roof with you."

 While saying this, Link raised his left hand and pointed out, "Take a look, the spell-breaking sleeve crossbow, loaded with three crossbow bolts. Any three of you who wish to die, feel free to try."

 They looked at each other in disbelief.

 Why so serious?
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 So there. 

 Just like that!

 These New Bloods, all under thirteen, rely on their herd mentality, striking without thought or reason, intent on bullying others.

 Isn't this just like school bullying?

 Their minds are immature, not recognizing the gravity of their actions, thinking it's all fun and games.

 Link was utterly repulsed by school bullying in his previous life.

 Such scum who cannot distinguish right from wrong, have little understanding of good and evil, act on their natural instincts, enjoy the twisted pleasure from bullying others, act wantonly, oppress their classmates, take pleasure from it, never repent, are simply unworthy to be human.

 Link never thought that he would encounter this kind of thing again, even after changing worlds, and the soon-to-be victim of bullying was himself.

 What could he bear? How could he not bear it?

 All along, Link has intentionally kept a low profile, refusing to fight with others, but this does not mean he lacks tenacity.

 If he did not operate the "Mind Closure Technique" in time, his fury would have exploded.

 A smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth as Link exerted force under his feet, leaping suddenly forward. Seizing the moment of shock from his opponents, he made a fist with his right hand, threw an uppercut, creating The Lushan Rising Dragon Tyrant effect, hitting the New Blood's jaw.

 With a bang.

 The victim only felt stars in his vision, a buzzing sound in his head, and he was knocked out.

 Without stopping, Link twisted his waist, used his left foot as a pivot, his right leg swept high across, kicking the two closest people.

 Bang, bang, two sounds again.

 These two people were brutally kicked in their heads by Link, almost simultaneously, making them lose their senses and collapse on the ground.

 Link landed and his long legs tensed. He twisted his waist and exerted force, his left leg swung in the air, chopping down like a combat axe.

 The remaining two, hit in the chest, also helplessly fell to the ground.

 If these five weren't all talented wizards with rank five qualifications who had advanced to First Rank Wizard Apprentice, and their bodies hadn't accommodated magic power, which had greatly improved their bodily functions, Link's punch and kick would have killed them.

 Link squatted down, lightly tapping the cheek of the New Blood who had initiated the conflict, said in a calm tone, "Don't worry, I'm just teaching you a lesson. As long as you don't report to the school, you'll be fine. But if you report to the school, there will be trouble."

 After finishing, Link's gaze became indifferent, met each of the eyes of the five New Bloods collapsed on the ground.

 The kind of indifference that treats life as if it's no big deal, as if he could kill them at any moment, but wouldn't be affected emotionally at all, made the five New Bloods' hairs stand on end.

 This...

 How many people has he killed?

 The same question emerged in the minds of the five New Bloods.

 Of course, Link hasn't killed anyone.

 He simply operated the "Mind Closure Technique", simulating the eyes of a serial killer he had seen in a legal program in his previous life.

 Link is not a murderer, nor would he become a bully if he despised school bullying. In order to have a peaceful future, he just taught these five New Bloods who caused trouble a lesson, and he added a little intimidation.

 Having dealt with the five New Bloods, Link took out his portable smart brain and sent a message to Jasmine, asking her whereabouts.

 Since last night, he had suspected that something was amiss.

 Although he hadn't found much about Rives Francis, from the fact that he could become the "Vice President of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association", he doesn't seems like a complete fool.

 It was unreasonable that just yesterday he found someone to teach Link a lesson, then the news was leaked to Jasmine.

 Unless there's a mole close to him, in collusion with people who want to retaliate against Rivers.

 Jasmine quickly replied to the message, informing Link that she was eating breakfast in the cafeteria.

 Link thought for a while, then suggested Jasmine to come straight to the library after having breakfast, and not to accept any invitations or go anywhere else on the way.

 Jasmine agreed.

 At this time, the five New Bloods, who were collapsed on the ground, recovered one after another. They slowly got up, but they remained still, not knowing what to do.

 Retaliate?

 That's a joke. The five of them had every reason to suspect that if they dared to provoke again, they would probably die.

 Link glanced at them casually, and the five of them shivered, a little bit afraid.

 Link smiled and asked, "Tell me, what exactly is going on today?"

 After the five hesitated, the one who had taken the lead stepped forward and stuttered, "It was Rives Francis, the Vice President of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association', who found us yesterday. He said you were the third one among us to advance to First Rank Wizard Apprentice, and if we don't teach you a lesson now, to make you know awe, you would ignore us geniuses with rank five qualifications more and more in the future."

 Upon hearing this, Link's expression turned into a black question mark again.

 He was prepared for the exposure of his promotion.

 The key was, what kind of logic did these five have?

 He couldn't help but frown and ask, "After hearing that, you guys came to bother me?"

 "Well...not exactly."

 The one who took the lead stuttered even more, and finally gritted his teeth and revealed the truth, "The Vice President Rives promised to give us two Magic Stones each."

 "Oh."

 Link nodded, the world is always about the exchange of interests, so this makes sense.

 After a while, Link asked, "What do you plan to reply to that Vice President now?"

 "Umm..."

 The five looked at each other again, not knowing what to do.

 They have botched things up, of course, they couldn't reply now.

 Link smiled and said, "Like this, I'll give you an idea. Just say you've beaten me up, and even forced me to promise to take another way whenever I see the Vice President."

 "Can...can we do that?"

 The five of them didn't dare to agree immediately, fearing that it would fail in the end.

 "Why can't we?"

 The smile on Link's face grew stronger as he continued to suggest them, "You just say you were afraid that I would report to the school, so you didn't hit my face. If he asks you for evidence, you say that if the evidence is leaked, it would be troublesome if the school finds out. Just insist that you've already beaten me up."

 After a brief pause, realizing the five understood what he meant, Link continued, "As for the Magic Stones..."

 "They're all yours!"

 The five shouted out together.

 "No, no, no."

 Link waved his hand, his tone serious and determined, "What's yours is yours, I don't want any of it. You can accept it with ease."

 "This... "

 The five hesitated again, seeing the smile fading from Link's face, they reluctantly replied, "Alright...alright."

 Next, under Link's "witness", the five replied to Vice President Rives through their portable smart computers, and received a certificate of him paying them ten Magic Stones.

 The Magic Stones will be directly delivered to the mailbox at the door of the five's dormitory, no need to pick up in person.

 Only then was Link satisfied.

 The five swindled the Magic Stones from Rives, and they would no longer continue to be his "mercenaries."

 Moreover, with these benefits, their resentment towards Link would be greatly reduced.

 After all, there are no deep hatreds, just having suffered a beating.

 Link did not want to transform his peaceful life of studying into a plot of fighting monsters and leveling up. It's better to have one less enemy.

 Next to be dealt with is the problem with Jasmine.
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 Who is the enemy, who is the friend.

 This is a question that calls for deep reflection.

 In this incident, is Rives Francis definitely an enemy? Is Mina, who gave the warning, definitely a friend?

 Link didn't make hasty conclusions, but he did not merely regard Rivers as the enemy and the former victim Mina as a friend.

 In fact, Link had no intention of personally retaliating against Rivers. He only wanted to remove himself and Jasmine from the whole affair.

 If after talking to Jasmine later, she agrees with his idea.

 But if Jasmine disagrees, then what Link needs to do is just get himself out of it.

 Having sent off the frightened five, Link entered the reading room and calmly reviewed the notes on germination and cultivation that he had copied the day before.

 Jasmine came quickly.

 "Link, you called me in such a hurry, did you miss me? I'm so happy!"

 After a night's delay, Jasmine had the leisure again to tease Link.

 "No."

 Link was indifferent, not showing any consideration, and spoke bluntly about the matter at hand: "If, I say if, the girlfriend who reported to you invites you somewhere, don't be eager to agree, let alone go in a hurry. Tell me first."

 "You suspect she has a problem?"

 Jasmine's response was quick, or perhaps, being a noblewoman and exposed to plots and tricks since childhood, she had long been suspicious, but just did not confirm her vague guess.

 "Yes."

 Link replied honestly.

 "Did something happen?"

 Jasmine asked with a slight frown, "Did the people Rives was looking for really trouble you?"

 Instead of answering, Link counter-questioned: "If the people Rives was looking for did indeed trouble me, and if they had really taught me a lesson, what do you think would be my feelings? How should I view Rives? After being aimlessly threatened and beaten up without provoking him."

 "Angry? Loathing?"

 Jasmine pondered, conjecturing, "I'm sure your mind would've been heavy."

 Link asked further, "At this time, if something happens to you, or someone tells me something will happen to you, how would I react?"

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine's face stiffened, and she said coldly, "Report to the academy, look for the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet, and deal with Rives."

 Link didn't ask any further.

 Having heard about the relationship and conflicts between Rivers, Erick, and Mina who passed the message from Jasmine last night, Link faintly guessed the possible truth behind a series of things.

 It's nothing more than a plot to kill with a borrowed knife.

 The knife is definitely from the academy.

 As for who wants to borrow the knife, it's either Erick or Mina, or both of them.

 This point, Link did not care about.

 What Link cared about was that he and Jasmine had undoubtedly become the excuse for borrowing the knife, becoming tools that can be deceived and sacrificed at will.

 This made Link a bit annoyed.

 Therefore...

 "If my guess is confirmed, I will have a chat with Rives Francis and then figure out a way to make them fight."

 Link laid out his thoughts, "We don't have to get involved in this muddy water, getting ourselves dirty and wasting time for no reason. What do you think?"

 "Okay."

 Jasmine nodded, she actually felt some sympathy for Mina's ordeal, hence, she hesitated to confirm her own hunches.

 However, when facing those who want to harm her, Jasmine is still ruthless.

 She took the initiative to ask, "How do you need me to cooperate with you?"

 "No hurry."

 Link waved his hand, looking indifferent, "Wait for them to make their move."

 To be honest, Link didn't think too highly of himself, but the tricks of Erick and Mina were really not clever at all, and were easily seen through.

 But then again, one's thirteen, the other's fourteen, what clever tricks could they possibly come up with?

 People are different.

 A very small number of people are extraordinarily intelligent at a young age, some can handle matters of great importance atsix, become a high officer at twelve, or engage in sophisticated debate such that even wise men are rendered speechless.

 But for the vast majority of people without learning, with no experience of the world, their mental maturity could be hard to achieve, their considerations not steady enough. So how could they scheme or plot?

 Link's reluctance to participate in the academy's social and recreational activities, in fact, has a bit of this factor in it.

 On those occasions, and the people on those occasions, always gave him a sense of dissonance, like children pretending to be adults.

 ...

 Time passed quietly in peaceful study.

 In the evening, Link and Jasmine agreed that Jasmine would wait for him in the library while he went to the botanical garden to deal with some work.

 Upon entering the botanical garden, Link crossed paths with Sophie Lucia from a distance, but neither spoke to greet the other.

 Link went straight into the third row of the third greenhouse and randomly checked the status of the seeds. Then he applied the Birth Induction Technique once and the Ultra Model Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique soon after.

 Sitting on the ground in a state of Shallow Meditation, Link restored his spiritual power and Magic Power, then performed the second Ultra Model Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique.

 Today's work was over.

 Whether the actual effect was as Link had envisioned, needed to be inspected the next morning.

 Not in a hurry to leave, Link underwent a Shallow Meditation once more, adjusted his condition fully and then left the botanical garden, returning to the library.

 Jasmine was sitting in the corner seat of the reading room, her expression a little sad.

 It seemed that Link's guess was correct. That Mina really had invited Jasmine somewhere.

 All sympathy was wasted.

 Seeing Link's inquiring eyes, Jasmine nodded her head.

 Link then gestured for Jasmine to leave the library with him.

 "What now?"

 Jasmine asked immediately outside the library.

 "When someone invites you, of course, you should attend."

 Link answered seriously.

 With that, he pulled out his smart device and used up his once-per-semester free protection benefit from the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet.

 Before long, an Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet, greatly resembling a fixed-wing unmanned drone, flew in front of Link.

 "Please enter Invisible Trailing Mode."

 Link politely requested the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet.

 It's always better to be too polite than not enough, and besides, nobody knows whether the entity controlling the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet is a sophisticated Tower Spirit with an emotional system, or a primary Tower Spirit without one.

 If it turns out to be the former, being polite can bid well for his impression.

 And so, Link and Jasmine confidently headed towards the small lakeside leisure house where Mina had arranged to meet.

 There were many such leisure houses next to the lakeside grassland. All one needs to do is swipe an ID to get in, with a symbolic usage fee charged in gold or silver coins.

 In a short while, the two arrived at the leisure house, opened the door and walked in.

 Inside the room was a charming blond-haired, green-eyed girl waiting, and it turned out to be Mina Havcheck.

 By her side on a small round table, laid two cups of clear water.

 Seeing that Jasmine did not come alone, but was accompanied by Link, a flicker of panic flashed through Mina's eyes, but she quickly managed to hide it.

 Jasmine showed no intention of speaking out, leaving everything to Link to handle.

 Link stopped at the small round table, and sniffed both cups of water one after the other.

 As expected, one of the cups of water had been spiked with a Hallucinogen.

 Link stared intently at Mina's eyes for a long time, until Mina started to look uneasy.

 Only then did he seriously say, "Wanting revenge is understandable, but you should aim it at those who harmed you. If you lack the strength, then build it up in silence. But bringing harm to others, wouldn't you become a perpetrator yourself?"
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Mina opened her mouth. 

 She wanted to explain that she didn't intend to hurt Jasmine.

 But, words seemed to falter on her lips when she tried to speak.

 Didn't she know the danger of handing control of Jasmine over to Rivers?

 She herself had been taken advantage of by Rivers after losing the power to resist!

 Link raised his right hand, refusing to listen to Mina's nonsense, and threatened, "We already guessed what you and Erick are up to. Now you have two choices, either cooperate with us, and everyone is happy, or don't, and we will report your actions to Rivers."

 Upon hearing this, Mina panicked.

 She was not afraid of Rivers seeking revenge after knowing what she had done, but that she had finally found a way to take revenge on Rivers, and might not succeed.

 Revenge had become Mina's obsession.

 "What do you want me to do to cooperate with you?"

 Mina asked tentatively, bearing hopes against hope.

 "Don't worry, we won't make things difficult for you."

 Link smiled and spoke in a calm tone, "As far as we know, Erick is not a good guy either. All you have to do is tell Erick that Rivers knows he is a traitor."

 "That's it?"

 Mina was somewhat skeptical.

 "That's it."

 Link nodded indifferently.

 He took out his personal smart device and right in front of Mina, added Rives Francis as a friend.

 While working on it, Link turned and walked out of the door, signaling for Jasmine and Mina to leave this small leisure hut with him.

 ...

 Rivers' mood had improved.

 Lately, he suffered numerous misfortunes and setbacks.

 Today seemed to be a turning point, and he felt the way he did months ago when everything was going smoothly.

 Firstly, that annoying Link Grande got beaten up and had to beg for mercy, and he solemnly promised to mind his own business from then on.

 What a joy!

 And before the joy faded, Erick brought him even better news.

 Jasmine Kidman had been controlled by Erick's men!

 And even more, she was being held in a leisure hut by the lake!

 This excited Rivers through and through!

 Speaking of the leisure hut by the lake, Rivers could not help but think of last year when he assaulted Mina Havcheck there during the first month of his "Rage Inferno Meditation Method" practice.

 "Erick sure knows me well!"

 Rivers proclaimed as he rushed towards the leisure hut, unable to wait.

 He was so eager that he failed to notice the undisguised contempt in Erick's eyes.

 Even when Erick disappeared halfway there, Rivers didn't notice.

 Right now, all he wanted was to reach that leisure hut and receive the gift Erick had prepared for him.

 But...

 Just as he got to the lake but hadn't yet set foot on the meadow, not even catching sight of the leisure hut, his smart device vibrated.

 Rivers had no patience for it and outright ignored his device.

 However, the smart device was persistent, vibrating incessantly as if it would keep shaking until he acknowledged it.

 Rivers face darkened, his mood becoming irritated.

 Who was this blind fool disturbing him at such a crucial moment?

 He roughly pulled out his smart device and noticed that it was Link Grande sending him constant friend requests.

 "What"

 Confusion hit Rivers as he couldn't figure out what stunt Link Grande was trying to pull.

 His eyes red with lust, Rivers was on the verge of putting away his device and ignoring Link when his dwindling rationality made him hesitate.

 Unusual circumstances meant something fishy was going on.

 There must be a reason why Link Grande contacted him at this point, so he decided to hear him out.

 Rivers accepted Link's friend request, prepared to see what trick Link was playing.

 "Have you reached the meadow by the lake yet, Rives Francis?"

 The first message from Link left Rivers startled, full of disbelief.

 How could he know that I would be here at this time?

 "Jasmine Kidman has already left, it's useless for you to come."

 The second message got Rivers irate.

 Mockery, this was pure mockery.

 "I knew you were having me beaten up last night, and as a result, I swindled ten Magic Stones from you."

 The third message drove Rivers to the point of furious rage.

 This was not just mockery anymore, this was humiliation!

 Right now, Rivers wanted nothing more than to reduce Link Grande to ashes, even his bones would be scattered to the wind.

 "Think about how the information was leaked. Friendly advice, while a lamp can illuminate all directions, what's underneath is often in darkness."

 The fourth message prompted Rivers' rationality to kick in, pushing his IQ back to normal.

 That's right, the only people who knew about this were him, Erick, and five newly hired New Bloods. It was obvious who had leaked the information.

 "We have no grudges or hatred, we just want to study peacefully. We are not your enemies."

 The fifth message completely sobered up Rivers, allowing him to withstand the raging flames of desire and think rationally.

 He began to reflect on his recent experiences and realized that he seemed to have relied too much on Erick.

 Erick was the one to do everything, and everything Erick suggested seemed reasonable to him.

 The girls who fulfilled his desires yet left him dissatisfied were all found by Erick. The warnings about Link Grande's disregard and girls becoming more alert were also said by Erick.

 There was only one constant in all of this - Erick!

 Who would have thought that you, a bushy-browed guy, would also start playing dirty?

 "So it was you who was playing tricks!"

 Rivers gritted his teeth and anger surged in his heart.

 He decided to give Erick a good lesson, to punish him.

 Betrayal is unforgivable!

 With this in mind, Rivers stopped advancing towards the meadow by the lake and turned back.

 He was going to go settle accounts with Erick!

 ...

 Elsewhere.

 After sending the five messages, Link immediately deleted the "friend".

 Feeling disgusted at the mere thought of Rivers, a notorious P, Link couldn't possibly let him become his "friend".

 Although he upholds the principle of peace and harmony in his actions, this does not mean that Link lacks basic morality to tolerate such scum like Rivers.

 Not dealing with Rivers personally was just because he didn't want to sully his hands.

 "Now it's your turn."

 Link said to Mina.

 There was no choice but to go through with it.

 Mina clenched her teeth, making up her mind. She also sent a message through her smart device to Erick, "Failure, Rivers knows you're betraying him."

 "???"

 Erick was so shocked that he couldn't speak and resorted to using symbols to express his state of mind.

 What the hell is going on?

 How did the plan that was going well suddenly go haywire?

 Doesn't this mean that Rivers wants to incinerate me now, scatter my ashes?

 I can't beat him!
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The farce began. 

 Similar to a farce, it ended.

 Upon seeing Mina relay the message to Erick, Link wasted no time lingering around.

 He didn't plan on getting any further involved in this mess unless Rivers and Erick failed to start their dispute, or they provoked him again. Otherwise, Link wouldn't even bother to glance at them.

 He simply asked Jasmine to keep an eye on the follow-up of this matter and notify him promptly of any developments or changes.

 In other words, learning was still Link's main focus at this stage, above everything else.

 Part-time work was not only a way to earn Magic Stones, but also a valuable practical opportunity.

 After only two visits to the Third Botanical Garden, Link's understanding and mastery of the Secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique had deepened, and he was no longer just theory-wise with no practical experience in germinating plant seeds and cultivating plants.

 Thus, part-time work that aids in learning is, of course, highly desirable.

 Jasmine happily agreed to Link's request.

 After all, she was the one who got herself into this trouble, even though she was an innocent bystander.

 From this incident, Jasmine gained quite a bit, with the two most important gains being:

 One, she learned more profoundly about the unsafe nature of the Wizard World, where danger could strike at any moment, coming from unknown sources;

 Second, she realized more profoundly that hard power is the foundation of survival. Even a trouble-avoider like Link had to take a detour to solve this issue.

 Jasmine had every reason to believe that if given more time for Link to acquire a power stronger than Rivers, Link would directly confront them instead of trying to instigate internal strife.

 She was also deeply thankful for her decision to join Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College with Link.

 Without this decision, she would have undoubtedly taken many detours and encountered many obstacles before coming to her current realizations and changes.

 "I will always cling to you, don't even think about shaking me off!"

 Lagging a couple of steps behind on purpose, Jasmine pursed her lips tightly, looking at Link's retreating figure and made a gesture with her right hand as if squeezing him tightly into her palm.

 As if sensing something, Link looked back only to find Jasmine following behind him with a serious face.

 "What's up?"

 Link frowned slightly, a bit confused.

 Ever since the second Will Rune "Refining" was successfully constructed, Link had a vague feeling that his sensing ability had improved slightly, and his intuition had become sharper and sharper, even having a bit of a sixth sense.

 Just now, Link faintly sensed Jasmine doing some small movements behind him.

 But when he looked back, he found nothing.

 Confused, Link looked forward again and strode on.

 Jasmine sighed in relief, she was almost discovered. This blockhead is getting more and more formidable, even noticing this.

 But he still missed this missy, didn't he?

 Smirked.

 Jasmine felt smug and stuck out her tongue at Link's retreating figure, making a face.

 However, as soon as her tongue was out, Link turned around swiftly and caught her right in the act.

 "Childish!"

 Link sneered, a bit speechless.

 But considering Jasmine's age, it was indeed the stage of being immature, so Link didn't say anything and continued walking towards the library without paying attention to her.

 Yesterday when he was in the library looking up germination material, he discovered a new feature on his personal AI.

 When in the library, Link could find a link in a remote corner of the college "official website" app, and after redirection, he could enter the Advanced Literature Library.

 Link was certain that this was a feature updated on his personal AI after he had been promoted to a First Rank Wizard Apprentice. It did not exist before.

 This compensates for the fact that the library only collects basic, popular books and not the advanced ones.

 When he arrived at his usual corner of the reading room, Link ignored Jasmine, who seemed to want to say something. He took out his personal AI, pen, and notebook, and started straight into his studies.

 Knowledge was intoxicating, and learning made him happy.

 Through the "official website", Link accessed the Advanced Literature Library and entered "Secondary Misty Rain Technique", "Birth Induction Technique", "Germination", "Silver Star Flower" in the keyword search box.

 Hundreds of entries for various types of literature appeared on the screen.

 Link browsed through the entries and chose some literature on the separate and combined use skills of the "Secondary Misty Rain Technique" and "Birth Induction Technique" to read first.

 Famed scientist Newton from his previous life had a saying, "standing on the shoulders of giants".

 In Link's view, standing on the shoulders of giants meant learning, absorbing the knowledge discovered, summarized, and inferred by predecessors, and then making a breakthrough.

 There's another saying, one man's trash is another man's treasure.

 Through continuous reading and learning, enriching one's knowledge, and broadening one's horizons, one could enhance one's knowledge and capabilities.

 With a glance, Link was immersed, forgetting about time and everything around him.

 Only when his personal AI started to vibrate did the alarm remind Link that it was time to go back to the dormitory and he left the ocean of knowledge.

 For safety reasons, Link sent Jasmine back first before returning to the dormitory himself.

 Before opening the door, Link very politely asked the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet to stop protection mode.

 Watching the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet, which resembled a fixed-wing drone, fly away, Link entered the dormitory, went straight to his study, and wrote down all the insights, experiences, and inspirations he had gained from reading the literature in the library on his notebook.

 The Secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique were indeed great partners as the lecturers had alluded. They played a significant role in plant germination.

 Whether it's ordinary plants or extraordinary plants, normal seeds, or problematic seeds, using the Secondary Misty Rain Technique and Birth Induction Technique together, perhaps with some nutrient solution and potions for disease-related factors, could almost always result in successful cultivation.

 Link also learned many tricks of using these two Zero Ring witchcraft techniques together.

 For example, for that batch of Silver Star Flower Seeds in the third shed of the third row, using the Secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique once a day for seven consecutive days would result in successful germination.

 After learning this trick, Link originally thought that his cultivation plan had gone wrong.

 After all, the work requirement given to him by the Botanical Garden was to have the seeds successfully germinate within a week.

 However, after reading several pieces of literature related to the Silver Starflower, Link found that the seeds of the Silver Starflower often had difficulties germinating.

 Especially for Silver Starflowers cultivated with the Secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique once a day, the seeds had a higher risk of issues than those cultivated by ordinary methods.

 Link couldn't help but ponder, where did the problem lie?

 Was it a "genetic" issue with the Silver Star Flower?

 Or was it a problem with the cultivation method?

 Or perhaps both problems were present?

 For now, Link didn't know the answer.

 But he had a hunch that when he cultivated the Silver Starflower according to his plan, his thoughts on this issue would become much clearer.

 By then, Link would be able to conduct some targeted experiments and verify some speculations.

 For now, his priority was still to collect information.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The next day. 

 Which is the Monday of the seventh week of school.

 Early in the morning, in the cafeteria.

 Link and Jasmine sat facing each other, eating breakfast in silence.

 Before parting ways last night, Jasmine suggested that, to prevent Rivers and Erick from acting recklessly out of desperation and venting their anger on her, they should stick together.

 Link didn't object, as long as it didn't affect his studies and part-time work.

 So Link went to the Third Botanical Garden first to check on the condition of the Silver Star Flower Seeds, finding them even more vibrant and free of any issues. He then relaxed and cast the Ultra Model Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique.

 After a period of Shallow Meditation, recovering his spiritual power and Magic Power, Link invited Jasmine to have breakfast in the cafeteria.

 Having completely cleared his plate, Link wiped his mouth with a napkin, picked up his tray, and walked out.

 Every grain of rice and each thread of fabric; always bear in mind the difficulty of economic survival.

 Link had a deep impression of this admonition in his past life, but due to lack of understanding, he often wasted food.

 In this life, after more than a year of barely getting enough to eat, and the food was anything but good, Link's awareness improved.

 Based on this, Link developed the habit of not wasting food.

 But he only disciplined himself and didn't impose his standard on others, thus he never criticized Jasmine's eating habits.

 Jasmine, after all, was a noble by birth, used to the life of only eating a tiny bit of every food, tasting it, then leaving it. For quite a span of time, she left most of her food on her plate every day.

 Especially during the first two weeks of schooling.

 Back then, Jasmine was close to Link, but not that close.

 If you really break it down, they weren't that familiar with each other.

 At that time, Jasmine only trusted her intuition that Link had unique qualities worth investing in and getting close to.

 Even though she had shown some affectionate gestures towards Link, it was not out of genuine feelings, but merely the superficial acts played by nobles, feigned affection with a hidden agenda.

 Therefore, Link responded with indifference, unmoved.

 It was not until after the picnic on the lakeside lawn organized by the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" that Jasmine reflected on herself and truly transitioned from a noble child to a New Blood wizard.

 In the following three weeks, Jasmine's behavior underwent major changes compared to the first two weeks.

 She began subtly emulating Link.

 For instance, reducing unnecessary socializing and entertainment, focusing on studying, not causing trouble, and valuing food...

 Thus, by now, Jasmine had also started to take as much as she could eat, and there were no leftovers on her plate for three meals a day.

 The two put their trays on the return stack and walked out of the cafeteria side by side, heading towards the laboratory building.

 As the courses progressed, the content of "Botany", "Zoology", and "Human Anatomy" was no longer limited to the books. A lot of knowledge had to be explained using specimens, or by hands-on dissection, to be better grasped.

 The day's classes were all held in the laboratory building.

 Two sessions in the morning were "Botany" and "Zoology", and the two in the afternoon were "Human Anatomy".

 The concentration of course content resulted in a tremendous amount of information.

 The teachers, each with their laid-back attitude, taught the classes at their own pace, never slowing down or offering opportunities for questions.

 Keep up if you can, and keep trying if you can't. If you don't understand, you have to prepare before class and review after class on your own.

 No teachers would spoil the New Blood.

 These Official wizards' time was extremely valuable. With their own heap of projects to do, they wouldn't waste time on the New Blood.

 Link, who mastered the highest Realm of the Mind Closure Technique, studied every day, and had accumulated a large amount of knowledge, felt dizzy and had a hard time digesting all that he had learned in a day's classes.

 Not to mention the others.

 Jasmine was grimacing in pain, looking utterly miserable.

 Link had no intentions of comforting Jasmine.

 After dinner, having sent Jasmine to the reading room in the library, Link headed straight to the Third Botanical Garden to check on the seeds and cast the Ultra Model Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique and Birth Induction Technique twice each.

 During that time, Link ran into Sophie Lucia once again.

 Link had no interest in trying to warm up to someone being cold to him. Seeing Sophie Lucia with a poker face, he had no intention of greeting her.

 Following Link's departure, Sophie Lucia entered greenhouse number three in row three.

 After checking a few places and examining the conditions of the Silver Star Flower Seeds, Sophie Lucia's eyes filled with confusion.

 She was sure that Link hadn't used the method of one Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique followed by one Birth Induction Technique to cultivate these seeds.

 Normally, these seeds shouldn't be so full of life at this point.

 Even using the aforementioned method to cultivate them, the seeds' condition shouldn't be this good!

 "Did he use some kind of nutrient solution, or potion?"

 Question arose in Sophie Lucia's mind, which was quickly dismissed.

 Nutrient solutions and potions can only be bought with Magic Stones, which she herself was reluctant to spend. A commoner New Blood like him couldn't possibly be so generous, let alone rich.

 "So, did he use some special method?"

 Sophie Lucia speculated, instantly becoming interested.

 The demand for the pistils of Silver Star Flowers was high in the outside world. After all, people always get hurt and need treatment.

 However, the tricky issue of Silver Star Flower seeds being difficult to germinate limited their yield.

 At present, any method that was effective in germinating Silver Star Flower seeds was extremely valuable.

 If that commoner truly had found a new germinating method, then she had to find a way to probe it.

 If it had considerable economic value, she might need to find a way to get the germinating method for herself.

 She could simply pay him a sum of Magic Stones to buy the method outright.

 A commoner like him who hadn't seen the world would surely be stunned when faced with a pile of Magic Stones.

 Thinking this, Sophie Lucia increased her attention to greenhouse number three in row three, deciding to come and check over the next few days.

 ...

 Of course, Link was unaware of what had happened after he left.

 As soon as he entered the reading room of the library, Jasmine told him about a message passed on by Mina Havcheck.

 Rivers and Erick had a falling out last night.

 The two had a big quarrel in Erick's dormitory first, then fought.

 Rivers, blinded by lust and anger, fought frantically, even with a deep wound in his chest and belly that exposed the viscera. He spewed a breath of fire, burning Erick into a human torch.

 The Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet arrived just in time so that Erick wasn't burned alive. He was only burned to the point of disfigurement and needed his limbs amputated.

 Rivers is already in custody, and the subsequent punishment hasn't been announced yet, but it certainly wouldn't be light.

 Mina Havcheck expressed her apologies and gratitude.

 Link merely nodded, not too excited.

 After all, his own strength wasn't adequate, and he had not managed to handle the matter perfectly.

 Since they weren't dead, the danger still lurked.

 There might be more trouble ahead.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Without any trouble involved, Link's life returned to its usual monotony.

 Apart from mundane affairs of life, Link spent all his energy and time on studying.

 Even his part-time job was part of his learning process.

 So, three days have passed this way.

 Today is Wednesday of the seventh week of the school year.

 The sixth day of Link's part-time job at the Third Botanical Garden.

 The evening.

 Link entered the third greenhouse in the third row.

 As always, he randomly inspected the state of the Silver Star Flower Seeds. Once he determined that all the seeds were developing as expected, Link began his work for the day.

 Firstly, he cast an Ultra Model Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique.

 After days of practice and actual application, Link was able to conjure this Zero Ring witchcraft in about 3 seconds, and he believed it was not long before he could achieve the standard time of 2 seconds.

 The mist of the Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique can reduce visibility on the battlefield, enabling stealth, advancement, and surprise attacks. The rain can create environmental conditions conducive to performing water system witchcraft attacks. As a support for fighting, its performance was commendable.

 What he cast next was the Birth Induction Technique, which also took about 3 seconds.

 However, this Zero Ring witchcraft is not suitable for actual combat, even if one carries some plant seeds that have the ability to entangle and camouflage, it is still the case.

 To induce plant seeds to sprout, grow, and mature instantaneously requires too much spiritual power and Magic Power, making it too cost-ineffective.

 If you have that much spiritual power and Magic Power to spare, it's better to figure out how to learn a few offensive and defensive witchcrafts.

 The Birth Induction Technique only has room to play in special terrains, like places with lush vegetation.

 Even so, there are other wood system witchcrafts that can replace it, such as Thorn Entanglement which is also a Zero Ring witchcraft, consuming the same amount of energy but with better effects.

 Thorn Entanglement can even be upgraded to the First Ring witchcraft of Thorn Killing.

 After the Birth Induction Technique ended, Link could already feel the full vitality contained in the Silver Star Flower Seeds.

 All the seeds needed was a catalyst, and they would all sprout through the soil.

 Link sat on the ridge in a state of Shallow Meditation. As soon as his spiritual power and Magic Power had recovered, he immediately cast another Ultra Model Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique.

 Rain lightly sprinkled down on the soil.

 The Silver Star flower seeds hidden in the earth soaked up the water, one by one pushing away the soil that was suppressing them, and sprouting up one after another.

 Thanks to "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent," coupled with his own high affinity for the wood element, Link could clearly feel the joy of the Silver Star flowers. He felt deeply moved.

 This was the joy of new life, this was the power of life.

 Link was immersed in this touch and enlightenment.

 After a while, Link felt refreshed, not only were his previously depleted spiritual power and Magic Power fully restored, but he could clearly feel that his spiritual power and Magic Power had progressed a bit.

 It wasn't an increase in quantity, but an improvement in quality.

 It was as if light, floating energy had become light, ethereal energy.

 Although Link didn't know what this level of progress could bring, it was a good thing anyway.

 The successful sprouting of the Silver Star flower seeds meant that the first task assigned to Link by the botanical garden can now be considered to have been completed one day in advance.

 However, Link did not hurry to submit it, but planned to observe it for one more day. Waiting until tomorrow to confirm that there were no problems before submitting it.

 Moreover, he had some questions about the Silver Star Flower Seeds, sprouting, and cultivation, it was time to explore them.

 Link took out the notebook specifically for recording the germination diary of the Silver Star Flower, and wrote down the state of the seeds, today's activities, and changes. Only then did he leave the greenhouse and the botanical garden.

 Not long after Link left, Sophie Lucia once again entered the third greenhouse in the third row. What met her eyes were tender white shoots sprouting all over the ground.

 This surprised Sophie.

 Six days, they actually sprouted successfully in just six days!

 One day earlier than the most cost-effective method she knew of.

 Moreover, looking at the tender white shoots all over the ground, it's almost a 70% sprouting success rate.

 The Silver Star Flower seeds in the greenhouse were sowed by Sophie herself. By visual estimation and careful calculation, she inferred this probability.

 Don't underestimate the importance of just being one day early.

 And don't look down on the mere 70% sprouting rate either.

 The Silver Star flower has been introduced to the Wizard World for less than twenty years. Because the pistil of the flower has excellent effects in healing wounds, it has promoted the improvement of many external injury potion formulas on the market.

 This has further lowered the price of the external injury potions, making them more affordable for ordinary people and wizard apprentices.

 The Silver Star flower's growth period can be shortened to three days under the excitation of witchcraft and nutrient solution.

 What limits the production of the Silver Star flower has always been the rate of good seeding, the duration of sprouting, and the success of sprouting.

 Also, because potions made with the Silver Star flower's pistil as a raw material are not suitable for official wizards and above, no official wizard is willing to spend their precious time improving the Silver Star flower seeds, improving the Silver Star flower sprouting method, optimizing the cultivation plan of Silver Star flowers.

 This has led the Silver Star flower and related potions into a rather awkward situation.

 The effects are great, the market is welcoming, but the production can't keep up.

 As a low-end product, it also can't be sold at a high price, which results in thin profits.

 If that bumpkin really didn't use nutrient solution and potions, it means he has mastered or developed a new type of the Silver Star Flower Sprouting method.

 This is no longer just a question of high or low economic value, but it can be used as a research result, to publish "papers," to acquire "Academic Points", and to improve welfare treatment and status.

 At Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, "Academic Points" can be exchanged for many things, such as witchcraft, Magic Tools, and secret documents that can't even be found in the Advanced Literature Library.

 And there are only two ways for a wizard apprentice to obtain "Academic Points":

 One is to publish "papers", the other is to secure a place in the North-South Campus Competition, held once a year by the college.

 When compared to competing with hundreds or thousands of people in competitions and contending for the scant top ten positions of the two districts, publishing "papers" undoubtedly seems more relaxed.

 If you have a higher research talent, and stronger research capabilities.

 Sophie Lucia is one of these geniuses.

 That's why she was able to take up the post of Deputy Director of the Third Botanical Garden when she just entered the second year and still has quite some time before she can be promoted to a Third-class wizard apprentice. That's because she published a high-quality "paper" in the first half of the year.

 It was for this reason that she managed to secure this position after a lot of operation within the system.

 Having tasted the sweet fruit of publishing a "paper," Sophie Lucia was always eager to have another taste.

 Unfortunately, several months have passed, and she hasn't found a good research entry point or a good research outcome.

 Now, she has stumbled upon a golden opportunity.

 As long as she can figure out the Silver Star Flower Sprouting method that the bumpkin has mastered or developed, she can start a project, set up experiments, collect data, and then write a "paper" to be published on the intranet hidden underneath the "official website."

 Now, the key is how to obtain the sprouting method.
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 Link had no idea that his accomplishments were being coveted by others.

 He was fervently writing, engrossed in drafting his experimental plan.

 In his previous life, Link had some exposure to scientific research and various projects.

 Not much, and certainly not enough to consider himself expert, but enough to make some use of before he was introduced to the research system of the Wizarding World.

 After all, in the past, he had relied on templates for writing and had never conducted a scientific research project all by himself.

 What Link valued was not the plan written out, but the clarity of his own thinking during the process of writing that plan.

 Regarding the Silver Star flower, Link had a few questions he needed to research and verify.

 Firstly, he designed a simple experiment:

 [Collect some normal Silver Star Flower Seeds and evenly distribute them into Group A, B, and C;

 Group A uses an ordinary germination method without any added components (nutrient solution, potions, and magic skills);

 Group B's method of germination involves: daily use of a secondary Misty Rain Technique and a Birth Induction Technique, continued for seven days;

 Group C's germination method is: using the secondary Misty Rain Technique once every morning, twice every afternoon, with the use of the Birth Induction Technique once every two days (sandwiched between the two secondary Misty Rain Techniques), continued for six days;

 Record the germination success rates of the three groups and perform data analysis and comparison.]

 This experiment studies the effects of three different germination methods on the normal Silver Star Flower Seeds' sprouting success under the same growing conditions (temperature, humidity, soil nutrients in the shed).

 If the data supports it, the quality of the germination methods can be determined.

 Secondly, he designed another simple experiment:

 [Collect some Silver Star flower seeds whose life force is problematic, evenly distribute them into Group D, E, and F;

 Group D uses an ordinary germination method without any added components (nutrient solution, potions, and magic skills);

 Group E's germination method involves: daily use of a secondary Misty Rain Technique and a Birth Induction Technique, continued for seven days;

 Group F's germination method is: using the secondary Misty Rain Technique once every morning, twice every afternoon, with the use of the Birth Induction Technique once every two days (sandwiched between the two secondary Misty Rain Techniques), continued for six days;

 Record the germination success rates of the three groups and perform data analysis and comparison.]

 This experiment studies the effects of three different germination methods on the problematic Silver Star Flower Seeds' sprouting success under the same growing conditions (temperature, humidity, soil nutrients in the shed).

 If the data supports it, the quality of the germination methods can be determined again.

 After analyzing the data from all six groups, we can also determine the effects of the same germination method on sprouting of two different types of Silver Star Flower Seeds.

 For instance, a comparison between group A and group D, group B and group E, group C and group F.

 If we extend it a bit further, we can even discuss which aspects the more effective germination method has played its role in, so as to increase the success rate of sprouting.

 Lastly, he designed another simple experiment:

 [After the six groups have successfully germinated the seeds, each group has divided into two groups;

 A1, B1, C1, D1, E1, F1 would adopt a natural growing plan with no additives;

 A2, B2, C2, D2, E2, F2 would adopt the current popular growth-boosting cultivating plan;

 Record the good seed rates of each group after the seedlings grow into mature plants and drop seeds, and perform data analysis and comparison.]

 The experiment can raise many issues.

 For example, by comparing A1 and A2, B1 and B2, C1 and C2, D1 and D2, E1 and E2, F1 and F2 respectively, investigate the impact of the popular growth-boosting cultivating plan on the good seed rate, asking whether it would increase or decrease as compared to natural growth, and what might be the aspects influencing it;

 Or analyze the combined data of A1, B1, and C1; D1, E1, and F1; A2, B2, and C2; D2, E2, and F2, to study the impact of the three different germination methods on the Silver Star flower's growth and good seed rate under two different cultivating methods;

 ...

 These three experiments, although not meticulously designed, suits the study's purpose. After all, this is not a grand course, and conditions are limited by economic circumstances, knowledge level, and experimental conditions.

 As long as he can research and verify his doubts about the Silver Star flower, Link is content.

 It's not for graduation or professional titles, right?

 After revising and finishing his experimental plan, it was already quite late, and Link needed to return to his dormitory to rest.

 After organizing his experimental plan, Link left the library.

 On the way, Jasmine, who had been observing Link's writing process all the time, finally couldn't bear her curiosity after several pauses, and asked him, "Link, what were you just writing? It seems very complicated."

 "Complicated?"

 Link asked back, completely forgetting the initial horror of being overwhelmed by independent variables, dependent variables, irrelevant/extra variables, and the resentment of having plans sent back for revising repeatedly.

 All he knew was that his plans this time were quite arbitrary and not very rigorous.

 "Is it not complicated?"

 Jasmine also asked back.

 Only then did Link realize and nodded his head: "It is indeed quite complicated."

 However, Link did not explain what experimental plans, the context of an experiment, experimental purposes, the significance of an experiment, experimental methods and procedures were...

 The civilizations of the two worlds differed, their developments varied, and therefore their education systems and research systems were certainly different.

 Link was striving to break free from the confines of his past life, so why would he trap Jasmine's thinking in it.

 He thought for a moment, then said seriously, "I just wrote it randomly, you don't have to pay attention to it."

 Jasmine understood the implication of Link's words.

 That is, what Link just wrote might not be good, and it might not help her study.

 So Jasmine didn't dwell on it any longer.

 The truth was, she had never seen such a thing and was just a little puzzled.

 Thus, the two walked in silence.

 Before long, Link had escorted Jasmine to her dormitory building, and then turned back towards his own dormitory.

 In his study room,

 After washing up, Link browsed the forum for a while, to relax his brain and keep himself from becoming too detached from academy life.

 There wasn't much happening on the forum.

 But, there were a few sporadic discussions about the fight between Rivers and Erick.

 After all, the scene was quite intense, and the result was intriguing.

 Rivers was under arrest, Erick was crippled, and both sides ended up badly.

 According to an insider, after Rivers was confined, there were problems with the incomplete meditation technique he switched to, and he now had no hope of becoming an official wizard.

 Link had reasons to suspect, that this insider was Mina Havcheck.

 However, this didn't concern Link all too much.

 He logged out of the forum, turned off his portable smart brain device, and started his pre-bedtime deep meditation.

 As soon as his consciousness entered the Sea of Consciousness, Link noticed a difference.

 Everything in the Sea of Consciousness had changed.

 The once calm lake surface now had slight ripples, the structure of the library itself felt more real.

 The meditation technique rune structure above the lake surface was more vivid.

 All these changes derived from the tingle and enlightenment he received when the Silver Star flower sprouted.
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 The structure of the meditation Rune was constantly changing.

 Upon completion of the first layer of "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method," the Rune structure presents itself in the form of an equilateral triangle, parallel to the lake's surface.

 Upon completion of the second layer, the Rune structure would present itself as a hexagram formed by two equilateral triangles flipped upside down, with their common circumference circle added to form a flat cylindrical structure.

 (The Rune is a three-dimensional structure, not a two-dimensional line or graph.)

 The six Runes are located at the intersection of the hexagram and the circumference circle.

 Link had already built five of the Runes.

 They are the Will Rune 'Derivation' at the top angle of the upward equilateral triangle, the Elemental Rune 'Water Element Aggregation' at the left base angle, and the Elemental Rune 'Wood Element Aggregation' at the right base angle.

 Also, there is the Will Rune 'Refining' at the top of the downward-facing equilateral triangle and the Elemental Rune 'Water Element Purity' at its left base angle.

 He's only missing the Elemental Rune 'Wood Element Extraction' at the right base angle of the downward equilateral triangle, and the second layer of the meditation method would be completed.

 At that time, Link would officially be a newly promoted second-rank wizard apprentice.

 Um…

 There is no qualitative difference between a second-rank wizard apprentice and a first-rank wizard apprentice, they are still wizard apprentices, only capable of learning and mastering Zero Ring witchcraft.

 The differences between the two only lie in the quantity of Zero Ring witchcraft they mastered, the number of spells they can cast, and their understanding and effectiveness/power they can draw from the Zero Ring witchcraft.

 The division of wizard apprentices into first, second, and third ranks was the initiative of the first Sage in the history of the Wizard World (collectively referred to as Wizards of the fourth to sixth echelons).

 He referenced all the available meditation methods, combining and simplifying them, and introduced a basic, universal meditation method with a very low learning barrier.

 This historical initiative lowered the threshold for society to wizard apprenticeship and divided wizard apprenticeship into three phases before advancing to an official wizard.

 Ever since then, wizard apprentices who train systematically have a chance to advance to be an official wizard, unlike the past, where their advancement depended solely on individual opportunities and lacks regularity.

 Subsequently, various schools and wizard organizations have introduced their unique basic meditation methods based on their characteristics.

 At the end of his deep meditation, Link could noticeably feel that today's meditation progress was much faster than yesterday's.

 Especially when refining spiritual power and absorbing the water element into his body to form magic power, one was smoother, and the other was purer.

 As the Elemental Rune "wood element extraction" has not been built yet, the energy absorption of the wood element into the body to form magic power is still the same as before.

 Link estimated that with today's efficiency at meditation, he could complete the second layer of the meditation method within two weeks.

 This also means that less than three months after enrollment, before the end of the first semester, Link could advance to a second-rank wizard apprentice.

 The speed of progress was truly astonishing.

 Not even the top talents with advanced fifth-rank qualifications might progress this fast.

 The benefits brought by the highest realm 'Mind Closure Technique' to Link, especially in terms of meditation, was indeed substantial!

 Link mastered the first layer on his first meditation session only two weeks after enrollment and advanced to become a first-rank wizard apprentice.

 The first of the new blood in his batch to report that to the academy only advanced to the first rank by the fourth weekend.

 Going back and forth, Link had at least four weeks more of meditation than the others.

 Others were scrambling to match their knowledge acquisition with their meditation progress.

 For Link, it was the opposite, his knowledge acquisition progress could not keep up with the speed of his meditation.

 This was a wonderful dilemma.

 With this dilemma, Link went back to his room and slept deeply.

 ...

 On the following day.

 Link started the new day with a joyous spirit.

 Even when Jasmine joked around with him as usual, Link responded with a smile.

 This surprised Jasmine greatly.

 She was so shocked that she forgot to take advantage of the situation and cozy up to Link.

 By the time she responded, it was too late.

 Link returned to his indifferent face promptly, firmly rejecting her.

 "Ahhhh, that's not fair!"

 Jasmine fumed.

 Link didn't bother about all these and went straight to the teaching building.

 Previously, he had visited the Third Botanical Garden and checked on the Silver Star flowers; there were no issues.

 Link had looked up the documentation about cultivating Silver Star flowers, but due to the lack of 'Academic Points', he couldn't access the complete cultivation plan.

 A clever wife is helpless without any rice.

 Link could only cast the secondary Misty Rain Technique again and again to replenish the Silver Star flower buds with water, nourishing their vitality.

 To avoid hampering the growth of the Silver Star flowers, Link submitted a report stating the completion of his task.

 The Intelligent Management Center Spirit of the Third Botanical Garden replied promptly that someone would review his work within the day and inform him of the results.

 Link should wait for the notification.

 As for this, Link was naturally at peace waiting.

 After a day's classes concluded amidst Jasmine's complaints.

 After dinner, Link escorted Jasmine to the library and then headed off to the Third Botanical Garden.

 Sophie Lucia was already waiting outside the third cell of the third row.

 She still had a cold face, giving off a rejecting vibe.

 With a handheld device in her hand, Sophie Lucia operated it for a while then said to Link, "The germination task is completed, and you will continue to be responsible for the cultivation of the Silver Star flowers. The cultivation plan has been sent to you, please check."

 "Thank you."

 Although Link was not a fan of Sophie Lucia's style, he did not show it and still uttered a polite phrase.

 Afterwards, he brought out his handheld device and saw the notification that his germination work has been accepted and the complete cultivation plan for the Silver Star flowers.

 Sophie Lucia hesitated for a bit but eventually let go of her ego and asked, "Where did you get your germination methods? Can you reveal it?"

 Saying this, Sophie Lucia took out a small box from her pocket and gestured, "I can trade for it with Magic Stones."

 Link's heartstrings tightened immediately.

 He also had the same small box, specifically for holding Magic Stones, with each box capable of holding up to five stones.

 It was as if Link could smell the fleece.

 Without any expression of surprise, Link calmly replied, "It's a method I thought of myself. There's still a lot of room for improvement, but I'm not ready to sell."

 Upon hearing this, the corner of Sophie's mouth revealed a barely noticeable smile.

 She was not a naive girl, of course, she knew that "not ready to sell" meant "higher price."

 However, Sophie did not want to cater to Link and promptly said coldly, "This is the highest price I can offer. It's just me being curious, it's not a must."

 "Really?"

 Link nodded, unperturbed, smoothly taking the conversation forward, "That's perfect then. I'll keep my germination method, and you keep your Magic Stones. Everyone wins."

 "Alright."

 Seeing Link's complacent behavior, a surge of resentment grew in Sophie Lucia's heart, so she took back the small box with the Magic Stones.

 She wasn't compelled to buy from Link; through other channels, she could also find out about Link's germination method.

 There would only be risks involved, and they would need to be extremely covert.

 If Link wouldn't comply, he couldn't blame her.
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 Sophie Lucia stomped off angrily.

 Link watched her retreating figure, his eyes lost in thought as he weighed some matters in his mind.

 Did he mess up?

 No, he didn't.

 Sophie Lucia's reaction made it clear to Link that his germination method held some value.

 She had wanted to buy his method for a mere five standard grade magic stones, an offer that was too low.

 If she had started the bidding with ten magic stones, Link might have been tempted to sell.

 After all, he was in desperate need of magic stones.

 The Magic Blueprint Scroll, Rune Objects, Magic Tools, and even the Krypton Card Drawing System - all required magic stones.

 Link hadn't directly bargained because her attitude had been too superior.

 The deep-seated contempt had been evident, unhidden.

 "Hey! Come and eat!"

 Link felt as if he had heard these words.

 Trading was trading; charity had no place in it.

 Therefore, Link did not regret Sophie Lucia's departure and their bargain not being struck.

 Right now, all that occupied his mind was how he could best capitalize on the value of his germination method.

 There was no doubt a part of the process that Sophie Lucia knew about but he didn't.

 "It seems I'll have to spend more time on the 'forum' in the coming days," he reflected.

 Just like his previous life, the information on the 'forum' was a mix of everything under the sun, a blend of false, valueless junk and some high-value news.

 Clearing his thoughts, Link collected himself and walked into the greenhouse.

 The plan to cultivate Silver Star flowers was simple. The only key parts were the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Special Nutrition Liquid.

 The challenge lied in preparing and preserving the Special Nutrition Liquid. It was a complex process, and it had a short shelf-life. The other challenge was using the secondary Misty Rain Technique to first convert the Special Nutrition Liquid into a mist, and then make it rain on the Silver Star flowers.

 Since the Intelligent Management Center of the Third Botanical Garden provided the Special Nutrition Liquid, the first problem was resolved.

 Turning a liquid into mist and then making it rain was the highest level of application for the secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 Fortunately, Link had been practicing this technique during his spare time. He had mastered it, even though he was still somewhat unskilled.

 Link placed the three barrels of Special Nutrition Liquid that had been delivered to the greenhouse in the middle. He opened each barrel one by one, then simultaneously immersed his mind into the Sea of Consciousness to quickly sketch the Magic Blueprint for the secondary Misty Rain Technique. He also projected his spiritual power to create a grid distributed evenly over the soil.

 Very soon, the Special Nutrition Liquid in the barrels evaporated quickly into a mist. Guided by the grid made by his spiritual power, it dispersed evenly above the soil.

 Once the entire Special Nutrition Liquid was vaporized, a fine drizzle fell from the sky.

 The white buds of the Silver Star flowers eagerly absorbed the Special Nutrition Liquid, growing visibly.

 In the blink of an eye, the buds had turned into seedlings.

 That was the end of the work for the day.

 Link didn't need to worry about the empty barrels.

 After a brief period of Shallow Meditation to replenish the consumed spiritual and magic power, Link left the Third Botanical Garden.

 In the library's reading room,

 this was the first time Link sat here, not to study, but to inconspicuously play with his Paladin.

 Jasmine was curious and took a few peeks, but when she saw that Link was scanning through the 'forum' purposefully, she decided not to concern herself with it.

 If Link believed it was something she needed to know, he would tell her without her asking.

 If it was something Link thought she didn't need to know, no amount of persuasion would work.

 This stubborn man!

 Jasmine grunted a few times, making her presence known, and then continued reading.

 She was eagerly looking forward to being promoted to a First Rank Wizard Apprentice, where she could study and master magic.

 Link first entered the keywords "Silver Star flower", "Silver Star Flower Seeds", and "Wound Healing Potion" into the search bar, and started browsing the relevant information.

 Despite the mountain of junk information, Link managed to find valuable news.

 He was able to understand the connection between the quality of the Silver Star Flowers, the success ratio of germination, the length of germination and the production of some low-end Wound Healing Potions.

 "So it turns out that the germination method I came up with has solid economic value!"

 Link exclaimed, a satisfied smile crossing his face.

 Hmm...he selectively forgot about the existence of "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent".

 Even though his method had financial value, how could he go about actualizing it?

 There were many valuable things in this world. How did one get noticed?

 What could he use to negotiate with "capitalists" and "nobles", and not to be taken advantage of?

 These were all problematic issues that needed attention.

 Link logged out of the 'forum' and sunk into deep thought.

 A moment later, through a hidden link on the "official website", he entered the Advanced Literature Library.

 This time, Link wasn't here to read literature, but to check the "web pages" of the Advanced Literature Library thoroughly.

 Just as he expected, in a corner that was even more concealed than the transfer link, Link found the "Paper Publication" entrance.

 "What's with following the exact steps in academia?"

 Posed Link, questioning why he had this kind of habit.

 Starting from having to figure things out on their own on the large flying ships to receiving the complimentary Paladin,

 Every aspect of the academy required the new blood to continue exploring. By doing so, they were able to unveil layer upon layer of veils, discover one benefit after another, and find one service after another.

 Putting an end to his reflection, Link entered the "Paper Publication" page and began by reading the prominently displayed "Newcomers Must Read" section.

 This "Must Read" section was not long and focused on two main points.

 First, it emphasized the prohibition and punishment of "paper" plagiarism;

 Second, it detailed the format of a "paper", profoundly.

 After finishing reading the "Must Read" section and noting down the "paper" format, Link didn't rush to check the template papers that were intelligently recommended for him. Instead, he once again started searching on the webpage meticulously.

 Unsurprisingly, Link found another deeply hidden entrance - "Patents".

 How could there be papers without patents?

 These two together formed the complete system.

 Link immediately entered the "Patents" page. Among several categories, he paid special attention to the "Intellectual Property Rights" section.

 After a long while, having collected the information he wanted, Link put away his Paladin.

 He now had a clear idea of how to maximize the value of the Silver Star Flower's germination.

 First, gather data and improve the experimental plan;

 At the same time, work diligently to ensure the punctual receipt of the salary paid every half month;

 Next, promptly purchase experimental materials and start the experiments as soon as the initial funds arrive. Record the data and write the paper;

 Then, publish the paper and apply for a patent;

 Finally, holding the paper and patent, search for interested buyers, and sell.

 Yes, sell.

 Link never had the intention to hold onto the patent or start a business with it.

 Selling it to get magic stones, to aid his studies and magic practice, was the right way to go about it.

 In a world where great power lies within oneself, strength is everything!
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 Sophie Lucia was a person of action.

 She headed straight back to her office as the Deputy Director of the Botanical Garden to crack Link's germination method.

 She knew the following details:

 First, the Silver Star Flower Seed germination method was centered around the secondary Misty Rain and Birth Induction Techniques;

 Second, Link Grande's work journal showed that he visited twice daily; once in the morning and once in the evening;

 Third, Link Grande used the secondary Misty Rain Technique twice on the first evening but didn't use the Birth Induction Technique;

 Fourth, the germination was successful in six days, or more accurately, five and a half days;

 Fifth, the success rate of germination was over 70%, indicating the better efficacy of the germination method in restoring flawed seeds. He neither overused the Birth Induction Technique nor did he abstain from using it.

 Based on these premises, Sophie Lucia used the method of exhaustion to come up with several dozen combinations of the secondary Misty Rain and Birth Induction Techniques.

 Following the exploration of some impractical applications and elimination of the same, Sophie Lucia drastically reduced her workload.

 Next, it was time for experimentation, verification, and elimination.

 She needed to determine whether, during mornings, it was one or two secondary Misty Rain Techniques, daily or once every two to three days that the Birth Induction Techniques were used, and whether they were performed in the morning or evening...

 Sophie Lucia was confident that at the end of the experiment, a new method for Silver Star Flower Seed germination would be uncovered.

 Link was running out of time.

 He had less than two weeks.

 ...

 Link was keen to view humanity in the worst light possible

 He intuitively knew he had to hurry up, finish his experiments, gather data, write his thesis, and apply for a patent.

 Otherwise, he may be stolen.

 This person might not necessarily be Sophie Lucia.

 The world was filled with wizards and apprentices, and it was possible that someone else might coincidentally have the same ideas, methods, and results as Link.

 After all, his germination method was neither complicated nor profound. It was a cause waiting to be breached.

 However, experiments needed funding.

 And Link was completely broke.

 Without the lodging and boarding provided by Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, he could not concentrate on his studies but would have to worry about making a living.

 So, where would the experiment funding come from?

 Looking up inadvertently, Link's gaze was glued onto Jasmine sitting across from him.

 She was a petite and rich girl, with plenty of money. Could he maybe live off her riches?

 While pondering this, his eyes were fixated on her.

 Jasmine felt the scorching gaze on her and wondered.

 Why the sudden, deep stares?

 Has this emotionless dummy finally achieved enlightenment?

 That didn't seem right!

 Blinking her eyes, Jasmine couldn't help but ask: "Why are you staring at me like that? Have you finally realized my beauty, appreciated my goodness?"

 To that, Link didn't respond directly and shifted his gaze instead.

 He had briefly produced an inappropriate idea, but he quickly discarded it.

 "Nothing, I just randomly remembered that you should be preparing for your promotion soon."

 Sidestepping the issue, Link changed the conversation.

 Jasmine pursed her lips in doubt.

 She didn't believe that Link's gaze had been provoked due to her imminent promotion.

 Shortly, this morning, she had described her progress in meditation in detail.

 So what was it that made Link stare at her?

 Jasmine started guessing.

 It must be something he couldn't easily bring himself to say. Otherwise, it wouldn't be in Link's nature to back out suddenly.

 Reflecting over the tasks Link had been busy with recently, a few words popped into Jasmine's head; "Silver Star Flower," "germination," "experiment," "data," "thesis."

 Jasmine understood.

 However, she didn't broadcast it, but instead casually lowered her head and carried on with her reading.

 As time ticked away, it was soon time to leave the library.

 Link walked Jasmine to her dorm, ready to say goodbye.

 "Wait here for a moment," Jasmine spoke first.

 With that, she darted upstairs without waiting for Link's response.

 Upon witnessing her act, Link understood that she had deduced the words he had previously refrained from speaking due to his awkwardness.

 While Link felt slightly awkward, he didn't want to disappear without a word. Otherwise, he would appear heartless, lacking a sense of responsibility.

 "I'm guessing you have something you want to get done but lack the initial investment."

 Shortly, Jasmine returned downstairs, handing a small box into Link's hands, declaring, "There are five standard level one magic stones in here. Take it as my investment in you. If things turn out well, give back my share along with dividends. But even if things go south, I cannot go unrewarded!"

 Upon saying this, she ran off.

 She was clearly not giving Link the chance to refuse.

 Watching Jasmine disappear around the corner, clutching the small box in his hand, Link was filled with warmth.

 The efforts of the past few days hadn't been in vain after all.

 But...

 He did not need that many magic stones!

 "Ah!"

 With a sigh, Link resigned himself to accept it, teary-eyed.

 ...

 No time like the present to prepare.

 Link headed straight to the fourth floor of the Services Building.

 Entering the shop that sold plant seeds, germination equipment, nutrient solutions, and plant potions, he picked a few items and bargained a bit.

 Link successfully purchased the seeds required for the six groups of experiments for the cost of half a standard level one magic stone.

 The shop had special half magic stones available for transactions.

 Next, he bought a second-hand greenhouse simulation equipment for the price of two standard level one magic stones.

 With this equipment, Link could perform his experiments in his dorm and did not need to visit the Third Botanical Garden.

 It was both convenient and safe, eliminating the fear of his experiments getting destroyed and data leakage.

 That's why having a dedicated lab or even a building or compound was so important for researchers.

 Link weighed the small box in his hands. The five magic stones he had just obtained were cut down to two and a half in just a moment.

 Considering he earned just two standard level one magic stones a month from his part-time job, the job was relatively easy and not very tiring. Still, the acceptance criteria were high.

 Money was hard to earn but wasted in no time!

 With the seed bags in his pocket and the equipment on his shoulder, he returned to his dorm to begin his busy schedule.

 He assembled the equipment, set parameters, marked the seeds, and classified them.

 In no time, Link finished all the preparations for the experiment.

 After a short rest, Link conducted a final check, ensuring that all was in order.

 Once everything was confirmed to be in place, Link scattered the six groups of seeds into their respective areas in the greenhouse simulation equipment.

 He planned to let them stay there until morning, after which he would start the germination.

 After completing all tasks, Link cleaned his hands, took a look at his work, and satisfied, went off to wash up.
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 Experiments require time to deliver results.

 However, the writing of the "thesis" could begin in advance, with the modular, conceptual, and framework-related content getting put on paper first.

 The thesis Link was writing belonged to the category of experimental papers, generally composed of an introduction, main text (experiment principles, experimental materials, equipment and methods, experiment process, experiment results, analysis and discussion), conclusion, and references.

 The introductory section needed to be explicit, elaborating on the rationale, purpose, and significance of the experiment.

 It would include but wasn't limited to what experiment was being performed? Why was this experiment necessary? How was the question raised? What were the theoretical and practical basis? What problem was solved, and what were the application scenarios for the experimental results? What work has been done by others or predecessors? Which problems hadn't been resolved? What was expected to be achieved from this experiment?

 The final part should highlight the innovative outcomes achieved from this experiment.

 All of this content could be written up beforehand.

 A researcher should ponder on these questions and have some results before commencing an experiment.

 The main text had rich content. If one waited until the end of the experiment to start writing, it would be chaotic, with a high chance of overlooking important aspects.

 Sections like experiment principles, experimental materials, equipment and methods were small projects, which could be penned down beforehand, which in turn, would help in organizing thoughts.

 For the experimental process, aside from the experimental data, other aspects, such as experimental plan, technical route, operational steps, could all be written up in advance, or be written while the experiment was ongoing.

 Any changes could be made as necessary.

 This approach was not only convenient but also ensured minimal errors as much as possible.

 The experiment results couldn't be written in advance. You had to wait for the experimental data to come out to determine how to process it, how to present it, and what results were obtained in the end.

 It couldn't be predetermined as that could induce biases while handling the experimental data.

 The part of analysis and discussion was crucial, as its objective was to articulate the significance of the experimental results.

 It had to highlight the verifiability, factualness, and originality of the experiment.

 This part demanded a high level of theoretical comprehension from the "thesis" author and truly reflected the breadth and depth of the author's knowledge.

 Usually, the conclusion section was written or formed after the experiment was finished, the experimental data had been processed, and a thorough analysis and discussion of the experiment had taken place.

 References, on the other hand, could be written entirely beforehand. More could be removed, and less could be added.

 Over the next few days, Link was even busier than before.

 He had to attend classes, do part-time work, conduct experiments, and write a thesis.

 Thankfully, Link was well-versed in time management and had the help of the most potent "Mind Closure Technique" to sort out his mental state and control his emotions. He didn't experience any signs of irritation, anxiety, or indecisiveness that often occur among researchers.

 Otherwise, Link's hairline would have been in grave danger.

 Loss of hair was almost a rite of passage for a qualified researcher, right?

 Witnessing Link's frenetic state, Jasmine felt a sense of foreboding about her future.

 As she increasingly concentrated on her studies and acquired more knowledge, Jasmine's understanding of wizards also deepened, going beyond the surface.

 She fully realized why official wizards, who served as lecturers, always seemed in a rush, fearful of wasting even a second of their time.

 The Wizard World was highly advanced in civilization, with very clear divisions among different gradations: Wizard Apprentice, Official wizard (First Level Wizard to Third Level Wizard), Sage (Fourth Level Wizard to Eighth Level Wizard), Great Sage (Seventh Level Wizard to Ninth Level Wizard), and Saint (beyond Ninth Level).

 Countless wizards were striving on this grand road to success. However, resources were limited. To acquire more resources to boost their promotion, they had to put their shoulder to the wheel.

 How would they do it?

 Two ways: wage external wars on the Heavenly World or produce research outcomes internally.

 These were the only two routes they could take.

 However, those below the Sage level couldn't choose the route of external wars.

 Because official wizards would face issues such as casting delay, deviation, or even backlash once they broke free from the rules of the Wizard World.

 Only after being promoted to Sage and establishing a strong connection with the world mind of the Wizard World, could wizards harness the extension of the Wizard World's world mind in the Heavenly World and cast spells normally.

 Therefore, all official wizards were research fanatics, vying to produce research results.

 What?

 You say you don't want to strive, that you want to take it easy?

 That's possible, absolutely possible.

 However, once you decided to slack off and take it easy, don't blame others who are working hard for exploiting you.

 When that time came, instead of leading a comfortable life, you'd become others' stepping stones for their promotions, their consumables.

 Jasmine didn't want to become consumable at all.

 Having grown up in luxurious clothing and food, she had witnessed the miserable lives of lower-class people who had lost their freedom and were exploited by nobles in her territory.

 She didn't want to live such a life.

 "I must strive!"

 Glancing at Link, who was engrossed in editing his "thesis" without knowing anything outside the window, Jasmine gave herself a motivational push.

 Even if a Clinging Flower wanted to latch onto an oak tree, it needed to root itself in the ground and grow vigorously.

 ...

 It seemed like a blink of an eye.

 Without realizing how time had flown by, it was already Wednesday of the eighth week.

 That evening, after finishing his part-time work at the Third Botanical Garden and returning to the dormitory, Link performed the Tier 3 Misty Rain Technique twice and the Birth Induction Technique once on his group of seeds.

 Amid the lack of any signs of germination in the seeds of group A, group B, group Ding, and group Wu, the Silver Star flower seeds of group C sprouted energetically out of the soil.

 As for group C (normal seeds, one Tier 3 Misty Rain Technique every morning, two Tier 3 Misty Rain Techniques every evening, and one Birth Induction Technique every two days), it had already sprouted on Monday.

 Link gathered the data, recording the sprouting time, germination duration, and germination success rate of group C.

 He briefly compared the data of group C and group D. Under the same germination strategy devised by Link, group C's normal seeds sprouted two days earlier than group D's defective seeds. The germination success rate was also 8% higher. Group C had 79.2%, and group D had 71.1%.

 Considering the sample size issue, if the sample size was expanded, the numerical value of germination success rate could be further refined.

 However, both numbers had decent validity and reliability.

 At this point, Link's "thesis" took basic shape.

 As for the experiments of group A, group B, group Ding, and group Wu, they had been performed by others before, and related "theses" could be found in the Advanced Literature Library.

 If he directly quoted the data from these references, Link could make slight modifications to the "thesis" now and get ready to publish it.

 However, Link decided to be patient for better results and planned to wait until the experiment was done, all data was in place, and then fill in the real data into the "thesis" and publish it later.

 Details decided success or failure.

 The truth of the numbers could sometimes be calculated.

 Link didn't want to lose big over small matters, had he picked up sesame seeds and lost watermelons, and gained a "thesis" forgery reputation.

 Once a reputation was ruined, like water splashed on the ground, it was nearly impossible to regain it.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Meanwhile. 

 The Third Botanical Garden, in the Deputy Director's office.

 Sophie Lucia was organizing experiment logs, streamlining experimental thoughts, and analyzing experiment data.

 After initiating several experiments and making diversified attempts for six days, none of the experiments successfully germinated within these six days.

 However, Sophie did not lose heart.

 Experiencing setbacks is not unusual in research; success cannot be achieved overnight.

 But Sophie had collected adequate data. Based on these data, she could deduce the germination method of Link Grande.

 That was exactly what she was doing now.

 After a while, Sophie put down her pen with a pleasant smile of victory on her face.

 She had succeeded in figuring it out!

 The germination method of Link Grande was not advanced, and it could even be considered quite basic.

 Unfortunately, because it was too basic, Sophie and others who had tried to figure out the Silver Star Flower Seeds germination method overlooked something.

 The Birth Induction Technique promotes growth by consuming the vitality potential of its subject.

 The secondary Misty Rain Technique has the effect of nourishing vitality, which can compensate for the vitality consumed by Birth Induction Technique.

 However, the Normal Silver Starflower Seeds inherently have vitality risks, not to mention those problem seeds.

 The vitality nourished by the secondary Misty Rain Technique can't compensate for the vitality consumed in one term Birth Induction Technique.

 The solution is simple, namely to increase the use of the secondary Misty Rain Technique and reduce the use of the Birth Induction Technique.

 One secondary Misty Rain Technique in the morning, two in the evening, and one Birth Induction Technique every other day, which has to be performed between the two Secondary Misty Rain Techniques.

 This way, the germination success rate can be effectively improved.

 Sophie Lucia prepared to conduct another round of experiments.

 As soon as the first round of the experiment was over and after obtaining the data, she would write her new germination method for the Silver Star flower into a "thesis" for publishing.

 In this way, she would become the developer of this new germination method and own all its rights.

 Moreover, from all aspects, she independently developed this new germination method, so it would not involve academic plagiarism.

 All experimental records and data are available for anyone to examine and scrutinize.

 At most, she could say her "inspiration" was triggered after seeing Link Grande successfully germinate the Silver Star Flower Seeds within six days.

 ...

 After finishing the experiment and "thesis", Link left the dorm for dinner in the cafeteria.

 If Link were alone, it wouldn't matter how late he arrived, as long as he didn't go hungry.

 However, Jasmine was waiting to dine with him, so he couldn't forsake her for too long.

 Having sent a message on his handheld device, Link left the room.

 The cafeteria.

 Link rendezvoused with Jasmine, and she was beaming with happiness and joy.

 "Successful?"

 Link asked softly.

 After the evening classes, Link returned to his dorm to continue his experiments and "thesis", while Jasmine went back to practice Deep Meditation during her spare time.

 Judging from her meditation progress in the past few days, Link concluded and informed Jasmine that she was on the verge of achieving the first level of the Meditation Technique and becoming a First Rank Wizard Apprentice.

 A regular meditation session one day might just seal her success.

 And just as predicted, she fulfilled Link's prediction.

 Given the bustling cafeteria, Link lowered his voice when he asked. He didn't want to attract public attention.

 "Yes."

 Jasmine Kidman restrained her excitement and nodded her head.

 Although she was more than a month behind the first and second groups, it was a moment of celebration when Jasmine Kidman successfully transcended the mundane and entered the realm of the extraordinary.

 If not for Link's slight influence on her, keeping her low-profile and practical, she would have wanted to shout it out loud to anyone she knew.

 "Congratulations."

 Link could feel Jasmine's indescribable joy and promptly congratulated her on her success.

 "Thank you."

 Jasmine flashed a brilliant smile.

 For the first time, Link found Jasmine's smile truly beautiful, worth admiring, and unforgettable.

 In the past, Jasmine's smile was also beautiful, perhaps described as cute and compelling.

 However, those smiles lacked sincerity.

 "Your smile looks pretty good, even better than before."

 Link soothed her with his words, hoping she'd understand his implications.

 "Really?"

 Jasmine replied with a smile, not sure whether she understood his intent or took his words to heart.

 The two chosen their meals and found a vacant seat.

 After eating for a while, Link remembered the Magic Blueprint Scroll and asked, "Do you have enough Magic Stones?"

 Only the top five of each batch of New Blood who reported their promotion to First Rank Wizard Apprentice had the qualification to freely exchange a Zero Ring witchcraft.

 All other new blood, even those with advance fifth rank qualifications, had to use Magic Stones for purchase.

 Five standard first-level Magic Stones are needed for exchanging a Zero Ring witchcraft Blueprint Scroll, which is considered fair and honest.

 The price starts at ten Magic Stones when purchasing from a bookshop, and there is no bargain on the black market.

 The only advantage of buying Magic Blueprint Scrolls from bookstores or the black market was that it wouldn't record which witchcraft they've bought under the college information system.

 Jasmine contemplated for a moment and then told the truth, "It's enough for exchanging one Zero Ring witchcraft."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded without continuing the topic on Magic Stones, and instead asked, "Are you sure about the Birth Induction Technique?"

 "Definitely."

 Jasmine was absolutely certain.

 She wouldn't change her decision that was made weeks ago.

 She understood all related knowledge of the Birth Induction Technique and had conducted several observations and experiments.

 If there were any issues, couldn't she ask Link anytime?

 Jasmine believed there was no need to deliberately defy tradition to emphasize her independence or personality.

 "Tonight, I'll accompany you to the Witchcraft Trade Center."

 "OK."

 Having reached a consensus, the two didn't chat anymore and concentrated on their meals.

 After dinner, they left the cafeteria, took a walk to the library to aid digestion.

 This had been their routine for weeks now.

 Jasmine found some materials and reviewed related knowledge of the secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 Link continued to refine his "thesis."

 According to Link's experimental design, once the three experiments were all completed and yielded the expected results, two "theses" could be produced.

 One thesis mainly narrates the new germination method's reduction of germination time for Silver Starflower's normal and problem seeds, particularly problem seeds, the increase in germination success rate, and the economic value of the new germination method.

 Based on this thesis, Link could then apply for the "patent" and reap its benefits.

 The other thesis required subsequent research and data support, mainly proving the feasibility, direction, and method of optimizing Silver Starflower seeds and verifying the positive influences of the new germination method on the seed's quality of Silver Star flower.

 The completion time would be lengthy, involving a large number of samples and experiments, and even more data collection.

 Under Link's current conditions, it was unfeasible to support that.

 Thus, Link's focus was on the first two experiments, and the first "thesis" was what he had been working on.

 Now, the body of the "thesis" was already completed. He could officially publish it once the remaining pieces of data have been collected in the next couple of days.

 If everything goes as planned, Link'd be able to pay back Jasmine's investment in no time.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 With a swoosh. 

 Time flies fast, and another six days have passed.

 Today is the Tuesday of the ninth week of the semester, clear and sunny.

 Link is in a good mood.

 Just yesterday evening, the first two experiments in the scheme had finally finished.

 The long-awaited data from Ding's group (problem seed, no additives, natural germination) was also collected.

 Link immediately filled the data into the already written "thesis", checked it many times, and confirmed that there were no problems.

 As for the third experiment, it just had no conditions to continue.

 The greenhouse simulation equipment is limited in space, and it is very valuable to support six groups in germination experiments.

 What more could you expect from a second-hand product that cost two standard first-level Magic Stones?

 If Link wants to continue the third experiment, the most appropriate place is the Third Botanical Garden.

 Unfortunately, he only works part-time there and does not conduct research there.

 However, Link wrote his speculation that the new germination method might have a positive impact on the breeding rate of Silver Star flowers in the analysis and discussion section of the "thesis".

 Of course, he only mentioned it simply and did not involve it too much.

 This morning, once the college "thesis" review office began accepting submissions, Link operated his personal smart brain, entered the "thesis publication" page through a few hidden links, and published the "thesis".

 Soon, Link received a reply:

 "Link Grande, your thesis has been received, please wait patiently for the review. The review result will be promptly notified to you."

 Then Link ignored it and concentrated on his classes.

 However, at the conclusion of the first major class, an unexpected event occurred.

 Link received a notification from the "thesis" review office that he needed to answer some questions about the "thesis".

 This seemed a bit strange to Link.

 According to the normal process, the "thesis" generally has three review results, revision, acceptance, and rejection.

 Only when it involves academic ethics are the authors of the "thesis" required to be questioned.

 Link is confident that he has neither plagiarized nor copied, his mind is very stable, he is not panicking at all.

 After finishing the second major class with ease, Link informed Jasmine of the general situation and then rushed to the Administrative Building where the "thesis" review office was located.

 After enrollment, Link has only passed by this building a few times and has never entered.

 The fifth floor, "Thesis" Review Office.

 The door was wide open.

 Link knocked on the door and waited to hear a voice saying "come in" before entering the office.

 He glanced up and found that the person sitting behind the desk was someone he knew. No wonder he was thinking he had heard her voice somewhere.

 He couldn't help but exclaim: "Wizard Palo?"

 Before the test of wizard qualifications, Link sneaked a peek at Wizard Palo but he couldn't see her face at all.

 Only after passing the test and becoming a New Blood did Link get a clear look at Wizard Palo.

 It has been more than two months since they parted ways when the ship "White Sail" entered the harbor.

 With the Wizard World being so vast, Link thought he would never see her again.

 Unexpectedly, they met again today. What a destiny!

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo still maintained an uncommunicative demeanor, answered briefly, and got to the point, "Link Grande, did you complete your 'thesis' independently without plagiarism or copying?"

 After a slight pause, perhaps considering that Link was one of the New Bloods he brought to the main continent, Wizard Palo reminded, "It's not terrible to make mistakes. Honesty is very important."

 "Thank you for your reminder, Wizard Palo."

 Link, who is not an ungrateful person, promptly expressed his thanks, and then explained,

 "The new germination method for Silver Star flowers was developed by me alone. After further experiments and obtaining the data, I wrote the 'thesis' by myself. I have sufficient evidence to support it and can take responsibility for my statements."

 "In the introduction of your 'thesis', you mentioned that when you were part-time working in the Third Botanical Garden, you were responsible for germinating a batch of Silver Star flower seeds. Because there was no specific method of germination, you developed it yourself. Is this the real situation?"

 Wizard Palo asked again, seemingly confirming something.

 "It's the truth. I didn't exaggerate, nor did I besmirch anyone."

 Link didn't fully understand the underlying meaning, so he thought about it and responded this way.

 "Good."

 Wizard Palo hinted at the direction of the door with his eyes, "You wait outside first. If necessary, you need to provide relevant evidence."

 "Yes, Wizard Palo."

 Link agreed briskly, took a step back, then turned and left the room.

 Outside the office.

 Link ran into a familiar stranger, Sophie Lucia.

 "As I thought!"

 With a secret sigh, Link's first reaction when he received the notification was that Sophie Lucia had somehow messed up.

 Now it confirmed that Link guessed right, but he didn't feel happy at all.

 An originally smooth course of action had unnecessarily added a lot of trouble.

 By coincidence.

 Sophie Lucia was very surprised to see Link too.

 "What are you doing here?"

 Sophie and Link looked at each other, and she suddenly asked.

 "I'm here to answer some 'thesis' related questions."

 There was nothing to hide, Link did not be evasive, and stated directly.

 This was an unexpected answer for Sophie, which greatly surprised her.

 Because she was also called here to be questioned.

 Just last night, Sophie's new round of experiments had results.

 So this morning, she published her meticulously prepared "thesis".

 But Sophie always thought that some other aspect had problems.

 For example, she might have triggered some mechanisms of the Tower Spirit in the Third Botanical Garden's Intelligent Management Center.

 The Tower Spirit would record all of Link Grande's operations during his part-time work at the Third Botanical Garden, including the new germination method for Silver Star flowers.

 She had once used the authority of the Deputy Director to view Link Grande's work log through the Tower Spirit.

 If the "thesis" review office requested the related records and data of Sophie's "thesis" and experiments from the Tower Spirit, the Tower Spirit could possibly bundle and send Link Grande's work records together.

 Sophie never expected that she was called for questioning, not because of the Tower Spirit, but because of this hillbilly Link Grande.

 When had a hillbilly who hadn't been in school for three months been able to independently figure out the relevant rules before he had even taken the entire set of courses on research, experiments, "theses", "patents"?

 This was simply outrageous!

 In Link, Sophie seemed to see the shadows of several top-tier prodigies in the North District who were dazzling and far ahead of their peers in many respects.

 With a sense of indescribable emotion, Sophie Lucia went into the review office with a cold face.

 In the face of a series of inquiries from Wizard Palo, Sophie did not dare to conceal or lie, and told the whole story.

 "Link Grande, come in."

 After hearing the statements of the two and comparing the records of the Third Botanical Garden, Wizard Palo had made a judgment in his mind.

 He was ready to cut the Gordian knot and settle this matter.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link walked back into the review office.

 Sophie Lucia stood in front of Wizard Palo's desk, quiet and respectful, not daring to be reckless.

 The sight sparked many thoughts in Link.

 Power is the key to self-confidence.

 If one does not want to be looked down upon, one must possess extraordinary strength.

 Link also stepped forward, standing in front of Wizard Palo's desk, keeping a step's distance between him and Sophie Lucia.

 "Link Grande, it has been determined that your 'paper' does not exhibit academic plagiarism or copying. The format is proper, and the words are appropriate. The review result is passed, and it will be published this afternoon."

 Wizard Palo, with a serious expression, delivered his judgment on this "paper" dispute, "Sophie Lucia, it has been determined that your 'paper' was completed independently, but the inspiration came from Link Grande. And during the experiment process, Link Grande's part-time work diary was referenced. The review result is not suitable for public release."

 Upon reading out the judgment, Wizard Palo looked at the two of them and asked in a deep voice, "Do you two have any objections to this judgment?"

 "No!"

 Link responded firmly.

 A touch of reluctance flashed in Sophie Lucia's eyes, and after a slight hesitation, she replied, "I abide by your judgment, Wizard Palo."

 "Good."

 Seeing that both of them accepted his judgment, Wizard Palo nodded slightly and continued, "Given the special circumstances and the economic value of this new germination method for the silver star flowers, it is determined that the right to this new germination method is shared 70% to Link Grande, 30% to Sophie Lucia."

 Pausing briefly, Wizard Palo looked at the two of them and asked in a deep voice, "Do you two have any objections to this judgment?"

 "I abide by your judgment!"

 Link responded decisively again.

 If Link said that he truly had no objection, then he would be extremely hypocritical.

 After all, it was the fruit of his wisdom and effort, and giving some of it to others out of the blue would be a pity.

 But Link knew that circumstances are stronger than people. Faced with the judgment of Wizard Palo, who holds a higher status, influence, and power, even if there are objections, they have to comply.

 There was no room for negotiation.

 So, despite changing his wording, Link did not hesitate at all.

 "I abide by your judgment, honorable Wizard Palo."

 Sophie Lucia was unexpectedly delighted this time. She thought she had wasted her efforts for nothing.

 Not only did she not receive the "academic points", but even her investment was lost.

 Wizard Palo was very pleased with their responses.

 He didn't really want to waste time on such trivial matters, so he dealt with it swiftly.

 However, if he just processed it like this, Link Grande would undoubtedly be at a disadvantage.

 Therefore, Wizard Palo continued, "Sophie Lucia, given that your inspiration came from Link Grande and your experiment process involved referencing Link Grande's work logs, I believe that you should compensate Link Grande with no less than ten standard level one magic stones. Are you willing to do so?"

 "I am willing."

 Sophie Lucia did not expect such a turn of events, and her jubilation was somewhat premature.

 However, after doing some mental calculations, she felt she was still profiting, so she didn't argue too much on this point and fairly quickly agreed.

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo."

 This compensation was an unexpected bonus for Link and somewhat made up for his losses.

 Wizard Palo truly mastered the art of giving a slap and then a sweet date.

 Through this operation, he balanced the interests of both parties and diminished any resentment between them to the best possible extent.

 "Alright. The matter of the 'paper' and compensation is settled."

 Seeing his will carried out, Wizard Palo was satisfied. He then moved on to the next task, asking, "As for this new Silver Star flower germination method, what are your plans? Link Grande, you speak first."

 Link replied immediately, "Reporting to Wizard Palo, my original plan was to apply for a 'patent' once the 'paper' was published, and then sell the patent at an appropriate time."

 Wizard Palo didn't respond, instead turning to Sophie Lucia to ask, "And your plan, Sophie Lucia?"

 Sophie Lucia replied, "Replying to Wizard Palo, my intention was also to apply for a 'patent' and then sell it to a trading company I have previously worked with."

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo nodded, not commenting on their plans. He picked up two documents from the desk and handed one to each of them, saying, "This is a patent transfer agreement. The academy plans to buy this new Silver Star flower germination method. There are three modes: buyout, profit-sharing, and half buyout half profit-share. You can review the specifics yourselves."

 Link took the agreement and started reading it carefully, word by word.

 The agreement was lengthy and comprehensive and also very fair, protecting the basic interests of the patent holder.

 If he agreed to a buyout, Link would receive a one-time payment of 210 standard level one Magic Stones (300*0.7);

 If he agreed to profit-sharing, Link would continue to receive 0.1% of the profits for ten years;

 If he agreed to half buyout half profit-sharing, Link would receive a one-time payment of 105 standard level one Magic Stones (150*0.7), and continue to receive 0.1% of the profits for five years.

 The profits from profit-sharing would undoubtedly far exceed those from a buyout.

 However, Link chose the half buyout half profit-sharing method, sacrificing some long-term profits to satisfy his immediate need for Magic Stones.

 "Have you thought it through?"

 After hearing Link's decision, Wizard Palo kindly reminded him.

 "I've thought it through!"

 Link responded affirmatively and then signed his name on the agreement, choosing the half buyout half profit-sharing method.

 On the other hand, Sophie Lucia chose the most profitable profit-sharing method.

 The trading company she mentioned earlier that she had plans to sell the "patent" to was owned by the Lucia family.

 As a key figure being nurtured by the Lucia family, Sophie was not short of Magic Stones for daily use.

 If there were more long-term and significant profits, of course, she wouldn't choose a buyout out of shortsightedness.

 There were two copies of the patent transfer agreement. Wizard Palo signed and stamped all four documents and also "scanned" them into the office's smartbrain for records.

 Soon, Link felt the vibration of the smartbrain he carried with him.

 Upon checking, it was a notification that 105 standard level one Magic Stones had been credited.

 Once he returned to his dormitory and collected the Magic Stones from the mailbox at the door, he would be a bona fide "small moneybags."

 "Alright, you can go now. Sophie Lucia, remember to compensate Link Grande with the Magic Stones."

 With his final reminder, Wizard Palo ended his work and sent them on their way.

 "I've troubled Wizard Palo, goodbye."

 Link bowed to Wizard Palo, said his goodbye, and left the review office.

 Sophie Lucia initially intended to just say goodbye verbally. Seeing Link bow, she was forced to do the same.

 Upon leaving the office, Sophie glared fiercely at Link, took two small boxes from her pocket, threw them into Link's hand, and walked away, her head held high.

 Link shook the boxes in his hand and sneered.

 This grudge was indeed set!
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link, with the magic stone in his possession, made his way to the cafeteria.

 Jasmine had already chosen food for them both, awaiting his arrival.

 "How are you? Is everything alright?"

 As Link sat down, Jasmine noticed his off demeanor and quickly asked with concern.

 "I'm fine."

 Link didn't elaborate.

 What happened, had happened. Talking about it wouldn't change a thing.

 A gentleman's revenge can always wait for ten years.

 Sooner or later, Link would seek revenge for today's humiliation.

 Consider this, would Sophie Lucia have taken just 30% of the rights if Link had no consciousness of research, experimentation, "thesis," and "patents?"

 No, her real intention was to hijack everything from Link's plate!

 Moreover, she could have tarnished Link's reputation!

 After all, such matters could easily get out of hand if dealt with any bias.

 Link could lose his rights and could also be stigmatized as an academic plagiarist!

 Thinking of this, Link put down his tableware, took out his mobile brain, and after operation, resigned from his part-time job at the Third Botanical Garden.

 That meant he had worked for nothing for more than half a month.

 For the reason for resignation, after some thoughts, Link finally filled in "unable to guarantee academic privacy".

 As their relationship was already strained and grudges had been formed, Link didn't mind deepening the enmity and offending the other party even further.

 Even if it did not affect the other party, he wanted to disgust them.

 ...

 On the other side.

 The Third Botanical Garden, the Deputy Director's Office.

 Sophie Lucia was just eating when she suddenly received a notification. Her role as the Deputy Director at the Third Botanical Garden had been suspended, immediately leaving her dumbfounded.

 The Tower Spirit of the Intelligent Management Center Tower told her she had two days to put her office in order and move out.

 "Tower Spirit, what did I do wrong? Why was my role suspended?"

 Sophie contacted the Tower Spirit through her office brain on the table and asked directly.

 "A part-time employee resigned for the reason of ' inability to guarantee academic privacy.' After investigation, during Sophie Lucia's tenure as Acting Director, there was indeed relevant misconduct.

 Therefore, the Tower Spirit believes that Sophie Lucia is temporarily unfit to serve as the Acting Director.

 According to the relevant provisions, Sophie. Lucia's role has been suspended.

 If Sophie Lucia disagrees with this decision, she can appeal to the Main Tower Spirit of the Intelligent Management Center of the Junior Division."

 Upon reading the response from the Tower Spirit, Sophie Lucia immediately figured out what had happened.

 "Link Grande!"

 She gnashed her teeth, muttering this name.

 It must be this country bumpkin who was disgruntled and deliberately caused trouble.

 Sophie completely detested this country bumpkin!

 She wished she could skin him alive.

 All of her grand plans and dreams of joining Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, were now shattered.

 This means Sophie Lucia now has to return to the ranks of normal apprentice wizards.

 If she manages to advance to an official wizard within four years, she can officially join the college;

 But if she doesn't, she won't completely lose her freedom like New Blood from the Stormy Sea, but there will be limited space for promotion in the future.

 Her family wouldn't continue to cultivate her at that time, but see her as a laborer, and exploit her to the last.

 If you can't create more value, then create the value you can!

 '. Disposable!

 ...

 Afternoon classes ended successfully.

 Meanwhile, Link received notifications about the successful publication of his "thesis" and "academic points" to his account.

 Actually, the "academic points" were divided into two parts.

 The first one was on the day of the "thesis" publication, according to review comments, the quality and the rating of "thesis", which was between 1-10 points.

 The second one was three months after publication, according to the "thesis's" reading amount and citation counts, the corresponding "academic points" would be granted.

 The more, the better, few is few, simple and clear.

 The quality and rating of Link's paper were not high, after all, it was just a minor innovation in a minor field, receiving 2 "academic points" was already quite generous of Wizard Palo.

 These 2 "academic points", couldn't be exchanged for any amount of magic stone!

 After dinner, Link found an excuse to return to the dormitory.

 He took out the carrying case with the magic stone from the mailbox and brought it into the study. After counting the amount, he fetched four small boxes from it.

 He found a bag, put the two small boxes from his body, and the four he took out into it, and kept it close to him.

 Link then immediately left the dormitory, heading to the library.

 Learning in the library late into the night.

 On the way to drop Jasmine back to her dormitory, neither of them spoke a word.

 This gradually became their normal way to interact.

 If there was something to talk about, they talked. And if not, silence was fine.

 Jasmine no longer tried to close the gap between them by joking or probing Link from every aspect, then by behaving in various strange ways, posing cutely, or pretending to be cute.

 With less manipulation, her actions have become much more natural.

 As reflected in Jasmine, she was getting rid of her false pretense due to a noble upbringing and starting to show genuine feelings, living in a much more relaxed and honest manner.

 No longer calculating everything and everyone.

 The path wasn't long and they were soon at Jasmine's dormitory building.

 Without any delays, Link took out the bag and handed it to Jasmine.

 "What's this? It's quite heavy!"

 Jasmine took the bag, and wondered because of the weight.

 "Your investment, principal and interest, are all here."

 Link replied with a smile.

 "Ah? Already?"

 Jasmine exclaimed in surprise, her interest peaked, she immediately untied the bag.

 Inside the bag, there were six palm-sized boxes, each box could hold up to five standard grade one magic stones.

 "So much?"

 Jasmine exclaimed again, her mouth wide open.

 "Not that much."

 Link explained in a calm tone, "Your investment capital was five magic stones, I used two and a half then. Including your share of ten times the return, it totals thirty magic stones."

 "You've given quite a lot."

 Jasmine was very happy, but still declined.

 She indeed felt that Link had given a lot, but she couldn't bear to return the magic stones she got, so she was slightly indecisive, her tone weak and not firm at all.

 "It's not much, take it."

 Link smiled and said, "What I've kept for myself, is much more than your share."

 This was the truth, no need to hide it, explaining it clearly is better for both of them now and for the future.

 "Okay then."

 Jasmine no longer hesitated and happily accepted.

 Even her steps to return to her dormitory became much lighter, feeling as if she was about to jump with joy.

 Back then, she didn't give Link the magic stones with the intent of investment.

 That was just an excuse, so as not to hurt Link's self-esteem and lend a helping hand.

 How long has it just been now, and there's already such a handsome return, what did that mean?

 It proved that she has a good eye for people.

 Link is worth the investment!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 39 Examination, Shopping and Card Drawing_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Time flew by like a white horse disappearing into the distance.

 Unbeknownst, the ninth week had already passed.

 The fall term was almost halfway over.

 At the southern and northern campuses of the Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College Junior Division, all wizard apprentices, whether they're in their first, second, third or fourth year - including the Storm Sea New Blood and local apprentices, had received notices from the college.

 The midterm exams would be held on the Friday of the tenth week and the Monday of the eleventh week.

 The reason for having a two-day break during the tenth week was because the Friday exams were practical and required considerable physical exertion, mental and magical energy, necessitating a recovery period for the apprentices.

 This notice was very sudden, arriving on Monday morning of the tenth week.

 The college hardly gave the apprentices any time to prepare or revise.

 Let alone defining the examination scope or highlighting key points.

 Key points?

 Everything you've learned is a key point!

 All at once, the first-year newbloods were wailing in despair.

 No one ever mentioned the existence of midterm exams to them.

 Even those newbloods who have actively socialized and joined various small groups, they did not learn about this from their senior newblood peers within the same groups.

 It seemed that from the college management to the senior newbloods, withholding information about the midterm exams was a common understanding.

 Not even a single word appeared on the "forum".

 They intended to launch a surprise attack.

 What they wanted was the panic and wailing caused by the sudden attack.

 As for Link, he handled it calmly and faced it head-on.

 Those who studied diligently usually are not afraid of exams, they just care more about the results.

 Those who didn't study seriously are the ones who fear exams, but they don't care much about their grades.

 That's how it is universally, since ancient times.

 These past few days, Link has been considering more on how best to utilize the 87.5 standard first-grade magic stones he had on hand. They should not only provide a certain level of safety for the present but also be of help in the future.

 After several visits to the Life Services Building, collecting some information from the "forum", and researching many documents in the library, Link has finalized his plan.

 He bought a vest, a pair of boots and a cloak.

 The vest is a magic tool, the most expensive one. It has two sets of rune enchantments, offering defensive strength equivalent to ordinary First Ring defense witchcraft.

 Key areas of the human body are the head, chest and abdomen, groin, and finally the limbs.

 With limited finances, it's impossible to be fully armed.

 After considering, priority was given to protecting the chest and abdomen, which are the largest and most easily targeted areas.

 The other parts will have to be addressed gradually in the future.

 Just like this, Link spent a total of thirty magic stones!

 The thing is good, the downside is that it's too expensive.

 Both the boots and the cloak are Rune Objects, together they cost eight magic stones.

 The functionality is good, and they are value for money.

 The boots have short-term levitation and acceleration capabilities, suitable for engagements and necessary advances.

 The cloak has optical camouflage capabilities, suitable for concealment, ambush, and necessary advances.

 Link also spent two magic stones to repair, upgrade, and refill arrows for the spell-breaking sleeve crossbow.

 The sleeve crossbow switched from single-shot to multi-shot, the firing speed increased, it now has sound suppression and stealth features, and the trigger mechanism was changed from mechanical to both mechanical and mental triggers.

 The crossbow arrow reserves greatly increased to fifteen arrows, sufficient for three rounds of multi-shooting.

 Why not buy another sleeve crossbow?

 Because this sleeve crossbow was bought with the money given by Mrs. Grande, it holds sentimental value.

 In addition to equipment, Link also meticulously selected the witchcraft, before making a decision.

 For the Zero Ring Wood System witchcraft, the first choice is Thorn Entanglement.

 Because it is the beginning of the thorns series of witchcraft. Above it, the First Ring witchcraft has Thorn Killing, the Second Ring witchcraft has Thorn Overgrowth (group attack), the Third Ring witchcraft has Thorn Heaven and Earth (extensive range witchcraft, balancing control and attack, and has some field features).

 The next choice is the Withering Spell.

 It can quickly wither and damage plants, which can be used for research and experiments. It is also a potent spell for combating other witch's wood system witchcraft.

 The final choice is the Leaf Arrow Spell.

 This is an offensive spell, which attacks with the invisible power of flying leaves with a simple gesture.

 Unfortunately, though it has high concealment, its attack power is limited.

 But it can be used barely.

 The first choice for Zero Ring water system spell is the Water Ball Spell.

 This spell is the beginning of a series of spells. Not only does it lead to the First Ring spell, the Second Ring spell, and the Third Ring spell, but it can also derive Zero Ring spells such as the Water Arrow Spell and the Water Blade Spell.

 The drawback is the limited attack power, but it has strong plasticity.

 The secondary choice is the Purification Water Spell.

 Its function is straightforward - to purify water.

 Whether it is natural water or water condensed from witchcraft, there are impurities and it is not pure.

 Harmful germs are impurities, beneficial minerals are also impurities.

 The Purification Water Spell can settle impurities and produce pure water.

 It not only meets many experiment needs but also guarantees survival in a crisis.

 The last one is the Water Shield Spell.

 It's called a water shield, but it's actually a flowing circular water curtain, using the lateral impact and longitudinal lag of water flow to defend against attacks.

 The defense strength is limited, but it is better than nothing.

 The total cost of the three pieces of equipment and the six Zero Ring spells is 70 Magic Stones, with a remaining 7.5 Magic Stones for emergencies.

 There are just 10 Magic Stones that can be used to charge the system and draw krypton gold cards.

 After purchasing the Magic Blueprint Scroll from the Witchcraft Trade Center, Link returned to the dormitory, then summoned out the system.

 Recharge completed.

 "On God's Body!"

 Link chanted loudly in his mind, stacked a buff onto himself and drew cards for the third time in a down-to-earth manner.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard Qualifications: intermediate fourth rank

 Wizard's Level: First Rank Wizard Apprentice

 Zero Ring Witchcraft: Secondary Misty Rain Technique (Water System), Birth Induction Technique (Wood System)

 Card Pack: "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting" Talent Card

 Used: "Mind Closure Technique" Learning Card, "Pomona Sprout's Talent for Botany" Talent Card

 Draw Card Times: 0 (100 standard first-level Magic Stones)]

 Just when I'm sleepy, the pillow arrives.

 Link had just purchased the Magic Blueprint Scrolls for the Six Level Zero Ring Witchcraft, and was worrying about finding free time from his busy schedule, to learn and practice new witchcraft.

 As the professor of spell casting studies at Hogwarts School of Magic and the dean of Ravenclaw College, Philius Flitwick's accomplishments in spell casting, from theory to practice, are at the top.

 Now with "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting", it will undoubtedly greatly enhance Link's qualifications for learning and using Witchcraft, thus shortening the time and increasing the power.

 Link used this Talent Card without hesitation.

 In an instant, things felt different.

 His understanding and mastery of the two Zero Ring Witchcrafts he possessed was immediately raised a level.

 If the understanding and mastery level of witchcraft is divided into: Introduction, Proficiency, Mastery, Perfection, Breakthrough.

 Previously, Link was only proficient.

 Now he has reached the mastery level.

 He believes it won't be long before he can perfectly implement the Secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique.

 These Magic Stones are worth the expense!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 40: Overwhelming News_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 A large group of people started reviewing their lessons buzzingly.

 Link, on the other hand, was happily studying the new six Level Zero Ring spells he'd bought.

 Jasmine also began to concentrate more on magic, rather than being influenced by the crowd to review completed lessons.

 With the sizable share of profits given by Link, Jasmine bought not only the preset secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Birth Induction Technique but also a Scroll of the secondary Mudstone Technique, a Zero-Ring Earth System spell.

 This spell is interesting; it can turn stone into mud and vice versa.

 However, there's a reason why it has the prefix "secondary".

 It can't affect the soil and stones created by magic and witchcraft.

 Therefore, Link preferred to call it the "Artificial Extraordinary Plowing Technique," for its plowing performance was pretty good.

 Jasmine rolled her eyes at Link for his ill-timed joke.

 Even if your comments make sense, please don't express them like that.

 Even her enthusiasm for the secondary Mudstone Technique had gone down quite a bit.

 If not for the need to gain Link's guidance and experience sharing on secondary Misty Rain and Birth Induction Techniques, Jasmine would have liked to ignore Link for a couple of days.

 As expected of the dean-level figure, Professor Flitwick, a master of Spell Casting Studies, quickly helped Link and Jasmine master the secondary Misty Rain and Birth Induction Techniques under the effect of "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting".

 The mark of fully mastering a spell is its Instant Cast.

 Of course, Instant Cast here refers to casting a spell within one second.

 With Link's help, Jasmine managed to learn two spells in one day.

 This is certainly due to Jasmine's preparations but also Link's sincere help and selflessness.

 As for the secondary Mudstone Technique, because Link doesn't have an affinity for the Earth Element, Jasmine had to rely on her own efforts.

 But this was a good thing for Jasmine.

 After all, she has to be independent. It's better to not rely on someone from the start than to become dependent and then have to break away.

 Link, on his own, swiftly learned the Purification Water Spell and the Water Shield Spell, under the triple effects of his own qualifications, the highest realm "Mind Closure Technique," and "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting".

 The speed, feeling, and transformation were equivalent to a J20 fighter getting a new generation of engines.

 His only thought was, "Awesome!"

 ...

 Thursday.

 There was only one day left before the mid-term exam.

 Link had learned the other four Zero Ring spells one by one, pushing the mastery of them in an orderly manner.

 The atmosphere among the first-year New Blood became heavier, and some people even stayed up all night to study in the school building and the library.

 A rumor started to spread from an unknown source.

 Every semester, the school holds two exams, one at mid-term and one at the end.

 Based on the results of the mid-term and final exams during the fall semester and the mid-term in spring, the school will select the top thirty from each group of Storm Sea New Blood to compete with the local apprentices in the North Campus.

 It's important to note that only the top thirty students from the South Campus are eligible to participate, while all students from the North Campus can take part.

 So, only the cream of the crop among the Storm Sea New Blood is eligible to match up with the local apprentices!

 This is a blatant contempt, even disdain!

 It wasn't until now that many first-year New Blood students understood their identity - part of the true meaning of being Storm Sea New Blood.

 So-called New Blood is just the labor supply, consumable reserve, sharpening stone for local wizard apprentices, and catalyst for competition from the Wizarding World mainland.

 They are never the protagonists of the Wizarding World mainland!

 Since their births on the various islands of the Stormy Sea, their starting point in life has far lagged those of the mainland locals.

 Being detected to possess wizard qualifications is just a turning point in life.

 Promoting to an official wizard within four years is the only way for them to change their fate!

 The cruel and raw reality brought an abrupt end to the light-hearted learning atmosphere among the first-year New Blood.

 New Blood members who had previously been keen on socializing and entertaining, especially the talents with five-tier qualifications who had returned to their old habits, no longer disregarded their studies and wandered around the various entertainment venues in the school.

 The library reading room and the school's classrooms suddenly became crowded, with every seat taken.

 Link also paid close attention to the news of the South and North campus competition that suddenly spread.

 According to the information he gathered, each of the top thirty New Blood representing the South Campus in the competition was qualified for a free Zero Ring spell exchange.

 The top ten get three free exchanges, the top twenty get two, and the top thirty get one.

 But what Link cared about wasn't the free spell exchange qualification.

 If he performed excellently in the competition and won one of the top five places in his grade, he would receive a handsome reward.

 The reward Link had his eyes on was the first-place prize: the one-year usage right of a large laboratory.

 After his research results were nearly intercepted and the rights were ultimately shared in three parts, Link longed for his own specialized laboratory.

 A lab that would allow him to focus on experiments, without worrying about data leaks or results being intercepted!

 The opportunity was now before him.

 What Link had to do was to excel in the three exams, ensuring his place within the top thirty in his grade.

 This might clash with Link's low-key principle, but the benefits were great. There's no need to hesitate— just do it.

 Jasmine had been by his side all the while and had felt the change in Link's attitude towards the exams.

 But she didn't ask about it. Instead, she shared a piece of news she had just learned: "Erick's treatment has ended."

 "Who?"

 Link was a little slow to react at first, then he quickly remembered who Erick was, and asked, "Was it Mina Havcheck who told you?"

 "Yes."

 Jasmine nodded, her expression slightly worried, "Mina Havcheck said that Erick kept talking about taking revenge during his treatment, and it seems like he's targeting her and us."

 "That woman is no good. What she says might not be false, but her intentions are unclear."

 Link said seriously, "The soldiers will block, the water will cover the earth. We just need to be vigilant and do our best. There's no need to do anything else."

 What he referred to as "anything else" was preemptive measures to nip potential threats in the bud.

 This is too reckless, too blind, and can easily make one an unsuspecting accomplice.

 "Mhm."

 Jasmine nodded, agreeing with him.

 She remembered that Link had told her to keep an eye on the matter and notify him of any changes as soon as possible, so she hadn't blocked Mina Havcheck yet.

 Otherwise, she would have severed all contacts with her a long time ago.

 People who try to screw you over are better off blocked and eliminated sooner rather than later.

 Isn't it nauseating to keep them around?

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 41: Ambushed_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 One must not harbor intentions to harm others, but one must always be wary of others.

 Link checked his equipment, he had the First Ring level Magic Vest, his Rune Objects included boots and a sleeve crossbow.

 Considering that the weather was turning cold, Link felt he could also start wearing his cloak.

 So, after dinner, Link made an excuse to go back to the dormitory and put on his cloak.

 The cloak was lightweight, without being too heavy, it was good for blocking wind and rain.

 Jasmine, looking at Link who re-emerged in front of her, finally understood why she had felt something was off with Link the past two days.

 Turns out, as soon as he made some money, he immediately armed himself.

 Jasmine looked him up and down and realized, not only the cloak on his back,

 But also the boots on his feet, and the vest revealed slightly under his collar, they were all Rune Objects.

 Forgive Jasmine for not recognizing that they were Magic Tools, her hair was too long.

 "Nice!"

 Jasmine gritted her teeth with a pained look on her face, complaining sorrowfully,

 "You bought all these nice things behind my back, didn't even remind me once, let me arm myself too. Hmm... tell me, do you have someone out there? Are you planning to let her move in after I die?"

 Link rolled his eyes, took a deep breath, suppressed the retort that almost slipped out of his throat, and didn't spit it out.

 Things had been quiet for some days, and Link even wondered if Jasmine had learned her lesson and stopped playing these tricks.

 Unexpectedly, it was not that she was unwilling to use them, but she didn't use them.

 When necessary, she could act cute and spoiled at any time, and even began to subtly escalate into crying, making a fuss, and threatening to hang herself.

 "Cut your act. Be careful or you'll be criticized!"

 Link answered unhappily, then pointed at Jasmine, "Don't think I don't know what you've hidden."

 "You... you..."

 Jasmine was immediately taken aback, then furious, she asked, "How did you know?"

 Link glanced at Jasmine, didn't answer, turned with a cold face, and walked away.

 People evade when they lose.

 Despising!

 Jasmine wrinkled her cute nose, rudely gave Link's retreating figure a stare, soon her fierce expression turned into a cute flustered look.

 She followed Link's pace toward the library.

 On the way, she murmured to herself, "How did that blockhead know?"

 Turns out, when Jasmine left home, she had a Rune Object on her person at all times.

 It was a Flying Needle Hidden Weapon, as thick and long as a little finger, it was her last line of defense.

 Jasmine had always secured the Flying Needle Hidden Weapon inside the hem of her shirt.

 So stealthily hidden, outsiders wouldn't know.

 If something unfortunate happened that she dared not mention, at least if the villain was the talkative type, she would have a suicidal counterattack.

 Unexpectedly, it was discovered by Link.

 "Hmph!"

 Thinking of this, Jasmine couldn't help but become angry and snorted at Link, indicating her displeasure.

 Link didn't even look back, just raised his right hand and waved, not caring in the least.

 Jasmine continued to snort for a while, her small face was still stern, showing an unhappy expression.

 However, after a while, Jasmine suddenly couldn't help laughing.

 Link was a blockhead, wasn't this already known?

 There was no need to be angry about it!

 However, just then, Link suddenly turned around and rushed over to her.

 Jasmine had no time to react, and was quickly pulled into Link's arms, held tightly.

 She blushed slightly, and her heart involuntarily skipped a beat.

 Despite the tension, Jasmine realized she couldn't relax like before.

 All those tricks she had thought she was skilled in and those spoiled behavior had all been forgotten at the back of her mind.

 "Don't move."

 Link whispered in Jasmine's ear at that moment, activating the optical invisibility function of the cloak, hiding the two of them.

 The path initially to the school building and library was the same.

 Until a small slope, the road diverged, continuing straight would lead to the school building. If you go right and uphill, you will enter a winding forest path, which leads to the library.

 Just after passing the three-way intersection and stepping into the forest path, Link's intuition sent strong warnings.

 Last week, Link had constructed his sixth rune, "Wood Element Extraction", and reached the second level of "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method", promoting him to a secondary apprentice.

 His sixth sense was strengthened, and his intuition became more and more accurate. His alertness to malice was sharper.

 Previously, when he warned Jasmine, saying that Mina Havcheck was a bad person, he had felt a touch of malice from her a few days ago.

 Why did Link suddenly go back to the dormitory to equip his cloak? Similarly, intuition told him to wear it.

 On these matters, Link always preferred to believe that there is, rather than disbelieving there is.

 Didn't it come in handy now?

 After disappearing from sight, Link kept moving. As he teleported to instantly cast the secondary Misty Rain Technique, creating a super-condensed mist that reduced visibility to less than 1 meter from the outside world, he also quietly shifted position.

 He didn't immediately lead Jasmine back, instead, he continued towards the deeper part of the forest.

 "Report to the academy, call for an Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet."

 As he moved, Link instructed Jasmine.

 By this time, Jasmine had also calmed down and carefully took out her personal smart device. Hiding the light emitted by the smart device with Link's cloak, she reported the attack to the academy.

 Ever since she heard the words "don't move", Jasmine had not made a sound, she did what she was told, and when not given a command, she would not move around unnecessarily, closely following Link's movements.

 With this, Link felt satisfied.

 At a critical time, she was not dragging him down!

 Letting go of his left hand, signaling her to stay still, Link freed up the range of his sleeve crossbow, his right hand reached into his pocket and took out a handful of seeds to scatter around.

 As a wizard apprentice who was interested in botany, it was normal to always carry some seeds.

 With one thought, a Birth Induction Technique was fired again.

 The seeds Link scattered had been specially treated and were immediately invigorated by the Birth Induction Technique.

 At this point, the person hiding in the shadows, preparing to sneak attack Link and Jasmine, wouldn't they realize that they have been exposed?

 "Come out!"

 That person yelled angrily,

 "You cunning little man, come out and fight me one on one!"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 42 Self-Defense_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The owner of the voice was Erick.

 Outside the intense fog, he stood on the shaded path, his left trouser leg fluttering in the wind below the knee, a crutch under his left armpit to help with the weight on his right leg.

 His left arm, too, was amputated from the elbow, and his intact right hand was swinging forcefully, venting his anger.

 But no matter how wide he opened his eyes, his face could not express any emotion.

 The fire started by Rivers not only burned Erick's left arm and left leg into a cripple, but also completely disfigured Erick.

 All the skin on his face was burned to death, making it impossible for him to feel, let alone express any emotion.

 As for his nose, it was only visible in outline, without any shape.

 "Come out!"

 Erick roared, growing angrier, "You sneaky little man who only knows little tricks! Do you dare to face up to what you've done?"

 Upon hearing this, Link was speechless.

 This was the way such people thought: it was acceptable for them to scheme against others, but not for others to scheme against them.

 However, Link didn't mind this.

 He only has two questions:

 The first was that Erick's words suggested he knew why Rivers had suddenly turned against him. So who told him?

 The second was that Erick's ambush on this shady path was perfectly timed and positioned. Who told him that he and Jasmine were traveling there?

 Ever since Link began to practice the second level of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method," his perceptual ability has greatly improved, forming a habit of constantly sensing his surroundings.

 If someone was stalking or trailing him, Link wouldn't have missed it.

 After all, even as a third-class wizard apprentice, there's no essentially difference between him and the first and second rank wizard apprentices.

 Without a doubt, both of these questions raised pointed to the same person.

 Mina Havcheck!

 "Have you ever discussed our itinerary with Mina Havcheck?"

 Link asked Jasmine in a low voice.

 "Um."

 Jasmine thought seriously, her voice barely audible.

 "I see."

 Based on the previous encounters with Mina Havcheck and her malicious intent, sudden reminders, and dark history, Link had a feeling.

 But those were matters to deal with later.

 For now, Erick had to be dealt with.

 But why were the Intelligent Enforcement Puppets not appearing?

 "Hah!"

 Erick laughed coldly, "Waiting for the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets? Do you think I would come to kill you without making any preparations? You can't wait for the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets, come out and die!"

 Link didn't believe for a second that a mere wizard apprentice could prevent the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets from intervening.

 At most, Erick could use some means to delay the puppet's arrival.

 Such methods couldn't last forever.

 If so, how could the Academy manage so many people, and ensure its authority?

 Watching Erick standing there, appearing to have no defenses, Link was not eager to leave his cover and duel with him.

 Erick dared do so because he surely had some reliance.

 This obvious baiting strategy, Link saw through.

 But this stalemate couldn't continue.

 Although Link was certain that the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet would eventually reach here, he couldn't rest easy with Erick lurking, harboring a murderous intent.

 Steel his heart, Link made a decision.

 Today, Erick must die!

 If the mountain won't come to me, I'll go to the mountain.

 Since Erick was not taking the initiative to attack and wanted to lure him out, he would go out.

 Link took off his cloak, gave it to Jasmine, and signalled her to hide in the woods on the left.

 Jasmine did not waste time refusing. Instead, she quietly put on the cloak and slowly moved to the left.

 Her brilliant green eyes lingered on Link's face, filled with concern.

 Link smiled and turned resolutely.

 He silently counted the time, then raised his left hand to shoot a crossbow arrow at Erick.

 Almost simultaneously, all the seeds he had scattered before were activated, growing and crawling on the ground, waiting for the enemy to step into their attack range, at which point they would violently entangle and control them.

 Link didn't stay still either. He activated the hover and acceleration functions of his boots, silently darting over a dozen meters away.

 In the blink of an eye, the crossbow arrow pierced through Erick's figure.

 After a moment of fluctuation, Erick's figure turned into fragments and quietly dispersed.

 "As expected."

 Seeing this, Link was unfazed.

 He had guessed early on that it was a decoy similar to an illusion or a clone.

 With a whoosh.

 A metal arrow, thick as an arm, suddenly shot out, then fiercely pierced into the mud at Link's original position.

 Unfortunately, Link had already moved.

 The metal arrow was fiercely powerful, its tail continually trembling.

 Erick, hidden in the shadows, saw the metal arrow failing to hit its target and withdrew the magic power maintaining the spell.

 The metal arrow soon disappeared.

 It turns out that Erick's wizard qualifications had an affinity with the light element and the metal element.

 The previous illusion was a zero ring light system spell.

 The just-discussed metal arrow, was a universal arrow-shaped spell.

 However, the attack power of metal spells is slightly greater than the other systems.

 Therefore, as second-class wizard apprentices, excluding the factor of equipment, Link was no match for Erick.

 So, Link became even more careful.

 He thought about it and then cast another secondary misty rain technique, expanding the coverage to a circular area with a radius of fifteen meters around him.

 In this way, although it consumes too much spiritual power and magic power, as long as he is careful, he can quickly find Erick's hiding place.

 While calculating the consumption of spiritual power and magic power, Link kept wandering in the dense fog.

 Erick had already become impatient.

 He had spent all his savings to get this disposable magic tool from the external black market, which could shield the intelligent law enforcement puppet for three minutes.

 But who knew that Link Grande had such strong perception abilities, making his perfect ambush become a bubble, forcing him to attack directly.

 His opponent was finally lured out, but Link was still using a "fear of death" guerrilla strategy.

 This made Erick very frustrated.

 He had no choice but to shoot arrows randomly in all directions, trying to force Link Grande, or Hopefully, to hurt his opponent.

 Meanwhile, Link was fine in the face of this indiscriminate advantageous firepower "bombardment".

 Jasmine almost got hit by a metal arrow.

 It only missed her by one step.

 Luckily, Jasmine's psychological quality was quite strong, and she covered her mouth in time, preventing her from making any sound.

 Link couldn't help but wipe his cold sweat.

 Indeed, the saying was true: when you're poor, you play by tactics, but when you're rich, you just bomb the hell out of them.

 By now, Link had also discovered Erick's real location.

 He took a deep breath, withdrew the spiritual power and magic power that had been maintaining the two uses of the secondary misty rain technique, and quickly cast a newly-learned Water Shield Spell.

 A stream of water formed a protective screen that covered the frontal part of his head.

 Link rose from the shrubs under the tree, circled the road, and ran towards Erick's hiding place.

 Erick was overjoyed when he saw Link Grande finally stopped hiding.

 Unfortunately, Link ran in an irregular "Z" shaped pattern, moving at an surprisingly quick speed.

 Erick was too far away and could not aim properly.

 I'm going to take advantage of your movement restrictions!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 43 Counterattack? _1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The distance between the two was closing in.

 In terms of witchcraft, Link's attack power was limited, so he could only play to his strengths and avoid his weaknesses, trying to make good use of his sleeve crossbow and physical advantages.

 So, close combat seemed like a good strategy.

 Erick was dazzled by Link's feints and realized unexpectedly that he wasn't able to take aim.

 He tried a few times but failed each time.

 So Erick gave up aiming altogether and stood still to wait.

 It's not like he only had his Golden Arrow Technique as his attack method.

 Just wait until the gap closes a bit, and see how he gets rid of that despicable midget!

 In order to be prepared against metal arrows, Link was observing Erick's gaze while charging forward.

 He noticed a fleeting change of emotion in Erick's eyes and knew something was off, immediately cancelling his plan to go into close combat after the charge.

 He decided to fire the remaining four crossbow arrows in his sleeve crossbow and to retreat swiftly.

 Attack like fire, retreat like wind.

 The transition between his offense and retreat showed no signs of obstruction; one word to describe it would be, smooth.

 "Shameless!"

 Erick, caught off guard, had no time to dodge the soundless and rapid crossbow arrows and had to take them head-on.

 Bang, bang, bang, chua!

 There were four short, compact and successive noises when the crossbow arrows collided with Erick.

 The first "bang" was the first crossbow arrow colliding with his Zero Ring's Golden Coat Technique, the momentum of the arrow was blocked and the thin transparent golden coat was destroyed.

 The second "bang" was the second crossbow arrow colliding with his robe, the powerless arrow fell to the ground, and the enchantment on his robe was also gone.

 The third "bang" was the third crossbow arrow colliding with his chest armor, the arrowhead broke off, the shaft snapped in three places, and the chest armor was shattered into two halves.

 The fourth sound "chua" occurred when the fourth crossbow arrow plunged into Erick's chest.

 Regrettably, underneath the chest armor, Erick was wearing a silken garment that dissipated most of the crossbow's force, causing it not to pierce too deep into his flesh.

 Erick's defenses were entirely crushed, and he was also injured. Seeing that Link was retreating after gaining the upper hand enraged him even more.

 A person should not be... at least, they should not be...

 This shameless!

 Link could hear Erick's roar of rage and couldn't be bothered to respond.

 While retreating, he cautiously guarded against Erick's attack, and at the same time, reached for his spare arrow box, replacing the crossbow with five new arrows.

 After switching out the arrows, Link didn't go on the offensive again. Instead, he discreetly signaled with his left hand for Jasmine to move further away.

 He began backing toward the fork in the road, seemingly ready to wage a war of attrition and drain time until the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet arrived.

 Erick was increasingly anxious.

 His entrapment strategy was to ambush Link Grande and Jasmine Kidman within the three-minute duration of his magic shield, obscuring the view of the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet.

 Who would have thought Link was so alert that Erick's ambush was foiled before it even began.

 Erick knew he should have had a backup plan, but all his savings had been spent on purchasing disposable magic tools used for shielding.

 Where would he get the funds to support a backup plan?

 Seeing that most of his three-minute window had passed and not only had he failed to avenge himself on Link Grande and Jasmine Kidman, but he had also been injured, Erick decided to go all in.

 He abruptly raised his right hand, hurling the now visible light orb in his hand at Link.

 At the same time, he propped himself up with his cane and hopped forward.

 The light orb was fast, and when it reached mid-air near Link, it exploded with a bang.

 But Link's reaction was not slow, he timely ducked his head and shut his eyes, avoiding the irritation of the "flash bang".

 Poor Jasmine, having never seen a gunfight movie or played games like CS/CF, was not familiar with things like a flash grenade.

 Caught off guard, she fell for it.

 Her eyes were nearly blinded by the intense light of the explosion, instantly turning red, with tears streaming down.

 Fortunately, she gritted her teeth tightly and did not make a sound to reveal her location.

 Despite having broken a leg, Erick moved with surprising speed.

 Just as Link bowed his head to avoid the flash, Erick had already sprung several meters away.

 He who hesitates is lost.

 Seeing his opportunity, Erick fired off three Gold Arrow Techniques in rapid succession, aiming with reckless abandon, the priority was to hit first and ask questions later.

 Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh, three metal arrows flew in a trident pattern in quick succession.

 In the urgency of the moment, Link's response was spot-on.

 First, he briefly glanced at the three metal arrows, swiftly determining that he was not in the firing range. Therefore, he just slightly lowered his water shield for protection.

 He casually changed directions and retreated into the forest.

 Due to being on guard against an attack, Link's speed was unavoidably slowed.

 Taking advantage of this, Erick relentlessly pursued him, gaining a bit of distance despite hopping.

 However, after firing so many Gold Arrow Techniques, one Light Illusion Technique, one Golden Coat Technique, and one Flash Art, Erick's spiritual and magic power were nearly depleted, leaving him unable to continue his attacking spree.

 He then pulled from his waist his secret weapon, a self-destructing fire thunder that looked like a cluster grenade, and threw it with all his might.

 It was the Rune Object that Rivers had gifted to Erick.

 As for Link, he did not care what Erick threw. He got as far away as possible and sent his intact water shield to intercept it.

 The water shield, made of flowing water, altered the direction of the self-destructing fire thunder and slowed its speed.

 With a loud bang.

 The self-destructing fire thunder exploded less than ten meters in front of Link.

 Its power was indeed astounding.

 The ground was blasted open, nearby trees were shattered, and flying debris fell over Link's head and body.

 However, other than being covered in dust and mud and looking slightly disheveled, Link was unharmed.

 One good turn deserves another.

 As Erick heaved his self-destructing fire thunder, Link unleashed his long-prepared Thorn Entanglement.

 The thorns lurking on the ground instantly ensnared Erick's cane and right leg, immobilizing him.

 At the same time, Link fired five crossbow arrows.

 Thud, thud, thud, whizz, whizz.

 Three crossbow arrows were blocked by tree trunks, but two found their mark in Erick.

 One pierced through his abdomen, while the other lodged in his cheek.

 "Ugh..."

 Erick spat out a mouthful of blood, howling, "I… can't accept this!"

 As the words fell, Erick's left arm loosened its hold on the cane, his right leg was tripped by the entangling thorns, and he tumbled forward to the ground.

 Seeing this, Link, rather than moving to confirm the kill, stepped back a decent distance.

 When he first purchased the sleeve crossbow, he had planned for counterattacks when severely wounded.

 Jasmine had a flying needle hidden weapon for self-defense, indicating an intention to fight back even at death's door.

 Why would Link leave his enemies with a chance to counterattack?

 Wouldn't it be better to wait for them to die?

 If not for the need to deal with the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet later, Link would absolutely fire all five arrows in his newly replaced quiver into Erick's Six Sun Chiefs.

 A completely dead enemy makes a good enemy!

 Jasmine, in the distance, waved her personal computer, signaling that the academy had dispatched an Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet.

 Link nodded, maintaining his attention on Erick, just in case he was playing possum.

 After a while, the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet arrived, better late than never.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Erick was indeed dead. 

 Originally gravely injured, his body was weak; he sought a fierce battle and was hit by three crossbow arrows, one of which pierced his abdomen, damaging his organs.

 One injury on top of another, it was only natural that Erick would cough up blood and suddenly die, without even a chance of rescue.

 Link stared at Erick's corpse, silent for a long time.

 Jasmine removed her cloak and walked forward, standing next to Link with worry in her eyes.

 Killing was not a small matter.

 Unless one was naturally heartless, very few people could be unaffected by the act of killing.

 Link felt like he not only killed Erick, but also killed a part of himself.

 He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and used the "Mind Closure Technique" to cut off distracting thoughts.

 "I'm fine."

 Link turned his head and showed Jasmine a relaxed smile. He took her cloak, turned off the optical stealth, and put it on himself, "Let's go, we still have a lot to deal with afterward."

 Signaling at the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet floating not far away, Link led Jasmine toward the Administrative Building.

 The notification had already come through their personal smart devices: Link and Jasmine needed to go to the "Office of Campus Disputes and Accident Investigation and Mediation" to be questioned and investigated.

 The honest have nothing to fear.

 Link admitted that he did indeed harbor intentions to kill Erick, and that he did indeed kill Erick, but this doesn't mean that his actions were against the rules.

 Even those with the most biased point of view couldn't find a significant mistake in his series of responses after being attacked by Link.

 Because of this, Link entered the "Office of Campus Disputes and Accident Investigation and Mediation" calmly. Although he didn't walk with his head up high, he didn't shrink back either.

 "Link Grande, Jasmine Kidman, could you please each briefly recount the series of events?"

 In the office, sitting behind the desk was an elderly man with a full head of white hair, wearing a robe with a badge representing his status as an official wizard on his chest.

 The old man's hair was perfectly combed, his face expressionless. The corners of his mouth were slightly drooped, making him look extremely serious.

 As soon as the two of them entered the office, without any buffering time, they were directly asked to give a statement.

 Link was not flustered and began to say, "After dinner, Jasmine and I went to the library to study as usual.

 Upon entering the grove, I noticed someone hiding in the shadows with a killing aura locked onto us, so I immediately hid and moved with Jasmine and asked Jasmine to report to the academy.

 As the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet had not arrived, the person ambushing us began to attack.

 To escape, I had to tussle with the attacker.

 The attacker pursued relentlessly—to my regret, I had no choice but to fight back, and, during the fight, I accidentally killed the attacker."

 At this point, Jasmine added, "Link only counterattacked after the attacker kept attacking us multiple times."

 The old man didn't comment on their statements and asked, "The deceased was named Erick Burnalis. Did you know him? What was your relationship? Was there any conflict?"

 Jasmine took the initiative to reply, "I once joined the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association,' where I met Erick. We had a few brief conversations, not much else. As for conflicts, there were none directly."

 "Really?"

 The old man turned to look at Link, "It was found that Erick Burnalis had threatened you on behalf of Rives Francis and you retaliated appropriately. What do you have to say about this?"

 Link responded calmly, "I don't think that was retaliation. I just had honest conversations with Mina Havcheck and Rives Francis, expressing my views on certain matters. I didn't take any retaliatory action against anyone."

 After a pause, Link's demeanor became slightly sharper, "If you or the Academy have investigated the entire event, such as the circumstances of Erick Burnalis threatening me, the actions of Rives Francis, and Mina Havcheck's experiences and covert operations, perhaps you could have a more comprehensive and in-depth understanding."

 "Hmm..."

 The old man pondered, looking at Link steadily. His face was devoid of expression, and his eyes were as calm as an ancient well, yet compelling.

 Link exerted all his strength to use the "Mind Closure Technique" to resist the old man's invisible pressure and questioning.

 "You have a strong mindset."

 After a while, seeing that Link didn't back down, the old man said softly.

 It was unclear whether he was complimenting him or had other intentions.

 A moment later, the office's work smart device received the field survey report sent by the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet.

 The report was presented in a combination of pictures and videos, and from the traces on the scene, it basically reproduced the process of Link's battle with Erick.

 "Calm and composed, brave and resolute, good adaptability, your application of battle tactics is also fine."

 The old man glanced at the report, showing a hint of appreciation in his eyes. It was as though he was talking to himself, but also seemed like it was directed at Link, "You are a promising seedling for combat."

 In the face of the vague praise, Link remained silent without any hint of pride on his face.

 When dealing with such deep and crafty characters, one must always stay alert.

 You might think he's genuinely praising you, but in reality, he's just trying to make you lower your guard.

 The old man didn't seem to mind and continued speaking, "The 'Thorn Entanglement' you used was quite clever. You set it up early and delivered a fatal blow at the crucial moment; good, really good."

 Suddenly, the old man asked, "Jasmine Kidman, what role do you think Mina Havcheck played in this incident, in which Erick Burnalis attacked you and Link Grande?

 As far as I know, before Erick Burnalis attacked you, he had sought out Mina Havcheck several times.

 And Mina Havcheck gave you a rather obscure warning before you were attacked."

 This question was a trap—answer slightly incorrectly, and his words could easily be misconstrued.

 Link opened his mouth, ready to answer for Jasmine.

 The old man's eyes flickered, glancing at Link out of the corner of his eye.

 Suddenly, a pressure as heavy as a mountain fell upon Link, overwhelming him and leaving him almost unable to breathe, let alone speak.

 Jasmine, completely oblivious to Link's situation, thought for a while before calmly replying, "I don't know what happened between Mina Havcheck and Erick Burnalis, nor do I know what Mina Havcheck was thinking. But in terms of the result, I'm quite grateful to her for warning me, even if the warning was rather obscure."

 "Really?"

 Upon hearing this, a slight, almost imperceptible smile finally appeared on the old man's face, and he released his suppression on Link.

 He waved his hand and suddenly read out the judgment of the investigation in a serious tone, "Upon investigation, Link Grande, for his own protection, unintentionally injured Erick Burnalis during the process of legitimate self-defense.

 The cause of Erick Burnalis' death was due to the recurrence of old injuries.

 Therefore, Link Grande is given the judgment of innocence."

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Are you satisfied?" 

 After announcing the judgement of the incident, the old man looked straight into Link's eyes. His voice was slightly heavy as he asked the question.

 Link responded calmly, neither subservient nor overbearing, neither ecstatic nor worried. "Thank you for upholding justice."

 "Hehe."

 The old man chuckled lightly and waved his hand, seemingly losing interest. "You're young and reserved. Go now, you may leave."

 Link, holding Jasmine's hand, bowed to the old man before leaving the office.

 Upon leaving the administrative building, Link found that his back was soaked in sweat.

 The pressure and oppression from the old man's casual glance were so immense that Link was still not over them.

 "We're safe now, right, Link?"

 Jasmine's little heart was pounding with lingering fear.

 She began to realize that her final answer to the question seemed crucial.

 "We're fine. The academy wouldn't deceive us," Link replied as he managed his emotions, reassuring Jasmine at the same time

 The incident of Erick ambushing them but getting killed instead was indeed concluded just like that.

 However, the source of the problem still remained.

 Besides the dead Erick, there was Rives Francis with a ruined future, as well as Mina Havcheck who instigated the situation behind the scenes.

 But Link was in no hurry to challenge them openly.

 For starters, he didn't have the spare time, nor was he absolutely stronger than them;

 Moreover, Rivers was being detained, still awaiting the college's penalty. It was uncertain when he would be released, and targeting Rivers directly would not be feasible for now;

 And lastly, against Mina Havcheck, who would likely be in the school's radar after stirring up several incidents, it was better not to move recklessly.

 After giving it much thought, Link had no choice but to admit that Mina Havcheck had played her cards equally well in her game of power. She was a tough one to deal with.

 Not only did she settle the issue with Erick, but she also took revenge on Link in the process.

 Thinking about this, Link couldn't help but sigh.

 This woman held grudges like none other.

 After a single sarcastic comment on his part and a slightly strident attitude towards her, she had harbored resentment.

 This woman also had a sharp learning curve.

 Having instigated a conflict between Rives and Erick and provoked them into fighting each other, she merely played observer throughout, yet she learned a huge deal from it.

 As such, Link's wariness towards Mina Havcheck greatly increased.

 It wasn't a fearsome foe he worried about, but a sinister one!

 If he could not seize the opportunity to eliminate the enemy once and for all, then it was best to keep a safe distance.

 If they couldn't be dealt with, then avoid them!

 Hiding until he grew stronger, appeared to be a good strategy.

 Setting aside these concerns, Link began to reflect on the process of the battle, introspecting on where he might have faltered or made mistakes.

 To acknowledge one's mistakes and make corrections is the key to continuous improvement.

 Firstly, sensing the attack and immediately hiding himself between the transitions was the correct move.

 However, casting the secondary Misty Rain Technique to conjure a dense fog was questionable.

 Fortunately, his opponent was Erick this time, a second-rank wizard apprentice with an affinity for light and metal systems and had no means to dissipate the dense fog.

 If his opponent had the means to disperse the dense fog, he would not fear the low visibility from outside the fog to inside, and could simply blow the fog away.

 Consequently, he should prepare several ways to camouflage himself, either by water or wood system magic, preferably both.

 Next, there was no battle plan or, to put it plainly, there was no definitive plan of attack. The strategy was changed several times leading to unnecessary efforts.

 Looking back at this battle, the initial tactic of buying time and waiting for the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet to arrive was undoubtedly the most feasible.

 However, the move from the shadows to the forefront with the intent to kill was a serious misstep.

 Even if you want to attack, you could start with stealth attacks.

 There was no need for a head-on confrontation.

 In future battles, the first thing to do is to accurately assess the strengths of both sides as quickly as possible and formulate highly feasible battle plans.

 Even if met with special circumstances that require on-the-spot changes, one should not act like a brute, relying entirely on intuition and spur-of-the-moment decisions.

 Fighting a divine battle may seem impressive, but it is too risky.

 Link prefers stability.

 Furthermore, he overestimated his own defense and underestimated his opponent's attack power.

 Even though he was wearing a first-ring magic vest, his head and limbs were exposed.

 With the pathetic defensive power of the Water Shield Spell, it can't block even the Metal Arrows, let alone the Self-Destructing Fire Thunder.

 Luckily, Erick was severely injured and disabled, making it hard for him to move.

 Otherwise, the outcome of this battle, who lives and dies, was uncertain.

 Last but not least, his own attack power was too low.

 Of the witchcraft he had learned, only the Water Ball Spell, Leaf Arrow Spell, and Thorn Entanglement could be used for attack.

 Let's not even talk about the Water Ball Spell which was prepared for learning other spells.

 The Leaf Arrow Spell could be fully utilized, such as hiding in a dense fog and using the silent nature of the Leaf Arrow Spell for surprise attacks.

 Even if it can't do much damage or kill the enemy, it can definitely affect the morale of the opponent, inflict some damage, creating an unusual effect of bleeding.

 The Thorn Entanglement performed very well in this battle, and Link used it at the right times and in the right ways.

 On reflection, Link realized that "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting" not only offers a big bonus for learning and mastering witchcraft but also helps a lot in the rhythm, timing, and combination of spell casting during battles.

 Upon further thought, this is very reasonable.

 After all, in his youth, Professor Flitwick was a formidable warrior who won the International Dueling Championship.

 He was even so absorbed in dueling that he invented a spell for it!

 Link sighed again, those ten magic stones were well spent, and even beyond their value.

 Praise the system.

 As for the spell-breaking sleeve crossbow that did such great work, it's not without its drawbacks. Its attack mode is too homogeneous, and its attack power could be improved.

 It's already late today. After the exam tomorrow, should I buy one or two Attack Rune Items?

 Thinking of this, Link turned to Jasmine and reminded, "I think you need to have one or two pieces of equipment that increase mobility and defense."

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine nodded vigorously.

 If you could say the New Blood Mutual Aid Association picnic by the lake has transformed Jasmine from a noble lady to a qualified Storm Sea New Blood.

 Then today's skirmish has presented the cold-blooded, cruel side of the Wizard World to Jasmine in the most direct and naked way, making her no longer have any illusions.

 Especially when that metal arrow whistled and jabbed into the ground just a step away from her.

 The feeling of helplessness, when you can't defend or dodge and can only let fate decide, still gives Jasmine the jitters.

 She fully understood her mother's intention when she secretly gave her the Flying Needle Hidden Weapon.

 She also finally fully understood why Link was studying so hard and desperately increasing his strength, as if someone was chasing him down from behind.

 There really is someone chasing from behind.

 If you lag behind, you will get beaten.

 If you are weak, you will be killed!
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link had no interest in pursuing regular library studies anymore.

 Both with heavy hearts, they each returned to their dorms to adjust their mindset and ponder on their gains and losses.

 After a round of deep meditation, Link entered the Hall of Mind and reviewed, from start to finish, the causes, developments, handling, turn of events, and consequences of today's incident.

 He summed up his gains and losses and drew on experiences.

 Only by actively learning from experiences can one better improve oneself.

 After accomplishing these, Link took out his handheld smart device, navigated a few screens, and entered the "Academic Points" exchange page.

 Originally, Link intended to use these "Academic Points" to gain access to obscure documents that couldn't be found even in the high-tier literature library and boost his academic research.

 But today's incident made him realize the importance of timely self-armament.

 The protection offered by a single First Ring level Magic Vest was simply not enough to save his life.

 After browsing through the Magic Tools he could afford to exchange on the exchange page for a good while, Link finally made a difficult choice.

 He exchanged two "Academic Points" for a pair of plain glasses.

 At the same First Ring level, these glasses were two ranks higher than the vest.

 It had three functions: disguise detection, invisibility piercing, and spherical protection shield.

 The disguise detection and invisibility piercing were, as the names suggested, highly useful for surveillance, early-warning systems, and tracking.

 However, Link valued the spherical protection shield the most.

 In the event of an attack, the user can actively activate the spherical protection shield to protect their head and neck;

 The defensive power of the shield is at the average level of First Ring level defensive witchcraft.

 Even among wizard apprentices, only a handful of third-class wizard apprentices, who were about to be promoted to official wizards, could master a carefully selected First Ring witchcraft as their Destiny Witchcraft.

 Thus, with the First Ring Magic Vest and glasses, Link's personal safety was undoubtedly greatly enhanced.

 Satisfied, Link closed his handheld device, washed up, and went to sleep.

 …

 The next day.

 Since today was the mid-term examination day, Link didn't leave his dormitory too early.

 He stayed in the study room and adjusted his greenhouse simulation equipment.

 As for the Silver Star flower buds, he had long since sold them to the store where he had gotten his greenhouse simulation device.

 The sales yielded not much, half a standard first-level Magic Stone.

 It was just enough to offset the cost of purchasing the seeds.

 His spare change was now eight Magic Stones.

 Of course, Link knew he had sold at a loss, but what could he do?

 Continue cultivating them?

 He neither had the space nor the special nutrient solution.

 He had nothing.

 Just so he wouldn't be at a complete loss, he had to accept the price offered by the middleman.

 The reason he had to adjust the greenhouse simulator was two-fold: routine maintenance, because it was second-hand after all and should be used with care, and having tasted the sweetness before, he planned to find another extraordinary economic crop like the Silver Star flower and see if he could accomplish something.

 Earning money from a job was stable but slow after all.

 It was impossible to start a business as it took up too much time and the risk was too high.

 He could only conduct research, authorize or transfer the patents, and work on making a living.

 After carefully maintaining the potentially long-term future source of his livelihood, Link set out.

 He ate at the cafeteria and then followed the crowd to the examination room.

 Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College had admitted over 400 Storm Sea New Bloods.

 Only one had advanced fifth-rank qualifications, a girl who was as low-profile as Link with a style similar to his and was not into socializing or entertainment, focusing solely on studying, never taking off her veil in public.

 Just behind Link, the second person to be promoted to First Rank Wizard Apprentice had reported to the college, and it was her.

 Six had fifth-rank qualifications while eight had below fifth-rank.

 Only two or three out of these fourteen people, who were steadfast and serious about their studies, were not swayed by the numerous flattery, and were not lost in fleeting social interactions and entertainment.

 Even the absence of benefits from being promoted to the top five by the college didn't serve as a wake-up call for them.

 Only when the news of the three exams and two district competitions came out did they realize their duty as Storm Sea New Bloods.

 Link had once sneered at them in his heart.

 So you think high qualifications are impressive?

 Do you have Magic Stones? Resources? Patronage from elders or your family?

 You have nothing and you don't work hard. How can you accomplish anything!

 There were more than 160 people with fourth-rank qualifications, the number structure was also pyramid-shaped with fewer at the top and more at the bottom.

 About 220 or so people had third-rank qualifications, the largest group, and they also performed the most mediocre.

 Interestingly, the number structure of people with third-rank qualifications resembled an Inverted Pyramid.

 Seventy percent were in the top third-rank, over twenty percent in the middle third-rank, and less than ten percent in the lower third-rank.

 When Link learned of this, he faintly understood why no middle or lower third-rank people were detected in the Quete Archipelago.

 It's not that there aren't any, it's just that Wizard Palo didn't give them the opportunity.

 He thought about it seriously and found reason in it.

 Resources are limited, using more means having less.

 If the number of people with lower qualifications is high, they will use more resources, but the returns may not necessarily increase proportionally.

 The world is unfair.

 And so…

 The live tests naturally took place in the lab buildings.

 A large crowd flocked there and subsequently dispersed according to their exam locations.

 Link and Jasmine were assigned to different exam locations.

 The two parted ways in the lobby on the first floor of the lab building.

 There were two exams in the morning, the first was "Botany," and the second was "Zoology."

 The content of the tests was largely similar, identifying the species, names, characteristics, functions, etc. of plants/animals, explaining speciments, making specimens, dissection, formulation, processing…

 Anything recorded in the textbooks, anything discussed in class, could appear in the test.

 The tests were comprehensive and in-depth.

 They not only tested the breadth of the New Bloods' knowledge but also the depth.

 A busy morning filled with testing with no time for breaks, when it ended, the lab building was filled with people, filled with cries of dismay.

 Link walked out of the lab building with a calm face.

 The difficulty of the tests was indeed high, but they were not too tough for him to handle.

 The highest level of the "Mind Closure Technique," Hall of Mind, and his diligent studies since enrollment, were not in vain.

 He didn't expect a perfect score, as there were bound to be mistakes and omissions.

 However, a score close to perfection was absolutely achievable.

 Jasmine also looked relaxed, the tests covered the content she had diligently studied, so her results would certainly not be bad.

 After having lunch and a short break, it was time for the "Human Anatomy" practical exam, which lasted the entire afternoon.

 The format of this test was quite simple; you dissect as you explain.

 Each person randomly picked a part of the human body, then received a simulation model tool of that part and had to dissect it and explain it systematically according to the requirements.

 The so-called simulation model tools were actually products of human body alchemy.

 Appearance, texture, blood circulation, the nervous system were all realistic, or rather, they were real.

 This test began amidst a slightly sweet and fishy smell, and ended in a vivid mixture of red and fragmented white.

 With so many difficult points and such a high intensity, even Link found it a bit hard to handle.

 The New Bloods were not just crying out, they were howling everywhere.

 It was difficult, really difficult!

 Fortunately, it was over.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The weekend had arrived. 

 These two days of rest were exceedingly important for the New Bloods who had just been through an intensely demanding practical examination.

 As for Link, it didn't matter whether he rested or not.

 As long as his body was not fatigued, any mental or psychological exhaustion could be promptly alleviated with the "Mind Closure Technique".

 On Saturday morning, he unusually did not go directly to the library to study, but as planned, he went to purchase equipment in the living service building.

 Erick's Self-Destructing Fire Thunder gave Link an inspiration.

 Nobles are not innately different; they're good at using things.

 If he was able to consider purchasing a spell-breaking sleeve crossbow for self-defense, how could he not think of buying several high-explosive weapons like Self-Destructing Fire Thunder when he received the Magic Stone, or when buying a vest, boots, and cloak?

 It was powerful, easy to carry, and simple to use.

 What a perfect offensive weapon!

 Might be two lifetimes of long peaceful living subconsciously reduced his aggressiveness.

 He was only considering stealth, advancement, and defense, forgetting that the best defense is an offense.

 As long as all the enemies were killed, wouldn't everything be alright?

 The impact of killing Erick had a significant influence on Link's mindset.

 A door had been pushed open.

 After a long time of searching, Link finally spent seven standard first level Magic Stones.

 Two Self-Destructing Fire Thunders cost him four Magic Stones;

 A net gun, which cost one and a half Magic Stones, could shoot a three-meter diameter capture net, the net has magic prohibitive function, which could briefly eliminate the active magic power within its coverage;

 Three incendiary bombs, cost him another one and a half Magic Stones, could generate magic flame to ignite extraordinary plants regardless of whether they are wet or dry.

 The Self-Destructing Fire Thunder for firepower, the net gun for control, and the incendiary bombs for clearing out a wide area for a large scale attack.

 The combination wasn't perfect, however, funds were limited.

 Further adjustments could be made at any time.

 Upon returning to his dormitory, Link designed several usage plans for his abilities and equipment in different scenarios and practiced them one by one.

 During the process, he repeatedly fine-tuned the details, striving for perfection.

 After a very long time, just about when he got a rough idea, Link ceased his activity.

 After a brief rest, free from any tasks, Link contemplated the third level of "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method".

 As a meditation technique suitable for Apprentices with affinity to both the Water Element and the Wood Element, "Water-Wood Mutual Generation Meditation Method" is divided into four levels, each following the previous.

 To complete the first level means to promote from the common state to a First Rank Wizard Apprentice, and the structure of the meditation method rune is an equilateral triangle;

 To complete the second level means to promote from First Rank Wizard Apprentice to Second-rank wizard apprentices, the Meditation Technique rune structure is a hexagon together with its circumscribed circle;

 The hexagon is formed by two inverted equilateral triangles;

 To complete the third level, the Second-rank wizard apprentices promoted to Third-class wizard apprentice.

 To complete the fourth level, you need to engrave your Destiny Witchcraft in the sea of consciousness and complete the life leap, allowing the Third-class wizard apprentice to promote to an Official Wizard (First Level Wizard).

 Link was currently meditating daily using the second-level meditation method, growing and hammering out his spiritual power, preparing to study the third level.

 The third level of the Meditation Technique requires the construction of nine runes, which considerably increases the difficulty compared to the first and second levels.

 Out of those nine runes, six runes are placed at the six intersections of the upright and inverted equilateral triangles.

 The three intersections on the left, from top to bottom, are labeled Left1, Left2, Left3, and the three intersections on the right are labeled Right1, Right2, Right3.

 The rune at Left1 is the Elemental Rune, "Water Element Accumulation"; the rune at Left2 is the Elemental Rune, "Water Element Amplification"; the rune at Left3 is the Elemental Rune, "Water Element Purity";

 The rune at Right1 is the Elemental Rune, "Wood Element Accumulation"; the rune at Right2 is the Elemental Rune, "Wood Element Amplification"; the rune at Right3 is the Elemental Rune, "Wood Element Extraction".

 Three other runes are located on the vertical line passing through the center of the circle circumscribing the hexagon.

 From top to bottom, these are marked as Rune Alpha, Rune Beta, and Rune Gamma respectively.

 Rune Beta, located at the center of the circumscribed circle of the hexagon, is the Will Rune "Sublimation", which enhances the quality of one's mental power, akin to transforming frivolous energy into buoyant energy or making iron evolve into steel/alloys.

 The distance between Rune Alpha and Rune Beta is equal to the radius of the circumscribed circle of the hexagon and represents the Will Rune "Derivation".

 The distance between Rune Gamma and Rune Beta, also equal to the radius of the circumscribed circle, represents the Will Rune "Refining".

 Once all nine runes are successfully constructed, the third layer of "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" is completed.

 Among these nine runes, the new ones are "Water Element Amplification," "Wood Element Amplification," and the Will Rune "Sublimation".

 Link had a thought: could he use the method of constructing magic blueprints to become familiar with the structure of these three runes in advance? Once he gathered enough mental power, he could directly construct the rune, thus saving time.

 Considering the importance of the Sea of Consciousness, Link didn't dare to attempt it recklessly.

 He took out his handheld intelligent device and first searched for related clues on the "Forum".

 Regrettably, he found nothing.

 Link then left the dormitory and headed towards the library.

 In the reading room.

 Link used his portable device to access the Advanced Literature Library, consulting the related literature on the Meditation Technique.

 The history of the Wizard World is long, with Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College established nearly 1800 years ago. The exploration of the Meditation Technique has never stopped. There are countless results.

 Pioneers had already attempted Link's idea and conducted various experiments.

 Link diligently read through each piece of literature connected to this idea, barring those for which he could only view indexes but not actual content.

 It was incredibly enlightening!

 Although Elemental Runes are general runes used in both Meditation Techniques and Magic Blueprints, there is an essential difference in the construction methods of these runes during meditation and casting (constructing a magic blueprint).

 As is well-known, there are two types of Meditation Techniques: Deep Meditation and Shallow Meditation.

 Shallow Meditation can only restore spent spiritual power and magic power. It can't augment or refine spiritual power and magic power.

 Deep Meditation is the only harmless way for wizard apprentices/wizards to grow and refine their spiritual and magic power.

 The unique aspect of it lies in the particular state one enters when in deep meditation—a state of vague surreal mystification—when the formless spiritual power is most condensed.

 If the Sea of Consciousness is likened to a stone tablet and the runes are seen as characters and paintings,

 Then,

 Deep Meditation is akin to engraving—the characters and paintings are permanently etched onto the stone tablet,

 Shallow Meditation is like sketching—it hues the carved strokes of the characters and paintings on the stone tablet,

 Casting is like writing with a brush dipped in water on the stone tablet—once the water dries up, characters and paintings disappear.

 Link could undoubtedly become familiar with the structure of the three unfamiliar runes by using the construction method of a magic blueprint.

 Based on this, Link is reminded of his idea about further developing and using his unique Sea of Consciousness. (See Chapter 20).

 He might be able to store the magic blueprint under the surface of the lake. When he needs to cast a spell, he can move it to the surface to complete a transition from illusion to reality.

 It's like how characters can be written or printed.

 Thus, he can achieve an effect similar to releasing skills in a game.

 When he needs to use a Witchcraft, he can simply touch to activate it; there is no need to construct a Magic Blueprint on the spot.

 "This is promising!"

 The more Link thought about it, the more excited he became.

 If he succeeds, wouldn't it mean that he could have several more Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft than others?
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 Link was excited at this notion.

 He started to gather more information, about prolonging the existence of magic blueprints without releasing the spells, about Destiny Witchcraft, enchanting rune objects, and even alchemy of magic tools.

 Anything he thought would help complete this vision, whether it was spell casting, enchantment, or alchemy, he planned to utilize any materials and literature he could find in the Advanced Literature Library.

 Slightly regretful about his spent "Academic Points", he was certain there were higher-level materials in those hidden documents.

 But there was no point in regretting.

 Over a hundred literature titles were displayed on the screen of his personal device.

 Link reviewed them and decided to start reading about prolonging the existence of magic blueprints.

 As it turned out, as long as history was long enough, there were always pioneers leading the way in research.

 The technique of maintaining the magic blueprint for a long time without immediately releasing the spell emerged due to a large-scale war.

 Back then, the Wizard World saw an expedition to the Heavens, planning to bring down a civilization slightly inferior to the Wizard World.

 The brutality of the war was unimaginable, with heavy casualties at all levels.

 Later, a Great Sage proposed the definition of a Wizard Army and the concept of collective magic.

 The research on prolonging magic blueprints began and quickly bore fruit.

 After a brief rest, more than ten, fully trained, large armies comprising of Great Sages (wizards levels seven to nine) as commanders, Sages (wizards levels four to six) as mid-level commanders, and Official Wizards (wizards levels one to three) as the primary force, devastated the enemy's best forces in a single battle.

 From then on, the scales of the war tipped in favour of the Wizard World.

 Regrettably, the decisive battle between the Wizard World and the World of God that shattered both worlds brought about the loss of many precious things and knowledge.

 No more powerful armies like the Wizard Army could ever be assembled by the Wizard World.

 Collaborative combat, based on maintaining magic blueprints for an extended duration, was also limited to those below the Sage level.

 Link could imagine the regret.

 It was like the Soviet Union's steel torrent sweeping across the world, but Russia's tanks and armored troops could no longer maintain their past glory.

 Though it differed from Link's vision, he could learn something from it given their common points.

 Link refocused and continued to read the literature, forgetting even to eat lunch.

 It wasn't until Jasmine sent him numerous messages that he was awakened.

 She was exhausted after taking the practical exams yesterday afternoon and only recovered after a long rest.

 At lunch, Link was rather distracted.

 Jasmine was familiar with this situation; it had been the same when he was working on the experiment and "thesis" last time.

 So, Jasmine asked, "Do you need any magic stones? I can invest."

 Link shook his head, rejecting the offer from the "tea art lady" who had tasted the benefits, "It's not like that."

 "Oh."

 Jasmine didn't insist, simply replied and continued eating.

 After lunch, Jasmine returned to the dormitory to rest and rebuild her strength, while Link went back to the library to continue reading literature.

 They each did their own thing, without disturbing each other.

 ...

 Monday of the eleventh week quietly arrived.

 The theoretical exams had begun, snapping Link out of his trance.

 He had been so engrossed with the literature in the past two days, striving to enact his vision of Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, that he had lost any sense of time and overlooked the exams.

 Luckily, his knowledge reservoir was sufficient, and he didn't need to revise especially for the exams.

 The subjects of the two exams in the morning were "Mathematics" and "Rune Studies", both of which had extremely difficult questions.

 Especially "Mathematics", which was practically soul-crushing.

 From four basic operations to equations, functions, going on to algebra, geometry, and one complex problem even involved calculus.

 The examiner seemed to have set the papers recklessly, disregarding whether the New Blood could manage it.

 Doing so with an attitude of "as long as I'm happy, everyone should be 'happy' too."

 "Rune Studies" was relatively sane, with the hardest question merely asking for hand-drawing a few Elemental Runes... that was all.

 After all, it was just a three-dimensional structure, not too complicated.

 Just flinging the brush around; as long as you have a hand, you can do it.

 After the exam, the New Bloods gradually left the examination room.

 The cries that spread across the experimental building last Friday had recurred in the academic building; it was quite pathetic.

 They were all students who didn't study seriously, who were now crying and wailing.

 However, those who deserve pity also deserve blame.

 If they foresaw this, why didn't they make an effort in the first place?

 Had they been a little more serious, and tried harder, they wouldn't have ended up in such a miserable situation.

 Link shook his head and kept his distance from those who were crying and shouting so as not to be infected with their laziness and disinterest in learning.

 In the afternoon, there was a more distorted exam.

 A Brief History of Wizard Civilization, An Overview of Mental Power and Meditation, The Essence, Origin, and Development of Witchcraft - these three subjects were combined into one exam.

 Huge blocks of texts, various charts and formulas, and various three-dimensional structural maps, blended together with no pattern of questions, causing headaches and disordered thoughts.

 It was aimed at memory, comprehension, and psychological adjustment abilities.

 Without the aid of the ultimate Mind Closure Technique, Link would have been in trouble too.

 After the exam, when Link saw Jasmine again, he found that the light had gone out of her eyes.

 "I've tried so hard."

 "I've tried so hard."

 Jasmine repeated these words, her eyes vacant, slightly hunched, she resembled a walking dead.

 Link didn't say anything, providing her with a quiet environment to calm her turbulent emotions.

 ...

 The exam was divided into two days but the results came out very quickly.

 On Monday evening, Link was engrossed in studying at the library when his mobile brain vibrated.

 Link was about to take a break and refresh his mind, so he opened the notification.

 Upon looking, he found it was the ranking of the scores.

 Suddenly he was intrigued.

 The result...

 The one ranked first was none other than himself, Link Grande.

 What was even more ridiculous was that the college specifically attached wizard qualifications and place of origin after his name.

 In this way, Link had truly made a name for himself.

 After all, a guy with intermediate fourth rank qualifications topped so many geniuses with advanced fourth rank and advance fifth rank qualifications.

 What a stunt!

 Link guessed he would become a trending topic in the "forum" for a while.

 Regaining his composure, Link continued to look down.

 The second place was a very low-profile genius girl with advanced fifth rank qualifications named Lanny Taylor, whose score was less than ten points behind Link's.

 This one was a real scholar.

 Unlike Link, who relied on the "Mind Closure Technique".

 The name Jasmine Kidman appeared in seventh place.

 It proved how important a good partner and learning atmosphere were.

 If Jasmine hadn't changed, and continued with her enthusiasm for socializing and entertainment like when she first enrolled, she wouldn't have achieved such good results and rankings.

 As for the rest, Link just glanced at them, not caring much.

 "A storm is coming."

 Sighing, Link went back to reading the literature.

 Who made him covet the first prize of the two districts' competition early next summer?

 What is obtained must be paid for.
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 It wasn't just the New Blood focusing on the results.

 Like Wizard Palo who had completed a college assignment and brought back some New Blood from the Stormy Sea, the official wizards, to varying degrees, also paid some attention to the results.

 After all, the New Blood they brought back, if they happened to join the academy, and if they performed well, could also bring them some benefits.

 Although insignificant, the occasional discussions added some color of their faces.

 Wizard Palo was very surprised when he saw the name of the first place.

 Even though there had been a previous encounter because of the "paper", he already knew that Link Grande was quite outstanding, but Wizard Palo did not expect him to be so outstanding.

 He was not inferior to him in his early years.

 "Maybe I could invest a little bit."

 Recalling his distant past, after reminiscing, this thought popped into Wizard Palo's mind.

 He too was once a New Blood from the Stormy Sea. After decades of struggle, trials of life and death, only then did he become the top-tier 3rd level wizard and is about to be promoted to a sage.

 Without much thought, investing a little would not cost much.

 Moreover, Wizard Palo was in the metamorphosis period of his promotion stage, waiting quietly until the transformation was complete, and he had nothing to do for quite some time.

 He might as well consider it a cultivation game.

 It would be a good pastime.

 And also to make up for the kid, after all, last time I let him take some losses and humiliation out of convenience.

 Therefore, when Link was about to leave the library and return to the dormitory, he received a call for Wizard Palo.

 Although he did not know why, Link did not dare to take it lightly.

 He quickly packed his pens and paper, and the onboard computer, and headed to the Administrative Building.

 The address given in the summoning notice was still the "paper" review office.

 The door was open.

 Link knocked gently at the door, as a reminder, before stepping in.

 "Good evening, Wizard Palo."

 As soon as he entered, Link greeted immediately.

 "Sit."

 Wizard Palo gestured to a chair in front of the desk with his eyes.

 "Thank you."

 Link sat down obediently.

 "Invited you here this late because I saw your score ranking and it reminded me of my own past, so I wanted to meet you."

 Wizard Palo, straightforwardly, stated the reason for the summons.

 "Thank you for your concern, Wizard Palo."

 How could Link remain silent when the big boss talked about his feelings?

 It would not be appropriate to randomly engage with him, so he could only resort to his universal skill, i.e., showing gratitude.

 When Palo wizard saw that Link was a bit restrained, he understood and took the initiative to change the subject, asking:

 "Did you carry out the experiment you mentioned in your last 'paper' about the optimization of Silver Star flower seeds?"

 Link responded earnestly, "Due to lack of funds and experimental conditions, I have temporarily not continued the experiment, and I am planning to restart it once all the conditions are right."

 "Hmm..."

 Wizard Palo pondered for a while, saying,

 "Since the 'paper' already has reference to the relevant direction, the experiments should be carried out as soon as possible, the results should come out and a 'paper' should be published in time to obtain the 'patent'.

 Otherwise, it may be undercut."

 Hearing this, an awkward smile appeared on Link's face.

 In his original estimate, the new germination method of the Silver Star flower may have a positive impact on the rate of good breeds, but the impact on the seed's optimization may be there, but it should not be significant.

 Optimizing Silver Star flower seeds definitely wouldn't be that simple.

 However, pay attention to the implications in the sentence.

 Was Wizard Palo really only talking about this issue when he mentioned the optimization of Silver Star flower seeds?

 How could someone of his standing look at such a small benefit?

 Therefore, Link hurriedly showed a smile that was both awkward and polite, and then he earnestly said:

 "Thank you for your advice, Wizard Palo. I think I should also pay attention to it, and carry out the experiment as soon as possible, but..."

 While speaking, the smile on Link's face became more awkward, "There really is no such condition, all the laboratories in the experimental building are public use, I don't know how to apply for the appropriate dedicated site."

 As soon as the voice fell, Link secretly hoped in his heart.

 I have paved the way for you, big boss.

 Can you see if you can step down this step and take out the benefits prepared for your little brother?

 Wizard Palo did not let Link's heart hang for a moment, and immediately said: "I can provide you with the use of a laboratory for half a year, and you shall bear the consumption during this period. But, you have to give me a convincing reason."

 Facing the temptation, Link did not answer hastily, but fell into deep thought.

 Does he need a dedicated laboratory?

 Of course he does.

 Otherwise, he wouldn't have aspired to be the first place in next summer's student competition, pouring his full strength into the mid-term exam.

 Is there a hurry?

 It's not particularly urgent, anytime is fine.

 Can he refuse?

 Of course, he can but there is a ninety percent chance that he will not be able to bear the risk of annoying Wizard Palo.

 Therefore, the key issue is that Link needs to give a convincing reason.

 Wizard Palo, being able to hold the position of head of the "paper" review office, such a high rank position, obviously, his strength, status, and wealth are not to be underestimated.

 Small profits can't move the other party's heart, promising everything is hypocritical.

 So, what kind of an answer can make the other party satisfied?

 After careful consideration, Link, in a serious tone, replied: "Within four years, as long as Wizard Palo needs it and it's within my ability, I will do my best to do two things for you!"

 One would be insincere, three would be too many, let's split the difference.

 "Ha!"

 Wizard Palo chuckled lightly and praised, "Indeed, a very smart person!"

 With this, Wizard Palo opened the drawer, took out a black card, placed it on the table, and handed it to Link.

 "The lab is located on the third basement level of the experimental building, fully equipped. If there are any other needs, you can directly contact the Tower Spirit of the experimental building."

 Wizard Palo said casually.

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo!"

 Link stood up, bowed, thanked, and then picked up the black card.

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo calmly accepted the salutation, and then waved his hand, "It's late, go back. Remember to let me see the results soon."

 "Yes, Wizard Palo."

 Link responded, slowly exiting the office.

 After walking some distance from the Administrative Building, Link took a long sigh of relief, relaxing his tense mind.

 Although Wizard Palo had been friendly and gentle all along, the pressure he put on Link was greater than the pressure from the elder during the previous investigation.

 Let's put it this way, the pressure given by the elder is like a mountain, both weight and temperament are on the surface, straightforward;

 Whereas, the pressure given by Wizard Palo is like a deep abyss, the horror lies in the invisible, if not careful, will be quietly swallowed.

 Anyway, the outcome of this meeting with Wizard Palo, for now, the pros outweigh the cons.

 As for the impact on the future, Link couldn't care less there and then.

 He was just happy to have escaped unscathed, and receive funding by Wizard Palo, it was a blessing!

 Anyway, the half-year usage of a dedicated lab is now in hand, which is just enough to get through until the beginning of next summer.

 The key now is the direction of research, ideas, and results.
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 Dormitory, study. 

 As soon as Link got back, he started to make a plan.

 He now had a lab, but he still needed experimental materials, an assistant, and an experimental plan.

 Materials could be bought from the Life Service Building. That was simple enough. He'd just need to spend some Magic Stones.

 As for an assistant, he already had someone in mind. He'd ask Jasmine tomorrow.

 If nothing went wrong, Jasmine wouldn't refuse him.

 After all, this was a rare opportunity. Others could only wish for it.

 As for the experimental plan, the third group of experiments he'd designed before (see Chapter 30) required the completion of the first two sets first. They couldn't be restarted now. He'd have to come up with another plan.

 Right now, Link had a general idea. To specify it, however, he would need to look at a lot of resources and gradually perfect it.

 During this process, he didn't plan on letting the lab stay empty. He planned to test his hypothesis about the positive effects of a new germinating method on the germination rate of the Silver Star Flower Seeds.

 He had two goals: one was to, from start to end, verify his guess; the second was to select good Silver Star Flower Seeds for further experiments.

 After devising the plan, Link washed up, meditated, and went to bed.

 Before sleeping, he inevitably thought of Wizard Palo's summons.

 After all, the summons had come so suddenly and not long after the exam scores were announced. He couldn't help but think more about it.

 He knew, of course, that there wasn't anything in him that would attract Wizard Palo on the surface.

 His meeting with Wizard Palo was probably really just because of past affections.

 As for sponsoring the use of an entire lab for half a year, it was probably just a "angel investment". There was nothing extra.

 For Wizard Palo, this expense was nothing.

 Asking Link for a convincing reason was also a normal move to keep his "angel investment" from seeming cheaply-made.

 Link didn't feel suspicious about Wizard Palo's intentions and goal. He examined himself.

 Since he'd brought over here, he'd always felt a lack of security deep in his heart. He was always afraid that his secret identity as an outsider would be discovered.

 This was especially true after he'd learned of the high level of development in the Wizard World.

 I mean, could they have never discovered the existence of outsiders if they could battle across the Heavenly Worlds and rule them?

 That was impossible.

 If there'd really never been outsiders in the Wizard World before, that'd be even more terrifying.

 This meant that Link's transmission wasn't an accident but was controlled throughout the process.

 The entire universe was so big. If life only existed on Earth, that'd be the true nightmare.

 So, Link had always been lowkey. He didn't want to attract attention.

 But it never went the way he wanted.

 The rules and style of the academy meant that Link couldn't stay lowkey forever.

 You want to get the Magic Blueprint Scroll ahead of time?

 That was fine.

 But you must report your advancement to the higher level sooner!

 You want to safely make money?

 Sure.

 Go through the official process and put your information into the academy's intelligent management system. Accept supervision from the Tower Spirit and the Intelligent Enforcement Puppet.

 You want more rights, such as a year of use for a large-sized lab?

 Sure.

 Get the best results in the competition between the north and south areas of the academy.

 But if you want to attend this competition, you must do your best in the three examinations and at least reveal most of your strength. Only then can you surely appear among the top 30 in your grade.

 Everything spoke of one simple truth—the more outstanding and eye-catching you were, the more support you got from the academy.

 Of course, Link didn't think about completely abandoning his lowkey ways. He just thought he needed to adjust his style.

 Stay lowkey as a person, but be highkey in doing things.

 Maybe this was the only way he could use the academy's resources and support to keep growing.

 He thought for a long time and conjured a lot of images. After reaching a decision, he fell asleep.

 The next day was Tuesday.

 He woke up in the morning and embraced the sun.

 A new day had begun.

 After breakfast in the cafeteria, Link signaled for Jasmine to follow him somewhere.

 Jasmine looked at Link suspiciously, a mischievous plan forming behind her bright green eyes.

 Link cut her off in time, "Don't overthink or say too much. I'm just bringing you somewhere."

 "Oh."

 Jasmine's mischievous thoughts were nipped in the bud. Her head drooped down and she sulked a bit, looking rather pitiful.

 Link didn't indulge Jasmine's tantrum and walked ahead with a cold expression.

 Jasmine had been discouraged once again and could only follow Link obediently.

 Soon, they arrived at the lab building.

 "Do you think I didn't do well in the exam and want to lecture me?" said Jasmine.

 Her face fell as soon as she saw the lab building. Memories of the unpleasant practical exam a few days ago immediately sprang up.

 "No, not at all. There's something else."

 After briefly explaining, Link immediately headed to the third basement floor.

 Though he'd come to the lab building many times, he'd never been to the basement.

 When he reached the third basement floor, the big doors next to the staircase were locked.

 Link took out the black card Wizard Palo had given him and swiped it on the access control device.

 The door emitted a click and slowly opened.

 Using the room number written on the black card, Link found his lab.

 Again, he used the card to enter.

 As soon as he walked in, he was shocked at how big the lab was.

 There was an office area right inside the door, along with a cloakroom and lounge.

 The experimental area was divided into a botanical lab, a zoology lab, and a microbiology lab.

 It was equipped with all the necessary apparatuses.

 "Welcome to my lab."

 For once, Link felt like flaunting. He turned around, spread open his arms, and announced loudly.

 Jasmine was even more dumbfounded. After a while, she came back to reality and asked blankly, "Link, this lab… is yours?"

 She was a regular at the lab building too and had been in all types of labs on all different floors. She'd attended classes and did some simple experiments related to magic rule runes with Link. However, she'd never seen such an advanced lab.

 Cleanliness was the most basic requirement.

 That huge glass curtain wall separating the three labs, those rows of glassware like beakers, measuring cylinders, test tubes, that high-tech smart equipment, those intelligent screen computers that could start at any time…

 Everything confirmed one thing: this lab was T M awesome!

 "Is this a reward for being first in the exam?" After a blank moment, Jasmine asked.

 "No," Link replied as his emotions calmed down. "Wizard Palo sponsored this. It's for half a year of use."

 "Wizard Palo?"

 Jasmine knew that Link had seen Wizard Palo again because of the "thesis" review thing. However, she'd never thought of the follow-up.

 "I need to make full use of this lab, of course, it'll be too busy for me alone."

 Without explaining too much, Link asked, "Jasmine Kidman, are you willing to be my assistant and help me out here?"

 After a pause, he continued, "Of course, there will be no salary. I can only let you do your own research in the lab when your experiments are approved."

 Jasmine's reply was short and firm.

 "I'm willing!"
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 Link found Jasmine's tone a bit odd.

 Exactly how it was odd, he couldn't pinpoint.

 Brushing off the thought, Link got back to the matter at hand: "Don't rush into this decision, think it over. Helping in the lab will take up a lot of your study time after all."

 "There's no need to think it over, I'm in," Jasmine said with an unusually steadfast tone. "Without your guidance, I wouldn't be able to focus on my studies anyway. And who in their right mind would reject the chance to work in such a high-tech lab? I am well aware of the significance of experimentations for our training!"

 "Alright then."

 Link nodded, convinced that Jasmine genuinely wanted to help out in the lab as his assistant, so he didn't try to dissuade her further.

 The lab was kept immaculate by the Intelligent Puppet, so they wouldn't need to worry about cleaning up.

 Without further ado, they quickly left.

 The schoolhouse.

 As always, Link and Jasmine arrived early at the classroom for self-study.

 However, something strange happened.

 Almost everyone who entered the classroom after them stole glances in Link's direction.

 Some even huddled together, whispering among themselves.

 Link was unfazed. Using the "Mind Closure Technique," he could control his emotions effectively.

 Jasmine, though, wasn't faring as well.

 Halfway through the autumn term, a large portion of Newbloods had been promoted to First Rank Wizard Apprentices, their spiritual power both quantitatively and qualitatively enhanced.

 The eyes are the body parts most capable of transmitting emotions and will, hence why we describe someone's eyes as being 'bright and spirited'.

 With the enhancement in spiritual power, the intensity and richness of the emotions and will conveyed by one's gaze were naturally boosted as well.

 Especially after Jasmine was promoted to a First Rank Wizard Apprentice, her perception became even sharper.

 As a result, Jasmine felt an unsettling sensation, as if something was prickling her.

 She felt extremely uncomfortable, her scalp tingling.

 Unable to concentrate on her studies, Jasmine put down her book and pen, pulled out her handheld device, browsed "Forum" to kill time.

 Not long afterwards, letting out a soft gasp, Jasmine nudged Link, handing over her device for him to read what she just discovered.

 Link glanced at it, finding his own "photo" and biography displayed on the screen.

 The "photo" was a headshot, likely taken within the first two weeks of school.

 At the time, Link was sitting in the library's reading room, staring out of the window to ease the pressure on his brain.

 The photographer might have been capturing the library, capturing Link in the process conveniently.

 Not until the exam results were released with Link grabbing headlines, did they post the "photo" to ride the wave of his popularity.

 However, what bothered Link was not the "photo."

 But rather a remark in the biography, "Suspected behind-the-scenes manipulator of the infighting between Deputy President of New Blood Mutual Aid Association, Rives Francis, and core members, and the prime suspect for murdering Erick Burnalis."

 Not many people knew about these two incidents.

 The one most suspicious of spreading this information among the insiders was Mina Havcheck.

 Yet, other possibilities could not be ruled out.

 For instance...

 Link looked up, sweeping his gaze around the room, spotted five familiar figures huddled in a corner, whispering among themselves.

 After a thought, Link didn't wave them over; instead, he stood up and walked over to them.

 Who would've thought that as Link approached, the atmosphere became somewhat odd.

 The five of them first stopped whispering, faces stiffening, then actually began trembling.

 "Why are you shaking? I'm not going to eat you."

 Link wore a smile, speaking softly, "How did your exams go? You all seemed to be studying really hard previously."

 These five guys had indeed worked harder than before, ever since they were disciplined by Link's fists and stare.

 "It... It's okay. We... We all ranked in the top twenty."

 The one who replied was the same guy who pipe up last time, albeit stuttering a little.

 Link smiled, of course catching the tremor in the guy's voice.

 He was scared.

 That's more like it.

 Not beating around the bush any longer, Link asked directly, "Do you have any idea who posted my 'photo' and wrote that remark in my biography on the 'Forum?'"

 Hearing this, the five exchanged bewildered looks, their expressions slightly complex and conflicted.

 Link, noticing this, knew he had asked the right people.

 However, he didn't press, just waited quietly.

 As he waited, his gaze became increasingly indifferently.

 After a brief moment, unable to withstand the pressure, the five grudgingly spoke of what they knew, "Rumor has it that the president of the 'Newblood Mutual Aid Association' was investigating these incidents."

 "Got it, thanks!"

 Satisfied, Link nodded, patting each of the five on the shoulder, then returned to his seat.

 The volume of their conversation was kept low throughout.

 Given the secluded location where the five were seated, no outsiders were in the vicinity.

 Thus, the early-arriving Newbloods that were in the classroom saw only five prodigies with fifth-rate qualifications behaving not in the least bit arrogant, but rather somewhat humble in front of Link.

 As a result, the number of people daring to unabashedly stare at Link dwindled significantly.

 Jasmine felt much more at ease thanks to this.

 Upon learning that it was the president of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" pulling the strings, Link didn't think much of it.

 A Deputy President and a core member fell consecutively.

 If he were in the president's seat, he'd want to get to the bottom of things as well.

 Link simply marked on his mental calendar: "On a certain day, in a certain month, of a certain year, the president of 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' crossed me."

 If a suitable opportunity arose in the future for him to exact revenge, that would be perfectly reasonable, wouldn't it?

 For now, let's focus on class.

 The morning lessons ended in an unusually peculiar atmosphere.

 As soon as class ended, a rather distressed Jasmine urged Link to leave the schoolhouse.

 "Life's unbearable."

 In the cafeteria, Jasmine grumbled, jabbing her fork into her plate, "We've met before, no need to make such a fuss about it. Staring, staring, staring, what's there to look at!"

 Until having to experience it firsthand, Jasmine had no idea how terrifying it was to be the subject of so many curious glances and whispered remarks.

 "That's it!"

 Jasmine angrily dropped her fork, hands on hips, "I've decided, anyone who dares to look at me like this again, I'll stare right back!"

 Link quietly ate his meal.

 After they finished eating, they headed to the residential service building.

 People they encountered on the way, whether they were first-year Newbloods or seniors who had seen Link's "photo" and biography on the "Forum," would invariably do more than just a single glance.

 Just like she said, Jasmine fiercely stared back at each and every one of them.

 Who would've thought, it worked surprisingly well.

 The number of people daring to give them odd looks gradually dropped.

 Shocked, Link walked into the shop which he had frequented several times. He spent a chunk of first-grade Magic Stone, four times the quantity of what he bought last time, on Normal Silver Starflower Seeds.

 He bought some of every type of seed available in the shop.

 Now that he had the materials, he was ready to start the experiment.
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 The two of them headed to the laboratory.

 Before designing an optimized seed plan and conducting the experiment, Link planned to carry out a directed breeding and screening process on the Silver Star Flower Seeds.

 The specific method involved using a new germination technique to sprout the Silver Star Flower Seeds, then cultivating them using traditional methods. Once the Silver Star Flowers matured and seeded, he would select the qualified seeds, and proceed with the new germination and cultivation techniques.

 This would be repeated for several cycles until the rate of high-quality seeds reached a saturation point beyond which it could not continue to improve.

 Only then would the Silver Star Flower Seeds be truly ideal experimental material.

 This process also served to validate the positive effect of the new germination method on the yield of high-quality Silver Star Flower Seeds.

 However, it would not be as comprehensive as the third group of experiments in the previous experiment plan (as described in Chapter 30).

 Even though the collected data had statistical significance after processing, the lack of a control group meant there were flaws in validity and reliability. Thus they were not suitable as a basis for writing a "paper".

 "Jasmine, come help me."

 Link called to Jasmine. The Silver Star Flower Seeds he had bought were carefully selected and pre-processed, with any inferior seeds showing even a hint of a vitality problem discarded.

 This was a meticulous task, requiring patience.

 "Alright~"

 Jasmine responded playfully, her voice lilting up at the end, drawing out the last syllable.

 A little over a quarter of an hour later, the Silver Star Flower Seeds were all sorted.

 After packing the selected seeds, Link, based on the available literature, utilized the laboratory's materials to prepare a nutrient solution for the Silver Star Flower Seeds.

 The germination and cultivation technique in the laboratory, unlike the greenhouses where there's soil, uses hydroponics.

 This required the preparation of a specific nutrient solution.

 Fortunately, Link had read relevant literature and was not unfamiliar with the process.

 He first found the source of the relevant data in the Hall of Mind, then used his memory terminal to pull up the document and handed it to Jasmine. "Take a look at this first, so you have a general idea."

 Jasmine took the memory terminal and started reading earnestly.

 A research assistant needed to be nurtured carefully, not just used as a tool.

 Otherwise, why would one need a research assistant? Wouldn't an Intelligent Puppet be enough?

 Link made every effort to ensure that Jasmine understood not only what they were researching and experimenting on but also why.

 That way, Jasmine could grow and offer Link more and greater assistance in the future.

 Interestingly, as with the library, memory terminals could access the Advanced Literature Library in the experimental building.

 Neither the teaching building nor the dormitory allowed this access.

 Other locations, like the Administrative Building, had not been tested by Link yet, so he was unsure of their status.

 However, the office computers perched on desk tops definitely had access.

 The teaching building was a place for learning textbook content and knowledge taught by instructors, so understanding beyond the syllabus wasn't necessary. This was somewhat understandable.

 But what about the dormitory?

 Why was the Advanced Literature Library inaccessible there?

 Link didn't know the reason but didn't dwell on it.

 If he needed to look up advanced literature, he could simply go to the library or return to the experimental building. It wasn't troublesome.

 By the time Jasmine had finished reading the document, Link had already completed the preliminary preparation for nutrient solution configuration.

 He motioned for Jasmine to take over the making of the nutrient solution-- a combination of theory and practice.

 Link then began to explore how to use the various equipment in the Botanical Laboratory as per the instructions.

 After some exploration and comparisons, Link successfully mastered the use of the equipment.

 Once the nutrient solution was properly prepared, Link explained how and why he set parameters such as air humidity, light duration, and light intensity while also operating the equipment.

 It was a beneficial teaching moment.

 The nutrient solution needed to be left standing for some time, so they could only begin germination the following morning.

 With all the parameters set, the two of them didn't linger and left the laboratory.

 Since the afternoon's class was the practical section of "Human Anatomy", they didn't need to leave the experimental building but merely moved from the third basement floor to the fourth floor.

 There was still some time before class started, so Link took out pen and paper, and wrote some information that research assistants needed to know in advance.

 This focused mainly on the access and navigation methods to the Advanced Literature Library's "Paper" and "Patent" pages.

 As for knowledge concerning the research system, research methodology, experiment plan design, and composition, Link had found some of the information and was in the process of learning and collating it.

 Because the information was scattered and lacked a systematic structure, he didn't rush to inform Jasmine in order to avoid mistakes and omissions.

 The experiment wasn't urgent, and they could proceed slowly.

 During this progression, Link could guide Jasmine to gradually learn about the Wizard World's research system.

 After handing over the note to Jasmine, Link continued to design the experimental plan.

 Thanks to the Mind Closure Technique, and with the aid of the Hall of Mind, Link managed to recall some high school biology knowledge from his previous life.

 It is widely known that there are several main methods for plant breeding:

 One, mutation breeding, which relies on genetic mutation;

 Two, hybrid breeding, which relies on genetic recombination;

 Three, polyploid breeding, which relies on chromosomal mutation;

 Four, haploid breeding, which relies on chromosomal mutation;

 Five, genetic engineering breeding (transgenic breeding), which relies on genetic recombination;

 Six, cell engineering breeding;

 Seven, plant hormone breeding.

 Link wouldn't overly rely on the knowledge from his previous life, but he also wouldn't underestimate these crystallized wisdoms of countless predecessors.

 This information might not all be applicable to the Wizard World, but they could play some role, such as inspiring thoughts.

 Combining his current knowledge and the literature he had read up till now, and inspired by "Pomona Sprout's Botanical Talent", Link believed that mutation breeding and hybrid breeding were relatively suitable for the Silver Star Flower Seeds' optimization.

 Taking into consideration his limited knowledge and financial conditions, Link finally decided to use hybrid breeding as the method for the first phase of the experiment.

 If the experimental results meet expectations, then this would be the only phase of the experiment.

 Optimizing the Silver Star Flower Seeds was not just for Link's personal desire but also to demonstrate to Wizard Palo that Link was not wasting a laboratory that was so advanced for a Wizard Apprentice.

 If the experimental results were below expectations or didn't match them, they could consider initiating a second phase of the experiment and changing the experimental method.

 Hybrid breeding, where the principle is genetic recombination, involves continuous self-pollination and continuous selection (offspring generated from different individuals interbreeding, then continually self-pollinating and selecting the required homozygotes).

 Genetic recombination refers to non-allelic genes on non-homologous chromosomes freely combining to produce new genotypes.

 The "Botany" course also included concepts such as "genes", "chromosomes", "sexual reproduction", and "meiosis", although the terminology differed slightly.

 After translation, they aligned.

 Once the general direction was established, the next step was to fill in the details, such as whether to perform intraspecific hybridization, interspecific hybridization, intergenic hybridization or gradual hybridization.

 This wasn't something that could be accomplished overnight, it required meticulous work.

 Fortunately, the several rounds of breeding and selection for the Silver Star Flower Seeds also required a considerable amount of time.

 Link had both the time and the patience.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 53 Implementation Imagination_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link was very busy. 

 The optimization of the Silver Star Flower Seeds was not initially in Link's immediate plans, it was a product of a sudden summons from Wizard Palo.

 After all, having received half a year's use of an advanced laboratory from Wizard Palo, he had to give the investors an explanation.

 Having recruited research assistants and prepared for the preliminary experiments, Link shifted his focus back to perfecting his concept of Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft.

 After afternoon classes and dinner, Link and Jasmine headed to the library.

 "You should first familiarize yourself with this material."

 Link motioned for Jasmine to take out her personal computer, operate it for a while, enter the Advanced Literature Library, find the literature related to Silver Star flowers, germination-related literature, breeding-related literature, and mark them one by one.

 Jasmine looked at the long list of document index on the computer screen, feeling somewhat stunned.

 She had used the time before and during the afternoon class to familiarize herself with the Advanced Literature Library, "Thesis" page, "Patent" page access and skipping, related instructions have also been read and carefully memorized.

 In this process, Jasmine understood the importance of literature and "theses" for research and experiments.

 But she never imagined that just a Silver Star flower that entered the Wizard World for less than twenty years, limited to the use of wizard apprentices and mortals, would have nearly a hundred related documents and materials.

 This was simply too damn terrifying.

 "Okay, I won't slack off, you go do your own thing."

 Jasmine took a deep breath, took her own computer, gritted her teeth, patiently, and started reading.

 Compared to Link, Jasmine felt that she was lagging in all respects, and the gap was gradually widening. She couldn't afford to slack off.

 Link was quite satisfied with Jasmine's attitude.

 Lacking in ability didn't matter. Numerous geniuses had failed to achieve their expected successes;

 many people caught up in the end as long as they were willing to work hard and endure hardship.

 Hard work makes up for lack of skills.

 Getting into trouble was also not a problem, as long as she wasn't actively flirting and attracting bees and butterflies.

 As long as she recognized her mistakes and made improvements, she could become a partner, supporting each other and moving forward together.

 Seeing Jasmine quickly get into the study state, Link also put his whole heart into the research of maintaining magic models for a long time.

 Time quietly passed.

 The night gradually deepened and it was time to rest.

 Link and Jasmine left the library and each returned to their dormitory.

 In the study room,

 Link sat cross-legged on the floor, doing deep meditation.

 About half an hour later, the meditation ended.

 With the advancement of the Meditation Technique, the time spent in meditation was getting longer and longer, from the initial five or six minutes to fifteen minutes, and then to now half an hour.

 Link felt that the time spent in meditation couldn't keep increasing like this, there must be a limit.

 Otherwise, those official wizards, sages, and great sages won't be able to do anything in a day, they would be just meditating all the time.

 Except Link hadn't come across any related information yet.

 Setting aside the matter of meditation, he did not dig too deeply into it.

 Link sent his consciousness into the Sea of Consciousness and prepared to practice the implementation method of the pseudo-natal witchcraft he had developed in the library tonight.

 There were a total of 8 Zero Ring witchcrafts that Link had mastered.

 Among them, the Misty Rain Technique and Birth Induction Technique have reached the perfect level, Thorn Entanglement, and the Water Shield Spell are at the proficiency level, and the others are at a moderate level.

 Once again, he praised "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting". Without this talent, how could Link have made such rapid progress.

 It was as if he was on a rocket.

 Among these 8 Zero Ring witchcrafts, those suitable for combat are : secondary Misty Rain Technique, Water Shield Spell, Water Ball Spell, Thorn Entanglement, Withering Spell, Leaf Arrow Spell.

 Long-term maintenance of the witchcraft model without casting spells requires continuous consumption of spiritual power.

 With a current spiritual power of about 32-33 standard units, Link can maintain up to 2 Zero Ring witchcrafts, ensuring that daily life and learning are not affected.

 After careful consideration, Link decided not to exceed this number before he reached the third level of the Meditation Technique and advanced to a third-class wizard apprentice.

 Then he needed to make a choice among the six Zero Ring witchcrafts suitable for combat.

 The secondary Misty Rain Technique has been perfected and can be "instantly cast" within 1 second, and its function is to assist in combat, so it is eliminated.

 The attack power of the Water Ball Spell and Leaf Arrow Spell is not enough, hence, they are eliminated.

 The Withering Spell can only play an auxiliary role in combat, thus it is eliminated.

 Therefore, what finally came to the fore were the Water Shield Spell and the Thorn Entanglement. One was for defense, the other for control, which complemented each other well.

 Having made the decision, Link uses the Mind Closure Technique to adjust his physical and mental state.

 Then, the magic blueprint for the Watershield Spell appeared in the air above the lake in the Sea of Consciousness under the rune structure of the Meditation Technique, slowly taking shape.

 Before the magic blueprint was completely activated, Link quickly took action to perform the virtual-to-real conversion by reflecting the Water Shield Spell's magic blueprint on the lake surface.

 The reflection in the lake immediately became a real magic blueprint, and the original in the air above the lake became illusory.

 Just like the virtual and real relationship between the original and the reflection of Hall of Memories - the lakeside library.

 Link withdrew his consciousness from the Sea of Consciousness and quietly waited for the results.

 One minute, two minutes, three minutes, until ten minutes.

 The magic blueprint in the Sea of Consciousness didn't affect reality, and the Water Shield Spell was still on the verge of casting.

 On the other hand, except for about 3 standard units of spiritual power consumed in building the magic blueprint at the very beginning, there was no sign of continuous consumption.

 Link breathed a sigh of relief, this meant that the idea of Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft has been half successful.

 Once again using the "Mind Closure Technique" to adjust his state of mind, Link contemplated "activating" the Water Shield Spell that was in "standby" mode in the Sea of Consciousness.

 The failure or success rested on this moment.

 Link couldn't help but hold his breath.

 The sound of splashing water echoed in the study room.

 The Water Shield Spell was successfully cast, and a water shield made of circular water flow appeared slightly above Link's head.

 Link estimated the time, it should be between 0.4 to 0.6 seconds.

 This time is already shorter than the casting time of the Perfect Level Misty Rain Technique!

 After a period of time, once Link has trained the Water Shield Spell to the Perfect Level, wouldn't the casting time be even shorter, within 0.2 seconds or even 0.1 seconds?

 That would be a true instant cast!

 Thinking of this, Link simply used the Perfect Level secondary Misty Rain Technique to conduct an experiment.

 With operations as before, the magic blueprint of the secondary Misty Rain Technique formed in the Sea of Consciousness in 0.5 seconds.

 Link managed to convert the real and virtual relationship between the blueprint original and its reflection just before the secondary Misty Rain Technique was about to be successfully cast.

 He was not skillful enough and encountered some difficulties when dealing with Perfect Level witchcraft and the operation was not smooth.

 He noted down this experience, and Link chose to "activate" the "standby" secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 Super dense fog appeared almost the moment he thought it, in the study room.

 Link is certain that the casting time is definitely not more than 0.2 seconds.

 What does this mean?

 This means...

 Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, success!
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 Congratulations to me! 

 In his study, Link's face was filled with joy, and he clapped his hands excitedly.

 The implementation of his hypothetical Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft is of great significance to Link.

 In terms of qualifications, Link is only intermediate fourth rank. Although considered good, there are plenty of people with higher qualifications than him.

 In terms of intelligence, in both of his lives, Link's cleverness is not extraordinary. He might possess some small cunning, but he lacks profound wisdom.

 If it weren't for the Krypton Card Drawing System, it would be impossible for Link to grow so rapidly.

 However, the more he benefited from the system, the more he was worried inside.

 He feared that one day the system would suddenly abandon him, unveiling his true self and returning him to mediocrity.

 Therefore, Link didn't consider himself the best in the world just because he had a system at his disposal. Instead, he diligently strived and studied assiduously.

 Because of this, every card that he obtained from the system would be maximized to its fullest potential.

 The Mind Closure Technique is a good example of this.

 Link not only used it to organize and disguise his memories, but also used it to construct the Hall of Mind, treating it as a clarity tool.

 The talent for spellcasting he received from Philius Flitwick is no exception.

 Just now, using the unique qualities of his Sea of Consciousness, the Mind Closure Technique, Hall of Mind and, with a great deal of assistance from the spellcasting talent of Philius Flitwick, Link was able to realize the concept of Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft.

 This victory belongs to Link himself and is not just a result of a drawn card or simply given by others.

 Link can proudly claim that he has attained the standard of self-reliance!

 After a while, the inner excitement subsided, and Link regained his composure.

 Although the Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft was successful, he was still not proficient enough at "storing" magic blueprints.

 Since there are no shortcuts to mastering this, the only solution is to practice more and improve proficiency.

 Thus, Link almost depleted his spiritual and magic power, practicing the "storage" of the blueprints of more than a dozen groups of water shield spells and thorn entanglement spells, and mastering their casting with a single thought.

 He continuously learned from his experiences and improved his techniques.

 Finally, he was so tired that he couldn't even do a Shallow Meditation and fell asleep directly.

 Natural sleep also helps to slowly restore spiritual power and magic power.

 Although it is not as efficient as Shallow Meditation.

 However, an occasional natural sleep is conducive to physical and mental health and relieves stress.

 …

 The next day.

 Early in the morning, Link went to the experimental building.

 After a little while, Jasmine came to join him enthusiastically without Link needing to ask her to, which was quite encouraging.

 After going through two security checks, they entered the laboratory.

 They changed their clothes and shoes in the cloakroom attached to the office area and put on long coats, trousers, and shoes provided by the laboratory.

 Jasmine removed her jewelry and tied her long hair back.

 Before entering the experimental area, they both wore the required protective clothing in the changing room, including masks, gloves, lab coats, and goggles.

 In short, they strictly adhered to the lab's standards of segregating the experiment area and living/office area, as well as maintaining cleanliness and managing contamination.

 Even though the experiment they were about to perform did not necessarily require such high sterilization standards.

 "You operate, and you record."

 Upon entering the Botanical Laboratory, Link took out the Logbook he designed based on the available information and handed it to Jasmine, effectively making her the bookkeeper.

 "Me?"

 Jasmine stared back with emerald green eyes, somewhat lacking confidence.

 Though she had performed a fair amount of experiments so far, she had never conducted this type of experiment requiring long-term observation, recording, and analysis.

 Her heart thrummed in her chest due to nervousness.

 "Believe in yourself, you can do it."

 Link encouraged her aloud, though his tone and choice of words sounded suspiciously like a negligent boss manipulating his subordinates.

 "Yes! I can do it."

 Jasmine's response was to nod vigorously, loudly encouraging herself.

 Then, she took over the experiment log, filling in the date, time, experimenters, experiment name, experiment plan, experiment method, and other information.

 The entire process, while not flowing smooth as a stream, was effortless enough.

 After filling out the necessary information, Jasmine puts down the experiment log.

 She first poured the nutrient solution into the storage tank, adjusted the instrumentation and valves of the supply system, then grouped and marked the Silver Star flower seeds by variety and evenly sprinkled them into the seedling bed at regular intervals.

 After doing all these, Jasmine gave it a cursory check to ensure there were no omissions or mistakes.

 Then, it was time for the first minor misty rain spell of the first day to nourish the vitality of the Silver Star flower seeds.

 Jasmine asked Link again about the details of the Ultra Model Sub-Elementary Misty Rain Technique, did a mental preparation, then took a deep breath to put it into practice.

 The light rain uniformly fell from the top of the seedling bed, moistening each Silver Star flower seed.

 That was pretty much the end of today's work.

 Jasmine recorded all her operations and the rainfall amount in the experiment log, then turned to Link for instructions.

 "Well done!"

 Link gave Jasmine a thumbs-up.

 Having such a capable and enthusiastic research assistant saved a lot of time and effort, as he didn't have to do many things himself.

 After changing out of their laboratory suits, the two left the experimental area for the office area.

 "How was the experience? Any thoughts?"

 After changing back into his regular clothes and leaving the laboratory, Link asked as they ascended the stairs.

 "It requires a lot of care and patience."

 Jasmine thought for a moment and responded succinctly.

 "Indeed, conducting experiments, doing research, indeed requires care and patience."

 Link responded positively, "Keep going, I have high hopes for you!"

 On hearing that, Jasmine wrinkled her nose and huffed: "You're full of praise now that you need me. Before that, you couldn't even spare me a smile."

 Link chuckled sheepishly.

 Everyone said he was a brown-noser, but he wasn't at all in ordinary times, he was too detached.

 ...

 The day's classes came to an end.

 In the evening, Link still let Jasmine take charge of checking the seed status, casting the sub-elementary misty rain spell, and recording the experiment log.

 The only difference from the morning was that Link detailed the experiment's purpose, rationale, method, and steps one by one.

 One did the talking, the other did the doing, they worked well together and it wasn't tiring.

 After the experiment, Link decided to skip the library and head to the top floor of this experimental building, the seventh floor.

 There were forty rooms there dedicated to practice for the New Bloods.

 New Bloods could book rooms for free and practice all kinds of witchcraft without worrying about damaging buildings and facilities.

 A zero-ring attack spell doesn't have the ability to damage an experiment building that can withstand a third-ring magical attack.

 Link had long known about this place, but never been there.

 Today, he was going to try his hand at practicing the Pseudo-Destiny Witchcraft in an almost real battle scenario.

 When Jasmine heard about Link's idea, she couldn't help but get excited.

 During her last battle with Erick, she didn't drag him down, but she didn't contribute much either.

 Afterward, she used her savings and Link's shared profits to buy three Rune Objects, greatly increasing her strength on paper.

 Unfortunately, she never found a safe opportunity to test her capabilities.

 Tonight was a pleasant surprise.

 She was eager to know how much her survival ability has improved!
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 The seventh floor of the Experimental Building.

 Link swiped his ID card to secure a room.

 The battlefield setting was simulating different arrow-shaped witchcrafts being shot from various angles at varying speeds.

 Scattered or simultaneous, completely random with no pattern.

 "I'll go first!"

 Jasmine couldn't wait to try and blurted out.

 That's just as well.

 Link had no objections, retreated to the spectator's spot to yield the first practice opportunity.

 Jasmine gently tapped her boots, tightened the bracelet on her left wrist, prepared herself, and called out in a crisp voice: "Begin."

 As soon as the words dropped, the onslaught initiated.

 Five wizardry arrows of water, gold, and wood sprung out from five different angles, with varying degrees of timing and speed, all aimed towards Jasmine.

 Fortunately, Jasmine was well prepared, responsive, and had some basic training in physical maneuvers, thus she started running swiftly as soon as she gave the signal.

 This allowed her to dodge two of the arrows.

 However, three arrows still had her covered.

 As the old saying goes - easier said than done.

 Jasmine squatted down low, flexed her ankles, and activated her floating boots - the same model as Link's underfoot - to accelerate and shoot forward.

 Another two arrows missed their target.

 Yet, the last arrow was too close to dodge.

 Jasmine decided not to escape, instead, she lifted her left arm, activated the charm function of the bracelet, and conjured an Air Shield!

 This was quite a niche defense enchantment effect, which highly compressed and shaped the air to hinder attacks.

 While its strength surpasses the Water Shield Spell significantly, the drawback is its short duration as the compressed air easily disperses.

 On the other hand, it can fend off various types of attacks which makes it difficult to exploit.

 The high-speed arrow collided and rubbed against the dense wall of compressed air, even sparking a few times.

 As expected, the Air Shield prevailed and the arrow fell to the ground.

 However, just as Jasmine heaved a sigh of relief, the second wave of attack arrived.

 A silent Metallic Hidden Arrow stealthily approached from behind, aiming directly at Jasmine's back.

 Jasmine's intuition sensed the danger, and in the nick of time, she activated the final piece of her Rune Objects, also the most expensive one.

 The necklace worn around her delicate neck emitted a streak of blue light that quickly expanded and solidified into a bowl-shaped radiant dome around Jasmine, who was kneeling on the ground.

 The hidden arrow broke upon contact with the dome.

 The dome only slightly tremored, sending waves of ripples that dispelled the attack, leaving it strong and intact.

 "Stop!"

 Jasmine halted the imminent third wave of attack, her voice tinged with a slight hint of grievance and remorse.

 She had never expected herself to fare this poorly, even after using all three Rune Objects.

 It was somewhat acceptable to fail to dodge the first wave of attacks since she failed to efficiently activate the boots.

 She should have activated them right from the start.

 However, when she barely sensed the surprise attack of the second wave's hidden arrow and was almost hit, she was left with no choice but to hastily use the life-saving necklace.

 Even if the radiant dome was strong and its defensive capabilities were impressive, capable of withstanding the third wave of attack.

 What about the fourth wave, or the fifth wave?

 From this, it is evident that Jasmine's understanding of battling tactics was rather lacking.

 Jasmine herself realized this and then decided to cease the combat exercise.

 She needed to take a break, to summarize her lessons in order to conduct targeted training.

 "It's okay, take your time. No one is born a fighter."

 After pondering for a while, Link decided to comfort her with these words.

 Unfortunately, Jasmine got even more upset instead of being thankful. She retorted immediately, "You've never trained it, but you could counter-kill Erick!"

 Um…

 Link was taken aback.

 He thought to himself, I took advantage when he was vulnerable, and my performance was rather lackluster. There were so many problems.

 But Link really couldn't explain without seeming to be self-congratulatory.

 He then said, "You rest first, it's my turn now."

 "Hmph!"

 Jasmine pursed her lips, her small face frowning, and she snarled at Link, "Fine, you try! Let's see how capable you are!"

 A man should avoid quarreling with a woman.

 Link shrugged his shoulders, without responding.

 After resetting the attack mode, Link stood in the middle of the combat area. Facing the impending attack, he shouted, "Begin."

 As his words fell, a circular water flow formed a water shield in front of Link, and then it began to move around him.

 This was the adaptation when the Water Shield Spell reached mastery level. With controls guided by the mind, it could be relocated at any time, providing even better defense.

 In fact, by using the Pseudo Destiny Technique, Link could maintain three water shields at the same time, greatly increasing his defensive power.

 But with Jasmine present, Link still had to hold back a little.

 Their relationship had indeed grown through this period of interaction.

 But it was far from a level where they could entrust their lives to each other.

 Link's life-saving trump card, he decided not to reveal too much.

 What Link wanted to practice now was another use of the Water Shield Spell developed based on the Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft.

 The first wave of attacks came swiftly.

 Four arrows, three in front, one in the back.

 The three at the front were in a pyramid formation, and the one at the back was much less conspicuous, and more insidious.

 Upon seeing this, Link's eyes narrowed and he made a decision instantaneously.

 The water shield proactively intercepted the arrows.

 Before the arrows and water shield made contact, another water shield appeared in front of Link. It swiftly followed suit, meeting the onslaught of arrows.

 The four arrows collided with two water shields, one after the other. The force was depleted by the water flow, and they eventually fell to the ground powerless.

 Both water shields had four big holes punched through and could no longer be used.

 Link simply dispersed them, and before the second wave of attacks began, he summoned another water shield to protect his front.

 The second wave of attacks saw arrows shooting from both left and right.

 If a single water shield couldn't be split to defend, then…

 Link again summoned another water shield.

 In short, as long as Link had enough spiritual power, he could constantly "store" two Water Shield Spell blueprints in the lake beneath his Sea of Consciousness, replenishing as he used, in an unceasing flow.

 What this looked like was a seamless, silky transition of one water shield following after another.

 So, with just the 0-ring spell, the Water Shield Spell, Link withstood six volleys of arrows attacks without even moving a step.

 Jasmine was dumbfounded by the side.

 When the six volleys of attacks had all descended and practice was over, Jasmine immediately gasped, "Link, what kind of magic is this? It's so cool, and so powerful."

 While recalling his previous experience, Link explained, "It's the Water Shield Spell. But what's powerful isn't the magic, but how I used it. Unfortunately, I can only use this method, I can't teach it."

 "Oh."

 Jasmine's zeal was dashed in an instant. She replied feebly and downcast, looking pitiful.

 Link ignored Jasmine's theatrical performance.

 He wasn't cheating Jasmine. He was indeed only able to use it but unable to teach it.

 Even if he could find another Krypton Card Drawing System, it wouldn't guarantee that he'd first draw the "Mind Closure Technique", then draw "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting", would it?

 Link had nothing to hide, therefore his conscience was clear.
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 Since he was already here.

 Link, of course, was not in a hurry to leave.

 After a brief rest, he began his second practice session.

 The combat setting was the same as before, only resetting the attack mode.

 This time, Link didn't stay in place, but wandered around.

 This undoubtedly increased the difficulty of spellcasting, requiring a high level of spatial imagination ability, understanding of the coordinate system, and mental calculation ability.

 Even with the aid of the "Mind Closure Technique" and "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting," Link made two minor mistakes.

 Before the end of the fifth wave of attack, the seamless rhythm of the water shield broke.

 This forced Link to activate the levitation and acceleration function of his Rune Boots, hastily dodging the last arrow in a rather awkward manner.

 Just after dodging, the sixth wave of attack arrived.

 Link decided to change his strategy, leaving a water shield for protection and attacking the incoming arrows with the Leaf Arrow Spell.

 The result was self-evident.

 The not yet mastered Leaf Arrow Spell took too long to cast, at least 2 seconds, and difficult to control as it's hard to adjust the direction.

 As expected, the interception failed.

 Fortunately, Link didn't completely rely on the half-baked Leaf Arrow Spell.

 The water shield timely blocked the arrow and he abruptly accelerated, evading a great distance away.

 The sixth wave of attack was solved.

 Link practiced in combat twice in a row, casting no less than ten spells, nearly depleting his spiritual and magic power.

 This revealed, without doubt, a weakness - his lack of endurance in magic.

 However, Link was not upset.

 In the First Rank Wizard Apprentice Stage, Link's spiritual power ranged from 17 to 30, and the number of spellcasts ranged from four to ten times;

 In the Second Rank Wizard Apprentice Stage, Link's spiritual power ranged from 31 to 75, the number of spellcasts ranged from ten to twenty-five times.

 He'd just been promoted to the Second Rank Wizard Apprentice not long ago. As he increased his spiritual power, his magical endurance would naturally improve.

 Link freed up the training space.

 After a period of rest, observation, and reflection, Jasmine was ready for another practice session.

 This time, Jasmine activated her Rune Boots as soon as she started.

 She still took the strategy of dodging whenever she could and defending on the spot when she couldn't.

 Compared to the last time, Jasmine's performance improved a lot.

 The first wave of attack was completely avoided.

 Not until the end of the second wave of attack did Jasmine have to use the Air Shield from her enchanted bracelet.

 The Rune Necklace around her fair neck was activated during the middle of the third wave of attack.

 The light shield was so strong that it withstood until the end of the fourth wave.

 However, Link also noticed a fatal weakness.

 While the light shield was active, Jasmine couldn't move.

 Once she moved, the light shield would dissipate.

 This was a trade-off between dodging ability and defensive power!

 Although her practice ended prematurely again, Jasmine was noticeably in a better mood than before.

 Progress meant she could continue to improve.

 "Link, we should come here often!"

 Arriving at the viewing platform, Jasmine said enthusiastically, behaving like a someone eager for battle.

 Jasmine did not forget her initial intention of enrolling in Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 She still wanted to be a logistic and medical personnel, avoiding direct combat whenever possible.

 But Erick's ambush made Jasmine deeply realize that trouble might find her.

 So, one might not like to fight, but one must be good at fighting.

 In this day and age, even if you are trying to heal and save people, without some fighting skills, you can't protect yourself.

 Link responded indifferently, "We'll come two or three times a week, after we finish our work in the lab."

 "Agreed, it's settled then!"

 Jasmine shouted, raising her right palm, extending it towards Link, initiating the gesture for a high-five agreement.

 "Childish."

 Link had no interest in engaging in this childish antic, he coldly declined.

 However, Jasmine's right palm was raised high, her left hand held onto the corner of Link's clothes, refusing to let go.

 Tug and pull, such behavior was beneath him.

 Link tugged at the edge of his clothes.

 Jasmine didn't let go, she looked at Link, her eyes clear and watery. There were no tears of pleading, just a calm gaze.

 Left with no other choice, Link raised his right hand and lightly touched Jasmine's held-up right palm.

 It was a perfunctory gesture.

 "Hmph."

 Jasmine immediately raised her head high, like a victorious general, nobly and assertively, she walked ahead of Link and exited the room.

 The library, reading room.

 Jasmine set aside her excitement from the combat training session and dived into the extensive collection of research materials.

 Link sat in a chair, closed his eyes, spent some time in shallow meditation to restore both his spiritual power and magic power, before he started reading the documents.

 His recent extra-curricular study task, apart from continuing to research pseudo destiny witchcraft, is to design a crossbreeding experiment plan for Silver Star Flower seeds.

 This required him to constantly recall his past life's botanical knowledge through "Mind Closure Technique" and the Hall of Mind, then combine it with the "Botany" materials from the Wizard World. He needed to synthesize the strengths of both worlds, to discard the useless and retain the essence.

 There was no need to rush, he could take his time.

 The night deepened.

 The two of them left the library, Link escorted Jasmine back to her place on the way to his dormitory.

 As Link turned the corner of the staircase, he discovered five figures blocking the entrance to his dormitory.

 What's going on?

 Link immediately prepared himself for a fight, the Water Shield Spell and Thorn Entanglement were at the ready, while his spell-breaking sleeve crossbow was aimed at them.

 The five people outside the door heard his footsteps and turned to look.

 Only then did Link realize, these were same the five students with fifth-rate qualifications.

 However, all five students were in a pitiful state, with swollen and bruised faces, they looked like they had been severely beaten.

 "What happened to you guys?"

 Link asked, his guard still up.

 "Boss, we've been bullied!"

 The five students wailed in unison, "We beg you, stand up for us!"

 ???

 A row of question marks flew over Link's head.

 We don't have any subordinate relationship, right?

 "Speak clearly."

 Link raised his right hand, stopping the five students who were about to rush forward.

 "Boss, the president of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' is a real jerk. Hearing that we were close to you, he dragged us over and interrogated us about everything related to you. After questioning, he used us to vent his anger and gave us a beating."

 The spokesperson from the five, the one who was most heavily beaten, had a whistle in his pronunciation as he spoke.

 "Tell the truth!"

 Link didn't believe this obviously embellished story and immediately demanded with a cold voice.

 The five students glanced at each other, hesitating.

 In the end, the unnamed spokesman stuttered out, "The president found out we were stealing Vice President Rivers' magic stones."

 After speaking, the spokesperson raised his voice and said, "Boss, even though someone suggested behind the scenes that we should come to you, please believe that we sincerely want to join you!"

 "I'm sorry, I don't recruit followers, and I don't have the ability to take some on."

 Link abruptly rejected.

 He walked past the five students and directly into his dormitory, slamming the door shut with a bang.

 The five students had been rejected at the door.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 57 Testing_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 There was a reason why these five men would team up.

 They all shared one thing in common in their behavior: they all seemed zany and silly.

 They were easily driven by petty interests, they tended to bully the weak and fear the strong, were quick to concede, and seemed gutsy and brainless.

 In a nutshell, they were not like the true fifth-level qualification geniuses at all.

 Link, however, didn't underestimate them because of this.

 One person acting like a fool could be due to poor family conditions, developing such a personality from a young age.

 Two people behaving like fools were also possible, as coincidences could occur.

 But having five people act foolish together was unlikely unless some of them were pretending to be fools.

 From beginning to end, the person who interacted directly with Link was always the same.

 What did that tell us?

 It showed that there was a clear division of work or ranking among the five.

 The real fool wouldn't easily recognize someone as his leader, if he does, he will stick to it, loyally.

 Whatever the leader says stands.

 Even if there were any objections, they would only be expressed in private.

 When Link first met these five men, he noticed that the one who spoke out was not the real boss.

 After all, the real boss wouldn't consult his subordinates about anything, his word is final.

 So, Link reasonably guessed that these five guys had teamed up for some reason, to stick together for warmth.

 There was no leader, everyone was an equal, holding equal status.

 They discussed things together and pointed their guns to the outside world together.

 It just happened that when they turned outwards towards Link, they were lectured and threatened.

 If things ended there, it would have been fine.

 They could simply avoid further contact.

 If they can't offend someone, they can avoid them.

 However, the five gentlemen ended up digging a hole for Rives Francis and robbed him of his Magic Stone under Link's threat.

 This was like getting caught with your pants down, getting into an awkward situation.

 And now, not only has trouble occurred, but they were also reported for being close to Link.

 Under the circumstances where the president of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" suffered a loss of one vice president and one core member, he will have to do something to emphasize his authority.

 The five guys had bad luck, they took a beating because they happened to be in the way.

 This undoubtedly damaged the reputation of the five.

 Given the behavior exhibited by the five in their daily life, it would not be surprising if they did something shocking.

 For example, going to Link, bowing their heads to him, and then encouraging the newly sworn leader to reclaim his territory.

 Based on many factors, Link concluded that this was a multilevel test from various parties.

 First was the president of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 Since Link enrolled, he has always been low-key, burying himself in his studies.

 Even after being threatened and intimidated by Rives and Erick, he did not retaliate.

 This calm lasted for several weeks.

 Suddenly, one day, the president was told that his trusted aides, vice president Rives and core member Erick, had been incited by Link and got into trouble.

 They had internal disputes, fallout, and physical conflicts.

 One was locked up by the academy and the future punishment was unknown;

 One was burned to become disabled, and the wound was difficult to heal.

 Not long after, the disabled person failed to retaliate and was killed by Link.

 At this rate, the president had to be suspicious.

 He might suspect that Link joined the archenemy organization of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", or he might suspect that Link wants to forcefully enter the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" to seize power...

 Anyway, no matter what the president suspected, he needed to test Link to see if he could discern Link's intentions.

 In this way, the president could decide the strategy for Link: to hit, to pull, or to directly ignore.

 The underworld was not just about fistfights; it was a world full of human sentiments.

 Next were the five brothers.

 Every time they faced Link, he was very dominant. He was the third person to report to the academy for promotion among the new bloods, and his performance was amazing.

 Unlike the first person who reported to the academy for promotion, who became arrogant with flattery and didn't even make it to the top 20 in the midterms.

 The five relied on the banner of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", with their high qualifications, life was very enjoyable.

 Now they've been beaten up by the president and there is no hope to continue under the banner of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 No matter how high their qualifications are, they are just potential.

 If the potential is not realized, it will always remain as potential and will not become strength.

 Depend on their current strength; they are not strong enough to do whatever they want among the same batch of new bloods.

 Therefore, under someone's reminder, the five thought of relying on Link.

 After all, in the eyes of outsiders, Link is also a tough guy among the fierce ones.

 He dared to kill and could be very sinister.

 Finally, there was the person who gave the idea to the five, a hidden hand.

 This person hides in the shadows and acts mysteriously.

 Previously, he did not act against Link, but after the test scores were published, he took the opportunity to plot against Link.

 Soliciting the five to join Link was definitely malicious.

 Regardless of whether Link agreed to accept five as followers, the other party's goals had been achieved.

 Link guessed that the other party intentionally made him a target so that more new bloods would focus on him.

 As for the follow-up, there would definitely be more.

 After some thoughts, Link felt that he still couldn't mess up his own steps; it would be better to remain calm.

 Let others be strong, he would be like a breeze blowing on the hillside.

 Let others be proud, he would be like the moonlight shining on the river.

 As long as Link himself remains stable and does not make mistakes, the opponent will have to make more moves if he fails.

 The more moves the other party makes, the more mistakes they will reveal.

 By then, Link would be able to find the person behind the scenes who might be targeting him because of the two-section grand competition following the clues.

 "That's settled then."

 Link clapped his hands, having thought things through, and moved on from the matter of the five coming to "surrender."

 He walked straight into the study and took out all the notes he had taken since enrolling.

 After some filtering, Link selected all the content about Runes, Magic Blueprint, long-term maintenance of Magic Blueprint, Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft.

 The practical training benefited Link greatly, not only reflected in the improvement of proficiency in Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft.

 It also made Link ponder how to further develop the application of Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft in daily life, academic research, and battle.

 He had a vague idea.

 This idea flashed in his mind, it might also be the "Talent for Spellcasting" of "Philius Flitwick" at work.

 That was, whether it was possible to embed Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft one or more times when normal casting is about to be completed, to achieve the effect of "Double Casting" or even "Multiple Casting".

 Take the Water Shield Spell for example.

 What Link practiced today was "Continuous Casting", one water shield followed by another, continuously.

 He didn't practice "Parallel Casting", that is, several water shields surrounding him at the same time, guarding all around.

 And "Double Casting" was embedding one water shield into another, improving the Instant Defense Intensity.

 This idea was worth exploring.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 58: Collusion? Conspiracy? _1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The night deepens. 

 Sophie Lucia is still in a greenhouse at The Second Botanical Garden, checking on the growth status of the plants.

 After her position as Deputy Director was temporarily suspended, Sophie Lucia did not appeal to the Tower Spirit of the Intelligent Management Center Tower at the Junior Division.

 Not to mention that the reason given by the Tower Spirit was quite reasonable.

 If she were to appeal, her already flawed record would be tainted by another unsightly record, which kept Sophie Lucia from proceeding.

 Without asking her family for help, Sophie, using her connections and a bit of Magic Stone, immediately rented a greenhouse in The Second Botanical Garden to continue her research and experiments.

 The experiment she was currently conducting was to verify the potential positive impact on the high-quality yield of the Silver Star flower by the new germination method mentioned in Link's "paper."

 Though her last "paper" was not published, a copy was retained in the "paper" review office, and a backup copy was archived in the internal network.

 So, according to the rules, Sophie Lucia indeed has the right to conduct further research based on the new germination method.

 And her reason for doing this is simple: to get revenge on Link Grande.

 The mere thought that that bumpkin managed to get her to lose her position as Deputy Director is absolutely unforgivable!

 Taking away that bumpkin's next research results was the first step of revenge Sophie Lucia planned.

 According to the information she received, that bumpkin fell into a series of troubles after quitting the part-time job at the Third Botanical Garden.

 Now, there are several groups of people who want to deal with that bumpkin.

 She just took advantage of this window, conducted the experiment, got the results, published the "paper", and finally let off some steam.

 As for collaborating with those groups from the Southern District who want to deal with that bumpkin, the idea of it even coming to Sophie Lucia's mind is a disgrace to her noble lineage.

 What qualifications would those bumpkins and soil treaders have to collaborate with her?

 What Sophie Lucia wants is to slap that bumpkin hard with her own method.

 That slap is about to be delivered soon.

 Several groups of experiments have yielded results, and the data collected so far is solid after analysis.

 The results are so solid that it makes Sophie Lucia feel a real pity.

 Because if the two "papers" were published together, under the same name, the quality and level compared to being separated and published individually are much higher, it's simply night and day.

 Thinking about this, Sophie felt both regret and joy.

 What she couldn't get, that bumpkin definitely won't get either.

 When that bumpkin finally finds out about it, it would certainly be a great shock.

 Thinking about the image of the bumpkin's grieved face, Sophie couldn't help but let a smile escape from her lips.

 ...

 Elsewhere.

 Southern District Detention Center.

 Harold Andrews was finally allowed to visit Rives Francis after three days of application.

 Visiting room.

 "Who are you?"

 Rives Francis, wearing handcuffs and fetters, sitting on the inside of the glass wall, stared at the man in black robes across him with his inflamed eyes and coldly asked.

 "Vice President Rives, I am Harold Andrews, invited by President Antoine Hilton to visit you."

 Harold Andrews wore a cheerful smile on his face, making him look very affable, like a sunny and outgoing young man.

 "I've heard of you."

 The ferocity in Rives' eyes gradually faded, his voice remained hoarse, "The first New Blood in the freshman year to report the promotion news to the division."

 "It was me."

 Harold Andrews gave a modest nod. From his expression and bearing, it was not hard to see that he took pride in it.

 "Idiot!"

 Rivers, however, suddenly turned sarcastic, offering no face, "Utterly stupid!"

 A hint of surprise flashed across Harold's eyes, not understanding why Rivers' attitude took a shift.

 Yet he was a man with a good temperament, not bothered by insults. Instead, he curiously asked, "Did I do something wrong? I'd appreciate any advice from Vice President Rivers."

 "Do you know why everyone, including the academy, uses the first to report promotion to the academy's story?"

 A scornful smile appeared on Rivers' face, his tone mocking, "That's because even the academy can't be sure of who was really the first to be promoted to a First Rank Wizard Apprentice! Seeing your complacent face, do you really think you're a genius among geniuses? Stupid!"

 Harold was stunned.

 After a while, he came to his senses and chastised himself: "Ah, Vice President Rivers is right, I'm utterly stupid!"

 "Enough. I don't have time for your self-pity."

 Rivers waved his hand, looking somewhat impatient, "You came to me so late, what's the matter? Spit it out."

 "I'm sorry for taking up your time."

 Harold quickly apologized, then moved to the main topic, seriously saying, "Erick Burnalis is dead, killed by Link Grande."

 "So what?"

 Rivers shrugged, seemingly apathetic.

 As if Erick had never worked under him or had ceaseless fights and squabbles with him.

 "President Antoine Hilton hopes to obtain your opinion on how to deal with Link Grande."

 Harold was somewhat surprised by Rivers' attitude but didn't show it, continuing to say, "Suppress or kill, or simply ignore, it all depends on what you think."

 "Ha!"

 Rivers chuckled coldly, his expression turning frigid, his eyes turning red as if flames of anger were about to spew out, "My thoughts? My thoughts are that Antoine Hilton can go to hell! Don't think I don't know where Erick learned about my weakness from!"

 Harold was deeply shocked by Rivers' words.

 Were the internal conflicts within the New Blood Mutual Aid Association this intense?

 Rivers then stood up, dragging his heavy shackles, he leaned forward and glared at Harold.

 His red eyes like blazing fires were locked onto Harold's. His voice became increasingly hoarse, as if forcibly squeezed out from his vocal cords, "Tell Antoine Hilton not to think of everyone as idiots. Once I get out, I will surely settle the score with him!"

 With that, Rivers turned and walked away.

 When he reached the door of the meeting room, Rivers stopped in his tracks, not turning his head as he directly spoke up:

 "Also, don't take everyone for a fool.

 Do you really think I can't tell that you want to use me as a blade against this Link Grande?

 Idiot, such an idiot! Utterly stupid!"

 It has to be said, only when Rivers Francis regained his calm and rationality after the rebound of the Rage Meditation Method, did he seem like his original self.

 Harold Andrews sat dumbfounded on the bench for a long time, unable to come back to his senses.

 He didn't know where he slipped up, whether it was his tone, expression, or even the smallest gestures, he had practiced them all repeatedly in front of the mirror.

 Yet, his scheme was seen right through.

 Harold suddenly wondered, would those five guys see through his intentions too?

 Would they ruin his plans?
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 Chapter 59 Reasons and Public Opinion_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Harold Andrews has always held himself in high regard.

 He was born on Mettler Island, the largest island in the Stormy Sea, and his wizard qualifications are at the advance fourth rank, just a step away from the standard of the lower fifth rank.

 However, among the twenty-three selected New Bloods, he was neither considered as the best nor the worst, which made his situation extremely awkward.

 In this batch of the college, the only one with advanced fifth rank qualifications is from the Mettler Island New Blood.

 Mettler Island also has two geniuses with lower fifth rank's aptitude.

 On the way to the harbor where the ship was docked, because the journey was long and the wizard recruiting the New Bloods was not in a particular hurry, it took them some time.

 The more the time, the more the stories.

 The other New Bloods were always flattering the three geniuses with fifth rank qualifications.

 But Harold Andrews found himself all alone.

 The other two New Bloods with advanced fourth rank qualifications didn't see anything out of the ordinary about Harold Andrews.

 New Bloods with intermediate and lower fourth rank aptitudes felt that if they were to curry favor with someone, it should definitely be someone much more powerful.

 The remaining ones with advance third rank qualifications, naturally followed the crowd.

 Harold Andrews found himself inadvertently overlooked.

 This deeply humiliated the usually proud and arrogant Harold Andrews.

 He swore - he must make these people who looked up to the higher-ups and despised the lower-ranked ones, see him with new eyes!

 So, upon entering Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, Harold Andrews was determined to shine more brilliantly than Lanny Taylor - the top genius with advanced fifth rank qualifications who had also chosen to enter the college!

 Moreover, he intended to force the others who entered the college to look up to him!

 So, Harold Andrews devoted himself to studying the Meditation Technique fervently, immersing himself in deep meditation whenever his spirit could bear it.

 The hardships he had to endure and the number of times he felt extreme tension leading to retching, nausea, dizziness - only Harold himself knew.

 Efforts pay off, hard work leads to gains.

 Finally, Harold Andrews became proficient in the first level of meditation and was promoted to the First Rank Wizard Apprentice, becoming the first attractive figure from the New Blood group to report to the college.

 Name and profit, all in his hands.

 Harold felt like he was at the peak of his life.

 However, before Harold could enjoy the praises of the people for too long, news that stole his thunder kept pouring in.

 They talked about Link Grande expertly instigated internal strife and conflict within the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association";

 About how Link Grande calmly confronted adversity and counterattacked Erick Burnalis who ambushed him;

 About how Link Grande surpassed all the geniuses with fifth rank qualifications and came first in the midterm exams…

 Instantly, the "Forum" was filled with rumors about Link Grande.

 Most of the gossip among the New Bloods was also about that guy.

 Link Grande, Link Grande, his name could be heard everywhere.

 What Harold Andrews found most intolerable was Link Grande's haughtiness (he never socialized) and his arrogance (he was never part of any faction).

 Moreover, everyone had attractive fellow villagers – why was it that while Harold Andrews struggled to exchange a few words with Lanny Taylor, Link Grande had a Jasmine Kidman constantly sticking by his side?

 Even if Jasmine Kidman's qualifications were two grades lower than Lanny Taylor's, she was prettier.

 A soft, cute, sweet-talking, attention-loving little girl spending all day around Link Grande, constantly trying to please him, while Link Grande still maintained his aloof demeanor - who wouldn't want to kill him?

 Harold Andrews had hated Link Grande for a long time.

 But what made Harold Andrews make up his mind to deal Link Grande a blow was the incessant comparisons people kept making between him and Link Grande.

 People kept saying things like, they both held fourth rank qualifications, they were among the first five New Bloods to report their promotion to the college, but Link Grande was much better than Harold Andrews...

 All kinds of nonsense, always finding a way to his ears.

 Harold Andrews was burning with anger.

 Driven by jealousy and a desire to clear any obstacles before the duel in the two zones.

 After careful observation and meticulous planning, Harold Andrews decided to start with the five gentlemen, gradually painting Link Grande as a thorn in the flesh for most New Bloods.

 His father used similar methods to take down the family's biggest competitor.

 The reason he operated behind the scenes, using untraceable methods to incite the five brothers who had been beaten,

 was because Harold Andrews felt he could not understand Link Grande, and there was a sense of fear in his heart.

 This guy would actually take revenge seriously and wasn't afraid to kill in person!

 After leaving the detention room and on the way back to the dormitory, Harold Andrews kept thinking about his encounters with the five gentlemen.

 Assured that he didn't leak any information and even if his intentions were seen through, he wouldn't be confronted by Link Grande, he finally breathed a sigh of relief.

 Harold Andrews was hesitant whether to continue to target Link Grande.

 He suddenly felt a bit risky.

 It seemed like he was narrowing his path.

 ...

 The next day.

 Thursday of the eleventh week.

 The news of five genius fifth-rank apprentices got beaten up then had voluntarily pledged allegiance to Link Grande inevitably spread.

 The dormitory was not a single house, after all, but an entire row of rooms along each floor corridor, an imposing twenty rooms total.

 With the conspicuous state of the five brothers last night, it was hard not to draw attention.

 With so many people noticing, the news inevitably spread.

 Link once again became the topic of discussion among many New Bloods, and was the target of curious stares.

 Though the dining hall was not very crowded at the moment, the very perceptible gazes still bothered the perceptive Link.

 Although he could use the "Mind Closure Technique" to block out odd feelings, it might hinder his alertness.

 If anyone were to peep, take photos, follow, or launch a surprise attack at this time, Link's reaction would undoubtedly be slower than usual.

 Even Jasmine was looking at Link strangely during breakfast, and this lasted a while.

 On their way to the experiment building, after Jasmine glanced back furiously at a few blunt New Bloods gossiping about Link, she finally couldn't help but ask, "Link, do you really want to become our batch's leader, and lead us to overthrow the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association'?"

 "That's not true, don't spread rumors."

 Link clarified decisively.

 "But I saw on the 'forum' that everyone is saying that."

 Jasmine cocked her head, looking rather puzzled, "They said you have good grades, high ability, are responsible, dare to kill, have many qualities of a leader, and the most important thing, you are handsome and like to please girls…"

 The public opinion was really outrageous.

 The direction it was being guided was even more ridiculous, as if trying to forcibly shape Link into a schemer.

 Before, he had kept a low profile to gather his strength and wait for the right timing.

 It seemed as if Link was about to issue a public call to arms, rise in revolt, start a fight with upperclassmen, and overthrow the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association'!

 At this, Link was speechless and annoyed.

 It was clear that this wave of public opinion had been deliberately stirred up.

 And he didn't have a good way to respond.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link ignored Jasmine's sarcastic remarks.

 Having witnessed and personally experienced all kinds of strange phenomena during the information explosion era, Link knew that in the face of such public opinion offensive, he needed either an authoritative person or organization to debunk the rumors, or to ignore them completely.

 For an authoritative figure or organization to debunk rumors, they must be reputable and reliable, and provide substantial and credible evidence to prove "so-and-so did not secretly film anything".

 Occurrences such as these are common.

 Many times, even authoritative debunking is useless.

 Debunking is one thing, if people don't believe it, what can you do?

 The rumors will still spread, and even more fiercely.

 Link couldn't find anyone or any organization that could provide authoritative debunking for him, and even if he did, he wouldn't want to seek them out.

 Those who like to spread baseless rumors,

 he simply chose to ignore, with indifference.

 This eight-word motto was how Link dealt with the wave of public opinion attacks.

 Even when facing Jasmine's teasing, it still applies.

 Ignoring means ignoring, regardless of what you say.

 Jasmine didn't persist in her futile attempts, she changed the subject and asked about some questions that arose from reading materials and documents yesterday.

 Link was happy to answer these questions.

 The two chatted and taught each other along the way, and soon they arrived at the research building.

 After passing through two access controls, they changed into lab coats as required before entering the laboratory.

 Having completed the prerequisite preparations, they both entered the Botanical Laboratory.

 The whole process was still operated solely by Jasmine, observing, recording, practicing, and recording again.

 With experience, Jasmine worked quite skillfully now, and Link wouldn't need to accompany her for much longer.

 When that time comes, Link would have more time to allocate to other matters.

 After inspecting the equipment and facilities, they cleaned up and made sure there were no issues before leaving.

 Leaving the research building, they headed to the classroom, and started to pass more and more people on the path.

 Passing New Bloods, regardless if they were freshmen or from the second, third or fourth year, if they had recently seen related topics about Link Grande on the "forum", most of them would shoot strange glances.

 Curiosity, suspicion, expectation, excitement, contempt, disdain.

 All sorts of emotions were present.

 Jasmine did not act as before in the cafeteria, laughing and eating, or making sarcastic remarks.

 Instead, she held her head up high, her gaze sharp. She stared right back at every eye that met hers and stared sternly at them in return.

 This move of hers was undoubtedly a clear response and counterattack.

 In such a strange atmosphere, Link and Jasmine entered the classroom.

 As soon as the two of them sat down in their usual seats in the second row center,

 Five of their peers immediately gathered around them.

 After a night's rest, the swelling on their faces was gone, their injuries were not serious, only faint bruises remained.

 "Boss…"

 All five of them spoke in unison, bowing as they did so.

 This act, was to truly establish their subordinate relationship in front of everyone.

 If Link was even slightly embarrassed in his response, they could wave Link's banner and continue to act recklessly.

 It doesn't matter if you don't acknowledge us, we acknowledge you.

 As for why the five brothers still dared to provoke Link?

 Because so far, Link had never intentionally targeted or oppressed anyone.

 Even when they were looking for trouble last time, they were simply beaten up, not seriously injured, and each of them got two Magic Stones.

 If they were provoked, even if they didn't dare to break the opponent's leg, they would surely retaliate.

 Magic Stones?

 Instead of giving Magic Stones to the opponent, they would even take a copper coin from the opponent!

 The good guys should be pointed at with guns.

 Upon hearing this, Link took a deep breath, slowly lifted his head, and looked at the five men.

 Link clearly knew what the five gentlemen were up to.

 He had already refused them outright last night. And yet they had come again?

 Did they think he was a fool?

 His gaze had grown indifferent, seemingly withholding a limitless fury within his deep dark eyes.

 Ever since he killed Erick with his own hand and a certain cord in his heart snapped, Link's demeanor had become noticeably colder.

 After operating the "Mind Closure Technique" at full strength, the aura radiating from Link suddenly shifted from cold and stiff to cold and severe, even harsh and murderous.

 Wisp after wisp of killing intent slowly overflowed from Link's eyes, directed at the scheming five.

 The growth of his spiritual power during this period made his gaze sharper, as if substantive, making his oppressive aura even stronger.

 The surrounding air seemed to stagnate palpably.

 "Scram!"

 Link's voice was icy cold, he uttered each word, "Don't think I am unaware of your intentions. If I learn that anyone is using my name to stir up trouble, don't blame me for being rude."

 The five men, who were about to stand up straight, were seen shaking uncontrollably and sweating profusely at Link's undisguised killing intent.

 "Ye...yes, boss!"

 The spokesperson among the five replied tremblingly, "I'm sorry, boss! We've disturbed you, boss!"

 After getting a cold reception and threatened, the five figures turned around and left.

 They arrived mystifyingly and left swiftly.

 But undoubtedly, the actions of the five men will undoubtedly fuel the already heated public opinion with more fuel.

 On their way to the corner seat, the five men began to argue loudly, enabling Link to hear them clearly.

 "I told you so! We shouldn't listen to that man. If the boss says he won't accept us, he won't! Why insist on trying again!"

 "Who could disagree? That man was secretive and wouldn't even show his face. He didn't seem like a good person."

 "Sigh! It's all my fault. I was blinded by the prospect of gain and caused everyone to upset the boss."

 "What can we do now? Where can we find another backer?"

 "Shall we go back to the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association'?"

 "Damn! You still consider yourself a man? Only a dog would go back!"

 "Woof Woof~"

 Link pondered upon hearing this.

 It seemed that the five men were indeed hell-bent on pursuing their style of dealing with people.

 They appeared crazy and silly, always embarrassing themselves, but in reality, they were very astute and not stupid at all.

 They could seize the opportunity, catch a toad to squeeze out urine, and also make timely reparations to avoid real disasters for themselves.

 Last night and this morning, they probed twice.

 When their probe did not succeed and the anticipated result was not achieved, they immediately provided a subtle hint:

 Hey boss, someone is trying to mess with you! They are even using us as pawns!

 It has to be said that the five men's grasp of the degree of advance and retreat was very precise, the murderous intent in Link's heart slowly subsided.

 He had genuinely intended to find an opportunity to kill the five men.

 How annoying!

 The five men, oblivious to how they danced on the edge of life and death, gradually lowered their voices and ceased their noisy chatter.

 At this moment, however, Jasmine nudged Link with her elbow, frowning as if she had encountered a difficulty.

 She had been looking at the portable computer ever since the five men arrived.

 "What's wrong?"

 Link first put his emotions and killing intent entirely in check before asking softly.

 "Mina Havcheck has invited us to meet."

 Jasmine said, "At noon today, in the library. She said she has something very important to tell us."

 What an unexpected and coincidental twist this was.
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 Chapter 61: Clarify, Reconciliation_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 To go or not to go?

 That is not a question.

 If someone invites you, you keep the appointment.

 Especially when the meeting place is a public place like a library.

 Link was quite curious about what tricks Mina Havcheck had up her sleeve this time.

 But that was a matter for noon, so he wouldn't bother with it for now.

 He signaled to Jasmine not to be distracted and to focus on her reading.

 Link too took out his notes and pondered about the possibility of "Double Casting" or even "Multiple Casting".

 This was the real business, everything else was irrelevant.

 Compared to Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, without a doubt, the difficulty of executing "Double Casting" or "Multiple Casting" was significantly lower.

 The former is a matter of existence, a breakthrough from 0 to 1; the latter is a matter of quantity, a growth from 1 to 100.

 The tricky part is mastering the timing.

 You need to precisely nestle the spells, they can't be a smidgen faster or slower.

 (1 smidgen = 0.864 seconds, 1 instant = 0.0864 seconds)

 A slightly faster or slower pace wouldn't result in "Double Casting" or "Multiple Casting", but would turn into "Parallel Casting".

 That is to say, one water shield would be nestled in another to strengthen the defense, making two water shields appear simultaneously, fighting side by side.

 Link currently had two plan options:

 Plan one, to cast two Water Shield Spells using the form of Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft;

 Plan two, to initially construct a normal Water Shield Spell magic blueprint and then while casting the spell, simultaneously use the form of Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft to link the two consecutive Water Shield Spells.

 If the first plan could be realized, it would undoubtedly be more convenient and efficient.

 However, it involved great difficulty and was prone to mistakes.

 The second plan was a bit more cumbersome, but easier to realize.

 Once one becomes adept at the plan, it would be not inconvenient at all.

 After thinking it over, Link decided to give the second plan a try first.

 At the moment, neither was it a good time nor a good place. Link could only suppress his thoughts, waiting to practice back in the dormitory at night.

 The morning classes ended smoothly.

 Under many a strange gaze, Link and Jasmine uncomfortably enjoyed their lunch at the cafeteria.

 All along the way, during meals, more and more people were covertly looking at them, Jasmine had long stopped the act of glaring back.

 Mainly because if one glared too many times, the eyes got sore.

 Seeing Link, who seemed to ignore everything, Jasmine simply treated those people like air and ignored them.

 If the persons at the heart of the public controversy could remain calm, then why couldn't she?

 Keep calm, keep calm!

 Clang...

 Jasmine tossed the meal tray onto the recycling platform, which was much more violent than usual.

 The trays and utensils jumped and scattered.

 Link neatly rearranged the trays and utensils a bit, then walked out of the cafe.

 The library.

 Mina Havcheck had been waiting in the lobby for quite some time.

 Upon seeing Link and Jasmine approaching, she signaled them to go to the second floor corridor.

 There, there were seats for resting and chatting.

 "The rumors on those 'forums' were not spread by me."

 As soon as three of them took their seats, Mina Havcheck got straight to the point and clarified one thing,"Including the part about Rivers and Erick."

 She is in a hurry!

 "And then?"

 Link was expressionless, not surprised in the least.

 "I was worried that you might blame me for these, so, I thought I should explain it to you."

 Mina Havcheck continued, her face slightly awkward.

 Without a doubt, her words revealed her fear.

 They exposed her trepidation, her fear even, of Link.

 "Hmm."

 Link slightly nodded, sparing his words like gold, his demeanor aloof.

 After all, it was Mina Havcheck who had extended the invitation.

 The one who was in a rush to explain and deny any involvement was Mina Havcheck, not him, Link Grande.

 The advantage is mine!

 Mina Havcheck saw that Link wasn't paying attention,

 Jasmine Kidman on one side had kept a straight face since they had met, unwilling to speak more than necessary,

 She knew that unless some significant information was disclosed this time, achieving her aim would be impossible.

 She bit her lip, her face showing a hint of difficulty, before deciding to speak:

 "Erick did indeed disclose some information related to you guys while he was with me, but I honestly didn't know he intended to kill you."

 "Really?"

 Link sneered at the corner of his mouth, "You really didn't know?"

 A severely injured person, someone who, according to you, boasts about revenge during treatment, and you're saying you didn't know he intended to kill?

 Are you fooling a three-year-old?

 Do you really not know, or did you know but enjoyed seeing it unfold?

 No matter if Erick succeeded or not, you could eliminate a significant threat, right?

 Link sneered in his heart, continuing to apply pressure, to see if he could squeeze out any more information.

 "Fine, I knew."

 Mina Havcheck had already prepared herself for this revelation, she simply confessed then explained,

 "But what can that do? He threatened my life, what could I do? All I could do was send him away and then notify you."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded his head again but chose not to comment on this statement.

 There really wasn't much to say.

 You can't truly know someone's heart, Link couldn't determine what Mina Havcheck was thinking at that time.

 But, the malice that he sensed previously was indeed real.

 "I don't expect you to forgive me."

 Having addressed this, Mina Havcheck seemed to relax a little. She leaned back against her chair, talking freely,

 "I'll provide some information concerning you guys, particularly you, Link Grande, to reconcile our differences.

 From now on, I won't target you guys."

 You are also not allowed to take revenge on me!"

 "I have always loved peace."

 Link shrugged, playing neutral, "I never pick fights or hold grudges."

 The real outcome depends on how substantial your information is.

 Even without a prior promise, Mina Havcheck wasn't annoyed and revealed, "Antoine Hilton, the president of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association', was the first to spread information about you on the 'Forum'."

 "And after that?"

 Link showed a slight interest.

 He was indeed interested.

 "Later another person stirred the pot, trying to distort your image and make you a public enemy."

 Mina Havcheck stopped here and didn't say more.

 Link knew what she was waiting for, and without continuing the bait, he clearly said, "From now on, let's each go our own way. As long as you don't mess with me, I will never target you."

 "Is it a deal?"

 "It's a deal!"

 Upon hearing Link's last words, Mina Havcheck's heart finally relaxed.

 She was completely relaxed now and didn't need to put up a brave front anymore.

 Without beating around the bush, she gave the explosive news:

 "I found out that among your peers, there is a guy named Harold Andrews, who has been asking about you everywhere. He even went to the Black Market to buy a smart-device that allows anonymous contact.

 According to reliable information, the subjects of his anonymous contact were five people. These five people were the ones who made the rumours about you on the 'Forum' even more sensational.

 Moreover, he also actively proposed to visit Rivers on behalf of Antoine Hilton."

 "Harold Andrews?"

 Link knew this name, the first "brave one" to bite the bullet.

 "Thank you."

 Having received the message he wanted, Link didn't want to stay any longer and got up to leave.

 Before leaving, he made a promise:

 "Bygones are bygones!"
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 Laughing off grudges? 

 No, not at all.

 It's just that Link indeed did not want to make enemies everywhere. If he could avoid trouble, he would do so.

 If Mina Havcheck truly meant what she said, and would no longer target him in the future, how would it harm Link to let her off?

 In the end, she was just a young girl who had not yet reached maturity.

 Furthermore, she was a pitiful person who had been harmed before.

 The reason why she acted so obsessively, might be due to her own character, but it was most likely a result of the violations she had previously suffered.

 Link was not a saint who pitied everyone, nor was he the type of person who would seek revenge for the smallest grievance, and even less so a cold-blooded killer who would casually take others' lives.

 He only hoped that their paths would no longer cross in the future, that they would have no more disputes.

 As for Harold Andrews, Link could not definitively ascertain why he had acted against him.

 The two had never had any contact before.

 Even when they passed by each other, they had never exchanged greetings.

 Just as one does not love someone for no reason, one also does not hate someone without a reason.

 Link could only guess that the reason Harold Andrews had acted against him was due to their academic rankings, or perhaps due to the district competition.

 However, Link did not dwell on this. He simply noted:

 On a certain year, month, and day, Harold Andrews acted against me.

 This grudge must be avenged!

 ...

 Since he was in the library already.

 Link decided not to leave in a hurry and went straight to the first-floor reading room to read some information.

 Many of his ideas and speculations had been studied by people before him.

 How well he could use them depended on his awareness and abilities.

 For example, "Double Casting" or "Multiple Casting" were not concepts invented by Link, but were extraordinary casting techniques that had long existed.

 Due to different implementation principles, methods and effects, they had been developed into many different schools.

 The information Link could find in the Advanced Literature Library did not have specific methods, detailed skills, or even clear principles, but the descriptions of many research processes and stages were very insightful to Link.

 At least he could save a lot of detours.

 For these reasons, Link would read some documents and expand his knowledge whenever he had time.

 Influenced by Link, Jasmine had also gradually become accustomed to browsing documents and literature in the Advanced Literature Library these days.

 She had read quite a lot of "thesis".

 While reading, Jasmine discovered Link's "thesis" on the new Silver Star flower germination method.

 She then also found Link's "patents".

 It was then that Jasmine realized the dividends Link had given to her a while ago were from this.

 After reading the entire content of the "thesis" and combining it with some things Link had told her before, Jasmine had a deeper understanding of the Silver Star Flower seed cultivation and screening work which she was responsible for.

 According to Link's view, the results of this work were not sufficient to publish a "thesis".

 But Jasmine didn't think so.

 She felt that since the work had been done, there should be some results. Why not write a "thesis"?

 Even if the quality wasn't that high, it was still an achievement!

 With this in mind, Jasmine secretly made up her mind to prepare a "thesis".

 At that time, she would be the first author and corresponding author, and would credit Link as the second author, which would be a proud achievement.

 With ideas, there was motivation.

 Jasmine was full of motivation, rolled up her sleeves to start from familiarizing herself with the format and phrasing of a "thesis".

 In the following ten or so days, Jasmine devoted all her spare time and energy to the "thesis" business, she was extremely busy.

 Even when Link asked her to join him for sparring practice, she declined, fully entrenching herself in the Botanical Laboratory.

 She was researching, gathering documents, observing changes, analyzing data, and even attempting to write a "thesis".

 When Link invited her two or three times and received no confirmative response, he'd simply went to the seventh floor of the experiment building to spar alone whenever Jasmine was in the lab.

 Luckily, while Jasmine wasn't around, Link was able to experiment with the "continuous casting" and "parallel casting" techniques he developed based on the Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, practicing them individually on the eight Zero Ring witchcraft spells.

 An unexpected surprise came out of nowhere.

 Link found that he could perform even more variations with the Water Ball Spell and the Leaf Arrow Spell.

 In both spells, he could use "parallel casting" to summon two or three water balls or leaf arrows, then use "continuous casting" to replace the ones that were consumed.

 In such a way, single target spells became multi-target spells.

 As long as his spiritual and magic power could keep up, Link could constantly shoot water balls and leaf arrows.

 The Water Ball Spell and Leaf Arrow Spell transformed wonderfully, becoming a chain Water Ball Spell and chain Leaf Arrow Spell respectively.

 They became much more powerful and capable of inflicting more damage, no longer being ineffective.

 Based on this concept, Link also experimented on the Water Shield Spell.

 It was feasible too, and even more flexible than before.

 Multiple water shields surrounding his body could be manipulated depending on different circumstances.

 They could fend off different waves of attacks from the same direction and could also simultaneously manage attacks from multiple directions.

 If one water shield couldn't hold up, then he'd conjure a second one.

 If two shields failed, then he'd call upon a third.

 And if that didn't work, Link would have to find other ways to defend himself.

 Like the "double casting", or even "multiple casting" of the Water Shield Spell.

 After multiple trials and practices, Link was finally able to cast a "double" Water Shield Spell.

 Although he was still a bit clumsy and could only successfully cast it three or four times out of ten, only the Water Shield Spell could be used in "double casting". The other seven Zero Ring Spells weren't applicable.

 The specific reason was currently unknown, Link even lacked a direction for conjecture.

 He just didn't have adequate knowledge.

 Despite this minor flaw, Link's battle capabilities had increased significantly.

 Without needing the First Ring magic tools - the vest and the glasses, or the rune items - the spell-breaking sleeve crossbow, the self-destructing fire thunder, the anti-magic net gun, and the incendiary bomb, Link could defeat over three of his former selves - as he was during the fight with Erick - just by using the magic boots and his spells.

 If he were to use the magic tools and rune items, Link could only think of yelling: I can beat ten of me!

 These days, rumors and public opinion about Link hadn't ceased.

 However, due to Link's indifferent response, the heat of the public opinion eventually started to abate, following a curve resembling an "n".

 Link didn't know how frustrated Harold Andrews, who was hiding in the shadows, might have been.

 All Link knew was that he had regained his calm once again.

 His sense of alertness had returned to what it was after no longer being disturbed by the gazes of others.

 Just when Link was feeling quite pleased, Jasmine arrived with a sullen look on her face.

 "Link, someone published a similar 'thesis' before me! Wuu wuu wuu..."

 Link took the small smart brain that Jasmine handed him and instantly saw the name of the "thesis" author:

 Sophie Lucia.

 Today, was the first day of the thirteenth week.

 It had been four weeks since Link resigned from his part-time job.

 Based on the timing, just enough to conduct three rounds of experiments similar to the third group's experiment plan (see chapter thirty).

 Link was rarely as angry as he felt now.

 "Again? They're trying to steal my thunder?"
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 Jasmine didn't know who Sophie Lucia was.

 Nor did she know about the conflicts and entanglements between Lucia and Link.

 All she knew was that the effort she put in over the past two weeks had all gone down the drain, her half-written "research paper" had been wasted.

 Furthermore, she knew that the other party was carrying out the research, doing the experiments, and producing the results based on the ideas mentioned in Link's new germination method "research paper".

 From childhood to adulthood(?), Jasmine had never wanted to accomplish something as much as this time.

 Unfortunately, someone else beat her to it, leading her efforts to be in vain.

 All she could do was whimper and sigh that life is full of disappointments more often than not.

 Jasmine also understood that Link couldn't fix this situation.

 So she sniffed, held back her sadness, took back her mobile smart brain from Link, and crouched in a corner to let her emotions settle.

 She didn't linger in front of Link, not wanting to pass on her negative emotions to him.

 Good girl.jpg.

 Link's eyes were deep as his heart boiled with fury.

 This was too f***ing intolerable.

 Even if someone is a habitual plagiarist, they can't keep taking advantage of someone like this, right?

 This situation absolutely needs to be addressed.

 Link employed the "Mind Closure Technique" to quell the anger in his heart, took out his mobile smart brain, and objectively began to carefully read the "research paper" that Sophie Lucia had just published.

 Even if it was against his will, Link had no choice but to praise the "research paper" if he put aside personal feelings and biases. The points were clear, the evidence sufficient, the data sound, the analysis accurate, and the results...

 Hehe, there seemed to be some problem with the results.

 Sophie Lucia had taken into consideration all the conceivable factors—control group, experimental group, independent variables, dependent variables, extraneous/extra variables—very thoughtfully.

 Her experiment included seeds of all groups of the Silver Star flower from the first to fourth generation, solidly proving the positive effect of the new germination method on the quality seeds rate of the Silver Star flower and its scope of influence.

 This "research paper" would undoubtedly promote the economic benefits of the new germination method.

 Even if Sophie Lucia only claims 30% interest in the new germination method, though the input-output ratio may seem a bit low, she's still making a profit.

 She earned both "Academic Points" and Magic Stones, and added color to her research history.

 Such a gain can be considered a great profit.

 After all, in this experiment, she didn't have to explore and experiment with the most crucial research direction herself, but rather had found it ready-made.

 The only thing that could bother Sophie Lucia was one point.

 That is, Link was to profit from their work—he didn't have to do anything, and the income from the new germination method would "automatically" increase.

 But the reason Link determined that there was a problem with Sophie Lucia's experimental outcomes was that she failed to resolve the fundamental issue with the Silver Star flower seeds.

 To explain with numbers:

 Assume that the quality seeds rate of the Silver Star flower after mature fruiting without special germination methods was 50%,

 And with the ordinary germination methods, the rate was 65%,

 The rate after using the new germination technique was between 75%~80%.

 A boost of 10%~30% in quality seeds rate was quite considerable in terms of economic benefits.

 However, the vitality problem of the Silver Star flower seeds still exists and hasn't been solved!

 Therefore, Sophie Lucia had results, but the results were shaky.

 In academic terms, this was a shifty way.

 If Link's upcoming Silver Star flower hybrid cultivation experiment succeeded, its achievements could completely overshadow Sophie Lucia's.

 The new germination method itself, however, wouldn't be affected much.

 Because before starting hybrid cultivation, they would need to use the new germination method to cultivate and select seeds.

 Link carefully reviewed the data on Sophie Lucia's "research paper" again along with the records in his own experiment log, and instantly he had a plan.

 Jasmine had already cultivated and selected the Silver Star flower seeds twice and had the third generation seeds of each variety of Silver Star flowers.

 The impact of the new germination method on the quality seeds rate beyond this point would be minuscule.

 They could entirely abandon the planned third round of cultivation and selection and begin the formal experiment of Silver Star flower hybrid cultivation early.

 Link had purchased the seeds of five varieties of Silver Star flowers. Using the single hybrid method in two species, nine experimental groups had to be created.

 This step in the entire hybrid process is known as selecting parent lines.

 The following step is germination, which would take about six days.

 Maturing would merely take three days.

 During these three days, they would need to timely carry out tasks like desexualization, bagging, and fertilization.

 Strict marking must be performed during bagging, labels attached, and they must be concisely written to cover content like desexualization date, hybridization date, female parent name*male parent name, such as A*B.

 Where A is the female parent, and B is the male parent.

 Then is the harvest of seeds, or the F1 generation.

 This F1 generation is called the single hybrid and is represented by A*B.

 If there's an excellent seeds rate of more than 80% in the F1 generation seeds of nine experimental groups, the experiment could barely be considered successful.

 If there's dissatisfaction with the experiment results, and the single hybrid couldn't achieve the desired characteristics for breeding,

 They could use the compound hybrid method, i.e., to use more than two varieties and more than two hybrids to breed, to screen out superior and more complying individuals.

 Compound hybrids can be divided into three or double hybrids.

 A three hybrid is a single hybrid and another variety hybrid, i.e., (A*B)*C;

 A double hybrid is two single hybrids hybrid, i.e., (A*B)*(C*D) or (A*C)*(B*C).

 In short, they aim to screen out F1 generation Silver Star flower seeds that have hybrid vigor and have solved the vitality problem.

 Time-wise, Link estimated optimistically nine days, pessimistically twenty-seven days, and realistically around eighteen days.

 This was a labor-intensive project, and it was impossible for one person to handle it.

 So...

 "Jasmine, come over."

 Link waved Jasmine over, who was crouching in a corner, moping all by herself, "I have a way to help you take your revenge!"

 "What?"

 Jasmine bounced up abruptly. She immediately exited her sullen state, her vitality restored, her fighting spirit full, "What's the way? Tell me quickly, I must teach that bitch a good lesson!"

 Once a girl's fighting spirit is aroused, the power she can exert is quite terrifying.

 "Personal attacks are definitely out of bounds. We'll resolve this academically with academic means."

 Link first drew a boundary, defining the tentative range of revenge, and then continued, "I told you before that what you are doing is the preliminary work for a hybrid breeding experiment. Now, we are officially starting the hybrid breeding experiment."

 After that, Link briefly explained the related issues of hybrid breeding.

 "No problem! Let's get started!"

 Jasmine didn't quite understand, but she knew one point.

 If hybrid cultivation was successful, they could give that bitch a good slap in the face.

 So why hesitate?

 Let's go!
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 In an instant... 

 Three weeks had passed just like that.

 Before they knew it, it was Monday of the sixteenth week since the start of the term.

 The past three weeks, Link had been fully engrossed in his experiments, caring little about what transpired outside his window.

 Even the strange surge of public criticisms that sprung up during this period didn't catch his attention.

 It seemed as if the person being cursed by countless people on the "forum", being called an "arrogant madman" who disregards everyone else, a "pickup artist", a "copper refining cancer patient", and a subject of everyone's scorn, as if a rat crossing the street, was not Link but Grande.

 Among the first-year Newbloods, some were indeed affected and agitated, some even proposed to teach Link a lesson.

 Five brothers promptly stood up and intervened. With their combined efforts, they nipped the matter in the bud.

 That's why Link wasn't disturbed.

 Otherwise, it would have led to another anti-bullying campaign in the campus, which would have been quite a hassle.

 Why does Link know about this?

 Of course, it was revealed when the five brothers themselves came to claim credit.

 For some reason, the five brothers were firmly convinced that they wanted to hang around with Link.

 They showed no signs of the pride and self-awareness typical of the geniuses with five-tier qualifications.

 They would rather be sidekicks than stand out.

 Despite Link's repeated rejections, it mattered not to them.

 The more he rejected them, the more determined they were, coming to inquire every three or four days.

 However, it did bring about a good effect.

 Once the five brothers learned from Link's casual comments that he loathed school bullying, they stopped messing with their fellow first-year Newbloods.

 Well...

 They shifted their targets to second-year Newbloods who had joined the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 Given their qualifications, all five brothers had advanced to First Rank Wizard Apprentices, and were now aiming at Second Rank Wizard Apprentices.

 Teaming up, they bullied the isolated second-year Newbloods. Unless they ran into a seasoned Second Rank Wizard Apprentice, they were basically invincible.

 Hearing the five brothers bragging about their exploits, Link couldn't help but chuckle.

 They are such a riot!

 But these were just small fragments of his life, the main focus was still on studies, meditation, researching witchcraft and hybrid cultivation experiments.

 Today was a great day.

 There was a small hiccup in the middle, which delayed things by a day or two, but by today his experiments finally yielded the results he'd hoped for.

 Jasmine was excited, picking and counting seeds and analysing data. She seemed to be thoroughly enjoying herself.

 Link took on the main task of drafting the "paper", particularly the analysis and discussion parts.

 By noon, everything was done.

 With the data ready and the final draft of the "paper" complete.

 After much consideration, Link decided to try his luck and find Wizard Palo.

 If he had the time and was in the mood, Link would invite him to the laboratory to review the findings.

 If he couldn't spare the time or didn't want to come, Link could just submit the "paper" for his review and edit.

 In the evening...

 After his afternoon class finished, before he could get his dinner, Link rushed to the Administrative Building.

 Luckily, Wizard Palo didn't leave.

 Knocking lightly on the open door of the "Paper Review" office, he got permission and walked inside once permitted.

 "Good afternoon, Wizard Palo. I apologize for the intrusion."

 Link made a small bow and respectfully said, "You once suggested that I continue the experiment on the Silver Star Flower Seeds. Now the results are in and I hope you can review them."

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo nodded his head and said in a light tone, "I won't go to the lab. Did you bring the 'paper'? Let me see it."

 "Please feel free to correct it."

 Link hurriedly handed over the handwritten manuscript of the "paper" he prepared earlier.

 Although the lab had a "printer machine" and he could have printed a copy, Link chose to handwrite it anyway.

 It's a more serious approach this way.

 The devil is in the detail.

 When faced with Wizard Palo, who had a higher status, greater power, and superior strength, Link felt that no amount of caution would be too much.

 "Thoughtfully done!"

 Wizard Palo took the draft of the "paper" and glanced at the clean paper and the elegant handwriting, and couldn't help but praise.

 Many young people are arrogant, thinking that serving others in humility is a disgrace. Their pride won't let them bow their heads, so they are unwilling to do even the simplest work well.

 But Link Grande was on the right track.

 Whether it was etiquette, dealings, or even this prepared manuscript, they all demonstrated respect for the superior.

 He is a good boy, worth investing in.

 Wizard Palo quickly shifted his attention to the "paper."

 Regarding this apprentice-level research, as a peak third level wizard about to ascend to the Sage, Wizard Palo scanned it from top to bottom and fully understood the content.

 "Did you bring the stuff?"

 Wizard Palo put down the "paper" and asked.

 "Please have a look."

 Link promptly took out three small bags containing three types of Silver Star Flower Seeds and gently placed them on the desk in front of Wizard Palo.

 Yes, there are three types.

 The results of the Silver Star flower hybridization experiment were so abundant that they significantly exceeded Link's expectations.

 The first Silver Star flower seed is a single cross species, A* C.

 The problem of the vitality of the seeds has not been solved, but the yield of the pistils has increased by 18%.

 The second Silver Star flower seed is a triple-cross species, (B*D)*D.

 The problem of seed vitality has been solved, and the good seed rate is over 88% after maturation and seeding.

 The third Silver Star flower seed is a double cross species, (A*C)*(C*D).

 It increased the pistil yield by 14%, also solved the problem of seed vitality, and the good seed rate after maturation and seeding was around 82%.

 These three types of Silver Star flower seeds each have their advantages and disadvantages, and different suitable uses, so Link simply listed them all in the "paper."

 As for whether there is room for further optimization of these three types of Silver Star flower seeds.

 Of course, there is!

 But the triviality of its research and experimentation, the input-output ratio, and other factors are not enough to support Link to continue.

 To stop here is just right.

 Wizard Palo pointed at the three small bags with his right index finger.

 Then the three kinds of Silver Star flower seeds all flew out of the bags, took less than 10 seconds to sprout, grow, mature, and seed in mid-air.

 This nonchalant, smokeless operation surprised Link into slack-jawed amazement.

 If Link saw it correctly, was Wizard Palo just using a Zero Ring birth induction technique?

 "Just passable. In terms of plant cultivation, considering your age and knowledge level, you are basically qualified."

 Wizard Palo swept another glance, and the Silver Star flower pistils and seeds in mid-air all fell back into the small bags.

 As for the parts like the flower stalks, they disappeared as if they had been erased by an eraser.

 "Submit the 'paper' now, and get it published as soon as possible."

 Wizard Palo commanded, "As for the 'patent', it's still better to transfer it to the academy, both to ensure rights and interests and to save trouble."

 "Thank you for your guidance, Wizard Palo, I will follow everything you say!"

 Of course, Link wouldn't be so foolish as to refuse Wizard Palo, immediately signing the three patent transfer agreements in front of Palo.

 As with the last time, Link chose the half buy-out + half profit-sharing method.

 After receiving his contract, Link didn't plan to bother Wizard Palo any further and politely asked to leave.

 He took a few steps back and then turned around.

 Just as he reached the doorway, a sentence came from behind.

 "Lucia's family is a large clan."

 Link paused and then turned around to bow and gratefully respond:

 "Thank you for your reminder!"
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 The Lucia family is a large clan.

 There's much hidden information in Wizard Palo's words.

 Firstly, Wizard Palo has perceived Link's intentions to part ways with Sophie Lucia;

 Secondly, Wizard Palo suspects that Link may harbour further thoughts of revenge;

 Finally, Wizard Palo is warning Link to be careful in case Sophie Lucia gets cornered and decides to mobilize her family's power.

 This is a subtle reminder to Link that it's harmless to have some academic competition.

 Even if disadvantaged, one must endure if they can.

 And if one can't, they mustn't resort to brute force like they did with Rivers and Erick, which resulted in a bloodbath.

 Otherwise, trouble isn't far off.

 Sophie Lucia isn't like Rivers and Erick who lack support; she has the backing of an entire family behind her.

 Wizard Palo's words convey deeper meaning, indicating that if something were to happen, he wouldn't side with Link against the Lucia family.

 Upon leaving the "thesis" review office, Link involuntarily broke into a cold sweat.

 He recollects his past encounters with Sophie Lucia and is relieved that their conflict was minor, and he hadn't really offended her.

 As long as he didn't offend her greatly, there's always room for things to turn around, and things won't necessarily worsen.

 Upon reflection, Sophie Lucia's arrogance may very well stem from her pride in her identity and lineage.

 Large families always regard themselves as noble and superior, looking down on the lower class.

 If the locals weren't so disdainful and dismissive of the Storm Sea New Blood, why would the academy have set up two campuses in the north and south?

 Her audacious behavior towards Link is a result of her conviction that Link wouldn't dare retaliate!

 Link has to admit that he needs to stop any actions directed at Sophie Lucia, and maintain distance for a long time to come, avoiding her wherever possible.

 Despite his grievances, Link will avoid initiating contact with Sophie Lucia and won't retaliate out of anger.

 One mustn't mess with the well-connected locals.

 Link is grateful that Wizard Palo noticed him, invested in him, and provided guidance.

 Otherwise, he might never know how he would have met his end.

 Outside the Administration Building.

 Jasmine noticed Link's grave countenance as he walked out and hastened to ask worriedly, "Link, you look unwell. Did something happen?"

 Link took a deep breath, suppressed his residual fear, and said, "Jasmine, after the 'thesis' is published, let's stop targeting Sophie Lucia."

 "Alright, I'll listen to you."

 Jasmine agreed instantly without questioning or hesitation.

 "Wizard Palo told me that the Lucia family is a large clan."

 But Link felt the need to explain why, "I think you probably understand better than me what a large clan is capable of, right?"

 Upon hearing his words, Jasmine couldn't help but shudder. She understood all too well what a powerful family could do.

 Even though there are differences between the secular world and the extraordinary world, the essence remains the same.

 The growth and expansion of a family often tread on countless bones!

 Bloodshed and cruelty are inherent characteristics of powerful families.

 "So we..."

 Thinking about the terrifying consequences, Jasmine couldn't help but clutch Link's arm tightly, her voice trembling slightly as she asked, "We won't run into any trouble, will we?"

 "It's not that serious."

 Link reassured her, "It's just academic competition. If Wizard Palo can warn us, it means the situation hasn't escalated to that extent."

 With that, Link patted Jasmine's little hand, signaling for her to let go.

 It wasn't that he was hurting from her grip.

 But rather, it wasn't appropriate for a man and a woman being too touchy-feely, what would that look like?

 Jasmine took a calming pill, no longer feeling so flustered in her heart.

 If Link wasn't too worried, that meant there was no need to worry.

 Jasmine's lips pouted slightly, reluctantly letting go of his hand.

 Then, trying to distract herself, she asked, "What about the 'patent', how is it handled?"

 The first author of this "paper" was Link and Jasmine was the second author.

 About the corresponding author, Link filled in Wizard Palo.

 After all, using a laboratory funded by Wizard Palo somewhat strengthened the relationship.

 Wizard Palo surely understood Link's intention, and not regretting on the spot indicated his implicit consent.

 Thus, the 'patent' benefits were divided into three parts; Link has the largest share of 50%, Wizard Palo has 30%, and Jasmine gets 20%.

 Compared to the new germination method, the economic value of hybrid breeding and three optimized seeds was much higher.

 Even with half buyout + half sharing, Link and Jasmine could immediately receive 320 standard first-level Magic Stones and 128 standard first-level Magic Stones each respectively.

 The share would last for five years at a rate of 0.2%.

 After hearing about the numbers from Link, Jasmine happily jumped up, not showing any signs of fear from moments ago.

 Her heart was truly vast.

 Link did not stop her, allowing Jasmine to celebrate happily for a while.

 Having a way to alleviate psychological pressure was always good.

 A moment later, Jasmine, having digested her joyful emotions, lightly hopped towards the cafeteria.

 She was happy today; she needed to eat something delicious to reward herself.

 After dinner, it was the usual routine to study in the library.

 Link took out his portable smart brain, and instead of rushing to do other things, he flipped out Sophie Lucia's first "paper".

 After reading, Link discovered that Sophie Lucia's current main research direction was quite likely to focus on the breeding of economic crops.

 From the last Silver Star Flower new germination method, the positive impact and influence range of this new germination method on the quality improvement rate of Silver Star Flowers, her "paper", experimental scheme, and experimental data were impeccable.

 If they decided to transition strategically and not continue clashing with the other party, escalating conflicts, then steering clear from direct battles was no doubt an apt strategy.

 Link planned to temporarily shelve his research projects on the breeding of economic crops and turn to other fields.

 Just so happens, during the three-week Silver Star Flower hybrid breeding experiment, under the inspiration of "Pomona Sprout's talent in botany", Link discovered the existence of a rather unusual plant in the Tudor region that could possibly have a special function.

 The seeds of that plant looked very similar to the seeds of the Silver Star Flower, if not careful when storing, they could easily be mixed up.

 Link and Jasmine picked out a few when they were selecting and pre-processing the seeds of the Silver Star Flower.

 With nothing to do, and with complete equipment in the lab, Link took the opportunity to cultivate that plant.

 Later, Link used that plant as experimental material and a subject to practice using all the equipment in the lab.

 As the saying goes, unexpected happiness always comes by surprise.

 Link found that the leaf extract of that plant has a certain calming and soothing effect by its scent.

 After referring to related literature, it seems that nobody has pointed this out yet.

 This made it quite valuable for research.

 Just as Link needed a strategic reorientation in his research direction.

 Everything was such a coincidence.

 Hmm!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 66 Shopping, Thoughts, and Frustration_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 What to do when you have money?

 Of course, buy, buy, buy!

 Returning to his dormitory, Link took the magic stones out of his mailbox and stashed most of them in his study.

 Then he didn't stay in his dormitory for long and immediately went to the service building with several magic stones.

 He bought a set of casual clothes and formal attire that he had long set his eyes on, including upper body coats and lower body trousers.

 Both the casual outfit and formal clothes are Rune Objects, forming a matching set, with a defensive effect close to the peak of Zero Ring defense witchcraft's defensive power.

 The effect is outstanding, the price is not cheap, the two sets cost a total of thirty-six magic stones.

 At this point, the defense system formed by the magic tools and Rune Objects on Link has basically taken shape.

 In addition to several uses of the Water Shield Spell, Link's defense power was among the top among Wizard Apprentices.

 Below the level of an official wizard, only a few peak third-class wizard apprentices possess the ability to break Link's defense.

 He avoids bragging about his dominance in the southern district of the Junior Division. That would be too smug.

 Setting such a grandstanding flag could invite disaster.

 However, against any Storm Sea New Blood, including those in their third or fourth year, Link would not back down.

 With his personal safety basically assured, who would he fear?

 Meanwhile, Jasmine showed Link by her actions what it meant to follow suit.

 A first ring-level magic tool ladies' top, similar to the vest that Link is wearing, priced at 35 magic stones?

 Bought with a single wave of her hand!

 The same style of women's casual and formal clothes, bought!

 The same style of women's cloak, bought!

 The same model but fully upgraded spell-breaking sleeve crossbow, bought!

 Self-Destructing Fire Thunder, Anti-magic net gun, Incendiary Bomb, all bought!

 In short, there is only one principle, anything that Link carefully selected among magic tools and Rune Objects, Jasmine would blindly follow.

 This includes the first-ring level magic tool glasses that Link wore on the bridge of his nose, worth 2 Academic Points, right?

 Jasmine generously spent the 2 Academic Points that had just been allocated to her, leaving not a single point behind.

 She was determined to attach herself to Link, like a pendant hanging off him.

 Seeing this, Link said nothing and didn't stop her.

 Just let it be.

 Returning from the service building to his dormitory, Link thought through his eight zero ring witchcraft spells, and felt like he needed one or two more attack spells.

 Both the water and wood zero ring witchcraft spells in the Witchcraft Trade Center fall short in terms of attack attributes, none of them didn't catch Link's fancy.

 Link believed that the school definitely had high-power attack type zero ring witchcraft, they just hadn't offered them for the apprentices to redeem.

 The school did this for good reasons.

 Bearing sharp weapons triggers the desire to kill.

 The minds of twelve to sixteen-year-old new blood are not yet mature, and their values ​​are not fully formed. They are prone to conflicts and disputes.

 Brawling at the drop of a hat is a common occurrence.

 If these new blood learned high-power attack type zero-ring witchcraft, wouldn't that just increase the occurrence of bloody conflicts and even fatal incidents?

 What, you ask?

 You're asking about magic tools and Rune Objects?

 How many of the Storm Sea New Blood can make as much money as Link, arming themselves crazily.

 The magic stones they brought with them couldn't support such consumption.

 For example, Jasmine, the only daughter of a baron family, only has a flying knife as a Rune Object and ten standard level one magic stones.

 New noble blood richer than Jasmine, even if they are richer, they won't be much richer.

 Moreover, the academy didn't sell attack Magic Tools, and the attack Rune Items sold there were mostly disposable.

 Given their scarcity and high cost to replace, the New Bloods naturally treasured them and didn't waste them recklessly.

 This precautionary approach, coupled with the deployment of Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets across the campus, essentially stemmed the occurrence of violent incidents.

 It also led Link to his current predicament.

 He had Magic Stones, but not the Magic Blueprint Scrolls he wanted to exchange for them.

 An idea came to Link's mind: to look for Magic Blueprint Scrolls beyond the academy walls—in bookshops, scroll stores, or even Black Market.

 Where there are people, there's Jianghu; where there's Jianghu, there's a Black Market.

 All sorts of undercover dealings such as fencing stolen goods, information trade, mercenary work, happened countless times daily in the Black Market.

 It was said that the Black Market frequently sold powerful Magic Blueprint Scrolls, which weren't recorded by the academy's system.

 The academy is located in the Mitchell District of the Tudor region in the Mainland West Coast, Ravensmouth Special Area.

 After leaving the academy, within a 10-minute drive via "bus" or "railway", you could reach Ravensmouth City—the only big city in the Ravensmouth Special Area.

 The city was divided into five districts: East, South, West, North, and Central.

 The West District served as a logistical base, equipped with two "Aircraft" airports, three "Railway Train" stations, three "Bus" stations, and six "Truck" stops.

 The Black Market was located in the West District.

 This information could be found on the academy's "Forum".

 The position of the academy was clear.

 Inside the campus, the school would ensure the safety of the Apprentices. But if the Apprentices chose to court danger beyond the campus, it wouldn't interfere.

 After all, even if an Apprentice died outside the academy, as long as their corpse was not completely destroyed, the academy could recover its invested resources by various methods.

 Ravensmouth City, as its name suggested, belonged to the academy. Or more precisely, to the Great Sage Rewo and Great Sage Seuss. How many would dare to go against the unwritten rules set by the academy?

 Though every year many Apprentices died in the West District, their corpses were rarely destroyed, and were eventually reclaimed by the academy.

 After experiencing a sudden increase in power, Link's ambition grew wild—he even considered going to the Black Market.

 Was it a place you could just wander into casually?

 "I lost it, I really lost it!"

 Link immediately reflected on his impulsiveness and quelled his restless mind by practicing the Mind Closure Technique.

 Even if he wanted to explore the outside world, he didn't need to rush or head straight to the Black Market.

 The autumn semester only had four weeks left.

 After the final exams and the commencement of the vacation, he could prepare adequately before starting this adventure.

 Having decided on his course of action, Link stopped his wild fantasies and entered Deep Meditation with a peace of mind.

 ...

 After regaining his calm, Link continued his routine of studying, practicing, experimenting, and meditating—monotonous yet disciplined.

 Everything else was fine, even as the ongoing speculation and controversy were rekindled on the "Forum".

 The only thing that troubled Link was the difficulty he encountered in his research.

 There was no issue with seed germination, cultivation, or leaf extraction.

 These were basic lab operations, supported by some spells.

 However, he encountered problems in determining which component of the extract was providing the calming effect, improving this effect, developing mature products.

 These issues, which involve Pharmacology and Principles and Development of Potions, gave Link a headache.

 He had not been exposed to such knowledge in his previous life and lacked a frame of reference.

 The current curriculum only touched upon Pharmacology and Potion development briefly in "Botany".

 The three specific courses, "Pharmacology", "Principles and Development of Pharmacy", and "Alchemy Pharmacy", wouldn't be available until the autumn term in Year 3.

 That meant, in his strategic shift, Link might have bitten off more than he could chew.

 Now, he was struggling to find his footing, even in shallow waters.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 67: Research, Four Draws, and The Final Exam_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The research fell into a deadlock, lasting an agonizing four weeks.

 The main problem was the sheer amount of prerequisite knowledge required, without any teacher to teach him and relying purely on self-study, those documents and literature were tough to digest.

 So, in frustration, Link decided to temporarily put the pharmacological and potion-related parts of the experiment aside and focused exclusively on studying the various properties of a plant itself by the name of "Glasswort Herb."

 Pomona Sprout's Talent for Botany really came in handy.

 Link tested all the operations that had been or hadn't been performed on the Silver Star flower, as well as any new insights that popped up, on the Glasswort Herb.

 Some yielded positive results, some had no effect at all, and some even had adverse effects.

 The result was that Link had a thorough understanding of the Glasswort Herb, which was rare in the Tudor region.

 Unfortunately, the research results couldn't be published as a "thesis."

 At least not in the short term.

 Link really didn't want to experience having his work taken by others again.

 So, his research once again came to a halt.

 However, the public critique against Link did not stop, it seemed to grow more intense.

 Harold Andrews, hiding behind the scenes, was determined to make things as difficult as possible for Link!

 How could anyone tolerate this?

 Link had tried to retaliate against Harold Andrews, but before he could start, his plan was disrupted by an Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet.

 So, he had to put his plan of revenge on hold.

 Now that the holidays were approaching, Link didn't believe that Harold Andrews could hide in the academy for a month and a half, so he had already begun to prepare for a thorough revenge!

 Before that, he decided not to delay any longer and had his fourth card draw which he could have done a long time ago.

 He had delayed it until now because neither "Pomona Sprout's Talent for Botany" nor "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting" had been fully developed and utilized like the "Mind Closure Technique."

 Drawing another one in a short period of time might not necessarily provide something beneficial to his current predicament, but rather distract him.

 A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, after all.

 Now, after four weeks, both talents had been further developed.

 There were definitely opportunities for further development in the future, but this would need time and patience for the gradual improvements.

 So, it was about time to spend some money and draw a card again.

 "On God's Body."

 Link cleansed himself, both physically and mentally, muttered the spell, and then said in his heart, "System, draw for me!"

 The uncomplicated, effect-free card draw was done in an instant.

 The only impact on the real world was that Link's Magic Stone reserve was reduced by 100.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard Qualifications: Intermediate fourth rank

 Wizard's Level: Second-rank wizard apprentices

 Zero Ring skills: Secondary Misty Rain Technique, Water Ball Spell, Water Shield Spell, Purification Water Spell (Water System), Birth Induction Technique, Withering Spell, Leaf Arrow Spell, Thorn Entanglement (Wood System)

 Card package: "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" Talent Card

 Used Cards: "Mind Closure Technique" Learning Card, "Pomona Sprout's Talent for Botany" Talent Card, "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting" Talent Card

 Draw count: 0 (1 standard second level Magic Stone)]

 Looking at the content on the panel, Link did not know how to express his complex feelings.

 If you say that the system is helpful, it timely provided "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" when the research hit a deadlock.

 This will undoubtedly greatly enhance Link's efficiency in self-studying Potion Study and will definitely be very useful in research, development, and potion-making.

 However, what the hell is with that rise in price again!

 A standard level one Magic Stone is the currency used among mortals and wizard apprentices, while a standard second level Magic Stone is the currency used among official wizards.

 The market price for a standard second level Magic Stone is equivalent to a thousand level one Magic Stones.

 According to the formula of the system where the cost of the next card draw = current card draw cost *10, it seems that there are no mistakes.

 However, when there's demand, there's market. No one would exchange a standard second-level Magic Stone for you at a price of one thousand standard first-level Magic Stones.

 Basically, it's around one thousand two hundred standard first-level Magic Stones, and sometimes it even fluctuates a bit more.

 "Damn, everything costs money!"

 Link couldn't help but swear at the system again.

 A moment later, after Link had settled his emotions, he used the newly acquired Talent Card.

 The instantaneous effect, which was identical to the first two Talent Cards he'd used, occurred as expected.

 Link felt an immediate improvement in his understanding of the Potion Study knowledge he had struggled to grasp around him.

 Subsequent reviews would undoubtedly further improve his understanding.

 However, Potion Study, as a major subject, and the Pharmacist, as a popular profession, are obviously not that simple.

 Link was still far from a beginner's level; there was a lot to learn.

 Compared with others, what is Link's advantage?

 Of course, it is the super memory given by the "Mind Closure Technique" + the sensitivity to raw material characteristics from "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent" + the talent enhancement from "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent".

 One could say that most barriers to becoming a Potion Development Specialist and/or a Pharmacist have been removed.

 The only things that can stop Link are the advanced knowledge and formula of Potion Study.

 And these two obstacles, even if Magic Stones can't solve them, Academic Points can somewhat overcome them.

 Let's leave it at that for now, no need to overthink it.

 …

 With the arrival of the twentieth week, or the last week of the fall semester, something that makes most of the Storm Sea New Blood anxious is about to happen.

 The Academy is about to hold final exams!

 Everything that happened before the midterm exams started to reappear.

 Classrooms in the teaching buildings, reading rooms in the library, everyone was reviewing day and night.

 It was chaotic, like a vegetable market.

 If Link couldn't hide in the lab, he wouldn't have a place to study in peace.

 Two days after the campus became noisy, the final exams were held as scheduled on Thursday.

 Practical exams were still given first, covering "Botany", "Zoology", and "Human Anatomy".

 The content's coverage, difficulty level, compared to the midterm exams, both had different degrees of worsening.

 Most of the New Blood were thoroughly tortured by the test contents.

 When they left the examination room, most people were seen with glazed eyes.

 The theoretical exam was held on Friday, covering "Math", "Rune Studies", "A Brief History of Wizard Civilization", "An Overview of Mental Power and Meditation", "The Essence, Origin, and Development of Witchcraft".

 The difference from the midterm exam was the increased weight of "Math" and "Rune Studies", with the most difficult question appearing in "The Essence, Origin, and Development of Witchcraft".

 There was only one question in "The Essence, Origin, and Development of Witchcraft", where the examiner required the test-taker to answer the historical evolution of the most classic witchcraft – Spherical Magic, and the characteristics and differences of various elemental Spherical Magic techniques.

 If you want to answer this question well, you must set a standard for yourself as if writing an "essay".

 The point of argument must be clear, the evidence must be solid, and the discussion and analysis must be in place.

 With the breadth and depth of knowledge this question involves, it wouldn't be enough to just self-study the textbook. You must have a habit of extracurricular reading materials and literature to be equipped to answer it.

 Through this question, combined with various unusual phenomena observed in daily life, Link's understanding of the Academy became deeper.

 The Academy only ever guarantees the lower limit.

 To reach the upper limit, whether it is life, learning or combat, the New Blood must explore, touch, and break through.

 The Academy should attach great importance to exploration and innovation, but never emphasizes it.

 All depends on personal comprehension.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 68: Vacation Planning, Results_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The exam is over. 

 Once the results are announced tonight, there will be no more classes tomorrow, marking the official end of the autumn term.

 A month and a half of vacation is here.

 After dinner, following their daily routine, Link and Jasmine went to the library.

 On the way, Jasmine took the initiative to ask, "Link, what are your plans for the holiday?"

 "Never mind about me, I have other arrangements."

 Link understood what Jasmine meant and instead of saying what she was expecting, he earnestly suggested, "I think you can take advantage of this month and a half and the convenient conditions in the laboratory to practice witchcraft."

 Jasmine has a high affinity for the wood element, and a mid-level affinity for water and earth elements. When choosing witchcraft, she can reference Link's choices, but she can't copy them outright.

 After receiving 128 magic stones, she spent 82 on magic tools and rune objects, then spent another 30 on six zero ring spells:

 The water system's Water Ball Spell, Water Shield Spell, and Purification Water Spell, Wood System's Thorn Entanglement, and Earth Systems's Earth Shield Technique and Earth Wall Technique.

 In recent weeks, much of Jasmine's time and energy outside of class has been focused on research and experiments, so her progress in learning witchcraft hasn't been very satisfying.

 Many aspects related to Rule Rune are not learned from textbooks alone.

 These need to be observed, analyzed, and experimented.

 Jasmine doesn't have the opportunities that Link does, she doesn't have the support of "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting," so she can't learn quickly.

 If she can't move fast enough, she just has to work harder.

 If Jasmine doesn't want to fall too far behind, she needs to work even harder during the holidays.

 She sniffed, lowered her head, and quietly answered, "I'll try my best."

 After a pause, she gathered her emotions and asked, "What about you? What are you going to do during the holiday?"

 Link had no intention of hiding this: "I plan to go to Ravensmouth City, tour all the places I can, and get a sense of the place. If…"

 At this point, Link hesitated for a while before continuing, "If all conditions are suitable, I plan to find a part-time job in the city. There are many things you can't understand just from looking from the outside. You have to experience it personally."

 The meaning was clear enough; it wouldn't be convenient to bring her along.

 "Oh."

 Jasmine responded, her emotions becoming more complex. She became reluctant to speak.

 They were almost at the library.

 Jasmine lowered her head and walked a few steps faster than Link, and entered the reading room first, then hid in a corner near the window.

 Most of her was hidden in the shadow, especially her small face.

 It was hard to see her eyes and expression.

 Link understood that this was typical behavior of a girl in her adolescence. Emotions can be unstable and prone to sentimental moods.

 Leave her be and it will pass.

 Right?

 Link didn't reflect any more on it and after settling down, he began to review the Potion study-related knowledge he had hard studied for in the past four weeks.

 With "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent", the experience was different.

 It was like his processor had been upgraded from dual-core to quad-core, his speed of learning and understanding knowledge was flying.

 Jasmine saw that Link was engrossed in his study, his eyes only had room for texts and documents, and she felt angry, annoyed, and embarrassed.

 What kind of person is he?

 He clearly saw that she was unhappy and he didn't come to comfort her.

 Rigid person!

 While Link wasn't paying attention, Jasmine scrunched her nose, lightly stuck out her tongue, and made a face at him.

 She contemptuously dismissed Link in her heart.

 She quickly regained her composed expression before Link looked up, pretending to read and study.

 Actually, Link could sense Jasmine's every move.

 It's just that he didn't want to embarrass the girl by catching her in the act.

 Finding a girl who can self-regulate her emotions and not act out is pretty hard to find.

 He should be more considerate of her feelings.

 Time ticks away.

 Nightfall, gradually deepening.

 The time to leave the library had arrived.

 Before they left, Jasmine took out her personal computer to look at the exam results that had been announced for some time.

 Merely a glance, her expression instantly changed and exclaimed in surprise, "Link, it's not you who came first!"

 "Hmm?"

 Link immediately became interested, wondering which genius or geniuses had outperformed him.

 Without pulling out his own personal computer, he leaned over to Jasmine, looking at the ranks and scores from high to low.

 The first place was taken by the only new blood from the first grade with the advanced fifth rank qualifications, Lanny Taylor.

 The name written in the second position, was Link Grande.

 Both their scores were the same, yet, Lanny Taylor's was ranked higher.

 "Perhaps they took the wizard qualifications into consideration?"

 Link speculated as such.

 The name Jasmine Kidman took up the fifth place.

 Improved by two spots compared to mid-term exams.

 Congratulatory and commendable.

 Link immediately congratulated Jasmine, "Congratulations, you've advanced again."

 "Aren't you aware of who this miss is!"

 Jasmine tilted up her little head, proudly huffed, "I'm not like someone who even dropped a rank!"

 Indeed, the hearts of girls really weren't big, she had taken her revenge immediately.

 Link was speechless.

 Because this was the truth.

 What surprised Link was that five guys firmly occupied places 6 to 10.

 Pushing Harold Andrews, whose exam score was also pretty good, to the 11th place.

 After this minor interlude, Link and Jasmine left the library, each returning to their own dormitories.

 Study room.

 Link first completed his daily deep meditation, then sat at the study desk, quietly contemplating.

 During the vacation, to visit Ravensmouth City and see the outside world, was the decision Link made after much contemplation.

 It was not an impulsive idea out of nowhere.

 The academy was like an Ivory Tower, protecting the local apprentices and fresh blood from the Stormy Sea, allowing them to grow strongly without getting mired.

 As long as he didn't mess up, while in the academy, one basically did not need to worry about personal safety.

 The wind and rain outside the academy was unable to affect the academy.

 However, the world was vast, the academy was just a small part of it.

 Link had to eventually step out of the Ivory Tower, enter society, move towards the vast world, towards the starry ocean.

 Instead of stepping out with little understanding, like a blank sheet of paper, Link chose to plunge into that vast dye vat ahead of time.

 Whether he would be colored by it, or make a clean break, he would know soon enough.

 People outside the city want to come in, and those inside want to leave.

 Link took out all his magical tools and rune objects, put them on the desk, and wrote down the eight Zero Ring witchcraft he mastered on paper, also on display.

 He looked at the magical tools, rune objects, and witchcraft list in front of him, estimated his strength, and made plans for various possible situations.

 Going out unprepared was as bad as being a reckless brute without a brain.

 If not completely foolproof, at least make the best preparation within one's power.

 A moment later, Link collected all the magical tools and rune objects carefully, then destroyed the witchcraft list.

 Relaxed and slept, ready for action, quietly waiting for tomorrow to come.

 Time waits for no one, he must seize the time!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 69 Ravensmouth City_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The next day. 

 Early in the morning, Link arrived at the station he hasn't been to since enrolling.

 Today is the first day of holidays, there certainly will be many people flocking outside the school.

 Link came early to take the first bus, just to avoid the peak hours of pedestrian traffic.

 Anyway, the autonomous passenger bus is parked not far from the school gate. No matter how few passengers there are, it departs on time.

 As it turned out, Link's decision was right.

 When the first autonomous passenger bus departed on time, Link was the only passenger.

 Sitting by the window, Link looked at the scenery flying by outside the window, and suddenly thought of the past, those countless moments rushing to school and work.

 At that time, he would always sit by the window, staring out.

 The passing scenery never slowed down for him.

 Nor did he linger at many moments of his life.

 His steps were always hurried, his demeanor hasty, always in a rush.

 All of a sudden, the autonomous passenger bus stopped. They had arrived at Ravensmouth City.

 Ravensmouth City, for Link, was a completely unfamiliar place.

 Everything he knew about the city were from information on "The Forum" and some other materials.

 Link remembered the layout map of the city he found very clearly.

 Even those remote alleys hidden in the West District, Link remembered them all.

 However, those were just maps, and the reality would certainly differ.

 Today, and throughout the holidays, Link's main task is to delve into and comprehensively understand the Wizard World through Ravensmouth City.

 The First Bus Station is the best-stationed one in the West District, and also located on the fringe.

 All bus routes from Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College to Ravensmouth City, stop here.

 Outside the First Bus Station is the Ring City Boulevard.

 Link had already made travel plans. After waiting for a while at the city's public light rail station about thirty meters from the bus station, he boarded a light rail train to the Central City.

 The route of the light rail train runs through the Ring City Boulevard, going around the West District, South City District, East District to North City District, then directly to Central City.

 Link chose this light rail train to get a holistic impression of Ravensmouth City from the outskirts.

 The identity card issued by the college still works in the city.

 No matter where you go, as long as you are taking public transportation, it's free.

 The purpose of Link's trip was very clear, that was to take a quick look and have a preliminary understanding of the five districts.

 The reason why he first went to Central City was that it was neither a commercial district nor an industrial district, but an administrative district where many management agencies were concentrated.

 First, Link had to apply for a Resident Identity Card to use in the city.

 Although the identity card of the college can be used in the city, it also has its inconvenience.

 That was, it would expose the identity of the Storm Sea New Blood, and he could easily be ripped off at many places.

 Well...

 It could be a literal rip-off, or a figurative one.

 Like in the Harry Potter World, those black witches lurking in Knockdown Alley, those Death Eaters committing arson and murders everywhere, how many of them are not graduates or dropouts from Hogwarts School of Magic?

 Human beings have never stopped killing each other!

 Looking through the glass window of the light rail train, Link found that there were very few high-rise buildings in Ravensmouth City.

 Except for the towering spire that stood in the center of the city, highly visible, all other buildings generally won't exceed five stories high.

 Link estimated that, even if a first-rank wizard apprentice jumped from this height, he/she wouldn't be killed.

 Maybe this design is for safety reasons?

 Or possibly because of airspace control, or other reasons that Link currently cannot access to.

 There are also open spaces between each building, enough space to park vehicles in front and behind, and on both sides.

 These larger open spaces could naturally be used to assemble or disperse crowds, or to set up offensive or defensive facilities.

 Just like in the college, Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets, which have both monitoring and security functions, are also spread throughout the city.

 Especially in the Central City District, where the density is very high, and there is hardly any blind spot for monitoring.

 At first glance, the safety rating of Ravensmouth City is certainly not low.

 Before long, the light rail train arrived at the station.

 The towering Intelligent Management Center Tower of Ravensmouth City, the tallest building in Ravensmouth City, was not far from the station and right in front of Link.

 The Main Tower is about 150 meters tall, its overall design resembles a miniature Canton Tower, with its curvy steel frame structure and extensive glass curtain walls, giving it a delicate and beautiful temperament.

 It is said that the person who designed and supervised the construction of this tower was the only granddaughter of Great Sages Rewo and Soth.

 Wizards, particularly high-level wizards, find it extremely difficult to proliferate their bloodline.

 Therefore, she who is beloved by both Great Sage Rewo and Great Sage Soth, is it important whether the tower's temperament matches with the college or the city?

 When she said build, it was built. No one dared to object.

 Link looked up at it briefly, but didn't stop to stare, and walked into the large hall on the first floor of the tower.

 The place to apply for the identity card is located on the south side of the hall, where there are several intelligent machines.

 Unmanned, paperless offices are very common in the Wizard World that Link has come into contact with.

 Link operated the intelligent machine, and according to the prompts, quickly entered his identity information into it.

 Sometime later, a Ravensmouth City Resident Identity Card was dispensed from a slot in the intelligent machine.

 The appearance of the Resident Identity Card is no different from that of the college identity card.

 The only difference between the two is what shows when scanned by the intelligent machine.

 One shows Ravensmouth City and the other shows Ravensmouth College (abbreviated).

 Having obtained the Resident Identity Certificate, from now on, unless he voluntarily exposes himself, those who do not recognize Link would not be able to discern whether he is a local apprentice or the Storm Sea New Blood.

 Considering that he has a frontal "photo" widely circulating on the college "forum," Link used makeup to disguise himself.

 In addition, Link also changed his hairstyle and dress style.

 In school, Link appeared in uniforms in the early and middle stages, and in casual wear and cloaks later.

 Now, Link was dressed formally.

 He didn't even wear a cloak.

 A cloak is useful in school, but not so much in the city.

 After leaving the Main Tower, Link wandered around the not so large Central City District.

 It was still early, and the streets and alleys were quiet, with virtually no people seen except for some vehicles parked by the roadside.

 Link walked past all the major administrative agencies such as the City Hall, City Defense Bureau, Finance Bureau, and Security Bureau, familiarized himself with the places, and then left the Central City District by light rail train.

 Next stop, North City District.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 70: Different Districts, Patchwork of the World_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The North City District is an upscale residential area.

 There are no high-rise apartments, only stands of detached villas.

 Even the entertainment venues are located in villas with various extravagant decoration styles.

 Those owning property in the North City District are mostly Official Wizards of second grade or above, and wizard apprentices hailing from influential families.

 Those lacking in family influence must think twice.

 After all, without a strong background or sufficient power to dissent, they are essentially defenseless.

 Doing so could even be courting disaster for their families.

 Only those with absolute need risk forcing their way into this glamorized circle of life.

 Of the few permanent staff members of various administrative bodies in Ravensmouth City, if they didn't build their own residences in the surrounding area, they would normally stay in the North City District.

 Link rushed through the North City District on the rail transit train and did not descend to stay there.

 There is a clear hierarchy in every aspect of life.

 Money is one side of the coin, power is another, and strength is the most important one.

 Without money, power, or strength, you can only glance but not dare to enter.

 Link disembarked the rail transit train when he entered the East District.

 This is the most bustling area of Ravensmouth City, complete with residences and a business district.

 There are large shopping malls, independent stores, small shops, and everything in between.

 Food, drinks, entertainment, and fun – they have it all.

 Instead of wandering through the residential areas of the East District, Link spent quite a while in the commercial entertainment sector.

 However, even the smallest food and beverage shops start their pricing from half of a standard first-level magic stone.

 This must be where the "middle class" of Ravensmouth City predominantly resides.

 The ones living here are mostly official wizards studying in senior colleges or wizard apprentices born into medium and small families. There are also merchants from other regions conducting their business.

 Life here is comfortable, and consumption is not low. Though it cannot match the North City District, it is far beyond the financial reach of ordinary people like Link.

 Link, unable to afford the prices, can only browse around.

 After all, he was also here for a field survey, to familiarize himself with the topography and cross-reference his mental map of Ravensmouth City.

 It wasn't because of poverty that he refrained from entering the shops, right?

 As the sun reached high noon, Link entered the South City District.

 Compared to the East District, whether looking at the quality of building constructions, consumption levels, or entertainment venues, the South City has fallen by more than an entire grade.

 All the factories, workshops, and studios of Ravensmouth City are concentrated here.

 Those bottom-rung wizard apprentices (mostly Storm Sea New Bloods) who are exploited while at the factories, workshops, and studios trying to scrape by for survival, reside in these pigeonhole apartments.

 Their workload is heavy, wages meager, and leisure time scarce. Their lives lack any semblance of comfort.

 Therefore, the most common shops in the South City District are restaurants, followed by grocery stores that sell reasonably priced goods. The least common are bookstores, laboratories, and other places related to knowledge, culture, and witchcraft.

 The mobility of the population here is very low, or more precisely, the outflow of people is very low.

 Every year, there are a group of Storm Sea New Blood who did not advance to official wizards within four years, and a very small portion of local wizard apprentices who, for various reasons, are sent to various factories, workshops, and studios in the South City District.

 For the remainder of their lives, only a handful of fortunate ones are able to live and walk out of the South City District, having become official wizards within ten years after leaving the academy.

 Even then, they remain at the bottom of society. Still, it's better than living in the South City District without any hope.

 In the South City District, everything, including clothing, food, housing, and transportation, is based on being cheap or even dirt cheap.

 Standard first-level magic stones are the main currency, but gold and silver coins can be used in many places.

 Link was a bit tired and hungry from wandering around, so he picked a small restaurant that seemed clean and went in.

 Through the intelligent system installed on every dining table, Link ordered a steak set meal, costing him 30 silver coins!

 Link did bring some gold and silver coins with him when he left his house.

 They were gifts from Jasmine.

 This steak set meal cannot be said to be tasteless, but it was indeed quite awful.

 The quality of the ingredients was too poor, not even comparable to the synthetic food from the intelligent kitchen in the academy cafeteria.

 Sticking to the principle of not wasting food, Link forced the meal down to curb his hunger.

 From this small meal, Link gleaned a lot of information.

 There isn't much worth pointing out specifically, except one thing that must be emphasized.

 That is, the bottom-rung wizard apprentices are being completely exploited in every way, as long as they can survive.

 There is absolutely no regard for their quality of life.

 The South City District is adjacent to the East District and faces the North City District across the small Central City District, yet they exist in separate worlds.

 If the North City District is compared to heaven and the East District to the world of the living, then the South City District is deep in hell.

 Link left the South City District with a somewhat heavy heart and moved towards the West District.

 This time, he did not take the rail transit train, but walked instead.

 The West District is special.

 As humble as the South City District, its buildings, streets, and various public facilities meet city planning standards, straight and orderly.

 The West District, however, is shiny on the outside, but inside it's mixed into a haphazard mess.

 Near the North City District, there is a "flying device" airport, a "rail transit" station, and a "passenger vehicle" station.

 These divide the West District from the North City District.

 Adjacent to the academy, there is another "flying device" airport, a "rail transit" station, and a "passenger vehicle" station, obstructing the view from the academy.

 The western face houses six "freight vehicle" stations and a "passenger vehicle" station, lined up neatly.

 These three sections form a "U" shape, encircling the West District.

 Inside the West District, public facilities are in a state of semi-abandonment, while buildings and streets, like the people living and frequenting the districts, grow savagely without any order.

 If there needs to be a metaphor, the West District serves the role of a trash can or drain in relation to Ravensmouth City.

 Link leisurely walked into the West District.

 With a tranquil demeanor and steady pace, he didn't appear at all like a newcomer to the West District.

 Facing the mostly hostile gazes encountered along the way, Link didn't have any stressed reactions.

 He just maintained his vigilance while walking steadily.

 Several genuine street thugs took notice of Link's rune objects and even two magic tools. They were somewhat eager to make a move, but quite hesitant.

 Those who lack apt judgment don't last long in the West District.

 The thugs wrestled with the decision of whether Link was a fat lamb or a man-eating wolf.

 They didn't want to end up on the chopping block themselves if they tried to seize him without being sure.

 That said, these angler types are fucking annoying!

 They've made pickpocketing virtually impossible for the thugs!

 After following for several streets and determining Link's destination, the thugs finally gave up.

 He was going to the Black Market. They couldn't act recklessly.

 Eight or nine out of ten chances, he might be a ruthless angler!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The term "black market" is used for three reasons:

 First, numerous stolen goods are sold here; second, many individuals without identification frequent this place; and third, no record is kept of any business transactions.

 Why does such a disruptive black market exist in Ravensmouth City?

 Perhaps only those who reap the lion's share of the profits from the black market truly understand why.

 For safety reasons, Link chose to visit the black market during broad daylight.

 No matter how chaotic the West District is, or how brutal people can be in the Black Market, most would not dare to murder in broad daylight.

 As long as Link doesn't act recklessly, things should go smoothly.

 The Main Tower and the Municipal Building only tacitly allow the West District to devolve into chaos and the black market to exist; they will not tolerate excessive violence within these areas.

 Since the establishment of Ravensmouth City, the Main Tower and Municipal Building have frequently cracked down on the black market and swept through the West District countless times.

 Every time the chaos in the West District threatens to spiral out of control, and the scale of the black market needs to be contained, an iron fist will ruthlessly swoop in.

 A catfish will always be a catfish; how can it possibly evolve?

 With so many tumultuous events in their history, how could the West District and the black market not evolve?

 Though chaos and murder are still common.

 However, reckless thugs who rob and murder others indiscriminately won't last long. Some of them don't even qualify to take a hit from the iron fist.

 Take, for example, the idiot a few months ago who dared to sell a magic tool that could temporarily block the signals of the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet into the college.

 Isn't that just asking for trouble?

 Who among those who frequent the West District or the black market doesn't have connections to the college, or isn't aware of the college's red line?

 Yet someone dared to commit a crime that directly disrupted the college's security system. Utterly outrageous!

 Extremely outrageous!

 Even if you argue that the magic tool was already on the verge of breaking down and could only be used once for a short period of time.

 So what?

 Didn't it still bring the college's enforcement department down upon them?

 Not only did they themselves lose their lives, but all magic tools in the West District associated with the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet were confiscated and destroyed.

 To the dismay of many black market traders and stall owners, the college's enforcement department then teamed up with the Municipal Building and the Security Bureau to launch a crackdown on the black market lasting over a month.

 It took considerable bribery before the black market could finally reopen.

 Many traders and stall owners are eager to recoup their losses.

 Over the past few months, word has been repeatedly sent out to organizations in the West District, advising them to avoid treating black market customers lightly.

 If the street thugs who had been following Link dared to act against him in or near the black market,

 Even before Link could react, black market security would see them reduced to ashes.

 Link nonchalantly entered the black market.

 With this step, Link for the first time willingly left the safety of the Ivory Tower, stepping into a survival battle.

 Only at this point did Link willingly admit that his dramatic change in attitude, becoming bolder and more aggressive, was heavily influenced by Wizard Palo's words.

 Why should Sophie Lucia, on the basis of a surname she herself didn't flaunt, be able to suppress him to the point that he dare not even take revenge?

 It all hinges on the power, influence, and capability backing the Lucia surname!

 In their daily lives, Link never mentioned this, nor did it show on his face, but did he not feel pride in his heart?

 In his first semester at Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, he was already working towards becoming a third-class wizard apprentice.

 This pace, while not unprecedented or unmatched, is commendable enough to be compared with the greats recorded in history.

 Focused on his studies and working tirelessly, Link didn't slack off, but his heart indeed got carried away.

 Wizard Palo's words were a wake-up call, and they woke Link up.

 If you start a race at a disadvantage, the only way to catch up, let alone overtake others, is to put in more effort.

 Therefore, Link stepped out of his comfort zone and ventured into the West District.

 At the entrance of the Black Market, he took a mask that could sense others projecting witchcraft onto him, and then headed towards the underground Black Market.

 At first, there was a dark tunnel, about a minute long walk.

 Then, suddenly, it was bright.

 A gigantic market, equivalent to five or six football fields, appeared in front of him.

 There were no shops in the Black Market, only stalls.

 However, some stall owners had a higher level and could partition their stalls.

 Those who didn't have enough level could only run an "open-air" stall.

 There were different sections for stalls: books and documents, magic tools, rune objects, vehicles, mechas, plants, land animals, aquatic animals...

 There was everything one could think of, a wide variety of items.

 The Black Market allowed buyers and sellers to haggle, even encouraging it, but deals were final after purchase.

 Once a deal was made, even if a fault was found right after leaving the stall, the buyer couldn't blame the stall owner.

 Similarly, the stall owner couldn't charge extra to a buyer who had snapped up a bargain.

 Yo could say, this was a form of fairness.

 Link remembered his character: a rookie who had visited the Black Market a few times but didn't have much experience.

 He didn't look around; instead, he headed straight to the Magic Blueprint Scroll area after a short delay.

 At this time, the Black Market wasn't particularly crowded.

 Link's actions were conspicuous, and he attracted the attention of a few stall owners as soon as he moved from the books and documents area to the Magic Blueprint Scroll area.

 "What are you looking for?"

 The stall owner closest to Link was a young man with a green face.

 He might have just taken over the stall not long ago and lacking experience. Seeing Link coming over, he immediately stood up and greeted him.

 Even his greetings seemed quite unprofessional.

 Link didn't mind these details, he stopped and asked, "Do you have any attacking spells from the water and wood systems?"

 "Yes, yes, yes, just wait a moment."

 Seeing a potential business opportunity, the young stall owner immediately agreed and began to search on his stall.

 "On your left are First Ring spells, there are not many, only five. On the right are Zero Ring spells, there are thirteen."

 In no time, the young stall owner fished out a dozen scrolls, divided into two piles, and said, "I can give you a detailed introduction, would you like that?"

 "Let me take a look first."

 Link waved his hand to refuse the young stall owner's kindness and began to check the introduction of the Zero Ring spells.

 He didn't even glance at the First Ring spells.

 A person's temperament greatly differs whether they are a Wizard Apprentice or an Official Wizard; anyone could tell just by looking.

 The Peak Third-class Wizard Apprentice who needs to use First Ring spells as Destiny Witchcraft wouldn't possibly scour the Black Market for Magic Blueprint Scrolls.

 At that point, the college would surely provide support.

 Link didn't need to overextend himself.

 After looking through the introduction, among the thirteen Zero Ring spells, only two suited Link.

 One was Water Blade Spell, and the other was Thorns Whip.

 Water Blade Spell was a variant of Water Ball Spell, and Thorns Whip was a variant of Thorn Entanglement.

 Or more precisely, they were witchcraft that was developed based on similar concepts.

 Link didn't rush to make a decision. He wanted to go to other stalls, see and choose a little more.

 The anticipation on the young man's face vanished in an instant.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link witnessed this scene. 

 Perhaps this young man had some unspeakable circumstances, desperate to strike a deal.

 Truth be told, his stall was not in a very good location.

 Many people shopping in the market, after browsing back and forth, often overlook the stalls on the ends and make their purchases from the stalls in the middle.

 Although this phenomenon is not absolute, most people act in the same manner.

 Link, with the intent of comparing goods from different vendors and holding a thought of finding better and more suitable items at the later stalls, did not immediately purchase the Magic Blueprint Scrolls for the Water Blade Spell and Thorn Whip.

 Of course, he wouldn't suffer from a case of compassion.

 Link would never impulsively place an order due to a few changes in the young man's expressions.

 The young man, after all, was a black market stall owner. Could he be easily sympathized with and pitied by just anyone?

 You may not have seen those antisocial butchers with innocent smiles on their faces, blood and flesh on their hands, killing without batting an eye.

 Who knows what kind of person the young man really is?

 Every person has various faces.

 No one can guarantee that the young man is as harmless as he appears on the outside.

 Link stood firm in his mindset, without pausing his steps, he turned towards the next stall.

 When the other nearby stall owners saw Link's reaction, the deep-seated desire to overcharge customers dimmed significantly in their eyes.

 It seems he's not so easy to be fooled.

 But no matter how the thoughts of the stall owners changed, business still had to be done.

 It was only natural for the buyers to pick and choose.

 It could be understood if sellers aimed for high prices, that's fair, right?

 Link was picking and choosing, and they could respond by raising their prices.

 After browsing seven or eight stalls, Link found that the zero-rank water and wood system attack spells on these stalls were not particularly special.

 Whether in terms of attack power, attack mode, or attack effect, they all belonged to the conventional category, with nothing original.

 Moreover, those stall owners, one after another, what were they asking for these prices?

 Twenty magic stones for a basic zero-rank spell's Magic Blueprint Scroll, only a fool would do this!

 Link had heard that in the black market, the average price for a zero-rank Magic Blueprint Scroll was around fourteen magic stones.

 It was roughly one magic stone cheaper than the average price at the bookstores and scroll shops in the East District.

 It wasn't until he was about halfway through the Magic Blueprint Scroll area that Link found two spells that caught his eye.

 One was a zero-rank water system spell, named Icicle Technique;

 The other was a zero-rank wood system spell, named Green Field Tracking.

 The attack power of the Icicle Technique was considerable, it not only had the functions of strike/piercing attack, but also freezing damage. The effect of the attack was equivalent to the combination of two spell-breaking crossbow arrows.

 The prerequisite knowledge of the related Rule Rune, Link had already acquired, so it would not be difficult to get started.

 Green Field Tracking was not an attack spell, but an auxiliary spell.

 The caster can communicate with the "consciousness" of trees, flowers, and grass, allowing for shape tracking. It can be used for tracking in the wilderness or in high-greening environments, and the effect is very high.

 "Boss, give me a flat price, I am sincere to buy."

 Link fiddled with the two Magic Blueprint Scrolls, without hiding his intentions.

 "Fifteen each."

 The stall owner, with grizzled temples and unkempt hair, had an unrestrained and free-spirited air. He glanced up and slightly moved his lips.

 His temperament was very aloof, never putting down the reference materials in his hand that vividly described a duel between a male and a female wizard.

 This price, relative to that of academy's Witchcraft Trade Center, was undoubtedly sky-high, doubling the cost.

 But compared to the prices of other black market stalls, it was a fair price that was not too high and within the black market's average range.

 A flat price is a flat price.

 Link didn't haggle, he took out three small bags from his pocket.

 This is something Link had specifically prepared before leaving the house.

 He took out the Magic Stones that were stored in the box, five or ten at a time, and placed them into little bags.

 Link carried several of these little bags, all tucked into his breast pocket.

 The reason he didn't bring the box was because it had the academy's emblem and serial number on it, which could easily give away his identity.

 Without hesitation, Link emptied the three bags of Magic Stones onto the counter for the shop owner to count.

 "Alright, alright."

 Surprisingly, the owner didn't even bother to lift his eyelids, waved his hand dismissively, and sounded somewhat impatient.

 It seemed his priority was to study the detailed diagrams of pan-battle tactics, and running the stall was only a side job.

 Link wasn't bothered by this, put the Magic Blueprint Scrolls and the small bags into his pocket and turned to leave.

 Since his Magic Stones were limited, he didn't wander around the other stalls in the Magic Blueprint Scroll area.

 For one, it was to avoid getting dizzy from the array of choices, and secondly, he didn't want to bite off more than he could chew.

 Back at the young man's stall, Link got straight to the point, pointed at the Water Blade Spell and Thorns Whip, and asked, "I'm serious about buying. What's the price?"

 The young man's face lit up with surprise and delight, and he said, "Twelve Magic Stones for one, twenty-four for both!"

 Wow!

 That price was really cheap, a few less Magic Stones than the average Black Market price.

 Upon hearing this, Link frowned slightly.

 He'd figured out that the young shopkeeper must have run into some problem, and was in a hurry to clear his goods, even ready to sell at a discount.

 That being said, one should not take advantage of such opportunities carelessly.

 If he took the items home, could they bring him any trouble?

 This made Link somewhat hesitant.

 The Water Blade Spell could be combined with the Water Ball Spell and Icicle Technique to form an attack system of Water System witchcraft;

 The Thorns Whip could coordinate with Thorn Entanglement, integrating control and attack into one.

 These two spells were indeed what Link needed.

 Moreover, it wasn't only the young man's stall selling Magic Blueprint Scrolls for these two spells.

 Because of his instinct to avoid trouble, Link suddenly didn't feel like buying from the young man.

 The young shopkeeper was perceptive. Noticing Link's sudden silence, he quickly guessed Link's concerns.

 He immediately explained with a bitter smile, "My stall lease is about to expire, and I can't afford to renew it. I have to sell these scrolls quickly, which is why the price is low. You're just buying things from me, you won't cause any problems. Besides, this is the Black Market, no one will know what you bought or where you bought it from once you leave."

 "Fair enough."

 Link nodded, feeling that his worries were somewhat unnecessary.

 This was the Black Market, a place full of illegal and questionable items.

 Since he chose to shop at the Black Market, he would inevitably encounter such situations in the future.

 Moreover, he might encounter even stranger situations.

 Would he have to give up every time?

 What would be the point of coming to the Black Market then?

 Without further hesitation, Link counted out twenty-four Magic Stones and bought the two Magic Blueprint Scrolls.

 The young man took the Magic Stones and couldn't help but smile broadly.

 Finally, he made a sale today!

 Not easy at all.

 Link put the scrolls and small bags back into his pocket, immediately left the Magic Blueprint Scroll area, crossed the Rune Item Area, and headed for the Magic Tool Area.

 As soon as he entered this area, Link's gaze immediately sharpened.

 He saw a familiar figure and heard an equally familiar voice.

 Life really is full of surprises, who would have thought he would see him here.

 Harold Andrews!
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link was not a petty person.

 Usually, when faced with disagreements, such as when five guys tried to bully him at school, he didn't bear grudges.

 Link would merely beat them up, give them a lesson, and vent his anger.

 As for Mina Havcheck, who had clarified her part of the suspicion and promised not to stir up trouble, she received a promise of reconciliation from Link.

 All that Link did was have Jasmine block her on social media.

 And then there was Sophie Lucia...

 Well, that was more due to her strong background and his helplessness.

 Anyway, Link was magnanimous and didn't hold grudges lightly.

 But Harold Andrews was an exception. Link truly bore a grudge against him.

 A very, very, very deep grudge.

 In Link's understanding, there were two particularly cruel ways to destroy a person.

 One was to physically destroy them, rob them of their life, and reduce their body to ashes.

 Some brutal people would even torture their victims before committing the act of murder.

 The other was to socially destroy them, making them despised by everyone, treated like dung, and avoided like venomous snakes.

 And the common method to socially destroy a person was to smear their reputation, defame them, slander them, and incite public sentiment violence.

 Harold Andrews had launched three waves of such attacks on Link in total.

 The first wave of attack exploited the defection of the five guys to portray Link as an ambitious person, aiming to provoke the hostility of people like the President of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association and fuel fear and isolation towards Link among the first-year Newbloods.

 The second wave and the longest-lasting third wave of attacks targeted Jasmine.

 Harold had taken some blurry long-distance photos, fabricated some dialogues, and concocted a few stories to portray Link as an arrogant show-off, a master manipulator, and a hopelessly desperate case.

 This severely affected Link's reputation and image.

 If it weren't for Link's indifference to these public sentiment attacks, and his cool-headed response throughout;

 If it were someone else who had not experienced the power of rumor and slander as the main driving force of public sentiment violence, and became the target of such attacks,

 Harold Andrews would have achieved his goals by now.

 Even if things went awry and he couldn't completely eliminate his target from the social level, he could at least cause a mental breakdown.

 When a person's state of mind collapses, they can do all sorts of stupid things.

 Withdrawal is the lightest penalty; self-harm isn't the worst.

 As the victim of public sentiment violence, when they see the world in grey, life as hopeless, they may choose to end their own life to escape the world. Many have done so.

 That's how powerful and harmful public sentiment violence is!

 That's how profound its damage is!

 That's how disastrous its consequences are!

 Therefore, the enmity between Link and Harold Andrews was not a minor grudge, but a matter of life and death!

 This is an irreconcilable hatred. If Harold Andrews doesn't die, Link's resentment will never be appeased.

 Retaliation was inevitable.

 Link once tried to find a good opportunity for retaliation by tracking Harold, but his cloak's optical stealth was detected by an intelligent law enforcement puppet, so he had to abort his plan.

 That's why he decided to abandon the cloak when he decided to enter Ravensmouth City.

 The optical stealth function of the cloak could only deal with wizard apprentices who had no targeted measures.

 If they encountered an intelligent law enforcement puppet, or people like Link himself, who wore glasses that could discern disguises and see through invisibility, it would not work at all.

 Later, Link was immersed in studying, researching, experimenting and self-studying Potion Study, and he had no time to plan his retaliation.

 Who would have thought that he would stumble upon Harold Andrews in the Black Market on the first day of vacation, without even looking for him.

 This was truly a golden opportunity!

 Isn't it quite normal for a few people to die in the West District?

 Heaven gives and takes, and those who resist will bear the consequences.

 There are some things that if you don't do, your heart will always be uneasy!

 A fleeting thought crossed Link's mind, and the intention to kill instantly arose.

 The "Mind Closure Technique" immediately kicked into Full Gear, hiding his murderous intent.

 His gaze conveniently shifted away from the silhouette of Harold Andrews, naturally scanning his surroundings.

 Link, with his keen senses, wouldn't knowingly commit a mistake that would alert Harold Andrews.

 He didn't even let the corner of his eye fall on him.

 Following the original plan, Link continued his stroll in the Black Market.

 The Magic Tool section was an eye-opener for Link.

 Only the unimaginable, but nothing was impossible.

 All kinds of bizarre, various Magic Tools were presented in front of Link, causing a great impact.

 Any technological marvel he had seen or heard of in his past life, he could find a fantastical version of it in the Wizard World.

 There were many other Magic Tools with even more unimaginable effects, such as the Melting gun of the Second-Ring level, which was something that could not be achieved by previous technology.

 Even for an official wizard, if his defenses were broken, and he was irradiated by the rays shot from the Melting gun, all his flesh and blood would instantly become ash.

 It was that terrifying!

 Link was greatly tempted, but unfortunately, his pockets were shallow. The Magic Stones he carried in his arms were not enough to buy even a First Ring Level Magic Tool.

 Compared to the Magic Tool prices in the University Life Service Building, the prices of Magic Tools here in the Black Market were at least double from the start.

 The numerous types, powerful effects, and the privacy of not keeping records, are the exact reasons why the prices in the Black Market skyrocketed.

 In Ravensmouth City, apart from the North City District, there was no other place that could outperform the Black Market in these three aspects.

 After touring the Magic Tool section, Link went back to stroll in the Rune Item Area again.

 The Rune items here were equally dazzling and varied in types.

 In just a short while, Link had found all the Rune items he had on him.

 The prices were really not attractive, much more expensive than in the University Life Service Building.

 But those Rune items that the University Life Service Building couldn't sell were really tempting.

 Link felt a strong urge, very much inclined to spend all his Magic Stones.

 Suddenly, Harold Andrews unexpectedly came to the stall where Link was.

 Link was not disturbed at all, his mindset was very stable.

 Using the three tricks: Changing his hairstyle, makeup and changing his outfit, and adding in the shifts in character made based on the "Mind Closure Technique" and the Hall of Mind,

 Even someone as familiar as Jasmine Kidman would have to identify repeatedly to determine Link's identity.

 How could Harold Andrews recognize Link?

 As Link expected, Harold Andrews wasn't approaching him.

 Link politely moved away.

 When there's no business at the Black Market stalls, you are free to look, free to choose.

 But when other customers come, you should be considerate and not stay in place to listen to their conversation.

 That's a big taboo.

 "Boss, do you still have the mini Stealth recorders you were talking about last time? I'll take a set."

 Harold Andrews was apparently not a first-time customer at this stall. He came directly and asked the owner without choosing anything.

 Link's ears were quite sharp. After walking out a few steps, he still heard Harold's words.

 A mini Stealth recorder?

 Isn't that a goddamn bug?

 The bastard has evil intentions; is he preparing to eavesdrop?

 The killing intent in Link's heart surged even more.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The angrier Link was, the calmer he became.

 Without changing his pace or posture, he naturally walked out of the Rune Item Area and went near the entrance of the Black Market.

 There was a subtle stall hidden in the corner selling various types of blueprints, like the latest updated geographic and topographic maps of the West District.

 Link had found this information after several rounds of searching on the "forum".

 It had taken a great deal of time and energy.

 Standing in front of the stall, Link didn't speak a word. He directly pulled out five standard first-grade Magic Stones and placed them on the booth one by one.

 Five Magic Stones occupied five corners, forming a somewhat abstract pentagram.

 This was code language, indicating an understanding and willingness to adhere to the rules of this stall.

 Buy and take, without uttering an extra word.

 The blind old man manning the stall sensed the movement, and with shaky hands, touched the Magic Stones.

 He patiently felt each one, confirming the five Magic Stones formed a pentagram before carefully putting them away one by one.

 He then shakily pulled out a crumpled map from under the counter, put it on the table, and slowly turned his back.

 New maps are for sale.

 A crumpled old map is considered lost.

 Although it might appear unnecessarily awkward, it at least leaves room for the stallholder, Black Market leader, and those behind the scenes to manoeuvre.

 In the grey area, survival in the cracks is normal.

 There is no casual defiance, only trepidation and fear.

 Thus, it frequently results in abnormal and antisocial personalities due to the excessive mental pressure.

 Link picked up the crumpled map, quickly opened it for a glance, and compared the information on the map with his memory, noting down the updated parts, then quickly left the concealed stall.

 After walking out of the dark tunnel and returning the mask, Link quickly left the Black Market.

 He wandered around the nearby streets for a while, and finally found the street hooligans who had been following him earlier.

 Staying at a distance, he confirmed several times that all the street gang members were Wizard Apprentices, all within Link's manageable range, and nothing should go wrong.

 Only then did Link stand at the entrance of a dead-end alley, casually waving at the hooligans who had already noticed him and became suspicious.

 The street gang members, impulsive and prideful, were immediately infuriated.

 Who the fuck is he looking down on?

 Does he think he can call us over like a pack of dogs?

 So, the gang members spread out, advancing, then regrouping, corralling Link into the dead-end alley.

 From all available information about Ravensmouth City, Link had an understanding of the general situation of the street gangs in the West District.

 Most of these people were locals from Ravensmouth and surrounding areas. They had Wizard Qualifications, but they were all third class or lower, which was quite awkward.

 They couldn't afford the expensive tuition fees and also didn't want to sign a "slavery agreement" (similar to the Storm Sea New Blood pact). They didn't want to work hard for four years at Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College and end up in one of those sweatshops in the South City District.

 So they could only randomly learn some ordinary Meditation Techniques and witchcraft that may not necessarily suit them. Then, like hyenas, they wander around the streets and alleys of the West District, looking for scraps.

 If they tried a little harder, they wouldn't have fallen into such circumstances.

 They could at least join one of the many gangs in the West District, couldn't they?

 Despite being cornered, Link remained calm.

 He gently adjusted his glasses on the bridge of his nose and said with an urbane smile, "Gentlemen, I mean no harm."

 The street hooligans didn't respond, grinning maliciously and preparing to rush in all at once.

 They had wanted to rob this fat sheep laden with Rune Items and even Magic Tools, but unfortunately, he had went into the Black Market.

 Unexpectedly, after exiting the Black Market, the fat sheep took the initiative to approach and provoke them.

 Well then, let's get to work!

 Suddenly, an extremely thick fog that blinds everyone, enveloped the street thugs.

 Things took a sudden turn, and the vision of the street thugs was completely restricted.

 All they could see was a vast expanse of whiteness. Apart from the thick fog, they couldn't see anything.

 Even each other.

 Despite being in physical contact, and being aware of each other's presence, they couldn't see each other at all.

 The street thugs were greatly shocked. Ambush!

 Just as they were about to retaliate,

 Tens of thorns quietly grew, silently moved around, tightly entangling and binding the legs and bodies of the street thugs.

 Five sharp leaf arrows, blinking with a ghostly light, rose to the forehead of the street thugs.

 As long as Link gave them a thought, the street thugs had no time to activate the defense of their Rune Objects, they would explode and die instantly.

 The secondary Misty Rain Technique was removed and the thick fog dispersed.

 The street thugs recognized reality, under the threat of the Leaf Arrow Spell, they dared not move a muscle.

 In less than 0.5 seconds, Link first Instant Cast a fulfilled level of Secondary Misty Rain Technique, while simultaneously Instant Cast Thorn Entanglement as a Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft.

 Then he followed up with a "Parallel Casting", developed from Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, sending out five concurrent Leaf Arrow Spells in less than 1 second.

 This combination of interference, control, and deterrence was executed very smoothly and completely deterred the street thugs.

 In the blink of an eye, he cast three spells; although they were all common ones among the Zero Ring spells, but...

 This TMs is not something that an ordinary wizard apprentice can achieve!

 Which young master from the North City District came to the West District to seek fun?

 "Boss, speak directly, no need for this act."

 The oldest among the street thugs stuttered.

 However, at this point, the boss still didn't beg for mercy.

 Link didn't care about these either and asked kindly, "Now, can we talk calmly?"

 "No problem, your words count."

 A few street thugs said in unison, "Please remove your witchcraft first, it's creepy to talk like this."

 Link smiled, removed the Leaf Arrow Spell, but two Self-Destructing Fire Thunders promptly appeared in his left hand.

 If he could control the street thugs once, he can do it a second time.

 Then, without giving the street thugs a chance to talk back, he asked directly, "I have a job for you, the pay is ten standard first-grade Magic Stones, are you in?"

 The street thugs looked at each other.

 Big boss, you staged such a grand scene just to give us a job?

 You think highly of us!

 "You say."

 The situation is compelling, what else can the street gang leader do, he must agree.

 Link immediately described Harold Andrews' height, hair color, body shape, and clothing to the street thugs, then said, "This man will come out of the black market soon, and I want you to find a way to guide him to Spider Tail Alley."

 As he spoke, Link pulled out ten Magic Stones with his right hand, and gave two to each person.

 It's not a negotiation, but an order.

 "Once you take the money, you should do the job, right?"

 Passing by the street thugs bound in place by the thorns, Link turned back and smiled elegantly.

 The white teeth sparkled with a cold light.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 75: Temptation_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link planned to ambush Harold Andrews.

 Spider Tail Alley was the location Link chose for the ambush.

 It wasn't too far from the Black Market, and the street gangsters should be able to trick Harold Andrews into coming there.

 Don't be fooled by how easily Link takes on street gangsters and think they're weak.

 It's not that the street gangsters are weak, it's just that Link is among the strongest in the first stage of wizard apprentices.

 If you exclude Magic Tools and Rune Objects, apart from those on the verge of becoming official wizards, even fourth-year, experienced, third-class wizard apprentices would only either lose or die if they were to duel Link.

 The comparison in Zero Ring witchcraft comes down to two things: the time it takes to cast the spell and the effect of the spell.

 Whoever can cast witchcraft faster, whoever can control witchcraft with more power and greater function, has a greater chance of winning.

 Not only can Link cast witchcraft faster, but he can also simultaneously activate several witchcrafts.

 Usually, for the sake of studying and living, Link only maintains two witchcrafts on standby to "activate".

 With the battle about to begin, the more witchcrafts on standby for "activation", the better.

 When Link bursts into action, he is akin to a walking Human-Shaped Magic Machine Gun.

 If you include Magic Tools and Rune Objects, Link does reveal a weakness.

 He lacks a powerful Attack Magic Tool.

 His defense system, built around first-ring-level tools: glasses and vest, along a few Rune Objects, is beginning to fall behind and needs an upgrade.

 Harold Andrews, though Link doesn't underestimate him, is still presumed to be at the stage of a First Rank Wizard Apprentice.

 The five street gangsters, according to Link's observation, are all Second-rank wizard apprentices. They should have no problem handling Harold Andrews.

 Link arrived early at Spider Tail Alley and hid.

 He wasn't worried at all that the street gangsters would flee after taking the Magic Stone and not do the job.

 What are street prowlers most afraid of?

 Those decent-looking degenerates.

 Wearing Gold Frame Glasses, with a pleasant smile on their faces, saying harmlessly that they mean no harm, and then kill you effortlessly.

 Based on the latest map of the West District, and the information in his mind,

 Link was sure that Spider Tail Alley, nearby a small piece of ruins, was currently unmonitored and devoid of any Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet.

 The original gang that dominated Spider Tail Alley had been eradicated by the Academy's law enforcement department a few months ago.

 Hmm...

 The idiot who dared to sell a Magic Tool that could block the signal of an Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet into the academy was a member of this unlucky gang.

 It wasn't long before Link spotted the gangsters leading Harold Andrews towards the nearby ruins from afar.

 "How much longer till we get there? Have we arrived? If we haven't, I am not going."

 Harold Andrews, who had frequently been going in and out the Black Market recently and was familiar with the street trends of the West District, started to feel scared as they ventured farther and farther off track.

 He paused, quickly retreated a few steps away from the circle of street gangsters, and shouted out in caution.

 He activated the Sprint Boots he was wearing and reached for his waist, ready to attack, defend, or flee as necessary.

 Just half an hour ago, he had just left the Black Market when these familiar-looking street gangsters approached him with a potentially lucrative deal.

 Harold Andrews knew there were many bottom layer gangsters on the streets of the West District who would steal, loot, excavate ruins, or rob corpses, and frequently come up with some good loot.

 But street gangsters without enough resources to set up a stall in the Black Market, who are unwilling to sell at a lower price to stall owners or gangs, would loiter around the Black Market looking for potential buyers.

 Harold Andrews once bought a valuable item from another group of street thugs.

 That great gadget was used for long-distance stealth photography, extremely covert and not easily detected. Other than the rather blurred image quality, it had no apparent drawbacks.

 Harold Andrews had used this wonderful gadget to secretly take pictures of the detestable Link Grande and the annoying Jasmine Kidman. On the "forum", he fabricated rumors, fanned the flames, and had never been caught.

 Today, Harold Andrews had bought some Rune Objects at the Black Market, spending almost all of his Magic Stones, including those he had brought from home and those he had accumulated through various means since his enrollment.

 Upon hearing about an opportunity to scoop up a good deal, the penniless yet urgently needing to arm himself, Harold Andrews, surely didn't want to miss out.

 Therefore, he followed these street thugs to the ruins.

 The further he was led astray, the more Harold Andrews began to suspect whether these street thugs really had the goods, or if they were deceiving him with ulterior motives.

 Harold Andrews was not fooled easily because street thugs often deceived and cheated others.

 "Bro, what are you so afraid of? If we dare to do anything to you, we would end up as corpses on the street tonight."

 The gang leader laughed out, "We're almost there, just around the corner on the alley ahead."

 "Spider Tail Alley?"

 Harold Andrews upon hearing this raised his eyebrows suspiciously, "The gangs initially in place there have all been thoroughly eradicated. What good stuff could be found there?"

 Obviously, he had heard about the events taking place in Spider Tail Alley.

 The gang leader snorted in a provocative that-you-know-nothing attitude, "My brother, you just don't understand. These gangsters love to bury things underground. A few days ago, we came over to wander around aimlessly. We casually dug a courtyard. Can you guess what we found?"

 "What?"

 Seeing the street thugs showing no sign of attacking, Harold Andrews was slightly relieved and did not leave immediately. He asked out of curiosity.

 The gang leader looked around and with a cautionary posture that affirmed no one else was present, whispered in a lowered voice, "A shield device, ever heard of it?"

 "I have."

 Harold Andrew nodded his head unable to help but have his curiosity piqued.

 The shield device is a Magic Tool that can block Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets for a short time.

 "We found a complete shield device!"

 The gang leader revealed the answer in an even lower voice.

 He spoke the truth—they indeed found a shield device within Spider Tail Alley.

 Wasn't that something?

 However, that shield device was sold long ago!

 The gang leader's tone and expression revealed no trace of deception.

 Harold Andrews believed him.

 He was also tempted.

 It wasn't easy for him to launch a campaign in the school "forum" targeting Link Grande.

 It not only required the use of a special brain capable of making anonymous contacts and login to the "forum" but also required him to avoid other people and Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets.

 Every time Harold Andrews caused trouble in the college, he had to sneak into the campus toilets to avoid getting monitored.

 If he could have a shield device, why would he have to suffer like that?

 "Alright... deal."

 After hesitating, Harold Andrews finally succumbed to temptation and decided to follow along once again.

 The gangsters seemed to consider Harold's feelings and did not continue to crowd around him, instead keeping a distance from him.

 Just one more corner before the alley.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 76: Forced Kill_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Several people entered the alleyway.

 The rogues immediately became apprehensive, and involuntarily slowed down their pace.

 The refined yet ruthless man with gold-rimmed glasses had a clear animosity towards the hapless brute they had lured into the alley, looking ready to cause trouble.

 What worried the rogues was not death, after all a few people dying was a common occurrence.

 Which week doesn't have deaths in the West District?

 What they feared was that the ruthless man would shoot the rabbit while he was fetching the grass, and slaughter them conveniently as well.

 Yet they dared not refuse to follow him in.

 What if the hapless brute got scared off, ruining the ruthless man's plans, and he came after them? That would be unpleasant.

 "You may leave now!"

 Fortunately, as soon as the familiar and potent fog filled the alleyway, a casual voice rang out.

 The rogues were granted permission by the ruthless man to retreat.

 And what were they waiting for?

 Hurriedly, they took to their heels!

 Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh...

 One by one, the rogues quickened their pace, escaping from Spider Tail Alley at the fastest speed in their lives.

 Harold Andrews was both shocked and angered.

 So this was really a trap!

 Who wanted to get him?

 It was unfortunate that he was blinded by greed and didn't see it coming.

 Now, his view obscured by the dense fog that seemed to have appeared out of nowhere, he had lost the initiative and was completely at a disadvantage.

 Whether he chose to dodge or stay and defend, he could easily fall into another trap.

 How could he fight in this situation?

 Overwhelmed by fear, Harold Andrews activated all the three Defense Rune Items that he had on him without hesitation.

 The hidden enemy had already acted, and had gained the upper hand through a sneak attack, there would undoubtedly be follow-up actions.

 No matter what, he needed to defend himself first.

 However, Link unexpectedly did not continue his attack when he had a clear advantage.

 Instead, he controlled the 'Secondary Misty Rain Technique', gradually dissipating the dense fog, and covered the entire entrance of the alley.

 To hinder the sight of potential onlookers outside as much as possible.

 As the fog grew thinner, the visibility inside it improved.

 Harold Andrews's restricted vision was restored.

 However, he did not feel relieved in the slightest.

 There was the baiting, the sneak attack, and now, just when he had finally gained the advantage, it was given up?

 There must be a trick.

 However, Harold Andrews was completely clueless about the enemy's strategy.

 So, what was Link planning to do?

 Link's plan was simple, that was, to kill face to face.

 The baiting was to lure the fight to his designated battlefield, to minimize the traces and the possibility of being interrupted by others.

 The sneak attack was to startle the snake, affecting Harold Andrews's mood, and drawing out his defensive Rune Items or Magic Tools.

 Knowing the enemy and oneself, will ensure victory in a hundred battles.

 Seeing the three different shields gleaming around Harold Andrews, Link had an estimate of his defensive strength.

 His confidence for a flawless kill couldn't be higher.

 Link activated the levitation and acceleration effects of the boots, the active defense effect of the suit, vest, and glasses, made all preparations, and then no longer concealed himself.

 "Harold Andrews, it's good to see you."

 Link stepped out of his hiding place and politely greeted Harold Andrews.

 Swish, swish, swish, swish, swish.

 Five spell-breaking crossbow arrows were launched in succession, aiming straight at Harold Andrews's face.

 Harold Andrews was highly attentive, his reactions were quick and his movements weren't as handicapped as Erick's, he moved sideways in time to dodge Link's first wave of attack.

 "Thank you for consistently speaking highly of me on the 'Forum' during the past two months and helping to raise my profile."

 Link expressed his sincere gratitude to Harold Andrews.

 Thud, thud.

 Two Self-Destructing Fire Thunders were tossed to Harold Andrews' feet just as he had dodged the spell-breaking crossbow arrows and had yet begun steadying himself.

 Boom...boom...

 Both Self-Destructing Fire Thunders exploded one after the other.

 It was an imposing spectacle, with sparks flying everywhere.

 Harold Andrews had no way out, his only choice was to resist the attack using the defense capabilities of three Defensive Rune Items he wore.

 The cost-performance ratio of these consumable items was showcased right then.

 Only four standard level-1 Magic Stones were needed for two Self-Destructing Fire Thunders, yet they shattered the defenses of three Rune Objects Harold Andrews had bought with nearly 30 standard level-1 Magic Stones.

 Although the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders were one-time consumables and the Rune Objects could be reused after being fully charged or infused with Magic Power by Harold Andrews

 But at this critical moment when life and death could be decided in the blink of an eye, whether they were disposable or reusable, all were disposable, there was no difference.

 "Many thanks for the photos you took of me, making me look incredibly handsome!"

 Link's expression of gratitude was like a rolling tide, unending,

 No sooner has one wave subsided than another rises up.

 Before Harold Andrews could celebrate his narrow escape from the Self-Destructing Fire Thunder, Link's third wave of attack was already on its way.

 Biu, biu, biu, biu, biu...

 The Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, Continuous Casting, transformed the Leaf Arrow Spell into a Leaf Arrow Machine Gun.

 Under the shocked gaze of a dumbfounded Harold Andrews, it fired rapidly at lightning speed, aiming for his torso and limbs.

 "Rise!"

 This time, Harold Andrews was truly panicked. At the crucial moment of casting the spell, he even relied on yelling out loud to stimulate his will, which speeded up the construction of the Magic Blueprint in his Sea of Consciousness.

 A wall of earth trembled and rose just before six Leaf Arrows could land on his body.

 However, this earthen wall was shoddily built, it was not only crooked but also as thin as a piece of paper.

 Three Leaf Arrows that were slightly in front, hit the wall and caused it to collapse.

 The remaining three Leaf Arrows then penetrated Harold Andrews' lower abdomen without any obstruction and went right through.

 Three bloody wounds the size of an infant's arm appeared.

 His organs were severely damaged, blood and flesh splattered everywhere, urine, and feces flowed out.

 Unable to bear the pain, Harold Andrews fell backwards.

 Just as he fell, thorny vines rushed up, tightly binding Harold Andrews' limbs and immobilizing his head.

 Link activated his Gold Frame Glasses' discernment ability, confirming that Harold Andrews was indeed seriously injured, only then did he approach a few steps closer.

 The first to arrive was the Anti-magic net gun, which fired an anti-magic net with a whoosh.

 The large anti-magic net was more than sufficient to cover Harold Andrews' entire body.

 The flow of nearby elements and magic power began to slow down.

 Without even unleashing his full power, Link had now completely stripped Harold Andrews of his ability to resist.

 The wounds in his lower abdomen further expanded as his body hit the ground heavily, blood kept pouring out.

 The significant loss of blood caused Harold Andrews' Vitality to quickly drain away.

 Feeling himself dying, Harold's eyes filled with deep regret, he began to struggle violently.

 The tightly wrapped thorns started to take effect.

 The more Harold Andrews struggled, the deeper the thorns dug in, the tighter the entanglement.

 Link looked down at the dying Harold Andrews lying on the ground,

 Gently pushing up his Gold Frame Glasses on the bridge of his nose, he spoke in a soft and gentle tone:

 "Hello, I'm honored that I've been on your mind."

 I'm Link Grande.

 Unfortunately, you won't have the chance to dwell on me anymore.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 77 - Three Rivers/ Bookshelf Testimony_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Dear readers, rejoice! We're going to be on Sanjiang.

 Starting from 2 pm on July 30th, for one full week.

 Dear readers, let me formally announce, we're going to be published.

 Right after midnight on August 1st.

 I don't have any special skills, I'm just used to writing daily life with plot twists that are not too intense, I don't know how to bait the hook or hit a climax,

 But I'll put on a humble and unpretentious show for everyone, a 10 chapter update at midnight.

 I beg for your subscriptions because August 1st is a Tuesday. Whether we can get to Sanjiang and the strong push afterwards depends on the data from that day.

 After it's published, if there's no strong push, we'll be in the nude for quite a while.

 Um... As for my feelings, I have both thoughts and thanks to share.

 First of all, thanks to the editor, Mr. Transparent!

 I'm extremely grateful!

 When the book was just starting out, there was no internal support, I was left in the lurch for 7 days and just as I was losing hope, Mr. Transparent reached out his shining hand of justice and pulled me up.

 Then it was a flurry of recommendations, every fantasy category was carefully arranged for me.

 Now, he's secured a place for me in Sanjiang and he's getting ready to give me a strong push.

 Mr. Transparent is just too kind.

 Thank you!

 (Choking up)

 Secondly, I want to thank all of my readers.

 I'm a newbie and this is my first time writing a full-length novel seriously, and I've made plenty of mistakes.

 Thank you for your tolerance, your corrections, and your support along the way.

 Thank you for clicking to bookmark, for casting recommendation votes, for casting monthly votes.

 I can't just thank you verbally, right?

 I don't have any special skills, so I'll express my thanks through adding more updates.

 After I get published, I will complete daily updates (maybe 8K), and depending on my condition, I will manage to add more within a month.

 (Readers: ? What do you mean by adding more?)

 Lastly, I want to thank... myself.

 Hehe, scratching my head, I'm thick-skinned, huh...

 I won't dwell on the specifics, I'm not selling pity.

 After giving thanks, let's move on to my thoughts.

 Actually, I don't have much to say, I just have one goal: don't drop (the story)!

 That's it.

 Once again, I ask for your subscriptions, I ask for your follows.

 Laugh~

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 77: Handling from all sides_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "You're so ruthless!" 

 Harold Andrews stopped struggling, his eyes firmly fixed on Link, he spoke with a loathsome tone.

 "The killer is always hunted."

 Link smiled, his face full of scorn, "To kill with public opinion, or to kill with witchcraft, there's no difference. You wanted to kill me, so I had to kill you first."

 As soon as the words fell, Link refused to hear any more nonsense.

 With a flick of his mind, he cast a Water Ball Spell, conjuring a round water ball that blocked Harold Andrews' mouth.

 And so, Link quietly watched over Harold Andrews.

 Watching the man's vitality slowly ebbing away, watching the deep regret and refusal in his eyes, watching his struggle, watching the resentment on his face before death.

 For a long time, Harold Andrews' life came to an end.

 He died a painful death.

 Link took a deep breath, calming down his inner turmoil that contrasted his composed outer facade.

 Another enemy has fallen, another act of murder.

 The door in the depths of his heart, which opened just a crack, opened a little wider.

 Since the day he left the Quete Archipelago, killings were destined to be endless.

 Perhaps, one day, that door would fully open.

 Link suppressed his emotional disturbance, entered a state of purely rational detachment, and began to clear the scene.

 The anti-magic net was withdrawn, the Thorn Entanglement was removed.

 He also used a little bit of Water Magic Technique to create a large piece of ice, which froze Harold Andrews' body.

 The Storm Sea New Blood could die in the West District, but the body had to be well preserved.

 This was an unspoken rule, and also the bottom line of the academy.

 Finally, the dense fog that was covering the entrance of Spider Tail Alley dispersed.

 Link came out with not a speck of dust on him, showing no traces of the fight, and leisurely left Spider Tail Alley.

 Throughout his journey, Link's facade showed no fear, but in secret, he was more alert than when he had first arrived.

 After the fight, his state was somewhat damaged, his combat power was bound to be reduced, and Link had to be wary of others trying to profit from his fight.

 Fortunately, Link was lucky, he safely left the inner part of the West District and reached the Ring City Boulevard.

 Confirming that no one was tailing him, Link went into the First Bus Station and got on an unmanned bus returning to school.

 Not until then did he completely relax.

 Looking back, there were many reasons for his sudden murderous intent today.

 A large part of it was the resentment towards what Harold Andrews had done.

 A small part of it was the hatred for violent public opinion.

 In addition, he vented his frustration from his encounter with Sophie Lucia onto Harold Andrews.

 Perhaps it was because Link had just participated in a killing, his whole aura seemed very cold.

 Those who got on the unmanned bus one after another, ready to return to school, whether they were local wizard apprentices or newbies from Storm Sea, not one of them was willing, or dared, to sit next to Link.

 Spider Tail Alley.

 Not long after Link left, a few street thugs returned to the scene.

 "That guy was really ruthless."

 Seeing Harold Andrews' grim, contorted face in death, the head of the thugs couldn't help but shiver, exclaiming in shock.

 "Thank God this guy didn't dirty his hands and didn't want to kill us."

 A thug with a head of yellow hair and a nose ring continued, his tone full of relief.

 "Ah, when can we be as bold as him!"

 Another thug, whose arms were full of tattoos, looked wistful.

 "Stop daydreaming!"

 With a smack, the gang leader slapped the flowery-armed gang member's head, harshly saying, "Quickly pry off the rune objects, magic stones and whatnot, then notify the Security Bureau to collect the body, we might earn a bit."

 "Okay."

 The gang members didn't have the usual enthusiasm for rummaging through corpses.

 They were listless, dispirited.

 Having witnessed how a real vicious peer (Link was taller) acted ruthlessly, the gang members thought of their own petty acts of thieving and didn't feel motivated at all.

 The gang leader had no choice but to do it himself, unfreezing the body, quickly searching it, and freezing Harold Andrews's corpse again.

 Leading his subordinates, carrying away a few rune objects and several magic stones, the gang leader quickly left Spider Tail Alley.

 Before leaving, the gang leader purposely triggered the emergency help function on Harold Andrews's personal smart device.

 After a short while, two intelligent law enforcement puppets arrived.

 One on guard, the other investigating, they were clearly assigned.

 Having identified the victim and surveyed the scene of the fight, the intelligent law enforcement puppets automatically compiled an incident report, sent it to the Ravensmouth City Security Bureau, and also forwarded it to the City Hall, Main Tower, and the Ravensmouth College Law Enforcement Department.

 The Security Bureau's transportation vehicle was the first to arrive at the scene.

 A young andJ spirited female wizard hopped off the hovercar, glanced once at the body lying on the ground, and didn't react further.

 For her, a Storm Sea New Blood dying in the chaotic West District wasn't enough to cause any ripple in her heart.

 The Law Enforcement Department of the college's vehicle arrived not long after.

 An old man with white hair lazily got off the hovercar, leisurely walked around the body, then snapped his fingers.

 The hovercar immediately deployed two intelligent tracked puppets, which used their mechanical arms to quickly place the body in a body bag and load it into the hovercar's trunk.

 "Thanks for making the trip here, Deah."

 The old man nodded slightly at the young female wizard, made a casual remark, didn't even wait for her response, got on the hovercar, and left.

 "See you, Cody."

 The young female wizard, Deah, didn't find it strange, and waved goodbye.

 The old man was not actually old, but was a contemporary of the young female wizard, Deah. However, he aged due to failing the Sage advancement and the drain of his life force.

 After returning to the college to retire, Cody, the wizard, took on multiple roles. Unlike Deah, who had a more relaxed job at the Security Bureau, he was extremely busy.

 Of course, he wouldn't want to waste time.

 Deah also didn't want to stay a moment longer, she got onto her hovercar and left the scene.

 Back at the college, Law Enforcement Department.

 Only after Cody delivered Harold Andrews's body to the recycling department, did he finally have spare time to seriously read the incident report drafted by the intelligent law enforcement puppet.

 He also observed the deceased's performance and interpersonal relationships at school through the Main Tower Spirit.

 "Link Grande", a somewhat familiar name caught his eye.

 Comparing key words like "smearing public opinion", "secondary misty rain technique", "thorn entanglement", "spell-breaking crossbow" mentioned in both files, Cody got a preliminary analysis and guess about the incident.

 "The little guy is ruthless."

 Recalling the mature-looking first-year New Blood, Cody couldn't help but exclaim.

 Why?

 Because Link Grande never tried to hide from the college the fact that he killed Harold Andrews.

 Without any fear or hesitation.

 Nothing he did violated any college rules, including the prompt handling of the body.

 He ensured maximum resource recovery for the college.

 So, what was there to fear?

 "Too arrogant!"

 Cody slapped the desk, "He must be summoned!"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 78 Aftermath_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The self-driving bus arrived at the station.

 Link was the last one to get off.

 Most of the returnees to school are local wizard apprentices or Storm Sea New Blood, uh... mostly Storm Sea New Blood, basically in groups of three or two.

 Listening to their laughter, some voices crisp, some hearty, smiles either as warm as the spring breeze or as brilliant as the sun, unknowingly, softened Link's intent and aura of murder.

 There are many good things in this world.

 There's no need to let the mood be affected by slaughtering a piece of trash who abused the power of public opinion.

 Link smiled and comforted himself and headed towards the school with big strides.

 In no time, Link returned to the bottom of the dormitory building, but before he could go upstairs, his personal smart device started to vibrate.

 He pulled it out to see, it was a notice from the College Law Enforcement Department, requiring him to go to the Administrative Building's law enforcement office for questioning instantly.

 Having understood the history, the current situation, and the rules and unwritten rules of the West District and the Black Market, as well as the attitude and routine treatment of the school towards the death of a wizard apprentice, especially the Storm Sea New Blood, Link had psychologically prepared for this.

 It's just that, his original plan was to slowly look for opportunities during a month and a half holiday, he didn't expect to do it on the first day of the holiday.

 The timing was just too good, and fleeting.

 He felt sorry for such a good opportunity if he didn't take decisive action.

 Putting away his portable smart device, Link turned around and walked towards the administrative building.

 The office of the College Law Enforcement Department is adjacent to the office of the school dispute and accident investigation and mediation, separated by a wall.

 The door was closed.

 Link went forward and knocked on the door.

 "Come in."

 A familiar voice came from the office.

 As Link pushed the door, he searched his memory, and immediately found the owner of the voice.

 It was the person in charge of the office next door, an elder who, at a glance, put pressure on him like a mountain.

 Why was he here?

 A question flashed in Link's mind, but it didn't stop him from politely greeting: "Hello, I'm Link Grande, coming in for questioning."

 The elder, or Wizard Cody, sitting behind the office desk, glanced at Link indifferently and asked, "Do you know Harold Andrews?"

 "I've heard of the name."

 Link had entered a purely rational state and replied calmly, "Perhaps I've seen him, but I don't know him well, and we haven't seriously communicated."

 There wasn't a single lie in the whole sentence, it was true.

 His attitude was sincere.

 Cody the Wizard didn't believe these nonsense, this man killed someone, but he just met them?

 But he was just following the investigation procedure in the College Law Enforcement department charter, and he didn't particularily want to find out who killed Harold Andrews, then uphold justice.

 So he just let Link gloss over this question.

 Wizard Cody continued to ask, "Where did you go today? Is there any proof?"

 "I went to Ravensmouth City, I browsed all five districts, to familiarize myself with the environment."

 Link continued to answer truthfully, without any deception,

 "I first went to the Central City's Main Tower, to get my residency certificate. Then I took the rail transport train through the North City District and got off the train in the East District.

 After visiting the East District, I took the train to the South City District.

 As for the West District, I had just had lunch at the time, so I walked there, incidentally to help digestion.

 Perhaps, you can verify my travel records."

 Telling one lie, then you have to tell countless lies to make up for it.

 The more lies you tell, the easier it is to be exposed.

 So, Link adheres to the principle of not telling falsehoods and not telling the full truth to cope with this hearing.

 Link believed that in this way, he could best "cooperate" with the College Law Enforcement Department and quickly downplay the matter of Harold Andrews' death outside the school.

 Although providing a reasonable explanation, it did not give the Law Enforcement Department of the College a handle to embarrass them.

 Therefore, Link summed up his itinerary in general and used concise language to describe it comprehensively.

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Cody, through the Main Tower Spirit of the intelligent management center of the Junior Division, got in touch with the Main Tower Spirit of the Intelligent Management Center of Ravensmouth City to verify the travel records of Link Grande.

 After confirmation, Wizard Cody looked serious but murmured in his heart.

 This kid is really cunning and thoughtful.

 It was his first time going to Ravensmouth City, his first time to the West District, and his first time to the Black Market. He already knew to walk from South City, not to take the rail transport train.

 As such, if you want to determine when and where he went to the West District from, you will have to retrieve a lot of surveillance records.

 This time, only a Storm Sea New Blood died.

 Unlike the last time when the signal jammer of the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet entered the school, Wizard Cody didn't bother to trouble himself with a case the school management required the Law Enforcement Department to solve.

 No problem with the itinerary, the hearing passed.

 Wizard Cody once again let Link gloss over a question.

 Tapping his fingers on the table, Wizard Cody mulled over for a moment. He lifted his eyes and stared into Link's eyes, asking seriously, "Harold Andrews died in West District's Spider Tail Lane this afternoon, what do you think of this incident? Talk in detail."

 Link lowered his head to ponder, naturally avoiding Wizard Cody's gaze.

 At times, making eye contact can show sincerity;

 At other times, forcing eye contact can seem insincere.

 Link knew that Wizard Cody knew he killed Harold Andrews, and Wizard Cody knew that Link knew he knew Link killed Harold Andrews.

 With such nesting, Link shouldn't force eye contact with Wizard Cody at this time.

 After a moment of silence, Link looked up and met Wizard Cody's gaze, replying seriously, "Sorry, I refuse to answer this question because I don't pay much attention to it."

 "Huh..."

 Upon hearing this, Wizard Cody started to ponder.

 One was asking "what do you think" on the surface, but in actuality asking "do you regret or falter after killing Harold".

 The other was replying "I don't pay much attention to it" on the surface, meaning "I have already killed, where is the regret or hesitation".

 After a while, Wizard Cody made a decision.

 Or rather, he had made a decision long ago, he'd just followed the incident handling procedure just now, so the administration couldn't blame him.

 He entered a final statement in his office smart computer, cleared Link Grande of suspicion, and determined that Harold Andrews's death was an unsolved case.

 There was no need to dissect the body to investigate the exact cause of death any longer.

 All the organs that could be taken were taken, for recycling.

 Those organs that could not be taken, along with other parts that could not be recycled, were used to make biological culture material.

 "You can go."

 After filling in the final statement, Wizard Cody waved his hand at Link, issuing an order to leave.

 This boy is too cunning and tricky, it's annoying to even look at.

 "Sorry for taking up your time."

 Link bowed as a courtesy, and slowly exited the College Law Enforcement Department office.

 With the official stamp of the school, the matter ended here.

 No one can publicly question Link about the death of Harold Andrews in the future.

 Otherwise, it would be opposing the school!
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 Good news never leaves the house.

 Bad news can travel a long way in a blink.

 Although this can't be considered bad news, it's definitely not good either.

 The news spread at different rates at different levels.

 Those who received the news knew the general situation of the incident in a short time.

 No sooner had Link walked out of the Law Enforcement Department of the college than he received a summons from Wizard Palo.

 He went upstairs immediately and soon arrived at the "Thesis" review office on the fifth floor. After knocking and waiting for a bit, he walked in.

 When the relationship wasn't intimate enough, it's best to wait for permission from the higher-ups after knocking before entering their office.

 If the relationship is just right or a little inadequate, depending on the situation, one can choose to either wait for permission or just walk right in after knocking.

 Each person and occasion is unique, and choices should be flexible in response to different styles and personalities.

 Whenever Link came over before, he had seen the door to Wizard Palo's office wide open. So this time, to be less formal and constrained, he chose to walk in directly after knocking.

 As expected, Wizard Palo didn't demand ceremonious respect or absolute obedience from his subordinates.

 "Sit."

 Pointing to the chair in front of the desk with his eyes, Wizard Palo cut to the chase and asked directly, "Everything taken care of?"

 Wow, what on earth?

 Just here and we're jumping into serious questions?

 Do all the official wizards who work at the Junior Division know that I have killed Harold Andrews?

 As he sat in the chair, Link inwardly complained.

 Of course, he dare not leave Wizard Palo hanging and responded immediately, "All done, including what should and shouldn't have been done."

 This sentence was the epitome of saying enough but not too much.

 Responding to Wizard Palo without giving anyone any ammunition to use against him.

 "Good, that's a relief."

 Wizard Palo nodded in satisfaction, then shared a piece of information Link had no way of knowing,

 "I even had a bet with some close friends whether you would be able to solve this problem during the holiday and at what point you would solve it."

 Hearing this, Link was quite surprised and his line of thought began to diverge.

 So Wizard Palo likes paying attention to the rumors and gossip on the "forum"?

 And he even bet on those?

 Such good taste in entertainment you have in that circle.

 Link complained inwardly as a way to alleviate the involuntary pressure he felt in the presence of Wizard Palo.

 However, since the big shot had started the conversation, he shouldn't leave him hanging.

 Link jumped in and asked, "Were the results to Wizard Palo and your friends' satisfaction?"

 "Haha..."

 A rare smile appeared on Wizard Palo's face. He waved his hand and laughed, "They all thought you would solve the problem only in the middle or later part of the holiday. Only I was sure you would get it done in the very beginning."

 "Thank you for your confidence, Wizard Palo!"

 Link immediately replied solemnly, "I am also very relieved that I didn't disappoint Wizard Palo."

 Even though Wizard Palo knew Link was flattering him, he couldn't help but feel a little pleased.

 Who doesn't love to hear compliments, right?

 After laughing for a while, Wizard Palo reined in the smile on his face and began to discuss why he had summoned Link, asking, "Did you have any plans for going to Ravensmouth City on the first day of the holiday?"

 Having already invested and seeing that the invested party had shown characteristics worth additional investment, Wizard Palo, of course, didn't hesitate to further strengthen his investment.

 To him, it was only a drop in the bucket but for Link Grande, it was as heavy as a feather.

 Link answered honestly, "I plan to find a part-time job in the city while I also familiarize myself with the outside world. I can't always stay in college."

 "A part-time job?"

 Wizard Palo thought for a moment then said, "I do know a few places looking for part-time jobs, but I'm not sure what area you want to develop in."

 "I have been studying potions by myself recently. If it's not a bother to you, Palo…"

 Link would not waste a great opportunity and let benefits pass him by. So he made a position, "I want to try to find a part-time job related to Potion Study."

 "Potion Study related?"

 Wizard Palo murmured and started to think.

 After a moment he had a result and said, "I have a good friend. The college has arranged for her to teach an "Alchemy Pharmacy" class for third years in the North District, but she quit. She recently opened a potion shop in the East District and is looking for either regular or part-time staff. If you're confident and competent for the job, you can try."

 "Thank you Wizard Palo!"

 Link was overjoyed and quickly thanked him.

 There were early rumors on the "forum" that it was very hard for a first year Storm Sea New Blood to find a suitable part-time job in Ravensmouth City.

 The business owners, bosses, operators, they all couldn't trust your level of knowledge and professional skills.

 Your time spent studying falls short, your hands-on skills can't keep up with work demands, etc. These are all common problems for first year Storm Sea New Bloods.

 Even if Link claimed to be number one in his grade, it would be of no use.

 In the end, he may end up with no choice but to be a pack-mule or a meal delivery which requires zero technical skills and can be easily replaced by Intelligent Puppets.

 "No need to thank me in a hurry."

 Wizard Palo waved his hand, downplaying it and said, "Whether you can get the job or not still depends on your abilities and whether you can impress the Serene Wizard."

 "This is more than enough, thank you so much."

 Link didn't care about anything else, he just kept saying thanks.

 When someone at high rank is humble and courteous with you, you shouldn't take that as gospel and base your actions on it.

 Even if they sincerely think that way, you shouldn't.

 You need to have a sense of things in your heart, right?

 "Alright, let's leave it at this."

 After Wizard Palo finished his main business and added extra investment, he did not insist on keeping Link Grande around and flatter him.

 Link took his leave, getting up to go as decorum dictated.

 As he reached the door, Wizard Palo, like the last time, threw out a sentence with his profound aura, "Your battle talent isn't half bad, don't waste it."

 After leaving the Administrative Building, the smile on Link's face gradually faded, feeling his back to be damp with sweat, just like the last time.

 Those final words really made Link jump out of his skin.

 He was being watched!

 After taking a few deep breaths to soothe himself, Link headed towards the dormitories.

 From afar, Link spotted a familiar figure.

 It was Jasmine Kidman.

 The girl was sitting on the lawn in front of the dormitory, her arms wrapped around her knees, her head tilted, resting on the back of her right hand which was resting on her left arm, staring in the direction of the college gate.

 Link walked over briskly and tapped Jasmine's head lightly and asked, "Why are you sitting here? When did you get here?"

 "Ah!"

 Startled by Link's voice, Jasmine sprang up and excitedly yelled, "You're back!"

 As soon as she finished speaking, she might have sprung up too fast and landed too hard which stimulated her stomach, resulting in a growling sound from Jasmine's stomach.

 That surely was a bit awkward.

 "Why'd you just come back?"

 Jasmine's face instantly turned red. Rubbing her stomach with her right hand, she complained,

 "I'm starving to death!"
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Let's go, time to eat."

 In a rare display of affection, Link gently tousled Jasmine's hair, softly urging her to join him on his way to the canteen.

 "Wait for me."

 Jasmine stood frozen in place, touched her head, utterly stunned and unable to believe what just happened.

 Could this stiff person really do such a thing?

 Moments later, she shook off her shock, shouted out loud and followed him, asking in puzzlement, "Link, you're acting strange today, why are you suddenly so gentle to me? You weren't like this before."

 Link just smiled and didn't respond.

 The smear campaign initiated by Harold Andrews not only victimized Link, it also victimized Jasmine Kidman.

 A little girl, though tall and well-developed for her age, was only 12 years old - a sensitive age.

 Suddenly, people were slandering her out of nowhere, calling her an opportunist for fawning over Link Grande, selling her colors, and insinuating that she had done unspeakable things behind the scenes...

 Those words were as difficult to hear as they could be.

 Equating to pointing directly at Jasmine, calling her a strumpet wasn't too far off.

 Initially, Jasmine was truly outraged.

 But since she couldn't fire back on the "forum", and couldn't find the culprit behind it all, she had to swallow her anger.

 She later immersed herself in research and experimentation, disregarding and not bothering about the rumors and slander. Only then did she stop being troubled.

 However, the damage had already been done, and it was not insignificant.

 Although Link had already dealt with Harold Andrews, the malicious words on the "forum" and the prejudice against the new blood could not be removed immediately.

 The prejudices in people's hearts were like a mountain. No matter how hard you tried, you could not move it.

 Jasmine Kidman's image, after Harold Andrews released those blurry candid photos and concocted vicious rumors, inevitably collapsed.

 It was almost impossible to rebuild.

 Although Link didn't care about the opinions of others, what about Jasmine?

 She was still young, psychologically immature, and not good at handling stress. The grievances in her heart must have been overflowing.

 Link felt somewhat guilty about this situation.

 Harold Andrews was clearly targeting Link.

 This time, Jasmine was just an innocent bystander, but the impact and damage she suffered were enormous.

 Therefore, Link made a rare conciliatory gesture.

 Canteen.

 During dinner, Jasmine would occasionally steal glances at Link, obviously still in a state of confusion.

 Link did not explain his reasons and continued to eat quietly.

 After filling their stomachs, it was already late, and it wasn't suitable to visit the library again.

 Link proposed to go for a walk inside the college with Jasmine, to help digest their meal.

 This truly shocked Jasmine once again.

 "You've changed, Link!"

 On the shady path, Jasmine crossed her arms and pretended to tremble in fear, saying weakly, "You're scaring me, I feel like if I let this go on, I'll end up being devoured by you."

 "Childish!"

 Link rolled his eyes at Jasmine, lost for words.

 Again with this nonsense, she was going to get scolded.

 Ignoring Jasmine's dramatic display, Link switched gears and asked, "What did you do today? How was it?"

 Jasmine rolled her eyes, but she was already used to his abrupt change of topic, and replied, "I familiarized myself with the germination and cultivation of several common plants in the laboratory in the morning, and practiced witchcraft in the afternoon, focusing on the Earth Shield and Earth Wall Techniques."

 Upon hearing about the Earth Wall Technique, Link now had something to say.

 He immediately analyzed the reasons behind Harold Andrews' failure with the Earth Wall Technique and explained them to her.

 After listening, Jasmine seemed thoughtful and greatly inspired.

 Defensive witchcraft techniques were for saving life.

 The fewer weaknesses, the more secure it will be.

 As the night deepened and they finished discussing the Earth Wall Technique, Link escorted Jasmine back.

 Dormitory, study room.

 Upon returning, Link cleaned himself up, changed his clothes, then sat at his desk, reflecting on everything that had gone on today, introspecting.

 There was no issue with the trip to Ravensmouth City,

 There were no problems with entering the West District and the Black Market,

 There was no problem with seizing the opportunity to kill Harold Andrews.

 The only problematic incident was when Wizard Palo took the initiative to recommend a part-time job.

 Link was not at all doubting Wizard Palo's intentions or motives.

 He was simply recollecting that Wizard Palo had offered assistance twice, both times after Link had made a name for himself.

 This clarified an important principle.

 That was, the rule of conduct to 'be humble in personal life but high-profile in public' was undeniably correct and highly suitable.

 Blindly laying low might offer safety, might help avoiding many troubles, but it would also prevent one from seizing many resources, supports and benefits.

 "Keep working hard, never give up!"

 After pumping himself up, Link stopped reflecting. He started deep meditation before going to sleep.

 The next day, in the early morning.

 Link took the metro rail and arrived at East District of Ravensmouth City.

 He got off at the station closest to the potion shop Wizard Palo had mentioned, and reached his destination within five minutes.

 It was still early, and the shop was not yet open.

 Link sat down on the bench by the street, waiting quietly for the shop to open for the interview.

 Half an hour later, a hover car pulled into the parking area designated for the shop and stopped.

 A female wizard with wavy burgundy hair and a graceful, charming figure stepped out of the hover car.

 "Link Grande?"

 The wavy-haired witch glanced at Link sitting on the bench and said, "You can call me Serene Wizard. Come with me."

 "Good morning, Serene Wizard."

 Link promptly stood up and politely greeted her.

 The interview had started from the moment she spoke.

 "I don't hire loafers."

 As they walked into the shop, Serene Wizard bluntly said with a commanding aura,

 "Even with a recommendation from Palo, if you're not up to the mark, you'll be sent packing."

 Link stayed silent.

 If you don't know how to respond to such comments, then it's best to not respond at all.

 When a manager is establishing authority and offering guidance, subordinates simply need to listen and shouldn't oppose unless it concerns personal rust or family honour.

 "I have three part-time positions available: a guide, a potion distribution assistant, and a botany worker responsible for preliminary processing of plants and herbs."

 Serene Wizard led Link through the exquisitely decorated, elegantly furnished lobby, past a staircase and several rooms with diverse functions, to the backyard.

 While they moved, Serene Wizard further said, "Wizard Palo mentioned that although you've only completed one term, you have a lot of talent in botany. He believes I should give you an opportunity."

 As she spoke, Serene Wizard stopped in her tracks and, looking into Link's eyes, gravely asked, "Do you believe yourself to be worthy of such an opportunity?"

 Link did not shy away from her gaze, and calmly responded, "I believe that I have sufficient talent in botany, I have that confidence."

 "Good that you're confident."

 Serene Wizard's lips curled into a light smile, exuding mature charm, and looked enchantingly beautiful.

 "You have a competitor for the position. The trial period is three days, whoever performs better stays."

 "I hope it's you."

 Where did this competitor spring up from?

 Link was puzzled deep inside.

 Who is it?
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 "For sure, it's me!" 

 Link cast aside distracting thoughts and responded without hesitation.

 Now was definitely not the time to be modest, but rather to demonstrate confidence and determination.

 Because what he represented was not just himself, but also Wizard Palo, who had recommended him.

 "Empty words do no good, real skill lies in the hand."

 With that, the Serene Wizard pointed to the halved fresh plants and herbs, swaying her curvaceous waist and hips as she headed toward the hall, "Half is yours, begin your work!"

 Link kept his gaze steady, not looking where he shouldn't, not lured by the tempting allure.

 A slight smile graced the Serene Wizard's lips.

 She liked employees who could control their instincts and guard against their own desires.

 "Start your work!"

 As soon as the Serene Wizard left the backyard, Link clapped his hands and took in his future work environment.

 The backyard, sprawled over a roughly 80 square-meter area, was divided into three sections:

 One part was a storage room for newly purchased, untreated plants and herbs;

 Another part was Operation Room A, for preprocessing plants and herbs;

 The last part was Operation Room B, for advanced processing of treated plants and herbs.

 As for the minerals and metals used for many potions, they were kept and processed elsewhere due to their heavy pollution, not in this shop.

 Link took the initiative and took a tour of the area, locating the staff dressing room between the backyard and the front hall.

 Divided into male and female sections, Link went into the men's dressing room and found a brand-new uniform.

 After changing into the uniform, Link returned to the backyard, located the plant and herb incoming inventory list and diligently confirmed the types, quantities, and weights of the plants and herbs.

 Once these were all checked, Link did not rush into the formal work but instead patiently familiarized himself with the facilities and equipment in the operation rooms.

 After familiarizing himself with the facilities and equipment and ensuring that there were no problems with their use,

 Link also referred to the prominently displayed "Today's Raw Material Pre-processing Procedure Details" to arrange the plants and herbs that needed to be processed.

 He prioritized them based on the difficulty and time consumption of the processing method, whether they needed to be left standing, etc.

 Link didn't care about the so-called competition but buckled down and meticulous started the preprocessing work of the plants and herbs.

 Before long, the Serene Wizard returned, bringing two more people with her.

 Hearing footsteps, Link looked up, the two people chatting respectfully with the Serene Wizard were surprisingly familiar faces.

 One was Mina Havcheck, whom he hadn't seen for a long time, and the other was Antoine Hilton, the president of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", whom he had only seen in pictures on the forum.

 "Link Grande, come here for a second."

 The Serene Wizard stood in the court, waved and called out.

 "Alright, Serene Wizard, I'm coming."

 Link quickly finished arranging the herbs he was dealing with, wiped his hands clean with a cloth, and then he walked out of the operation room.

 Only then did Antoine Hilton and Mina Havcheck notice Link's presence, their faces turned slightly.

 The former was puzzled, while the latter felt slightly unnatural.

 "Do you know each other?"

 The Serene Wizard, being a Tier 3 Wizard, had excellent observation skills and immediately caught the subtle changes of the two.

 "We do."

 Antoine Hilton took the lead before Mina Havcheck could speak.

 "Not well acquainted."

 At the same time, Link replied without evasion or concealment.

 From his response, the Serene Wizard knew that there was some discord among the three of them.

 She had only been down from the front line for less than two weeks and had opened this potion shop after refusing the college's teaching arrangements.

 She was very unfamiliar with the events that had occurred at the academy in recent years, especially this year.

 What amused the Serene Wizard was that Link Grande was specifically recommended to her by Wizard Palo,

 While Antoine Hilton and Mina Havcheck had come to her of their own accord through the network of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" founded by Wizard Palo.

 All three of them had a connection with Wizard Palo, yet they clearly didn't get along.

 She wondered what sort of amusement Wizard Palo had gotten himself into and what new game he was playing.

 "Regardless of whether you know each other or not,"

 The Serene Wizard, suddenly finding the situation somewhat amusing, decided to get involved and add some fun, "In my shop, you must observe my rules."

 With that, the Serene Wizard turned to Antoine Hilton, "Mina Havcheck can stay here and compete with Link Grande for the position of plant and herb preprocessing. As for the guide position..."

 After pausing, she felt it necessary to take care of the members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", as she was one of the founding members after all, "You can find a few more candidates, and have me choose. As I said before, if they're suitable, they stay; if not, they go."

 Antoine Hilton quickly replied, "I follow all your commandments, respected Serene Wizard."

 "Alright, you can leave now."

 The Serene Wizard was not fond of such sycophantic courtesy, she waved her hand in impatience.

 It was precisely because she detested the rigid administrative management of the academy that she was hesitant to return to teach there.

 Antoine Hilton's face stiffened slightly, but he didn't dare lose his composure in front of the Serene Wizard. He quickly masked it and left the potion shop.

 At this point, the Serene Wizard turned to Link and asked, "What do you think?"

 For such a question, Link's reply was, of course, "I will comply with your arrangement."

 "Hmm, that's settled then."

 The Serene Wizard dropped this sentence and went back to the front hall, leaving behind Link and Mina Havcheck.

 Link didn't feel any particular way about it. He calmly greeted her and returned to the operation room to continue his work.

 This eased Mina Havcheck's mind somewhat.

 As long as it didn't lead to other misunderstandings, that was for the best.

 The invisible pressure emanating from Link Grande seemed even greater than before.

 Regaining her composure, Mina Havcheck got busy as well.

 Following the previous conversation with the Serene Wizard, Mina Havcheck changed into a staff uniform in the women's dressing room.

 After changing, Mina Havcheck looked around and for a moment was unsure of where to begin work.

 This was her first part-time job, well... she was still uncertain whether she would get it.

 Inexperience, unfamiliarity, panic, most of the problems faced by new workers were present in her.

 Looking at Link Grande's proficient movements and smooth workflow, Mina Havcheck couldn't help but feel a deep sense of defeat and unwillingness.

 Part-time jobs related to Potion Study were extremely rare.

 Even when available, they usually recruited third- or fourth-year Wizard Apprentices.

 It was evident how sought-after the part-time position of plant and herb preprocessing in the Serene Wizard's potion shop was.

 Mina Havcheck had fought hard against more than a dozen second-year members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" to earn this three-day trial opportunity.

 Who would have thought that she would encounter this monstrous first year here!

 This made Mina Havcheck doubt whether her previous efforts were worth it.

 Sigh, what a karmic connection!

 She shouldn't have set him up that one time in a delusional state.

 Isn't this karma?
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 The work was well-organized and wasn't either troublesome or time-consuming.

 Half of the weight of the plants and herbs seemed a little overwhelming at first glance.

 But once he started working, he finished quickly.

 By lunchtime, Link had already completed all his tasks.

 Not only was he fast, but the quality of his work was also high, carried out in full compliance with "Today's Raw Material Pre-processing Procedure Details".

 Apart from saving a lot of resources, he had also organized the plants and herbs ready for further processing in room B in a neat and orderly fashion.

 His efficiency could still be improved once he was more skilled.

 In contrast, the quality and progress of Mina Havcheck, another candidate, were not satisfactory at all.

 She was slow, made a lot of mistakes, and couldn't guarantee both quality and quantity together.

 The face of Wizard Tina, the formal employee in charge of the fine processing of plants and herbs, looked different while dealing with Link and Mina.

 Link received warm smiles while Mina had to face a cold indifference.

 This exacerbated Mina Havcheck's unhappiness.

 The shop provided a meal for its staff every noon.

 There was an intelligent restaurant + bar on the west side of the staircase, with spacious space and ample seating.

 The meals were prepared by an intelligent kitchen, which used a buffet-style division system where individuals could choose what they wanted to eat.

 As long as there was no waste.

 Link cleaned his hands, changed out of his dirty uniform, and went to the restaurant without even glancing at the frazzled Mina Havcheck.

 The shop had three formal employees, all of whom were young, beautiful females, and official wizards.

 Apart from Wizard Tina in charge of fine processing of plants and herbs, there were also two guides, Witch Sharia and Witch Ayla.

 This was information Link found on their work badges.

 At that moment, all three female employees were dining in the restaurant.

 Link had no intention of forcing himself into the circle of those three female employees. He sat down at a slightly distant seat with his lunch.

 Who would have known that as soon as Link sat down to eat, the Serene Wizard also sat down across from him with her lunch.

 Eating in silence was a habit Link had cultivated over time.

 Though it wasn't an iron-clad principle, he preferred not to talk while eating, if possible.

 Link smiled slightly, nodded as a greeting, and then focused on his meal.

 Serene Wizard didn't feel offended at all.

 She wasn't so petty.

 Soon, in the quiet atmosphere, both had finished their lunch.

 Serne Wizard drained the wine from her glass, wiped her full lips with a handkerchief, and asked, "I noticed that you didn't interact with Mina Havcheck this morning. Is it because of the competition for the job, or are there other reasons?"

 This question was indeed difficult to answer.

 After thinking for a bit, Link honestly said, "Both. Both because of the competition and because we had quarreled in the past. Although we've reconciled, I don't really want to have any more to do with her."

 "You can be so cruel towards such a delicate beauty?"

 Serne Wizard asked with a playful tone and a smile.

 Link replied seriously, "If beauty can be a weapon, it can also be defended against."

 "Well then. Little boy, you do have a lot of wisdom."

 Serne Wizard laughed and said nothing more, picked up her plate, and left the table.

 Only after Serene Wizard left the restaurant did Link bring his utensils to the intelligent kitchen's recycling station. And then...he clocked off.

 That's the most convenient part about part-time jobs.

 Once the work is done, you can clock off.

 Outside the potion shop.

 Antoine Hilton stood waiting at a distance, apparently timing his arrival to meet someone.

 But it was not clear who he was waiting for.

 Upon seeing Link come out, he immediately waved in his direction, signaling him to come over for a chat.

 Link, having nothing to fear, promptly walked over.

 "Hello, I'm Antoine Hilton."

 Antonio Hilton showed no intention of blame, as if the incidents with Rivers and Erick had never happened, as if he had never targeted Link on the "forum".

 He smiled warmly, extended his right hand, showing a friendly attitude.

 Link casually shook Antoine Hilton's hand, replying, "Link Grande, I've heard a lot about you, President Hilton."

 "Really? I've heard a lot about you too!"

 Antoine Hilton laughed heartily, "Unfortunately, I haven't had the chance to meet you. Well, I saw you here today, so I thought I'd get to know you."

 Then, with no particular intention, Antoine Hilton casually mentioned, "Speaking of which, although Jasmine Kidman has submitted a termination application, we've always kept it pending. We are all in this together. Whatever Jasmine needs, we can provide it. Just like…"

 He paused for a moment, then emphasized, "Just like Mina Havcheck."

 She wanted to get a head start in potion-related work, to train and gain experience, but she had found no opportunities."

 After seeking help from the association, we contacted Witch Ayla, and through Ayla's connections, Mina was introduced to the Serene Wizard."

 "Really? That's great."

 Link replied calmly, "But that's her own business, it has nothing to do with me, there is no point in telling me."

 Antoine Hilton, not at all embarrassed by Link's refusal to engage, came straight to the point, "Do me a favor, give Mina a leg up in the competition.

 Boys should be generous and magnanimous, especially when facing girls.

 We are both newcomers from the Stormy Sea, whether we're in the academy or outside, we should be close and help each other."

 "So this is your idea of mutual aid?"

 Link couldn't help but laugh, feeling his intelligence was being insulted.

 So, it turns out your idea of mutual aid is for me to give up competing and help the competitor secure the job instead.

 "I wonder if Link would like to join our 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association'? With your qualifications and results, you can totally serve as the vice president if you join. Maybe in the future, there's even a chance you could become the president!"

 Upon hearing this, Antoine Hilton, unfazed, wore a confident smile. He offered a sweet deal while subtly threatening, "Maybe Link doesn't know this yet, but Witch Ayla was the president of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' two terms ago. Witches Sharia and Tina were also members of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association', and Serene Wizard was a founding elder."

 "Really? So what?"

 Link not fearful at all replied calmly, "Without self-improvement, everything else is a mirage that disappears with a blow."

 "The world outside the academy is more challenging than within the academy, accidents can happen easily. It's better for everyone to stick together for mutual aid. Just in case..."

 Antoine Hilton, not deterred, continued to elaborate his concept, or should it be called a threat.

 Link just smiled without responding, his attitude was clear.

 He couldn't give that favor.

 Antoine Hilton also smiled and then walked away.

 If the ideas weren't aligned, no further discussion was needed.

 Both sides had made clear their starkly different stances, so they should just keep to their own paths.

 Link didn't linger either and moved in the opposite direction of Antoine Hilton.

 The next time they met, would they be opponents?
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 He took the light rail train back to the academy.

 On the journey, Link finally solved a question that had always been in his heart.

 That is, what charm does the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" possess that entices so many sophomores and juniors to vie for a position as president or vice president.

 What they covet is neither so-called power nor status, nor forming cliques within the academy to dominate and act as they please.

 Rather, it extends outward from the academy, extends to the complex real world, extends to the network of relationships and communication channels amongst official wizards.

 If managed properly, it's very likely to win the favor of a noble.

 Whether or not there's a beneficial figure in one's growth process is very important.

 Just like Link, after being favored and invested in by Wizard Palo,

 both the six-month usage right of a laboratory and the part-time job at a potion store have significantly accelerated his growth.

 Although he has figured it out, Link still doesn't want to follow in Antoine Hilton's steps.

 Personal matters to individuals, platforms to platforms.

 Both models have their pros and cons.

 There are many factors that determine whether they can reach the end, and one cannot judge solely on one factor.

 They simply make different choices.

 Everyone should be responsible for their choices.

 The light rail train arrived at the station, and Link got off.

 Upon entering the academy, Link went straight to the laboratory.

 He must strive to advance in his part-time work and not fall behind in his own learning and experimenting.

 In the morning's work, besides familiarizing himself with a large number of pretreatment methods for plants and herbs,

 Link's greatest gain was witnessing many potions he had only read about by name, introduction, and pictures.

 In understanding one, he gained insight into others.

 When Link saw the potion called Chenghu Lotus Seed Aromatherapy Essential Oil, it may have triggered "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary talent," and he suddenly had an inspiration.

 If the lotus seeds of the Chenghu Lotus could be made into aromatherapy essential oil for sedating the mind, why couldn't the Glasswort Herb?

 Not only the ones that are consumed orally can be called potions.

 Whether served internally, applied externally, smeared, washed, or fumigated...

 As long as the product uses Potion Study knowledge or Alchemical Formula Technique, no matter what the usage, it can be called a potion.

 Only after processing the Glasswort Herb to extract the juice from its leaves does it have a calming effect, undeniably perfect for making into aromatherapy essential oil, sprays, and perfumes.

 Aromatherapy essential oil is undoubtedly more suited for use during meditation than sprays and perfumes.

 With inspiration comes clarity. A flurry of thoughts filled Link's mind, and he already had a complete experimental plan for the development of the leaf extract of the Glasswort Herb.

 After spending some time to conduct the experiment, publish the "research paper," and sell or transfer the patent,

 Link will no longer be economically troubled in the short term and can focus on his studies, research, and experiments to enhance his personal strength.

 The part-time job at the Third Botanical Garden, the new germination method for the Silver Star flower triggered by the job, the subsequent in-depth development of hybrid breeding, and even the ongoing research on the leaf extract of Glasswort Herb were all for one purpose - to earn Magic Stone while studying the research system of the Wizard World.

 And the purpose of earning Magic Stone is also singular, to increase personal strength.

 Personal strength is threefold: knowledge, witchcraft, and equipment.

 All three components are inseparable from the Magic Stone.

 At most, add in "Academic Points"!

 Experimental Building, three floors underground.

 As soon as Link stepped off the stairwell, he saw Lanny Taylor, a veil over her face, sitting quietly outside the corridor door, reading a book.

 This genius girl with advance fifth rank qualifications, the only one in the entire first grade, spends all her time studying, showing a diligence as indomitable as Link's.

 Judging from the evidence at the scene, Lanny Taylor must have been waiting here for quite a while.

 Such a studious workaholic, willing to spend her time waiting patiently here, must have something in mind.

 As for what it could be, Link had an inkling.

 Knowing the enemy and yourself, you can fight a hundred battles without defeat. Link had investigated Harold Andrews, so of course, he knew that Lanny Taylor also came from Mettler Island.

 Link also knew that Harold Andrews had pursued Lanny Taylor, but had been rejected.

 Despite his youth, he didn't study properly and was involved in all sorts of crooked shenanigans.

 If he didn't die, who would?

 Hearing the sound of approaching footsteps, Lanny Taylor looked up to see Link Grande, promptly closed her book, and stood up.

 Her lavender eyes locked onto Link's, stared deeply for a moment, then straightforwardly asked, her voice echoing with sadness, "Harold Andrews is dead, you know that, don't you, Link Grande?"

 Link calmly met Lanny Taylor's gaze, showing no intention to answer that question.

 An absence of response was, in fact, a response in itself.

 Lanny Taylor understood what Link intended to convey. After taking a deep breath to suppress her turbulent emotions, she asked coldly, "Even if there were disagreements, why couldn't they be resolved by sitting down and having a chat? Did it have to come to this? Or have you just grown accustomed to solving problems through murder?"

 Upon hearing her words, a hint of mockery appeared at the corners of Link's mouth.

 But, some things could only be said, not done; some things were done but not spoken about.

 "Don't be in a hurry to talk about me,"

 Link raised his right hand to stop Lanny Taylor, then countered, "Do you know what Harold Andrews has been up to these past few months?"

 Lanny Taylor was abruptly at a loss for words.

 How could she not know?

 If she didn't know what Harold Andrews had been up to, why did she immediately suspect Link Grande as soon as she received the death notification from the school's Enforcement Department?

 Harold Andrews had been pestering Lanny Taylor for an entire term, over four months, and once made a careless remark about wanting to destroy Link Grande, who many had compared him to.

 Lanny Taylor had even tried to dissuade Harold Andrews, but he didn't listen.

 After a little hesitation, Lanny Taylor decided to confront Link Grande, even if she knew she didn't have a legitimate reason to, just to put her mind at ease.

 As for seeking revenge for Harold Andrews, sorry, Lanny Taylor had never intended to do so.

 She was just passively observing if this peer, as diligent towards studying as her, was truly a cold-blooded killer.

 "I don't know why you came to me to ask this question."

 Link continued at this point, "I have but one thing to say, just to express a personal opinion. Murder through public opinion is more despicable than murder through witchcraft!"

 After finishing speaking, Link bypassed Lanny Taylor, swiped his card to open the door, entered the corridor, "I have an experiment to run, so make yourself at home."

 Lanny Taylor stood aside, watching the door slowly close. She gazed at Link Grande, disappearing into the shadows deeper in the corridor, and sighed softly.

 After a long while, Lanny Taylor snapped back to reality, clutching her book, she climbed the stairs.

 She had warned Harold Andrews long ago that a person who was disciplined enough to schedule an entire day and focused on improving himself, was not someone he could handle.

 Because she was that type of person too.

 Either don't do it, or go all the way!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 "Link, there's a beautiful woman looking for you," said Jasmine as Link walked into the lab. Her expression was radiant with enthusiasm and her smile was as bright as a blossoming flower.

 "She came looking for you but couldn't find you. Insisted she had to meet you. I said you weren't here, but she insisted she would wait," she added.

 Link, however, thought he could sense a hint of sour undertone.

 Raising a laugh, he retorted, "How could you tell she's beautiful when her face is veiled?"

 "Damn!"

 Jasmine glared at Link, pulling a face before grumbling, "How dare you think of lifting her veil? You pervert!"

 Link chuckled loudly, but refrained from teasing her further, "Even if she is beautiful, she might have ulterior motives. I've already sent her away, ignore her."

 "Is that so?"

 Jasmine, half in disbelief, didn't continue the subject any further, "Why did you return so early today? Have you had lunch?"

 "Yes."

 Link nodded, "I finished my work, so I came back. It's pretty relaxed. Plus, I have a rough plan for further development of Glasswort leaf extract."

 "Really?"

 Jasmine immediately leaped up in excitement.

 She had been fully involved with the series of research and conjectures involving Glasswort Herb.

 Moreover, the discovery that Glasswort leaf extract had a calming effect had a lot to do with Jasmine.

 One day, she had offhandedly remarked how fresh the air felt in the lab, giving her a sense of calmness.

 That was what led Link to discover the calming property of Glasswort leaf extract.

 With the research on Glasswort, Jasmine played an integral role even if she wasn't the leading force.

 "So what are we waiting for? Let's get moving!"

 Jasmine waved her hands, emotional and impatient.

 She was now following Link's footsteps in learning, researching and experimenting.

 However, to do good work, one must first sharpen one's tools.

 Link needed to compete for a position at Wizard Serene's potion shop while Jasmine was the main force for conducting the lab research.

 As a vital part of this, she needed a comprehensive understanding of the upcoming research.

 Link thoroughly briefed Jasmine about his inspiration to develop the Glasswort leaf extract into Aromatherapy Essential Oil, his research plan, and his anticipated results.

 Collecting and reading scholarly articles related to aromatherapy and essential oils were of significant importance as well.

 Research and development are smoother when there are references to guide the way.

 So called aromatherapy, carries the medicinal effects of essential oils through the skin and respiratory systems.

 Link and Jasmine were about to start their venture in developing a perfect recipe for the Aromatherapy Essential Oil using Glasswort leaf extract by blending and proportioning its components.

 There is a wide variety of aromatherapy essential oils available in the market, each with its unique abilities.

 The ones that Link could get's their hands on, which helps in calming the mind and promoting meditation, suitable for wizard apprentices, were fewer than ten.

 Each priced at 3 standard one-level magic stones per bottle.

 A bottle could only be used 8 to 10 times.

 A wizard apprentice, if they could afford it, would need at least 10 magic stones per month to use the essential oil for each meditation.

 The market potential and expected return of this business were considerably promising.

 Despite Link never using any potions to aid in meditation, it didn't prevent him from seeing the profitable future of the Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential oil.

 It wasn't that he didn't know about these potions or renounced their usage; he simply couldn't afford it.

 By the time he could afford it, to maintain the purity of his spiritual and magic power and prepare for the third-class wizard apprentice promotion, these potions did not suit Link.

 Jasmine would have been suitable, but her magic stone budget couldn't handle such expenses, and she hesitated to borrow a large amount of magic stone from Link.

 Moreover, once the product is produced and launched, it is sure to be sold not only in Ravensmouth College and Ravensmouth City.

 Throughout the Mitchell District, the entire Tudor region, even the entire West Coast, wherever the college's commercial channels could reach, could be places for sales.

 On that note, to quickly transfer or sell the patent after the research has yielded results, Link must have a competitive advantage.

 Either lower the cost, enhance the benefits, or do both.

 Research outcomes should not only be limited to the lab production phase. A feasible plan for mass production should be formulated, or at least the direction of industrial production processes should be pointed out.

 Only then, can a patent quickly be cashed in.

 This is not a trifling matter, the research process must be rigorous, the experimental data must be reliable, and the resulting formula must be potent.

 The workload is large and the experimental projects numerous.

 It won't produce results in a short time.

 Being busy will be the tone for quite some time to come.

 ...

 Without any trouble, the remaining five days of the first week of vacation passed quickly.

 In these five days, Link's life was very regular.

 Every day, he would get up early, wash up, eat, and take the rail train to the East District of Ravensmouth City, to the Serene Pharmacy;

 Checking in at the store, changing clothes, verifying the type, number, and weight of the plants and herbs to be processed;

 After confirming everything, he would pre-process the plants and herbs;

 When all the plants and herbs were properly handled, he would hand them over to Wizard Tina, who was responsible for the finishing touches;

 By then, it would usually be lunchtime, where he could enjoy a staff meal in the store's restaurant;

 During which, he could occasionally overhear the chats of the three official employees and learn something about the official wizards, the senior college, or the front-line information;

 After a short rest after the meal, he would say goodbye to Serene and leave work;

 Taking the rail train back to the college to research and develop the leaf extract of the Glasswort herb;

 Eating dinner in the cafeteria to fill his stomach;

 After dinner, he would go to the library to study on his own, searching for information and literature in the Advanced Literature Library, mainly related to Potion Studies.

 What? Mina Havcheck?

 The gap was too great and she couldn't bear Tina's cold violence, so she voluntarily gave up on the second day.

 What was thought to be a fierce competition turned out to be much ado about nothing.

 Link looked down more and more on the current "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 In addition to the above schedule, Link also continued to deepen his mastery of witchcraft.

 The newly purchased 4 Zero Ring witchcraft reached the proficiency level.

 The original 8 Zero Ring witchcraft all reached the perfection level, which could be "instantly cast" (casting completed within 1 second).

 "Secondary Misty Rain Technique," "Thorn Entanglement," and "Water Shield Spell" are very close to the "Breakthrough" level.

 However, Link always felt a thin but tough layer was preventing him.

 Several attempts to break through have all failed.

 Deep thinking, learning from mistakes, analyzing the reasons for failure.

 Link guessed that he might need an opportunity, a spark of inspiration, to make a breakthrough.

 Hard work and gradual understanding are useless when it comes to making a breakthrough from "Perfection" in witchcraft.

 Therefore, Link is not hung up on this point and calmly enjoys the long-lost peaceful life.

 Comfortable, happy, and extremely satisfied.

 What a joke!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 Life was peaceful, indeed. 

 But the research on Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil hit a major snag.

 All traditional measures and methods of Potion Study proved futile in creating an aromatherapy essential oil derived from Glasswort leaf extract that achieved the desired effect.

 The several samples fell far short of their expected positive impact on meditation.

 Let alone when compared to similar potions on the market.

 Jasmine believed that only with the intervention of Alchemy Pharmacy could there be any change.

 Alchemy Pharmacy is a sub-discipline intersecting the study of Alchemy and Potion.

 The library had no books on the subject, and even the Advanced Literature Library had scarce resources.

 Link had to invest six Academic Points, earned from his successful Silver Star Flower hybrid cultivation, on the exchange page to obtain a copy of "Basics of Alchemy Potion-making".

 After that, Link started studying on his own.

 And then, Link almost shut himself down.

 His brain would assure him, you've learned it, now have the courage to try it.

 But after trying it...

 The results would tell him, you've learned nothing.

 Alchemy, Potion Study, Alchemy Pharmacy, it was just too hard.

 Even though Link possessed "Severus Snape's talent in Magic Apothecary," allowing him to learn the relevant knowledge at a very fast rate.

 However, Link's study time was too limited, and his foundational knowledge was still not broad or deep enough.

 This resulted in the current predicament: he seemed to understand but he didn't, he claimed not to understand but he had some grasp.

 To continue the research and development of Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil, Link and Jasmine needed external guidance.

 In Link's current circle, only two people could provide him with the guidance he sought: Wizard Palo and Serene Wizard.

 Without much deliberation, Link decisively chose Wizard Palo.

 A reciprocal relationship must be maintained.

 When someone invests in you, they won't just abandon you.

 So if there is a problem, boldly seek help from the other party, and do not hesitate to bother them.

 It serves as a progress report, displays phase achievements, demonstrates your value, seeks help, and also asks for further investment.

 Sunday evening.

 Through the friend system on his portable smart device, Link communicated with Wizard Palo in advance, scheduling a time and place to meet.

 Administrative Building, "Paper" review office.

 Link and Jasmine came here together, knocked on the door first, and then entered consecutively.

 "Good evening, Wizard Palo."

 Extra courtesy is never excessive. The first thing Link and Jasmine had to do once they walked in, of course, was to greet him.

 "Take a seat."

 Wizard Palo gestured towards the chairs in front of the office desk and got straight to the point, "Did you bring the experiment log and the samples?"

 As soon as Link sat down, he immediately rose to present the organized experimental proposals, experiment logs, data records, "paper" drafts, and a few samples, placing them one by one on the office desk.

 "Wait a moment; let me have a look."

 Wizard Palo picked up the materials arranged in categories and began to read them thoroughly.

 Although he claimed to be reading thoroughly, he was incredibly fast.

 After all, at Wizard Palo's level, his perception of time, control over his body and mind, and the speed of his thoughts all far exceeded those of ordinary people, Wizard Apprentices, and ordinary Official Wizards.

 Soon, Wizard Palo had finished reviewing all the materials and then turned his attention onto the several different samples.

 Without any noticeable moves, the caps of the bottles popped open automatically, and wafts of slightly differing scents drifted out.

 Wizard Palo's right index finger gently flicked in the air, and the scents disappeared instantly.

 After doing these, Wizard Palo didn't immediately express his opinion but instead asked, "You guys first share where you think you went wrong and what ought to be done to move forward?"

 Link gestured for Jasmine to speak first.

 Both were New Blood choices that Wizard Palo picked from the Quete Archipelago.

 Although Jasmine's qualifications were not exceptional, her performance was not bad either. And, she had contact with Wizard Palo even earlier. If she performs well today, she might also gain favor from Wizard Palo.

 Before coming, Link had discussed his thoughts with Jasmine.

 After preparing herself mentally, Jasmine agreed to do so, striving to make a good impression on Wizard Palo.

 Therefore, Jasmine was neither daunted nor shy. She was composed and spoke confidently: "I feel that we haven't taken Rune Studies far enough. We failed even in etching the most basic alchemy rune array. Out of necessity, we had to shift to using natural reaction method to prepare essential oil distillate.

 As a result, the aromatherapy samples we created have lackluster effects on stimulating spiritual power during meditation, or in other words, they have a less than satisfactory positive impact."

 Pausing for a moment, Jasmine changed her tone to continue: "Moreover, our understanding of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy is still too limited and fragmented. When conducting research and development, we often have to refer to resources on the spot, which is inefficient."

 "Hmm. Fairly well put."

 Wizard Palo nodded slightly, apparently satisfied with Jasmine's performance, and then turned to Link, "And you? What do you have to say?"

 After some thought, Link succinctly said: "I believe we haven't fully explored the mechanism by which numerous potions positively affect the efficiency of meditation, hence we have not achieved the expected results."

 "Your points are all valid."

 Wizard Palo nodded again, not denying their viewpoints, and then changed his tone, "Your research intuition is quite keen, able to discover the unique effect of Glasswort leaf extract, and even thought of developing it into aromatherapy essential oil, all of which is commendable.

 I have looked at the materials you brought.

 The research on the various characteristics of Glasswort is detailed and conclusions made are accurate. With a bit of embellishment, you can publish your findings officially.

 As for the development of aromatherapy essential oil, I personally suggest that instead of seeking my advice, you collaborate with Serene Wizard."

 He paused deliberately, giving Link and Jasmine time to think.

 A moment later, Wizard Palo continued, "By doing so, not only can you promptly complete the research and development, but under the guidance of Serene Wizard, you could also learn more comprehensively and deeply about Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy, and even monetize faster. What do you think?"

 Palo, without a doubt, was the lot-box-wordiest Link had ever encountered.

 Moreover, Palo's demeanor was incredibly mild, and he was very patient.

 He also showed a great deal of respect for Link and Jasmine.

 Link and Jasmine caught each other's eyes, read her meaning, and then replied: "We are willing to follow your guidance, Wizard Palo."

 "Good."

 Wizard Palo cracked a slight smile, "I will communicate with Serene Wizard in advance. As for the specifics, you can go to her store tomorrow, communicate with her, and follow her arrangements."

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo."

 Link immediately pulled Jasmine up with him to express their gratitude to Wizard Palo, "Sorry for the trouble."

 "Ha ha... The more of such trouble, the better."

 Wizard Palo chuckled heartily. He seemed to look forward to their future progress, and he added, "In Serene's Potion store, I own a stake. Once the Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil research is successful, and the patent is transferred to the academy mainly through Serene's Potion Store, I will also reap the benefits."

 Those who work with their minds rule over others; those who work with their hands are ruled over by others.

 At Wizard Palo's level, Magic Stones are automatically delivered to him.

 So are talents.
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 After finishing their business, Link and Jasmine quickly left.

 If a superior does not take the initiative to build a rapport with you, you must exercise discernment.

 When discussing matters, you may use tactful or direct language, but you must never take up too much of the superior's time.

 Once everything is settled, you should take leave promptly.

 Upon leaving the office, Jasmine was thrilled.

 Although she knew Wizard Palo, there was no genuine friendship between them.

 Without Link taking her along, it was almost impossible for her to cross paths with Wizard Palo again.

 Let alone proving her potential as a worthwhile investment.

 Before they left, Wizard Palo promised to talk to the Serene Wizard and arrange a part-time job as a guide in the potion shop for Jasmine.

 Never underestimate the position of a shop guide, it can truly train a person.

 Not to mention being proficient in the details of all potions on sale in the shop, it provides a platform to understand potion study;

 Being a guide and interacting with all kinds of customers will offer Jasmine more intuitive and comprehensive observations and understanding of human nature, society, and the complexity of the world.

 Experience consists of two parts: observing people and going through events.

 This will greatly help Jasmine's growth.

 Furthermore, she would no longer have to spend her mornings alone in the laboratory.

 After a semester, Jasmine had grown accustomed to being around Link.

 Especially the first day of holidays, she felt uneasy throughout the entire week prior.

 The next day.

 At dawn, Jasmine urged Link to set off early using her smartwatch.

 Link did not spoil Jasmine, but had a leisurely breakfast in the canteen before catching the rail train.

 Ravensmouth City, East District, Serene Wizard's Potion Shop.

 When Link and Jasmine arrived, the shop had just been opened.

 "Good morning, Serene Wizard."

 Upon entering, Link greeted politely and Jasmine followed suit.

 "Morning."

 Serene Wizard was leaning on the counter, her charm and beauty on full display.

 She held a cup of something similar to a coffee - a hot, revitalizing drink, and responded casually after taking a sip.

 When Serene Wizard set her cup down, Link immediately presented prepared materials and samples and respectfully said, "These are developmental reports and preliminary results of the research into leaf extract from Glasswort Herb Aromatherapy Essential Oil. Please take a look, Serene Wizard."

 "Alright, let me take a look."

 Serene Wizard picked up a thick stack of handwritten materials, swiftly skimmed through them before taking several sample bottles one by one for a light sniff, a trace of surprise appeared on her face.

 "Interesting."

 After careful evaluation, she curiously asked, "How did you come up with the idea of adding Sleepy Flower powder as an ingredient?"

 "That's truly a wonderful idea! Glasswort Herb may not be common, but nor is it expensive to cultivate. Sleepy Flower is as ordinary as you can get. Combined, they produce such an effect without resorting to high-level potion study or alchemical formula techniques.

 It shows great potential for optimization!"

 "While studying the Birth Induction Technique, I cultivated a pot of Sleepy Flowers, which I have kept by my bedside ever since." (See chapters 19 and 20)

 Link candidly replied, "A few days ago, the effects of several samples were not up to expectations. Efforts to incorporate Alchemical Formula Technique failed. On a whim, I thought of adding Sleepy Flower powder."

 This was actually the result of "Severus Snape's magic apothecary talent"!

 "I see."

 Upon hearing this, Serene Wizard seemed thoughtful, commending, "It appears you not only have a talent for botany, but also a notable gift for potion study."

 Link smiled faintly, neither arrogant nor modest, accepting Serene Wizard's praise with calm.

 Understated words of modesty such as "Overpraise" or "Flattery" are completely inappropriate in the Wizard World.

 At this moment, there is no better response than to calmly accept.

 If he dared to say "You overpraise me, Serene Wizard" or "You flatter me too much", would you believe that the Serene Wizard's face would instantly turn cold?

 Are you questioning her judgement?

 "Just like Wizard Palo said, your research sense, plan, and expectations are all good. What you lack are the basics of Potion and Alchemy Pharmacy studies, and the absence of a guide."

 Serene continued ensuring the matter at hand, "I can agree to collaborate with you on developing the Glasswort aromatherapy essential oil, but I have one condition, I want 70% ownership of the results."

 Since receiving the suggestion from Wizard Palo to collaborate with Serene Wizard on developing Glasswort aromatherapy essential oil, Link prepared himself mentally to forfeit a large part of the rights.

 Even more so, Link estimated that he might have to give up to 80%.

 Unexpectedly, the conditions set by Serene Wizard turned out to be just 70%, which took Link by surprise.

 Then, Link cautiously asked, "Serene Wizard, can I negotiate the price?"

 As soon as the words fell from his mouth, Link subconsciously ducked his head back.

 Serene Wizard surprisingly got pleasure from Link's firm yet cautious attitude, and responded with interest: "How much are you proposing?"

 "Sixty percent?"

 Link initially tried to cut a percentage, then rapidly changed his words, "Or rather, sixty-five percent."

 "Alright, it's sixty-five percent."

 Unexpectedly, Serene Wizard didn't feel that Link's haggling was disrespectful to her position and authority, and quickly agreed.

 In business, bargaining is normal.

 If Link didn't dare to negotiate, Serene Wizard would, on the contrary, be disappointed.

 How could a person who can't stand pressure, uphold principles, and fight for his own interests be a good subordinate, a good collaborator, or even a good comrade?

 Wizard Palo was on the verge of ascending to Sage.

 Now is a critical moment for their faction to gather all kinds of strength.

 Serene Wizard retreated from the front lines back to Ravensmouth City and opened a potion shop, partly due to her personal character, and partly to provide a source of wealth for their faction, as well as to select reserve talent.

 The continuous operation and the upkeep of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" for decades is one part, and a unique genius like Link Grande is another part.

 There is no conflict between the two.

 Then, Serene Wizard finally turned to Jasmine, who had been standing quietly by the side, and said, "About the part-time guide job, you can do it.

 However, let me tell you in advance that being a guide is not easy. Sometimes, when you encounter difficult customers and face some hardships, you have to deal with them yourself. Are you mentally prepared for this?"

 "I have no problem with that, Serene Wizard."

 Jasmine nodded firmly, affirmatively replying, "I'm prepared."

 "That's good then. Go change your clothes, familiarize yourself with the potions on sale in the shop and the guide's lines.

 Link Grande, you first help Jasmine Kidman get acquainted with the situation. And when Sharia comes, please ask her to guide Jasmine."

 Serene Wizard waved her hand, "As for the development of the aromatherapy essential oil, it can be completed this afternoon. At that time, I will call for you two and explain everything."

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard."

 After politely saluting Link and Jasmine, they headed to the employee's changing room.

 On the way, Link couldn't help but think, Alchemical Formula Technique, indeed...

 Difficult things are not easy, and easy things are not difficult!
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 There are two changing rooms for the staff.

 Men and women are separated with their own designated entrances, no connections between them.

 Link spends less time changing, and leaves the changing room earlier, just as three regular employees who were on the same shift arrived.

 All three were about to graduate from the senior division as first-class official wizards. They didn't want to go to the front line, so they had to find a full-time job certified and guaranteed by a tier 3 wizard within three months.

 Even though they worked different roles, were of different ages, and the wizard's levels varied significantly, they had encountered each other several times in a week and had a bit of interaction.

 At Wizard Tina's request, Link no longer called them by their formal titles: Wizard Tina, Witch Sharia, Witch Ayla.

 Instead, it was Sister Tina, Sister Sharia, Sister Ayla.

 Wizard Tina said, this way felt more intimate and less rigid.

 Facing such a request, what could Link do but agree?

 After all, none of them were even 20 years old yet!

 Taking advantage of the moment before Sharia entered the changing room, Link quickly said, "Sister Sharia, my classmate Jasmine Kidman is starting a part-time job as a guide today, please guide her a bit, put some heart into it."

 "Oh~"

 Before Sharia could respond, another female staff member, Ayla, interjected in a ridiculous tone, teasing him, "So Link does have good female classmates, and here I thought you had a heart of stone."

 Hearing this, Link only laughed. He didn't react otherwise, just calmly waited for Sharia's reply.

 Tina, Sharia, and Ayla: all three were part of the batch of Storm Sea New Blood six years ago, and they had all joined the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 Ayla had even been the president of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" for two terms and was now responsible for contacting all official wizards who joined the association, establishing connections, and sharing information.

 It was thanks to Witch Ayla's efforts that Mina Havcheck got the opportunity for competition.

 Unfortunately, she didn't live up to expectations, and lost miserably.

 This led to Sharia and Tina questioning Ayla's judgment, especially Tina.

 Since then, Ayla always spoke to Link in a sarcastic tone, constantly ridiculing him.

 Link did not want to deal with her, nor could he afford to offend an official wizard, so he always responded with a smile and never talked back.

 This time was no exception.

 Sharia patted Ayla's arm to signal her to stop talking nonsense, then she softly laughed, "No problem, I'll take good care of Jasmine."

 She was admired for her customer service skills without negative reviews, and not without reason.

 Her personality was gentle, she had a sweet smile, and her voice was soft and gentle, giving people a sense of being immersed in the spring breeze.

 "Thank you, Sister Sharia."

 Link immediately bowed in a formal bow.

 She was the one he brought in, so he had to make sure she was well settled.

 Just then, Jasmine came out of the changing room in her uniform.

 "Sisters, this is my classmate, Jasmine Kidman."

 Link formally introduced them, "Jasmine, this is Sister Sharia, who is in charge of the sales guidance for the shop. Make sure you learn well from Sister Sharia. This is Sister Ayla, also in sales guidance. This is Sister Tina, who is responsible for the precise processing of plants and herbs, and who is about to become assistant of the Serene Wizard."

 "Hello sisters, I'm Jasmine Kidman. I look forward to your guidance."

 Jasmine showed a sweet smile on her face, free from pretense and affectation, behaving naturally and generously.

 When girls get along, it's best not to be pretentious and coquettish.

 People can see right through it, and it's more likely to generate resistance and dissatisfaction.

 Sharia, being the gentle big sister, took Jasmine into the small circle of girls.

 Seeing this, Link quietly withdrew.

 He believed that, given Jasmine's usual social skills, even if she couldn't become friends with the three.

 After all, there was a chasm-like level gap between a first rank wizard apprentice and an official wizard.

 At the very least, she wouldn't allow the relationship to become frozen and make work difficult.

 What he could do, he had done; the rest was up to Jasmine.

 ...

 As it turned out, girls were quite adept at putting on a surface act.

 All day long, including at lunch, Jasmine maintained a relatively friendly atmosphere with the three ladies, with no friction

 After lunch, Link did not wait in the shop nor did he rashly ask to watch the Serene Wizard prepare the aromatherapy essential oil; instead, he went out to read books at the public library in the East District.

 Although it was called a public library, registering for a borrowing card required magic stones, and borrowing certain valuable books cost even more magic stones.

 In short, acquiring higher-order knowledge came at a high price.

 In the evening, after the busy work, everyone left work.

 Back at the potion shop, Link and Jasmine together received a half-hour lecture from the Serene Wizard.

 The Serene Wizard was indeed an accomplished pharmacist, who had quickly made a significant name for himself in the East District in less than a month.

 In perhaps the span of an afternoon, he had developed aromatherapy essential oils based on leaf extracts from glasswort herb and sleepy flower pollen.

 The industrial production process was also well designed.

 Once mass production was underway, the cost would certainly not exceed that of similar aromatherapy essential oils on the market, and the effect on meditation would be top-notch.

 Serene Wizard explained in-depth but with simplicity, splitting all the details.

 Using the simplest and easiest to understand language, he made it very clear about the method, elements, difficulties, knowledge and skills required for the preparation of aromatherapy essential oils.

 Link had an epiphany.

 Many doubts and problems related to potion study and alchemy pharmacy that had arisen during his self-study process were resolved.

 His understanding of potion study and alchemy pharmacy reached a new level.

 If he were to develop glasswort aromatherapy essential oil now, he could do it all by himself without any help!

 Although Jasmine's gain was not as great as Link's, she still benefited a lot.

 After listening to the Serene Wizard's lecture, the two said their goodbyes and left to return to the academy.

 Taking advantage of the momentum, Link started working on revising the almost completed two papers,

 One paper was on the various characteristics of glasswort herb and the special effects of the leaf extract, with Wizard Palo as the corresponding author, and Link Grande and Jasmine Kidman as the first and second authors,

 The other paper was on preparing aromatherapy essential oil with Sleepy Flower and glasswort leaf extract, with the Serene Wizard as the communication author, Link Grande as the first author, and Jasmine Kidman as the second author,

 He made appropriate modifications, filled in a few gaps, and then polished them slightly before submitting the papers to the paper review office through his personal smart brain.

 As for the patent, Wizard Palo would handle it properly after reviewing both papers and agreeing for their publication.

 If Link needed to sign any related documents, he would just need to make a trip when notified.

 This time, it seemed like Link had lost a lot in the distribution of patent rights and interests for the aromatherapy essential oil, but in fact, he had gained both fame and fortune.

 Firstly, it further deepened his connection with Wizard Palo, and secondly, he established a partnership with the Serene Wizard.

 Being a fox borrowing the tiger's ferocity, surely required a ferocious tiger, right?

 When the need arose, Link would say I have Wizard Palo and the Serene Wizard backing me up.

 Who would dare to deny that lightly?
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 Wizard Palo was extremely efficient.

 The two "papers" were published overnight, and patent records, applications and transfers were all in place.

 The following morning, Link received the relevant agreements from Serene Wizard.

 What was there to hesitate about?

 Just sign and it's done.

 Link readily signed and selected the 'buy-out' option for transfer, receiving 850 first-grade magic stones at once!

 Seeing Link's choice, Jasmine also wanted to select the buy-out option.

 Link stopped Jasmine, suggesting she opt for the 'half buy-out + revenue sharing' scheme, thus covering both the present and the future.

 Link kept some of his thoughts to himself, not telling anyone, including Jasmine.

 He had a strong intuition that Wizard Palo would soon ask him to fulfill his promise to do two feasible things within four years.

 This intuition didn't come out of nowhere.

 It was entirely traceable!

 Firstly, when Wizard Palo chose to invest in Link, it was primarily due to the impression he gained during the 'paper' inquiry, and due to Link's first place in the mid-term exam.

 His investment was a six-month usage right to a laboratory, focusing on fostering Link's research talents;

 Then, for a long time, Wizard Palo didn't summon Link again,

 When Link reported the result of the Silver Star Flower hybrid breeding and asked Wizard Palo for his approval, Palo offered a pointed suggestion,

 This indicated Palo's high esteem of Link and showed that he had investigated Link's actions and experiences after he entered the school, understanding Link's aggressive behavior hidden beneath his mild-mannered surface,

 Moreover, on the first day of vacation, not long after Link killed Harold Andrews, Wizard Palo had already received the news.

 Killing Erick Burnalis could be explained as taking advantage of his weakness from injuries, but killing Harold Andrews unscathed showcased that Link's power was far superior to any first-rank wizard apprentice,

 Link had reason to suspect that Wizard Palo's certain relationship to the Academy's Law Enforcement Department might have contributed to their quick disinterest in investigating the case,

 Perhaps Palo valued Link's prowess in battle through those two fights.

 Finally, with the Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil, Palo could suggest a thing or two and let Link continue his research and development,

 That would be what an investor should do, considering long-term interests by expecting long-term benefits in the future,

 However, instead, Wizard Palo suggested that Link ask Serene Wizard for a partnership in development.

 Once Serene Wizard took over, it was not a partnership in development anymore, but more like a university professor taking some time to solve a high school student's hard question, breaking it down explaining it to the student.

 Not only that, but Wizard Palo and Serene Wizard were also willing to offer a high "return" for development.

 They grant both fame and substantial financial benefits.

 Given these circumstances, Link couldn't help but wonder if Wizard Palo had recent tasks for him.

 That's why, by circumventing convention, he provided Link with a reasonable opportunity and the right opportunity to own a large amount of magic stones in a short amount of time.

 What kind of situation would require spending so many magic stones?

 Link had a rough guess at the answer without much thinking,

 And if he guessed wrong, wouldn't that be even better?

 Anyway, keeping calm externally, Link went about his day as usual.

 He went to work as normal, pre-processing the plants and herbs segmented by the intelligent puppet, and reading at the East District Public Library in the afternoon.

 Returning to the academy in the evening, he also went to the library after dinner as usual.

 ...

 It wasn't until the next day.

 Upon arriving at the potion store, Link signaled to Jasmine to go and change clothes.

 He went up to the Serene Wizard and placed a box holding a thousand standard first level Magic Stones, each the size of a dice, on the counter.

 Then with sincerity in his voice, he asked, "Serene Wizard, I am sorry to impose on you, but I'd like to purchase a 'Defender 3202' suit, but it's not suitable for me to enter the North City District. May I trouble you to buy it on my behalf?"

 Amongst the first Ring level Magic Tools, the glasses are higher by two small notches compared to a vest.

 The 'Defender 3202' suit surpasses the glasses by several notches, reaching the ceiling level of a first Ring Magic Tool.

 This suit comprises of boots, underwear, trousers, belt, shirt, jacket, and cloak.

 Each piece, if taken out separately, is on par with the glasses that are redeemed with two "Academic Points".

 The boots can produce effects equivalent to first Ring movement witchcraft such as acceleration, levitation, and rising.

 The underwear, trousers, shirt, and jacket can each individually withstand one to three attacks of first Ring witchcraft.

 The cloak can achieve long term gravity elimination for floating and gliding, along with some arrow avoiding protection features.

 The belt allows for carrying more items, decreasing the burden without affecting movement,

 Combining all seven items, the suit can deflect no less than twenty attacks of first Ring witchcraft.

 The style of the suit is very common and unassuming, a must-have for home travel, killing and arson.

 Amongst its many advantages, the only "flaw" is its high price and low production count.

 In Ravensmouth City, there are only two places to buy it, one is the Black Market, the other is the North City District.

 Link could never dare to go to the Black Market to buy the 'Defender 3202' suit, fearing that as soon as he stepped out, someone would cut him down out of jealousy.

 Just a Wizard Apprentice daring to extravagantly spend 600 Magic Stones in the Black Market with no Official wizard accompanying him, isn't that seeking death?

 Although entry to the North City District is difficult and the Magic Tools Exclusive Store prices are 200 Magic Stones pricier than the Black Market

 It is not only safe, with no hidden aftermaths, but also free of the bad practice of selling second-hand goods as new.

 This also supports genuine products in real actions!

 Why ask the Serene Wizard and not Wizard Palo?

 This is called a tactical detour.

 In case Link has misunderstood, it won't be awkward.

 But if Link is correct, it could leave a good impression of being sensible and capable in both Wizard Palo and the Serene Wizard's hearts.

 Serene Wizard extended her right hand, her straight and rounded index finger gently lifted the box lid, with a smile at her lips, she said, "You brought 1000 standard first level Magic Stones, buying the 'Defender 3202' suit only needs 800, what do you plan to do with the leftover 200?"

 Link had a plan early on, replying, "Please Serene Wizard, help me pick a few Attack Magic Tools."

 "Little fellow, you are quite wily."

 Serene Wizard lightly glanced at Link, her eyes emitted a myriad of charms, teasing, "You've even set your sights on me."

 "Link wouldn't dare."

 Bowing his head to avoid the momentarily blossoming charming air and extraordinary allure, Link ran the "Mind Closure Technique" at full force, firmly guarded his Dao heart, answering solemnly.

 He indeed had a bit of an exploratory intention and also contrary thought of borrowing the Serene Wizard's experience and discernment.

 As for the rest, Link didn't want to die yet!

 Really thought the "Mind Closure Technique" was omnipotent?

 Thoughts like malice and lewdness, could not be sensed by a capable and sophisticated Wizard?

 Link armed himself in advance, regardless whether his premonition was correct or not.

 This amount of Magic Stones spent wouldn't be a loss!
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 "Clever little one." 

 Witch Serene lifted her right index finger once more.

 This time, however, she lightly tapped Link's forehead, speaking with profound meaning.

 She still put away the thousand first-class standard magic stones, not refusing Link's somewhat hasty and exploratory request.

 This made Link feel relieved, then anxious.

 The relief was due to securing the defensive and mobility-based "Defender 3202" set and an unknown attack magic tool.

 The anxiety, on the other hand, was due to Witch Serene's words and actions, which all indicated that Link's premonition was likely to be correct.

 There was something Wizard Palo would soon assign Link to accomplish.

 Could Link refuse?

 Yes, he could.

 As long as Link dared to gamble on Wizard Palo's conscience, on the importance of this matter to Wizard Palo, and on the restraint power that the academy has on Wizard Palo.

 Link didn't want to gamble and hated gambling. So as soon as he had this premonition, he immediately started preparing.

 In addition to requesting Witch Serene to purchase the "Defender 3202" set and attack magic tool, Link also had a separate procurement plan.

 8.50 for purchasing all Glasswort Aromatheraphy essential oil + 320 for half of the Silver Star Flower hybrid cultivation - 1000 for Witch Serene's purchase for him - 36 for two Rune items sets = 134 first-class standard magic stones.

 Link prepared to keep 34 magic stones for spare use, the remaining 100 magic stones were all used to purchase various models of Self-Destructing Fire Thunders.

 After all, the price of a Self-Destructing Fire Thunder is 2 magic stones. And if you buy in bulk, you might even be able to negotiate a discount.

 During his fight with Harold Andrews, Link really took a liking to the Self-Destructing Fire Thunder.

 It's easy to use, and powerful enough.

 If you choose the appropriate throwing manner, or if you throw a bunch at the same time, it would be quite difficult for wizard apprentices to dodge or defend against it by relying solely on their own abilities.

 If poor, use tactical flanking. If rich, just explode everything.

 That was a fine tradition, indeed.

 This way, being well-prepared, if Link's premonition came true and he was asked to participate in a battle, he wouldn't be overwhelmed and without any chance of winning.

 Wizard Palo certainly wouldn't ask Link to fight against an official wizard.

 That would be sending him to his death!

 As long as he remains at the apprentice stage, facing Link's lavish expenditure on magic stones, and a newly upgraded defense system – that would basically be a non-starter.

 The "Defender 3202" ensemble's biggest target market was those First-Class Official Wizards who chose to fight on the front line after graduation from the senior division!

 Taking a deep breath and promptly adjusting his mood, Link returned to calm.

 Changing into his staff uniform, Link started his day's work of pre-processing plants and herbs.

 One day passed by quietly.

 Then another quiet day passed.

 The same went for the day after that, and the one after, all quiet.

 Link had been wearing the "Defender 3202" set for several days now and had yet to receive a summons from Wizard Palo.

 As for the two attack magic tools Witch Serene purchased for him, they were both high-power consumables and couldn't be trial used, so Link had only read through their instructions several times.

 These were touted as great weapons with a certain probability of directly killing a First-Class Official Wizard.

 Of course, Link needed to become highly familiar with them, to prevent mistakes when the time to use them comes.

 ...

 The suspenseful wait finally ended on Sunday of the second vacation week.

 That evening, Link returned to the apothecary from the public library, ready to return to the academy with Jasmine.

 As soon as he entered the apothecary, he was surprised to find Wizard Palo sitting inside, having a lively conversation with Witch Serene.

 Next to Wizard Palo sat Wizard Cody, an old man whom Link had encountered twice.

 Perhaps Wizard Palo did get the news from Wizard Cody half a month ago.

 Antoine Hilton, the chairman of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association, and four other second and third-year New Bloods, were standing straight behind Wizard Palo.

 Seeing Link come in, Wizard Palo waved him over.

 As Link approached, Wizard Palo asked nonchalantly, "You once promised me you'd do two things within your power for me over four years. Do you stand by that promise?"

 "Of course!"

 Link's response was resolute and without hesitation.

 One must always repay a favor done unto them.

 A promise made, is a promise to be kept.

 Link had this realization when he made the promise that day.

 Hence, Link answered quickly and harbored no grievances in his heart.

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo nodded his head, "Then, come with me to a place, whether or not you need to work there, your promise will be fulfilled."

 "As you wish."

 Link obeyed then took the initiative to stand behind Wizard Palo.

 On his way there, Link noticed that Tina, Sharia, Ayla, Jasmine — none of the store's employees were around, probably they had finished their shifts early.

 While he was thinking about this, his pocket device vibrated.

 Guessing that it must be a message from Jasmine, Link decided not to check it considering the situation and ignored it.

 Fortunately, Jasmine understood the circumstances and did not persist in messaging him.

 After a short while, two transportation vehicles stopped in front of the Potion shop.

 Wizard Palo led the way while Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody followed. They climbed into the hover car in front, which had a more high-end exterior and feel to it.

 Link, alongside the president of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association, Antoine Hilton, and a few others, got into the relatively cheaper hover car behind them.

 The atmosphere inside the vehicle was a bit strange.

 It was mainly due to the other four members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" who couldn't help but cast glances at Link, repeatedly.

 How annoying!

 Link paid it no mind, with his eyes looking straight ahead, unintimidated.

 Antoine Hilton, unable to bear anymore, used his gaze to stop his four companions' uncourteous behavior.

 No matter how Link was connected to Wizard Palo, at least for now, they were all on the same side.

 After a little while, the hover cars came to a stop.

 They all got out one by one, with Link being the last.

 Upon getting out, they found themselves in an underground parking lot nearby the Black Market of the West District.

 "Follow along."

 The elder-looking Wizard Cody beckoned from the front.

 The group hastily followed Wizard Palo, the Serene Wizard, and Wizard Cody, entering an inconspicuous entrance that led them into an underground tunnel.

 After walking for a while in the dimly lit tunnel, they entered an elevator that took them down into the bowels of the city.

 The elevator moved quickly.

 When it came to a stop and the elevator doors opened, Link could hear the bustling noise of people.

 Walking a few steps forward, they entered an extravagantly decorated private room set in a subdued yet luxurious style.

 Looking out from a three-meter tall and ten-meter wide glass window in front of the room, their view suddenly opened up.

 This was an arena, akin to the Colosseum of ancient Rome!

 The central stage of the colosseum was three times as big as a football field.

 There were many entrances from which lavishly made-up people, or those shamelessly unmasked, rushed out and with their tickets in hand, they found their respective scattered seats.

 The crowd was overwhelming, and the noise was deafening.

 Just as Link was observing the layout of the Colosseum, another group entered the room and occupied the left half.

 The leader was a dynamic-looking man with a slicked-back hair, a steadfast facial expression, and an aggressive aura that matched Wizard Palo's.

 The moment he entered the room, an imposing atmosphere and pressure radiated from him, equalling Wizard Palo's.

 From the corner of his eye, Link caught a glimpse of a familiar face.

 Sophie Lucia.
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 "Palo, long time no see!"

 The determined man walked to the center of the private booth, immediately opened his arms in a hugging gesture, and warmly greeted Wizard Palo in a loud voice.

 "Peter, you're as extravagant as ever."

 Wizard Palo ignored his open arms, responded with indifference, stretching out his right hand for a brief handshake.

 "Haha... who asked me to be born into the Lionel family?"

 The determined man, Palo referred to as Peter, likewise ignored Wizard Palo's outstretched hand, laughed heartily and delcared, "Born with the powers, status, and wealth that most people can't achieve in their entire livesq, if I'm not extravagant, who else is? You?"

 By the end of his sentence, Wizard Peter Lionel's tone took on a bizarre note of contempt and belittlement.

 Wizard Palo's face remained unchanged, he responded indifferently, "Before the face of ultimate power, all privileges, statuses, and wealth are like sand castles, with one wave nothing remains."

 With that, Palo Wizard's voice turned, and he said sarcastically with a smile, "The two sages of the Lionel family have been stuck in the Treant World for thirty years now. I heard that the college was planning to organize an expedition to conquer the Treant World and save Sage Henry Lionel and Sage Elenor Lionel, but your family called it off? That's really extravagant!"

 "Hmph! The affairs of the Lionel family are not your concern."

 Peter Lionel's face instantly darkened, his eyes seemed ready to spit out divine fire to burn everything in the world.

 Had he not been standing behind Wizard Palo, all the pressure from Wizard Peter Lionel would have been blocked by Wizard Palo.

 Link felt that he would instantly die if he came into contact with that gaze.

 Peter Lionel, who could hold his own against Wizard Palo, was naturally also a peak Tier 3 wizard on the verge of being promoted to sage.

 The confidence of the Lionel family in refusing the college's proposal was also due to Peter Lionel.

 The Treant World was a place extremely suitable for water and wood system wizards to live, thrive, and practice, with a limit capacity up to a Level Five Sage.

 The Lionel family's attack on the Treant World had been going on for thirty years and progress had been smooth.

 As long as Peter Lionel was promoted to sage, organizing the third major cooperative combat wizard army, timely reinforcements could completely conquer the Treant World.

 At such a critical juncture, how could they tolerate someone within the college power structure or certain families who wanted to pluck the fruit of their labors?

 Of course, the Lionel family did their utmost to resist and find ways to stop the expedition.

 It was like Wizard Palo was rubbing salt into a wound, his few words hitting Peter Lionel's sore point hard.

 After all, for the Lionel family to try and stop the college's movement, it obviously wouldn't be without cost!

 "I certainly don't concern myself, but..."

 Wizard Palo's smile deepened, "The person who should be concerned didn't concentrate, instead, he had the leisure to invite me out for amusement. Tsk, tsk..."

 The others' reactions to this statement were unclear to Link.

 All he knew was that his impression of Wizard Palo as cold and taciturn shattered in an instant.

 Turns out, when launching a verbal assault, Wizard Palo could also be so biting, so sharp, so caustic.

 Peter Lionel exhaled heavily from his nostrils, suppressing the anger stoked by Wizard Palo, and regained his composure: "I am able to come out for amusement because all the resources needed for my promotion are properly prepared, unlike some people who need to think of all kinds of ways to save money diligently!"

 Wizard Palo, completely unaffected by the taunt, instead displayed an air of pride, spread out both his hands taking a close look, and then said seriously, "Earning money with your own hands is not a disgrace!"

 Wizard Peter Lionel was left speechless.

 This saying had a source.

 The founders of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, the Great Sage Rewo, and the Great Sage Soth, were also without family support or cultivation of large forces before setting up the college.

 One day, Rewo, who was still a sage, faced the mockery of a rival from a major family and responded in this way.

 Peter Lionel realized that his attempt to mock Wizard Palo as a miserable pauper had been deflected, subtly implying some mockery toward Great Sage Rewo and Great Sage Soros.

 "Hmph!"

 Unsatisfied, Wizard Peter Lionel glared at Wizard Palo, becoming somewhat indignant. "Just talk properly, there's no need to digress!" he admonished.

 Wizard Palo simply smiled without nitpicking every small mistake in the words of his adversary.

 He merely wanted to rile up his opponent, after all.

 A war of words wouldn't kill anyone.

 "Enough, let's not talk about unimportant matters."

 Wizard Peter Lionel took the main seat on the left side of the booth, waved his right hand to change the topic, "I invited you here today for two things."

 The two wizards who accompanied him found their own seats, their faces stern and unexpressive, rather rigid.

 "Go ahead."

 Wizard Palo also took the main seat from the right side of the box.

 Wizards Serene and Cody took their seats behind and beside Wizard Palo.

 The wizard apprentices, naturally, were standing behind the wizards.

 "The first thing,"

 Peter Lionel raised his right index finger, "We've been fighting each other for so many years, with no ultimate winner. Now we are both about to be promoted to sages, we'll be out campaigning for decades and rarely return, why not settle our grievances once and for all?"

 "Sure."

 Wizard Palo calmly agreed, "What's your proposition?"

 Your enemies often understand you better than anyone else.

 When Wizard Palo received the invitation, he had a rough idea of what Peter Lionel was trying to do, and how he was planning to do it.

 He was not only psychologically prepared but also prepared in terms of talent reserves.

 Antoine Hilton, the backbone of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association," Link Grande, standing behind him, were all meant to handle the duel that Peter Lionel was about to propose.

 As expected, Peter Lionel stated: "Our grudges stem from the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' you founded and the 'Pure Blood Volition' I formed. For decades, both organizations have continued to exist.

 The disputes between official wizards are strictly controlled by the academy and cannot be unrolled easily.

 Let's compete with the personnel from these two organizations in the two campuses of the junior division.

 The specific contest we can settle for will be the results of the grand competition between the two divisions the next summer."

 The Grand Competition isn't an exam, it's not the format where one subject is tested and then moved on to the next,

 but an integrated evaluation, in multiple formats, topics randomly drawn,

 either giving the participating wizard apprentices a research topic,

 or setting a duel for the wizard apprentices,

 or throwing the wizard apprentices into a specific environment...

 Above all, what's competed for is the wizard apprentices' ability to explore and solve problems based on their own knowledge and witchcraft skills.

 "Alright, what's the wager then?"
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 "Stakes?" 

 At the corner of Peter Lionel's mouth revealed a cold sneer, "I want that Percy Sage's Wand!"

 As expected, Wizard Palo responded immediately, "Then I shall take Percy Sage's Diamond."

 Percy Sage's Wand, Percy Sage's Diamond, even if unfamiliar, by merely hearing their names, one knows there must be a story between the two.

 Both are four-ring magic tools suitable for sage-level wizards.

 And they are among the top tier in the category of four-ring magic tools.

 Created by the famous Grand Alchemist Percy Sage, they are his extraordinary creations.

 Named after Percy Sage, there naturally would be a reason.

 The wand and diamond can be used individually, each with unique powers, or they can be used as a set.

 If Percy Sage's Diamond is embedded on the wand's handle, when combined, they are elevated to a five-ring magical tool, and their effects are even more remarkable.

 Long Distance Spatial Transmission!

 The effect of this magic tool can be attributed to the value of strategic-level significance.

 For the sages who frequently wage war across the heavens, even if a six-ring magic tool were offered up, it wouldn't be likely to be exchanged.

 Why the wand and the diamond ended up being held separately by Wizard Palo and Peter Lionel, the story behind it is complicated and mysterious, hard for outsiders to discern.

 However, ever since obtaining the wand and diamond respectively, both Wizard Palo and Peter Lionel have never stopped their attempts to acquire the other's magic tool.

 Now, this truly presents the best opportunity over the past ten or so years, and perhaps, the last chance.

 Once they plunge into the heavens for a campaign in a different world, it will be difficult to find another chance for a meet-up.

 "No problem!"

 Peter Lionel laughed heartily, "Then let's settle the wager, and no backing out!"

 A faint smile creeping up the corner of Wizard Palo's mouth, he nodded in agreement.

 At this point, noise from the Colosseum ceased.

 Just like hitting the mute button, silence spread across the space.

 All the lights above the audience seats turned off, with dozens of spotlights converging onto the center of the fighting ring.

 The petals flittered and ribbons fluttered down from the sky.

 As the petals and ribbons settled on the ground, a lively male host suddenly appeared, standing in a flashy and flamboyant posture.

 Hot-blooded background music began to play simultaneously.

 A pounding drumbeat, the metallic sound of swords clashing, explosions, crackling sounds of large fires, the roaring rush of water, the sound of crashing buildings, the moans as bodies fell to the ground, cries of despair, begging for mercy, ecstatic shouting, the tearing of flesh, the clashing of bones, chewing, swallowing...

 A multitude of sounds intertwined into a wild symphony of war, rising to a crescendo over the mournful chant of a woman's voice.

 The eager host opened the event, "Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Flesh Mill Arena. Here, you can and will only indulge in the most breathtaking life-or-death fights! The winner lives, the loser dies! There's no third outcome! Now…"

 "Boring."

 Some of the folks in the box started paying attention to the hustle on the fighting ring, but the Serene Wizard suddenly spoke.

 She waved her hand lightly, blocking out all noise from outside the glass.

 Peter Lionel looked displease, and glanced at the Serene Wizard with indifferent eyes.

 He planned to meet Wizard Palo at the colosseum, which in his view, is the perfect place to watch two people duel to kill each other in an absolute struggle for survival.

 Just as he was immersing himself in the mood, he was first ridiculed by Wizard Palo, and now someone ruined the vibe.

 This indeed fueled his rage.

 "What are you looking at!"

 The Serene Wizard was not one bit intimidated and retorted with her wide eyes.

 They were all third-level wizards, and even though he was about to advance to a sage, there might be some differences in terms of wizard's level.

 But since he was in a metamorphosis period, he was losing strength instead of gaining it. If a fight really broke out, it was hard to tell who could actually win.

 Moreover, Wizard Palo was sitting right next to them. There was nothing to be apprehensive about, was there?

 "Peter, why bother over such a trivial matter?"

 Wizard Palo slightly shifted his body and faced the furious Peter Lionel with a smile, trying to placify him.

 Whether it was intentional or not, he happened to block the direct line of sight of Peter towards the Serene Wizard.

 Whether it was deliberate or accidental, with the slight motion of his arm while turning his body, the transparent glass window silently turned opaque.

 In this way, not only was the noise from the fighting ring blocked from entering the box, even the scene was obstructed.

 Since his mood was already ruined, he might as well ruin it thoroughly.

 After all, Peter was already annoyed and already held a grudge, a few steps further wouldn't make a difference, right?

 Link thought to himself, learning from the experience.

 "You have a good subordinate."

 How could Peter Lionel not know that the reason for the Serene Wizard's antics was definitely not just about irritating him, but about breaking the home ground atmosphere he had created. So he said to Wizard Palo.

 "No!"

 Wizard Palo corrected him very seriously, "Serene is not my subordinate, she is my companion!"

 "Is there a difference?"

 Peter Lionel retorted with contempt.

 "The difference is huge!"

 Wizard Palo emphasized fervently.

 "Really?"

 Peter Lionel curled his lips and continued to question, his tone and expression becoming more disdainful, "Partners?"

 Wizard Palo was only expressing his own philosophy, he didn't want to argue with Peter Lionel, so he didn't respond.

 The room fell strangely quiet, and the atmosphere became somewhat peculiar.

 Heavy pressure suddenly appeared on the wizard apprentices standing on both sides, accumulating bit by bit.

 Link focused his gaze as he exerted all his effort in running the "Mind Closure Technique" to dissolve the pressure.

 However, he didn't dare to overperform, he just assessed the situation of the four members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association," causing a continuous cold sweat on his forehead.

 "Ha! I suddenly thought of something funny."

 Peter Lionel laughed abruptly, not caring about everyone else, he continued, "A few days ago, a third-class wizard apprentice, who had lost the opportunity to advance, sought out my 'Pure Blood Volition.' He said, 'Take my life, in exchange for an opportunity.'

 Then, Peter Lionel asked, "Palo, can you guess what opportunity he was looking for?"

 Upon hearing this, the face of Wizard Palo gradually became colder.

 Apparently, before their appointment, Wizard Palo had already received the news and knew what Peter Lionel was about to do.

 But Wizard Palo did not stop him.

 Some things can't be stopped just because you want to stop them.

 The more you try to stop it, the more your enemy will want to do it.

 By then, things might become even more embarrassing.

 "Interesting! Very interesting!"

 Peter Lionel was full of excitement, and his laughter grew jollier, "An organization that represents mutual aid, and yet not only does it continuously have internal conflicts, but it also escalates to the point of life and death, how interesting!"

 At his left, a male wizard who bore some resemblance to Sophie Lucia applauded.

 A wizard apprentice immediately turned around and opened the door to the box.

 Rivers Francis, the vice president of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' whom they had only seen in photos, walked in, heading straight towards Antoine Hilton, and sneered ominously:

 "Today, only one of us will walk out alive!"

 This was the second thing Peter Lionel had planned for today.

 He wanted to watch the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' tear each other apart!

 "Palo, what do you think?"

 Peter Lionel turned to Wizard Palo, kindly seeking his opinion, "The young ones are very hot-tempered, should we fulfill their wishes and let them fight, to decide life or death?"

 Then, Peter Lionel deliberately paused for a while and kindly reminded him, "They are members from your 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association.' One is the current president, the other is the current vice president. Oh my... what a united and helpful group."

 Link was stunned.

 This guy has a firm face and a fierce temperament, but he also has such a chatty, sarcastic, and acerbic side.

 No wonder he is a rival of Wizard Palo, the contrast between the two is simply too big!

 Wizard Palo grimaced and remained silent.

 For a Level 3 Wizard to be promoted to the Sage level, which is equivalent to the Fourth Level Wizard's Metamorphosis Period, in order to resonate better with the consciousness of the Wizard's World, it is necessary to as much as possible drop one's facade and remain authentic in daily life.

 Therefore, after Wizard Palo and Peter Lionel started to verbally attack each other, they both had several instances of failed emotional management.

 This isn't because they lack sophistication, but because there's no way around it-- it simply has to be that way.

 Forcing emotion management isn't natural and it might prolong the Metamorphosis Period and delay the promotion time.

 Although verbal attacks don't seem to kill people, the damage can still be considerable.

 Wizard Palo chose to remain silent. Naturally, one of them had to take over and respond sure not to show cowardice.

 Serene Wizard turned to look at Antoine Hilton, whose face was a horrible mix of anger, fear, panic, and sheer embarrassment, and advised calmly, "If you don't want to, no one can force you to go down. We can bring you out, and we can also bring you back."

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Antoine Hilton's chest heaved a couple of times to calm himself. First, he expressed his appreciation for Serene Wizard's guarantee, then with determination, he said, "I should solve the trouble I caused. As the current president, I did poorly at my job and brought a bad reputation to the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association.' If I survive today, I will resign!"

 Listening to these words, Link felt that something was wrong.

 It seemed like Antoine Hilton was very wary of Rivers Francis, thinking that he might not be able to defeat Rivers.

 But he was already in his fourth year while Rivers was only in his third.

 Even if they were both third-class wizard apprentices, he should have been promoted a year earlier than Rivers!

 If it was Link, he would have completed all the preparations for official wizard promotion in this year. At the very least, he would have had a far superior ability compared to other third-class wizard apprentices.

 Why did Antoine Hilton seem to lack confidence?

 Was there something special about Rivers, or was there a problem with Antoine himself?

 Of course, if Link could notice this, so could Wizard Palo and other wizards like Serene and Cody.

 Wizard Palo's face grew colder and colder.

 Cody, the aged wizard, had a wrinkled old face and it was difficult to discern any special expression on it.

 Only Serene Wizard, who after some thought, provided a practical suggestion, "Don't forcefully resist, respond calmly, wait for a change of circumstances, then make your move."

 These sixteen words indeed provided a practical tactic.

 Link felt that this not only suited Antoine Hilton but it also suited him very well.

 After all, having the "Defender 3202" suit provided good defense, making it perfect for becoming more defensive and carrying out counterattacks.

 "Thank you Serene Wizard."

 Antoine Hilton sincerely thanked her, then turned to Rivers,

 "Come on, I'll give you what you want!"

 Perhaps it was a habit, but Antoine Hilton still managed to make a compliment at this moment.

 "Before the eyes of several distinguished wizards, I will fight you fairly!"
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 "Ha!" 

 Rives scoffed, his tone dripping with irony. "At this particular juncture, you're still playing these sycophantic tricks."

 As he spoke, Rives' face twisted into a grimace of contempt, his teeth gritted. "It's because of these very tricks that you managed to cozy up to Ayla Smith, thus enabling your reelection in the senior division."

 At his words, Antoine Hilton's complexion turned even graver.

 Today, he had already suffered a significant setback with completely no saving face.

 Rives had essentially stripped him bare.

 If Rives were allowed to continue, he doubted there would be any favorable impression of him left in Wizard Palo's heart.

 "If you want to fight, then fight. Stop with these idle talks!"

 Antoine Hilton interrupted Rives' verbal onslaught, somewhat itching for a fight with an unsteady mindset.

 At this moment, Peter Lionel no longer feigned concern about Wizard Palo's opinion and simply gave a direct look to Zoran Lucia, a wizard who bore some resemblance to Sophie Lucia.

 Zoran Lucia got the hint and immediately informed the colosseum's staff.

 Besides the central colosseum where the life-and-death duels took place in the Flesh Mill Arena, there were several smaller battle platforms for distinguished guests to settle personal disputes.

 The fighting platforms were fully enclosed, with no spectators allowed on-site—only specific boxes could watch the battles in real-time.

 Peter Lionel had been planning the second event for today for a long time and had made a reservation in advance.

 Two staff members arrived quickly with clear division of tasks. One led Rives and Antoine down, while the other adjusted the glass window into a large screen.

 Soon, the unoccupied battle platform appeared on the screen.

 Though it was a small platform, it still spanned nearly 200 square meters.

 While waiting, Link started reviewing the various events that had transpired that day.

 From the current results, his hunch was both right and wrong.

 Wizard Palo indeed had something for him to do, which wasn't the horse racing-like battles as he had imagined, but rather a bet concerning the inter-region competition.

 Perhaps it was because the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" hadn't managed to find any promising candidates within the first-year students;

 After all, Lanny Taylor, who ranked first in qualifications and jointly top in grades, was a loner who hadn't joined any apprentice organization;

 Jasmine Kidman, who ranked sixth in overall performance, had joined the association and then withdrew;

 The five considerable qualified and highly-graded brothers, because of the bash-up incident, not only withdrew but targeted members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" relentlessly;

 Other first-year new bloods who were in the top ten each had their own affiliations and had joined different apprentice organizations.

 While "Pure Blood Will," an organization that focused on developing local wizard apprentices in the North School District, outperformed the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" in terms of member quality and even more overwhelmingly in resources.

 In the two-region competition over the years, the "Pure Blood Will" members somewhat outperformed the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" ones.

 Given the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" was not doing too well, lacking in strong first-year new blood members, Link became an indispensable reinforcement.

 This eased Link's tension quite a lot.

 He was going to participate in the two-region competition anyway. Having multiple bets on him would not affect him at all.

 As long as he didn't have to fight against unknown competitors, he was fine!

 At this moment, Rives and Antoine appeared at both ends of the screen on the platform.

 There were no emcees, no referees, and no rules.

 The fight was imminent.

 Who would live and who would die would soon be revealed!

 On the platform.

 Rives launched an attack, catching everyone off guard.

 He threw out a secondary exploding fireball almost instantly.

 A fireball as big as a human head, burning fiercely, whistled and crashed towards Antoine Hilton.

 Its momentum was enormous, and its speed astonishingly swift.

 While in flight, sparks splashed out, littering the battlefield.

 Antoine Hilton did not dodge. He stood still and conjured a thick earth wall in the fireball's path with just a thought.

 Without any rune objects or magical tools providing effects such as speed, hovering, or acceleration, even third-class wizard apprentices would be deficient in dodging magic.

 After all, it was not possible to achieve "instant cast" for all magic spells.

 Rives grinned cruelly, and his body burst into intense flames. He tilted his head back slightly and spread his arms wide.

 The fireball about to hit the earth wall suddenly curved in mid-air as if a pebble skipping over the water, and passed over the top of the wall.

 The heatwave swept over, slightly charring his hair.

 Antoine Hilton, facing the imminent explosion of the fireball, was startled but not panicked. The earth shield hidden behind him quickly flew to his front.

 With a loud bang.

 The fireball exploded, scattering sparks and fire snakes in all directions.

 The earth shield was shattered into seven or eight pieces, falling to the ground.

 Antoine Hilton was pushed back two steps by the outwardly spreading shockwave and repulsion.

 Several fire snakes quickly closed in while he was off guard.

 Antoine Hilton hurriedly summoned a curtain of water overhead to extinguish the fire snakes.

 But it was somewhat too late.

 The same secondary exploding fireball, hurled by Rives, was amplified tremendously in power thanks to the super affinity of the fire element and the "Rage Inferno Meditation Method."

 Antoine Hilton's earth wall spell was bypassed, and the earth shield spell failed to fully defend him.

 Although he had not suffered much physical damage, his hair was burnt, his face was charred, his clothes were burnt several holes, his arm skin was scalded to blisters, and his whole body was soaked. He looked thoroughly bedraggled.

 From the looks of things, he seemed in a real disadvantage.

 But Antoine Hilton didn't just stand there and take hits.

 As he retreated two steps, the stone ring between him and Rivers Francis, turned into a muddy swamp.

 The combined effect of the Secondary Mudstone technique and the Purification Water spell.

 He did this to counter River's Flame Collision.

 Just as he stepped forward, ready to charge Antoine Hilton and get into close quarters, Rivers was forced to stop in his tracks.

 "Change of landscape?"

 Pulling back his next step, Rivers glanced at the counterattacking Antoine, the cruel smile on his lips grew wider.

 Fire was never limited by terrain.

 Nor was witchcraft bound by rules!

 Pressing down hard with his feet, the intense flames throughout his body converged towards the soles of his feet, violently erupted, and Rivers, turned into a rocket, soaring into the sky.

 This was a variant application of Fire Arrow Magic, using flame propulsion as power, turning one's own body into an arrowhead, fearless, hell-bent on mutual destruction, a cruel way to fight.

 After tracing a parabola, Rivers became like a human-guided missile, rapidly charging towards Antoine.

 From where he originally stood, sharp earth spikes sprung up from the ground, narrowly missing Rivers's soles.

 Antoine's meticulously prepared sudden Earth Spike attack was in vain, only piercing the fierce tail of the flame.

 In a dramatic turn of events, when confronted by Rivers, who wanted to die together with him, Antoine finally used the Zero Ring light magic spell, Flash Art.

 He raised his right hand high, a ball of bright light appeared in the palm of his hand, which immediately exploded.

 A strong white light flickered, stimulating Rivers's eyes in a short time and causing a blinding effect.

 Antoine took advantage of this flash to use the Zero Ring spell, Light Refraction Illusion, duplicating his figure into six.

 The speed of light, the fastest in the world.

 Six figures of Antoine instantly surrounded the arena, one real and the rest illusions.

 Yet, the illusions looked incredibly lifelike.

 The six figures of Antoine had the same appearance, same posture, and same demeanor.

 For Rivers, who had no choice but to release his charged arrow, he directly collided with the first Antoine he saw.

 A flash of light flickered, and the figure of Antoine disappeared.

 Rivers was propelled off the stage, nearly crashing headfirst into the stone pillar supporting the dome.

 Thankfully, Rivers reacted fast enough. Otherwise, he would have killed himself instead of his enemy, which would have been utterly humiliating.

 He flew around the pillar, just as he circled back above the stage, Antoine's attack arrived.

 Three water balls, the size of human heads, were positioned like a pin, waiting quietly for Rivers to land on the stage, and standing in the way of Rivers' return trajectory.

 After several turns, Rivers was incapacitated to change his course and could only collide headlong into them.

 Though the water balls were enormous, they were not potent in essence.

 Antoine did not covet the measly damage inflicted by the Water Ball Spell.

 He only needed two things: one, to extinguish or at least mitigate the flames engulfing Rivers; two, the high-temperature water mist generated after the water balls are burned by the fire.

 You Rivers, like to play with fire and high temperatures, right?

 Let's see if you can withstand the scorching heat of high-temperature water mist!

 Having a high affinity for the super Fire Element grants resistance to fire, not high temperatures.

 By the time Rivers passed through the three water balls, his body was covered in burn blisters, a heartrending sight.

 Rivers was not angered but excited, the remaining flames on his body burst open, following the water mist that covered more than half of the stage and landing on the five remaining figures of Antoine.

 When faced with any attack, even a minuscule one, the illusions created from the Light Refraction Illusion will dissipate.

 The real figure of Antoine just like that, simply and plainly revealed itself to Rivers's eyes.

 This is what being hoist by one's own petard means.

 The moment Rivers' feet touched the ground, his whole body turned into flames and disappeared, appearing beside the real figure of Antoine with the aid of the sparks around him.

 "Fire Leap?"

 At this point, Antoine was too shocked to think about dodging or building a defense and inadvertently cried out in alarm, which shows the shockwave Rivers's action brought him.

 Fire Leap is a First Ring spell!

 Rivers had not long ago advanced to a third-class wizard apprentice, it was impossible for him to reach the threshold of promotion to an official wizard so quickly, let alone master a First Ring spell!

 "Antoine, die."

 Rivers would never miss such a good opportunity, opened his arms wide, and immediately hugged a momentarily stunned Antoine Hilton tightly.

 Mighty flames fiercely burned once again, enveloping both Rivers and Antoine.

 "Err...ah!"

 Antoine was awoken by the severe pain of his burns. He wanted to break free from River's restraint, but it was already too late. He could only shriek in agony.

 Life hung by a thread, this duel was about to end.

 Antoine Hilton knew there was no way out for him. He hardened his heart, enduring the severe pain. Amidst the intense flames, he consecutively cast two Secondary Mudstone Spells.

 If he was to die, then both of them had to die together!

 The two of them together sunk deeply into the swamp.

 Right before he lost consciousness, Antoine tried his best to cast the last spell, a Zero Ring Earth spell, Stone Hail.

 A grindstone-sized rock appeared above the heads of the two men trapped in the mud swamp, and in the blink of an eye, it crashed down.

 The next second, blood and bone fragments splashed on the fighting ring.

 Death was upon them.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 93 Cold-blooded Frenzy_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link saw everything clearly. 

 The moment the stone fell, Rivers transformed into flames and escaped from the swamp.

 Only Antoine Hilton was hit by the Stone Hail Spell.

 Sure enough, Rivers reappeared at the edge of the ring.

 His demeanor was ragged; bubbles covered his body, a large cut on his forehead was bleeding incessantly, his right arm was limp and possibly dislocated or broken. Even standing was a struggle for him.

 However, Rivers was undoubtedly the victor of this short duel.

 The standing survive, while those fallen, die.

 It was as simple as that.

 Looking up towards the camera overlooking the ring, Rivers drew a large and flat V with bloodied fingers from his mouth, before revealing a dazzling smile.

 At this moment, Rivers appeared to Link to be a completely insane jester.

 Afterward, Rivers declined the staff's assistance, picked up his belongings, barely held himself upright, and staggered off.

 In the suite.

 Wizard Palo's mood was so grim that it could almost drip water.

 Decades ago, he established the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association," advocating unity among members, with mutual assistance as its main mission.

 He never expected that just a few years of neglect led to such a rapid decline.

 Within the organization, there was infighting for power, oppression of peers and most disgustingly, rampant prostitution.

 Why did Wizard Palo bring Antoine Hilton to the appointment after receiving the news and guessing Wizard Peter Lionel's intentions?

 He wanted to see if the current president of the organization, who had been in office for two years, had the capabilities to match his manipulative schemes.

 To see if he could kill the equally disgusting Rivers Francis.

 Regrettably, Antoine Hilton did not disappoint Palo in terms of being a disappointment.

 "Peter, you've finished both of your tasks now, haven't you?"

 After a while, Wizard Palo collected himself and asked indifferently.

 He was reluctant to stay any longer.

 "Of course, please feel at ease."

 Wizard Peter Lionel actually knew that the self-destruction of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association tonight would at most disgust Wizard Palo.

 But that was what he wanted.

 If Wizard Palo felt disgusted, Wizard Peter Lionel would be happy.

 Hence, the delighted Wizard Peter Lionel generously offered, "If you want to stay and have fun, feel free. All the expenses will be on me."

 Wizard Palo waved his hand, stood up, and left.

 Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody followed suit.

 Four "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" second year members were still reeling from the shock of Antoine Hilton's death, barely processing what had happened, and were slow to react.

 Link had no choice but to keep pace with them.

 As a result, the five of them were three steps behind Wizard Palo and two steps behind Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody.

 Sophie Lucia bit her lip and whispered a few words to her cousin Zoran Archie.

 "Wait!"

 Zoran Archie promptly halted Wizard Palo and the others.

 "Palo, it seems there's an unexpected development."

 Wizard Peter Lionel, trusting Zoran Archie who he had faced life-and-death situations with many times before, jumped in without asking any questions, "Might as well wait a bit longer?"

 "What's the matter?"

 Wizard Palo turned around without any expression on his face. "Speak quickly if you have something to say. Don't waste my time. Peter, you don't want to see me genuinely angry!"

 Zoran Archie then relayed Sophie Lucia's words to Wizard Peter Lionel.

 "Palo, you seem to have brought a little fellow who hasn't joined your 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association.' You're not going to tell me that your 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' has deteriorated to the point of needing external assistance for our bet, are you?"

 Having heard Zoran Archie's words, Wizard Peter Lionel smiled cynically, "Maybe...as long as you admit that your 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' has hit rock bottom, I won't hinder this kid from participating in our bet. I wouldn't want word to get out and be laughed at for being afraid of a child!"

 Sophie Lucia, who had anticipated something to happen, couldn't help but be taken aback.

 This was not what she had envisioned.

 Wasn't it supposed to be Wizard Peter Lionel prohibiting that fellow from participating, followed by that guy losing the favor and support of Wizard Palo, and then fading into obscurity and never coming up ahead?

 How did it turn out this way?

 Sophie Lucia felt a deep disappointment.

 Link was also surprised by the sudden change.

 He had thought that the night's affairs were over, and that there wasn't anything related to him.

 Who would have thought that he was about to leave the suite when an unexpected twist occurred.

 Wizard Palo glanced at Link, who had stepped aside when he turned around, and said flatly, "I admit that the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' has hit rock bottom. Peter, does that make you happy?"

 After speaking, Wizard Palo turned to leave, ignoring Wizard Peter Lionel and his crowd.

 This time, without any hindrance, the group left one after another.

 On the way back, they split into two hover cars, one fewer than when they arrived.

 Midway, the two hover cars split off, one heading to the East District Potion Shop, the other to the academy.

 In the car, Link carefully processed the previous bout.

 One detail Link remembered distinctly: both Rivers and Antoine had equipped Rune objects and Magic Tools before they entered the ring.
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 However, during the official duel, the two only relied on their witchcraft for a contest, not carrying or using any external objects.

 Perhaps this was due to the rules, or maybe an unspoken agreement between Wizard Palo and Peter Lionel.

 No matter the reason, it caused a chill to run down Link's spine.

 Be it rules or tacit understanding, it indicated that the occurrence of such duels to the death between members wasn't uncommon and even normal.

 When Antoine Hilton was challenged, among the three wizards, only the Serene Wizard respected Antoine's wishes.

 Wizard Palo and Wizard Cody both implicitly agreed that this duel to the death must take place.

 The essence of a wizard is rationality and cold-bloodedness.

 At this moment, Link's understanding of wizards, finally detached from external appearances, pointed directly at one of the essences.

 Heaving a deep sigh, Link composed his thoughts, no longer drifting and turned his gaze to the night scene outside the car window.

 Then, a sense of indifference gradually appeared in Link's eyes.

 The hovercar moved silently as the nightlife receded outside the window.

 After some time, the hovercar stopped at a station outside of the academy.

 The second and third-year members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" couldn't wait to get off the car, hurrying towards the school.

 The aura of coldness gradually emanating from Link caused them to feel somewhat uncomfortable.

 Not every new blood of 12, 13, 14, or 15 years old is like Link or Rivers, stained with bloodshed and responsible for taking a life!

 Link deliberately got out of the car languidly, walked out of the station unhurriedly, strolled to a secluded corner, and then quietly waited.

 He had previously caught a glimpse of Rivers following his hovercar on a two-wheeled vehicle.

 After a moment, the still disheveled, but maniacally looking Rivers slowly emerged from the darkness.

 "Link Grande, you are quite bold."

 "Average."

 If it were two weeks ago, Link's first choice would be to sneak back to the academy.

 If he had to fight, he would mainly resort to ambushes and launch several surprise attacks.

 Not like now, where he is waiting for Rivers to appear, ready to face off against a damaged Rivers.

 People's thoughts and characters can change.

 "Ah-hah!"

 Rivers stood afar, spread his hands wide, revealing an unguarded posture, laughing maniacally, "You actually want to kill me! Is it to avenge Antoine Hilton? Or have you felt my threat and wish to erase it in advance?"

 Link did not respond, he just prepared to use a great weapon purchased on behalf by the Serene Wizard.

 Once the fight started, Link had no plans to simply contend in witchcraft with Rivers. If it could be resolved with a magic tool, he would use the magic tool.

 "You don't want to talk, that's okay, I'll talk!"

 Rivers' hands remained spread as he took a few steps back to lessen his perceived threat. Despite his crazed expression, his tone became serious, "You and I are of the same sort. We will do whatever it takes to climb up!

 The only difference is that you tread on the broad road of diligent study, while I chose a shortcut.

 From the day I couldn't resist the temptation and learned the incomplete 'Rage Inferno Meditation Method', my ending was destined. There will be no good outcome.

 It was the same for Antoine Hilton.

 He genuinely thought that as long as he could curry favor with Ayla Smith from the Senior Division and hold on to the president's position, he could catch Wizard Palo's eye.

 Little did he know, why would Wizard Palo be interested in a bad guy like him who plays mind games and doesn't manage the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' efficiently!"

 Link frowned. He didn't understand why Rivers, despite all his effort to bypass Wizard Palo and others, trailing and pursuing him here, only spoke about irrelevant issues.

 "What do you want to say?"

 Link interrupted Rivers' verbose explanation, he coldly retorted, "If you want to fight, fight. Why all this unnecessary talk?"

 "Haha, haha..."

 Rivers laughed heartily, tears rolling down his cheeks from laughter, "You must think I'm mad, with nothing but rage and killing in my mind?"

 "Isn't it?"

 Link calmly rebutted.

 He never treated Rivers Francis as a normal person from the start.

 Being dominated by anger and madness, there's not much difference.

 "Alright."

 Rivers nodded, seeming to agree, "I've indeed gone mad, for a long time now!"

 Changing his tone, Rivers reined in his maniacal expression, and asked in a solemn tone, "Are you willing to hear the dying words of a madman like me?"

 Without hesitation, Link activated a function on his glasses to distinguish disguises and reveal invisibility.

 The defensive effect of the "Defender 3202" suit was ready but unharnessed. The cloak and boots were connected, ready to allow Link to move through the air at any time.

 After completing all the preparations, Link replied, "You can speak since you own your mouth."

 It's not that Link didn't want to initiate the attack, nor that he preferred to play defensively.

 But given his current situation, facing a powerful third-class wizard apprentice like Rivers, playing defensively was the most prudent strategy.

 "Don't struggle hard, respond calm, hold on and wait for a change, success in one shot."

 The words of the Serene Wizard still echoed in his ears.

 Antoine Hilton, who didn't heed the advice and choose to confront Rivers, was killed. His tragic fate serves as a warning.

 As long as Link utilized the powerful defense advantage of the "Defender 3202" suit, didn't rush, didn't provoke, and kept his safety while vying for a win, it should be secure.

 He could hold on as long as needed.

 He wasn't in a hurry.

 Seeing Link's approach, Rivers was somewhat surprised.

 Is this guy a turtle reincarnated?

 He went on so cautiously?

 But on second thought, that makes sense. If this guy wasn't normally cautious, but also prepared to fight when necessary,
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 It would not be possible for him to have sequentially killed Erick Burnalis and Harold Andrews and still be on a roll, gaining the attention of not only Wizard Palo but also establishing connections with Serene Wizard.

 Just a few days ago, when Rivers approached the "Pure Blood Will", he was interrogated about Link Grande by a girl named Sophie Lucia.

 At that time, he was puzzled.

 Why would a local apprentice from Lucia Family in Mitchell District, which was considered a big family, be so concerned about a rustic "New Blood" from Stormy Sea?

 Out of curiosity, Rivers spent some time and magical stones buying related intelligence.

 After reading the intelligence, Rivers understood the two academic disputes between Sophie Lucia and Link Grande, as well as Link Grande's recent research achievements.

 In the battle with Antoine Hilton, Rivers managed to kill Antoine, but he himself was seriously injured.

 Using the special ability of the "Rage Inferno Meditation Method" to forcibly use First Ring witchcraft twice, how could it not come at a price?

 Rivers could clearly feel that his internal organs were being burned little by little, his rationality being slowly drained away.

 Indeed, as he mentioned before, he was in a state of near-death and acted without any plan, completely relying on his instincts.

 He would do whatever he wanted and ignore everything else.

 Previously, Rivers wanted to find a quiet place to die in peace.

 On the way, he encountered a hover car carrying Link Grande, and only then had the thought of wanting to see Link before he died.

 As for the reason, he didn't even know.

 In death's door, he might utter kind words?

 Impossible!

 "Be careful, Link Grande!"

 Rivers shook his head to clear his jumbled thoughts and solemnly warned, "Wizard Palo is not a bad person, but he is not a good person either!

 Good people can't become qualified wizards.

 If one day if you fall into a situation like Antoine Hilton today, he will not save you either.

 You must plan ahead of time, don't be like the fool Antoine, only thinking about building connections with superiors, playing games of power and using their might to bully others!"

 Link frowned: "Did you come just to say these?"

 He felt a bit strange, the relationship between him and Wizard Palo was merely that of an investor and an investee.

 There was absolutely no emotional attachment, not to mention any sort of dependence or connection.

 How did it turn into a close subordinate relationship in Rivers' eyes?

 Hearing this, Rivers chuckled self-mockingly: "True, a smart fellow like you, how could you be as naive as Antoine and me."

 With that, Rivers suddenly dropped his hands and forcefully clutched his abdomen. His face twisted in pain, the veins bulged on his neck, his teeth gritted.

 After enduring the pain for a while, Rivers suppressed the pain, caught his breath, and abruptly made a strange request.

 "Can you kill me?"

 Link was surprised.

 He was thoroughly dumbfounded by Rivers' crazy and illogical actions and words.

 Is this some sort of new scamming tactic, if I go crazy and make the enemy just as crazy, would I win?

 Link remained silent, casually throwing a few self-destructing fire thunders to see if Rivers would dodge.

 However, Rivers did not dodge, he didn't even defend.

 He let the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders roll down to his feet.

 He allowed the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders to explode with a roar.
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 Rivers is dead. 

 He died outright, in an incredibly casual manner.

 His corpse isn't quite reduced to ashes, but it is torn into disjointed pieces.

 Link looks at the remnants, astounded for a long while.

 He's just dead?

 He's f***ing dead?

 He died so easily?

 Link looks down at his preparations,

 The "Defender 3202" apparatus, ready to activate at any moment; the great weapon in his belt, wrapped around with self-destructing fire thunder, and ten shields of Water Shield Spell inside his Sea of Consciousness waiting for "activation"...

 So, all these preparations were for nothing, right?

 Composing himself, Link didn't hurry to leave the scene, instead, he took out his personal smart device, first notifying Wizard Palo, then applying for emergency assistance from the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet.

 No matter what, Rivers Francis died at his hands.

 Besides, it happened not too far from the academy.

 This matter can't be hidden from the academy, on the contrary, it must be handled honestly and transparently.

 Not long after, two Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets flew to the scene.

 "Link Grande, please stay where you are and wait for the examination."

 "Repeat!"

 "Link Grande, please stay where you are and wait for the examination."

 One of the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets circled around Link, issuing a warning, while the other scanned the scene.

 Link Grande slowly raised both hands to show he wasn't holding any offensive weapons, and then remained still.

 Not much longer, Wizard Palo, Serene Wizard, and Wizard Cody arrived hand in hand.

 "What happened?"

 Wizard Cody took over the command of the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet scene as soon as he arrived, deactivated the caution towards Link, then glanced at the gruesome corpse, and asked in a deep voice.

 This was him fulfilling the duties of the academy's law enforcement head and the director of the academy's dispute and accident investigation and mediation office.

 Neither Wizard Palo nor Serene Wizard crossed the caution tape set up by the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet nor did they rush in on the issue.

 "I'm not entirely sure either."

 Link first spoke of his impression of the entire matter, then briefly described the process of the events

 including the words spoken by Rivers Francis.

 The academy was too close to the scene.

 Who knows if there was any hidden surveillance.

 Or if high-ranking official wizards like Wizard Palo had any witchcraft that could backtrack the event.

 If one was caught lying, wouldn't that lead to embarrassment and trouble?

 Considering there was nothing that couldn't be disclosed, Link opted for transparency.

 "Hmm…"

 After contemplating for a while, Wizard Cody rendered his verdict, "If what you say is true, then the responsibility for this event doesn't lie with you, but is due to Rivers Francis being backfired by the incomplete 'Rage Inferno Meditation Method' and losing his sanity."

 He then operated on his smart device, concluding the matter and removing Link's suspicion.

 Wizard Cody exchanged a glance with Wizard Palo and Serene Wizard and said, "You go back to the academy first. Next time if you encounter stalkers, don't be too reckless. Remember to notify the academy in time."

 "Okay, thank you."

 Up until now, Link still didn't know what title to address Wizard Cody with, so he had to use generic formalities.

 A real wizard doesn't flaunt their name on their chest or head.

 "Wizard Palo, Serene Wizard, I'll leave first, bye."

 After bidding farewell to the two wizards, Link finally left the bloody scene and calmly walked back to the academy.

 "What do you think about this kid, Cody?"

 Wizard Palo waved his hand, a silent soundproof barrier quietly forming, enclosing the three of them.

 "He's a talent, worth nurturing."

 Wizard Cody stated bluntly, "Although he seems sincere, he is actually very cunning. He never tells lies, but he also doesn't tell the whole truth. He is quite sly!"

 "What about you, Serene?"

 Wizard Palo turned to ask the Serene Wizard.

 "Hmm... he has great talent, good comprehension, he is cautious yet not timid."

 Serene wizard recalled her contact with Link over the past two weeks, and then gave a detailed evaluation, "He learns very quickly in Botany, Potion Study, and Alchemy Pharmacy, and has a solid foundation. If we take further steps to nurture him, I might have another real assistant soon.

 Moreover, from my observations, Link should have been a second-rank wizard apprentice for a while, but he's been keeping it to himself. You could say he is steady or you could say he is adept at concealing his skills, it depends on how you see it."

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo nodded, not commenting or expressing his own opinion and feelings towards Link.

 Neither Serene Wizard nor Wizard Cody pushed for more.

 After all, the final decision lies with Wizard Palo. They only had to give their opinions as references, not probe further.

 On the other hand...

 Link entered the academy, reminiscing about the events that transpired tonight while walking.

 Inside the potion shop, when Wizard Palo asked, "Can I count on your promise?", it was a test, and Link's response was quite good.

 By taking no action to prevent the deadly duel among members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", this could be taken as a warning from Wizard Palo to the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", perhaps even including Link.

 Link was uncertain how Wizard Palo saw it.

 But he was clear that after watching the duel, he indeed felt that he could not easily defy or anger Wizard Palo.

 The conversation between Wizard Peter Lionel and Wizard Palo was heavily loaded with information.

 It included, but was not limited to, the Treant World, the wars of the heavens, "Pure Blood Will", the betting pact of the two regions, and Wizard Palo's attitude towards Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody.

 The argument between "subordinates" and "partners".

 Combining all these factors, Link could infer that the partners in Wizard Palo's eyes were definitely not something that average wizards could achieve!

 It was also understandable that a dragon would not live with a snake.

 What moved Link the most was the uncertainty of life.

 A few days ago, Antoine Hilton had threatened Link and had a dispute with him over their beliefs.

 Link thought he would have to defend himself against attacks from Antoine Hilton.

 Who would have thought that Antoine Hilton would die on the arena tonight, his death meaningless.

 Even Erick Francis, who was suspected of going mad after the duel and casually killed Antoine Hilton, died at Link's hands.

 The two kept arguing, but got nothing in the end.

 It was truly a case where the vast world was left spotless and clean.

 With a deep sigh, Link became even more determined to continuously improve his personal power.

 Everything was just passing clouds, dissipated by the wind.

 The true power lies within the self.

 "Link, you're finally back!"

 As Link was contemplating, a clear call came from a distance.

 Like a Jasmine wind, she ran over, threw herself into Link's arms, her hands tightly hugging his back, as if wanting to crush Link, and take him into her body and into her heart.

 Her voice choked, reproachfully saying, "Why did you only come back now, I was worried sick about you!"

 Link spread his arms out, lifting them for a while. After hesitating for a while, he slowly embraced Jasmine, patting her back lightly.

 His scheming mind suddenly became pure.

 "I'm fine."

 Link stuttered a few times, finally swallowing back a great deal of words that had rushed to the tip of his tongue, saying only these three words.

 However, these three words seemed to be full of magic. Jasmine, who was still shivering in Link's arms, suddenly calmed down.

 "As long as you're fine."

 Only then did Jasmine react to what she had just done. She blushed and let go of Link, replying in a muffled voice.

 She quickly retreated two steps, turned sideways, hanging her head, not letting Link see her face.

 During a tea ceremony, Jasmine would have made more intimate actions without feeling embarrassed or flustered.

 But when true feelings were exposed, she became truly shy.

 Even just touching Link's finger could make her blush for half a day.

 Oh, feelings, what a mysterious thing.

 After a good while, Jasmine finally calmed her emotions and started asking one after the other, "What on earth happened today? Why did Wizard Palo say he would take you somewhere? Do you know that Antoine Hilton, who went to the potion shop with Wizard Palo, died? I was worried sick about you, fearing that something would happen to you."

 Link caught an important piece of information from Jasmine's questions, disregarding her numerous doubts, and immediately asked, "How did you know that Antoine Hilton died?"

 Jasmine did not directly answer, instead, she took out her personal computer, made some operations, and revealed a hot post from the "Forum".

 The long title, emblazoned on the top, read, "Celebrating with enthusiasm 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' vice president Rives Francis killing president Antoine Hilton".

 The poster's signature was "Pure Blood Will".

 Reading the post, Link then understood the beginning and end of tonight's duel of life and death.

 It turned out that according to the regulations of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", before the midterm exams of the autumn semester every year, the president resigns once they reach fourth grade, and the third-grade vice presidents run for president.

 Antoine Hilton refused to leave.

 Not only was he reluctant to step down, he had already started to make moves in secret - forcing those eligible to run for president to either quit, violate the rules of the academy, or be directly injured.

 The reason Erick Burnalis dared to conspire with Mina Havcheck against Rives Francis was because of the support from Antoine Hilton, providing information and channels.

 What should have been a straight-up conspiracy turned into chaos when it met Link.

 After Link handled everything, Rives and Erick were in a civil war, fighting hard but also discovering Antoine Hilton's actions behind the scenes.

 With ruined prospects and no hope of ever becoming an official wizard, Rives Francis naturally hated the instigator Antoine Hilton.

 In order to be able to play his combat strengths and have a man-to-man 1V1 with Antoine Hilton, Rives sought out the sworn enemy of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", the apprentice organization of the North Campus, "Pure Blood Will".

 What followed was what Link had witnessed himself. Under the pressure of Wizard Peter Lionel, Antoine Hilton did not receive protection from Wizard Palo and had to fight Rives.

 After reading the post, Link couldn't help feeling that Wizard Peter Lionel was indeed a ruthless person.

 His tricks were interconnected and followed one after another.

 However...

 Link also wondered in his heart, why did Wizard Palo let the situation develop according to the opponent's rhythm?

 Did he have other plans?

 He should have a plan to retaliate, right?

 It couldn't be left as is.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 95: Grand Imaginaion_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Link, what are you thinking about?"

 Jasmine noticed Link holding his personal smart brain, his eyes seemingly fixed on the screen, but his gaze was unfocused. She couldn't help but ask.

 "Nothing."

 Link shook his head, cleared his jumbled thoughts, pondered for a moment, and decided to explain some things to Jasmine.

 After all, Jasmine had also stepped out of the academy and into the complicated real world.

 There were many things that could easily cause trouble if she did not know about them.

 Starting from Wizard Palo's sponsorship for the lab for six months, Link spoke about what he agreed to do in return, his words brief and to the point. He talked about tonight's bet and duel.

 After listening, Jasmine was stunned.

 They had only been on vacation for two weeks, yet so many bizarre events had happened to Link.

 He ripped off Harold Andrews, applied for a part-time job, got involved in the conflict between the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" and "Pure Blood Will", and killed Rivers Francis in a confused state...

 However, what a girl cares about is quite peculiar.

 Hearing about what Sophie Lucia had done, Jasmine gritted her teeth with hatred.

 With the stone that was hanging in her heart finally falling to the ground, she no longer feared. Jasmine's first reaction was surprisingly, "Link, now that you've matched up against Wizard Peter Lionel's 'Pure Blood Will', do we not have to be too afraid of the Lucia family? Can we think of a way to teach that mouthy bitch Sophie Lucia a lesson?"

 "Uh...."

 Link was almost unable to keep up with Jasmine's leap of thought, after pondering he said, "As long as we don't go too far, having the support of Wizard Palo and Serene Wizard, we should be able to do it."

 After a pause, Link added emphasis, "But we absolutely cannot go too far, else Wizard Palo can abandon Antoine Hilton, and he can abandon us too!"

 "I understand."

 Jasmine nodded vigorously, her big green eyes shining with intelligence, "In that case … if we target the Lucia family's business... hmph ... we certainly can't do it ourselves, we have to hide behind Wizard Palo's business, can we find a way to teach that bitch Sophie Lucia a lesson?"

 This idea was undoubtedly a bit outlandish.

 A large family was not something that could be destroyed from the outside in an instant.

 Moreover, what was the scale of Link and Jasmine compared to the scale of Lucia's family, which was considered a big family in the whole Mitchell District?

 A good metaphor for Jasmine's naive idea would be a mantis trying to stop a chariot.

 However, Link was actually a bit tempted.

 A large family was a whole, but also made up of individuals.

 Sophie Lucia belonged to the Lucia family, but she also belonged to a certain branch.

 If…

 If Link could investigate which branch of the Lucia family Sophie Lucia belonged to,

 what industries that branch had, what their flagship product was, and whether they could find a way to target it,

 then, this idea might not be impossible to realize.

 Anyway, since he was already involved in the wager between Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel, he couldn't keep a low profile anymore.

 If you've got lice, you might as well itch all over.

 Why not act a little recklessly?

 Link actually hated Sophie Lucia's actions tonight a lot.

 She only said a few words, yet they could have brought great negative impact on Link.

 This made Link, who was generous, really want to seek revenge.

 " If we carefully plan and execute, we might really be able to create some drama."

 Link agreed to Jasmine's suggestion, pondering on how to make it happen.

 This made Jasmine very happy.

 She was no longer a useless vase, and she could gradually start to help Link.

 How delightful!

 The next day.

 Link and Jasmine arrived at the potion shop early.

 Like always, Serene Wizard arrived early, opened the door, prepared for a targeted plan three weeks later, and researched and produced new unique potions.

 Seeing that Link had not been affected at all, his young face showing calmness and maturity, Serene Wizard confirmed her judgement of Link.

 She gave Link a somewhat meaningful smile, twisted her waist and walked up to the second floor.

 Link's initially calm heart was stirred by the unintentional appeal of Serene Wizard's smile.

 This caused Jasmine at his side to ruthily twist Link's arm.

 Feeling pain, Link came back to his senses, didn't explain anything, just threw a silent glance at Jasmine who was covering her mouth and laughing, then went to the men's changing room to change into his uniform.

 Of course, Jasmine knew that Link's brief distraction was not because he was bewitched by Serene Wizard's charm, but she wanted to assert her presence!

 But Jasmine had a sense of propriety, didn't make a fuss, but gave Link a lovely and charming smile, and went into the changing room to change her uniform.

 After Link and Jasmine changed into their uniforms and each got busy for a while, the three official staff members arrived together.

 In the backyard, operation room A.

 While Link was counting the plants and herbs to be processed today, Witch Ayla abruptly barged in.

 What was strange was that she didn't speak or make any other moves, but just coldly stared at Link.

 But Link did not sense any malice or killing intent from Witch Ayla.

 This made Link a little frustrated.

 What are you trying to do big sister? Can't you just come out and say it?

 Stop playing the death gaze game, it's messing with people's mentality.

 When faced with a first-class official wizard, even though he was wearing the "Defender 3202" suit, the pressure in Link's heart was still quite substantial.

 Mainly because this official wizard had shown hostility before.

 Link couldn't help but grumble under his breath as a way to relieve stress.

 Fortunately, the gentle Witch Sharia came over in time to break the tension and took Witch Ayla away.

 "What are you doing, don't scare brother Link."

 Witch Sharia even reprimanded Witch Ayla for a moment, as she felt upset for Link.

 "Ha?"

 Witch Ayla scoffed, shouting, "Did I scare him? What a joke! Don't you know how many people he has killed?"

 "I've told you again and again, don't concern yourself with this stuff, why won't you listen?"

 Witch Sharia said with a displeased tone, "Why do you care about these petty matters? All they bring you is trouble! Stop fretting! Focus on your work!"

 In just a few words, the everyday gentle and soft-spoken Witch Sharia had suppressed Ayla, who usually had more of a dominant female persona.

 As for Wizard Tina, she was standing aside with her arms crossed, dressing with a large sense of justice, simply watching the drama unfold.

 When it came to relationships, Wizard Tina only got along with Witch Sharia, she didn't get along with Witch Ayla at all.

 Being able to witness Witch Ayla in a comedic situation was something Wizard Tina took great pleasure in.

 If it wasn't for consideration of Witch Sharia, Wizard Tina would have surely taken out her phone to capture this moment for memory, to occasionally bring it up and mock Witch Ayla.

 This near comedic interaction was the potion shop's, three ​​official wizards who were connected to Antoine Hilton, their only reaction to Antoine Hilton's death.

 There was no grief, no shared hatred, no anger.​

 It was as if the person who died last night was a stranger!

 Link got himself a plate of melon seeds to eat, and after taking a quiet sigh of relief, he went back to his work.

 As usual, he had all the plants and herbs pre-processed within the morning, passing them over to Wizard Tina for further processing.

 After having lunch in the shop's restaurant, Link didn't go to the East District public library to read, instead, he began to purposefully wander around.

 Last night, after he had decided to entertain Jasmine's whimsy, Link had a vague idea.

 Link, who was decisive, immediately sprung to action.

 Knowing the enemy and himself, there'll be victory in every battle.

 What Link was doing now was to find out the industries Lucia's family owned in Ravensmouth City, mainly in East District and South District.

 This is commonly known as mapping.

 If possible, he wanted to dig deeper into the investigation.

 This wasn't difficult. It just required a bit of time and magic stone.

 After more than two hours, Link had explored both the East and South districts.

 Lucia's family had three shops in the East District, one big and two small.

 The big one was a potion shop, and the two small ones were on different streets, both selling plants and herbs.

 In the South District, they had two factories whose main business was the manufacture of the embryo of rune objects.

 Link stopped the initial investigation here to avoid making his movements too suspicious.

 However, his gains weren't small.

 He saw Sophie Lucia in the potion shop of the Lucia family.

 She was also using the holiday to gain practice experience related to Potion Study in advance, working as a guide in the shop.

 In order to avoid being recognized, Link took a quick stroll and left the potion shop.

 With just this brief stroll, he made discoveries.

 The way the Lucia family potion shop was run was a bit different from the Serene Wizard Potion Shop.

 They assigned specific responsibilities to each guide. Each guide had their own potions to sell.

 Sophie Lucia was responsible for selling ladies' fragrances.

 When Link developed the Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil, he had researched the differences between perfume, fragrance, and aromatherapy.

 When the development of aromatherapy essential oil encountered setbacks, Link initially considered switching to fragrance and therefore conducted some preliminary experiments.

 As he discovered that this method wasn't suitable, he decided to persist with the aromatherapy essential oil route.

 When he got to the public library, he found a quiet seat and began to think.

 He was considering if he developed one or several types of fragrances with better effects and cheaper prices to target the main fragrances sold in the Lucia Family Potion Shop. He wondered if he started a price or promotion war could he have an impact on Sophie Lucia.

 A guide, after all, has a great responsibility in product sales!

 The lab was idle anyway.

 It would take another two months for his spiritual power to reach the standard of advancing to the third-class wizard apprentice.

 He shouldn't be learning too many or too diverse 0-Ring witchcraft in a short time.

 And the study of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy required hands-on practice ...

 If it could have an impact, then great!

 If not, it didn't matter.

 Whether it would bear fruit or not, he would first give it a shot.

 Originally, this was just a whimsical idea of Jasmine's.

 Let's just treat it as going along with the little girl's fanciful thoughts.

 After thinking it over, Link decided to conduct further research; to understand the existing categories, models, prices, and effects of fragrances in the market.

 Such activity could both hide his intentions, so they aren't overly apparent, and also result in a comprehensive research report on fragrances.

 Maybe he can even gain research funding from Wizard Palo and Witch Serene based solely on this report.

 Why should he use his own money for research? Is that what a qualified researcher should do?

 Exactly!
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 Success belongs to the prepared, failure to the ill-prepared.

 If one acts impulsively and randomly, without a well-thought-out plan, chances of failure are high, unless one is incredibly lucky.

 Once Link solidified his idea, he began to draft a research plan.

 Generally speaking, there are nine common methods of research: field observation, interviews, questionnaires, meetings, seeking expert predictions, sampling, case study, statistical analysis, and document review.

 His field trip this afternoon was a form of field observation, providing him with direct, vivid, and reliable first-hand information.

 However, what is often observed is the surface phenomena or external relationships of things, which is random and greatly influenced by the subjective factors of the surveyee. Thus, it is not suitable for large sample surveys.

 Link would definitely need to combine several other survey methods to produce a credible research result and form a thorough and comprehensive research report.

 After much contemplation, Link decided to divide his research subjects into two categories: market circulated perfumes and unique store perfumes.

 For market circulated perfumes, a preliminary approach could be document review and statistical survey, producing a phased result for further refinement;

 As for distinctive perfumes, especially the Lucia Family Potion Shop's unique perfumes, Link planned to hire some people to conduct field observations, case study and so on.

 Where can he hire these research personnel?

 Of course, in the West City District!

 Although the research is divided into two parts, it could practically be carried out simultaneously.

 His plan set, Link got to work.

 He first gathered all the relevant materials available in the East District Library.

 Although records on potions in the East District, especially fragrance-related, were scarce, it wasn't a complete waste of time.

 At least Link now knows which administrative organization has records of goods import and export that he can examine.

 Link recorded all the useful information. Seeing it was nearing evening, he ended his search for information and went back to the potion shop to meet Jasmine after work.

 On the way back to the academy on the bullet train.

 Jasmine hesitated several times before finally speaking, "Link, this afternoon, when you were not in the store, Witch Ayla said some bad things about you."

 "What did she say?"

 Link knew that Jasmine was not the type to gossip, and she wouldn't bring it up without a reason, so he followed up.

 "She said, she said..."

 Jasmine carefully chose her words and stammered out, "She said that you are a very cold-blooded person deep down. Antoine Hilton just died in the ring last night, and then you killed Rives Francis with your own hands. Today, you act as if nothing happened, as if nothing can touch your heart."

 Link fell silent.

 Witch Ayla's evaluation was very accurate and incisive.

 Even though he's been trying to integrate into the Wizard World, Link still feels a strong sense of disconnection.

 It's like playing an immersive virtual game, from a first-person perspective, with realistic sensations, and no different from the real world.

 But, there is always a voice reminding the player, you don't belong in this world!

 So, regarding Erick Burnalis, Harold Andrews, and Rives Francis who died by his hand, and Antoine Hilton who died right before his eyes, other than some ripples at the depth of his conscience, Link didn't really care much about it.

 As if they were not human lives.

 It seems cold-blooded in the extreme.

 Link pondered for a moment, then smiled and reassured, "It's her prerogative to say whatever she wants."

 "But..."

 Jasmine raised her voice slightly, appearing a little anxious, "But Witch Sharia, Wizard Tina, and even Serene Wizard heard it. It will affect their impression of you."

 Link laughed, "I'm not living for the impressions of others, don't worry about it."

 To distract Jasmine, Link changed the subject, "By the way, I conducted a survey in the market this afternoon and your idea from last night might actually have a chance to come true."

 "Really?"

 Jasmine knew full well that Link was changing the topic but went along anyways.

 She understood that Link did not want her to dwell on it, so she continued the conversation, "So, what can I do?"

 There are many things Jasmine can do in this project.

 Collecting documents, organizing data, finding research materials and developing direction, conducting research, and so on.

 Jasmine was already a fairly suitable assistant, showing potential of excelling in her role.

 After they returned to the academy and had their dinner at the cafeteria, Link and Jasmine went straight to the library.

 Whether it was books in the library or materials in The Advanced Literature Library, as long as it had anything to do with fragrances, they would gather all of it.

 They skimmed through them all and kept the useful ones while discarding the unnecessary ones.

 The following day.

 Link and Jasmine went to work as usual.

 The only difference from the previous two weeks was that Link made a point to record the types, effects, and prices of the women's fragrances sold in the shop.

 Serene Wizard noticed this.

 Knowing how high Link's talents were in botany and potion study, she immediately understood that Link had found a new inspiration and direction for research.

 Without hesitation, Serene Wizard immediately beckoned Link over and asked directly, "Are you interested in women's perfumes?"

 "Yes."

 Link squarely responded, "I encountered some setbacks when developing the Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil and considered switching to perfumes, so I have some understanding of them. Yesterday afternoon, when I was wandering in the East District and Southern District, I noticed that several large potion shops had a booming sale of women's fragrances, so I got the idea of developing one or several types of perfumes."
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 "The primary function of fragrances is to soothe, calm, and relax the mind and spirit. Indeed, ladies often use them in everyday life."

 Serene Wizard nodded in agreement, "There is indeed a worthwhile market to be explored in this aspect, and our shop is indeed a bit short on ladies fragrances."

 After a pause, Serene Wizard asked, "How do you plan on proceeding? Will you conduct research independently or continue to develop cooperatively?"

 The reason Serene Wizard asked this was not because she coveted the possible benefits of ladies' fragrance, but because she needed to provide different forms of support depending on Link's choice.

 Did Wizard Palo send the talented individual he saw potential in to her for a part-time job? Was it merely a part-time job?

 This was called cultivation!

 Where does an ordinary wizard apprentice have the opportunity to carry out practical work in Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy one or two years ahead of time?

 Link decisively replied: "I plan to start with independent research, and when I encounter insurmountable obstacles in the process, I will ask for assistance from Serene Wizard."

 "That's also good."

 Serene Wizard strongly agreed.

 The "joint development" model of the Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil last time was an exception.

 At that time, Wizard Palo had two preparations.

 If Antoine Hilton dared not respond to the challenge from Rives Francis, he would send Link Grande into the field.

 That's why he gave Link Grande a chance to get a large amount of Magic Stones in a short time.

 This time, let the research get back on track.

 Link couldn't help but let out a sigh of relief.

 This was a carefully prepared trial.

 You could count the ladies' fragrances on sale in the shop at any time.

 Why did he deliberately choose the morning when other staff members were not around, and when Serene Wizard could notice?

 It was to attract Serene Wizard's attention.

 The conversation that ensued after the attention was drawn seemed simple, but it was actually quite complex.

 From Serene Wizard's reply, Link confirmed one piece of information, and that was that there wouldn't be something similar to the incident the night before last, requiring him to get involved anytime soon.

 The promise to offer help twice within his capacity, which was agreed upon in exchange for the half-year right to use the laboratory, has already been written off.

 Wizard Palo kept his word!

 Why was this trial necessary?

 In the end, whether Link admitted it or not, the mad Rives Francis had planted a thorn in his heart.

 That thorn was called "Distrust", or "Suspicion".

 Rives Francis, who had already lost half his sense and acted more out of instinct, knew that he had no chance of retaliating against Wizard Palo,

 The puppeteer behind the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", the Rodman, who was fishing with bait for fools like him and Antoine Hilton.

 Like a drowning man sees a straw of life, he put all his hopes on Link Grande, who was talented in every aspect.

 To embed that thorn deeper, Rives Francis did not hesitate to pay with his dying life.

 An empty word is less impressive than a bloody death!

 No matter what, he was doomed.

 What if this thorn plays a role in the distant future?

 That would be a big win!

 Relieved, Link began to steadily advance his research.

 He finished the preprocessing of plants and herbs in the morning, had lunch, and asked Serene Wizard to write a letter of introduction to borrow data, then went to Central City.

 Among the many management institutions in Ravensmouth City, one is very unobtrusive, but of great importance.

 That is Import and Export Management.

 All the bills for goods entering and leaving Ravensmouth City via "Airport" and "Freight Station", regardless of category, must be summarized and filed with Import and Export Management for reference.

 Even the black market in the West District does the same, except for those real black goods leaking information which leads to a deadly disaster.

 Without the introduction letter from Serene Wizard, Link would definitely be seized by the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet if he dared to ask for relevant women's fragrance import and export data in recent years.

 With this introduction letter, Link easily obtained the data he wanted.

 Afterwards, without having the leisure to analyze the data, Link went through the Southern District into the West District.

 He didn't go deep into the West District. Instead, he strolled around the perimeter of the West District, hoping to find some easily controlled thugs to work for him.

 Link's luck has always been good, and he happened to run into the five street thugs from last time again.

 "Come here."

 Link waved at the thugs who turned around and wanted to leave as soon as they saw him.

 The fear that had been awakened made the thugs dare not go against Link's will, even though they were on the peripheral outskirts of the West District, and not in its chaotic interior.

 "Big... Brother, is there... something?"

 The leader of the thugs hunched his back, half his neck pinched in retreat, fearfully asking in a trembling voice.

 Link only needed one glance to understand what they were afraid of.

 He adjusted the gold-framed glasses on his nose, smiled gracefully, and said in a comforting tone, "Don't worry, I've got a good thing for you."

 At the end of his words, the thugs were even more terrified.

 Oh no, the last time you said you meant no harm, not only did you scare the hell out of us, but you also made us help you kill someone.

 Now you're saying it's good news, isn't this going to be a massacre?

 We're just useless street thugs, please spare us.

 The thug leader's inner thoughts were tumultuous, but his response was sincere, "Brother, whatever it is, just hand it down to us."

 "This is the deposit, there will be another portion after the job's done."

 Without saying a word, Link took out a bag that contained ten standard first-level magic stones and stuffed it into the thug boss's hand, "I want to know all the potion shops in the East District and their offered ladies fragrances — the types, quantities, effects, prices, and their approximate monthly sales volume. Can you do it in three days?"

 Pausing, Link emphasized, "Remember, these must be the special ladies fragrances that each potion store concocts themselves!"

 The thugs, especially their leader, relieved a sigh after hearing him finish.

 It's a relief as long as it's not murder.

 That last incident had them on edge for quite some time.

 Although during this time they had been prospering; they received ten magic stones from Link, and there were quite a few war spoils from the body, which earned them a lot of magic stones after being sold.

 This time it's just collecting information. This is easy, no problem.

 The thug boss tightly gripped the bag of magic stones, asking, "Big brother, once we are done collecting the information, how should we give it to you?"

 "East District, Serene Wizard's Potion Shop."

 Now is not the same as two weeks ago, Link didn't mind revealing some of his own information, stating as a matter of fact, "You can bring me the data after you've organized and copied it."

 "Shall we get going and prepare now?"

 The thug leader asked tentatively.

 "Go ahead."

 Link waved his hand, watching the thugs retreat into the West District, he also returned to the East.

 Since there was a new project, and with new support from the Serene Wizard, borrowing a bit of the potion shop's space seemed perfectly reasonable.

 Upon returning to the potion shop, he entered the operating room.

 Link took out his portable computer, and carefully analyzed the data he had "copied" from the customs office.

 Especially the incoming goods data of Lucia's Family Potion Shop's ladies fragrances.

 The data showed that the practical commercial fragrances primarily sold by the major potion shops in the four city districts all have one thing in common: they are practical.

 But Link did not jump to conclusions nor did he hurry to set the direction for developing the fragrance.

 Instead, he turned to reading the material and literature related to fragrances that he had "downloaded" from the advanced literature library.

 When Jasmine got off work in the evening, they returned to the academy together.

 After a simple dinner, the two of them plunged into the laboratory to prepare for formal development.

 Then, two calm days passed.

 The thugs obviously took Link's instructions to heart and delivered the data they had collected to Serene Wizard's Potion Shop before noon on the third day.

 Link happily paid an additional ten standard first-level magic stones.

 A man of his word, when he said there'd be another portion after the job was done, there was indeed another portion.

 The thugs left overjoyedly.

 After reading the data, Link was both pleasantly surprised and felt slightly pressured.

 Lucia's Family Potion Shop was planning to hold a new product launch event soon, including a new series of fragrances.

 He had both the time and target for his countermove.

 The problem was whether Link and Jasmine could develop a high-quality fragrance product in time to compete with Lucia's Family Potion Shop's new fragrance products.

 The bigger problem was whether they could win.

 Link thought for a bit and felt that they should opt for differentiated competition.

 Perhaps, instead of leaning too heavy on practicality, focusing on the fragrance, emphasizing the charm while ensuring its effects were not inferior to other fragrances?

 Making money from women, one needs to consider fame and beauty, no?
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 Women are naturally inclined to beauty.

 Even in the Wizard World, where great power belongs to oneself, it remains the same.

 For instance, the Serene Wizard pays great attention to her personal trappings, from hairstyle, eyelashes, lip color, makeup, jewelry, to attire - no detail is overlooked.

 However, Link found that there were only a few shops in the East District that specialized in women's clothing, jewelry, personal care items, and cosmetics.

 Scents, aromatherapy essential oils, perfumes, and the like, were only sold in Potion apothecaries.

 And the scents, whether imported or specifically launched by various potion stores, were centered on practical purposes-

 All were designed to emphasize calmness, relief, and soothing of the spirit, to help alleviate the tiredness after a day of study, research, or work.

 In the area of scent, there was almost no variation and innovation.

 Link wondered, if he were to develop one or a few fragrances that retained practical benefits but emphasized the scent and charm, would there be a market for it, would they be popular.

 Fragrances, in comparison to perfumes, had numerous differences; the smell was more faint and gentle, not too strong, more suitable for most female wizards' daily use.

 Without rushing to communicate this idea with Serene Wizard, Link decided to start a round of R&D, presenting samples of his stage-wise achievements for comparison and market forecast.

 After several days of hard work, the preparations for the fragrance research and development laboratory have been completed.

 Everything was ready, and it was time to begin the work of fragrance development.

 So, the lab, vacant for a few days, was set into motion again.

 This time, unlike before when Link was developing Glasswort Aromatheraphy Essential Oil without any preliminary knowledge in Potion Study and Alchemical Formula Technique, now many advanced Potion Study methods and Alchemical Formula techniques could be applied.

 Having listened to Serene Wizard's half-hour lecture and after days of review and advanced study, combined with Magic Apothecary talent, Link was now able to skillfully apply advanced Potion Study methods and some basic Alchemical Formula techniques.

 Because several finished fragrance products in the Potion Apothecary were used as references, the research and development of new fragrances based on the extracts of several aromatic plants progressed swiftly.

 In less than three days, he was about to produce stage-wise results.

 On Wednesday, the fourth week of the holiday.

 In the evening, at the lab on the third floor underground of the research building.

 Jasmine, who was busy packing the fourth sample, suddenly remembered something and said, "Link, this afternoon, Serene Wizard gave me a few bottles of Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil. She wanted me to tell you that the trial production of Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil has been successful."

 Burdened with research and development work these days, Link hadn't been waiting for Jasmine to get off work as before, but rushed back to the academy immediately after lunch.

 Without Jasmine's mention, Link really wouldn't know whether Serene Wizard's optimized Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil had started production.

 Wait a moment.

 Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil...

 Link could not help but recall the fragrance exploration he turned to when the aromatherapy oil research and development hit a snag, and a burst of inspiration came to his mind.

 Perhaps, his initial judgment that the leaf extract of Glasswort Herb was not suitable for developing fragrances was possibly due to his own lack of broad and profound knowledge.

 It was not that the Glasswort Herb leaf extract was not suitable for making fragrances, but that he did not have the ability at that time to make it into a good fragrance.

 If the auxiliary material Sleepy Flower powder is removed, reducing some effects that have positive effects on meditation, and one or two aromatic plant extracts are added, it would be completely feasible to make it into a liquid fragrance.

 With this inspiration, Link saw great possibilities.

 Without waiting to reply to Jasmine, he pulled out paper and pen, sketched and smeared, designing the material ratio, the potion study methods to be used, the Alchemical Formula techniques...

 Seeing this, Jasmine refrained from disturbing Link, and swallowed what she had not finished saying.

 She wanted to ask, if she started using Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil and other potions in combination with her deep meditation every night from now on, how fast could she reach the standards of a second-rank Wizard Apprentice.

 This afternoon, Serene Wizard not only gave her several bottles of aromatherapy essential oil but also disclosed a piece of news.

 That was, Link Grande should have become a second-rank Wizard Apprentice by now, but he just hasn't announced it yet.

 Jasmine didn't know why Serene Wizard told her this news.

 However, after hearing it, she couldn't help but feel a bit down.

 Even though she was trying so hard to catch up, the gap seemed to widen.

 She didn't want the gap between them to grow even bigger!

 Therefore, she decided to use all the Magic Stones for the half-buyout of the Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil patent, the first-season bonus from the Silver Star Flower Hybrid Cultivation, to purchase potions that could enhance her meditation effects.

 With everything in action, even if she exhausts all her Magic Stones, Jasmine wants to be promoted to second-rank Wizard Apprentice as soon as possible!

 With her determination set, Jasmine dismissed the idea of asking Link.

 Just do it.

 After all, it's her own business.

 Just as Link often says that one's matters should be decided by oneself.

 For our choices, we are responsible for ourselves.

 At this point, Link finally stopped writing, didn't care about Jasmine, and buried himself in the piles of bottles and cans again, launching a new round of experiments.

 Under the double blessings of Botany Talent and Magic Apothecary Talent, Link's inspiration just now came like a torrent, continuous and unending.

 If everything went as inferred from the brainstorming in his mind, the fragrance product, using the extract of Glasswort Herb leaves as the main material and a plant fragrance called Bitterroot Scent as an auxiliary ingredient, first undergoing advanced Potion Study methods, then sublimating with Alchemical Formula Technique, this final product would meet Link's expectations perfectly.

 It not only had a calming and purifying effect, playing a role in calming, soothing, and relaxing the mind, but also exuded a faint and lasting scent, highlighting women's charm.

 Link couldn't wait to see the completely new experimental product.

 Jasmine collected her thoughts and hurriedly stepped forward to help.

 Half an hour later, all operations came to an end.

 Next, it was time to wait.

 With the laboratory cleaned up, Link and Jasmine left and each went back to their dorms.

 On the way, Jasmine, unlike her usual liveliness for a while, was very quiet, not saying a single word.

 Link noticed a slight change, but didn't take it too seriously.

 A girl's feelings always come and go like a poem; it's normal for moods to fluctuate.

 Hmm.

 The following day, Thursday, it's clear.

 Link arrived at the lab early in the morning.

 He calculated the time, and as soon as the Glasswort Fragrance essence was completely configured, he immediately extracted a few drops of the essence.

 The essence was diluted to the normal concentration, packaged into several small black bottles, and this became the sample.

 Holding several evenly mixed samples, he left the experimental area and headed to the living/office area.

 He opened a sample bottle, not doing anything else, and simply let the liquid fragrance evaporate, permeating the air with its aroma.

 Taking a light sniff, a satisfied smile appeared on Link's face.

 When he was asked to describe the impression this fragrance gave people, the first words that came to his mind were from a poem:

 'The sparse shadow slants on the shallow water, the lingering fragrance wafts in the moonlit dusk.'

 Even though the poem was about scenery, about plum blossoms, the impression it gave to Link was consistent with this fragrance.

 Refreshing and elegant, a lingering and lasting aroma.

 Which means, from a development perspective, the fragrance was a success!

 With the sample in hand, Link met with Jasmine.

 They took the rail transit train to East District.

 Potion shop.

 Serene wizard was leaning on the counter, leisurely sipping on a hot drink similar to coffee.

 Seeing Link holding a refrigerator box, she immediately became interested.

 From expressing the idea of developing a fragrance to the present, it had only been a few days?

 He was able to produce results so quickly, his actions and progress were really impressive.

 "Let me have a look."

 Serene Wizard put down her hot drink, and actively called out.

 Link stepped forward, put the refrigerator box on the counter, and lifted the lid.

 After a gust of cold air, five transparent fragrance samples, each with a different label, were presented before Serene Wizard.

 "Which one are you most satisfied with?"

 Serene Wizard did not go straight for the samples, but asked with interest.

 "This one."

 Link pointed to the Glasswort Fragrance that was just completed this morning, his heart full of anticipation.

 Serene Wizard caught on to that, and her interest grew. She reached out and picked up the Glasswort Fragrance labelled No.5, unscrewed the cap, and lightly fanned the bottle's opening with her right hand.

 The essence of Glasswort Fragrance, with its refreshing elegance and lasting depth, instantly filled the air.

 The fragrance was pleasant, charming without being vulgar and cleansing without being bewitching.

 Almost instantaneously, Serene Wizard began to appreciate this particular fragrance.

 Then, Serene Wizard began to carefully savour the calming effect embedded in the fragrance.

 As a third-level wizard, this effect was extremely minor for her, almost non-existent.

 However, for wizard apprentices, this effect was very significant and could provide great assistance in everyday life.

 After all, studying or developing, both activities can be monotonous and often encounter setbacks, making it easy to experience psychological fluctuations and accumulate negative emotions.

 Having such a fragrance in the room to soothe the spirit, while also exuding an elegant and lasting aroma on oneself, would indeed be nice.

 The one downside was that it might have a slight effect on first-level wizards, but it held little value for second-level wizards.

 However, this was a technical problem, and not without a solution.

 Link Grande's exposure to Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy was simply too short, he couldn't fully develop his ideas.

 Serene Wizard came up with at least ten methods and techniques that could greatly enhance this Glasswort Fragrance.

 "Why did you think of using Glasswort Herb again? Talk about your inspiration and thinking."

 Serene wizard screwed on the bottle cap, didn't bother to appreciate the other four samples, and directly asked.

 "The overall research and development thinking of the fragrance is differentiation competition."

 Link replied, "The current market circulation fragrances, the featured fragrances launched by various potion shops, all emphasize practical effects.

 However, perfume, fragrance, aromatherapy, in fact, also have the function of enhancing female charm.

 Based on this thinking, I have enhanced the function of fragrance highlighting the charm while not weakening the practical effect of the fragrance."

 "Hmm...."

 Serene Wizard pondered for a moment, continuing to ask, "Since you have developed the aromatherapy essential oil and fragrance of Glasswort Herb, have you ever thought about extending it further and developing a kind of perfume?

 This way, you can form a series, and the functions are different.

 The aromatherapy essential oil highlights the effect of promoting deep meditation, the fragrance is used in daily life, both practical and enhancing charm, and the perfume further magnifies the role of enhancing charm."

 Great minds think alike.

 Link, of course, had this idea too. He replied, "I have considered it. But before, I wasn't sure whether this fragrance could be accepted by the market, welcomed by female wizards, so I didn't hastily develop the perfume."

 Serene Wizard nodded, deep in thought.

 At this moment, Link timely handed over the pre-made fragrance market research report, planning to pull in investment.

 Seeing the written report over several pages, which could actually be summed up in two words, "give money", Serene Wizard couldn't help but laugh.

 The kid was too cunning and too crafty.
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 "I'll give you 100 standard first-level magic stones as research funding.

 However, I want to see a satisfactory perfume sample within three days."

 Serene Wizard extended her right hand, her pointed finger was straight and delicate white like a leek root, gently poking Link's forehead with feigned anger.

 Link did not dare to object, let alone react – he just accepted it obediently.

 Jasmine, standing next to him, unconsciously bit her lower lip;

 She glanced sideways at Serene Wizard,

 She found her to be stunningly beautiful, her demeanor extraordinary, exuding various charms, and radiating attraction in all directions,

 While herself, despite being tall, still had a somewhat flat figure.

 Comparing herself like this, she couldn't help feeling despondent and sighed.

 When could she become like the serene wizard?

 Serene Wizard perceived this scene and couldn't help but giggle.

 It's been nearly two months since she returned from the front line; there haven't been many events that have made her happy.

 But the presence of these two children had undoubtedly lifted her spirits.

 Pulling back her finger, the serene wizard solemnly said, "Leave the fragrance samples here and start developing perfume based on Glasswort Herb after you return. Remember to organize the experiment materials and you might be able to also publish one or two 'papers'."

 "Yes, Serene wizard."

 Link replied respectfully.

 Signaling Link and Jasmine to go about their business, Serene Wizard went upstairs with the refrigerated box in her hand.

 ….

 With his experience in developing aromatherapy essential oils and fragrances, Link completed the development of the perfume in just one night.

 The main differences between perfume and fragrance are twofold.

 One being the intensity, variation, and duration of the scent,

 And the other being the method, time, and occasion of application.

 The other considerations were unimportant.

 It's noteworthy that, depending on the added ingredients, there could be several different types of perfume.

 Friday.

 Facing several different types of perfume samples developed by Link with high efficiency, the serene wizard didn't say much. She just marveled once again at Link's talent in botany and potion study.

 During her time, she also had an extraordinary talent in botany and potion study, but not as stunning as Link's.

 However, the serene wizard used actual actions to "educate" Link in the evening.

 Talent is just talent, potential is just potential, but strength is strength!

 Whether the Glasswort fragrance or Glasswort perfume, under the treatment of the serene wizard, all of them have been greatly enhanced.

 Like the Glasswort aromatherapy essential oil, they are also divided into three grades: pure enjoyment edition for wizard apprentices, essence edition for first-grade wizards, and ultimate edition for the second-grade wizards.

 Going upwards, due to the limitation of materials and the uniqueness of the third-grade wizards, there are no higher grades.

 As such, a complete range of products including perfume, fragrance, aromatherapy essential oil has been developed on the basis of Glasswort.

 The perfume maximizes the charm, the fragrance is used for daily life, considering both practicality and aesthetics, and the aromatherapy essential oil mainly promotes meditation.

 Having finished the tutorial by the Serene wizard and getting her permission, Link presented the updated two "papers" to Wizard Palo the next day.

 He both accepted the "paper" review and reported on the recent happenings.

 After reading the "paper", setting down the manuscript, Palo, looking at Link with meaningful eyes, cryptically asked,

 "Are you targeting Sophie Lucia?"

 "Yes."

 Link honestly answered Wizard Palo's question.

 From the beginning, he intended to hide his real intention and acted accordingly.

 The report given to the serene wizard was proof of this.

 But Link never felt that he could definitely confuse others.

 This was originally a matter of being pleased if he could, and not minding if he couldn't.

 Therefore, when his real intention was exposed by Wizard Palo in person, he was not flustered and responded honestly.

 "You seem to be quite honest now."

 Wizard Palo chuckled, saying something with a profound implication.

 "I dare not deceive Wizard Palo."

 Link responded calmly, not a bit false.

 He truly did not deceive Wizard Palo; he has answered every question truthfully, right?

 As for the research report, it was filled with data and market analysis of fragrance and did not contain any private goods.

 He simply did not express the real motive of developing the fragrance.

 At most, it was a little trick to use Wizard Palo's influence to handle his own business.

 Wizard Palo just gave a slight warning to the little sly fox in front of him, not meaning to seriously retaliate.

 He never hates subordinates who are cunning; he only dislikes subordinates who do not use their cunning for serious matters.

 Like Antoine Hilton, that fool who fell into the pit of power.

 Link Grande's wizard qualifications were not bad, he studied hard, knew the etiquette, understood the advance and retreat.

 He exhibited great talent in botany and potion study- worth cultivating.

 Having some wiles was rather good.

 If managed well, such a genius could be an almost perfect subordinate.

 Would Wizard Palo be afraid that he could not manage Link Grande?

 What a huge joke.

 Wizard Palo asked again, "Do you really think it's worth it?"

 All the fuss, and the end result may not even be effective.

 He was curious about what Link was thinking.

 Link was silent for a while, then answered: "I just want to soothe my feelings."

 He really didn't want to keep this irritation in his heart.

 Even if it meant going around in circles and having a small chance of success, he still foolishly went ahead with it.

 "Really?"

 Wizard Palo smiled and asked, "What are you planning to do next?"

 He meant to lend a hand.

 Link understood this and responded, "I'm planning to launch a new fragrance when they launch theirs. I want to stir up their sales by instigating some competition."

 "Too small."

 Wizard Palo calmly said, "It lacks ambition, and doesn't make a big enough splash!"

 "Please advise."

 Link earnestly awaited instruction.

 When the big boss gives his opinion, you listen obediently.

 "Create a launch event. Proudly present the Glasswort Series, quickly establish awareness, and drive potion sales."

 Wizard Palo laughed boldly, his words radiating a strong sense of dominance, "As for the timing, let it coincide with the product launch of the Lucia Family Potion Shop. And for the venue, let's do it right across from them!"

 "I'll obey your orders, but…"

 Link faced this and timely showed his distress, "Organizing a launch event, that's too big, I can't handle it!"

 "Didn't you think of borrowing my power and Serene's right from the start?"

 Wizard Palo laughed, "And you're worried you can't handle a launch event?"

 "You see right through me."

 Link gave an embarrassed smile, "I couldn't hide my little plans from you."

 "Enough of that."

 Wizard Palo waved his hand, "Leave these two 'papers' behind, to be published later. As for the patent, let's declare it with Serene Wizard's potion shop as the main entity. As for the benefits, let's go with a 60-40 split. Although the producing of the fragrance and perfume products was done by Serene, you put in a lot of effort as well so take the 40 percent this time."

 "No problem, I'll do as you say."

 Link had no objections to Wizard Palo's handling.

 If the quality of the fragrance and perfume samples he made was 1, it would have raised to 5 or even 6 after Serene Wizard's refinement and sublimation.

 The difference is stark.

 It's only natural that Serene Wizard takes the majority of the profits.

 After signing the patent authorization transfer agreement, Link promptly bid his farewell.

 Staying any longer would be overstepping his bounds.

 As he walked out of Wizard Paolo's office, Link felt a surge of relief.

 From when Jasmine first came up with the crazy idea to target Lucia's Family industries, he had been working non-stop for two whole weeks.

 Link did everything he could.

 Next, Wizard Palo would take over, lay out the strategy, and command the operations. All Link needed to do was follow orders.

 The reason Link originally found Jasmine's idea even slightly feasible was because he considered the tension and conflict between Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel.

 Putting himself in someone else's shoes, he didn't believe that Wizard Palo had no thoughts of revenge after being greatly humiliated by Wizard Peter Lionel.

 Since Wizard Peter Lionel did not directly target Wizard Palo, but instead created a diversion leading to a self-destructive "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", he then promoted it widely in the "forum" to slap Wizard Palo's face.

 This shows that the two have not reached the point of completely tearing each other apart.

 They also face certain restrictions from the academy.

 So, if Wizard Palo wanted to retaliate, he also had to do it indirectly.

 At this time, what was more suitable than targeting the members of Peter Lionel's team?

 After all, indirectly targeting "Pure Blood Will" might seem like he's "copying" them, which would make him a laughing stock.

 Link's strategy was indeed small and the impact was minor, only aiming for a single product in one of Lucia's Family's industries.

 Apart from being able to retaliate for the trouble caused in the Colosseum by impacting Sophie Lucia's sales performance.

 No matter how well-executed, it could only cause minor losses to the Lucia Family and not result in any major harm.

 However, Link's choice of target was excellent.

 Lucia Family's Potion Shop in the East District, which was recently taken over by Zoran Lucia, a confidante of Peter Lionel.

 This potion shop was preparing to heavily promote several new product lines, including women's fragrances, all of which were realized by Zoran Lucia.

 Link's actions, by a fluke, happened to coincide with Wizard Palo's recent plans.

 The so-called launch event had been planned for a long time.

 The star of the event was not Link's Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil, Fragrance, and Perfume, but a top-grade potion for Tier 3 Wizards devised by Serene Wizard.

 However, after talking with Serene Wizard these past few days and reading the two "papers" Link submitted today, Wizard Palo changed his mind.

 You say that my "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" is so down and out that I need outside help?

 You say that you don't want people to laugh at you because you're scared of a foreign kid?

 Well then, how about the kid you mentioned gives you a slap in the face, how about that?

 This slap, of course, would be aimed at Zoran Lucia's butt.

 ——A product updated under the direction of a Tier 3 wizard failed to outperform a potion developed by a country bumpkin New Blood who had not been studying for even a year,

 But it's more than just Zoran Lucia's butt that got slapped, it's also Peter Lionel's face!

 Wizard Palo looked forward to seeing Peter Lionel's face.

 It would certainly be spectacular.
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 Week five of the vacation.

 Wednesday, clear and sunny.

 East District was rather lively today. Since early morning, transportation vehicles had been ceaselessly entering from all directions.

 After a two-day intensive promotion, all the official wizards and wizard apprentices residing in Ravensmouth City knew that there was a good show to be staged today.

 Wizard Palo was once again engaging in conflict with Wizard Peter Lionel, who had been clashing with each other for decades.

 The last time Peter Lionel played a pivotal role in arranging for the President and Vice President of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association to duel. This delighted a number of wizards who understood the decades-long grievances and disputes between the two, especially the Tier 3 wizards.

 This time, it was clear that Wizard Palo was trying to regain the upper hand. He had planned some sort of fresh prank.

 Many wizards were looking forward to it.

 Many people arrived at the East District Exhibition Center early in anticipation of the spectacle.

 On both sides of the Exhibition Center's entrance hung two very retro cloth banners, which were extremely noticeable.

 The left banner read "Wishing the Lucia Potion Shop's new product launch a grand failure," while the right banner read "Warmly celebrating the complete flop of Serene Potion Shop's new product launch."

 People who saw these banners couldn't help but chuckle.

 For a better resonance with the consciousness of the Wizard World, during the metamorphosis period, but Tier 3 wizards have to maintain their true nature as much as possible.

 If something comes to mind, they must do it. If they are irritated by something, they must vent it out. They could cause quite a few amusing incidents.

 The first floor hall was split into two sections. The east side was occupied by the Serene Potion Shop, and the west side temporarily belonged to the Lucia Potion Shop.

 Two groups were busily setting up in their respective areas.

 Link and Jasmine were also there.

 The star of this launch was the vibrant, Serene Wizard in her jade-green fishtail dress.

 Three soon-to-be official wizards and the inexperienced young Jasmine, as the event hostesses, were in charge of presenting various new potions released by the Serene Potion Shop.

 Link had an important task and would be the finale.

 Link found Wizard Palo's arrangement surprising yet unsurprising.

 What was unsurprising was that there would be a part for him at the launch.

 After all, if he wanted to retaliate against Sophie Lucia, how could he avoid showing up?

 In that case, it would be no different from a stealth attack.

 What was surprising was that the part Wizard Palo had arranged for him seemed pivotal, as if meant to be a principal act of the launch.

 On the west side of the exhibition hall, Sophie Lucia, in her elegant dress, saw the energetic and gentle Link Grande on the opposite side, and felt slightly uneasy.

 Her intuition told her that something was going to happen today.

 Before she could think more about it, her cousin Zoran Archie came over and said, "Be prepared. When you host the release event later, don't panic if there is an emergency. The enemy is here to make trouble. Regardless of anything else, as long as we get through the entire process, we will succeed. Do you understand?"

 Sophie Lucia responded with confidence: "Understood, Cousin Zoran."

 "Hmm."

 Zoran Archie nodded, then asked, "What were you so engrossed in?"

 After some thought, Sophie Lucia didn't hold back and told the truth: "I was observing that bumpkin, Link Grande. Recently, he has published a series of four 'articles' on the academy's internal internet, each introducing a plant called the 'Glasswort herb', its characteristics and the special effects of its leaf extract, as well as three aromatherapy essential oils, fragrances and perfumes developed based off the Glasswort leaf extract. I suspect the opponents are planning to use this series to make trouble."

 Upon hearing this, Zoran Archie didn't dismiss it, but as he prepared to arrange for someone to review the relevant materials, Peter Lionel and a group of people arrived.

 This was unfortunate timing.

 If it hadn't been for this, even if they couldn't find countermeasures in a short time, they wouldn't be caught off guard later.

 Zoran Archie could only discreetly note this down to investigate when he had some free time later.

 He hastened his steps to meet Peter Lionel.

 The two exchanged pleasantries.

 Peter Lionel then began introducing the guests he had invited to support Zoran Archie.

 Zoran Archie maintained a bright smile on the surface and warmly welcomed all the guests, but he was inwardly complaining.

 What was originally just an ordinary potion new product launch wouldn't have had any impact on him or the Lucia's Family even if it failed.

 However, as a result of Wizard Palo's meddling, Zoran Archie, Lucia Family Potion Shop, and the Lucia's Family were all dragged into it.

 Any minor problem during the launch would later be magnified, discussed and used to attack the Lucia's Family.

 On the other side, Link was also internally complaining.

 He had expected that today's event would be big, but he hadn't expected it to be this big.

 By his estimation, there were no fewer than ten influential figures present, their status and position on par with Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel!

 Link was certain and confident that he would be famous by the end of this launch!

 In this way, time passed amid the varying emotions of the individuals involved.

 The clock in the Exhibition Center struck nine o'clock sharp in the morning.

 The two product launches started simultaneously.

 On the side of the Lucia Potion Shop,

 Sophie Lucia stepped on stage in high heels, her face blushing and heart pounding, looking charming and vulnerable.

 Her entrance attracted many eyes.

 "Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Lucia Potion Shop's new product launch. I am the host of this launch, Sophie Lucia.

 Before the official start of the launch, please allow me to represent the Lucia Potion Shop in thanking Wizard Peter Lionel, Wizard Henry Percival, Wizard Embid Smith, Wizard Todd Johnson, and all the distinguished guests who are present at this launch."
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 "Today, our Lucia Potion Shop proudly launches a total of sixteen new potions..."

 Sophie Lucia's voice resonated, clear and fluent, making a smooth and error-free start.

 With just one more minute, Sophie Lucia could finish her opening task.

 Later on, she would act as the presenter for the new fragrance series, explaining and selling to guests interested in the new fragrances.

 However, at this moment, the presentation from the Serene Potion Shop began to upstage.

 Two days prior when Link was chatting with Jasmine, he heard her discussing with Sharia, Ayla, and Tina about how to start the presentation to attract more attention. He casually mentioned: "The conventional hosts are too ordinary. Breaking an expensive potion on the spot would make a much better impact."

 For an unknown reason, this statement reached the ears of the Serene Wizard.

 Unexpectedly, the Serene Wizard decided to adopt this approach and specifically asked Link for advice on which potion to smash.

 Link reluctantly gave a suggestion.

 A mournful sound of music echoed, instantly drowning out Sophie Lucia's voice.

 Most people in the showroom turned their attention toward it.

 The Serene Wizard stepped on the stage and smashed a potion without a word.

 A strange smell spread out.

 Threads of "sweetness" surfaced in everyone's heart, as if returning to the most "blissful" moments in life.

 Coming with high spirits, leaving with joy.

 What a celebration!

 This potion was worth a full 10 units of standard Tier-2 Magic Stones.

 It was a proud masterpiece of the Serene Wizard, developed over four years, and only successfully produced after she returned to her homeland.

 The potion, named "Regret", induces the recollection of the most regretful moments in one's life. It intensively stimulates emotions with the potential customer base being Tier-3 Wizards.

 Because wizards emphasize rationality, not inhumane indifference.

 Many senior Tier-3 wizards tend to become too indifferent, affecting their humanity, which is not conducive to resonating with the World's consciousness.

 Resonance, not assimilation.

 The World consciousness must be impartial, and humans are not mechanical. They must have human nature, individuality.

 Otherwise, in the face of various impacts, they may easily become puppets of knowledge and power, rather than wizards controlling them.

 The stimulation of regret on human nature is much more intense and direct than positive emotions such as happiness, love, etc..

 Therefore, this potion definitely does not lack buyers, and it is absolutely a fine masterpiece!

 With this "Regret" potion, the title of Master Potion Maker, or Great Potion Maker, would definitely be bestowed upon the Serene Wizard once she becomes a Sage!

 Just like Percy Sage, who is respectfully referred to as the Grand Alchemist.

 A touch of pity flashed across Link's eyes.

 10 units of standard Tier-2 Magic Stones, equivalent to 10,000 units of standard Tier-1 Magic Stones with market value.

 Just got smashed like that!

 However, expensive things have their reasons.

 The "Regret" potion dispersed, triggered by the particular method of the Serene Wizard, and the smell pervaded the entire first-floor hall.

 All attention was immediately drawn to it.

 Peter Lionel and Zoran Lucia were no exceptions.

 Sophie Lucia, who was in the middle of hosting, started crying like the pear blossoms bathed in the rain, no idea what to do.

 She remembered the moment in her life when she overlooked the rustic Newblood due to her shortsightedness, and lost the position of Deputy Director of the Third Botanical Garden which she got after much effort.

 Forgive her for her shallow life experience, she merely regretted this much in her life.

 Peter Lionel had the most significant reaction among everyone, crying out loud in public, beating his chest and stomping his feet, moaning, repeatedly shouting out: "Wand! Wand! My Wand!"

 He was reminded of the bitter past from a decade ago.

 In a Secret Realm, he was too absorbed in admiring the splendidly beautiful Percy Sage's Diamond, that Wizard Palo stole the Percy Sage's Wand right under his nose.

 Although Peter Lionel was in his Metamorphosis Period with special circumstances, other Tier 3 Wizards were similarly affected by the "Regret" potion, showing significant emotional responses.

 The Serene Wizard waved her hand gently to disperse the potion smell, seizing the moment to make the opening:

 "Welcome everyone to my new product presentation.

 This presentation is divided into three parts:

 Firstly, this potion, which I've named "Painful Regret", is sold exclusively to Tier 3 wizards, priced at 10 standard Tier 2 magic stones.

 They're limited, due to the difficulty of making them. Hurry if you want one — those who are interested can make a reservation.

 Secondly, there are six potions for Tier 1 and Tier 2 wizards, divided into daily use, practice, and battle categories, two for each category. Those who are interested can look up the information themselves.

 Lastly, we have the main feature of this new product presentation. Developed independently by the potion study prodigy favored by Wizard Palo, Link Grande, a first-year Newblood from the Southern District's Junior Division. He's created a Glasswort series of products, including Aromatherapy Essential Oil, fragrance, and perfume.

 Now, we invite First-year Newblood, Link Grande, to introduce the Glasswort Series."

 The wizards and wizard apprentices whose attention had been hijacked, the staff of the Lucia Family Potion Shop and the exhibition center, nearly everyone present showed unusual expressions on their faces.

 Hmm...

 You're playing quite a game.

 Smashing a cherished potion worth 10 standard Tier 2 magic stones just so everyone can listen to a First-year Newblood's product presentation?

 Tsk, typical of the rich and powerful. Talent unrestrained.

 Even without the effect of the "Painful Regret" potion, the majority of people's attention had shifted to the east.

 Having come to terms with the situation, Sophie Lucia wiped away her tears and prepared to continue hosting the presentation. Seeing that only a handful of people were still paying attention to her, she felt complicated.

 Under the watch of many wizards, Link walked onstage with a steady pace. He was not at all nervous as he loudly announced, "The Glasswort Series is directly targeting our competitor's new fragrance series.

 We solemnly promise that even if it's not superior, it's at least not inferior than our competitor's, and more importantly, the price is the same!

 It won't be a single magic stone more or less. Whatever price the competitor sells at, we'll sell at that price."

 This pricing strategy was decided by Wizard Palo.

 Nothing fancy, just do it!

 "We welcome everyone to keep track of both our sales and compare them.

 Let the sales and reviews speak for themselves; let's see which of us sells superior products and which one inferior!"

 Having finished talking about the pricing, Link dropped another bombshell.

 Since Wizard Palo had given up using the well-known "Painful Regret" potion to stir things up and decided to use the Glasswort Series as an entry point, and the First-year Newblood as a gimmick to slap Zoran Lucia's face and "repay" Peter Lionel, they couldn't let this become a non-issue.

 What's more topical than issuing a sales challenge directly?

 What?

 You say you won't accept this challenge?

 Dare to lose face? Dare to damage your reputation?"

 With that, Link's moment in the spotlight ended. Making an appearance, saying a few lines, it was very simple.

 But the meaning behind it was not simple at all.

 For a long time afterward, Link will be living under the "spotlight," unable to keep a low profile.

 Only then did Wizard Palo show himself, with a bright smile on his face, greeting the Tier 3 wizards present before turning to the grim-faced Peter Lionel and the expressionless Zoran Archie.

 "Peter, Zoran, it's been a while."

 With a wave of his hand and a laugh, Wizard Palo glanced at Sophie Lucia, who was standing awkwardly on the stage, unsure whether to continue hosting or to step down. "Tsk... are you guys really that short of magic stones? You could at least hire a more professional host."

 That comment hit hard.

 Sophie Lucia turned pale immediately.

 She had done poorly as a host due to their unreasonable tactics, which was not her fault.

 But with Wizard Palo's comment, it seemed as if her own quality was too low for her to maintain order.

 This could affect her image in the eyes of her cousin Zoran, and affect how her family perceived her!

 In a large family, where there are many members, life is very complicated!

 "Palo, that's crossing the line."

 Peter Lionel had to use a calming spell to stabilize Sophie Lucia's emotions, then said in a deep voice, "Abusing your power to bully the weak, are you proud of yourself?"

 "Ah! I'm sure I was wrong about that, I admit it!"

 Wizard Palo shamelessly admitted his wrongdoing right away then gave Link a knowing look, "I'll apologize right away."

 Link got the hint, reluctantly picked up a complete set of Glasswort products and, under Wizard Palo's invisible protection, he moved through the crowd and handed the products to Sophie Lucia:

 "This is a gift for you, I hope you like it!"
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 Bullying! 

 This is absolute bullying!

 Sophie Lucia sharply clenched her teeth in anger.

 At this moment, Sophie Lucia loathed Link Grande, this 'new blood' yokel from the Stormy Sea.

 If it were not for the ongoing effect of Wizard Peter Lionel's mental witchcraft, she would have completely broke down and had a fit right there.

 For a yokel to repeatedly push her too far, it was despicable beyond words.

 However, Sophie Lucia had to admit begrudgingly that Link Grande, the yokel, did play the move very well this time!

 She was left without words to refute him.

 "Don't get too cocky, your moment won't last long," said Sophie Lucia, forced by Wizard Palo's pressure to accept this supposed "apology". If she didn't, it would be disrespecting Wizard Palo.

 At that point, not only would Wizard Peter Lionel not stand up for her again, but even her cousin Zoran Archie is likely to remain silent.

 She could only grit her teeth and respond quietly.

 Link chuckled and said nothing more as he made his way back to the east platform.

 With so many wizards present, any whispers between the two would still be overheard.

 Link would not allow such an oversight.

 However, on his way back, he also reminded himself inwardly.

 He had made quite a splash today; he would have to play it steady for a while and not get carried away.

 Keep a low profile personally, but make a splash professionally.

 Being high-profile in both was bound to incite resentment from others.

 "Peter, Zoran, wouldn't you agree I'm not bullying the weak now, am I?"

 With a satisfied smile, Wizard Palo was pleased with Link Grande's recent actions and comments. Hence, when speaking to his opponents, his tone had softened significantly, no longer as aggressive as before.

 Peter Lionel didn't reply to this, instead turning his attention to Zoran Archie.

 Today was Zoran Archie's home court, and how to act and respond should be decided by him.

 This level of respect was necessary for the host, even if the two were closely connected, there would always be differences in their interests and positions.

 You couldn't just add seasonings or mess with the operations while the chef is cooking without their permission!

 The reason that Peter Lionel had defended Sophie Lucia before was purely because Wizard Palo was targeting him, using Sophie Lucia as leverage — a necessary action.

 Zoran Archie, unlike Palo and Peter Lionel who were in a state of 'metamorphosis', remained calmly composed throughout the event, except when affected by the "Regret" potion.

 He gave a nod to Peter Lionel, indicating his understanding. He then instructed Sophie Lucia, "Sophie, show your gratitude, then continue hosting the conference. Remember, both our conference and potions are pure, free from bizarre elements."

 After a pause, Zoran Archie emphasized, "As for the comparisons in sales and reviews, feel free to continue. What good potions can a first-year Newblood who can't even identify all potion ingredients create? Unless he hires someone to do it for him!"

 This phrase was aimed at Link Grande. By questioning Link's abilities, Zoran planted seeds for potential failures in the future with a ready explanation.

 Considering how aggressive Wizard Palo was, Zoran Archie wouldn't want to make any absolute statements to avoid embarrassment in the future.

 "Thanks for Palo's thoughtfulness, but I really have no use for it, this gift can only gather dust in a corner."

 Sophie, having calmed down under the effect of mental witchcraft, spoke loudly, "The Lucia Potion Shop has been based in the East District for nearly a hundred years. Neither our reputation nor our customer loyalty can be tarnished by a trick or two. I've earnestly invited everyone here to introduce the sixteen new releases from the Lucia Potion Shop, they are..."

 Having accomplished most of his goals, Wizard Palo decided not to meddle any further.

 The conference still needs to be held to completion, right?

 You can't really go too far in bullying, can you?

 Afterwards, the conferences on both sides returned to their normal rhythm.

 They each sent out female wizards or wizard apprentices to explain and promote various potions to interested guests.

 But it was obvious that the traffic on the east side was much higher than that on the west.

 The reason was simple — the opening act had taken the initiative.

 Firstly, the call of the Serene Wizard, with the help of the "Regret" potion, instantly increased considerably,

 Many wizards, even if they couldn't afford or didn't have access to the "Regret" potion, still wanted to see the other six potions designed for T1 and T2 wizards, asking about their effects and price;

 Secondly, many were genuinely attracted by the gimmicks designed specifically by Wizard Palo,

 Wanting to see what kind of aromatherapy essential oils, fragrances, and perfumes this first-year Newblood developed, that Palo would regard so highly, worthy enough to compete with the new fragrances from Lucia Potion Shop.

 The contrasting flow of people between the east and west sides was captured by a "journalist" from the "Ravensmouth Forum".

 Zoran Archie, upon seeing this, was unable to prevent it.

 The "Ravensmouth Forum" is a high-level forum, covering the Senior Division and Ravensmouth City. There are many users and a deep background.

 Combined, the Lucia family and Lionel couldn't challenge the "Ravensmouth Forum".

 It is too late to try buying them off now.

 Wizard Palo had definitely made a deal with the forum workers in advance.

 Sure enough, while the release party was still in progress, the "Ravensmouth Forum" had already posted an in-depth report about the event with this photo as the cover.

 With pictures, texts, and videos, expert writing, and sharp wording, it directly described the overall performance of Lucia's Potion Shop as "knocked down without a fight, rendered incapable of striking back".

 And so, before the respective release parties even ended, the news of what happened at the exhibition center quickly spread all over the city.

 Different levels have different focuses.

 Those Tier 3 Wizards who hadn't experienced the effects of the "Regret" potion were most concerned about it, and began posting inquiries everywhere.

 First and second-level wizards paid more attention to the six potions, also crafted by Serene Wizard.

 A small number of people were attracted by the gimmicks and posted queries about whether the Glasswort Series of aromatherapy essential oils, fragrances, and perfumes were really good, and worth buying.

 Approaching noon, they ended the press conference, and everyone returned to the potion shop.

 On the way, listening to Sharia, Tina, and Ayla discussing the many posts on the "Ravensmouth Forum", Link came to know that the Wizard World also had people similar to "uploaders".

 Many of the wizards who bought the potions at the site of the press conference rushed to post about their trial experiences and reviews.

 The popularity of the Glasswort Series was not high at first.

 Especially after a few male wizards gave reviews of "ordinary", "average", "nothing special".

 It wasn't until a few beautiful witch users shared full course graphic texts or video posts or live broadcasts of them trying out the Glasswort Series that public opinion was reversed, and its popularity soared.

 Half a day passed, and the most popular thread topic on the "Ravensmouth Forum" was "When will witches stand up?".

 This heavy punch confused many male wizards who care about cost performance.

 The efficacy of the Glasswort series fragrance isn't much stronger than the new fragrances by Lucia Potion Shop, they have only put in more thought into the fragrance.

 How did it escalate to the point of male wizards suppressing female witches?

 Inexplicable!

 A storm was gathering.

 Many witches, by means of the Glasswort Series, especially the fragrances and perfumes, extensively complained that the previous lady-oriented potions were not lady-oriented at all.

 In the past, there weren't many pharmacists, including female pharmacists, who would consider women separately, focussing on enhancing charm and emphasising beauty, in addition to practicality.

 The Glasswort fragrance is elegant and fresh, with a lasting and faint fragrance, suitable for daily life.

 It's great to have such a fragrance that soothes the mind and makes you feel happy after a busy day of studying, researching, or even fighting.

 The Glasswort series perfume has many scents: passionate, lively, charming, adorable, serene, retrained. You can mix and match as per your personality, liking, and according to different moods and occasions.

 Isn't this more intimate than the "vulgar" perfumes with no new ideas in other potion shops?

 Upon hearing this, Link was greatly surprised.

 The fact is not so, those witches surely exaggerated it to vent their accumulated frustration.

 Products designed from the perspective of women's love for beauty, whether potions, or magic tools or rune objects, are indeed few, but not non-existent.

 After all, from the perspective of the developers, practicality is the key. As long as the core of the product is solid, and its effects are strong, that's enough.

 Focusing on aesthetics, or juggling both practicality and aesthetics, requires extra effort and attention to design and carve. That wouldn't be giving themselves additional work.

 However, this time the situation is special as many people are paying attention to the same event at the same time.

 First, they were attracted in by the yet another quarrel between Wizard Palo and Peter Lionel to watch the show and eat popcorn online.

 Then they were attracted in by the big spending by Serene Wizard and the masterpiece potion "Regret", and followed the post asking questions.

 Only then were they attracted by the gimmick to pay attention to the Glasswort Series.

 When the popularity rises, hot searches come.

 When hot searches come, more people with different positions come.

 With differing positions, the heated discussion becomes rowdier.

 Even Wizard Palo didn't expect the public opinion on the "Ravensmouth Forum" to be skewed this way.

 Lucia Potion Shop did indeed suffer a setback. And it was without even starting to compare sales and reviews.

 But the reasons for the setback were somewhat strange.

 This was not the effect he wanted.

 The look Palo gave to Link had also become somewhat strange.

 "What were you thinking when you did this?"

 This question suddenly drew the attention of Serene Wizard, Sharia, Tina, Ayla, and Jasmine to Link.

 That's right, what was Link Grande thinking that he understood women so well.

 On the "Ravensmouth Forum", a witch had already claimed that Link Grande is the pharmacist who understands female aesthetics best!

 Link opened his mouth, but for a moment he didn't know how to explain.

 He had merely found that there were too few shops that specifically sold women's products, including clothes, accessories, personal care products, and cosmetics after doing his research.

 As for the aromatherapy essential oil, it is more about practicality.

 The fragrances and perfumes available in the market, including the signature products of various potion shops, focused too much on practicality from the female perspective.

 At that time, Link recalled a hot book app from his previous life, which had countless posts and videos teaching girls how to dress up. Living a refined life beautifully had become a strong trend.

 Even yoga pants could become sexy and beautiful.

 He thought that even in the Wizard World, where power is respected, women's nature should also be to love beauty.

 Like Serene Wizard, she pays a lot of attention to her appearance.

 She is a pharmacist and can make all kinds of personal care and cosmetic products for herself.

 But pharmacist isn't a common profession, there would be many other witches who can't make personal care and cosmetic products for themselves.

 Link was also just trying it out; he never expected that he would become the drop of water that splashed into the boiling oil pan, causing such a boiling public opinion debate.

 Seeing Link's dumbfounded expression, everyone couldn't help but laugh awkwardly.

 Wizard Palo also didn't dwell on it.

 Anyway, most of the anger he had been holding in his heart since the night of the Colosseum has been vented.

 The rest will be addressed later.
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 Elsewhere. 

 Peter Lionel and Zoran Lucia saw off the temporary guests who had been invited for the ceremony, and also noticed the public opinion storm on the "Ravensmouth Forum".

 Despite their worldly experience, the pair was shocked by the oppositional debates.

 "Could the problem be considered this way?"

 Peter Lionel looked at Zoran Lucia with a puzzled expression.

 "Uh..."

 Zoran Lucia, who had been immersed in study, training, research, and fighting since he was twelve, didn't know how to answer.

 He truly didn't understand women at all.

 Even when satisfying his physical desires, it was with witches who caught his eye at first glance and were similarly casual, leading to heated battles.

 He had never delved into a woman's heart, didn't know what was considered a woman's nature, a woman's aesthetics.

 At this moment, Zoran Lucia noticed Sophie Lucia in the corner, her head drooping, looking depressed, like a quail.

 Her family ranking had dropped another two places in their internal assessment.

 This was her second de-ranking this year, and both times it had everything to do with that damn bumpkin.

 If it happened again, she would be dropped from the list of family members under training.

 "Sophie, come here."

 Zoran Lucia beckoned her over.

 "Cousin, Wizard Lionel, you want to see me, is there something for me to do?"

 Sophie Lucia gathered her spirits and walked over, asking.

 "How do you see this issue?"

 Zoran Lucia handed Sophie Lucia something and asked her opinion.

 After reading through the heated debates on the forum, Sophie Lucia understood what her cousin was asking about.

 She hesitated for a moment, then mustered the courage to speak her mind: "Cousin, Wizard Lionel, I also feel that it's hard to find something that really catches my eye on the market."

 She gave an example, "Take my 'Defender 3202' set. It has a changing appearance feature, but no matter how I adjust it, it looks grey and ordinary. But since it has a changing appearance feature, why can't it change to look prettier? If it wasn't for safety reasons, I wouldn't wear this set. It's so ugly!"

 "So you ladies really do have such feelings."

 Peter Lionel sighed, then asked, "Then why didn't anyone speak up? Only today did such a huge commotion arise. Had you fought for yourselves earlier, the choices wouldn't be as limited as they are now."

 "How can you say no one spoke up? Many people raise this issue every year. No one listens. Not even the famous female pharmacist alchemists are conscious of designing products from a female perspective," Sophie Lucia argued.

 "Then why is this the case?"

 Zoran Lucia inquired with curiosity.

 Sophie Lucia stammered and was unable to answer his question.

 Yes, why was that?

 Sophie Lucia was baffled and couldn't figure out the answer to this question, no matter how hard she thought about it.

 "What's going on between you and Link Grande?"

 Zoran Lucia suddenly changed the subject and asked abruptly, catching Sophie Lucia off guard.

 "No...nothing major, just a small disagreement."

 Sophie Lucia responded hesitantly, a little uneasy.

 "A small disagreement? What kind? Tell me in detail."

 Zoran Lucia insisted on getting to the bottom of it. His tone was serious, and his expressionless face was somewhat intimidating.

 "Well… "

 Sophie Lucia, who had always respected her highly talented cousin, nervously recounted in short her two conflicts over the "papers".

 After finishing, she felt a bit indignant and gritted her teeth, "This country bumpkin is very petty. As soon as I published the 'paper' on the rate of good breeding, he quickly countered with a paper on hybrid breeding, which led to a decline in the rating of my 'paper'!"

 A hint of disappointment showed in Zoran Lucia's eyes.

 He hadn't expected that even now Sophie Lucia still cared about the rating of her "paper".

 She really couldn't differentiate between what was important and what wasn't.

 "I'm very disappointed!"

 He said indifferently, "You still haven't recognized the importance of this issue!"

 "Huh?"

 Realizing something was wrong with her cousin's tone, Sophie Lucia carefully glanced at him before quickly lowering her gaze, "Please instruct me, cousin."

 "Even when the lion fights the rabbit, it still goes all out."

 Zoran Lucia was frustrated with her, yet still provided guidance to help her understand her mistakes,

 "Since you're bound to offend people in the process, you must think about the consequences and how to handle them.

 Resolve grudges if you can; if not, beware of retaliation and consider how to eliminate them."

 He pointed at Sophie Lucia's eyes and continued to advise her,

 "Your sight is too short-sighted! And your attitude is too arrogant!

 If you hadn't presented such a high and mighty attitude from the beginning and been reasonable with your offers, none of the ensuing troubles would have occurred, and whatever new germination method you liked would have been yours alone.

 After that, since you have already begun to snatch it from others, snatch it completely, even kill him, to forestall trouble!

 Look at what you have done!"

 Huh?

 Abusing your authority, leaving a trail of evidence, being reported, and losing your position.

 At this time, you actually thought about jumping ahead to carry out the experiment that Link Grande had only hinted at, publishing a 'paper' before him.

 Are 'papers' the only thing in your eyes?

 The country bumpkin you speak of, the new blood from the Stormy Sea, a freshman, had not even finished half a semester, yet he understands research, experiments, publishing 'papers', even reporting!

 Do you not realize what this signifies?

 If you had wisely sought advice from your clansmen and not simply seen your brothers and sisters as competitors, you wouldn't be so clueless!

 Such people are geniuses, the cream of the crop!

 As long as they do not die, no matter where they are, they can come out on top!

 You've dealt with such a person, do you not have a plan on how to face them?

 If reconciliation is not possible, or if he can't be swayed to your side, then you must make sure he's dead!

 The sooner, the better!"

 Sophie Lucia's head was spinning from what she heard.

 Could the situation have gotten this serious?

 With sharp eyes, Zoran Lucia instantly noticed Sophie Lucia's state.

 Considering she was only thirteen years old, had been spoiled since birth, and had never experienced hard times, he knew that further words would be fruitless at this point.

 He sighed deeply.

 As he owed her parents two lives, he would have to fix these omissions for her.

 Zoran Lucia turned to look at his older brother, Peter Lionel, and asked, "If I have Link Grande killed now, would it affect your plans?"

 Peter Lionel thought carefully and then said regretfully, "I'm afraid it won't work.

 The bet has been placed, and Link Grande has been clearly identified as a participant. If he is killed before the inter-zone contest, that fellow, Palo, will certainly stir up trouble.

 As you know, the old men at the college are watching Palo and me closely for fear that we would fight.

 At that time, if Palo makes a fuss, we would be at a disadvantage. The old men at the college would probably side against me."

 "Is that so?"

 Zoran Lucia pondered upon hearing this.

 There's definitely a considerable possibility of this happening.

 If this minor matter leads the old men at the college to hand over the Percy Sage's Diamond directly to Palo, it's certainly not worth it.

 Those old men at the college are cunning. They prefer to support clueless new blood and suppress the development of local large families. They're capable of making such a decision.

 After some thought, Zoran Lucia said, "Sophie, as of now, stop any moves against Link Grande. Not even behavior like you showed at the Colosseum last time."

 "Oh."

 Sophie Lucia drooped her head and murmured an acknowledgment.

 "Lift your head!"

 Zoran Lucia snapped, "Don't mope around! Reflect on yourself. Don't focus on all sorts of trifles. Studying diligently and advancing your cultivation to become an official wizard are your priorities!"

 "Yes, cousin."

 Sophie Lucia took a deep breath and responded loudly before leaving.

 She knew that her cousin was criticizing her so sharply for her own good.

 Others of her age in the family would love to receive such criticism from her cousin.

 "Sigh!"

 Watching Sophie Lucia's disappearing figure as she turned a corner, the usually unemotional Zoran Lucia sighed deeply once more.

 "You have seriously worried too much for this cousin of yours."

 Seeing this, Peter Lionel remarked, "She is still young, doesn't understand the world yet, and is unaware of human malice. Let her experience some setbacks and she will progress."

 Zoran Lucia did not respond directly; instead, he called up a report from his smart brain.

 This was a document he had finally managed to retrieve from his family's intelligence agency while Peter Lionel was away attending to Wizard Henry Percival alone.

 It detailed most of Link Grande's actions since he entered Ravensmouth College half a year ago.

 Peter Lionel quickly skimmed through it and exclaimed in surprise, "Another Palo Sigma?"

 He finally understood why Palo had taken a liking to Link Grande - he saw his own reflection in him.

 "That's not all!"

 Zoran Lucia pulled out three more case files. The deceased were Erick Burnalis, Harold Andrews, and Rives Francis.

 The name 'Link Grande' appeared in all three cases, but he was not directly identified as the killer.

 "He sure is ruthless."

 Peter Lionel remarked with appreciation, "In this respect, he's quite similar to that fellow, Cody, decisive and aggressive. This guy can't stay alive. During the inter-zone contest, have someone kill him!"

 That was exactly the promise Zoran Lucia wanted.

 However, before that, he would arrange some more crude methods.

 To probe a bit.

 Just in case.
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 By the time he got back to the academy, it was already late at night.

 Wizard Palo, having taken an interest, had posted jubilantly on the "Forum" while staying at the Serene Wizard's Potion Shop.

 Everyone else didn't dare to leave without permission, so they had to accompany Wizard Palo and share in the fun.

 It wasn't until the Serene Wizard snatched away the smart-brain during dinner that they managed to stop Wizard Palo from continuing his obsession.

 After having dinner at the shop's restaurant, everyone went their separate ways.

 On the way home,

 Jasmine walked ahead, her head down in silence.

 At first, driven by some utilitarian motives, Jasmine had designed small gestures for when the two of them were together; such as holding hands, acting coyly, and walking behind Link while pulling on his sleeve.

 After spending much time together, her ulterior motives began to fade but some habits remained.

 Like walking behind Link and occasionally pulling on his sleeve.

 However, ever since the Serene Wizard informed Jasmine that Link had already become a second-rank wizard apprentice, she no longer walked behind Link.

 Even if she was just half a step ahead, Jasmine insisted on walking in front.

 Falling behind did not sit well with her.

 "I'll go up first, you head back,"

 Jasmine said, waving to Link as she turned to head upstairs when they reached their dormitory.

 She was quick and decisive, unlike the many times when she deliberately dawdled.

 Link did not have any trouble adapting, but instead, he felt a sense of poignancy. The part-time work over the past half a month had helped Jasmine grow more than the entire autumn term of studying had.

 Growth truly comes from experiencing life and interacting with others.

 As he watched Jasmine disappear around a corner, Link turned to head to his own dormitory.

 At the entrance of the dormitory.

 The five brothers, whom he hadn't seen in a long time, were waiting for him again.

 "Boss, good evening!"

 Upon seeing Link, the five brothers immediately bowed and chorused.

 These uniform gestures and voices had obviously been well-practiced.

 "I'm not your boss, stop calling me like that."

 Seeing this, Link, without rushing to enter the dormitory, stopped and asked, "What's up?"

 He knew that the five brothers weren't the kind who lacked awareness. After being warned, they hadn't tried to show off in this way before.

 Having displayed such a gesture tonight, they clearly had something to discuss.

 "Somebody asked us to relay a message to you."

 The spokesperson for the five brothers, the ostensible boss, said while bending over and nodding, "They want to invite you to join the Sea Sail Alliance, saying that they will make you the deputy leader as soon as you agree. They also said..."

 Link had heard about the "Sea Sail Alliance", an apprentice organization which was rather low-key and not as flamboyant as the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 However, rumors suggested that the "Sea Sail Alliance" was quite close to the North District and often organized social events between apprentices from the two districts.

 Well...

 They claim it to be social events, but in reality, they select some pretty new bloods with good figures from their alliance to dine, drink and share emotions with the male apprentices from the North District.

 "What else did they say?"

 Link furrowed his eyebrows, he didn't want to get involved with an apprentice organization that was clearly involved in pimping.

 Yet, he couldn't flatly reject them either.

 He had to hear out the terms they'd offered.

 The ostensible boss swallowed hard and said, "They mentioned that they will assign you some study partners. Even if you want companionship from a noble young lady from the North District for your studies, they are open to consider it."

 Link's eyes suddenly flashed with anger.

 What did they think he was?

 However, he didn't take out his anger on the five brothers, but instead, said with suppressed anger, "How did you guys get involved with them? Don't tell me you're tired of having a good reputation!"

 The ostensible boss stuttered even more.

 Clearly, they also had gotten involved in some trouble, been caught in a bind and had no choice but to run this errand.

 "Go back and tell them that I am used to being on my own and have no interest in joining any organization."

 Link didn't state his utter contempt for the "Sea Sail Alliance" and their shameless practices outright. Being too candid would sound unpleasant and could easily offend people.

 Pimping was always so.

 They can do it, but they wouldn't let people talk about it. As soon as it's mentioned, they get upset.

 Link didn't want to create another enemy just because of a few words.

 "Well, okay then."

 Since they got a reply, which meant their task was complete, the ostensible boss didn't care whether Link agreed or not and said, "Then we will leave, boss."

 The five brothers once again bowed in unison.

 When they reached the end of the hallway and were about to turn the corner, the ostensible boss, who still didn't have a name, turned back and made a fist-pump gesture, praising, "Boss, the way you handled that guy was really awesome!"

 Having said this, the five brothers sped up and disappeared out of sight in a puff of smoke.

 Everyone knew who they were talking about.

 Link understood that the five brothers were subtly hinting that news of Harold Andrews' death had spread, and there were faint indications that Link might be the murderer.

 Before making a move, Link knew that this matter would be inevitably known to all new bloods.

 Since he had done it, as long as he wasn't caught in the act and didn't leave any evidence, Link wasn't afraid of people knowing about it.

 In this world, if you're not ruthless, you won't stand firm!

 Link had realized that in the Wizard World, trying to develop quietly would be extremely difficult.

 Ravensmouth College seemed exceptionally peaceful on the surface.

 And Ravensmouth City was only slightly chaotic in the West District.

 However, the tense, competitive undertones, which were far more suffocating and desperate than the daily bloodshed and slaughter, was particularly suffocating for those who couldn't keep up or were failing.

 To stand out, one has to step forward.

 One should not shrink back out of fear of decay.

 Risk?

 Isn't there risk in everything you do?

 There are still those eight words: stay low-profile as a person, but high-profile in what you do.

 Link reminded himself again, entered his dormitory, and proceeded to wash and change clothes.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 102: Shallow Testing_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Study room. 

 After deep meditation, Link regularly reflected on himself.

 The incident, called revenge for Sophie Lucia, was essentially out of anger, had come to an end.

 Though there may be aftershocks, they should not cause any major problems.

 As long as he kept a low profile, did not act arrogantly, there should probably be no issue.

 Link then turned his attention to his own progress in the cultivation.

 "System."

 In a low voice, Link called out the panel.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard Qualifications: Intermediate fourth rank

 Wizard's Level: Second-rank wizard apprentice, Spiritual Power: 43

 Zero Ring Witchcraft:

 Water System: Secondary Misty Rain Technique (Perfect) Water ball (Perfect), Water Shield Spell (Perfect), Purification Water Spell (Perfect), Icicle Technique (Proficient), Water blade Spell (Proficient)

 Wood System: Birth Induction Technique (Perfect), Thorn Entanglement (Perfect), Leaf Arrow Spell (Perfect), Withering Spell (Perfect), Thorns Whip (Proficient), Green Field Tracking (Proficient)

 Package: none

 Used: omitted

 Draw times: 0 (1 standard second level Magic Stone)

 Compared to two months ago (Chapter 67), there are only two changes in the panel.

 The first is the appearance of spiritual power data in accordance to his cognition, which allows Link to know his progress in meditation without using any detection ritual or instrument.

 The second change is the level of mastery of witchcraft, which is clear at a glance.

 He is 32 points away from the 75-point spiritual power required for promotion to a third-class wizard apprentice.

 Based on the current speed of meditation, he should make it before the mid-term exam in the spring semester.

 The two-district competition will be held on the third day of the mid-term exam.

 So, there seems to be ample time.

 After understanding the information, he put away the panel.

 Link activated a bottle of Glasswort Fragrance and fell asleep in the aromatic vapor.

 The next day.

 As usual, Link got up early, made himself ready, and prepared to go out.

 When he opened the door to his dormitory, Link lifted his right foot and put it down again.

 A dark parcel was placed outside the door.

 Something was out of the ordinary.

 All the items distributed by the academy are put in the large mailbox next to the door.

 This parcel can only be delivered by a private person.

 Link glanced to the left and right to make sure that the surveillance on both ends of the corridor was still intact, and he felt more cautious.

 There are only two situations for those who place unknown parcels without disabling the surveillance camera:

 One is that he can't do it or has no consciousness about it; the other is that he doesn't care about his whereabouts being recorded.

 Link was more inclined to the second situation.

 There was no other reason than intuition.

 The "Defender 3202" suit, transformed into the style of Rune objects casual suit, held its power, in a passive defense state.

 Link took a few steps back without closing the door, and directly took out his personal computer, first informing Jasmine to enter the study room, open the rain shield, and then requested emergency assistance from the academy.

 Faced with the mysterious parcel, Link would not idiotically unpack it.

 What if it was a "bomb" that exploded on contact, and he was blown to death?

 Even the defense of the "Defender 3202" Suit, no matter how strong, is only a First Ring Level Magic Tool.

 What if the person who left the package put a Second Ring level great weapon inside?

 Although Jasmine didn't get a specific explanation, she knew that an emergency had occurred.

 She very obediently obeyed Link's instructions.

 Entering the study room, opening the rain shield, and even sending a photo to report that she was safe.

 This eased a lot of anxiety in Link.

 Before long, two Intelligent Law Enforcement puppets flew over.

 One Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet flew in front of Link and activated protection mode;

 The other Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet began to scan the unknown parcel.

 After a few beeps, the danger was ruled out.

 There were no aggressive items in the package, it was empty.

 The Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet unpacked the package on the spot, and there was only a note inside that read a few words.

 "Hello, Link Grande, this is just a greeting."

 After reading the note, Link wondered to himself which godforsaken entity was causing trouble now.

 There were quite a few people and organizations that he had offended.

 Erick Burnalis was dead, so were Rives Francis and Antoine Hilton.

 As the Wizard Palo controlled the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", it was unlikely they were involved.

 Lanny Taylor?

 It didn't seem like her style so he dismissed that idea.

 The "Sea Sail Alliance"?

 The members of this pimp organization either had weak knees and were habitually submissive, or they were unprincipled and lacked a sense of self-improvement and initiative.

 Link didn't think they'd have the audacity to blatantly violate the academy's rules to this extent.

 So, after thinking it over, Link could only suspect the "Pure Blood Will" or the Lucia family.

 He politely declined the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet's inquiry about whether to escalate this incident further.

 From what he could see, the only suspicious thing was the person who delivered the package, but there was no concrete proof that they intended harm towards him.

 Escalating the matter would be pointless.

 He watched as the two Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets took away the package and the note.

 Link decided to report this obviously complicated incident, which was beyond his capability to handle, to his boss.

 After giving the matter some thought, Link arrived at Jasmine's dormitory and warned her to exercise caution.

 "Link, what happened?" Jasmine asked immediately when she came downstairs, safe and sound.

 "Someone left a package at my door."

 Link didn't hide anything and informed her about the situation, adding a cautionary note, "If you ever see an unknown package, don't open it rashly, don't even touch it."

 "Okay, I understand."

 Jasmine nodded, then asked, "So what do we do now? Do you know who is behind this?"

 "No rush."

 Link gestured for Jasmine to remain calm, "We'll go to work first and mention this to Wizard Serene, and ask her how we should handle this."

 "I understand."

 With a quick thought, Jasmine immediately understood Link's intentions.

 Without another word, the two of them left the academy and boarded a train.

 Unlike other days when there were only a few passengers on the first train, today the first train was full, not a single seat was empty.

 There was only one carriage in the train, hence there was no option to go to the next carriage if this one was full.

 And it was impossible to stand due to the fast speed of the train, you had to wait for the next train if you didn't have a seat.

 Link was puzzled.

 Among the passengers in the carriage, only a few were new bloods from the Southern District and local apprentices from the North District.

 A good number of them gave Link the same feeling as the five thugs who lurked around the streets of the West District.

 Standing at the carriage entrance, Link scanned it from head to tail and actually found those five thugs whom he had dealt with twice before.

 Signalling Jasmine not to get off the train hurriedly, Link walked over to the five thugs who were crouching down as if hoping they were invisible to everyone and pushed his gold-frame glasses on the ridge of his nose, a friendly smile on his lips, he said warmly, "So we meet again, this makes me very happy. How about you?"

 "Big...big brother, good...good morning."

 The thug leader stutteringly responded to Link, as if his tongue had betrayed him.

 He internaly wailed, cursing the middleman who introduced him to this job saying it was simple, just occupy some seats to prevent a male and a female first year new bloods from the Storm Sea from getting on the first train.

 It is true that it's a man and a woman, but the fucker didn't tell him the male one is a polite yet ruthless killer!

 "Why are you shaking? I'm not going to eat you."

 Leaning over, Link patted the thug leader's shoulder and looked into the eyes of the other four trembling thugs, then said with a smile.

 This smile was just right, revealing a neat row of bright white teeth.

 And on those white teeth, a cold light was gleaming.

 The fear that Link had instilled in the thugs last time emerged abruptly.

 The five thugs started trembling even more, their shirts drenched with cold sweat.

 Damn it, can you please stop being so menacing, big brother?

 You really look like you want to devour us all at once.

 "Big...big brother, I...I... I will give up my seat for you."

 The thug leader gritted his teeth and managed to say this properly. Then without waiting for Link's response, he rose and pushed aside his subordinates, driving them all out of the carriage.

 Link waved at the five dismayed thugs who had just got off the carriage. He then indicated Jasmine to come over and sit down.

 Looking at this scene, all the other seat occupants, whether they were new bloods, local apprentices, or West District thugs who came early in the morning to earn some magic stones, were puzzled and suspicious.

 What exactly had this man done to those guys?

 So much so that they were scared to such an extent?

 They almost rolled out!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 The platform near the potion shop.

 Link and Jasmine alighted from the carriage under the scrutiny of all the passengers.

 Then, they turned around and stood facing the carriage.

 Link took out his portable smart brain and activated its recording and follow-up mode.

 The portable smart brain hovered, stood next to Link, with its camera pointed at the carriage door.

 Some people who were also ready to get off, especially the lowly thugs from the West District, immediately covered their faces and sat back down after seeing this.

 Although they didn't know what the five people earlier were afraid of, didn't the thugs understand each other's nature?

 They are cowardly, always bullying the weak and fearing the strong!

 Obviously, this guy must be ruthless, otherwise, they wouldn't be so scared.

 Everyone was hired today to play this trick of occupying seats, and he saw through it at a glance.

 Not only did he not get off the train, but in a few brief words, he "found" a seat casually.

 If they angered this ruthless person and he remembered their faces, wouldn't they be retaliated against in the future?

 Link didn't necessarily need to record these people's images, he just wanted to scare them and use some psychological tactics to establish a reputation as a cultured yet ruthless person.

 No matter how effective this tactic was, at the very least it could deter some people and reduce some trouble.

 "Boring."

 He curled his lips, seemingly disappointed that no one got off the carriage.

 Link pushed his gold-framed glasses up and revealed his white teeth, glinting with cold light.

 "Come on, these people are useless."

 Link uttered a group taunt, and turned around, signaling Jasmine to follow.

 For some reason, not a single one of the dozens of people sitting in the carriage felt any anger or resentment towards his mockery.

 Instead, everyone heaved a sigh of relief and felt much more relaxed.

 At the moment Link said "boring", they truly felt a deep, chilling coldness.

 Like a cold-blooded butcher devoid of any emotion, scrutinizing them with a discriminating eye, assessing which part of them was the most tender and delectable.

 Even after Link's figure disappeared and the rail transit train continued to move, many people still felt a chill, each feeling lingering fear.

 "Link, you... you were really scary just now."

 Jasmine, who had been purposefully positioned to the side and slightly behind by Link and had not been directly impacted by the murderous intent that Link purposely provoked, still felt very uncomfortable, her hairs stood on end, and her body was covered in goosebumps.

 After a slight touch of fear, came deep concern.

 She was worried that Link truly might have a mental condition.

 Link retracted his murderous aura and intention, removed the simulated image of Hannibal from his mind, and returned to his usual cheerful, big boy demeanor.

 Seeing the concern in Jasmine's eyes, Link reassured her: "I was just acting, scaring those scumbags. Don't worry, I'm fine."

 Jasmine nodded her head but said nothing more.

 However, she still suspected deep down that Link wasn't pretending.

 At this moment, they arrived at the potion shop.

 "What just happened? Such a strong murderous intent!"

 Before Link and Jasmine could greet her, the Serene Wizard who had prepared a warm, energizing drink, leaning against the counter with a beautiful porcelain cup, took a small sip and asked curiously.

 Earlier, she had sensed a raw but eerie aura of murderous intent.

 Out of curiosity, she took a look and discovered that it was actually Link scaring an entire carriage full of people, which piqued her interest even more.

 "A little trouble."

 Link said, seeming indifferent but actually full of implication, "I don't know who I've offended, they intentionally messed with me."

 They first left a suspicious package at my dormitory door early in the morning, then used magic stones to hire a bunch of thugs from the West District and some people from the academy to occupy all the seats on the first train, not wanting me to get to work on time."

 How could Serene Wizard not sense the clever scheme in Link's words? She gave Link a sidelong glance and pretended to be angry: "Little rascal, are you playing your tricks on me again?"

 Link scratched his head and chuckled: "I knew I couldn't fool the observant Serene Wizard with my obvious schemes."

 "So, why did you still play your tricks?"

 The Serene Wizard grinned teasingly.

 Her teasing grin revealed her elegance and charm.

 Link observed her, kept his cool, and deflected: "I just didn't have the heart to say it outright."

 "With your thick skin, you can feel embarrassed?"

 Serene Wizard scoffed, "To tell you the truth, I don't think there's anything that you, Link Grande, wouldn't dare to do!"

 "You're joking, Serene Wizard, you're just joking. There are plenty of things that I wouldn't dare to do."

 Link quickly tried to clarify his position.

 "Like what?"

 Serene Wizard did not let it go.

 "For example… for example… for instance, I wouldn't dare to lie to Serene Wizard."

 Link started by stammering a little before adopting a serious tone.

 Knowing that Serene Wizard is generally easy-going, Link allowed himself some freedom when interacting with her.

 "Okay, stop goofing around with me."

 Serene Wizard finished her drink and headed to the second floor, leaving behind a remark, "Deal with today's matter yourself and talk to Wizard Palo about it. You wouldn't be working here for long, just ten days left. I'm not going to fend for you, at most I'll give a heads up."

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard! Serene Wizard is beautiful and kind-hearted!"

 Link immediately complimented her. This was what he was trying to achieve, a roundabout way of flattering her.

 Serene Wizard didn't even bother to respond.

 Jasmine observed the interaction between Link and Serene Wizard the whole time, with no reactions.

 She knew that this was one of Link's strategies.

 He adopted different ways of speaking depending on the person he was talking to.

 Among the three Tier 3 wizards with whom he interacts frequently:

 In the face of Wizard Palo, Link tells the unvarnished truth, he always responds when asked;

 When dealing with Wizard Cody, Link is cautious and deliberate in his speech, never hiding anything yet also not volunteering more information than necessary;

 When facing the Serene Wizard, after getting acquainted, Link would play little tricks with his words.

 As long as it's not overdone and he maintains a good balance, the Serene Wizard would find it amusing rather than annoying.

 However, keeping this balance is notoriously difficult.

 Jasmine finds it challenging to achieve the appropriate balance, so she remains silent, watching quietly from the side.

 When the Serene Wizard had ascended to the second floor, Jasmine didn't bother to chat with Link and went to the female changing room to change into her uniform.

 Link proceeded to the backyard and commenced his work for the day.

 No matter what, as long as it's not a pressing matter, work must still be carried out well.

 The morning passed in busyness.

 After having lunch, Link headed straight back to the academy.

 This time, his journey went smoothly without any hindrances.

 Administrative Building, the "Thesis" Review Office.

 "Good afternoon, Wizard Palo."

 After knocking, Link entered the office and greeted courteously.

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo responded nonchalantly, his head still lowered, engrossed in the ever-busy "Ravensmouth Forum".

 The old teachers at the academy had sent another warning to Wizard Palo and Peter Lionel, reminding them not to take their antics too far.

 With nothing better to do, Wizard Palo entertained himself by idling on the "Ravensmouth Forum", thoroughly enjoying all the gossip.

 On the "Ravensmouth Forum", some esteemed Tier 3 witches, led by the callings of a few renowned Tier 3 wizards, established a non-profit organization named "Rise, Witches!" to uphold the rights of witches and eradicate all forms of discrimination and inequality.

 Within less than a day, calls for witch equality echoed throughout the entire "Ravensmouth Forum".

 There was even a tendency for this issue to transition from the forum to reality.

 "Sit."

 After a while, Wizard Palo finally set his intellectual brain device down and looked up at Link. "Serene said you had something to discuss with me?"

 "Yes, Wizard Palo."

 Link had been intentionally left waiting for a while, though he remained undisturbed and replied calmly, "Some rather unusual incidents occurred last night and this morning that I thought it necessary to discuss with you."

 "What happened?"

 Wizard Palo asked in a casual tone.

 "Last night, the 'Sea Sail Alliance' sent someone to invite me to join, which I declined."

 Link told the truth without exaggeration, "I have never had any contact with the 'Sea Sail Alliance'. The sudden invitation is highly likely to be prompted by someone else. Considering the alliance's close ties with the North District, I suspect 'Pure Blood Volition' is behind this, attempting to employ underhanded tactics to increase their chances of winning the wager. Additionally,"

 After a slight pause, changing his tone, Link continued, "This morning, I encountered a seat occupation incident on the rail transit train. After contemplating, I concluded it wouldn't have been the doing of the 'Sea Sail' Alliance, it had to be either 'Pure Blood Volition' or Sophie Lucia or someone from Lucia's Family."

 Wizard Palo nodded, signaling for Link, who had more to add, to continue speaking.

 Link expressed his thoughts, "I think it's necessary for you to pay attention to this situation. Currently, it's only targeted at Jasmine and me, and their measures have been fairly crude. More than likely, they're probing us. Without timely response, they might start taking actions against others involved in the wager on your side."

 "Is that all?"

 Wizard Palo asked, his expression neutral.

 From his facial expression and tone, it was impossible to figure out Wizard Palo's attitude at the moment.

 "Yes, that's all I had to say."

 Link nodded in response.

 "I thought you came to seek protection, but it turns out you were here to remind me."

 A hint of a smile played at the corner of Wizard Palo's mouth, a smile looking like he was laughing at a joke yet not quite. His tone was slightly odd.

 "Indeed, I sought your protection and yes, I also intended to remind you."

 Link met Wizard Palo's gaze, answering candidly without any hint of retreat.

 "Alright, that's good."

 The smile on Wizard Palo's face brightened a bit as he waved his hand, "You can leave now, I'll handle this matter."

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo."

 Link thanked courteously, "Sorry to have bothered you."

 He took a few steps back, then turned to leave the office.

 When he reached the door, Link started counting in his mind: one, two, three.

 As expected, Wizard Palo's voice came from behind him.

 "You are quite intelligent, I hope you can always stay intelligent, not just being cunning but also wise."

 This was a commentary on Link's series of measures in response to the incidents that occurred last night and this morning.

 These included calling the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet at the scene, not continuing to report afterwards, intimidating the seat occupier, using a rather transparent trick to communicate with Wizard Palo through the Serene Wizard, and his open sincerity towards Wizard Palo.

 He achieved his goals without appearing overly scheming.

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo, for the advice."

 Link turned around, bowed, and expressed his heartfelt thanks.

 Leaving the Administrative Building, Link felt much relieved.

 Actually, even if incidents like the ones from last night and this morning happened again, Link would still be able to handle them.

 But, there's no need to shoulder everything by himself.

 Otherwise, what's the point of having Wizard Palo as his backer?

 A crying child gets the candy.

 With such operations, the trouble was cut off at the root once Wizard Palo took over.

 Isn't that a relief?

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 "Sly Little Fox." 

 Watching Link leave the office, Wizard Palo mutters quietly.

 The more cunning Link Grande is, the more he admires him.

 Even those with extraordinary talents cannot go far or achieve anything if they are too honest.

 This is the nature of the world.

 The honest people always suffer.

 One loss, two losses, three losses, accumulated minor losses until they are utterly crushed.

 Wizard Palo, who has been through ups and downs for many years, has seen too many honest geniuses fall by the wayside.

 Picking up his laptop, Wizard Palo immediately makes a "video call" to Peter Lionel.

 "What's the matter?"

 The screen is black, and the heavy breathing, indescribable noise, and impatient voice of Peter Lionel come through, "I'm busy right now, spit it out!"

 Wizard Palo curses under his breath, then succinctly drops a line: "Just one thing, stop all minor tactics against Link Grande, don't force me to lose my temper."

 "Understood."

 The tone of Peter Lionel becomes even more impatient, "You hassle me over such a tiny matter. Is he your son? Why are you so concerned about him?"

 "Stop the nonsense, that's it."

 Listening to the increasingly impassioned solo singing of a woman, Wizard Palo, rendered remarkably speechless, promptly hangs up the call.

 "Bad luck!"

 Feeling his ears are somehow tainted, Wizard Palo grumbles, thereafter logging into the "Ravensmouth Forum" to browse posts about witch equality to distract his mind.

 On the other hand.

 After trying hard for a long time, Peter Lionel finally reaches a consensus with his partner, bringing a temporary end to the metamorphosis period, and hence ascends into the Sage realm.

 With a few spells cast at will, all the water stains, sweat stains, and other marks on the two disappear.

 Convenient, refreshing, and comfortable.

 While his female companion, satisfied and happy, goes to change her robe, Peter Lionel connects to Zoran Archie's communication.

 "Zoran, your probe has feedback."

 Without exchanging pleasantries with Zoran, Peter Lionel gets straight to the point, "Palo just contacted me, demanding that we halt all minor tactics against Link Grande."

 "Alright. I got it."

 On the screen, Zoran Archie still keeps his face rigid and expressionless and answers coldly, "Since we've tested Palo's attitude, let's arrange for someone to kill him during the match in the two districts."

 "Right, that's it, I have something else to do."

 Seeing his partner coming out of the cloakroom, dressed as a goddess from the World of God, Peter Lionel becomes excited and quickly ends the call.

 Another fierce battle is about to unfold.

 ...

 Link did not waste any moment.

 The four spells he bought from the black market still linger at the proficiency level; they need to be upgraded.

 He spent the whole afternoon on the seventh floor of the laboratory, practicing spells.

 He practiced the proficiency of individual spells and also frequently combined the 12 zero ring spells he mastered.

 Based on the spell casting technique developed from Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, he practiced "Continuous Casting", "Parallel Casting" and "Double/Multiple Casting", one by one, to deepen his understanding and improve proficiency.

 There is less than two and a half months left for the tournament in the two districts.

 With the limited information revealed by the college, Link learned that the most deadly form of the tournament is a one-on-one fight, and the most challenging one is exploring secret realms and surviving in desperate situations.

 These three forms have one thing in common that is, the participating apprentices in the tournament of the two districts are required to have high mastery and application of spells, although each has its emphasis.

 In a one-on-one fight, attack and defense spells are more emphasized. Use of Rune Objects and Magic Tools is not encouraged, but also not prohibited.

 But, it is a prerequisite for the competitors to provide a reasonable source of income, proving that the Magic Stones used to buy Rune Objects and Magic Tools are earned using their knowledge.

 Exploring secret realms emphasizes detection spells and various knowledge reserves.

 Surviving in desperate situations tests the overall ability of the competing apprentices, emphasizing slightly more on practice and less on theory.

 Since Link started preparing in advance, he must take these three forms as key targets for the preparation.

 Apart from practicing the 12 zero ring spells he mastered, Link also plans to select a few more zero ring spells and reserves them after the start of the spring term.

 Even if he only reaches proficiency and not mastery, these spells may still come in handy in some cases, right?

 Anyway, he is talented in spell casting, he can be capricious!

 After practicing spells for the entire afternoon, Link went through a few sessions of shallow meditation to recover his spiritual power and magic power, which exhausted him greatly.

 But Link, despite his tired body, went to pick Jasmine up when her shift ended.

 Nothing happened along the way.

 Jasmine initially planned to discuss a few questions that arose during her shift seeing the clear signs of fatigue in Link's eyes, but she chose to drop the idea.

 After eating dinner in the cafeteria.

 Jasmine volunteered: "I'm quite tired today. Let's not go to the library or laboratory. I want to go back to the dormitory and rest early."

 Link switched his thoughts and realized that Jasmine's suggestion was her way of soothing his concerns.

 "Okay."

 Link responded with a smile, then escorted Jasmine back to her dormitory.

 He didn't go to the library or laboratory by himself.

 Considering she was sympathetic to him, if he didn't refuse her suggestion on the spot, it would disappoint her.

 Link had been on tenterhooks lately, it was rare to rest.

 Link didn't plan to do anything else, he washed, changed his clothes, was in a deep meditation, then went to bed early.

 Slept till dawn, feeling very comfortable.

 Link even felt his spiritual power increased a lot.

 As he opened the system panel for a look, indeed, his spiritual power had already reached 45, increasing rapidly by 2 points!

 Tension and relaxation, the way of civil and military mastery.

 This saying made sense and is also applicable to a wizard's training.

 After meeting up with Jasmine, the two of them rode in the rail transit train, heading straight for the Southern District.

 Yes, the Southern District.

 Yesterday at noon, while having lunch at the shop restaurant, Serene Wizard named Link, Jasmine, and Wizard Tina to go to a factory in the Southern District to help debug the new production line of the Glasswort Series.

 With the rise and development of the women's rights movement on the "Ravensmouth Forum", Link Grande's popularity gradually faded away, and the heat of the Glasswort Series directly exploded.

 Female wizards and wizard apprentices visiting Serene Wizard's potion shop to buy the Glasswort Series, especially fragrances and perfumes, almost broke the shop's door due to the crowd.

 Serene Wizard hurriedly added two more production lines.

 The factory was already working overtime to rush the production, lacking technical staff to debug the new production line.

 Serene Wizard had no choice but to do it herself.

 She brought Tina because as a potion distribution assistant, Tina was on the regular learning and development path of a pharmacist. The next stage would be a potion refining assistant, until she became a qualified pharmacist.

 Unlike Link, who grows wildly depending on his talents for botany and magic apothecary.

 Bringing Link and Jasmine along was due to an unspoken rule of the academy.

 That is, the entity employing an apprentice for part-time work, in addition to giving compensation, should also cultivate the apprentice's relevant abilities.

 That was what Mina Havcheck paid a great price for, this attached cultivation.

 What a pity she was not assertive.

 The Southern District, the closest station to the destination.

 Just as Link and Jasmine got off the train, they saw Serene Wizard's big red hover car.

 "Good morning, Serene Wizard."

 Pulling open the car door and stepping into the hovercraft, Link and Jasmine greeted in unison.

 "Hm."

 Serene wizard casually responded, put her foot on the "accelerator", and the hover car shot out.

 Unlike the fully intelligent driving transport vehicles she had ridden before, Serene Wizard's hovercraft is a very retro manual operation.

 Link saw some parts that were similar to the cars from his previous life.

 Such as an operating handle similar to F1 racing car steering wheel, manual transmission, "accelerator", "clutch" and "brakes".

 A familiar shock.

 The hovercar was extremely fast, like a bolt of lightning.

 Fortunately Ravensmouth City had different lanes for people and cars, and the hovercar could choose between ground, low altitude, mid-altitude, and high altitude modes, so there was no worry about hitting people or cars.

 Jasmine had never been to the Southern District before.

 Before, when she looked out through the window of the rail transit train, she couldn't observe much.

 But now, even if the hovercraft was moving fast and the buildings outside the window were retreating even faster, she could still see a very noticeable contrast and gap.

 It was as if she saw the difference between her family's castle and a slum.

 Turns out, just a few streets apart, there was such a big difference.

 The hovercraft stopped and the three of them got off.

 Jasmine looked at the contiguous factories in front of her eyes, like matchboxes. Even without entering, she could feel a great sense of oppression.

 "Why are you dawdling?"

 Waving his hand to attract the attention of Jasmine who was in a daze, Link called her over to follow Serene Wizard into one of the many factories.

 The factory area was very clean and the factory building layout was very sensible and standardized.

 No one came out to greet them.

 Serene Wizard led Link and Jasmine to the clean zone.

 The three of them each went into the men's/women's changing rooms, put on protective clothing, and then entered the "workshop".

 In the "workshop", other than the noise produced by the operation of machines, there was almost no other sound.

 On the assembly line, the workers, dressed in fully covered protective suits, were engaged in monotonous operations in a gloomy manner.

 Either supplying magic power, casting witchcraft, handling materials, or operating equipment...

 Their movements were precise, without a single trace of redundancy, more mechanical than the noisy machines.

 If you looked through the visor at the eyes of the workers, you would find a sense of numbness, completely lifeless.

 Like withered vines and rotten wood.

 "Link..."

 Jasmine was watching the scene in front of her. The Glasswort seeds were coerced, matured, preprocessed, finely processed, and then sent into the alchemy pharmacy chamber with witchcraft and special potions. They were diluted, mixed, canned... All this, looked less touching to her heart than that pair of numb eyes.

 She tugged at Link's sleeve and asked in a low voice, "Are these the Storm Sea New Bloods who did not advance to become official wizards within four years?"

 "No."

 Link shook his head.

 Hearing this, Jasmine's eyes suddenly revealed strong hope.

 She hoped to hear the answer she wanted to hear.

 Unfortunately, she only heard Link continue, "And a portion of local wizard apprentices with low qualifications or special reasons."

 The light in Jasmine's eyes suddenly disappeared.

 The truth was even more brutal than Jasmine thought.

 Not only are the Storm Sea New Bloods exploited to the extreme, those born on the continent also cannot escape suffering and numbness.

 This is the real world, the truth of the world.

 Some people own herds of cattle and horses.

 And others spend their whole lives as cattle and horses.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 "Thank you, Link." 

 Jasmine closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and suppressed the tumultuous emotions brewing in her heart.

 In a fleeting moment, she remembered leaving the Quete Archipelago, arriving at the academy, indulging in social entertainment, changing her mindset, following and learning, conducting research experiments, improving her grades, working part-time, and witnessing today's events.

 It was as if she were a newly forged sword, subjected to raging flames and uncountable strikes. Once quenched in water, the sword instantly took shape,

 Jasmine had suddenly matured quite a lot.

 Opening her eyes, the former self - cunning, a tea enthusiast, and codependent noble young lady was gone. In front of Link, she was now a truly suitable wizard's apprentice.

 Rational, self-serving, and relentlessly climbing upward.

 Whether in pursuit of knowledge, truth, and power, or authority and status.

 "Wow!"

 Wizard Serene looked back at her and expressed her admiration.

 Wizard Palo had originally sent Jasmine Kidman to Serene to be an intern and a guide. At first, after reviewing her file, Serene was not eager to accept her.

 Her qualifications weren't remarkable, she appeared rather tender-hearted and couldn't handle adversity well.

 However, noting that Kidman had fully adhered to two development projects, Serene reluctantly agreed.

 Later, during their interactions, Serene discovered qualities in Jasmine Kidman that changed her perspective.

 Jasmine was willing to listen, able to reflect, and learn from the advanced, to make up for her shortcomings.

 Jasmine Kidman, in her position as a guide, had become skilled and capable of managing on her own after only two days.

 Wizard Serene noticed that besides introducing Jasmine Kidman to Link Grande, he didn't provide any overt assistance.

 That was entirely thanks to Jasmine's own abilities.

 So, that was why Serene chose to bring Jasmine Kidman today.

 Initially, she planned to let Link Grande and Jasmine Kidman witness large-scale potion production, to accumulate experience for the future industrialization of laboratory product design.

 Unexpectedly Jasmine Kidman had a sort of spiritual baptism.

 This was beneficial for Jasmine Kidman, both in the present and the future.

 "Test your spiritual power once you get back, you'll be surprised."

 Wizard Serene offered this suggestion.

 Jasmine, feeling much better than before, revealed a joyous expression.

 Soon, Jasmine controlled her emotions and followed Wizard Serene's tempo.

 The main task today was to adjust the new Glasswort production line, not her emotional changes or improvement in strength.

 Jasmine had a knack for understanding the situation.

 She knows what needs to be done and when, she never kicks up a fuss.

 This was extremely important, regardless of whether one admired or disregarded her, she was never annoying.

 The new production line adjustment wasn't complex, it didn't require Wizard Serene to personally step in.

 However, the overwhelming orders left the factory overwhelmed.

 Considering Link Grande was a gifted alchemist, Serene decided it would be beneficial to foster this talent, and thus planned today's adventure.

 Throughout, Wizard Serene didn't lift a finger, instead instructed Link and Jasmine, especially Link.

 They scurried around, tripped, failed, and started over.

 It took an entire morning to complete a task that would take an experienced person less than half an hour.

 Leaving the "workshop", they changed out of the protective gear, and left the factory.

 Wizard Serene flicked a finger, and the sweat and grime on Link and Jasmine vanished instantly.

 She didn't want her own beloved vehicle to be tarnished.

 Link looked down at his clean body recalling a lingering idea since school started.

 After climbing into the floating vehicle, and once the speed stabilized, he couldn't help asking. "Wizard Serene, are there any magic spells in the Water or Wood system that could clean instantly like earlier?"

 "Why would this interest you?"

 Curiously, Wizard Serene asked.

 "Um…"

 Link pondered for a while before honestly replying, "I feel that having to wash every day is too time-consuming."

 "Hehehe…"

 Upon hearing this, Wizard Serene chuckle uncontrollably.

 Link didn't know which part of his comment caused Wizard Serene's intense reaction.

 He certainly didn't expect such a huge response.

 That's when Jasmine chimed in, "Wizard Serene, I'm also quite interested in this. Could you please teach us?"

 Eventually, Wizard Serene contained her laughter. Without beating around the bush, she explained, "It's not witchcraft, it's just a simple use of spiritual power and magic power. However, if you want to master this skill, you have to first become an official wizard."

 "Oh, so that's how it is."

 Jasmine immediately lost interest in this witchcraft skill.

 But Link was contemplating how long it would take for him to learn this witchcraft skill.

 If everything goes smoothly, perhaps by this time next year, he wouldn't need to worry about cleaning and washing every day.

 "Keep working hard."

 Wizard Serene encouraged the two and then focused on driving her beloved car.

 She enjoyed the feeling of speed while being in control.

 Soon, they arrived at the potion shop.

 As the trio alighted from the vehicle, the intelligent kitchen in the restaurant just finished preparing lunch.

 After a busy morning, not only was a considerable amount of spiritual and magic power spent, but also a significant amount of physical strength.

 It was rare for Link to experience the feeling of hunger once again.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 Even Jasmine had become less self-conscious about her table manners while eating.

 Together, they had effortlessly consumed half as much more food than usual, leaving Sharia, Tina, and Ayla completely astonished.

 They had only missed one morning meal, but their appetites had already ballooned so much?

 Luckily, the smart kitchen provided more than enough food, or else it wouldn't have been enough.

 After lunch, they rested for a bit, then started to work.

 Plants and herbs left untreated during the morning awaited Link's hand.

 It was yet another busy afternoon.

 Only when the horizon was tinged with the redness of evening was Link able to continue his work on the plants and herbs.

 Business had been booming for two days, straining various aspects of their work.

 At the conference, the six potions launched for level one and two wizards were almost sold out.

 Link's workload had thus significantly increased.

 However, only Link had spent over a month working double time. Having honed his skills, he was much more efficient than when he first started, enabling him to keep up.

 But the Serene Wizard would still need to consider bringing in additional help.

 After next week, Link and Jasmine wouldn't be able to work part-time at the store.

 They would rest for a couple of days before the spring term began.

 What? The New Year?

 In the Wizard World, this is not celebrated; it's just an update on the calendar.

 Under the evening glow, Link and Jasmine left the Potion store and walked toward the platform.

 "Jasmine Kidman, Link Grande, it really is you, wait a moment, wait a moment."

 Just as they were about to board, Link suddenly heard someone calling for him and Jasmine. The voice was rather familiar.

 Quickly searching in his Hall of Memories, Link immediately recognized the voice as that of Jiminy Hendrix.

 He was one of the five who had left the Quete Archipelago and later went to the Metal and Flame Business Society. (See Chapter 6)

 "Why is he here?"

 Following the sound, he found Jiminy Hendrix waving his right hand, causing Link to wonder.

 At the same time, he also waved at Jiminy Hendrix and walked towards him.

 "Jiminy, long time no see."

 Link greeted him, extending his right hand first.

 "Yeah, it's been almost half a year!"

 Jiminy gripped his hand tightly, and didn't want to let go for a long time.

 He seemed genuinely excited to see Link and Jasmine again.

 "Jiminy, are you doing well?"

 Jasmine also walked up and warmly greeted him.

 In a unfamiliar place, even if one had stayed for a while, it's still foreign. So, meeting companions from the same place was considered a rare joy.

 "Hello, Jasmine. I'm glad to see you again."

 Jiminy let go of Link's hand, wiped his sweaty palms on his clothes, and then cautiously shook hands with Jasmine.

 "Do you have free time now? Let's find a place to catch up."

 After exchanging pleasantries, Link took the initiative to suggest a change of location since the street corner was not a place for reminiscing.

 Jasmine's green eyes also fell on Jiminy.

 "Yes, yes, yes," replied Jiminy, nodding enthusiastically.

 He said. "I came here with a transport team from the society. I have some free time now. I just have to go back to sleep tonight."

 "Okay."

 Link looked around and chose a direction according to the map in his mind, "Come on, I know there's a nice little shop nearby that's great for a chat."

 "Okay, okay, okay."

 Jiminy agreed enthusiastically.

 This reaction made Link secretly take note.

 Jiminy's way of speaking had significantly changed since they left the Quete Archipelago and were en route to the West Coast.

 Some powerful stimulus must have triggered this huge change.

 The small shop was not far from the platform, it was just a few minutes' walk. They specialized in hot drinks and snacks. It was one of the places Link told himself he couldn't afford when he first walked around the East District.

 However, today he ran into someone from his hometown, and the first dividend from the Silver Star Flower's new germination method had been issued, and there were still hybrid breeding dividends to follow, so he didn't mind being extravagant.

 Link, considered the host, ordered a combo set of a hot drink and a snack for each of them after being seated by the waiter.

 "It's so expensive here."

 Jimmy watched the waiter walk away. Restlessly shifting in his seat, he voiced his discomfort in a near whisper.

 "It's also our first time in such a high-end place."

 Recognizing Jimmy's uneasiness, Link reassured him, "It's a happy day. Jasmine and I get to bask in your glory and experience some high-end consumption."

 "Yeah, it's our first time here too."

 Jasmine chimed in.

 Indeed, it was her first visit to this small restaurant, and certainly the first extravagant expense since she entered Ravensmouth College.

 Magic stones are hard to come by.

 The waiter quickly served their meals.

 "Wow, this is nice!"

 Jimmy picked up his bowl carefully, sipped a little soup, savored the flavors with his eyes squinted, then sighed with satisfaction, "This tastes amazing, and it's even better seeing you guys again."

 As he spoke, a sadness flickered in Jimmy's eyes.

 He put down his bowl and said somberly:

 "It's a pity Chris is dead."

 "What?"

 Jasmine immediately let out a startled gasp.

 The news had come too suddenly.

 Link looked at him, waiting for Jimmy to continue.

 Jimmy let out a somber sigh. "A month ago, I was travelling with a caravan to deliver goods to Shadow City. I had to search for a while before I found Christina. She told me that not long after they entered Shadow City, probably less than two months, Chris got involved in a conflict over a resource."

 They had thought that giving up the resource and avoiding conflict would end the debacle. But, the other party was relentless, pursuing Chris and even menacing Christina.

 Fed up, Chris challenged the individual to a duel, which resulted in both parties critically injured.

 Without magic stones or money to buy potions, he just died.

 Even..."

 At this point, Jimmy's voice quivered. "He was even recycled by Shadow City without leaving a complete corpse behind!"

 Link knew how Ravensmouth College handled the bodies of the Storm Sea New Blood who died in the West District and remained unfazed by the news.

 But it was different for Jasmine.

 The news came as a significant shock to her.

 If not for the shocking education she received that morning which matured her somewhat, Jasmine would have found it much harder to digest the news.

 "What happened after that?" Jasmine, although visibly saddened, remained calm. "How is Christina? Is she doing well?"

 "Christina had a rough patch."

 Jimmy let out another sigh. "Then, she ended up under the protection of a member of a prominent Shadow City family. That's when her situation changed."

 Jasmine was no naive girl, and she understood what Jimmy did not openly say.

 "Ah..."

 But apart from letting out a long sigh, there was nothing else Jasmine could do.

 Link waited for Jimmy's mood to recover a bit before asking, "How about you, Jimmy? How are you doing?"

 Jimmy's face turned slightly unnatural, mildly embarrassed.

 He picked up a piece of pastry, carefully lifted it to his mouth with the support of his left hand, and nibbled it leisurely, thoroughly relishing it.

 Seeing this, Link decided to back off from asking any more.

 The expression was telling enough—there was a story and some problems, or maybe his recent situation hadn't been so good.

 He sipped some of the hot drink and tasted a bit of the pastry, relishing in the satisfying flavor and the slight tremor in his spiritual and magic powers.

 You get what you pay for.

 Half a top-tier magic stone was a fair price, and no part of it was ill-spent.

 Jimmy meticulously finished the pastry in his hand, leaving no crumbs. He scooped the leftovers into his mouth and savored the taste, washing it down with a sip of his drink.

 After enjoying the delightful flavors, he suddenly gulped down the rest of his hot drink quickly.

 He put the cup down, picked up the napkin next to his utensils, wiped the smudge from the corner of his mouth and gave a bashful smile, saying, "I've never had pastries this delicious, or drinks this good. I'm sorry you had to spend so much."

 Link laughed and said, "The most important thing is to be happy."

 "Yeah."

 Jimmy agreed, repeating, "Isn't that the truth? Being happy is the most important thing."

 However, seeing the bitterness in Jimmy's eyes, Link thought, you probably want to say...

 Staying alive is the most important!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 Jimmy returned to the trade caravan's headquarters.

 Not long after finishing their drinks and snacks.

 The three were not familiar with each other, even though they had spent five days together on the White Sail, what kind of friendship could they possibly form?

 There were not many topics to talk about, Jimmy clearly didn't want to talk about his current situation, let alone Link and Jasmine's.

 So, after a moment of silence, Jimmy took the initiative to say goodbye to Link and Jasmine.

 Watching Jimmy's figure disappear at the end of the street, Jasmine let out a sigh, her green eyes watery as she looked at Link.

 She could clearly remember more than half a year ago when they all left the Quete Archipelago, outwardly indifferent, yet inwardly brimming with confidence and ambition.

 Who would have thought that it seemed like just yesterday that they stepped off the White Sail, discussing their individual choices, and Chris, who was used to shielding his sister from the rain, was already dead.

 Without her brother's protection, Christina's future would definitely be more challenging.

 Jasmine really wanted to help, but...

 She had the will but not the power.

 Even giving some Magic Stones seemed inappropriate.

 After deep thought, Jasmine gives up this idea, or rather, buries it deeply in her heart.

 If there is a day in the future when she can lend a hand, if she hasn't forgotten her original intent today, let's talk about it then.

 Life is fragile, and the road is full of twists and turns.

 How could Jasmine know what her future holds?

 Whether to become a beast, numb with pain, fall into obscurity, or to take fate by the throat, refusing to be an expendable chess piece.

 Her right hand moved slightly, wanting to reach out to pull on Link's sleeve, but she let it drop and gave up.

 "Let's go, Link, let's go back to the academy."

 Jasmine lowered her head, not letting Link see her eyes, she solemnly said, and then walked towards the station, walking ahead of Link.

 Be brave, Jasmine.

 Be independent, Jasmine!

 Jasmine told herself this in her heart.

 As she walked, she didn't know what she was thinking about.

 Suddenly, all the unhappiness, gloom, and grief were suddenly thrown behind by Jasmine.

 She put her hands behind her back, and her steps changed from heavy to light, she moved forward with a bounce, her high ponytail swinging like her current mood.

 Happiness was indeed contrasted.

 Jasmine knew that thinking this way wasn't good, it would be disliked.

 But she truly felt that she was luckier and happier than most people.

 She glanced back at Link, who was walking behind her, and the corners of her mouth lifted slightly.

 This is pretty good.

 Link couldn't understand why the girl's mood changed so quickly, he just quietly followed behind her.

 People came and went on the platform, it was very bustling.

 What a thriving sight, so different from the numb pain of the Southern District.

 They took the mono-rail train back to the academy.

 It was already late when they returned, but Jasmine still actively suggested going to the library to read and study.

 Link had no objection, he also needed to look up some information.

 They didn't return to their respective dormitories until midnight.

 As per usual, they practiced Deep Meditation after washing up, then went to sleep.

 The next day, it was the fifth Saturday of the vacation.

 Clearly, Wizard Palo's advice has taken effect.

 Zoran Archie, using very rough and inferior means, tried to test the importance of Link Grande in Wizard Palo's heart, and then stopped his underground actions.

 Link and Jasmine didn't encounter any obstacles on their way to work, they arrived at the pharmacy shop smoothly.

 This put Link's mind at ease a bit.

 It's not that he was afraid of trouble, but that less trouble was certainly better.

 "Link, come here."

 As soon as he walks into the pharmacy shop, Serene Wizard beckons to Link and calls him over.

 "Good morning, Serene Wizard."

 Link walked over; he was quite charming, "If there is anything you need me to do, just let me know."

 Serene Wizard said: "Today, tomorrow, the day after tomorrow, you'll be responsible for the fine processing of plants and herbs for these three days."

 "No problem."

 Link didn't even have to think about it, he immediately agreed.

 After working part-time for more than a month, he was already familiar with the pre-processing of common plants and herbs in the pharmacy shop. Continuing to do pre-processing work, apart from improving his proficiency a little bit, he wouldn't learn much new.

 He had been coveting the fine processing for a long time.

 Unfortunately, Wizard Tina did a good job, there was no opportunity to intervene.

 Now that Serene Wizard took the initiative to bring it up, it couldn't be better.

 "Alright, if there's nothing else, you can go."

 Serene Wizard waved her hand, dismissing Link, then she went back to enjoying her refreshing hot drink.

 Link didn't dawdle either, and immediately went with Jasmine, who was waiting by the side, to change into their uniforms.

 It was clear that when Tina arrived, she had already received instructions from Serene Wizard. She patiently explained to Link the process of fine processing, the small tricks, and her own insights.

 The process and small tricks were part of the normal work handover, the insights were Tina's goodwill.

 Indeed, it was over a month that Link has done the pre-processing very well, with almost no flaws, which brought convenience to Tina's work, and this was the reward.

 "Thank you, Tina, you are so kind and beautiful!"

 Link sincerely thanked her, his tone charming.

 After all, Tina was the one who insisted that Link should call them "sisters" instead of "wizards".

 Having a sweet tongue won't do any harm.

 "Hehe."

 Tina giggled behind her hand, winking at Link, "You're sweet, no wonder Jasmine is madly in love with you."

 "You're joking."

 Link immediately cleared the air, "Our friendship is purely platonic, don't speak nonsense."

 "Alright, whatever you say. If you have any problems, come to me, and I will help you if I am free,"

 Tina did not continue to tease him, but left these words before turning and leaving, a gentle fragrance lingering in her wake.

 Working at the potion shop, during the buzz of the Glasswort Series, they had to use Glasswort Fragrance and (or) perfume in order to not be targeted when going out.

 The Witches' Equality Union was not for play, it has already become a reality from a topic in the Ravensmouth forum.

 Last night, the first Witches' Equality Conference was held.

 A few powerful women, famous Third-Level Wizards, were elected as presidents and vice-presidents of the Witches' Equality Union.

 Their program, demands, slogan, organizational structure struggle strategies, and means of struggle have all been discussed and turned into documents. They were distributed to the members of the union and also uploaded to the "Ravensmouth forum".

 The next step is to apply to the academy for the first equality struggle event.

 Well... all of this was both relevant and irrelevant to Link.

 After a series of vaunted discussions, the witches' equality movement sparked by Link Grande and the Glasswort Series had minimized Link's personal involvement. In the top thirty trending topics and posts on the "Ravensmouth Forum", there was no trace of Link Grande.

 This was a great outcome for Link.

 Back to the main topic.

 After Tina left, Link familiarized himself with the facilities and equipment in the operating room, carefully read the "Detailed Procedures for the Processing of Today's Raw Materials", and only started work after confirming all was in order.

 Considering that he had to supply plants and herbs to Serene for potion refining on time.

 Link's work mode had to change a tad.

 After pondering it over and arranging it rationally, various plants and herbs were successively pre-treated and precisely processed, then transported to the second floor's potion refinery via the conveyor belt.

 Doing so ensured the supply, but the downside was that Link was running around between the two operation rooms like a spinning top.

 Luckily, he had spent the past month watching Tina's operations during his spare time.

 He knew all about the process and operation of processing various kinds of plants and herbs, even if he hadn't executed them himself.

 "You're doing well."

 During lunchtime, Tina specifically praised Link, "Keep it up, I have high expectations for you!"

 The better Link did his job, the happier Tina would be.

 As Serene's Potion Distribution Assistant and soon-to-be Potion Refining Assistant. Tina could concentrate on aiding Serene on the second floor while also learning about potion refining. This was far more efficient than spending a lot of time on the precise processing of plants and herbs.

 Whether it was work or study, it benefited Tina.

 "Okay, I will."

 Link responded, "Thank you for your encouragement, Tina."

 At that time, Serene the wizard passed by and overheard their conversation. She added reluctantly, "It's a shame that you won't be staying for long. After next week, you have to go back to the academy and continue your studies."

 When she heard this, Tina exhibited a clear look of disappointment in her face.

 A good assistant was hard to find.

 And Serene's expectations were high.

 If no new colleague filled the gap in time, wouldn't Tina have to handle the pre-treatment and precision processing of plants and herbs, as well as the potion distribution?

 In that case, there would be no time left for her to strive for the position of Potion Refining Assistant.

 Seeing Tina reminiscing, Serene didn't let her continue, and directly clarified, "I have found someone who can replace Link in time, don't worry."

 Hearing this, Tina couldn't help but sigh in relief.

 It was good that there was a replacement.

 She doesn't want to take a step back, losing time.

 "Thank you, Serene."

 Tina sincerely thanked her, bursting with gratitude.

 As the owner of the shop and a widely famous pharmacist, Serene didn't need to explain for her sake.

 "Would you like me to make Jasmine your assistant?"

 Serene then looked at Link and asked.

 This question was not easy to answer.

 Link thought for a moment and said, "It depends on both your arrangements, Serene, and Jasmine's will, I can accept either."

 Why didn't he just agree?

 The reason was not complicated, and it was twofold.

 Firstly, Link did not want to make decisions on Jasmine's behalf, especially big decisions that impact her.

 Secondly, Jasmine was quite good as a guide, and processing plants and herbs could be studied back at the academy in the lab.

 Of course, this was just Link's personal opinion.

 Everything depends on Serene's decision, and Jasmine's own choice.

 "Alright, I'll ask."

 Serene watched Link carefully, revealing a smile, however subtle.

 No matter what Link was thinking, at least he showed respect for Jasmine. He did not treat her as a tool or a puppet.

 This was very important.

 It was also highly valued by Serene.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 "Serene Wizard, thank you for your kindness."

 Jasmine's choice did not surprise Link, she declined Serene Wizard,

 "But I feel that there's still much I have not yet mastered in my current position as a guide. It's not the right time to switch to preprocessing and refining plants and herbs."

 After speaking, she anxiously awaited Serene Wizard's reply, unsure whether her rejection would upset her.

 Contrarily, Serene Wizard was not upset, rather pleased.

 For a wizard, or an apprentice wizard, to achieve something, regardless of the magnitude, perseverance is a requisite.

 Those who merely echo others, lack opinions, or easily yield to others are of little regard to Serene Wizard and even less favored.

 "Hmm, very good."

 Serene Wizard nodded, her expression quite pleased, and then took her tray and left.

 Seeing this, a weight lifted off Jasmine's heart and she let out a small sigh of relief.

 She had always seen Link and Serene Wizard chatting and laughing together, it was only until now when she had to face the Serene Wizard herself, that she could fully comprehend the pressure.

 How to describe it?

 Just like an ant standing in front of a giant, although the giant means no harm and even offers food, the ant instinctively fears the giant.

 Because a simple breath from the giant could easily kill the ant.

 "I did not do anything wrong, did I?"

 After some thought, Jasmine could not resist whispering.

 Link did not respond, merely shaking his head.

 Living under the same roof as Serene Wizard, no matter how quietly one speaks, it's futile.

 What needs to be heard, will be heard.

 "Well, that's good then."

 A deep sigh of relief escaped Jasmine, her heart finally at ease.

 After lunch, the bustle resumed.

 Link was busy moving back and forth between tasks like a spinning top, not stopping for a moment, fully absorbed.

 Not until the sun set and the sky was dyed with the afterglow.

 The day's work was finally over.

 Link and Jasmine changed out of their outfits and left the potion store, heading to the platform.

 From afar, Link noticed five figures huddled and shifting around the platform.

 Like ants on a hot pan, visibly flustered.

 "What's the matter?"

 Approaching the platform and closer to the five brutes, Link asked, smiling.

 "Big... Big brother, there... there's a matter."

 For reasons unknown, whenever the leader of the brutes saw Link, he'd trip over his words, stuttering, "No... No big deal, just... just to explain about last time."

 These recent days, even though Link showed no signs of causing them trouble, the five brutes could not calm their nerves.

 Forgive them for their ignorance, they only learned about the dispute between Serene Wizard's potion store and Lucia Potion Shop this morning.

 They truly didn't have the spare money to buy a "Ravensmouth Forum" account registration.

 They only came to know about this after overhearing others casually discussing the increasingly prominent witch equality movement.

 These brutes simply lacked talent and strength, not the brains.

 After some thought, they realized they had been used in a feud between two figures poised to ascend to sageship.

 This wasn't much of an issue though.

 The trouble was that they had upset a refined but ruthless person.

 After much contemplation, the brutes felt it necessary to explain and apologize in person.

 So that later, this ruthless person wouldn't deal with them as how that fool was dealt with last time.

 By then, they wouldn't even know how they died.

 "Oh, that thing."

 Upon reflection, Link deliberately dragged out his words, "No need to explain, I didn't care much."

 "Thank... Thank you, big brother."

 The brutes nodded repeatedly as if pounding garlic.

 "Hmm. Be more careful in the future, don't just take any jobs."

 Seeing the railway transport train about to pull in, Link waved his hands, motioning for the brutes to leave.

 "Thank you for your guidance, big brother. Thank you, big brother."

 The brutes prostrated in gratitude again and again.

 Link paid no more mind to the brutes, boarding the train with Jasmine.

 As soon as they were seated, Jasmine couldn't hold back, "Link, what on earth have you done? People in the academy and outside are terrified of you!"

 Link remained silent.

 Indeed.

 His image, unbeknownst to him, had already become somewhat demonized.

 The five students inside the academy and the five brutes outside mirrored each other in their reactions when facing Link.

 Similar reverence, comparable terror.

 But the underlying differences were there.

 The five in the academy were merely accustomed to this demeanor while the five brutes were forced to tread carefully.

 After some thought, Link could only respond, "It's not that exaggerated."

 Jasmine rolled her eyes, her mind rife with objections.

 Not at all exaggerated!

 Look at how scared you have Mina Havcheck! She didn't even dare to compete with you!

 Hmm... It was Ayla who told Jasmine about this.

 Let's not even mention the others.

 Many times, Jasmine felt that if it hadn't been for her constant presence, Link would probably always act alone and never socialize.

 Put thoughts aside for now, just let it be.

 Jasmine rested her head against the carriage wall, closing her eyes for a brief rest.

 Upon returning to the academy, they took care of their hunger in the dining hall.

 Without stopping, the pair hurried towards the experiment building.

 Third basement level, in the laboratory.

 Link inputted some of the techniques, methods, and experiences from his outlets on plant and herb handling contacts into one of the intelligent simulation devices in the laboratory, teaching Jasmine one by one.

 For Jasmine, this was a highly efficient way of learning.

 For Link, it was also not a waste of time.

 A way to learn something old and new at the same time.

 After the teaching, Link independently turned to consult materials in the Advanced Literature Library.

 Jasmine, on the other hand, was constantly operating the intelligent simulation device.

 She wore a pair of glasses, and put on nearly transparent gloves full of "sensors" on both hands. Following the tutorial, she was practicing the pre-treatment of plants and herbs in the air.

 The glasses provided almost realistic visual feedback, the gloves provided a near real touch. Paired with the alchemy array of the intelligent simulation device, aside from the absence of actual objects, Jasmine's and Link's working conditions were no different.

 As the night grew late, both left the lab feeling fulfilled.

 Jasmine had accumulated some experience in pre-processing plants and herbs. Link, on the other hand, found two articles about the previous years' inter-district competition on the "academic points" redemption page.

 He spent 2 "Academic Points" to redeem the two articles.

 After carefully reading them, Link's understanding of the inter-district games improved significantly.

 Initially, the academy didn't have the concept of inter-district games, and the junior division didn't even differentiate between the Southern and Northern Districts.

 Later, local students began to increasingly discriminate against and exclude the Storm Sea New Blood.

 Within the Storm Sea New Blood, there was a portion who unbearably feckless, not only incapable of standing up for themselves but also intolerant of others doing so.

 Another portion of the Storm Sea New Blood who were more resistant started to fight back.

 Conflicts rose among the several groups, fights and violent incidents regularly occurred, and instances of bloodshed were not uncommon.

 Forced by circumstances, the academy management set up the Southern and Northern Districts.

 The control of zero-ring witchcraft began at that time, gradually reducing the attacking witchcraft in the Witchcraft Trade Center.

 Flow control is better than blocking.

 In order for the opposition of the North and South districts not to become extreme, a platform and channel for venting opposition sentiments, was created with the establishment of the inter-district competition.

 The forms of competition are diverse and randomly selected. It's hard to predict, so it's difficult to prepare in advance.

 This is fair yet unfair for the New Blood of the Southern District.

 The fairness lies in the fact that before the competition starts, the participants are unable to obtain specific information.

 The unfairness lies in the fact that the local students of the Northern District generally have better conditions than the New Blood of the Southern District.

 Even if they cannot prepare in advance, in terms of overall quality, the students of the Northern District have quite a few advantages.

 It's as if the children in remote mountainous areas can only study the knowledge in textbooks.

 The children in big cities can extend a variety of interests and cultivate various specialties.

 The situation is very serious and not optimistic.

 Even with the help of the system, with one "Mind Closure Technique" and four talents, Link may not necessarily be stronger than the top students in the Northern District.

 There were always plenty of super geniuses.

 Returning to the dormitory, he didn't do anything else. He washed, meditated, and went to sleep.

 The next day.

 Work was as usual, uneventful.

 The day after, still uneventful.

 For four consecutive days, there weren't any significant changes in life.

 Except for the success of one witch equality movement's march which could be described as a success, and also could be a failure.

 It was a success because the march only went around the East District, and the participants in the march only consisted of a group of students.

 It was a failure because the march caused a great uproar on the "Ravensmouth forum", with endless heated discussions and quarrels.

 Link observed coldly, thinking that as long as the academy made a command, the increasingly farce-like witch equality movement might disappear overnight.

 The few third-tier witches who have been high-profile in the past few days should be close to achieving their goals.

 Equality?

 What they want is not this.

 They want some special privileges!

 On this matter, he didn't think too much about it.

 Link felt it was too far from himself, that it was better to live each day earnestly.

 Peacefulness always existed to be broken.

 On this day, Wednesday of the sixth week of the holiday.

 "Don't rush to work, come here first."

 Wizard Serene purposely called out to Link who had greeted her and was ready to dive into the two operating rooms in the backyard directly.

 "What's your command, Wizard Serene?"

 Link retracted his steps towards the backyard and asked.

 "Someone is coming to take your place today. You exchange work with him in the morning, and then let him do everything in the afternoon, and you come to the second floor."

 Wizard Serene said indifferently.

 "Thank you, Wizard Serene!"

 Without thinking hard, Link immediately voiced his thanks.

 This was absolutely a great thing!

 The second floor was Wizard Serene's exclusive area; all the special potions were brewed there.

 Of all the store employees, except for Tina who acted as the Potion Distribution Assistant and was about to become a Potion Refining Assistant, the other two had never been up there.

 The meaning behind Wizard Serene's words was to give Link a chance to witness proper potion brewing.

 Like the Glasswort series Link developed afore, that was called potion research, and that's different from potion brewing.

 The mass-produced products sold to the public and the samples that Link handed out had a lot of differences.

 This was pure cultivation!
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 "Hmm." 

 Without any hesitation, the Serene Wizard reservedly cyberducked to Link.

 She then stayed silent, picked up her cup, and sipped from the invigorating hot drink within.

 Observing this, Link decided not to disturb the Serene Wizard any further and went into the men's changing room to switch his clothes into the uniform.

 About fifteen minutes before the normal work hours started, a muscular, hulky, tall man walked into the store.

 Towering over two meters in height, with arms as thick as Link's thigh, a puffed chest muscle, a V-shaped upper body, and legs as round as Link's waist - everything indicated that he was a mini-giant.

 "Bosslady Serene, I'm here to report in."

 The giant spoke in a deep and resounding voice, which was obviously strived to be restrained, but it was still very loud.

 Link could even hear it clearly in the backyard.

 "Lokan, how many times have I told you to lower your voice!"

 The Serene Wizard had deliberately waited in the front hall and had not ascended to the second floor early, precisely to wait for the giant Lokan.

 However, upon their first sight, Lokan greeted her with a noisy outcry, which put her instantly in a miffed state.

 "Hehe."

 With a hearty smile, Lokan scratched his head apologetically and said, "I've already lowered my voice as much as possible, but that's how I naturally sound. Nothing can be done about it."

 "Humph!"

 The Serene Wizard glared at him and irritably said, "You always have so many excuses. Fine then, don't linger here with your silly chatter, go and hand over your duties in the backyard. And I'm warning you, don't you dare scare young Link!"

 "I won't, I love making friends the most," Lokan replied, thumping his chest confidently.

 Not having the energy to deal with Lokan, the Serene Wizard headed upstairs. When it comes to this oaf, he gets more boisterous the more you engage with him. When you leave him be, things become somewhat peaceful.

 Lokan was clearly not new to the potion shop and confidently walked past the stairs and the dining room, heading straight into the men's changing room.

 A uniform that suited his physique had already been prepared for him in a cabinet inside.

 After changing his clothes, Lokan headed over to the work area in the backyard.

 "Hello, I'm Lokan."

 Receiving the Serene Wizard's prior heads-up, and having recently learned about all the controversies and Wizard Palo's regard for Link Grande, Lokan, despite being a Tier 2 Wizard, extended his outsized right hand in a rare gesture of friendliness, not belittling Link, who was merely a wizard's apprentice.

 This sort of thing was exceptionally rare.

 Link couldn't tell the exact wizard's level of the giant standing before him, but given that he referred to the Serene Wizard as 'Bosslady,' coupled with the fact that she had recently stepped down from the front line, it wasn't hard to deduce that he was an official wizard.

 As to whether he was Tier 1, 2, or 3, Link had absolutely no idea.

 However, that did not stop Link from responding respectfully, promptly setting aside what he was holding, cleaning his hands properly, and accepting the handshake. If someone was showing him respect, he should receive it graciously, right?

 "Nice to meet you, Wizard Lokan. I am Link Grande," Link introduced himself as they shook hands.

 "Hmm."

 Letting go of Link's hand, Lokan nodded approvingly, "I know about you, you're remarkable, much better than I was at your age."

 "Oh no, not at all," Link said modestly, repeating, "Not at all, not at all."

 "Let's not beat around the bush anymore," Lokan waved his hand dismissively and laughed heartily, "Let's not scare this little guy anymore with courtesies. Hmm...Serene instructed me to take over from you, so why don't we start now."

 Upon hearing this, Link let out a sigh of relief.

 Dealing with an unfamiliar official wizard, with whom he had never before interacted and did not know the temperament of, was quite a challenge for Link.

 He had to carefully consider everything he said and did.

 Link didn't think that Wizard Palo's favoritism towards him warranted any slight against an official wizard.

 The friendlier the wizard, the more cautious Link felt he had to be.

 He was afraid that one misstep in his words might upset the other person.

 Getting down to business was all he wanted, just getting down to business!

 Link immediately took on a professional demeanor and began discussing the ins and outs of plant and herbal pre-processing and precision manufacturing.

 After being reminded by the Serene Wizard, Link had rehearsed his handover earlier.

 Now, as he began the handover, there wasn't a single moment of hesitation. He introduced the two tasks comprehensively, in-depth, and smoothly.

 "Great, leave this to me then!"

 Seemingly satisfied, Lokan excitedly slapped Link on the shoulder.

 Link's right shoulder immediately slumped down, causing him to stumble towards his side.

 If it hadn't been for Link's quick reaction, he would've been on the floor by then.

 The "Defender 3202" suit was of no use at all.

 This wasn't a magic attack but a simple application of brute force.

 The suit could only passively respond to witchery attacks, but it couldn't protect against physical blows!

 Link felt an unbearable pain in the right half of his body, but there was nothing he could do about it, and he certainly didn't dare to scream.

 What if this was done on purpose?

 You can't judge a book by its cover.

 The people appearing to be the most genuine are often the ones to be extremely careful of.

 Who knew whether Lokan was genuinely naive or just playing the fool?

 Fighting the pain, Link extended his left arm to raise his right arm, twisting to snap the dislodged shoulder joint back into place.

 Only then did Lokan awkwardly say, "Oh dear, look at my hand, being so careless and causing trouble. I'm sorry about that, young Link!"

 As soon as he said that, Lokan cast a healing spell.

 The bright, emerald green light surged from his right fingertip, settling on Link's excruciatingly painful right shoulder.

 In the blink of an eye, a cool sensation circulated around the injured area, dissolving the acute pain and swelling.

 Releasing his left hand which was supporting his right upper arm, Link wiped the cold sweat off his forehead and said with a smile, "It's fine, it's just that I'm too weak to withstand the strength of Wizard Lokan."
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 Lokan seemed to breathe a sigh of relief, praising, "It's good that you think this way. I was worried that you misunderstood. I didn't intentionally make things difficult for you..."

 While speaking, Lokan slapped his head, bemoaning, "The more I explain, the more it looks like I did it on purpose."

 Link, not wanting to dwell on the topic, said, "Wizard Lokan, in your view, has our handover been completed?"

 "Yes, yes, yes."

 Lokan laughed heartily, "You explained everything so thoroughly and comprehensively. How could it not count as completed handover? You can go about your business, I'll take over here."

 "In that case, Wizard Lokan, I will be going now."

 Link waved with his left hand and walked out of the backyard. He went into the men's locker room to change out of his somewhat dirty uniform.

 In the meantime, Link made sure to check his right shoulder.

 Thanks to Wizard Lokan's healing magic, from the outside, there were no visible issues, no sign of injury at all.

 Link didn't linger, he put on a new uniform, left the dressing room, and headed upstairs.

 The first and second floors were approximately the same size but had entirely different layouts.

 The entire second floor was open, with glass walls partitioning different functional areas.

 Wizard Serene sat in the living/work area. The moment she saw Link, she casually asked, "Did Lokan make things difficult for you?"

 In this potion shop, there was hardly anything that could escape Wizard Serene's ears and eyes.

 As long as she wished, she could detect even the footsteps of an ant.

 The only exceptions were the men's and women's changing rooms.

 Special materials were added during their construction, and through the use of alchemy, they insulated against detecting spiritual power and maximally weakened the senses.

 Link shook his head and said, "No, Wizard Lokan was very cordial."

 "Really?"

 Wizard Serene squeezed out a question from her nose, her tone shifted, and she calmly explained, "Lokan has no ill intentions towards you. It's his habit; whenever he sees someone more handsome than him, he feels like giving a slap."

 Link remained silent.

 Some questions demanded an answer, and some he did not want to answer.

 Not telling falsehoods was Link's principle.

 He honestly didn't think Wizard Lokan was hard on him earlier and indeed thought he was very cordial.

 But regarding the slap being Lokan's habit or not-

 Sorry, Link wasn't that magnanimous. He had been slapped, suffered intense pain, and still had to be understanding?

 At most, he wouldn't hold a grudge.

 And indeed, Link didn't hold a grudge.

 Seeing his reaction, Serene didn't continue the topic and instead instructed, "Today, tomorrow, and the day after, you'll be working with Tina, helping with potion distribution."

 "Sure, Wizard Serene."

 Link responded. His gaze shifted and found Tina, who was already busy, and walked over.

 Potion distribution was not as simple as transferring liquid from a larger container to smaller ones. It required significant skills.

 Detailed knowledge of potions' characteristics, distribution methods, precautions and more were all fundamental requirements.

 Some potions were delicate and demanded severe storage conditions. The slightest mistake, such as not storing them in dark potion bottles, would render them ineffective upon exposure to sunlight.

 There were countless instances like this.

 Therefore, mastering Potion Study, being proficient in techniques, and being bold yet cautious were all essential skills for a Potion Distribution Assistant.

 Link came upstairs with the aim to learn.

 That's why he did not rush to bother Tina while she worked and did not hastily start work himself. Instead, Link stood aside, watching Tina's operation quietly.

 After a while, Tina finally finished diluting and distributing a large bottle of "Regret" potion base.

 Observing the crystal-clear, ten "Regret" potions, stored in special glass potion bottles, exuding an indescribable allure-

 This allure was known as the Magic Stone, and it was a standard second-class Magic Stone!

 Link admired Tina greatly. Holding so many standard second-class Magic Stones, her hand remained steady during the entire process, with no flaws and impressive finesse.

 "You are here."

 After putting the ten "Regret" potions into the refrigerator, Tina greeted and then asked, "What do you think after watching?"

 Link thought for a moment, honestly saying: "It feels very exciting!"

 "Why?"

 Tina was quite curious about Link's statement.

 "I was standing on the sidelines, not even daring to breathe heavily, afraid of affecting you,"

 Link laughed, "If something went wrong, all those Magic Stones-I wouldn't be able to afford it! Even if I sold myself, I wouldn't be able to afford it!"

 "Hee-hee-hee…"

 Tina's laugh was easily triggered. She was amused and let out a laugh that sounded like a honk.

 Laughter echoed in the potion distribution room, making it feel even weirder.

 After a while, Tina stopped her strange laughter and said, "Don't worry, if it really comes to that, I'll introduce you to some wealthy ladies. Even if we sell you, they can afford it."

 Tina paused before revealing the reason for her strange laughter, "After all, there have been a few wealthy ladies discreetly inquiring how much it would cost to have you, the 'Friend of Witches', their 'toy boy'."

 A befuddled expression crossed Link's face.

 What the hell does that mean?

 Are witches that wild?

 I'm still underage, still naive,

 Can they really go through with that?

 Faced with this inappropriate topic, Link chose to remain silent.

 Perhaps feeling it was inappropriate to broach this topic in front of a minor, Tina wisely changed the subject, asking, "What's your plan? Watch first, or dive right in?"

 "I wouldn't dare to just dive in."

 Link shook his head, "I think I'll just follow your lead for now, Tina. When the time is right, then I'll step in."

 "That sounds good."

 Tina agreed without any sign of selfishness.

 For the rest of the morning, Link followed Tina around, watching primarily, occasionally assisting and handing her tools.

 Of course, he couldn't just watch. He also had to compare what he saw with the potion distribution knowledge and methods he had memorized.

 It's the practice of theory linking to reality.

 After a busy morning, it was time to change clothes and have lunch.

 Wizard Serene and Giant Locke didn't stay in the shop for lunch, they went out.

 Tina brought her lunch tray and sat with Link and Jasmine.

 She glanced around, looking a bit sneaky, and in a whisper, asked, "You've met the new colleague, is he easy to get along with?"

 Her voice was as faint as a mosquito's whisper, yet Sharia and Ayla, not too far away, heard it clearly.

 The two of them turned their heads and looked at Link at the same time.

 Clearly, the three female employees were very interested in this question.

 How could Link answer?

 Say it's easy to get along?

 Link only interacted with Lokan, the wizard, for a short time. He didn't really understand Lokan's temperament or style. If later, the three of them found Lokan difficult to get along with, whose fault would that be? Lokan's, or Link's?

 Say he's hard to get along with?

 That would be outright offensive.

 He just smiled, said nothing, and continued eating.

 Seeing Link's reaction, Tina empathized with his awkward situation and didn't press further.

 Sharia and Ayla were slightly disappointed. They had hoped to hear some inside scoop.

 What a bummer!

 After lunch, everyone took a brief rest before getting busy again.

 On the second floor, Tina raised an eyebrow at Link, whispering, "Is he difficult to get along with?"

 Link was somewhat speechless.

 Why was she still dwelling on this?

 Although he could understand Tina's concern...

 Among the three female staff, she would be dealing with Giant Lokan the most.

 If Lokan was difficult to get along with, she needed to be prepared.

 But couldn't she consider his perspective for a moment?

 "Sis..."

 A helpless expression crossed Link's face as he pleaded, "Please let it go. Stop asking me questions I can't answer."

 At his words, Tina chuckled awkwardly and finally gave up prying.

 Luckily, she was not one to hold grudges. Even though she didn't get an answer from Link, she didn't take it to heart.

 When it came to potion distribution, she taught Link as promised, without hiding anything.

 Link was truly grateful for this.

 He studied even more diligently!
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 Three days passed in the blink of an eye.

 During the day, Link was in the potions shop, learning how to package potions with Tina.

 In the evening, he would return to the academy and practice what he had learned during the day on the intelligent simulation equipment in the underground third-level laboratory.

 Like this, he barely reached a proficiency level that allowed him to try his hand at packaging some relatively ordinary potions.

 Well...

 The relatively common potions by Serene Wizard were equivalent to the six potions unveiled at the conference for rank one and two wizards. These potions were of such a high standard that many pharmacists could not make them in their lifetimes.

 When Link started working hands-on, he constantly felt like he was dealing with a magic stone instead of a potion.

 It was too hot to handle!

 Fortunately, Link was a brave and careful guy, and with the help of the "Mind Closure Technique". Even if he slipped up a bit, he still managed to package everything successfully without wasting anything.

 Tina marveled at this from the side.

 Recalling her early days, she had destroyed several bottles of precious potion concentrate the first time she tried her hand at it.

 Lucky for her, she had a good boss back then who didn't make her cover the losses.

 Otherwise, as Link had said, she would have been too expensive to afford even if she sold herself!

 "I am envious of your talent, young Link."

 Suddenly, Tina sighed with genuine emotion.

 Being talented meant you could act willfully.

 Tina is confident that before long, once Link makes up for his knowledge flaws in Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy, he will become a qualified official pharmacist.

 Unlike her, who had to climb up step by step from an odd-job worker in plant and herb pre-processing, fine processing worker, potion distribution assistant, potion refining assistant, trainee pharmacist, to an official pharmacist.

 It took her more than two years to become a potion distribution assistant under the rare opportunity of Serene Wizard's return from the front line. Only then she could aspire to become an official pharmacist.

 Otherwise, it would have taken her even more time!

 "Huh?"

 As Link carefully placed the potion into the refrigerator, he didn't feign ignorance to get past the situation. Instead, he earnestly responded, "Tina, what's there to be envious of? I envy you for graduating from the Senior Division at such a young age. It just so happens that I have a little talent in botany and potion studies. But whether I can become an official wizard is still up in the air, the road ahead is rough!"

 His words did have a slight comforting effect, though not significant.

 More importantly, it shifted Tina's attention, reminding her of some past events, both joyful and regretful.

 A smile appeared on her face, and a hint of nostalgia flickered in her eyes.

 In any case, those were the good old days.

 Coming back to her senses, Tina laughed and said,"Little Link, you may not know this, but in the spring semesters of the third and fourth years, the academy arranges at least two excellent opportunities. As long as you seize either or both of these opportunities, it won't be hard to advance to an official wizard."

 Link immediately became interested and asked, "Could you elaborate, Tina?"

 "I can't tell you more."

 Tina shook her head and said, " The academy has rules that prohibit disclosing too much about this. Just remember to perform well during the district competitions, and continue what you're doing now - research, write 'papers', produce results - the more, the better."

 After a moment's hesitation, Tina stressed, "For the academy, both strong combat power and outstanding research are always scarce and always welcomed."

 "I see."

 Link nodded, saying seriously, "Thank you for the advice, Tina. I'll keep it in mind."

 "Hmm. Back to work."

 Tina estimated that Serene Wizard would be back soon, so she decided to stop dilly-dallying.

 Of course, Link would not refuse. He walked over to the workbench and started working.

 For complex and high-difficulty operations, Link still served as Tina's assistant.

 For relatively simple operations with lower difficulty levels, Link would judge for himself. If he thought he could do it, he would definitely take the initiative.

 An opportunity missed is an opportunity lost.

 Once he left Serene Wizard's potions shop, it would be exceedingly difficult to find another opportunity to learn the whole process of potion refinement from scratch.

 He had to cherish it.

 And so, another busy afternoon passed.

 In the middle of it all, Serene Wizard and Giant Locke returned to the potions shop.

 As they passed the stairwell, Giant Locke casually glanced at the second floor staircase.

 To be honest, he would really like to go up there.

 But his hands were too clumsy, his talent in potion studies was insufficient, and his physique was somewhat too large. Serene Witch looked down on him for these reasons.

 That's why he envied those guys with high potion study talents so much.

 It's such a pity that such talent was invisible and could not be transplanted to him like those visible physical talents.

 What a pity!

 As the evening glow filled the sky, it was time to get off work.

 Leaving the potion shop, riding the rail transit, getting off the train, and walking on the road back to the academy.

 Jasmine couldn't help but ask, "Link, did the new wizard who came today give you a hard time?"

 The more she got to know Link, the more she could tell that his reaction to Tina's inquiry over lunch was a bit unnatural.

 "He didn't make things difficult for me."

 After thinking for a while, Link said, "There was just a little mishap that made me feel a bit unhappy, but it wasn't too serious."

 "Oh, that's good."

 Jasmine said understandingly, "Even if there were some problems, you should tolerate it a bit more. After all, we have just one more day."

 The following day would be the sixth Sunday of the vacation.

 The last day of their part-time job.

 After that, they would have a three-day break waiting for the start of the spring semester.
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 Jasmine was somewhat worried that Link's strong sense of retaliation would cause him to do something rash and foolish based on past instances.

 Even though she knew that her worry was somewhat unnecessary.

 Well, she was still worried.

 Link chuckled, "Don't worry, I'm not that reckless."

 "Right."

 Jasmine nodded, without adding anything else.

 As a guide, dealing with constant customers and introducing one potion after another, there was so much to say.

 To the point where Jasmine, at present, didn't wish to talk unless necessary, she wasn't too inclined to have a chat.

 The night's routine consisted of eating, experimenting, meditating, and sleeping.

 The next day.

 Still getting up early and still getting to work early.

 "This is your pay."

 The Serene Wizard was still the first one to arrive at the shop, sipping on her hot beverage in her right hand and pointing at the two boxes on the counter with her frail, white finger with her left hand.

 The boxes were of different sizes, and naturally, the magic stone they held varied in amount.

 The larger box belonged to Link.

 First, he worked longer hours. Second, the salaries for the preprocessing of plants and herbs, fine processing, and dispensing medication are higher.

 The smaller box belonged to Jasmine, who was content and did not show discontentment even if her earnings were less than Link's.

 How many first-year students from Stormy Sea couldn't even find a part-time job during the holidays, they could only stay in the academy and study?

 Lanny Taylor, right?

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Link and Jasmine thanked her simultaneously and each took their respective boxes.

 The changing room.

 Before changing into his uniform, Link opened the box and briefly glanced inside, surprisingly there were 54 standard level one magic stones.

 After some mental calculation, the daily wage for the preprocessing of plants and herbs turned out to be one standard level one magic stone, while the salaries for fine processing and dispensing medication were both two standard level one magic stones.

 This wage was much higher than the average wage disclosed on the "forum" for first-year Stormy Sea students taking on part-time jobs during the holidays.

 Jasmine's amount should be around 30 magic stones.

 It's great. Not only did she learn many new things and put many theoretical knowledge into practice, but she also reaped practical benefits.

 Packing up the box, Link walked out of the changing room full of energy and went upstairs.

 When you commit to a task, see it through to the end.

 You need to be responsible on the last day of part-time work, and do your own work properly.

 Tina showed up to work not long later. Seeing Link busily preparing in the potion dispensing operation room, she couldn't help but sigh: "Little Link, you've only been here for three days, and you've spoiled me."

 "How so, Tina?"

 Link placed a batch of matte potion bottles that needed preheating into the temperature-controlled box, closed the door of the box, and turned to ask.

 "Because you're too capable."

 Tina smiled, "these past few days have been so worry-free for me. Whatever I need, I get it immediately, I don't even need to prepare in advance."

 Link also laughed, but he didn't answer.

 A good assistant indeed significantly improves work efficiency.

 Based on his expectations of Jasmine, Link was expecting the same from himself in these days of assisting Tina.

 Strive to make everything perfect.

 After a short chat, the two started to get busy with their own things.

 The better the business of the potion shop, the heavier the work task!

 In the evening, they sent off the last customer.

 Closing most of the shop door, the sign on the door handle was flipped from "open" to "closed".

 The Serene Wizard called everyone to gather in the room that served as a dining room + bar.

 She waved her slender hand, and the bar immediately began to work.

 In no time, a tray with seven cups of golden, clear sparkling wine was moved to the counter.

 The Serene Wizard was the first to pick up a glass of sparkling wine.

 The remaining six people followed one after another.

 The giant Locke was the first, followed by Sharia, Tina, Ayla, and then Link and Jasmine.

 That's how status is demonstrated.

 In less than two days, through some small actions, giant Locke displayed his presence and established his status.

 The Serene Wizard raised her glass and made a toast: "Link Grande, Jasmine Kidman, congratulations on successfully completing your part-time work. I am very satisfied with your work, so I am holding a brief farewell party for you."

 After saying that, The Serene Wizard tilted her fair and delicate, slender neck upward and took a sip of the wine in her glass.

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard, thank you three sisters for taking care of us these past few days."

 Link also raised his glass and offered his thanks before taking a sip.

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard, for giving me this valuable opportunity. Thank you, three sisters, for your careful teaching and protection."

 With teary eyes, Jasmine, who was reluctant to leave, voiced her inner thoughts.

 As a guide, as the Serene Wizard had initially said, it was inevitable to come across some troublesome customers, inevitable for them to make things difficult for us.

 Sharia is a gentle big sister, who always noticed Jasmine in time and comforted and solved her dilemmas.

 Even Ayla, who didn't like Link, didn't make things difficult for Jasmine. On the contrary, she often very patiently taught Jasmine some scripts and sales techniques.

 "Congratulations to you."

 Sharia, Tina and Ayla each raised their glasses to wish Link and Jasmine, truly happy for them.

 A first-year student from Stormy Sea successfully finishing a holiday part-time job is indeed something to celebrate.

 The academy doesn't have explicit requirements, but these performances are recorded in the file.

 This was beneficial to the two opportunities revealed by Tina's slip of tongue.

 Giant Locke didn't say anything, just took a sip of his wine.

 They weren't familiar with each other, there was no bond.

 "Also, Link perhaps knows more about it, and little Jasmine is not completely ignorant."

 The Serene Wizard once again started speaking, "The Junior Division, the Senior Division, and this city, although they appear calm and safe on the surface, they are in fact riddled with crises. I hope that you can be courageous and diligent while also being mindful of the hidden dangers around you in the future."
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 This was a genuine admiration for Link Grande's talent in Potion Study and a true belief that Link Grande was worth cultivating. It was also a sincere recognition that Jasmine Kidman had some excellent qualities. Only then did the Serene Wizard offer some advice.

 For an average person, let along offering guidance, there was not even a brief farewell party.

 "Without further words, I wish you all the brightest future!"

 The Serene Wizard sipped from her cup, ending this brief but heartfelt farewell party.

 Everyone followed suit, drinking up their wine.

 After that, they all left the room, leaving the potion shop.

 Heading north or east, driving themselves or taking the subway, each went their separate ways.

 Such is life - meetings are frequent, partings are few.

 "Is it over just like that?"

 Upon returning to the academy in silence, Jasmine finally sighed, "It feels like the first day of work happened just yesterday."

 "Yes, it's over just like that."

 Link replied calmly, "It has been a tiring period. Rest well for a few days and recover. We must not stay tense all the time."

 "Indeed."

 Jasmine nodded, took a deep breath, and felt a sense of loss.

 She did not know where this emotion came from or why she felt this way.

 She felt that her experience in the past month had been much more complicated than the previous four months, and she had gained much more.

 There was a light sense of reluctance and confusion.

 But soon, Jasmine dismissed these emotions from her heart.

 She promised to be brave, how could she be emotional?

 She took big strides, heading up the stairs back to her dormitory.

 She indeed needed rest.

 As for Link, let him do whatever he wants.

 She couldn't figure him out and didn't bother to.

 She would deal with it after rest.

 After leaving Jasmine at her dormitory, Link headed towards the basement laboratory of the research building.

 In the lab, Link took out pre-prepared materials - glasswort herb leaf extract, sleepy flower powder, pure water, bitterroot scent, and several other plant fragrances.

 The development and brewing of potions were equally important in Link's plans.

 Through his experience with the Glasswort Series, including aromatherapy essential oils, fragrances, and perfumes, Link had gained some experience in Potion Study.

 But when it came to brewing potions, Link was still a complete novice.

 The popularity of the Glasswort Series, leading to a rush of purchase, was not just because of its novelty or the influence of the witches' rights movement, it was also because the Serene Wizard had touched it and elevated it in every aspect.

 Link hadn't properly brewed even one bottle of the finished product yet.

 But after working part-time for a month and a half, from the pre-treatment of plants and herbs, to precision processing, to potion packaging, to watching the Serene Wizard brew potions a few times when he was free, Link felt that he could now try to brew potions on his own.

 It's better to do what you're good at.

 The Glasswort Series was the most suitable for practice.

 After adjusting the parameters of several key devices, Link poured the glasswort herb leaf extract into the crucible and heated it to boiling.

 At the same time, he put the sleepy flower powder into a reactor engraved with an Alchemy Runes Array. Following the requirements, Link steadily input a certain frequency and amount of spiritual power and magic power.

 This process was an extension and elevation of Link's thought process by the Serene Wizard.

 The sleepy flower is a common plant. Treated with the usual methods of Potion Study, it might have a certain effect on wizard apprentices, but not much.

 Let alone dealing with official wizards.

 Sublimated through the Alchemy Runes Array, the effectiveness of the sleepy flower powder is improved. As an auxiliary ingredient in the potion, it becomes completely qualified.

 The sleepy flower powder needs to undergo a long period of alchemy reaction.

 Link turned back to deal with the boiling glasswort herb leaf extract.

 He filtered out the impurities, let it cool naturally, treated it again, and then crystallized it.

 He ground the leaf extract crystals into powder, added it to the main reactor engraved with a group of Alchemy Runes Array, and inputted a certain frequency and amount of spiritual power and magic power to preheat it for fifteen minutes.

 This step was also added by the Serene Wizard.

 It can maximize the function of the glasswort herb leaf extract.

 The positive impact on meditation is much higher when compared to the effect of the standard Potion Study method.

 After the preheating was completed, the sleepy flower powder was ready and was transferred into the main reactor.

 He added five times as much pure water, patiently simmered it for two hours, and he got the concentrated solution of glasswort herb aromatherapy essential oil.

 After doing all this, Link took a short break and continued the brewing of the glasswort fragrance and perfume.

 Late at night, in the early morning.

 Link finally finished his first official potion brewing.

 The concentrated solutions of glasswort aromatherapy essential oil, fragrance, and perfume were placed in three large glass jars, lined up in front of Link.

 He sucked one drop of the solution from each glass jar and put it into the instrument for detection.

 A moment later, the test results came out.

 Link carefully read all the data, feeling both satisfied and a little regretful.

 He was satisfied because the three solutions had met the qualified standard, and they could be diluted and packaged before being put on the market.

 The regret was that some of the data indicators were lower than expected, and the problems were caused by Link's brewing technique.

 "I still need to keep working hard."

 Mumbling to himself, Link continued his work.

 He diluted and packaged each solution and put them in the refrigeration equipment.

 He then cleaned each of the used devices and instruments in the laboratory and ordered the intelligent puppet to clean up.

 Only when the laboratory was cleaned and the items were categorized did Link change his clothes and return to his dormitory.

 After washing up, meditating deeply, Link went straight into a deep sleep.

 He slept until dawn.

 Cleaning himself up, Link came to his study.

 Spreading out paper and pen and recalling the process, mistakes, insights, and experiences of brewing potions for the first time, Link started writing.

 From preparing raw materials, adjusting the parameters of the brewing equipment, to dealing with the ingredients, the main ingredients, the Potion Study methods and Alchemical Formula Techniques needed, to important notes and his own brewing knowledge, he wrote it all down.

 Listing the main points and analyzing in detail.

 Jasmine could learn it easily if she devoted time, energy and critical thinking.

 When one person achieves success, his whole environment also prospered, it was very much like that.
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 The strategy guide was quickly finished.

 Link scanned through it, making sure there were no omissions, then took the guide and left.

 The cafeteria.

 The two sat across from each other, quietly eating.

 After the meal, they cleaned up their tableware, and as they left the cafeteria, Link handed the strategy guide to Jasmine, then directed her to head to the laboratory building.

 After one night's rest, it was enough! The production team's pack animals weren't allowed to rest this much.

 Jasmine was prepared and had become a person fond of hard work, hence she didn't object to this arrangement.

 She quickly skimmed through the guide and was delighted.

 Meditation, witchcraft, research, and experiments already took up a large part of her efforts.

 If she had to divide her attention to study Potions, without the strategy guide, it would be troublesome and might even disrupt her established habits and rhythm.

 However, she should have no problem following the guide.

 It appeared straightforward, only requiring dexterity in hand movements.

 Link headed towards the Witchcraft Trade Center by himself.

 Tina's remarks on opportunities reminded Link.

 The importance of the inter-district competition became more and more clear to him.

 At first, he only aimed for the first prize of the competition, the right to use a large laboratory for a year;

 Then he became involved in the bet between Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel;

 And now he knew that the academy had arranged two significant opportunities during the spring semesters of the third and fourth years, which could greatly increase the probability of Wizard Apprentices being promoted to Official Wizards.

 All of these led Link to attach more importance to the inter-district competition.

 The preparations naturally needed to be even more sufficient.

 The first step was to quickly increase his Zero Ring witchcraft reserve.

 Even if they were not frequently used, as long as they had a certain functionality, they had to be mastered.

 This was in response to possible exploration of Secret Realms and survival in desperate situations that might occur in the inter-district competition.

 Anyway, he had both money and time now, he just needed to invest some time in practicing to reach mastery level.

 As for Jasmine, when she is promoted to a second-rank wizard apprentice, go ahead and let her shift her focus to Witchcraft.

 Link, with a hefty amount of Magic Stones, went into the Witchcraft Trade Center.

 With a series of operations, 100 standard first-level Magic Stones were swallowed by the Witchcraft Trade Center, spitting out 20 Magic Blueprint Scrolls.

 He got 10 Zero Ring Water System Witchcraft and 10 Zero Ring Wood System Witchcraft, enough for Link to study for quite some time.

 Leaving the Witchcraft Trade Center, Link immediately went to the lab building.

 Third floor underground, laboratory.

 Jasmine started her simulation training after setting the parameters of the intelligent simulation equipment, wearing her glasses and gloves.

 Potion making was not something one could master immediately, wasting raw materials was secondary, the real fear was having misguided techniques without realizing it and developing bad habits.

 Simulation training first, adjusting and correcting operations according to real-time prompts, waiting until the manufacturing process is familiar within her heart, she will then practice real manipulation.

 Link glanced at her, then ignored her.

 He started to study the new 20 Zero Ring Witchcraft he just bought and arranged them.

 First practice Zero Ring Witchcraft that didn't need time to mull over Rule Runes and those that needed additional understanding of Rule Runes before mastering would be learned later.

 From easy to difficult, progress step by step.

 ...

 The spring semester was about to begin, and the academy began bustling again.

 Those who were working part-time in Ravensmouth City, those who went out to travel or explore, those who stayed in the library for self-studying, all began socializing.

 The lawns by the lake, whether on the Southern District side or the North District side, had several groups of people picnicking and gathering.

 There were also a lot of people flocking to the various entertainment venues within the academy.

 Little circles of people started to mobilize.

 The "forum" was also bustling.

 Many people, whether they were at gatherings, parties, or on the "forum", started to discuss the several murder cases that happened during the holidays.

 Those who died outside the academy were not only Harold Andrews, Antoine Hilton, and Rives Francis;

 Not only Storm Sea New Blood, but also several local wizard apprentices from the North District had accidents.

 This made many people sigh with emotion.

 The outside world is cool, but it is also cruel.

 A slight accident, even a tiny mishap, could result in immediate death.

 Most people only have one life, and there are no opportunities for resurrection once they die.

 However, people's sadness and joy are not interconnected.

 These few murder cases only attracted a considerable amount of attention for a short period of time, except for those who were closely related to the deceased or had had connections with them, still monitoring and discussing the situation.

 Other people began to talk about the inter-district competition to be held in two months.

 One by one, rumors about the inter-district competition were released, mixed with truth and falsehood, making it hard to distinguish.

 Meanwhile, certain things were being carried out quietly.

 Southern District, the headquarters of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 The election for the chairperson and vice-chairperson was about to take place, and several people who hoped to be seated as chairperson started to canvass votes.

 Two third-year New Blood, Robin Grayam and Eugene Delarosa, who had once accompanied Wizard Palo to the Colosseum, were among them and had the greatest chances.

 Another two second-year New Blood, Fargo Gavin, and Tuck Jones, aimed for the vice-chairperson position.

 "Fargo, you're supporting me, right?"

 Robin Grayam approached the familiar Fargo Gavin and asked.

 "Of course."

 Fargo Gavin's answer was very certain.

 As part of an exchange of interests, once Robin Grayam takes the chairperson's position, he will naturally support Fargo Gavin as vice-chairperson.

 The two of their interests had long been tied together.

 Unless Eugene Delarosa or another chairperson candidate offered more generous terms.

 Otherwise, Fargo Gavin would not be so stupid as to switch sides at the last minute.

 Eugene Delarosa was also idly chatting with Tuck Jones.
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 They formed an alliance, standing together through thick and thin.

 The "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" members gradually arrived at the station, finding their own circles and blending in.

 Robin Grayam and Eugene Delarosa were encircled round after round.

 This resulted in an evenly matched situation on both sides.

 Other potential chairman candidates reacted differently to this situation.

 Some gave the competition careful thought and chose to withdraw from the race, switching their support to Robin Grayam or Eugene Delarosa;

 Some still wanted to have a go, hoping for a one in a million chance.

 However, based on various indications, this chance is even slimmer than one in a million.

 Unless there was an unexpected twist, the race for the chairmanship of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" would unfold between Robin Grayam and Eugene Delarosa.

 Since neither of them has gained an absolute advantage, it's very likely that they would have to resort to a secret ballot by all the members.

 However, surprises always happen.

 Just as the chairman's election meeting was about to start, Witch Ayla, leading Lanny Taylor, who was veiled, arrived at the station of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 Witch Ayla was the Association's president for the last two terms.

 Everyone present had seen her photo and biography, so there was no way they wouldn't recognize her.

 "Hello, Witch Ayla."

 "Greetings, Witch Ayla."

 "Good morning, Witch Ayla."

 All the second and third-year wizard apprentices rushed to greet her, afraid that being the last would leave a bad impression.

 "Mm."

 Witch Ayla responded casually without warmth, not in the least bit friendly, her face sternly set and her eyes chilling.

 An invisible aura radiated from her.

 The wizard apprentices present all felt a chilling coldness gradually freezing them bit by bit.

 Everyone felt as if they are in a cold pit, shivering and filled with unease.

 Who had provoked Witch Ayla?

 Why was she so upset?

 "The chairman and vice-chairman election will be postponed, it will not be held for now," Witch Ayla issued a command in a deep voice after taking a seat in the special height chair that belonged to the president of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", "Two months later, whoever achieves a good ranking in the inter-district contest will have the hope of serving as the chairman or vice chairman, all other discussions are unnecessary."

 "My words end there."

 "Who agrees?"

 "Who disagrees?"

 Witch Ayla looked around at the second and third-year new blood wizards who, under her oppressive aura, were as timid as quails. She felt greatly disappointed.

 At the same time, some regrets surfaced in her heart. Before she entered Senior Division, she had strongly supported Antoine Hilton to become the vice president.

 In less than three years, a formerly promising "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" had deteriorated to this state.

 Everyone present was a core member, yet none could resist the pressure emanating from her like Link Grande did.

 Disappointment to the extreme!

 "Let it be."

 Witch Ayla, dispirited and no longer in the mood to reprimand anyone, gave a cold instruction, "Register Lanny Taylor as a member and send an invitation to Jasmine Kidman to rejoin the association's activities.

 In addition, don't let me hear even the slightest rumor of you creating disorder.

 Otherwise…"

 Giving the president's chair a light tap, Witch Ayla rose and left.

 It wasn't until every trace of the pressure she left behind had completely vanished that the silent second and third-year new blood wizards could finally breathe a sigh of relief, as if a heavy burden was lifted from their shoulders.

 Perhaps because the sudden rush of people breathing caused too much air fluctuation, the high chair reserved for the Association's president crumbled into a pile of sawdust in an instant.

 The members who had just relaxed had a sudden jolt of tension and fear.

 Witch Ayla's warning deeply imprinted itself in their hearts.

 Create chaos and disorder?

 They might end up like the sawdust everywhere.

 A moment later, Eugene Delarosa was the first to recover and darted to the veiled Lanny Taylor, "Sister Taylor, let me handle your registration process."

 Only then did Robin Grayam snap back from his shock and hurried to Lanny Taylor's side, competing assertively, "Let me handle Sister's registration."

 A dispute ensued.

 Lanny Taylor looked on coldly.

 Beneath the veil, her beautiful face remained calm and her inner thoughts undisturbed.

 If it weren't for Witch Ayla personally stepping in, representing Wizard Palo to extend an invitation, and offering tangible resources and support,

 Lanny Taylor wouldn't have even bothered with these apprentice organizations that were all smoke and noise.

 ...

 North District, "Pure Blood Will" station.

 Here, the situation was not as chaotic as the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association". Everything was in perfect order.

 In the conference room,

 Five management members gathered around a conference table.

 At the head of the table, sat the current president of the "Pure Blood Will", the third-class wizard apprentice in her third year, Tiffany Colonna.

 The four vice presidents sat on either side of Tiffany Colonna.

 Tiffany Colonna, tall and attractive, yet possessing an inherent dignity, spoke up, "Let's discuss the inter-district contest. We received orders from above, if we have a chance, there is one person we definitely need to find a way to kill."

 "Link Grande."

 Seizing the hint, the first-ranked Vice President Hawk Lucia took over the conversation, "This man had a conflict with a member of our Lucia family, so I know a little about him.

 He originated from the Stormy Sea, was the third new blood from the freshman class to be promoted to a first-rank wizard apprentice, and he has intermediate fourth rank wizard qualifications.

 This person is clever, cunning, ruthless, and vengeful, with a certain inclination towards violence.

 In just one autumn term and vacation, there are three deaths that happened at his hand.

 Furthermore, he has exceptional talent in academic research, botany, and potion study, a very high talent at that."
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 So far, four 'papers' have been published and four 'patents' owned.

 Economically, he's already surpassed the rank of the New Blood.

 From his exposure, he worked part-time at Serene Wizard's potion shop during the holidays. Although not worldly, he is far from a typical Storm Sea New Blood.

 In summary, I think we need to take this matter seriously."

 As his words concluded, silence fell in the conference room for a moment.

 As local apprentices, everyone present had always looked down on the Storm Sea New Blood.

 Even many high-level witches from the Storm Sea felt the same.

 Because most high-level wizards' offspring considered themselves local apprentices and looked down even more on the bumpkins from the Storm Sea.

 Therefore, whenever new blood talent emerged in the Southern District, it would be suppressed, either openly or secretly, by the local apprentices from the North District.

 This time, the "Pure Blood Will" had aligned their thinking early on.

 Everyone else, like Lanny Taylor, could be set aside for now. The focus should be on eliminating Link Grande.

 "What's the plan?"

 Vice president Henry Johnson, ranked second, asked, "The format of the interdistrict competition is random. If it's a one-on-one battle or exploring secret realms, that's easy. But what if it's a single-person survival challenge or research topic?"

 This was indeed a problem.

 Not to mention them, even their backing families couldn't influence the format of the interdistrict competition.

 Getting the form and content of the competition in advance was impossible.

 Third-ranked Merck Percival and fourth-ranked Bobby Smith were also perplexed with this aspect and all looked at Tiffany Colonna for an explanation.

 To their question, Tiffany Colonna said indifferently, "There's no specific plan. Convey the intention first to the first-year participants of the interdistrict competition, um... pick out those with strong combat capabilities and exceptional research abilities. Let them know and we'll discuss the others before the competition starts."

 "Alright, I'll take charge of this."

 Hawk Lucia was very proactive and volunteered to do it.

 Although he and Sophie Lucia weren't close, even rivals for resources within the family, he genuinely didn't want to deal with the trouble she caused.

 But this was a task given by Zoran Lucia, the Third Level Wizard in the Lucia family who has the best chance to become a Sage in recent years.

 Hawk Lucia had no choice but to do it, and do it enthusiastically.

 Even if he couldn't win Zoran Lucia's favor, he mustn't provoke any ill will.

 The other vice presidents, Henry Johnson, Merck Percival, Bobby Smith would rather avoid this troublesome matter.

 So it was settled.

 The meeting moved on to the next agenda item.

 ...

 In the laboratory.

 Link sorted out the 20 Zero Ring witchcrafts, picked out the seven that he no longer needed to research the Rule Runes, unrolled the scrolls one by one and familiarized himself with the magical blueprints.

 Afterwards, he told Jasmine and went to the seventh floor.

 More than two hours passed.

 The seven Zero Ring witchcrafts, with Link's own qualifications and talent for spellcasting, were successfully mastered.

 Link also practiced the 12 witchcrafts he had firmly grasped once.

 He had a strong premonition that the opportunity for the secondary misty rain technique, water shield spell, and thorn entanglement to advance to the "Breakthrough" was coming.

 So, in prior to the start of the spring term, other matters could wait. The priority is to practice witchcraft.

 He went downstairs and called Jasmine, who was absorbed in practicing refining the Glasswort Series potions, to have lunch in the cafeteria.

 People are iron, rice is steel. If you don't eat, you'll feel weak.

 Even if you want to progress, even if you work hard, you can't skip meals.

 The body is the basis for everything.

 In the cafeteria, five gentlemen were eagerly waiting at the seat Link and Jasmine usually sat. Seeing Link, they were thrilled.

 "What's up?"

 Link put down his tray and asked indifferently.

 "Boss…"

 The boss of the gentlemen showed a sad expression, "Boss, you have never asked our names. Do we mean so little to you?"

 The other four gentlemen also began to act, almost simultaneously showing their heartbroken faces.

 What a bunch of clowns!

 Link sighed inwardly, then said, "I know your names."

 "I don't believe it!"

 The oldest among them was visibly excited, his voice raucously loud, "Unless our boss asks us!"

 Dinner had not yet officially begun, so Link decided to indulge the five brothers in their foolishness and playfully responded with a joke only he could understand, "If I call, would you dare respond?"

 "Of course!"

 The eldest didn't know why Link asked this question, but he answered very decisively. The other four consecutively nodded their heads, like pounding garlic.

 A fleeting shadow of disappointment passed Link's eyes, unnoticed even by Jasmine. However, he quickly regained his spirits and yelled, "Dalton Collen."

 "Hey, here I am."

 The towering brother lifted his hand as though being called upon by Link was an immense honor.

 "Ezio Richie."

 "Here, here!"

 "Digee Finley."

 "Boss, please feel free to command."

 "Lynn Hewitt."

 "Hello, Boss. Nice to meet you, please take care of me."

 Once Link had finished calling the names of the four brothers, he purposely teased the eldest, remaining silent.

 The elder, anxious and restless like an ant on a hot pan, nevertheless dared not to urge him aloud.

 "Okay, Link, stop teasing him."

 Jasmine, seated across from him, couldn't bear it anymore and interrupted Link's mischief.

 "Thanks, Boss..."

 Grateful for Jasmine's "righteous intervention", the elder was just about to pile the praises on when...

 One look from Link sent chills down his old spine, and the elder swallowed back his words.

 However, the eldest was street-smart; he quickly changed his tone: "Thank you, Miss Boss, thank you, Miss Boss."

 Seeing the elder's willingness to adapt, Link didn't make too much fuss.

 A small slip of the tongue or even with an intention to do so, all were minor details.

 The bottom line was that after careful consideration and comparison, these five brothers had sincerely decided to pledge their loyalty and show their friendliness to Link.

 The events over the holiday had made Link reconsider some of his views.

 He thought that perhaps taking these five brothers under his wing, not as underlings, but as partners who could be cultivated and grow together, might be a good thing.

 After all, a single tree does not make a forest.

 A genius like Wizard Palo needs to closely unite partners like the Serene Wizard and the Wizard Cody.

 A wizard with a good family background like Peter Lionel also needs to hold around Zoran Lucia.

 Link contemplated for a while, then said seriously, "Buck Watt, I can more or less guess why you are waiting for me today, but let me be clear in advance, I do not accept followers."

 Buck Watt, also the elder, got nervous hearing this.

 Before Buck Watt had a chance to declare his allegiance, Link raised his right hand, stopping him from speaking and continued:

 "If you appreciate me, Link Grande, and want to grow together as partners, advancing and retreating together, then I welcome you.

 But if you want to put me on a pedestal and have me serve as a figurehead, charging ahead while you all cheer from the back and reap the benefits, then I suggest you abandon this idea as soon as possible.

 Otherwise, there might be a time when we may end up killing each other!"

 Link outlined this bottom line with great candor, then began eating his meal, saying nothing further.

 He left time for the five brothers to consider.

 The brothers were tactful and did not disturb Link and Jasmine while they dined.

 They waited until Link put down his knife and fork, tidied up his mouth with a napkin, then simultaneously shouted, "Boss, we follow you!"

 Link simply nodded his head without further comment.

 He didn't believe in oaths and curses.

 The truth about people and horses comes out over the course of a long journey together.

 Over time, through practical actions, the truth would reveal itself.

 However, just before the new term began, finding new partners indeed made him very happy.

 After all, a new journey was about to start.
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 Early morning. 

 The day had just begun to lighten.

 Link Grande woke up promptly, got out of bed, and opened the window.

 The cool morning breeze blew onto his face, refreshing and invigorating.

 Two months had passed since the start of the spring semester and everything was tranquil, without many upheavals.

 The eventful incidents that occurred during the holidays had all quieted down.

 The gruesome fate of the Storm Sea New Blood and local apprentices who died outside the school were no longer a topic of discussion;

 The once-resounding witches' equality movement, following the intervention of unmentionable forces, had swiftly quietened down.

 With the midterm exams drawing near, whether it's on the school's "forum" or in private conversations, all attention was focused on the grand competition between the two districts, happening three days after the end of the exams!

 Of course, the points of focus for the Storm Sea New Blood from the Southern District and the local apprentices from the Northern District were not the same.

 They had different roles and positions, so naturally, their viewpoints differed.

 The local apprentices from the Northern District dug out the records of the previous grand district competitions and flaunted them ostentatiously.

 As if they had already scored an overwhelming victory even before the competition had begun!

 They conveniently ignored the fact that the North District had always outnumbered the South every year.

 And they had never succeeded in pushing the South District New Blood out of even the top three.

 What the Storm Sea New Blood from the South District were passionately discussing was, who among the 30 of them could represent this year's new blood to compete against over a thousand local apprentices from the North District of the same batch!

 It's 30 against 1000+.

 Just hearing the numerical contrast gives one a sense of sorrow and bravery.

 Link didn't feel any of this, he was merely making steady progress on his preparations for the grand district competition while studying the new subjects for the spring semester.

 "System."

 After finishing his morning wash, Link dried his face and silently murmured while looking at his taller reflection in the mirror.

 A plain subtitle-style panel appeared before his eyes.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard qualifications: Intermediate Fourth Rank, Innate Spirit Power 17, High Affinity for Water Element, High Affinity for Wood

 Element

 Wizard's Level: Second-rank wizard apprentice, Spirit Power: 75

 Zero Ring Magic:

 Water System (28): Secondary Misty Rain Technique (Breakthrough), Water Shield Spell (Breakthrough), Water Ball Spell (Perfect), Purification Water Spell (Perfect), Water Blade Spell (Perfect), Icicle Technique (Perfect)…

 Wood System (28): Birth Induction Technique (Perfect), Thorn Entanglement (Breakthrough), Thorns Whip (Perfect), Leaf Arrow Spell (Perfect), Withering Spell (Perfect), Green Field Tracking (Perfect)…

 Card Pack: None

 Already used: "Mind Closure Technique" study card, "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent" talent card, "Philius Flitwick's Spellcasting Talent" talent card, "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" talent card

 Draw card times: 1 (10 standard second-level magic stones)]

 Compared to two months ago, there was a significant improvement in Link's abilities.

 Firstly, he had already completed the third level of the meditation technique, his spiritual power had reached the standard to be promoted to a Third-class wizard apprentice, 75 points in the standard unit, and nine runes had already been constructed.

 The reason why he hasn't been promoted from a Second-rank wizard apprentice to a Third-class wizard apprentice was due to the small metamorphosis occurring in the Sea of Consciousness/Spiritual Power.

 Link would remain a Second-rank wizard apprentice until the end of this metamorphosis period.

 Each person's qualifications, studies, understanding of the meditation technique, and mastery of Rune Studies are different, so the length of the metamorphosis period varies. Some are long, and some are short.

 During this period, one could continue to study the fourth layer of the meditation technique and increase the quantity of spiritual power.

 This is why some geniuses remain second-rank wizard apprentices even in their third year but are not panicked at all.

 Once the metamorphosis ended, their progress in cultivation would surge rapidly.

 Link estimated that even if he couldn't be promoted before the grand district competition, he could complete this small metamorphosis period early into the competition.

 Therefore, there was no significant problem to worry about, and there would be little impact.

 Secondly, he had a highly abundant and well-rounded reserve of magic.

 He had mastered 28 of both the Water System and Wood System Zero Ring Magic.

 Among them, both the Water and Wood Systems each had 2 spells that had reached the Breakthrough level;

 10 spells in each system had reached the Perfect level;

 A small portion was at the Proficient level, an even smaller portion was at the Skilled level, and the vast majority were at the Beginner level.

 In terms of offense and defense, Link currently relied more on his Magic Tool rather than magic.

 He had master so many Zero Ring Magic to be prepared for all kinds of different situations, seeking comprehensive functionality.

 Lastly, he had another draw card chance.

 After saving up for two months, and the generous bonuses from Serene Wizard following the consecutive hot sales of the Glasswort series for nearly two months,

 Link finally had enough standard first-level magic stones to exchange for a standard second-level magic stone and earn another draw card chance.

 The best time to draw a card, Link decided, was now!

 "May the gods bless me!"

 With that murmur in his heart, Link began to draw his card.

 Unadorned and without any special effects, the system's card drawing ended in an instant.

 The subtitle-style panel showed an updated content:

 [Card Pack: "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card (Once every 96 hours)]

 A sense of doubt blossomed in Link's heart. Why did he draw a new card instead of continuing to draw talent cards?

 The previous three talent cards from the HP World were extremely helpful and had aided Link a lot.

 Just when he hadn't completely benefited from them, why had it suddenly changed?

 He wondered just how powerful the effect of the "multi-threading thinking" status card was, especially since it cost him a standard second-level magic stone, equivalent to 1200 standard first-level magic stones.

 How powerful was it actually?

 After all, it was explicitly mentioned that it could only be used once every 96 hours!

 Without wasting any time, Link immediately used the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card.

 Instantly, he felt like a completely different person!

 The world he perceived had instantly transformed.

 Link felt as though he had swapped out his brain entirely!

 As though he had upgraded from a Pentium 486 to an Intel i9-13900ks.

 Perhaps my words were a bit exaggerated, but the meaning was exactly that.

 Link could intuitively feel that the computational power of his brain had improved several times over, and he could simultaneously contemplate at least eight issues, mobilizing all of his memories and knowledge within his mind to tackle any doubts.

 All the accumulated doubts in disciplines like "Mathematics", "Rune Studies", "Potion Studies", "Physiology", "Pathology", etc., were instantly resolved.

 If not for the timely activation of the "Mind Closure Technique", Link felt that his brain would have overloaded and burned out.

 Just like when a computer runs too fast, the CPU overloads, causing it to burn out and give off smoke.

 Even with his brain's ability to handle the strain, Link only maintained the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card for less than three seconds before he "unloaded" it.

 The consumption of spiritual power by this card is simply terrifying.

 It's as if it's "burning" at a speed of 3 points of spiritual power per second. A crazy "burn".

 With Link's current reserve of spiritual power, fully supporting the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card, he could only maintain it for up to 25 seconds.

 But, for the sake of his life, he could only sustain it for 10 to 15 seconds at most.

 Any longer would be too much.

 If his spiritual power was drained in a short period, wouldn't he faint on the spot?

 While the aftereffects of the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card were still lingering, Link devised the best pairing and best scenarios for using this card.

 "Mind Closure Technique" + "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card = A humanoid supercomputer equipped with top-notch AI.

 Whether for studying, researching, experimenting, decoding, exploring, or fighting, it could exert an astonishing effectiveness.

 A rough calculation made Link feel like he had been enhanced by two to three times instantaneously!

 "So terrifying."

 Link drew in a sharp breath, making a minor contribution to the global warming of the Wizard World.

 Massaging his slightly throbbing head, Link walks out of the bathroom, gets dressed, and goes downstairs.

 Canteen.

 Jasmine had already prepared breakfast for Link and was waiting at their usual spot.

 "Is there a problem? You're a bit late today."

 Jasmine had gotten a bit taller, her facial features were beautiful, her figure was graceful, her golden hair was dazzling, her eyes clear, she was slim, intelligent and gentle.

 Her current temperament had completely transformed compared to when she had just entered Ravensmouth College.

 It was like she was a completely different person.

 "A little matter."

 Link sat down, picked up his knife and fork, but didn't explain directly.

 How could he explain the matter of the glitch?

 He didn't want to lie, so he had to gloss over.

 "Boss, Big Sister, good morning."

 The five brothers, Buck Watt, Dalton Collen, Ezio Richie, Digee Finley, and Lynn Hewitt, came with their plates and greeted them politely.

 From their appearance and daily behaviours, the five brothers had distinct characters and were easily recognizable.

 Buck Watt was tall and had a broad face. He was a talkative one, loved to show off, show his abilities, bully others. The reason he became the so-called boss was purely because he talked a lot.

 Ezio Richie was tall and slim, somewhat thin, and his facial features as if they were carved out. Just like his temperament, quite rigid. He didn't talk much.

 His crazy and goofy personality was just a disguise and a camouflage.

 Digee Finley was a refined young man. If he didn't purposely speak in a coarse voice, his voice would be gentle, on par with girls.

 But his character was genuinely simple and kind, sticking to principles.

 Lynn Hewitt had a common appearance, forgettable in a crowd, silent, but is a typical example of hidden wisdom.

 After the five brothers teamed up, under Buck Watt's leadership, they behaved ostentatiously for a considerable amount of time.

 They offended many individuals but managed to have their way around things.

 That's because Lynn Hewitt was there for planning and strategizing.

 "Morning."

 Link put down his knife and fork, wiped his mouth with a napkin, and casually asked, "How's the preparation?"

 Naturally, he was not asking about preparation for next week's mid-term exams, but the bi-regional competition.

 The seven people present could easily achieve top fifteen, or even top ten in the mid-term exam results.

 This needed no questioning.

 After the five brothers closed ranks with Link, Link did not keep anything from them, and together, they prepared for the bi-regional competition based on the common formats from previous years.

 Nothing was held back.

 As to how well they were prepared, Link never inquiredabout it before, leaving it all to their own judgement.

 Now, the bi-regional competition was imminent, leading him to ask about it.

 "Pretty good."

 Buck Watt was the first to answer.

 "Not bad."

 Ezio Richie nodded in agreement.

 Digee Finley replied with a coarse voice: "Thanks to Big Brother for the guidance all this time."

 Lynn Hewitt, after pondering for a while, said: "It depends on the format of this year's bi-regional competition. If there are no new formats, there shouldn't be any problems. If there are new formats, it's hard to say."

 "Yeah, I think so too."

 Dalton Collen, who was easy to be overlooked due to his low presence, voiced his agreement with Lynn Hewitt's view.

 "How about you, Jasmine?"

 Link looked to Jasmine, who had been quietly listening by the side.

 Her nature had gradually quieted down, and she had become less talkative, except for chatting a few phrases with Link.

 Jasmine extended her right hand, with her middle and index fingers imitating a sign.

 Link understood instantly.

 She had advanced to a second-rank wizard apprentice.

 Good.

 Everyone is off to a new start.

 A good start.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 2: Summoning and Decision-making_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Two days had passed. 

 The mid-term exam was held on time, amidst a plethora of different emotions.

 With the experience of two previous exams, the Storm Sea New Blood first years behaved relatively well this time.

 The exam process went smoothly, though the difficulty of the questions was escalating.

 After the exam, there were indeed sporadic sighs heard intermittently.

 Hmm...

 Link didn't notice any unusual difficulty in the questions. He only found out about these complaints when he overheard others discussing them.

 As night fell,

 The results were about to be released.

 At the laboratory on the third basement level of the experiment building.

 Link, Jasmine, Buck, Ezio, Digee, Linn, Dalton were seated around the long, office desk, staring at the large screen of the office computer on it, and waiting in silence.

 Link, usually composed, was very anticipating of the results of this mid-term exam.

 However, he was looking forward to not his own grades, but the rankings.

 He wanted to know who among the top 30 contenders for the two districts' competition, apart from his group of 7, could be potential allies.

 For Link, in a struggle with such a disparity in numbers, uniting any possible forces was a no-brainer.

 Before long, the academy's "official website" had refreshed, announcing the midterm exam results of four grades.

 The second, third, and fourth grades were ignored.

 Opening the grade and ranking list of first-year midterms,

 From top to bottom, Link quickly reviewed the top thirty and then pursed his lips, showing a subtly nuanced facial expression.

 This time, he did not come in first, Lanny Taylor still did.

 Moreover, the two's scores were once again identical.

 What was this supposed to mean?

 The heroes had a same understanding and thus, also shared the same wrong answers and losses in points?

 Additionally, it seemed the school took Wizard Qualifications seriously when doing the rankings, and they didn't even give Link a tie for first place!

 It felt a bit unfair.

 "Why is it like this again!"

 Jasmine, noticing this, couldn't help letting her anger flare up. She stood up suddenly, expressing strong resentment.

 If it had happened to her, she might not have cared.

 However, it happening to Link twice in a row triggered her!

 "Forget it, don't get angry, she is naturally more qualified than me, that's a fact," Link gave a small shake of his head, smiling to comfort Jasmine.

 Jasmine took a deep breath, calmed her rare emotional upheaval, and sat back down.

 Her face still looked a bit upset, though.

 "You all did very well, congratulations," Link then turned to his five companions, sincerely saying, "All of you maintained your rankings, nobody fell out of the top ten, very good!"

 This time, Jasmine advanced one rank and was now fourth.

 This was the reward for her diligent studying and hard work.

 The five friends stayed put, firmly occupying positions six through ten.

 The person who ranked third was Eri Tomani, a genius with intermediate fifth rank qualifications, who the Sea Sail Alliance had gone to great lengths to recruit.

 His grades had always been good, having made the top five three times running.

 However, he was indeed indulgent in entertainment and pleasure, often visiting the academy's entertainment venues.

 Isko Alex of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association came in fifth, which seemed a bit shabby and did not do so much justice to the association's decades-old reputation.

 From eleventh to thirtieth place, eight were from the New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 Of the remaining twelve, nine were part of student organizations.

 Only three were solitary riders, the ones Link could unite with.

 What?

 Members of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association?

 Link only accepted aid from Wizard Palo and had no intention of getting tangled up with the New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 There were only conflicts, and nothing more to their relationship.

 Don't even mention uniting with their members, he only hoped that they would not be a hindrance, affecting the bet between Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel.

 After glancing over the list of 30 people, Link signaled Buck, Ezio, Digee, and Linn to go back first.

 Jasmine stayed behind alone.

 "Is there something you want to talk about?"

 Once the five friends had left, Jasmine asked softly.

 Link nodded, "Indeed, there is."

 He organized his words: "This time, the Inter-district competition involves a bet between Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel, with Percy Sage's Diamond and Percy Sage's Wand at stake.

 I subsequently looked up information and found out about their value.

 Extremely expensive, very rare, very important!

 Yet they had frivolously become the recompense for this bet, there must be other factors at work.

 However, no matter what, whether it's Wizard Palo or Wizard Lionel, both will definitely want to win.

 If they want to win the bet and rightfully claim the opponent's object, then before the Inter-district competition, both will try to hold back their desire for conflict.

 Therefore, during the Inter-district competition, there will definitely be fierce contention.

 We are already involved. That can't be changed.

 But we definitely shouldn't get any deeper into the conflict between Wizard Palo and Wizard Lionel.

 It is fine to continue delaying Witch Ayla's invitation from the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association'."

 Witch Ayla's threat, along with the behavior rectification of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association' these two months had achieved relatively ideal results.

 However, she didn't have enough time, and she usually had to work at a potion shop, so the rectification was not thorough.

 Instances of disorder were greatly reduced, but people's hearts remained restless.

 Even after repeated admonishments, some couldn't resist eyeing Lanny Taylor.

 Jasmine had received several invitations to return to the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association". After being informed about this situation, she declined them tactfully.

 It was easy to think that the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", in order to compete with the "Pure Blood Will" of the North District, would not let Jasmine, who had once joined, remain unattached.

 They would surely find a way to pull her back in the next two days.

 What Link meant was to encourage Jasmine to hold firm to her convictions and not to waver easily.

 Participating in the bet as an individual and as a member of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" had entirely different implications.

 "I know how to handle it, don't worry."

 Jasmine showed a genuinely happy smile on her face, but she did not give a definite response.

 Seeing this, Link did not press further.

 Ever since she witnessed the numb pain of the "workers" in the Southern Factory, heard of Chris's death and Christina's situation, and vaguely guessed Jimmy's predicament, Jasmine had matured day by day.

 She no longer acted spoiled, no longer made childish actions like pulling on sleeves from behind, or reaching out her little hand to touch Link's chest muscles...

 She became stronger, more independent, and assertive.

 This was a good thing.

 Link felt happy for the changes and progress in Jasmine.

 However, recently Jasmine seemed intent on taking over the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 After a conversation that Witch Ayla specifically had with Jasmine.

 Link didn't know what Witch Ayla had said, something that touched Jasmine.

 But he believed that the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" was a pitfall there was no need to step into.

 It not only provided no aid but also easily attracted a host of troubles.

 Look at Witch Ayla, she had resigned as president several years ago, advanced to an official wizard, and graduated from the Senior Division. Just as she was about to make a breakthrough to a higher stage, she was still called back to straighten out the malfunctional "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", wasting a lot of time?

 Having expressed his thoughts, and heard Jasmine's response, Link decided not to pay further attention to the matter.

 The old saying still goes:

 Your life, your decision.

 Everyone must be responsible for their own choices.

 Jasmine thought for a moment and then stated sincerely, "Rest assured, Link, I'm not that foolish."

 With a slight smile at the corner of his mouth, Link stayed silent.

 The two rarely disagreed on something.

 Amid a somewhat strange atmosphere, the two left the laboratory and returned to their dormitories respectively.

 The next day.

 Link received a summons early in the morning.

 Around eight in the morning, under the bright sunshine.

 Fifth floor, an office in the Administrative Building.

 Wizard Palo sat in the main seat and in front of him, about fifteen steps away, stood a line of twelve people.

 All twelve new blood from the first-grade Storm Sea representing him in the bet were there.

 "I have only one demand for you."

 Wizard Palo's gaze swept from left to right, as he stressed explicitly with a menacing, low voice, raising his right index finger, "And that is to stick together faithfully and strive for the first place."

 As he spoke, his face became exceedingly stern, his tone infused with an aura of blood and fire.

 "I know some of you have conflicts, even grudges. But!

 But, be it conflicts or grudges, you must put them aside for me!

 Whoever dares to ruin my plan because of personal issues, don't blame me for not warning you in advance!"

 Under the gradually intensifying pressure emanating from Wizard Palo, everyone trembled in fear, afraid even to breathe too audibly.

 After listening to his admonishment, they hurriedly shouted, "Yes!"

 Link was no exception.

 He went along with the flow, without standing out.

 After the short reprimand, Wizard Palo waved his large hand, signifying dismissal.

 As Link and Jasmine reached the door, they were both called back separately.

 This was a treatment that even the members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", including Lanny Taylor, did not receive.

 The looks they gave Link and Jasmine were quite different.

 "What's going on?"

 Wizard Palo directly asked without further ado.

 Of course, Link knew what Wizard Palo was asking about and was thinking about how to answer.

 Jasmine spoke before him, "Wizard Palo, I don't want to go back to the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association'. It has nothing to do with Link."

 "Hmm?"

 Wizard Palo's eyes flicked, looking sidelong at Jasmine.

 His boundless aura and pressure rushed toward Jasmine like a tidal wave, as if to smash her to pieces.

 Even then, Wizard Palo had intentionally held back.

 Jasmine's face turned as white as a sheet, all color drained from it.

 But she clenched her lips tightly, even if they were bitten and bleeding, with drops of blood following her chin, she still held back and didn't change her words.

 Link didn't make any rash moves, he didn't want to carry the pressure on Jasmine's behalf.

 "Give me a reason."

 Seeing a glimpse of satisfaction fleetingly passing in his eyes, unnoticed by others, Wizard Palo retracted all his aura and asked coldly.

 Jasmine swayed a few times in her prime, managed to stay standing, and breathed a sigh of relief.

 She took a deep breath to steady her emotions and immediately answered, "It's too chaotic, there's no benefit in going back now, it would only waste time."

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo squeezed out a sound from his nostrils, waved his hand letting Link and Jasmine go.

 It seemed as if he didn't really care about the matter of Jasmine returning to the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", it was more like a casual question he asked just to get it over and done with.

 Link and Jasmine bowed and then exited the conference room.

 Jasmine's lips moved a few times, she wanted to say something but didn't know how to start.

 She wanted to explain the reasons for her back-and-forths, and why she had previously intended to take advantage of the chaos to take over the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", but some words were just hard to say.

 After a long hesitation, Jasmine heaved a deep sigh and suppressed that thought.

 Just let it be.

 Anyway, it had already come to this.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 3 Preparations_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The next day. 

 The academy disclosed the format of this year's competition between the two districts early in the morning.

 Allowing all participants in the competition a day's preparation time.

 Link took out his personal AI to check, somewhat surprised.

 This year, the academy injected a new twist into the competition involving elements of exploration, survival, treasure hunting, and camp confrontation, creating a new format named "Pioneering the Different World".

 The name is direct and straightforward, but the scope was grand.

 The academy has set aside several small worlds on the brink of destruction as the battlegrounds for the competition.

 The competitors, whether from the Southern Region Storm Sea New Blood or from the local apprentices in the North District, would face some difficult choices after entering the small world.

 Then, the AI monitoring the entire process of the competition would categorize the participants into camps based on the general tendencies of their choices.

 The Alpha Camp's main task is to save the small world on the brink of destruction, and the Beta Camp's main task is to completely destroy the small world.

 Members of the same camp can cooperate but must not attack each other.

 Those in different camps can attack freely, with unrestricted carnage.

 The academy has special measures to transport participants out of the small world the moment they are about to be killed.

 With the academy's strength in medical care, as long as the soul hasn't dissipated, they can be revived, even if they have lost signs of life.

 Almost no competitors have truly died in the competitions over the years.

 Almost!

 Around the main task, the academy also set up some side tasks.

 Here again is a test and a choice.

 If the main task fails, no matter how many side tasks are completed, it is all in vain.

 If the main task is successful, and the camp's victory is obtained, it will be the "reward according to merits" stage.

 At this point, those who have completed more side tasks naturally rank higher.

 The academy only disclosed a rough outline, not all the rules, yet it contains so much information.

 After reading it, Link felt the situation was very serious.

 Whether from his personal interests or the betting agreement with Wizard Palo, this year's competition format is highly unfavorable for the Southern District.

 The Southern District has too few participants and there are conflicts internally. They can't unite sincerely, and it is extremely difficult to achieve the final victory in this camp confrontation competition.

 What Link could see, Wizard Palo naturally could as well.

 Shortly after, another summon was sent out.

 The venue for this call was set at the New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 If it wasn't for the fear of rejection, Link really didn't want to go.

 Ten minutes later.

 The New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 All competitors related to the betting agreement with Wizard Palo, from the first to the fourth year, are all present.

 Without waiting for long, Wizard Palo, Serene Wizard, Wizard Cody, Lokan Wizard, and Witch Ayla walked in.

 They arrived commanding the wind, demonstrating a strong aura, looking solemn and imposing.

 The competitors, originally scattered into small circles, immediately lined up in four rows by grade and height on their own initiative.

 "You've all seen the format of the competition. How do you feel about it? Do you have confidence?"

 Wizard Palo looked around at everyone and asked lightly.

 At this time, Link kept his silence.

 In terms of status, he was not considered a core or main force. The members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" were.

 Disappointingly, not a single member of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association stepped forward to express their stance, particularly the fourth-year members.

 As seniors, they should set a good example for their juniors.

 But Antoine Hilton, for his successful re-election, sidelined those who had the ability and responsibility, one by one.

 A poor steed doesn't come back to feed on old pasture.

 Even with Witch Ayla stepping in and raising the banner of Wizard Palo again, there were still very few who chose to return to the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 Those few fourth-year New Blood who returned to the New Blood Mutual Aid Association had their confidence depleted in the struggle with Antoine Hilton and didn't dare to step up.

 It was unclear what Robin Grayam and Eugene Delarosa, who originally intended to run for the president from the third year, were thinking. They were hiding in the team.

 The atmosphere became awkward.

 Lanny Taylor, who wore a veil over her face and had not taken it off even when she was called on her own by Wizard Palo, broke the silence.

 She took a step forward, standing out from everyone else, her voice as clear as a nightingale, declaring firmly: "I'll do my best to win first place!"

 If you don't do it, be the best at what you do.

 Since Lanney Taylor had chosen to join the New Blood Mutual Aid Association, she would not be content to be an ordinary member.

 The upgrade route to core member, vice president, and president was somewhat long and time-consuming.

 There was a chance to skip steps and directly become the president, and Lanney Taylor naturally wanted to seize it.

 As for how to command, as a lower-grade one, the higher-grade people after becoming president, there was no difficulty.

 The senior members are third-class wizard apprentices, and she will also be a third-class wizard apprentice by then!

 There is no disparity, whether in terms of level or strength.

 Without the disparities in level and strength, naturally, there would be no other problems.

 "Good."

 The look on Wizard Palo's face improved somewhat, "I hope you can do what you say."

 "Definitely, and certainly!"

 Lanney Taylor continued to declare, pledging unwaveringly, leaving no room for doubt.

 Wizard Palo nodded, quite satisfied with Lanny Taylor's mental state.

 Lanny Taylor had good judgment and didn't linger alone, promptly retreating back into the first-year team.

 "Next, Wizards Cody, Serene, Lokan, and Witch Ayla will share their experiences of pioneering the different world with you."

 Wizard Palo nonchalantly issued an order, then left the scene to his companions to take over.

 The first-year newbloods were assigned to Witch Ayla, the second-year ones to Lokan Wizard, the third-year to Serene Wizard, and the fourth-year to Wizard Cody.

 The four grades were separated, each going to different places to learn about exploring the Different World.

 Link was very interested in this aspect.

 Witch Ayla started from the definition of exploring the Different World, with rich content and many details.

 She also interspersed some of her personal experiences and insights, addressing common difficulties, common strategies, and tactics in exploring the Different World, explaining them in a very accessible and to-the-point manner.

 After listening, Link felt that he had filled in a missing piece of knowledge.

 This was information that couldn't be found in the Advanced Literature Library or on the "Academic Points" exchange page.

 If the two major competitions hadn't been in the form of exploring the Different World this time, if one wanted to access this kind of information, they would only have the chance to do so during the "internship" year before going on to the Senior Division after graduating from the Junior Division.

 "In the process of exploring, the danger of acting alone is much higher than that of team actions."

 In conclusion, Witch Ayla said, "So, after entering the Different World, the most important thing is always to secure your safety first and then find your companions as soon as possible."

 Link felt this to be very true and kept these words firmly in mind.

 While Wizard Palo was taking action, Peter Lionel was not falling behind.

 This bet was a compromise that they had to take under the pressure from the old guys at the academy.

 Both of them got some benefits.

 "Pure Blood Volition" members have a higher overall quality than "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" members, which is an indisputable fact.

 Over the years, the performances in the two-district annual competitions, "Pure Blood Volition" had always been much better than the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", which was also an indisputable fact.

 This was why, despite knowing this, Wizard Palo agreed to bet with Peter Lionel based on the performance in the two-district competition.

 The agreement was that if any competitor belonging to Wizard Palo could take the first place in any grade, it would be considered a win for Wizard Palo.

 And for those associated with Peter Lionel, Wizard Lionel didn't demand first place, only that the results from all four grades were better than the opponents, then it would count as a win.

 Therefore, it was not yet time for Peter Lionel to rest on his laurels.

 Accompanied by Zoran Archie and Henry Percival, he arrived at the Northern District "Pure Blood Volition" headquarters.

 There were too many competitors from "Pure Blood Volition", Peter Lionel did not have the leisure to meet with each one, so he only notified the current president and four vice presidents.

 "How are the preparations going?"

 Peter Lionel asked Tiffany Colonna in a friendly manner.

 She was his old friend's daughter, his niece, one of his own, definitely not someone who could be casually ordered around.

 His attitude had to be good.

 Tiffany Colonna replied seriously, "Everything else is fine, everyone has been notified, the only problem is, we are not certain whether the method of breaking the academy's restrictions, which we used in the past, can still be used."

 The so-called method of breaking the academy's restrictions was to delay the connection between the soul and the body, allowing the academy to first move a dead body out, then the soul.

 To save a person who has already died, a lot of resources are needed, and the Great Sage has to be asked to make a move.

 Generally speaking, the academy would not spend such a high cost on a wizard apprentice.

 In this way, the person is really killed!

 For the killer, there would be punishments from the academy, and the punishments would be quite severe.

 However, as long as the killer was not executed, everything would be worth it.

 The academy has no death penalty, so the person behind the scenes just has to bleed some money, pay a fee, and the matter would be settled!

 Peter Lionel felt that Tiffany Colonna's concern needed serious attention.

 He turned his head to Henry Percival, an expert in soul witchcraft, and asked, "Henry, can you check on this aspect?"

 "No problem."

 Henry Percival readily agreed, "It's a matter of a little improvement."

 "Then we'll trouble you with this, Henry."

 Having resolved the issue, Peter Lionel turned his head to his close partner and asked, "Zoran, do you want to say something?"

 "Okay."

 Zoran Archie stepped out from a position one step behind Peter Lionel's side and stood in front of Tiffany Colonna, Hawk Lucia, Henry Johnson, Merck Percival, and Bobby Smith.

 With a stern expression, no emotion on his face, and a serious tone, he said, "For this two-district competition, you all understand our 'Pure Blood Volition's' target, so I won't dwell on it much.

 I just want to say two things:

 One is that the manifestation of pure blood will is to constantly gain honour!

 Two is that the manifestation of pure blood will is to brutally suppress the enemy!"

 After a pause, Zoran Archie's tone became chilling, "There is no enemy in front of us!"

 "There is no enemy in front of us!"

 On hearing this, Tiffany Colonna and the others became emotional, their necks turning red, their voices hoarse from shouting the slogan.

 The short slogan, like an injection of chicken blood, instantly elevated their morale.

 Zoran Archie was very pleased with their performance.

 With such high morale from "Pure Blood Volition" and its superior overall quality, why worry about its prosperity?

 The "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" would still be crushed instantly as they were in the past years, just like hens and dogs.

 The general outcome of this is already set!

 At this time, Zoran Archie specifically looked at Hawk Lucia.

 He didn't say anything, but the meaning was obvious.

 You better not screw up, you said you were going to kill that Link Grande during the competition, so you better do that.

 Hawk Lucia understood and nodded vigorously, full of confidence.

 These two months, he was not idling, he had already made very comprehensive arrangements.

 Just to avoid being nagged by those old fools in the academy.

 Once Wizard Palo's group and Peter Lionel's group had finished their important tasks, they quickly left the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" and "Pure Blood Volition" headquarters.

 Let the apprentices handle their own matters.

 If the two Tier 3 wizards kept interfering, what would that look like?

 Right?

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 4: Opening_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Outside the college gates. 

 Dozens of large hover cars neatly parked.

 Under the maintenance of Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets, 120 students from the four grades of Southern District's Storm Sea New Bloods were the first to leave the college.

 They got onto four separate hover cars according to their grades.

 Following that, the local apprentices from Northern District orderly exited the college and boarded the hover cars, each taking their own seat.

 There was not a single official wizard present.

 The order on the scene was wholly monitored by the Intelligent Management Center's Main Tower Spirit, through the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets.

 After a short while, all the competitors had boarded the cars.

 The hover cars then began to move, one after the other.

 Dozens of driver-less hover cars followed the predetermined route, heading towards the only inter-dimensional teleportation portal publicly known in the Ravensmouth Special District.

 Why it is said to be the only one known is because Ravensmouth College has more than one inter-dimensional teleportation portal!

 Approximately half an hour's drive later.

 They reach the destination, with the dozens of hover cars properly parked.

 With fewer people from the Southern District, they planned for the Storm Sea New Bloods to act first.

 The senior batch got off the cars first, entering an inter-dimensional teleportation portal standing bare atop a wide square, seemingly without any defenses.

 There were no special light effects.

 The Storm Sea New Bloods walked into the teleportation portal one by one, without causing any ripples.

 Soon, the third grade, second grade, and everyone else entered the portal, and it was the turn of the first grade.

 Under the prompt of the Intelligent Puppets, the new bloods entered in order of their comprehensive rank from the three exams.

 Lanny Taylor was the first to walk into the teleportation portal, her figure disappearing instantaneously.

 Link followed closely behind, carrying a large, heavy bag and stepped inside.

 After entering, the intense feeling of time and space being torn was overwhelming, causing his eyes to instinctively shut tight.

 Link felt as if he was wrapped in a stream of water, protecting his entire body.

 Thus, the ripping sensation of time and space didn't have much of an impact on his body or senses.

 He didn't know how much time had passed, it could've been a second, or it could've been a lot longer.

 Link felt that what he was stepping on was no longer the hard flat ground. Instead, it was uneven mud covered in layers of dead leaves.

 He opened his eyes and found himself in the middle of a forest.

 The forest was very desolate. At first glance, Link felt it was like an oil-burned lamp, an old man on his last legs.

 Putting aside the somewhat strange feeling, Link prepared his defenses and surveyed his surroundings.

 The forest was not big, with an area of about 6.07 acres.

 Dry branches and leaves were scattered all over the ground, and many broken dry tree trunks had fallen.

 A few steps away from Link, there was a small package, the size of a palm, with the Ravensmouth College's emblem embroidered on the surface.

 Link took off his heavy big bag, and took out four reconnaissance puppets which resembled Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets from it, and placed them on the ground.

 He placed two standard first-level magic stones in each puppet and activated them.

 After a faint humming noise, the reconnaissance puppets took off from the ground, flying in different directions to guard.

 Thanks to the wealth given by Witch Serene as a consolation, Link upgraded his equipment right before the mid-term exams.

 These four reconnaissance puppets were all first ring magic tools. He spent nearly three-quarters of his wealth to obtain them.

 Aside from these, his big bag also contained many rune objects with various functions, and three major weapons.

 The more good items, the better, right?

 Considering his own safety, Link had additionally bought a major weapon that supposedly had a chance to kill a first-level wizard.

 Soon, the feedback from the reconnaissance puppets was passed to Link through his bone conduction earpiece.

 Only when he confirmed there were no hidden dangers around him did Link walk forward to pick up the small bag.

 Upon opening it, there were only two items inside — a wristwatch and a folded note.

 Link unfolded the note. Written on it were:

 Main Quest 1: Choose Your Faction (Your actions will determine your faction. Think and act wisely.)

 Main Quest 2: Faction Confrontation (Whatever the enemy plans to do, you have to destroy it.)

 Main Quest 3: Save the world or destroy it (Depending on your faction.)

 Side Quest 1: Investigate the truth behind this world's decline (You may choose to do it or not. Decide according to the situation.)

 Side Quest 2: Draw a map of this world.

 Side Quest 3: Collect and analyze the composition of water samples.

 Side Quest 4: Collect and analyze soil samples.

 Side Quest 5: Make specimens of various plants.

 Side Quest 6: Make specimens of various animals.

 Side Quest 7: Find sustainable development strategies for this world.

 All together there are three main quests and seven side quests.

 After reading the note, Link fell into deep thought.

 From the few clues provided so far, it seems this inter-district competition holds a deeper meaning!

 After folding the note and putting it back into his bag, he took out the wristwatch to look at its functionalities.

 After thoroughly experimenting, Link didn't know whether to complain or not.

 The wristwatch's functionalities were simple, just three:

 First, communication. It had three modes: public, faction, and private channels.

 In public channel mode, one could send one message limited to ten characters a day for everyone to see.

 In faction channel mode, one could send two messages limited to ten characters a day for all faction members to see.

 In private channel mode, one could send three personal messages limited to ten characters a day for the intended recipient to see.

 Secondly, positioning. After agreeing to bind by searching names, you can locate each other's position once a day.

 Thirdly, personal journey data. The meaning of which is self-explanatory.

 The functionalities of the wristwatch were useful, but the college was indeed stingy!

 Sending one, two, three messages a day was understandable.

 But each message is limited to only ten characters, what's the deal with that?

 Are they testing sentence composition skills, or trying to test the mutual understanding between the two parties?

 Regardless of whether he chose to complain or not, Link put the small bag into the big one and hoisted the bigger bag onto his back.

 Setting the scouting puppet to companion alert mode, Link did not intend to stay in this place for long and was preparing to leave.

 But before leaving, there was one task to be completed.

 The resonating words of Witch Ayla were still echoing in his ears:

 The danger of acting alone is far greater than acting in a team;

 The first thing to do after confirming your safety is to find your teammates!

 Link input Jasmine Kidman's name into the positioning function of his wristwatch.

 Each day, one could only locate one person, and naturally, Jasmine, who was the most trusted, was his first choice.

 He just hoped Jasmine would be safe, find her own packet as quickly as possible.

 Soon, his wristwatch responded, Jasmine agreed to link each other.

 Carefully choosing his words, Link typed concise information—Location mutual lookout danger alert—without any punctuation marks.

 After waiting for a little while, his wristwatch received a response: Okay, no worry, temporarily safe, next to river, blocked by dangerous beast, thinking.

 Link glanced at it and immediately translated to the specific meaning: Okay, don't worry, temporarily safe, I'm by the river, being blocked by dangerous wild beast, figuring a way to get through.

 Damn college handling affairs mercilessly!

 Link complained in a low voice and sent a mutual location request.

 Jasmine agreed just as soon.

 Two arrow-shaped light spots immediately appeared on his wristwatch.

 However, they only flickered for less than 5 seconds and disappeared at once.

 Fortunately, Link remembered the positions of the two light spots and the direction of the arrows.

 The unfortunate part was that without a reference and a scale, he could not make out the distance between them.

 Without dwelling on it for too long, Link, under the protection of the four scouting puppets, began to move towards Jasmine's estimated location.

 While moving in the wilds, especially in an unknown wild area like this, it was impossible to go fast, nor should he.

 Link decided to carefully observe his surroundings while walking.

 Now and then, he gathered some water and soil samples and harvested various plants – roots, stems, leaves, fruits – that were entirely different from those found in the Wizard's World, and with the aid of witchcraft, he quickly made them into specimens.

 In the big bag he was carrying, there was a simple set of potion study equipment.

 To gather samples and make them into specimens was absolutely no problem.

 What bothered Link was the limited capacity of the big bag. He had to consider the future, so he could not keep all the samples and specimens that he was interested in and thought necessary.

 "I must find Jasmine and Buck as soon as possible."

 With this thought, Link did not become anxious but continued his even-paced journey without any rush.

 After about two hours, he had traveled about 10 miles.

 Link discovered that the "sun" overhead showed no signs of movement, causing doubt to arise in his mind.

 Could it be that there was no variation of day and night in this world?

 Carrying this doubt, Link walked for another hour, always observing the "sun" and his own position.

 From various signs, Link could initially judge that the "sun" of this world was suspended in the "sky", where it would remain stationary.

 "That's interesting."

 Link made a point of remembering this discovery, thoughtfully considering and obtaining some insights.

 As for what insights he got, Link claimed that this was just a guess, and it was not confirmed yet.

 "Is anyone there? Help me!"

 Suddenly, Link heard a cry for help coming from ahead.

 Question: How should one respond to a cry for help in the wild?

 Link's choice was to instantly activate the active defense mode of the "Defender 3202" suit, ordered two scouting puppets to patrol within a radius of one hundred meters around him, and ordered the other two to detour from the left and right and explore towards the source of the cry for help.

 His left hand reached for his waist, plucking off a self-detonating flash-type fire thunder, ready to deploy at any moment.

 Right hand reached into his front pocket, pulling out black lenses, and put them on his gold wire glasses that were exchanged with 2 "academic points".

 These lenses are linked to the scouting puppets and can display the real-time pictures of the four scouting puppets.

 He can control with his spiritual power to switch between different scouting puppets and can amplify or reduce the image.

 After a moment, Link saw a well-equipped but naive-looking girl surrounded by a group of wild beasts that looked like gray wolves but were much larger, stranded on a small dirt mound.

 This girl was not among the 30 first-year Storm Sea New Bloods.

 So, this was a local apprentice from the North District.

 Whether out of caution or prejudice, Link decided not to interfere in this matter.

 Even though he guessed loosely that the key to distinguishing factions was based on these choices, whether kind or evil or indifferent.

 Link was neither a great villain fond of destruction, nor an unprincipled do-gooder.

 He had no sense of responsibility for this world, save or destroy, he didn't need to hesitate, and it didn't matter.

 After figuring out the direction, he decided to take a detour.

 Avoid the girl ahead, avoid the hungry "wild wolves".

 However, before Link could move, the North District girl stranded on the mound saw him.

 It was evident that Link was not the only one who had detection-type magic tools.

 Like a drowning person grasping at straws, she shouted towards Link's direction from afar, "Friend of Witches, help! Help me! I'll be forever grateful!"

 The footsteps of Link, who wanted to retreat, stopped instantly.

 He was recognized!

 And...

 Friend of Witches?

 She knew this nickname that only appeared a few times on the "Ravensmouth Forum."

 Obviously, it was impossible for her to know nothing about Link.

 In this case, a detour was no longer the best choice.

 He had to come up with another plan.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link didn't act rashly. 

 Although the North District apprentice on the small mound was surrounded by a "wolf pack," and looked to be in a dire situation,

 according to Link's observations, that wasn't truly the case. The North District apprentice was very safe.

 She had the leisure to scream and holler, and had even discerned Link's presence from a distance using witchcraft or a magic tool which Link himself hadn't noticed.

 Could any ordinary person achieve this?

 After some contemplation, Link raised his right hand and gently tapped the bone-conducting earpiece hanging on his left ear.

 He activated the audio playback function of the reconnaissance puppet and shouted, "It's a competition between the two districts, South and North are opponents. Please forgive my caution. If you do not reveal your identity, I cannot take any risky actions."

 The North District female apprentice did not seem startled by the voice that suddenly came from above in the front, she naturally accepted this.

 Obviously, she was a wealthy character who had surely come across this kind of reconnaissance puppet at the First Ring wizard level, and knew, or had used, these functions.

 The North District female apprentice shouted, "My name is Elise Clark. My sister is friends with Serene Wizard, I heard about you from Serene Wizard, I know a lot about you."

 Link paused for a moment after hearing this.

 If what this North District female apprentice, who claimed to be Elise Clark, was saying was true, he couldn't just simply leave.

 Serene Wizard was undeniably kind to Link, in every aspect she was very good, and deserved Link's respect.

 Not only did she instruct Link in numerous core knowledge points of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy, she also gave him the opportunity to practice the pretreatment, precision processing, and dosage packing of plants and herbal medicines, as well as the chance to observe potion refining.

 She provided great assistance for Link to independently complete potion refining.

 Besides, she generously handed out a billion points as a reward!

 This reward of a billion points was terrifically helpful to Link, it helped his strength skyrocket.

 When the sister of Serene Wizard's friend was in trouble, it was only right for Link to extend a helping hand.

 Otherwise, it would be difficult to meet Serene Wizard again in the future.

 "How can you prove it?"

 Of course, Link wouldn't readily believe all that Elise Clark had said, so he asked, demanding proof.

 "What?"

 Elise Clark was slightly taken aback.

 Am I supposed to prove my identity?

 Or should I prove that I really do have a sister who is friends with Serene Wizard?

 Quickly regaining her composure, Elise Clark, with a strange feeling, revealed a secret, "Lokan Wizard dislocated your right shoulder, but you didn't tell anyone."

 This sentence immediately made Link believe more than half of what Elise Clark had said about her identity.

 Other than the two parties involved, Lokan Wizard and Link, Serene Wizard was the only one who could know about this.

 Serene Wizard mentioning it to her close friend as a light-hearted discussion was understandable.

 After all, when Serene Wizard asked whether Lokan Wizard had been troubling him, Link had chosen to be stubborn.

 With several thoughts flashing through his mind, Link still did not act rashly, he continued to ask, "How can I help you?"

 At the question, Elise Clark was momentarily at a loss for words.

 Should she ask Link to help drive the "wolves" away, or ask him to help her kill these "wolves"?

 By now she was beginning to realise, having shown an ability to detect Link's whereabouts early on, how could she possibly be trapped by these "wolves"?

 Even if she was trapped, could she not handle these "wolves"?

 That's almost impossible!

 So, why was she waiting on this small mound for Link's assistance?

 Of course, she wanted to get to know the legendary Friend of Witches and establish a connection.

 Didn't the "forum" once say that Link Grande was a "greenhorn alchemist" for a while?

 Elise Clark recalled her beautiful face that she had seen in the mirror before she left home this morning.

 She looked down at her very conspicuous righteousness.

 Yet, she had failed to incite Link to play the hero and save the damsel.

 How absurd!

 Elise Clark suddenly began to doubt the rumors from the "forum," suspecting that they were slanders instead of the truth.

 Besides, who on earth knew, was Link Grande so suspicious?

 Was he sick?

 Fine, Elise Clark instinctively ignored the problem that her entrance was too strange.

 Anyone who was a bit vigilant would doubt her ulterior motives.

 Elise Clark scratched her head, suddenly unsure how to reply.

 She simply stopped pretending, and with a quick tap of her feet, she soared into midair.

 The "wolf pack" that had tightly surrounded the small mound watched their prey fly off and, unable to help it, let out a series of howls.

 Elise Clark couldn't be bothered to attack the "wolf pack." She directed her flight toward Link.

 Link recalled the two puppets that were close to him for scouting. They accompanied him throughout the flight, monitoring Elise Clark's movements.

 "Why are you like this?"

 Elise Clark, once she touched down, when she saw Link with all his defenses up, always prepared to counterattack, she was speechless, she grumbled with a pout,

 "I, a delicate, beautiful girl, asked for your help, yet you could callously choose to take a detour. T hen when I stopped you, you interrogated me relentlessly. Was it so difficult for you to help me drive those beasts away?"

 Her rebuke carried all the essence of martial arts.

 Intimidated by her aura, Link quietly retreated two steps to maintain distance, and asked, "Miss Clark, can I ask what exactly you are trying to do?"

 By this point, if Link still didn't realise that he had been found out long ago by her, he might as well be a block of tofu crushing himself to death.

 She was so calculating, surely she had a purpose.

 "Call me Elise."

 Elise Clark looked up at the sky for a moment, then beckoned. A bionic eagle came down and perched on her shoulder.

 Clearly, this bionic eagle, which was obviously much finer than the reconnaissance puppet, had discovered Link's whereabouts when he was completely unaware.

 She adopted an open manner, saying, "I mean you no harm, I just wanted to meet you and maybe form a group."

 "Why?"

 Link asked directly, "I don't think that there's anything special about me."

 "Gosh, why are you so annoyingly talkative?"

 Elise Clark lost her patience, stomped her foot, and complained, "Whether we form a team or not, it's a simple statement. Why do you keep asking questions?"

 Looks like she was over-pampered at home.

 She did whatever she felt like doing, but would become irritated, angry, and throw temper tantrums when things didn't go her way.

 Link wasn't in the mood to serve her and answered, "We don't know anything about each other. It's better not to form a team."

 "Hmph! If you don't want to team up, then don't! Why say all that?"

 Elise Clark twisted her mouth, sounding displeased, "We'll see."

 Leaving behind these words, Elise Clark turned and stormed off.

 The Bionic Eagle perched on her shoulder took off and quickly flew to heights that the Reconnaissance puppets could not reach.

 Link tracked the flight path of the Bionic Eagle with his eyes, feeling both envious and puzzled.

 Envious of the powerful capabilities of the Bionic Eagle.

 His confusion lay in the fact that academy rules strictly stipulated that all equipment of those participating in the two district competition should be purchased with the Magic Stones they earned themselves.

 He wondered how this young lady had managed to earn enough Magic Stones to buy this Bionic Eagle, which was almost at the ceiling level of a First Ring Magic Tool.

 Could it be that it was easy for the apprentices in the North District to earn Magic Stones?

 Until Elise Clark was out of sight, Link resumed his march forward.

 He adjusted the locations of the Four Scouting Puppets,

 to patrol back and forth within a circular area with a 500-meter radius, using himself as the center.

 Since the Bionic Eagle surveyed from the sky, where it was hard to detect, he simply chose not to defend against it.

 It was easier to just keep an eye on Elise Clark.

 If Elise Clark appeared in this circular area, Link would adjust his direction of movement.

 This strategy was actually working.

 For some reason, Elise Clark seemed to be fixated on Link and lingered around him, hoping to get a chance to form a team with him.

 Link spotted her figure twice and adjusted his course to avoid her.

 After noticing from the Bionic Eagle's viewpoint that Link had deliberately changed his path twice to avoid her, she started to get annoyed.

 She had never had things not go her way like this.

 She then flew once again and blocked Link's path.

 "What do you mean by this?"

 Elise Clark asked angrily.

 "I mean nothing."

 "Making sure he was on guard, Link replied, "What do you mean? Be clear about it. Then we can go our separate ways."

 Elise Clark was humored and frustrated at the idea of him despising her.

 She pointed at Link, her index finger trembling for a while but managed to say nothing.

 In her extreme anger, Elise Clark realized she was being irrational again.

 After taking several deep breaths, her sense of righteousness swelled, and Elise Clark forced herself not to be so impulsive and irritable.

 She thought rationally.

 Elise remembered her sister frequently criticizing her for being self-centered and spoiled by her family, living wilful and petulant days.

 Whenever she encounters people with strong principles, who do not easily bow to her will, she must control her temper.

 Or else, small conflicts and disagreements wouldn't matter much.

 But if they developed into serious disputes, then it might be a real problem.

 If anything unspeakable happened, no matter how big her family's influence was, other than vengeance, they could not do anything else.

 Rethinking the previous circumstances, a more reasonable Elise Clark started blushing.

 It seemed, the reason why things ended up in a stalemate was due to her wilfulness.

 A moment later, she stammered out, "Sorry, Link Grande. There's something wrong with my personality and I often act without thinking. If I offended you earlier, I apologize and hope you can forgive me."

 She paused, then added, "I won't bother you anymore. We each go our own way."

 Hearing that, Elise Clark tapped her boots together to fly off.

 "Wait a minute."

 Link interjected just in time to stop her.

 "What is it?"

 Elise Clark ceased her movement, questioning in doubt.

 "If you really want to team up with me, I can agree. But I have a few conditions that I hope you'll listen to first."

 Link pondered for a while and felt that if Elise Clark hadn't apologized and left just like that, it wouldn't matter much.

 But since Elise Clark had openly admitted her mistakes and apologized,

 then Link must have something to express.

 Unless he didn't want to maintain a relatively good relationship with Serene Wizard.

 "What conditions?"

 Taking an unexpected turn, Elise Clark was surprised and somewhat delighted.

 "Very simple: first, you can't cause conflict with anyone; second, you can't take reckless actions when things are unclear," Link said.

 "No problem."

 Elise Clark initially thought Link would make some strict conditions, but it turned out to be two basic principles.

 What was there to hesitate about? She promptly agreed.

 "Good. From now on, we're temporary teammates."

 Link reached out his right hand expressing his friendliness, and formally introduced himself, "I am Link Grande. It's a pleasure to meet you."

 Elise Clark immediately shook Link's hand and followed his lead introducing herself, "I'm Elise Clark. I'm glad to be on your team."

 Their hands, one big and one small, briefly touched each other.

 A temporary two-person team was formed.

 But no one knew how long it would last.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 You can know a person by their appearance, but not their heart.

 Link wouldn't trust Elise Clark just because her attitude changed abruptly.

 As mentioned before, Link took into account his relationship with the Serene Wizard and the fact that he didn't want someone with unpredictable behaviors and well-equipped to keep a close eye on him. That's why he chose to form a team.

 What more could she do when under his watchful eyes?

 At most, she could reveal his whereabouts.

 But even if they didn't team up, with the Bionic Eagle, Elise Clark could still find him.

 If she wanted to leak Link's whereabouts and set up an ambush, it made no difference whether they teamed up or not.

 Moreover, if Elise Clark harbored ill-intent towards Link, she wouldn't have made such a farcical entrance.

 She could have carefully designed a better way to gain Link's trust.

 Now that they were a team, Link, of course, wouldn't show too much caution or alienation on the surface.

 "Shall we divide the tasks?"

 Link sought for Elise Clark's opinion.

 "Yes, sure."

 Elise Clark raised both hands in agreement.

 Anyway, she didn't really care about the outcome of the competition in the two districts, seeing it as a kind of entertainment.

 After unexpectedly finding Link Grande, reminded of the fun from the conversations between the Serene Wizard and her sister, as well as the bet between Wizard Palo, Peter, and Wizard Lionel, she decided to join Link Grande's team to get a close look at the game.

 Now that they had teamed up successfully, the next step was to cooperate with each other as much as possible.

 So she could keep up until the two sides openly fought fiercely because of the bet.

 The thought of a 12 vs 279 battle was exciting.

 "Your Bionic Eagle will be responsible for wide-range reconnaissance from high in the sky. My four reconnaissance puppets will be responsible for close-range vigilance. What do you think?"

 Link proposed his idea, waiting for Elise Clark's response.

 "No problem."

 Without a second thought, Elise Clark agreed.

 She even proactively suggested, "Do you want me to give you control of the Bionic Eagle?"

 "No need. Even if one person can control so many tools, they wouldn't be able to control them well and it would affect reconnaissance efficiency."

 Link declined, making an excuse.

 Even so, his reconnaissance system was complete.

 It wasn't that he couldn't, but that he didn't want to.

 Who would rob their teammate once they have teamed up?

 "Alright."

 Elise Clark, not bothered by Link's refusal, quickly accepted.

 "If we encounter sudden battles, how will we divide our duties? Who will lead? I would like to hear your thoughts."

 Link questioned again.

 This point was very important, very important indeed.

 Being a team naturally meant cooperating with each other, and precise division of labor was a prerequisite.

 Elise Clark thought for a moment and then seriously said, "I'm good at high-altitude attacks and dive bombings."

 As she spoke, she patted the small bag around her waist, "I've brought a lot of Self-Destructing Fire Thunders, Remote-Controlled Fire Thunders, and Guided Fire Thunders."

 Link's gaze followed Elise Clark's actions, turning to the inconspicuous little bag.

 He had noticed the little bag a while ago, but didn't expect it to be a Storage Magic Tool!

 For the Storage Magic Tool, Link had long coveted it and had once looked up relevant information.

 About the principles of production, operating, whether it could still be used normally after inter-dimensional teleportation, etc, Link had no idea.

 All he knew was that the Storage Magic Tool was extremely precious.

 Sharia, Tina, and Ayla, three official wizards who had just graduated from the Senior Division, were not equipped with a Storage Magic Tool.

 Link had only seen it from Wizard Palo, the Serene Wizard, Wizard Cody and the friendly Lokan Wizard.

 Rich lolis are indeed the most lavish!

 With a sigh in his heart, Link said, "I'm better at frontal assaults and defensive counterattacks."

 "Huh?"

 Elise Clark was confused.

 Frontal assaults and defensive counterattacks were completely different combat styles.

 She was curious about how Link Grande could combine the two.

 But it wasn't the time for detailed inquiries, so Elise Clark didn't dig into it and simply said, "Then I will follow your command."

 "Okay."

 Link immediately agreed.

 He wouldn't have given up the team's command anyway.

 After making a preliminary division of labor, the two of them didn't stay in the original place and started to move.

 Elise Clark didn't have a specific target, and she really followed Link's command, even without a battle happening.

 Therefore, the direction they headed was still towards where Jasmine was.

 They stopped from time to time to gather samples and make specimens.

 This was a requirement proposed by Link.

 Elise Clark didn't disagree, nor did she do it perfunctorily. She was serious about her work.

 "What do you think of the main and secondary tasks?"

 During another break, Link divided his attention between collecting samples, keeping an eye on the reconnaissance puppets' investigation results, and asking this question.

 "I'm fine with either, I don't have any particular opinion."

 Elise Clark spread the carcass of a butterfly-like creature, and practiced the Water System witchcraft technique to dry it. Then she carefully put the dried specimen on the tablet, fixing it and sticking a label.

 On the label was the name of the specimen, the place and time of collection.

 What she was doing was a secondary task, right?

 As for the main task, let's let it be.

 Link sensed Elise Clark's indifferent attitude.

 Combined with his observations, he tentatively concluded that this was her true attitude and that Elise Clark might be a casual person.

 Such people are driven by happiness and pleasure, are capable of putting forth many efforts just for amusement.

 However, if she really needs to work hard to advance and strive for a better future, she might not respond as enthusiastically.

 Link's question was somewhat superfluous.

 After some thought, Link decided to remain self-centered. He would not ask for others' opinions unless it was something essential.

 Asking others was pointless.

 He estimated the time he had spent from entering this world, starting action, till now.

 According to the flow rate before entering the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal, it should have already been more than four hours.

 He could now consider finding a place to eat and replenish much-needed nutrients and energy.

 While traveling in the wild, water and food are two essential things that one needs to pay close attention to.

 Without food and water, people could die.

 In Link's backpack, he had carried some dry rations - the kind where one biscuit could fill the stomach.

 As for water, they basically didn't run out of it because of the Purification Water Spell.

 "Let's take a break, drink some water, eat something."

 Choosing the lee side of a small mound, Link put down his backpack."

 He took out a cup from the side pocket of the backpack. With a thought, the secondary Misty Rain Technique was performed.

 A stream of water appeared out of thin air above the cup, neatly pouring into it by tracing a beautiful arc, just like pouring tea from a teapot.

 Then, Link cast a Purification Water Spell.

 The Purification Water Spell worked like a filter, spreading out at the mouth of the cup.

 Pure water filled the cup, while slight impurities were left outside.

 The two spells were cast and, apart from the brief time it took to cast them, the overall process was quite ordinary, wholesome and unadorned.

 However, seeing this, Elise Clark, who had taken out a small stool from her waist bag and prepared to sit down and rest, almost dropped her jaw in surprise.

 "Thi... thi... this..."

 She pointed to Link's cup, stuttering, and finally managed to utter a coherent sentence, "How did you do this?"

 The short spell-casting process was nothing special; as long as one practiced a certain spell frequently, and raised its mastery to a perfect level, it could be achieved.

 The reason why Elise Clark was surprised is simple.

 She recognized that the water stream was formed by the secondary Misty Rain Technique, which she also knew how to cast. So, she was fully aware of the difficulty in forming a separate water stream and controlling the flow rate accurately.

 Link jokingly quoted an in-joke only he understood: "It is just a matter of practice."

 Of course, translated into the language of the Wizard World, "just a matter of practice" becomes "the more you practice, the more skilled you become."

 Elise Clark didn't believe it.

 She turned her back and rolled her eyes, saying in a murmur, "If you don't want to tell, then don't. Why lie?"

 Link didn't react to her words, which was an oft-used tactic by Jasmine.

 The mastery level of witchcraft was divided into Beginner, Skilled, Proficient, Perfect, and Breakthrough, this wasn't a standard unique to Link.

 This method of division has long been prevalent in the Wizard World.

 The secondary Misty Rain Technique isn't a special kind of witchcraft. Showing a level of Breakthrough isn't something worth being surprised about.

 Elise Clark even openly showed her Storage Magic Tool.

 Link just didn't want to talk much about how he found the opportunity to break through the secondary Misty Rain Technique from the Perfect level to the Breakthrough level.

 Well...

 Everyone knows that there are some scenes in life where water lines often appear in parabolic shapes.

 Like tap water, or pouring tea.

 And like... going to the bathroom, for example.

 Can Link lie that he was inspired by other scenes, then share the experience with others? Is that feasible?

 Not feasible!

 Sharing such inspiration isn't like talking about math, where 1 is 1 and 2 is 2.

 Without recreating the scenario, how can one share their understanding of the situation?

 If he really has to explain, does it mean that Link has to publicly perform such acts?

 Link shook his head and laughed, removing this somewhat absurd image from his mind.

 "Take this, rehydrate yourself."

 He took out another clean cup that hadn't been used, divided half of the purified water, and handed it to Elise Clark.

 "Thank you."

 Elise Clark turned around and took the cup. She cast a Wood System detoxification spell in front of Link without any hesitation.

 Seeing no abnormal reaction in the purified water, she slowly began to sip.

 Link didn't mind.

 If he were to eat or drink something from Elise Clark, he would do the same and test if it was poisoned.

 When outside, having extra precautions is a good thing.

 "Someone's coming!"

 While drinking water, Elise.Clark suddenly sounded the alarm.

 She took out a smart brain from her bag, tapped a few times on the screen, bringing up the images captured by the Bionic Eagle from the sky.

 She saw a three-person group searching and advancing towards them from the 9 o'clock direction. They were moving quite fast.

 Elise Clark enlarged the faces for a closer look.

 Link, while arranging the deployment of Four Scouting Puppets, glanced at the smart brain screen and furrowed his brows slightly.

 These three were also local apprentices from the North District.

 At that moment, Elise Clark looked meaningfully at Link, "There's good news and bad news. Which one do you want to hear first?"

 "Good first, then bad."

 Link poured the remaining water from the two cups, picked up a great weapon from his backpack, and confirmed that the items on the "Defender 3202" suit belt could be easily retrieved.

 "The good news is that I know them, the bad news is..."

 Elise Clark put away the stool, also prepared for combat, while saying with a prolonged tone, "They all belong to the 'Pure Blood Volition,' and likely came for you."

 Obviously, Elise Clark had a deep understanding of the "Pure Blood Volition" members. She quickly determined that the other party had already found Link's location, hence the reason they were approaching so quickly.

 Having seen Elise Clark's Bionic Eagle and Storage Magic Tool, Link had been mentally prepared to be discovered by others.

 For the local apprentices from the North District, money came too easily, unlike the impoverished Southern Region Storm Sea New Blood.

 Isn't a magic tool something they could buy as they please?
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Looks like I'm going to have to fight them."

 Link stashed away his large bag, preparing for battle.

 Looking at his temporary teammate, Elise Clark, Link asked seriously, "Elise, what do you think? Shall we attack together, or should we avoid them first?"

 With their obvious intentions, Link's choices were simple: there were only two.

 Either maneuver swiftly and leave them eating his dust;

 Or go head-on, damn it.

 However, they were outnumbered, and evading could easily turn into a chase.

 And as the opposition called for backup during the chase, it could easily turn into an ambush.

 The situation would become increasingly unfavorable for Link.

 So, Link decided to strike while the number of opponents was still small.

 The key now was how this well-equipped rich girl by his side would choose.

 Join the battle, avoid it, or backstab!

 This would determine Link's combat strategy.

 "We're teammates, of course I'll help you."

 Elise Clark stated naturally, not caring in the least about her identity as a local Apprentice from the North District: "You say how to fight, I will absolutely follow your commands!"

 "Good."

 Link nodded, choosing to believe her words for now.

 He carefully surveyed the surrounding terrain and found that they were at a higher position. Whether they were to ambush after hiding or to launch a frontal assault, they had the advantage.

 With that in mind, what was there to hesitate about?

 Just let go and fight a grand battle.

 "Extend the scouting range of your Bionic Eagle to see if there are any hidden reinforcements."

 Before taking action, Link decided to play it safe and made a cautious arrangement.

 "Received."

 Elise Clark looked serious, performed a somewhat awkward salute, and began to operate her smart brain.

 She switched between various scouting modes including but not limited to optical remote sensing, infrared thermal imaging, and ultrasonic waves, confirming that there were only three opponents in front of her.

 Then, in a reporting tone, she said, "Report completed, the enemy has no reinforcements, requesting further instructions."

 At the same time, she was thinking, "This is fun, really fun."

 Elise Clark was in high spirits, immersed in the joy of role-playing, and couldn't wait to shout, "Let's start! Let's start!"

 Link felt more and more that his previous decision was correct.

 Thankfully this was his teammate, even if it was temporary, and he didn't know how long it would last.

 But at least, he didn't have to be endlessly entangled by this wealthy, domineering, and slightly mad rich girl.

 Who knew if she would change her mind right after saying she wouldn't disturb you.

 Link didn't suppress Elise Clark's fighting passion, and directly stated his simple arrangement, "Elise, you attack from the left, swoop down from a high altitude, don't rush to bomb with all your might, first attract attention. I will attack from the front, take care of them, then you can circle back from behind, and just escort me off the battlefield."

 "No problem, we'll do it."

 After hearing the instructions, Elise Clark immediately cheered and leaped into the air with a tap of her boots.

 Link also activated all effects of "Defender 3202", boosting his defense strength and movement speed, and charged straight down from the small mound.

 This was not like his usual style at all.

 Rashly like a heavy tank, rushing forward recklessly.

 Under the blessing of the "Double Casting" developed based on the Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, two Water Shield Spells overlapped, forming two closely connected water shields at the forefront.

 Under the blessing of the "Parallel Casting" developed based on the Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, three more Water Shield Spells were simultaneously cast, three water shields spinning around Link, defending against any sneak attacks.

 "Brace for the enemy!"

 The sudden change here at the small mound, whether it was Elise Clark's ascent, or Link's charge, was detected by the "Pure Blood Will" trio.

 The leader stopped abruptly, raised his left hand to halt his companions, and shouted loudly.

 His two companions reacted quickly.

 The trio quickly went into a V formation, somewhat like a three-three system.

 Of course, only the positions were similar, the roles were different.

 The leader at the front was responsible for commanding or launching surprise attacks or frontal attacks, the pure blood on the left rear was responsible for firepower output or defense, and the pure blood on the right rear was responsible for reconnaissance or cover.

 "Wooh! Hoo~"

 Elise Clark let out a strange cry, swooping down from high altitude, showing no courtesy on first meeting, directly threw a couple of Self-Destructing Fire Thunders as a greeting, "Hello there!"

 "This mad woman!"

 The moment the leader saw Elise Clark and Link Grande together, he had a bad hunch.

 Every first-year Apprentice Wizard in the North District knew that the second Miss of the Clark family, of the fifth generation, was a mad woman, a lunatic, who did whatever she pleased.

 One second she would be laughing and joking with you, the next second she could start a fight.

 Even her biological sister, a second-ring wizard, Franda Clark, couldn't control her.

 Scolding was useless, beating was useless, confining her countless times was useless.

 If it weren't for Vice President Lucia's strict order that she must kill Link Grande whenever she sees him during the grand competition,

 If the leader wasn't afraid that waiting for Link Grande to be alone would cause his two companions to expose him, he would never choose to attack at this time.

 Just as he thought, the trouble here it came.

 He couldn't help cursing in his heart, but the fight had to be fought.

 "Defend!"

 The leader reacted quickly, shouting to remind his companions, while he "Instant Cast" two Gold Shield Spells to deflect the falling Self-Destructing Fire Thunders.

 The two pure bloods quickly took action.

 The pure blood on the left rear activated a First Ring defense magic tool.

 A bowl-shaped yellow shield just in time covered the two Self-Destructing Fire Thunders before they exploded.

 Boom!

 The yellow shield violently fluctuated.

 Huge dull sounds echoed within it.

 The ground shook violently, stirring up a large amount of dust and dead leaves.

 The small animals hidden in the ground died tragically, their bodies shattered, blood and flesh splattering everywhere.

 Luckily, the flames produced by the explosion were contained by the yellow shield and didn't spread, otherwise, there would definitely be a strong stench.

 "Mad woman, she really is a mad woman!"

 Seeing that the shield activated by the First Ring defense magic tool was almost broken by the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders of rune object level,

 The leader couldn't help but curse again.

 Just how much additional materials did she add to these Self-Destructing Fire Thunders!

 The Pure Blood from the right rear finally locked onto Elise Clark's flight trajectory using their Reconnaissance Magic Tools in the high sky.

 He took a powerful crossbow from behind and pulled the trigger, which was synced with the Reconnaissance Magic Tools.

 The crossbow arrow, with the triple witchcraft effects of spell breaking, bleeding, and enchantment prohibition, darted towards Elise Clark like lightning.

 "Hmph!"

 Elise Clark remained calm. She patted a small bag on her left hand, and almost a hundred interference bombs flew out.

 The scanning and tracking capabilities of Reconnaissance Magic Tools were instantly disrupted.

 The crossbow arrow wobbled from left to right, up and down, making it difficult to continue tracking Elise Clark.

 In no time, Elise Clark would be able to escape from the crossbow arrow.

 At this time, Link had charged to within less than ten meters of the trio.

 He still started with the secondary Misty Rain Technique.

 It was conventional but not simple.

 The breakthrough-level secondary Misty Rain Technique had some implications of the phrase "the wonderful use lies in one's mind."

 Three super dense fogs, each the size of a head, precisely appeared in front of the three Pure Bloods. They were almost indefensible, instantly blocking their sight.

 Yet, their figures were still exposed, seen clearly in Link's eyes.

 Except for the vast whiteness, the trio of Pure Bloods couldn't see anything else.

 Rather than being panic-stricken, their first reactions were all to actively trigger the defense mechanisms of their suits.

 At the same time, twelve shots of the Leaf Arrow Technique were divided into three groups under the "Continuous Casting" and impetuously shot at the trio.

 The Leaf Arrows weren't powerful, but they could test the strength of the opponents' defense.

 "Pooh!"

 When Link saw the three Leaf Arrows shattering directly without even touching the opponents' clothes.

 He recognized instantly that the trio was also wearing the "Defender 3202" suits.

 He couldn't help cursing out loud!

 Were all the local apprentices in the North District filthy rich?

 Wasn't the "Defender 3202" suit supposed to be the primary choice of official wizards graduating from senior divisions who were preparing for the frontline?

 Why did each of the four people he met today have one suit?

 How could Link have known that the "Pure Blood Will" had specially divided three elite trios for the sole purpose of assassinating him!

 Each trio was well-equipped. They had not only the Reconnaissance Magic Tools and First Ring Defense Magic Tools, which were even more advanced than the Bionic Eagle, and the "Defender 3202" suits that had already been revealed, but also a communication tool with a built-in positioning function.

 Their rapid assembly relied on this positioning communication.

 Although he was cursing, Link's attacks never stopped.

 Through the "Continuous Casting", there were still twelve shots, but this time it was the Thorn Entanglement.

 The thorny vines sprouted from the ground, grew wildly, and wrapped around the arms and legs of the three Pure Bloods.

 Almost at the same time, the violent wind summoned by the leader howled, blowing away the three super dense fogs that blocked their sight.

 "Withering!"

 "Fire! Thunder!"

 When the leader saw the thorny vines growing all over the ground, he shouted out three words. He himself "Instant Cast" a Gold Arrow Technique, stabbing towards Link Grande.

 He tried to break Link's attacking rhythm.

 The Pure Blood on the left consecutively "Instant Cast" two Withering Spells, but the effect was not obvious.

 The right Pure Blood then relayed the Ignite Technique, finally clearing the thorny vines under their feet.

 They also almost simultaneously pulled out two Self-Destructing Fire Thunders and threw them at Link.

 Link and Elise Clark were not the only ones who preferred the budget-friendly and practical Self-Destructing Fire Thunders.

 The double water shields met the two Self-Destructing Fire Thunders exploding in mid-air, with steam rising and scattering.

 The attacks and defenses offset each other.

 Though Link's several attacks were all defused by the trio, and he was even counter-attacked twice, his goal had been achieved.

 He suddenly sped up and burst out of the scorching steam, reaching the middle of the trio.

 He quietly dropped a great weapon under his feet, hiding it among the sprawling thorns.

 Link activated the Mind Closure Technique to the fullest, activated the Status Card of "Multi-Threading Thinking", lasting for 5 seconds.

 Then,

 He transformed into a human-shaped magic machine gun.

 Water ball, Water blade, Icicle, Water gun, Leaf Arrow, Wood thorn…

 One after another, the Water System and Wood System Zero Ring attack spells were cast continuously in a very short time.

 The Pure Blood trio was like knights from the cold weapon era encountering a Maxim machine gun.

 Suddenly, suddenly, suddenly, suddenly…

 They were only able to defend.

 They had no power to fight back.

 It was suffocating.

 In fact, Zero Ring spells can hardly break through the overall defense of the "Defender 3202" suit.

 But Link had not only transmogrified himself into a Human-Shaped Magic Machine Gun but also into a Human-Shaped Supercomputer equipped with a top-tier AI.

 Every attack from a witchcraft spell targeted the weak points of the "Defender 3202" suit, such as the neck, armpit, lower body, and eyes.

 If they didn't defend, even if they couldn't penetrate the defense, it would still cause damage.

 After all, Wizard Apprentices were not Official Wizards. Their life essence had not truly surpassed the mortal coil.

 "Wooh~ huh!"

 Elise Clark finally got rid of the crossbow arrow with a tracking function and flew around in a circle, passing by.

 Seeing Link's dazzling barrage of chained witchcraft attacks, she couldn't help but yell out and shouted aloud, "Awesome!"

 The time had come.

 Link put his legs together, tightened his hands to the sides of his body, activated the floating effect of his boots, and shot up.

 Then at the moment when Elise Clark flew overhead, he grabbed her ankle.

 "Get out of here, quick!"

 Link shouted in a hurry, simultaneously activating the great weapon with his spiritual power.

 Elise Clark immediately sped up.

 The Pure Blood trio also heard Link's yell.

 "Scatter!"

 Without caring about the ongoing Zero Ring spells' attacks, the leader bent his arms to protect his head and shot forward.

 The two Pure Bloods in the rearguard reacted similarly.

 But it was already too late.
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 A deafening sound. 

 A small mushroom cloud was born.

 All fell into silence, and Link felt the world become tranquil.

 After a while, his hearing finally recovered.

 The power of the great weapon, touted as capable of killing a First-Class Official Wizard, was truly deserving of its name.

 It brutally exploded, creating a large pit three meters deep and over twenty meters wide.

 The Pure Blood trio, who had many hidden cards they didn't get a chance to play, were knocked down in one hit, lying scattered at the bottom of the pit.

 The "Defender 3202" suit didn't collapse, it withstood the direct damage of the blast.

 As a result, all three members of the Pure Blood group maintained their complete forms and did not instantaneously become mangled flesh and bones.

 However, the powerful impact and intense shockwaves from the explosion caused high levels of damage to the Pure Blood trio, who were still at the Wizard Apprentice Stage and had not made the leap in their essential life.

 Their internal organs weren't shattered, but they certainly had severe internal bleeding.

 Their heads were also severely concussed.

 All three of them fainted on the spot, leaving them vulnerable to slaughter.

 "You are really fierce!"

 Elise Clark circled in the air a few times, waiting for the aftermath of the great weapon to pass. She first let Link down and landed herself.

 Looking at Link, Elise Clark did not hide her emotions, expressing her heartfelt awe.

 What impressed her was not the great weapon that played a decisive role in this brief battle,

 but Link's suppression of the Pure Blood trio that made them unable to lift their heads.

 The human-shaped magic machine gun, a barrage of continuous magic attacks, was undeniably very flashy to look at!

 Elise Clark fell in love with this attack mode at first sight.

 However, she knew, although she was not sure how Link Grande managed it, it certainly involved personal secrecy.

 Therefore, no matter how envious or fond of it, Elise Clark managed to suppress the urge to ask.

 Her sister said she had many bad habits to change, including an intense desire to possess everything.

 Not everyone can tolerate her!

 Not everyone can endure her capricious behavior!

 What's more, even if she acquires this secret, she may not learn this attack mode.

 Right.

 Elise Clark had many thoughts flashing in her mind.

 After Link landed, he didn't rush to respond to the mysteriously excited Elise Clark, nor did he rush to check the three unconscious Pure Bloods.

 Since they weren't transferred out by the academy's protective measures, it proved they were severely injured but not dying.

 It's better to act cautiously to avoid accidents.

 Link walked to the edge of the pit and took off a newly upgraded First Ring anti-magic net gun from his waistband, and shot three anti-magic nets from a distance.

 Opened up wide, the nets covered each of the Pure Bloods.

 The magic activity near their bodies immediately decreased, making it nearly impossible to cast spells.

 But this was not secure enough.

 Link also cast three Thorns Whip spells and patiently controlled several thorns to strip off the magic tools and rune objects from the bodies of the three Pure Bloods, except for the still actively activated "Defender 3202" suit, and seized them as spoils of war.

 With this, the Pure Blood trio basically lost their ability to fight back.

 Only then did Link feel relieved and prepared to go down to the bottom of the pit.

 "You are being overly cautious!"

 Elise Clark, who was watching Link's operation all the time, couldn't help but express her awe again.

 She had seen cautious people, but none as cautious as him.

 Basically, the First Ring anti-magic net gun was already safe enough.

 "Better safe than sorry, what if they have a suicidal tactic?"

 Link replied indifferently, "We only have one life."

 When Elise Clark heard this, she glanced at Link and felt strange and incompatible.

 She muttered, "You're a strange person! So suspicious when I asked for help before, then so aggressive in battle, and now so timid! I feel like your mental disorder is even more severe than mine."

 Link was speechless.

 Indeed, he was very aggressive during the battle, which did not fit his character at all.

 But he did it intentionally.

 The purpose was simple, to test

 One, to test his magic offensive ability, and two, to test whether Elise Clark would betray him when the opportunity arose.

 Honestly, Link was quite disappointed with his magic offensive abilities.

 Even with Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft and three casting techniques based on Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, his magic offense was still limited by the low attack power of the zero-ring spells.

 Even if he encountered a normal First Ring magic tool instead of the "Defender 3202" suit that even great weapons could not destroy, he still couldn't break the defense!

 It was only after exhausting the precious "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card and transforming into a supercomputer with top-tier AI and a human-shaped magic machine gun that he completely suppressed and disrupted the rhythm of the Pure Blood trio, saving the situation.

 As for Elise Clark's performance, Link couldn't say whether he was satisfied or not.

 Men's hearts are unpredictable.

 Link couldn't be sure whether Elise Clark's refusal to attack him and instead following his commands to take him away from the battlefield meant she truly bore him no malice, or if she had ulterior motives.

 In any case, Link remained alert, just loosening up a bit on the surface.

 The most important thing now was not to dwell on this, but to deal with the "prisoners" and then distribute the spoils of war.

 Just as Link got to the bottom of the pit and was about to wake up the unconscious Pure Bloods one by one for interrogation,

 Three white beams of light descended from the sky, disappearing with the three persons in the blink of an eye.

 "What a pity."

 Link shook his head and let out a light sigh, "Man proposes, God disposes."

 He didn't believe the injuries of the Pure Blood trio had deteriorated in such a short time to the extent of life-threatening that triggered the protection measures of the academy.

 He even less believed that during such a large competition between two districts, there were truly no Official wizards paying attention from the academy!

 Link had always tended to speculate on everyone with the worst malice.

 Link shook off his scattered thoughts and began to inspect his spoils of war.

 Five magic tools and a pile of rune objects.

 Among them, the most valuable was a reconnaissance magic tool equipped with a crossbow arrow.

 The first-ring defense magic tool that blocked two enhanced Self-Destructing Fire Thunders from Elise Clark was also pretty good.

 The remaining three magic tools were all micro-brains the size of half a palm, with biological information locks.

 If they couldn't be unlocked, they were as good as junk, and came with the risk of being traced.

 Link dumped the three micro-brains at the bottom of the pit.

 The uses of the rune objects varied, all were very practical.

 During the expedition in the Different World, they should be able to provide quite a bit of assistance.

 "Let's split the spoils evenly, half for you and half for me."

 After arranging the spoils of war, Link walked out of the pit and brought them to Elise Clark, "Ladies first, you pick."

 "I don't want it!"

 Elise glanced at it and sneered.

 Other than the two magic tools which were high-quality, the pile of rune objects couldn't catch her eye.

 "The spoils should be evenly distributed, it's a matter of principle."

 Link didn't pocket the spoils but insisted, "You must take it. Even if you throw it away afterwards, it's fine."

 Being a team meant being a team, regardless if it was temporary or not.

 Rules that needed to be obeyed had to be obeyed.

 This was the bottom line.

 "Fine."

 Elise felt that Link Grande was justified and reluctantly agreed.

 She took the first-ring defense magic tool, then casually picked out a few rune objects, barely meeting the standard for even distribution.

 Link then got the controller for the reconnaissance magic tool and the remaining half of the rune objects.

 After fiddling with it a bit, he summoned the reconnaissance magic tool, which resembled a flying sphere, from the sky and carefully scrutinized it.

 "This thing is good, it's more expensive than my Bionic Eagle."

 Elise came over and glanced at it, saying, "I was going to buy it, but I didn't earn enough Magic Stones during the vacation, so I gave up."

 Link asked, "You North District students also have part-time jobs during the vacation? Are jobs easy to find?"

 Elise laughed carelessly, "Part-time jobs? If it weren't for the college rules, I wouldn't bother earning Magic Stones. I'm not like those New Bloods from the Southern District... "

 Speaking of which, Elise caught herself, scratched her head, and apologized, "Oops, I misspoke. Don't mind it."

 Link shook his head. He didn't mind.

 The term was relatively neutral and not derogatory.

 Walking back to the little mound to retrieve his bag, Link was about to put the rune objects in his bag as a backup.

 "Wait!" Elise suddenly shouted.

 "What's the matter?"

 Link turned his head to ask.

 "There's a problem with this thing."

 Elise picked out a keychain-like object from the pile of rune objects in Link's hand.

 She turned it over several times, her brows furrowed, and her expression grew more serious.

 "Have you offended someone?"

 Finally, Elise stopped inspecting, staring into Link's eyes, and said seriously, "Think carefully. Someone is planning to kill you here!"

 Saying this, she held up the item in her hand and explained in detail,

 "This is a very malicious alchemy item, it has only one function, to delay the contact between body and soul.

 In normal times, it might have some negative effects, but it won't cause particularly great harm.

 But if you're severely injured and dying, it can show its true function.

 Then the protections of the academy will become a deadly hit, transporting out a corpse letting you truly die."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately took the matter seriously.

 Without thinking, the people he had offended who could arrange the "Pure Blood Will" members to kill him were Peter Lionel and Zoran Lucia.

 Link didn't bother guessing specifically who it was. Anyway, the fault lies with those two, no doubt about it.

 That being said, these three from "Pure Blood Will" came here to kill him!

 And it wasn't for the bet.

 "Thank you, Elise!"

 Link sincerely thanked her, genuinely.

 If it weren't for Elise Clark's wide knowledge in recognizing this thing, Link would be at a big loss when facing the members of "Pure Blood Will" in the future.

 The opponent came to kill, and you still have a competitive mentality, how could you not suffer a loss, right?

 "You're welcome! We are teammates after all."

 Elise chuckled.

 She noticed that Link didn't answer the question about who had offended him, thought about it briefly, and pretty much understood Link's predicament, not prying too much.

 "Let's go"

 Link put the remaining rune objects in the bag, put it on his back, gave a shout, and continued walking towards Jasmine's location.

 With this happening, there's no more time to delay.

 He has to find Jasmine, Buck, Ezio, Digee, Linn, and Dalton quickly.

 He couldn't fight against so many "Pure Blood Will" members by himself.

 Link needed to assemble his own team.

 Then use the advantage of the small team mobility, and fight a guerrilla war, a mobile war, with "Pure Blood Will".

 Concentrate superior forces to destroy a fraction of the enemy.

 Link began to plan his counterattack strategy.

 The rage in his chest was burning.
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 Bearing grudges against others wasn't Link's intent.

 Although a man's ambitions, can stretch and retract.

 But to live a next lifetime, Link no longer wanted to live under repression.

 He could willingly endure, but he could not allow himself to be forced into submission.

 Therefore, facing the threat of Erick Burnalis, Link didn't back down.

 If he had just distanced himself from Jasmine Kidman back then, many subsequent things wouldn't have happened.

 Therefore, facing Sophie Lucia's academic plagiarism, Link didn't back down and reported it promptly.

 If he had chosen to tolerate it and let his academic achievements be stolen by others, many subsequent things wouldn't have happened.

 Therefore, this time facing an onslaught from "Pure Blood Will", Link similarly had no intention of backing down.

 Kill one if one comes; if two come, kill both.

 Just stand up to them and that's it.

 Better endure than submit.

 Link wanted to stand tall and even take down the wizards!

 However, despite his burning rage, when it came to acting, Link remained cool and cautious.

 The journey this time proved to be quite smooth.

 After all, with the Bionic Eagle and the Flying Sphere, two reconnaissance magic tools in the air, and four scouting puppets around,

 Not only did they not encounter anyone from the "Pure Blood Will", but even a few groups of wild animals kept their distance well in advance.

 No need to engage in unnecessary combat.

 Not only without any benefits, but also causing unnecessary exhaustion.

 As they progressed forward, they also took the opportunity to complete some side tasks, collecting water and soil samples to make various specimens.

 Even without these side tasks, faced with a strange ecological environment and a group of unfamiliar plants, animals, and microorganisms, Link would still sample and preserve specimens.

 This was the instinct of a researcher.

 After a long journey, Link estimated that they had walked at least two more hours.

 The "sun" in the sky still hung high in the middle.

 "Let's take a break."

 Link spoke up, stopping Elise Clark, who went from being enthusiastic to listless.

 He planned to take a short rest and open up the topic that was prepared to be talked about earlier but was interrupted by the Pure Blood trio.

 Have a deep conversation, understand each other better.

 In this way, even temporary teammates could coordinate better.

 "Give me some water to drink, I'm dying of thirst."

 Elise Clark took out a small stool from her bag, sat down, and complained to Link.

 In reality, she wasn't thirsty and could make her own water.

 It was just her venting her frustrations.

 It was too boring, really too boring.

 They walked for so long without even seeing other people. She wanted to kill a few weird-looking wild animals, but was stopped.

 All he knows is to take samples, make specimens, and observe the ecology.

 Man, someone wants to kill you!

 Can't you look a bit more nervous, a bit more flustered?

 How can you stroll around so leisurely and still think about the big competition and consider the bets?

 Elise Clark had endless complaints in her heart.

 In fact, she had already fallen ill, intermittently going insane, similar to Harley Quinn's situation.

 However, it was much better than before, and she could just about suppress her temper.

 Without being too indulgent and arbitrary, she didn't act capriciously or impulsively.

 Link observed Elise Clark's ever-changing personality and way of doing things, secretly noting her actions in his mind.

 On the surface, he appeared indifferent, not caring about Elise Clark's resentment.

 He took out two cups, cast a secondary Misty Rain Technique, and then a Purification Water Spell, creating two cups of pure water.

 Giving Elise Clark the cup she had just drunk from, Link brought up a topic:

 "Looking at the 'sun' that hasn't moved at all, this small world is either in a state of extreme daylight, or has no diurnal pattern.

 This is a phenomenon that is worth noting and studying."

 "You've noticed it, haven't you."

 Elise Clark took a small sip of water, still weak, and said slowly, "There's nothing to investigate, it's already been concluded.

 This is a small world on the brink of destruction.

 Generally speaking, time rules are usually at the end, only to dissolve with the world's origin.

 Now, the time rules of this world have already been disrupted.

 No matter how long we spend in this world, one year, two years, or even three years, it may only be a day in the Wizard World."

 Pausing briefly, Elise Clark added,

 "Without a special nurturing method, once we leave this world, we would instantaneously permanently lose some of our vitality.

 Even though the academy won't allow us to lose vitality, the psychological change is also something worth noting.

 Therefore, it's best to complete the main tasks as soon as possible and leave."

 Knowing what one knows and does not know.

 Link has never explored this kind of knowledge, he just quietly listened and remembered it.

 After hearing it, Link couldn't help but sigh.

 This was the advantage of having family heritage.

 Even if it's just a hint or two, it contains information and knowledge that someone of low status would never find.

 But Link didn't feel pitiful himself, he became even more determined.

 The conversation had started, and the atmosphere felt right.

 Then and there, Link said: "Elise, I have some questions, I hope you can answer them sincerely."

 He looked serious, his tone was earnest, and he appeared very solemn.

 "Ask. As long as I can tell it, I'll absolutely not hide it or deceive."

 Elise Clark's character returned to normal, her speech became more measured, revealing genuine sincerity.

 "The first question, why does your personality fluctuate so much? If it involves your secrets, or some sad things, you can consider me as not having asked and please forgive me."

 After pondering over his words, Link ended up asking directly.
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 As a stranger, Link had no right to question this.

 But as a teammate, even a temporary one, Link needed to understand it somewhat, for dealing with it, and for adjusting his interaction mode and command strategy.

 "There's nothing to hide about this, it's not really a secret, and it's not a sad story either,"

 Elise Clark shrugged and said nonchalantly, "I was born on the front line of the Heavenly Battlefield. I was somewhat traumatized at birth, so I was born with this personality. Unpredictable and erratic. But as I grow older and deepen my meditation, I have gradually gained control."

 She waved her hand, indicating to Link that he needn't be too reserved: "If there are any other questions, just ask. Ask directly!"

 "Why do you want to join my team?"

 Seeing this, Link did not hesitate to ask the question he most wanted to know the answer to.

 "Well, there are too many reasons."

 Elise Clark stuck out her fragrant tongue, moistened her lips, looking a bit troubled about where to begin.

 "Tell me in detail."

 Link was not going to miss this great opportunity.

 He wanted to know too badly why Elise Clark had targeted him.

 Elise Clark began to explain in detail:

 "Well, firstly, my sister and the Serene Wizard are close friends. They often have gatherings and chats during their breaks, and I've heard about you being called the 'Friend of Witches.'"

 "I was intrigued, so I specifically investigated you."

 "Hey, I found you quite interesting!"

 "You're from Stormy Sea, not high in qualification, but you perform even better than Lanny Taylor, the only advance fifth rank qualified student in the first year of Southern District."

 "Not only are you ranked first in academic performance, but even in wizards' level, you are not lagging behind."

 "Um...."

 "The wizard's level is not something I investigated myself, it's information my sister gave me."

 "In addition, I'm interested in your real relationship with Jasmine Kidman."

 "The Serene Wizard said that your mentality is quite mature, unlike our peers. Instead, you are like an adult."

 "I want to figure out whether you are a 'copper-refining cancer' patient as they say on the 'forum.'"

 "What if I am?"

 Link's face went cold as he interrupted Elise Clark's lengthy explanation with an interjection.

 The death of Harold Andrews was no loss at all.

 The rumors he had concocted had greatly defamed Link's image and had affected how people viewed Link.

 Letting him off without crushing him to pieces would be letting him off too easily.

 "If that's the case..."

 Elise Clark's eyes instantly flashed with a bright light. She had a devilish grin on her face, and her gaze gradually went to Link's lower body, sinisterly declaring: "I'll castrate you!"

 "Alright, lucky I'm not."

 Link felt a chill down his spine.

 Scary, just like a crazy clown. She is indeed scary.

 "Heh, scared now?"

 Elise Clark raised her eyebrows, triumphant.

 It seemed like scaring Link was something of great achievement to her.

 "Yes, I am."

 Link shrugged, quickly admitted defeat, and then said, "What other reasons are there? You continue to speak."

 "In addition, after researching you for so long, I've become quite curious about you."

 Elise Clark pouted a little at Link's perfunctory response. She seemed a bit dissatisfied but didn't make a fuss about it, continuing to answer, "That's just how I am. If I find someone or something interesting, I need to figure it out."

 "Figure out what? What's so interesting about me?"

 "Quite a few things."

 "Like?"

 "Like how you managed to establish the system of 'experiment', 'paper', and 'patent' without any relevant education or guidance."

 "Like where you learned the method to germinate Silver Star Flower Seeds. It would seem like there's a systematic logic behind your method, rooted in an advanced scientific research system."

 "Like how you dare to behave unassumingly in front of Wizard Palo."

 For example, how dare you step over the bottom line of the college and kill Harold Andrews.

 Why would you think that women's love for beauty could be incorporated into the development of potions?

 Why did you take in Buck Watt, Ezio Richie and their group?

 For example…"

 "Okay, what about now? How do you feel?"

 Link Grande seeing Elise Clark talking on and on, showing a trend to keep going, he quickly interrupted and asked.

 "Now? I feel like you're a suspicious person. You doubt this and that. I guess you're still doubting me, so you keep testing me."

 Elise Clark did not get annoyed, she had been deliberately going on and on earlier, and now she ridiculed Link Grande to his face in answering his question.

 "Indeed."

 Link Grande admitted candidly. There was nothing to be shy about this evident matter.

 "Huh!"

 Elise Clark sighed, "I made a bad impression. Once the seed of doubt is sown, it's bound to germinate."

 Link Grande did not continue the topic about suspicion and doubt, choosing to shift to another subject, asking: "I'm really curious, even if your sister and the Serene Wizard are friends, why would you help me fight 'Pure Blood Volition'?"

 Elise Clark countered: "Do you know about the North District? Do you know about the 'Pure Blood Volition'?"

 Link Grande replied: "I have little knowledge of the North District and a bit of understanding of 'Pure Blood Volition'."

 If you know yourself and know your enemy, you will never be in peril in a hundred battles.

 Since Link was involved in the bet between Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel, he couldn't play blind and ignore collecting information about "Pure Blood Volition".

 "Do you know that in 'Pure Blood Volition', people are divided into three categories: New Blood, Half Blood, and Pure Blood?"

 Elise Clark asked again.

 "I've heard something about it."

 Link Grande had indeed seen this kind of news.

 According to the classification of "Pure Blood Volition", wizards apprentices like Link, Jasmine, and Lanny Taylor, who were born directly on the numerous islands in the Stormy Sea, are known as New Blood;

 Those who have settled on the Continent and prospered, but haven't exceeded six generations, their people are collectively referred to as Half Blood;

 Only the wizards who are descendants of families that have lived in the Ravensmouth Special Area since the establishment of Ravensmouth College are qualified to bear the title of "Pure Blood".

 This kind of thinking, this kind of classification, instinctively offended Link Grande.

 But considering that the college officially uses the term Storm Sea New Blood, Link didn't show his displeasure.

 Elise Clark watched the expression on Link's face change, and said indifferently: "You should now guess that being born into the Clark Family, I am what they consider a Half Blood.

 New Blood and Half Blood are natural allies!

 Why in the regional competition, only the top 30 of each grade from the Southern District can participate?

 It's not just because the overall quality of the New Blood in the Southern District is lower than that in the North District.

 It's also because there is a huge divide within the North District itself!

 The opposition between Pure Blood and Half Blood is very severe!"

 With that, Elise Clark became passionate and her personality changed dramatically again, becoming somewhat frantic.

 She deliberately let her hair down, shaking her head and cackling:

 "Why would I want to help you fight 'Pure Blood Volition'?

 Because I want to fight them myself.

 They call me a lunatic, a madwoman.

 I will be a lunatic, a madwoman, and then slaughter them one by one."

 Elise Clark stood up before Link Grande, hung her head, and through gaps in her hair stared at Link's eyes. Her voice was manic but also earnest as she asked:

 "Link Grande, will you team up with this mad woman,

 and kill all those Pure Blood scum?"

 Maybe it was because she was looking down, but Elise Clark's eyes rolled upward, revealing a large part of the whites.

 Her hair was messy and spread out.

 If not for her light yellow hair, Elise Clark's appearance would have closely resembled Sadako who crawled out of the TV, or Aunt Chu who liked to perch on people's shoulders.

 Link Grande was not frightened by Elise Clark's sudden hysteria and calmly said, "You sit down and compose yourself. Don't be too extreme."

 Taking a pause, Link saw that the pupils of Elise Clark's eyes gradually moved back in place and her eyes became clear. He continued, "Every debt has its debtor. 'Pure Blood Volition' refers to 'Pure Blood Volition', and Pure Blood refers to Pure Blood."

 "At present, I'm just targeting 'Pure Blood Volition'!"
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 "Hmph! You're so boring!" 

 Elise Clark sat back down on the small stool, smoothing her disheveled hair and tying it into twin-tails.

 Murmuring grumpily, "Why so principled, just act when you see someone. After all, in this place, as long as you don't use this thing, you can't kill anyone!"

 As she spoke, she pulled out the alchemic item that looked like a keychain and provocatively shook it."

 It seemed to be a reminder for Link, showing him she had already intended to kill him while he was still concerned about principles.

 What, playing Mother Teresa?

 "Pure Blood Will" was spot on.

 Elise Clark was a madwoman, a lunatic, a crazy hag.

 This was decided from the moment she was born.

 Even though she claimed that with age and the deeper practice of meditation, she had gradually been able to control her temper.

 However, the scene before Link told him that Elise Clark's nature was still madness.

 A madness that screamed scene and antics.

 Link calmly said, "I don't want my heart to become numb."

 Decisive actions and mindless slaughter were not the same.

 This distinction still needed to be made.

 Elise Clark pouted her lips, no longer responding.

 The atmosphere of conversation between the two cooled down.

 Silence.

 A long silence.

 Link slowly drank water, ate, replenishing his physical energy.

 As for the recovery of spiritual power and magic power,

 Upon mastering the third layer of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method", and beginning the minor transformation of his Sea of consciousness, Link unlocked a whole new way of meditating during daily activities.

 Sitting, lying, standing, walking, eating, drinking, playing, and having fun,

 No matter what he was doing, as long as he was not sleeping or deep in meditation, he could slowly recover his consumed spiritual power and magic power.

 This method differed from focused shallow meditation, which was like the difference between using your phone while charging and charging it dedicatedly.

 One was slow, and the other was fast.

 That was all there was to it.

 At this time, Link's wristwatch began to vibrate.

 Opening it for a glance, Dalton Collen, who often was ignored due to his low presence, had sent a message:

 Help me, dude!!!

 The ten words post only used four words, and the remaining six were entirely exclamation marks.

 The situation was obviously very urgent.

 Immediately after, a location sharing request was sent.

 Although Link's once-a-day chance had already been used to locate Jasmine, it didn't mean he couldn't be located by others.

 Buck Watt, Ezio Richie, Digee Finley, Lynn Hewitt, and Dalton Collen, the five of them had already received Link's orders the day before the big competition in the Second Area.

 Unless necessary, during the competition, they are not to openly and actively associate with Link.

 To complete their main and subtasks as their priority, ensure their rankings, and not carelessly get involved in the wager between Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel.

 Dalton Collen would not have asked Link for help unless he was absolutely at his wits' end.

 Link immediately agreed.

 On the watch screen, two markers appeared, nearly overlapping.

 This indicated that the distance between the two of them was not far.

 After flickering for a few seconds, the markers disappeared.

 Link had already remembered the direction and started to move.

 "What's happening?"

 Seeing that Link was tidily packing up his cup, pulling his bag onto his back, Elise Clark also hurriedly put the small stool back into her bag, meanwhile inquiring.

 "A little buddy asked me for help, he should be not far from here."

 Link took out the controller for the flying saucer reconnaissance magic tool, controlling the flying saucer towards Dalton Collen's location, to scout there.

 "Let's go together! Hurry up, hurry up!"

 Hearing that there might be some fun, Elise Clark's interest was greatly piqued, she became bouncing and lively again.

 She glanced at the coordinates on the controller screen, pulled out her smart brain, performed a few operations, and also dispatched the bionic eagle there.

 Link didn't delay, after the reconnaissance preparations were done, he immediately triggered the floating and speeding functions of the boots and hurried to Dalton Collen's location.

 Elise Clark clicked her boots, activated, initiated jet propulsion and seemed to be even more anxious than Link.

 One person rushed on the ground, while the other flew in the sky.

 Both of them were rushing at full speed to help.

 In less than 20 minutes, Link had received the reconnaissance results of the flying disks and arrived near Dalton Collen's location.

 "Don't rush, let's see what the situation is first."

 Link called out to Elise Clark, who very much wanted to directly swoop down and bombard the area.

 Being bound by her promise to absolutely follow his instructions, Elise Clark grudgingly landed after a round of circling.

 After replacing the magic stones of the four scouting puppets, he let them be on guard in the surrounding area.

 Link took out the controller with the screen and checked the images that the flying saucer was capturing in real time.

 With a few operations, the bottle cap-sized luminous screen projected a clear holographic image, presenting the captured images in a magnified manner.

 Link found that Dalton Collen's situation was indeed incredibly urgent.

 He and three other new recruits from the Stormy Sea were besieged by a group of colossal beasts resembling Tyrannosaurus in a small valley, unable to move.

 Dalton Collen was even injured, his left arm hanging limply, probably dislocated or broken.

 He hadn't even had the chance to treat his injury as he had to fend off the attack of the giant beasts.

 The giant beast's forelimbs were small and didn't have much attack power, but its hard tail was as deadly as a steel whip.

 There were dozens of crisscross whip marks on the rock wall at the valley entrance.

 Those were the result of the giant beast ferociously lashing out every time Dalton Collen and his comrades tried to escape.

 What made Dalton Collen and his associates helpless was that the beast could also breathe fire.

 The flames that shot out into the sky from time to time blocked the airspace, preventing Dalton Collen and the others from escaping by temporarily hovering and gliding.
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 Not every pair of boots, like those on Elise. Clark's feet , could grant a genuine flying ability.

 The moment Link saw those flying boots that resembled Iron Man's battle armor, he fell profoundly in love with them and even despised his current pair of "Defender 3202" boots.

 Even though the boots he was wearing could provide brief ascension, hovering, and gliding.

 Gliding and flying, after all, are not the same.

 Clearing away random thoughts, Link pondered on how to rescue Dalton. Collen.

 After giving it a thought, he decided to use a decoy strategy.

 "We do this and that, like so."

 He called over Elise. Clark and gave her instructions, laying out all his thoughts.

 "No problem, let's do it!"

 The more Elise. Clark listened, the brighter her eyes gleamed.

 The action plan this time set by Link Grande fit well with her aesthetic.

 She rummaged through her small bag and out of a pile of "toys" her sister had custom-made for her, she found something suitable for this operation.

 Link wasn't idle either, taking out several weapons from his large bag.

 Shortly after, they were prepared.

 The two shared a glance and began their action simultaneously.

 "Wooh! Whoo~~"

 With a strange yell, Elise. Clark soared into the sky at high speed, carrying a metal tube resembling an RPG on her shoulder.

 Link assembled two grenade-launcher-like devices, grabbed a bunch of self-destructing fire thunders, and rushed towards the valley.

 The attention of the giant beast was drawn by Elise. Clark. Two beasts stayed at the mouth of the valley while the other four raised their heads and stared at Elise. Clark.

 "Roar~"

 The beast roared furiously, it's mouth full of sharp teeth widely opened, spewing forth almost white flames.

 The temperature of this flame was extremely high, reaching nearly 4000 degrees Celsius according to Link's past life standard.

 It could directly roast Elise. Clark.

 "But, Elise. Clark wasn't dumb. She lured the attention of four monsters and then immediately flew up higher, far away from the flame's attack range.

 "Hey! where did I throw that bomb?"

 Sporting a Jinx-like ponytail and spouting lines like Giggs', Elise. Clark was absolutely a bomb maniac with a wild loli edge!

 Using a certain frequency of spiritual power and magic power, she activated the alchemy rune array engraved on the metal tube.

 One spherical fire thunder after another sputtered out, shooting directly at the giant beast.

 The roaring sound of explosions rang out consecutively.

 Fire sparks spread everywhere, sand and stones flew all around.

 Holes were blasted into the ground outside the valley.

 Unfortunately, the giant beast's skin was tough and its defense was as secure as a first ring defense magic tool. Other than having its sight obscured by dust and smoke, it suffered no damage.

 "Come, let's have a blast!"

 Seeing this, Elise. Clark became even more excited.

 She didn't fear creatures that could withstand explosions, she only feared those that couldn't withstand them.

 After emptying the spherical fire thunders from the metal tube into her small bag, she pulled out two more metal tubes filled with ammunition.

 Sputter, sputter, sputter, sputter.

 The metal tube sprayed madly.

 "Ahahaha ...."

 Elise laughed manically.

 This scene, in Link's eyes, seemed quite like a fusion of Harley Quinn and Jinx.

 Madness, obsession with destruction, and doing whatever she wants!

 The four giant beasts were visibly infuriated and with a powerful thrust of their robust hind limbs, they began to chase after flying Elise. Clark.

 Link was a little concerned about Elise. Clark possibly playing too far and ruining the plan.

 He couldn't also waste the precious opportunity created by her risking danger.

 After running for a few steps to get to his scheduled position, Link quickly set up the grenade launchers and launched twenty self-destructing fire thunders within a mere 5 seconds.

 The giant beasts, already drawn by Elise. Clark's relentless bombings, got attacked once more by bombings from another direction.

 Giant beasts are naturally easily-angered and vengeful creatures. Otherwise, they wouldn't have been blocking this valley entrance so stubbornly, determined to kill the dwarves hiding in the valley.

 They divided their forces, and four giant beasts sternly chased Elise. Clark, who had dealt more damage and provoked them.

 The other two beasts that originally guarded the mouth of the valley abandoned their post in anger and charged towards Link's position.

 The decoy strategy has been completed.

 Dalton. Collen was not a fool, he naturally grasped this great opportunity to escape from the valley.

 What was left was how Elise. Clark and Link would get away from the giant beasts trying to kill them.

 "Whoa! Let's blast them to smithereens!"

 Did you really think Elise. Clark would be only focused on running away?

 Since she had plenty of equipment, she kept throwing the spherical fire thunders as if they were free, non-stop.

 The hatred value attracted perfectly; there was no chance of it slipping away.

 Link didn't stop attacking either.

 He occasionally threw a few Self-Destructing Fire Thunders to draw the attention of the two giant beasts.

 Compared to Elise Clark's side of the field, Link's action were significantly more peaceful, giving off a mild homely feeling.

 Hmm...

 Link opted for a more tactical approach.

 His focus was on extreme evasion and tactical weaving.

 Hmm.

 When viewed from the sky, you can see Elise Clark and Link, one on the left and one on the right, drawing a curve each, eventually meeting at a cliff.

 This was part of the escape plan Link had made.

 It capitalizes on the slowness and lack of flight ability of the massive, clumsy beasts.

 As well as their own advantages of gliding and flying.

 Elise Clark was enjoying the explosions. It wasn't until she saw the cliff in the distance that she remembered Link's instructions.

 She put away another metal tube she'd just pulled out, deciding to keep her promise and follow orders.

 "Goodbye then!"

 Elise Clark waved friendly goodbye to the four giant beasts chasing her, then suddenly increased her flight speed to catch up with Link.

 The two of them arrived at the cliff almost simultaneously.

 Link took to the sky, gliding, and as he was about to lose his upward momentum, he grabbed Elise Clark's ankle.

 "Roar~~~"

 The six giant beasts stopped abruptly at the cliff edge, watching the two little dwarfs who bombed them into a mess but didn't cause much damage, escape with a cheeky grin.

 They were incredibly angry and roared into the sky.

 "So much fun! This is so much fun!"

 Upon hearing the commotion behind her, Elise Clark felt even happier.

 After making a round, Elise Clark first let Link down, then landed herself with a grin of joy and delight on her face, still lost in the aftertaste of the reckless bombing.

 Link took out a remote with a screen and tracked down the location of Dalton Collen's group.

 "Let's go, let's find them."

 With a shout, Link woke Elise Clark from her reverie and began to move on.

 "Link, aren't you tired, running so fast with such a big bag on your back?"

 Elise Clark, still unhappy, didn't want to be the only one feeling that way. Remembering Link's look of envy at her small bag, she snarked, "You seem pretty fit, want to try some physical enhancements to improve it even further?"

 Link didn't respond, just kept walking forward.

 This guy was acting strangely again, his personality and speech pattern had changed.

 "What a bore."

 Elise Clark clicked her tongue in disappointment as she didn't get a response.

 Even after all the fun of bombing, she still wanted to vent.

 Unfortunately, Link saw through her intentions and didn't play along.

 "I hate smart people."

 Elise Clark mumbled to herself, "He's not fun at all."

 Link ignored Elise Clark's comments.

 To deal with a mentally unstable individual, one needed to tread carefully.

 Not every comment can be replied to.

 A little later, Elise Clark's demeanor changed, and the most calm and rational personality of hers surfaced.

 She remained quiet no longer babbling about wanting to have a blast.

 After nearly ten minutes of hurrying, Link finally found Dalton Collen's group, looking battered and miserable.

 All four of them, including Dalton Collen, had suffered quite some injuries.

 "Boss, thanks for showing up just in time, if not, I would have been done for!"

 The moment Dalton Collen saw Link's face, tears involuntarily slipped down his face.

 The experiences of the past half day was nothing short of a torture for Dalton Collen.

 Who would have known that just a casual touch of an egg-like rock would result in being chased by six giant beasts?

 And they didn't intend to back down until one of them was dead.

 Dalton Collen took a vow – to no longer be so reckless.

 At this moment, the only female in the group fell backward.

 Her face was a sickly purple.

 This was a classic sign of poison.

 Upon hearing the commotion, Dalton Collen quickly turned around, noticed his team member in trouble, and immediately yelled out:

 "Boss, she needs help!"
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 Dalton Collen was totally panicked.

 Even more panicked than when he had repeatedly tried and failed to break through the blockade of the giant beast, resorting to asking Link for help.

 The girl who had collapsed from poisoning was Andriya Norman - a fellow townsman of Dalton Collen.

 In the academy, they communicated frequently.

 Their contact gradually lessened after the five brothers angrily quit the New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 But the relationship always remained.

 During this dual-region competition, Dalton Collen was randomly teleported to the adjacent area with Andriya Norman in this world.

 After bumping into each other, they immediately teamed up.

 Subsequently, they came across two other members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves.

 Both were old acquaintances of Dalton Collen. They had interacted before and had a good relationship at one point.

 After Dalton Collen had a falling out with the New Blood Mutual Aid Association, the relationship cooled down.

 Andriya Norman played the mediator and convinced Dalton Collen to agree to collaborate and help each other out.

 After that, while they were figuring out how to complete the main mission and side missions, they accidentally discovered a stone that looked like a giant egg.

 Out of curiosity, they took pictures, made observations, even touched it feeling its texture, knocking pieces off for sampling and research.

 Then, they were chased relentlessly by six giant beasts.

 During the escape, Dalton Collen was accidentally hit by a beast's tail, resulting in a broken left arm and he fell to the ground.

 It was Andriya Norman who risked her own safety, turned back, and timely saved Dalton Collen from under the beast's hooves.

 Now, for some unknown reason, Andriya Norman had been poisoned. Dalton Collen felt obliged to reciprocate her help.

 So, he pleaded again, "Boss, save us! Save Andriya!"

 Yes, this was Dalton Collen's method to save Andriya Norman.

 Seek help from the boss.

 There's nothing that the boss can't solve.

 Dalton Collen firmly remembered Lynn Hewitt's words.

 Link didn't panic like Dalton Collen.

 He calmly set up the Flying Sphere reconnaissance magic tool and the four scouting puppets.

 Then he gave Elise Clark a look, hinting her to be cautious of the other two "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" members.

 Elise Clark understood and thumped her chest, righteousness overflowing, she loudly declared, "Rest assured, I will keep a close eye on these two sneaky guys!"

 These words were not only powerful but also extremely insulting.

 Lutz Bailey stopped Bahmir Balves, who was about to respond and argue, didn't say a word, stepped aside, taking on the role of keeping a lookout on his own accord.

 During the escape from the valley, Lutz Bailey had witnessed the madness and powerful firepower of Elise Clark, he dared not provoke her casually.

 "Report."

 Elise Clark said pridefully, "Mission accomplished, awaiting further instructions."

 Fine, this owner was playing again.

 With serious matters at hand, Link just dismissed her with a sentence, "You've worked hard. Please watch my back, Ms. Elise."

 "Yes, sir."

 To Elise Clark's surprise, she received a response and immediately broke into a happy smile.

 Her sister never wanted to play role-playing games with her!

 After arranging everything, only then under Dalton Collen's desperate pleading gaze did Link step forward to check Andriya Norman's condition.

 He first checked her vital signs, her breathing, pulse, and heartbeat.

 Then he lifted her eyelids to inspect the shape, size, symmetry of the pupils, and its sensitivity to light.

 After taking out simple equipment from his bag, he drew blood for testing.

 In the wilderness, these are the only tests Link can perform.

 Then, without hesitation, he cast a water system detoxification spell and a wood system detoxification spell.

 Zero Ring Magic, the effect was significant...not really.

 The bluish color on Andriya Norman's lips lightened slightly, but her face was still pale.

 Clearly, the poison she was exposed to was not ordinary but extraordinary.

 Reliance on Zero Ring Magic alone could hardly cure it.

 To save Andriya Norman, it would not be enough to understand the mechanism of the poison's effect; they needed to find a targeted treatment method.

 This would take time.

 And Andriya Norman obviously didn't have that much time if left untreated and without any external support.

 Link cast two Zero Ring magic spells again, one was the water system's Rehydration Technique and the other was the wood system's return spell.

 The Rehydration Technique can continuously attract water elements into the target's body, replenishing the water consumed by the body's organs in resisting the toxin.

 The return spell can continuously attract wood elements into the target's body, transform it into vitality, nourish the organs, and prevent them from being overly consumed.

 This was a temporary measure for supportive treatment and buying time.

 Link then unfolded the simple Potion Study device to analyze the blood sample quickly.

 As he waited for the test results, Link asked, "Think carefully, has she encountered any special circumstances or done anything unusual?"

 Dalton Collen didn't know why Link was asking, but he knew it must be important. While he pondered his own memories, he pressed on, "You two also think about it and then tell my boss."

 When it came to dealing with Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves, Dalton Collen wasn't polite at all, he roared, "If you delay and ruin things, see how I handle you!"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 11: Barbaric First Aid_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Bahmir Balves was struggling to contain his volatile temper.

 "We may share the low aptitude of a lower fifth rank, but just because you, Dalton Collen, are willing to be someone's lapdog, doesn't mean I, Bahmir Balves, am willing to be the same!"

 "He, Link Grande, just a guy with an intermediate fourth rank aptitude, has better results for now but who knows what will happen in the future.

 "Who gave them the audacity to make me grovel?"

 He opened his mouth, ready to fire back.

 Lutz Bailey intervened again, blocking Bahmir Balves. He assured Dalton Collen, "Don't worry, Andriya is our teammate, we will not delay."

 Saying this, Lutz Bailey glared at Bahmir Balves, pressuring him to voice his intentions.

 A few days ago, during their first meeting with Wizard Palo, Lutz Bailey had clearly seen and taken into account the favoritism shown towards Link Grande and Jasmine Kidman.

 He believed Bahmir Balves remembered it just as clearly.

 And that resentment was only flourishing because of the clear memory of the incident.

 But what was important at the moment?

 The key moment was to save Andriya Norman, to prevent her from being eliminated prematurely!

 How can anyone act so recklessly and selfishly, disregarding the consequences?

 If the rescue was delayed, and even affects Wizard Palo's bet, who would bear the responsibility?

 "If you, Bahmir Balves, want to seek death, count me out!"

 Bahmir Balves was shocked by the sinister look in Lutz Bailey's eyes. He stumbled over what he wanted to say earlier, but changed his mind and said, "I agree."

 After that, the two of them put their heads together in deep thought.

 Link didn't pay attention to the exchange between Dalton Collen, Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves. Instead, he performed another Rehydration Technique and return spell on Andriya Norman.

 "Report."

 Elise Clark suddenly spoke up, not knowing if she was joking or serious.

 Link had previously brushed her off once, found it effective, and continued to cooperate, "If you have something to say, don't ask for permission."

 "I have a Universal Antidote in my pocket, maybe it could be helpful."

 Elise Clark didn't expect Link Grande to actually cooperate. She was overjoyed and her smile grew brighter.

 In stark contrast to Dalton Collen's gloomy face.

 People's joys and sorrows never intersect.

 "Big guy..."

 Before Link could speak, desperation showed in Dalton Collen's eyes as he looked towards Link, struggling to speak.

 Ignoring Dalton Collen's plea, Link rejected Elise Clark's kind offer and gave a reasonable explanation,

 "The Universal Antidote is being sold on the market for 128 standard first-grade Magic Stones, which is a cost Andriya Norman can't afford.

 Suppose the academy uses this reason to strip Andriya Norman's qualification, it would be better not to save her, and just let her be eliminated by the academy.

 Why waste a Universal Antidote?"

 Dalton Collen had to admit that Link's words made sense, and the light in his eyes gradually faded.

 "Cheapskate."

 Elise Clark muttered quietly, drawing a funny face to Dalton Collen who glared at her upon hearing her comment.

 If it weren't for teaming up with Link Grande, she wouldn't bother dealing with these people.

 Although Half-Bloods and New Bloods are naturally allies.

 Not all the New Bloods meet the standards of a Half-Blood's alliance.

 For example, Elise Clark's sister, among her dozens of close girlfriends, only one was a Serene wizard from the Stormy Sea, the others were all high-ranking young ladies from the great Half-Blood families of the Ravensmouth Special Area!

 Link checked Andriya Norman's vital signs again, estimated that the toxin had not yet reached her heart or brain, and that there was no immediate danger to her life.

 Even so, there was no time to waste.

 He looked at the blood sample being tested, feeling quite helpless.

 The equipment was too simplistic.

 In the underground third-floor laboratory, the results could be available in less than a minute.

 "I've got it!"

 Dalton Collen suddenly cried out, "Boss, I've got it. Andriya ate a fruit half a day ago."

 Upon hearing this, Link was speechless.

 "Really? In this unfamiliar world, she dared to casually eat something here? What was she thinking?"

 "How stupid can she be!"

 Elise Clark, unlike Link who kept his disdain to himself, expressed it out loud.

 She was very blunt in her wording.

 She didn't consider the feelings of the person involved at all.

 Dalton Collen's face reddened, because at that time he didn't stop Andriya Norman either.

 "Absolute numbskulls, the both of you!"

 "How far is it? If it's not too far, take me there."

 Suppressing the sudden resignation in his heart, Link asked.

 "Not far, just over there."

 After glancing around, Dalton Collen pointed in a direction, "About 3 kilometers away."

 "Let's go."

 Without another word, Link pulled Dalton along to lead the way.

 It will be a while before the blood test results come in, so waiting around wouldn't solve anything.

 Link made two plans:

 First, to find that fruit and test its toxicity;

 Second, to see if an antidote could be found within three steps.

 They both moved quickly, arriving at their destination in less than two minutes.

 A patch of low shrubs.

 A few rosy fruits hung on the branches, quite appetizing at first glance.

 Link held his breath, not daring to inhale the faint and elusive fragrance deeply.

 There was something wrong with the shrubs.

 He signalled for Dalton to stay back.

 He pulled out a pair of silk gloves, carefully plucked a fruit.

 Then, he performed a Wood System detoxification spell on it.

 A slight reaction appeared, a few white specks appeared on the surface of the fruit.

 This was a savvy way to use the Wood System detoxification spell, it could induce the stress response of plant poison.

 After storing the fruit in a sample bag, Link collected a few more fruits, some shrubs leaves, branches, and roots, storing them separately.

 This poison plant with a delayed reaction was quite intriguing, Link planned to study it thoroughly back home.

 Finishing all these research-related tasks, Link began the real work—observing other plants in the vicinity of the shrubs.

 The "botanical talent of Pomona Sprout" was timely activated.

 When Link saw a small white flower hidden under the shrubs, his intuition was triggered.

 "It's you."

 Link trusted his intuition and hunches. He immediately began taking samples from the small white flower.

 To avoid disrupting the ecosystem, Link left a few white flowers untouched and collected the rest.

 "Let's go."

 Seeing an anxious Dalton drenched in sweat, Link was slightly speechless.

 Andriya Norman won't really die, is there a need to rush so desperately?

 After another minute, they returned to where Andriya had fallen.

 During this time, the poison had further spread.

 The cyanotic color on Andriya's face was more pronounced.

 "Boss..."

 Dalton's panic increased at the sight.

 "Calm down."

 Maintaining his cool, Link glanced at the blood sample still being examined. The results were out, but it didn't point out any specific poison.

 The test could form a symptomatic treatment based on its result.

 Whether it could work remained questionable.

 However, it's still useful to Link as it gave him more certainty.

 He took another blood sample, processed it briefly, and put it aside for later use.

 He took out two of the white flowers, sterilized them, crushed, dissolved, and extracted them, obtaining an extract.

 After this, it was the realm of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy.

 After a whirlwind of operations, Link successfully developed a serum.

 There was no time to test the pharmaceutical properties of the serum now.

 Andriya Norman couldn't wait that long.

 They could administer it as long as it didn't cause harm.

 Link took out a syringe, drew the serum into the tube, made sure there was no air,

 and directly administered it into Andriya's jugular vein.

 The brutal rescue operation was completed, whether Andriya could live or die,

 it's up to destiny now!
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 Andriya Norman awoke. 

 About half an hour after the serum was injected.

 The first thing she saw upon opening her eyes was the curious face of Elise Clark peering intently at her.

 As for Dalton Collen, he triggered his extremely low presence buff and disappeared.

 Startled, Andriya Norman hastily jerked her head back and nearly fainted again.

 "Elise, give her some space, let her recover,"

 Link advised lightly.

 Elise Clark had been so close that their faces had almost met.

 Among everyone present, only Link could communicate meaningfully with her.

 "I was just curious."

 Elise Clark insisted defiantly, "I genuinely am curious as to how your seemingly haphazard, brutish methods managed to save her?"

 The composition of the toxin was unknown, as was the mechanism of its toxicity, and the pharmacology of the serum.

 All unknown.

 Link Grande prepared a serum using a bizarre combination of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy methods, without even testing it, and voila, the poison was cured.

 Isn't that interesting?

 Elise Clark found it not only interesting but incredibly intriguing.

 She really wanted to dissect this idiotic woman or sample some of her tissues to study.

 As this thought crossed her mind, her gaze at Andriya Norman became ominous and cold, as if she was planning her incisions.

 Andriya Norman instinctively hugged herself and took a step back, widening the distance from this raging woman before her.

 "Not interesting."

 Elise Clark clicked her tongue, a flash of disappointment in her eyes.

 She had hoped to provoke the idiotic woman into losing her temper so she could retaliate in self-defense, beat her up, and casually collect some biological tissues to freeze and take back without them decaying.

 "Elise."

 Link, growing a little impatient, reminded her once again.

 Not because he found Andriya Norman pitiable, but because of the lost time.

 "Fine, fine, I will come."

 Elise Clark pouted, giving up her idea of dissecting Andriya Norman to study her in detail.

 Ignoring Dalton Collen, who was glaring at her angrily from the side, she walked over to Link and asked curiously, "How did you know that the little white flower could be used as an antidote?"

 This was the point Elise Clark was genuinely concerned about.

 The previous events were simply the results of her unchecked emotions taking over her reason.

 How should Link explain?

 After pondering a while, he truthfully said, "I just felt it could be used as an antidote, so I used it."

 Elise Clark was stunned. She actually believed that Link was telling the truth rather than being dismissive.

 She drew in a sharp breath.

 This was horrifying.

 Indeed, he was the botanical and potion genius often praised by the Serene Wizard, even surpassing her own talent!

 Elise Clark turned her head away, not wishing to engage with Link Grande anymore.

 She despised geniuses, especially those who could perform miraculous deeds based purely on intuition and talent.

 "Are you alright?"

 Then, Dalton Collen stepped forward to support Andriya Norman and asked with concern.

 "Yes."

 Andriya Norman scrutinized her body's state carefully, and nodded her head slightly, responding weakly, "I'm fine now, thank you, Collen."

 Dalton Collen smiled broadly and said, "Why thank me? I didn't do anything. If you want to thank someone, thank my boss. He saved you."

 "Really?"

 Andriya Norman lowered her head as if to compose herself, seemingly trying to muster the courage to approach the 'boss' who was standing next to the insane woman who had frightened her, to express her gratitude properly.

 While lowering her head, a complex array of emotions flitted through her eyes.

 Some things simply do not go as planned.

 She really did not want things to come to this.

 However, after running in circles, she found herself back at the starting point.

 After taking several deep breaths, as if summoning her courage,

 Andriya Norman approached Link, her expression complex, and said with a trembling voice: "Thank you, boss, for saving me."

 Looking at Andriya Norman's behavior, Link could instinctively tell something wasn't right. This, coupled with his previous suspicions, raised serious red flags.

 He was suspicious, but it didn't show on his face. He replied warmly, "You're welcome. You're Dalton's friend. And since Dalton calls me 'boss', it's my duty to help."

 "Thank you nonetheless, boss."

 Andriya Norman murmured while lowering her head, apparently realizing why she was poisoned. She sounded somewhat ashamed, "I have caused trouble for the boss, I hope you won't mind."

 "It's okay, no need to worry,"

 Link softened his tone to ease her anxiety, growing even more wary of Andriya Norman's strange demeanor.

 He quietly noted it.

 "I'm sorry, Collen."

 Lowering her head, Andriya Norman returned to Dalton Collen's side and said regretfully, "I made trouble for you."

 "Hey."

 Dalton Collen waved his hand dismissively, laughing innocently, "What are you talking about? What's our relationship?"

 "Tsk, tsk…"

 Elise Clark suddenly burst out laughing sarcastically, sneering, "Have you two finished cooing? We should get going now. Do you want the monstrous guys to block our path again if we hang around?"
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 This statement did not spare a shred of dignity for Dalton Collen, Andriya Norman, Lutz Bailey, or Bahmir Balves.

 If those six Tyrannosaurus-like giant beasts are considered dullards, then what were they, who were ruthlessly chased by those beasts and cornered into a narrow valley, managing to survive by the skin of their teeth?

 A stupider version of dullards?

 Bahmir Balves' face hardened, yet he dared not vent his pent-up resentment.

 This was too much!

 If it weren't for Wizard Palo's bet and the need for the help of Link Grande, Balves wouldn't want to put up with this unjust accusation.

 "We're ready and can set off anytime."

 Lutz Bailey promptly voiced his readiness, trying to quell the disgruntled Balves.

 "Boss?"

 Dalton Collen looked at Link, filled with questions.

 He remembered the Boss saying that he didn't want to mingle with the people from the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" as it would likely hold him back.

 Wouldn't the present situation put the Boss in a difficult position?

 After raising his question, Dalton didn't wait for Link's answer and directly addressed Andriya Norman, "Let's split up here. I'll go with the Boss, and you three can go together, helping each other out."

 "Alright."

 To his surprise, Andriya Norman agreed without any objection.

 She even sighed in relief, as if not traveling with Link was a refreshing and joyful matter.

 "We should stick together. Having an extra person means an extra set of eyes."

 Lutz Bailey didn't want to part ways, hastily adding, "There are too many people from the North District, and we from the Southern District are already few, belonging to Palo..."

 Mid-sentence, Bailey became aware of Elise Clark's status and quickly corrected himself, "In short, the more the merrier."

 "What's your opinion?"

 Elise Clark asked Link directly, "Will we take these deadweights with us?"

 Link shook his head, spoke to Dalton Collen: "You go with them, I'll go ahead."

 As he finished speaking, Link turned and left.

 He only gestured for Elise Clark to follow.

 Initially, he did consider bringing Dalton Collen and his group along.

 It's true that there were a lot of people from the "Pure Blood Will", and fighting them single-handedly was not impossible.

 But having a team would make things easier.

 However, after seeing Andriya Norman's series of abnormal behaviors, Link's instincts and intuition raised alarm bells.

 He has always placed a lot of faith in his intuition and instinct.

 Given this, he decided not even to bring Dalton along and let him travel with the others.

 He would make covert contacts later to find out just what Andriya Norman was up to.

 "What should we do, then?"

 Seeing Link's straightforwardness, Lutz Bailey realized that his calculations had fallen through.

 He looked at Andriya Norman, confused: "Why don't you want to travel with Link Grande? His achievements and abilities are not inferior to Lanny Taylor's. If we stay with him, it could save us a lot of trouble."

 Andriya Norman kept her head down, remaining silent.

 It seemed she was still stuck in the shadows of being poisoned and waking up to a frightful shock.

 At this moment, Bahmir Balves roared: "Hey, I don't believe it. Without Link Grande, we can't even move an inch!"

 All this time, Dalton Collen was holding onto Andriya Norman's hand, patting it softly, whispering soothing words. But upon hearing Bahmir Balves call Link by his first name, he flew into a rage, let go of Andriya's hand, pointed at Bahmir's nose and roared: "You fucking respect my boss, is his full name something you can blabber about? Without my boss, would you have been able to escape that place? You goddamn son of a bitch, I gave you face and here you are, yapping about!"

 Bahmir Balves' face turned red from being scolded, but he didn't know how to refute.

 After all, Dalton was stating facts.

 Should he argue further?

 Spit!

 I, Bahmir Balves, the brilliant talent with lower fifth rank's aptitude, would never stoop to argue.

 He turned his head, refusing to look at Dalton`s detestable face.

 "Enough!"

 "Lutz Bailey shouted sternly, "Can we stop this infighting and making a mockery of ourselves! Have you all forgotten about unity and mutual help?"

 Dalton Collen curled his lip, "Only an idiot would believe that."

 Lutz Bailey instantly shot Dalton a disdainful glance, with no words, just darkly staring.

 Dalton Collen, having been through numerous brawls with the likes of Buck Watt, which toughened him, was not afraid and glared back.

 "Collen..."

 Andriya Norman tugged Dalton's arm a bit, whispered his name and then turned to Lutz Bailey, "You should also tone it down, Lutz. We're all on the same side. We shouldn't fight amongst ourselves. This constant arguing really isn't becoming."

 Dalton Collen muttered, "I don't have such a companion."

 Andriya Norman gave him a reproachful look.

 Looking at those slightly flushed eyes, Dalton Collen pursed his lips, but in the end, he didn't contradict Andriya Norman, and shut his mouth, no longer arguing.

 Lutz Bailey also quieted down.

 Only Bahmir Balves was still sulking with an air of resentment.

 After a long silence.

 Lutz Bailey broke the awkward atmosphere and suggested, "We should get moving as well, just following behind Link Grande and the others."

 He paused for a while, perhaps to avoid having Dalton Collen misinterpret his intentions, and explained, "In this way, we can avoid many dangers in advance, so that we won't end up causing trouble recklessly like before, when we had no idea what was going on."

 Bahmir Balves wanted to refute, but he was stared back by Lutz Bailey.

 He rolled his eyes, growing even more frustrated.

 Andriya Norman showed a flash of reluctance in her eyes, but in the end, she didn't voice any objection.

 Some things shouldn't be done too blatantly.

 Otherwise, it would undoubtedly cause a heap of trouble once they went out.

 Dalton Collen didn't say anything.

 As long as it didn't interfere with the boss's arrangements, it didn't matter.

 In this way, the four of them hit the road again, following the path that Link and Elise Clark had walked on.

 Ahead, on the road.

 Elise Clark was walking side by side with Link.

 Having seen the activities of the four through the mind of the Bionic Eagle to which she was connected, she curiously asked, "They are following us, aren't you going to do something about it?"

 "Do something?"

 Link asked back in confusion.

 If they wanted to follow, just let them do so.

 If they really wanted to harm Link, Dalton Collen being an intelligent man, would definitely notice and warn him in advance.

 Even if Dalton Collen were deceived, or even betrayed them, it didn't matter.

 There were the Flying Sphere Reconnaissance Magic Tools and the Four Scouting Puppets.

 Surveillance was everywhere.

 "Setting up delayed explosives and the like, to greet them with a surprise."

 Elise Clark proposed naturally.

 Explosions were so much fun.

 She loved the sound of explosions the most.

 Speaking of this, it occurred to Link that he had never seen Elise Clark use magic often.

 She used the wood system detoxification spell once when they collected water for the first time.

 At other times, she would rather use Magic Tools than magic.

 There might be some secrets or methods behind this.

 Link didn't ask bluntly.

 He refocused his attention on Elise Clark's "suggestion" and flatly said, "It's a waste if it's unnecessary. Apart from hearing the bang, what else would we gain?"

 Elise Clark pouted and made a funny face at him, mouthing:

 Stingy!

 But she didn't call Link a poor man.

 Because she knew that Link still had two dividend items at his disposal and was very capable of generating income.

 After goofing around, Elise Clark's curiosity popped up again, asking, "Did you find something wrong before? Is that why you refused to let them join us?"

 Based on what she saw when Link Grande came to their rescue, Elise Clark thought he did not seem like a fan of going solo.

 There must be a reason why he bluntly refused a potential team right before his eyes.

 Link didn't conceal anything and directly revealed the reason, "There's something suspicious about that Andriya Norman. A top 30 freshman in the Southern District would just eat anything they find here? Even if the fruit had a problem, it wouldn't have affected her so quickly. Additionally, she seems resistant to teaming up with me, she's hiding something."

 "Just like that?"

 Elise Clark's eyes widen in surprise.

 "Just like that."

 Link nodded indifferently.

 He always tended to speculate about others with malignant intentions.

 If it's questionable, then reject.

 To keep things simple and peaceful.
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 "Then why did you save her?"

 Elise Clark was very puzzled by this.

 She couldn't understand Link Grande's line of thinking.

 If he already had suspicions, why did he bother to save a suspicious person?

 "To confirm some suspicions."

 Link casually brought it up but didn't delve into it.

 Once he knew of the existence of the "Sea Sail Alliance" and that a significant portion of the Southern Region Storm Sea New Blood were obsequious towards local apprentices in North District,

 he realized that even those in the top 30 weren't necessarily self-reliant.

 Not in absolute terms, but Link was at least 80% certain that among the other 28 people, some would secretly communicate with and even act as spies for local apprentices in the North District.

 Andriya Norman's hasty action of eating a fruit seemed profoundly unintelligent.

 Would someone capable of ranking within the top 30 do such a thing, if they had any brains to speak of?

 There clearly were other reasons.

 This gave Link the faint impression that Andriya Norman wanted to deliberately be eliminated.

 The changes in Andriya Norman's expression and tone after she woke up fully confirmed Link's suspicion.

 She was definitely hiding something.

 If so, surely Link couldn't be blamed for being ruthless and manipulative, setting a trap with a person who still seemed to have some conscience left.

 They were greatly outnumbered and vastly outmatched.

 If he weren't to use some trickery, Link didn't believe his side stood much chance of winning.

 Moreover, the enemy had already expressed a murderous intent. In a fight to the death, how could they afford to be soft-hearted?

 They walked in silence for a while, ensured that their figures had completely disappeared from the scouting range of Dalton Collen's group of four.

 Link immediately sprang into action.

 "Keep up."

 With a shout, he swiftly entered a hollow in the mountains chosen beforehand by the Flying Sphere, dashing into a cave to hide their whereabouts.

 Four Scouting Puppets were arranged around the hollow to keep an eye out.

 The Flying Sphere and Elise Clark's Bionic Eagle were both sent out.

 One monitored Dalton Collen's group of four, while the other patrolled the surrounding area, checking for anything unusual or if any strangers were approaching.

 Along the way, Elise Clark initially intended to urge Link Grande to tell her what suspicion he wanted to confirm.

 But once Link Grande abruptly changed course to hide their tracks, Elise Clark immediately realized what he was trying to confirm.

 Thus, she kept her mouth shut, fully cooperating throughout, doing whatever was asked of her.

 The look in her eyes and the expression on her face conveyed a deep sense of surprise and anticipation.

 So, this was the game they were playing!

 "Interesting!"

 "This is so interesting!"

 "I love it!"

 "Hehehe…"

 Inside the cave, Elise Clark was multitasking.

 While fiddling around in her mini bag, looking for "toys" that might come in handy later, she was watching Dalton Collen's group of four on her smart screen, laughing like a lunatic.

 She even split the screen in two, one half showing the whereabouts of the four men, the other half zoomed in, focusing on Andriya Norman's every move.

 Link was also watching the surveillance and preparing, silent.

 Silently waiting.

 ...

 It wasn't just Link Grande and Elise Clark who were waiting.

 Many people were waiting.

 ...

 Jasmine Kidman was waiting.

 She didn't know whether she was lucky or unlucky.

 If you said it was bad luck, she was randomly transported to a very safe place, the mini bag with the wristwatch and mission list was right at her feet.

 After learning about the main mission and side missions and just as she was about to put on the wristwatch,

 Link immediately sent her a reminder and a request to bind each other's watches.

 This made Jasmine very happy.

 This meant that that bastard Link Grande still cared about her.

 After reporting her real situation and providing her location, Jasmine felt somewhat relieved.

 Even though she had started to gradually try to be independent and firm her own views in the previous two months,

 Being thrown into this strange world alone, her instinct was to seek support.

 She knew this habit wasn't good, she wanted to change it but hadn't yet been able to.

 She would need to try harder in the future.

 Jasmine stuck out her tongue playfully, feeling a little embarrassed by her self-deceptive thoughts.

 If you said it was good luck, she was stuck on this sandbar in the middle of the river as soon as she landed.

 The river water rushed and raged, the current was swift.

 The width of the river was vast, spanning over two thousand meters, stretching on endlessly.

 There was only a patch of "reeds" growing on the sandbar, not even a single shrub, let alone tall, straight trees.

 Aiming to cut wood to build a boat to cross the river?

 There were no suitable conditions for that!

 Swimming?

 Crossing the river?

 If there are beast on land, doesn't it mean that there are brutal creatures in the water too?

 Jasmine had tried it at first.

 As soon as she got into the water, before she could swim out 30 meters, she was sensed by a group of aquatic beasts that looked like crocodiles but were several times larger and were forced back to the sandbar.

 With the dividends from the Silver Star Flower Hybrid Cultivation and Glasswort Series, along with the trickle of awards given by the Serene Wizard, Jasmine Kidman also upgraded her equipment.

 Mirroring Link, Jasmine wore the "Defender 3202" suit, purchased two reconnaissance puppets, and carried a certain number of various models of Self-Destructing Fire Thunder.

 You could say she was armed to the teeth.

 However, Jasmine still had no way of dealing with the river's brutal creatures and the wide river.

 The aquatic creatures' teeth were sharp, their tails flexible and strong, their skin tough and their flesh thick, capable of both attack and defence.

 Even though the "Defender 3202" suit could withstand the bite, attack and whip of the aquatic creatures, Jasmine's body could not continuously withstand their impact and pressure.

 What?

 You say Iron Man, a mortal being, is on par with the gods?
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 Putting on battle armor makes you indestructible?

 Can it even be compared?

 A set of battle armor costs tens of billions of US dollars.

 After converting the purchasing power of both worlds' currencies, one set of battle armor could buy thousands of "Defender 3202" suits, or a Third Ring Magic Tool!

 Not only has Jasmine encountered problems in defense, but her offense is also lacking.

 Unless she uses all her stored Self-Destructing Fire Thunder, Jasmine can't break the defenses of the underwater beasts at all!

 Having returned to the sandbank from the water, Jasmine hasn't given up just yet.

 She estimated that the distance from the sandbank to the river shore is about a thousand meters,

 With the short-time gliding ability of the "Defender 3202" suit's cloak and boots, she might be able to reach it successfully if she stays close to the water surface.

 But these underwater beasts will not stand idly by and watch Jasmine escape, they will surely jump up to intercept.

 If she increases altitude, it will affect her endurance and she won't be able to cross the river.

 At most, she can fly halfway and then she'll fall into the water.

 At that point, she'll still have to face the attack of the underwater beasts.

 She might as well start swimming from the very beginning.

 At least she wouldn't lose her ability to escape from the battle field.

 The boot of the "Defender 3202" suit is truly a weak point in flight!

 Unable to defeat the enemy directly and unable to avoid either.

 Taking everything into consideration, Jasmine felt helpless and decided to wait.

 Wait for a variable.

 Or to wait for the arrival of Link.

 She cleared a safe area in the tall "reeds", prepared her defenses and alerts, and hid there.

 Many people have entered this world, the vast majority being local apprentices from the North District. They are competitors, they are enemies.

 Protecting herself is the most important.

 Hiding her tracks is the top priority.

 Jasmine sure doesn't want to wait for the arrival of local apprentices from the North District or members of Pure Blood Will before she waits for a variable or Link.

 That would be too ridiculous!

 Besides, she's idle anyway.

 She might as well dig the underground tunnel that the annoying guy, Link Grande scoffed at when he mentioned the secondary Mudstone Technique.

 Sigh!

 Jasmine let out a deep sigh.

 Thinking of the that guy is annoying.

 ...

 Tracey Lucia is waiting.

 Being the younger sister of Hawk Lucia, cousin of Sophie Lucia, and niece of Zoran Lucia by clan, Tracey Lucia was originally happily preparing to put on a good show in the inter-district competition, striving for good grades and high ranking, so as to get more support from her family.

 But she regretfully received the task of leading the team to kill Link Grande.

 This undoubtedly will greatly affect her performance and results in the inter-district competition.

 Tracey Lucia, who was already on bad terms with Sophie Lucia, found her more annoying now, even to the point of hatred.

 Why should I clean up the mess you've made?

 Tracey Lucia harbored resentment Towards Sophie Lucia.

 She really wanted to drop the task or slack off.

 But this task was assigned by Zoran Lucia. Pressured, Tracey Lucia had no choice but to put her heart and soul into it.

 This feeling was uncomfortable, extremely torturous.

 The moment the emotions rose, Tracey Lucia detested Sophie Lucia to death.

 Fortunately, not long after entering this world, Tracey Lucia received a report from a three-person team saying that they had found Link Grande's whereabouts and were trying to assassinate him.

 The problem was that the special micro brain that came with her, under the various restrictions of the academy, could only text and short-distance, short-time positioning. There was no voice, video, location generation.

 With no better solution, Tracey Lucia could only use the wristwatch issued by the academy to locate each other with the three-person team,

 This roughly indicated the position of Link Grande. It was quite far from her.

 Favouriteven more distant from the other two three-person teams.

 It would be tough to rush over and support.

 This means that before Tracey Lucia and the two other groups arrive,

 The three-person team might not directly kill Link Grande,

 But they should always bother him, keep tracking him.

 Tracey Lucia was rushing over while waiting.

 Waiting for the next report from the three-person team.

 Waiting for the three-person team to bring good news.

 Waiting for this disgusting task to end.

 ...

 Lanny Taylor is waiting.

 There are a total of 10 members, including her, who rank among the top 30 of the first-year members of New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 Only one Isko Alex caught her eye.

 The others, she truly looked down upon.

 However, in the past two months since Lanny Taylor joined the New Blood Mutual Aid Association, she has never shown such emotion and treated everyone equally.

 Supported by Witch Ayla and being a top-level genius herself,

 With good grades, a good figure,

 While her face was veiled, those clear eyes were captivating enough to make anyone believe she was a stunning beauty.

 A great number of first-year members of New Blood Mutual Aid Association, especially the males, were charmed by Lanny Taylor's personality and beauty.

 This includes Isko Alex.

 Even many second and third year students were gradually leaning towards Lanny Taylor.

 This set a good foundation for Lanny Taylor's competition for the position of president.

 If she could stand out in this inter-district competition, the bet between Wizard Palo and Wizard Peter Lionel, there would be no obstacle to Lanny Taylor taking the position.

 Even before the inter-district competition officially began, even before entering this world, Lanny Taylor had a vague plan in mind.
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 Upon entering this world and discovering the wristwatch and task list, Lanny Taylor became even more certain of her thoughts.

 The disparity between the strength of her allies and their enemies was stark.

 To win this competition-to win this wager- going with a head-on confrontation would not work.

 They had to avoid "Pure Blood Will", focus on the main tasks, complete them and strive for a top ranking in the competition.

 So, how could she divert the attention of "Pure Blood Will" and quietly complete her tasks?

 No better method exists than making a decoy out of "Pure Blood Will", an appropriate and efficient target.

 So, the question arises:

 Among the twelve first-year New Blood affiliated with Wizard Palo's Camp, who is better suited to be made a target than Link Grande?

 None!

 Even she, Lanny. Taylor, was not qualified.

 Hence, Lanny. Taylor was waiting, waiting to hear about any commotion caused by Link Grande.

 She had observed Link Grande for quite a few months and deeply realized that although he pursued calmness and stability on the surface, he couldn't handle stimulation and even less pressure.

 With a push or a press, he was likely to react and bounce back.

 Lanny. Taylor didn't need to intervene, Link. Grande himself would serve as the attention-drawing target for the "Pure Blood Will".

 All she had to do was proceed with the main task while "Pure Blood Will" was unable to pay attention to her.

 It is possible to complete tasks alone, but more advantageous if one has a team.

 Therefore, Lanny. Taylor was also waiting for Isko Alex and two other barely acceptable partners.

 Waiting for her team to form.

 ...

 Andriya Norman was also waiting.

 Waiting for an opportunity.

 Should have never, ever, taken that little advantage during the part-time job in vacation.

 As a result, she was caught in a quagmire, threatened, and forced to become an inside informant.

 At first, Andriya Norman did not want to agree.

 The person threatening her led her to a tour of the Flesh Mill Arena in the West District's Black Market, specifically the small fighting ring used to resolve disputes.

 They showed her the raw footage of Antoine Hilton being killed by Rives Francis.

 Afterward, Andriya Norman completely extinguished the thought of direct resistance.

 The one who directly threatened her seemed to have an extensive network.

 The mastermind behind this had to be even more frightening.

 Once she entered this world, facing Dalton Collen, who treated her with such sincerity, the remnants of Andriya Norman's conscience suddenly seized the upper hand, wanting to let herself be automatically eliminated by making mistakes.

 She hypnotized herself into believing that in doing so, she wouldn't have to face a dilemma.

 Who knew that Dalton Collen would actually call on his so-called bigshot, Link Grande, to help.

 Moreover, they rescued her.

 Since she wasn't eliminated, there was no choice but to do what an inside informant should do.

 "Don't blame me, Collen."

 Andriya Norman gave Dalton Collen, who was walking in front of her, clearing the weeds and thorns to make her journey easier, a complex look.

 She lifted her right hand to brush the hair by her ears, putting a few loose strands behind her ear.

 When her fingertips touched the earring, she casually pressed the green gem on the earring.

 The location signal had been sent out.

 Presumably, Link. Grande couldn't have gone too far in such a short time.

 If those people received the signal and if they were nearby, they could come immediately. They should make it on time.

 They ought to make it.

 They must make it!
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 "Look, look." 

 Elise Clark seemed unusually attentive, her eyes sharp.

 She had immediately noticed something odd about Andriya Norman's actions, and exclaimed excitedly, "Did you see that?"

 It's normal for a girl to adjust her hair and worry about losing her earrings, it's normal to give them a check.

 But who spends time specifically playing with the gemstones on their earrings?

 Are they trying to show off?

 Or perhaps trying to entice someone?

 The situation and setting Andriya Norman found herself in were not appropriate for such actions at all.

 Of course, Link also noticed the anomaly.

 But he didn't hastily draw any conclusions, just deciding to make some preparations in advance.

 Just in case Andriya Norman had indeed signaled to someone, they wouldn't be caught off guard when the time came for conflict.

 This small hollow in the hills was not only his chosen hiding spot, but also the location for the ambush.

 He took down the large bag from his back, from which he took out a half-portion of items resembling landmines from his past world, a Timed Auto-Destruction Bomb.

 The two were similar in function but differed in many ways.

 For example, the explosions of landmines were a result of explosives whereas the Auto-Destruction Bomb relied on alchemical products;

 Furthermore, landmines were triggered by a fuse or pressure, while the Auto-Destruction Bomb required activation by spiritual and magic power.

 Compared to the standard Auto-Destruction Bomb, the Timed version had two distinct features: its stealth was greatly enhanced making it difficult to detect; and it could be activated in advance, with a delay before detonation, making it suitable for ambushes.

 After some consideration, Link took out a great weapon to add to the ambush plan.

 He only had three of such weapons, acquired in two purchases.

 Given Elise Clark's uncertain stance before, he had no choice but to use one of the great weapons to quickly "eliminate" the Pure Blood trio in order to handle any potential backstabbing.

 Now, given the opportunity to possibly lure out others associated with "Pure Blood Will" through Andriya Norman, it wouldn't hurt to use another one.

 Though it was a bit painful.

 But weapons were meant for killing enemies, after all.

 All the Rune Objects seized from the "Pure Blood Trio" were also taken out.

 The attack Rune items were kept as backup, while the non-offensive ones were used as bait.

 "Do you want to stay here, or help me setting the trap?"

 Link looked at Elise Clark, who was eager to get started, and asked.

 "Together! Together!"

 Elise Clark had been waiting for this moment, excitedly agreed, and immediately pulled several bundles of Enhanced Versions of Delayed Blast Tablefire laced with extras from her bag. "These are for you, let's bury them together. I love watching explosions, big explosions! You didn't prepare enough of them, it's not going to be thrilling enough!"

 Link didn't refuse.

 The two walked out of the cave and started preparing the trap.

 A hollow in the hills was just a flat ground between the hills.

 The most suitable place to set up the kind of trap Link had in mind was the flattest part in the center of the flat ground.

 Elise Clark was more enthusiastic and proactive than Link, and her movements were skillful, proving her to be an expert.

 She used the secondary Mudstone technique smoothly, neatly "cutting off" large chunks of soil where her gaze fell;

 Then, using a little trick of applying spiritual power and magic power, she would "suspend" the "cut" soil blocks;

 The Enhanced Version of Delayed Blast Tablefire was thrown casually, scattering into the soil pit with just the right spacing, maximizing its power.

 Seeing this, Link glanced at the little shovel in his hand, suddenly feeling it was of little use.

 "Can I help you?"

 Elise Clark tilted her head, asked with an expectant look.

 "Thank you."

 Link didn't hesitate, he stored the shovel, handed over all the Delayed Auto-Destruction Bombs and Attack Rune Items to her.

 "You're too kind!"

 Elise Clark snatched the Delayed Auto-Destruction pump swiftly, not even glancing at those broken Rune Items.

 The scene was reproduced.

 In a blink of an eye, two mine pits were well prepared.

 Link didn't pay much heed, he proceeded to scatters those Attack Rune Items himself in the bushes and shrubs.

 As for those Rune Items meant to be used as bait, they had their uses.

 After setting the trap, Link and Elise Clark returned to the cave to continue monitoring Dalton Collen and his crew.

 Alas, an unexpected change occurred.

 The "sun" that was hanging in the middle of the sky a second ago, showering light and heat, was suddenly replaced by the "Silver Moon".

 The golden, fiery "sunlight" turned into pure, bright "moonlight".

 Link couldn't help but recall the operating instructions of the wristwatch, which specifically indicated the daily limit of once, twice, or three times.

 It turns out that the days and nights in this world also change, there is a transition between day and night.

 The only difference being that the transition between day and night was exceptionally abrupt.

 Nothing much besides that.

 Link quickly accepted this change.

 "Ah! It's dark!"

 Contrary to Link, Elise Clark was startled, loudly exclaiming.

 "Is there a problem?"

 Link immediately asked out of concern.

 While Elise Clark's moral character was unpredictable and impulsive, coming from a large family, she was well-informed and knowledgeable.

 Seeing her strong reaction, Link knew that there must be some implications behind this abrupt day-night change which he wasn't aware of.

 Those implications that the Storm Sea New Blood would find tough to learn about through books, data, and documents.

 "Good news!"

 Elise Clark's eyes shone brightly, her expression excited, and fists clenched tightly, waving in front of her chest. She was filled with anticipation, "Great news! This signifies that the current stage of this Small World is very special, whether it's for rescue or destruction, different results can be achieved. Huge results!"
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 What could excite Elise Clark, a lady of noble upbringing so much that she couldn't contain her exhilaration? It must be of much interest.

 Link was immediately intrigued.

 Before Link could ask, Elise Clarke herself revealed the mystery: "If you saved this little world from the brink of annihilation, then the Source of the World would grant you a treasure imbued with the rules of the Source.

 This kind of treasure is rarely seen and cannot be sought after.

 If you could merge this kind of treasure into your Destiny Witchcraft when you become an Official Wizard, it could not only dramatically increase the power of your Destiny Witchcraft, but also make the potential growth of your Destiny Witchcraft extremely high!"

 "What if this world was destroyed instead?"

 Link reasoned that the wizard school wouldn't engage in pointless actions.

 If rescuing this small world could yield hefty returns, it must have provided an alternative option that would not yield as much.

 The rewards from destroying the world would certainly be substantial.

 Elise Clarke responded: "If you annihilated this small world completely, you would receive the remnants of the Source rules.

 This could also enhance your Destiny Witchcraft, and the effect wasn't much different from the treasure. The immediate rewards were even greater.

 The only drawback is that, after you enter the Heavenly World, there's a good chance that you would be rejected by other worlds."

 Link nodded his head, beginning to understand the distinction somewhat.

 In short and simple terms, this is the difference between righteousness and dominance.

 If put simply, it's like discovering an oil field, the Beautiful Country dispatches military forces to subvert the local authority, then smuggle goods using a warship;

 While the Foodie Country rushes to the region disrupted by the Beautiful Country, undertakes the task of post-war reconstruction, and exchanges reconstruction funds for the rights to the oil fields.

 Yes.

 It was just like that.

 "Thank you for sharing this knowledge with me."

 Link, not being ungrateful, sincerely said thanks.

 That which Elise Clark just said, those who understood, understood. Those who didn't understand but wanted to, they basically couldn't find a way.

 A truth is meant to be passed down through words, not through books. This phrase perfectly depicts similar situations.

 "Hey! Don't be formal with me, we're teammates."

 Elise Clark waved her hand in a hearty manner and said, "Moreover, I've had a lot of fun being in a team with you! Telling you these things is not a big deal!"

 Her idea of having fun was the occasions when people or beasts, especially those of the "Pure Blood will," kept giving her things to explode – exploding here, exploding there, explosions everywhere.

 If Andriya Norman was truly the "Pure Blood will's" trojan horse, it wouldn't be long before she could once again indulge in the joy of creating explosions.

 "I still have to thank you."

 After conveying his thanks, Link began to get busy.

 It was night, and even if one were to take refuge in a cave, the camp still needed setting.

 Link opened up his big, quarter-emptied bag and took out the camping equipment.

 Tents, sleeping bags - all that he needed was well compressed and folded into their own sectors.

 Elise Clark had been watching Link with her head tilted to the side. After she saw Link finishing the set-up for a single-person tent, Elise Clark took out a model-like pink tent from her backpack and absentmindedly threw it onto the ground.

 Link finally got to see the magic tool with the "resize at will" feature again.

 Last time, it was when Wizard Palo contracted the hovercraft at Katosi Harbor in Quete Archipelago. (See Chapter 4).

 He shot it an indifferent glance, not envious in the slightest.

 As someone who had seen the world, right?

 Link was not envious at all. Instead, he casually turned around, his back facing that gleaming pink tent that appeared to be shining with the glow of a magic stone.

 "Hehe~"

 Elise Clark let out a giggling, bell-like laughter.

 On the other hand.

 When Dalton Collen and his group experienced the sudden switch of daylight to nightfall, they were startled for a moment, but they managed to calm themselves down quickly.

 Guided by the moonlight, the group found a suitable place to set up camp and spend the night.

 Everyone took out their own camping gear, busying themselves for a while before setting up the campsite.

 Starting a bonfire for light and warmth would be unwise.

 What if it attracted wild beasts? If they could deal with it, it would be fine. But if they were not able to, they may be chased around all night.

 They used a simple water purification method to get some clean water and, with dry rations, managed a modest supper to fill their stomachs.

 After each of them had arranged their respective precautionary measures, they were not in the mood for chatting. One by one, they entered their tents to rest.

 Well...

 Given the delicacy of their relationships and the uneasy atmosphere among them, they actually did not arrange for keeping watch during the night.

 This was a cardinal mistake when camping outdoors!

 Everyone was in their tents with their own thoughts.

 Dalton Collen's face was completely desolate.

 Before the boss left, he had already been told through their pre-agreed method to be observant of any strange behaviors by Andriya Norman.

 Along the way, Dalton Collen noticed the marks left by the boss and silently took on the task of leading the group towards the location signaled by their boss.

 As they marched on, Dalton Collen appeared to be busy leading the way, but more than half of his attention was always focused on Andriya Norman.

 What disappointed him was that Andriya Norman indeed displayed unusual behavior.

 This made Dalton Collen involuntarily recall the incident about eating the fruit.

 The more he thought about it, the more he realized that Andriya Norman's low-level mistake must have been motivated by something.

 It seemed like she wanted to evade something in this manner.

 If Dalton Collen's speculation was correct, and she had strayed into a trap set by others, she could escape for a while, but could she escape forever?

 Therefore, Dalton Collen didn't disapprove of the boss's decision to target Andriya Norman directly, he just felt sorrow for his own genuine feelings.

 Alas...

 Dalton Collen sighed, and stopped daydreaming, and cast his attention on the neighboring tent instead.

 Andriya Norman's heart pounded wildly.

 The moment night fell, her earrings vibrated lightly twice.

 This signaled that someone was not far from her.

 Andriya Norman became somewhat nervous.

 Lying in her sleeping bag, she stared at the top of the tent, her gaze unfocused, lost in thought for a while.

 She put aside all thoughts and fortified her resolve.

 "It's not my fault. I was prepared to be eliminated, blame yourself for rescuing me."

 Andriya Norman mumbled with lips trembling, speaking in a very low voice that only she could hear.

 ...

 Tracey Lucia didn't know how to describe her feelings at the moment.

 On the first day of entering this small world, let alone the main mission of the two-district competition, she didn't even have time for side missions, all her energy was completely taken up by the mission.

 First, a trio sent good news, they had found Link Grande's whereabouts and planned to kill him.

 Afterwards, contact was lost, and they completely disappeared.

 This situation could only mean that their attempt to kill had failed and they themselves had been killed instead.

 After a brief shock, Tracey Lucia accepted this fact.

 If Link Grande was so easy to kill, her brother wouldn't have had her take charge personally.

 Then, Tracey Lucia successfully met up with two other trios.

 This was good news.

 Later, near the location indicated by the lost trio, they found a pit three meters deep and more than twenty meters wide.

 Three special miniature smart brains lay at the bottom of the pit, seemingly mocking them.

 Despite having a numerical advantage, three against one, they were counter-killed.

 It was a slap in the face.

 Just as they were burning with rage but had no clue in which direction to pursue, Hawk Lucia's chess piece, a backup plan, suddenly sprung up and activated real-time positioning transmission.

 With the turn of events, Tracey Lucia immediately led two trios towards the moving mole.

 After a relentless chase, they finally caught up after nightfall.

 "Stop."

 Tracey Lucia halted the two groups, and observed Dalton Collen's camp from a higher vantage point.

 Three UFO detectors covered several kilometers around the area for reconnaissance.

 They had even spread as far as the ravine where Link and Elise Clark were located.

 "Send a signal, notify the insider, and ask him to provide precise information."

 Tracey Lucia gave an order.

 The two trios each had a member from the "Pure Blood Will" mainly responsible for reconnaissance and liaison.

 They exchanged a glance, and one of them initiated contact with Andriya Norman.

 After a round of whispered conversation, that person reported, "The insider isn't close to the target right now, they are at least 10 minutes apart."

 "The intelligence is not precise enough, we cannot act rashly."

 Tracey Lucia ordered coldly, "Get the insider to move, lead us to the target."

 "Yes!"

 Tracey Lucia had no regard for whether Andriya Norman was at a convenient moment, or whether there would be unbearable consequences after the action.

 The "Pure Blood Will" member in charge of liaison thought similarly.

 She's just a dog anyways, dead or alive.

 If one dies, they could always raise a new one.

 There were countless dogs lining up begging to be put on a leash.

 Who would be afraid of not having a helmsman if they have bones and a whip in hand?

 Joke!
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 Andriya Norman was stupefied. 

 The content of the task was completely different from what had been previously agreed upon.

 Wasn't it agreed that she would just find an opportunity to transmit the location and then she wouldn't have to worry about anything else?

 How could they go back on their word like this!

 Andriya's chest rose and fell rapidly, she was utterly infuriated and conveyed her attitude through a secret language.

 She didn't want to personally lead people to kill Link Grande.

 If she could really kill him, that would be one thing.

 But if she were to be killed in retaliation or have him escape, that would be a complete disaster.

 In this world, being killed once merely meant being eliminated from the Grand Competition, nothing more severe than that would occur.

 The problem would arise after the two-district Grand Competition ended.

 Andriya had heard many rumors about Link Grande's fierce nature and enduring grudges.

 Basically, anyone in conflict with him would end up dead.

 After expressing her attitude, Andriya anxiously waited for a response.

 But after a while, when she received a response, she was even more dumbfounded.

 "Do as told! Or else, you will be killed too!"

 Tracey Lucia didn't hesitate at all. She didn't even bother to manipulate based on the threat of exposing Andriya as an informant. She simply delivered a naked threat on her life.

 The icy intention to kill, transmitted through the secret language, reached Andriya Norman accurately."

 She felt as if she had fallen into an icy cave. The chill went straight to her bone marrow.

 Her heart felt as if it was suddenly clenched, an indescribable feeling of panic ensued.

 The image of the once high-ranking "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" president, Antoine Hilton, lying on the stage like a dead dog, mutilated, unattended for a long time, flashed across her mind.

 The panic intensified.

 Cold sweat trickled down Andriya's forehead.

 She knew that they carried a kind of alchemical product that could kill people within the arena.

 Moreover, those people weren't joking. They would really kill her if she didn't follow orders.

 "Don't blame me, I was forced!"

 Muttering to himself, Andriya gritted her teeth, determined, stood up, lifted the tent flap, and walked out.

 Faced with life-and-death choices, she chose to sacrifice others to save herself.

 "Collen."

 Andriya touched Dalton Collen's tent and called him softly.

 "You haven't rest yet, Andriya. What do you need?"

 Dalton poked his head out, but his face was hidden in the shadows, making it difficult to see his expression.

 "Let's leave Bailey and Balves now and go find your boss."

 Andriya deliberately lowered her voice, apparently not wanting Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves, who were some distance away from the tent, to hear it, "They're inferior; they don't even know how to arrange a night watch. We'd be much better off following your boss than staying with them."

 "Are you sure?"

 Upon hearing this, Dalton lowered his head as if seriously considering the feasibility of the proposal.

 After pondering for a while, he looked up and asked with an indifferent tone, "Unity, mutual aid. You believed in this before, do you want to give up this principle now?"

 Andriya, who was calculating how to convince Dalton subtly, failed to notice this unusual detail.

 She explained, "I didn't give up. I can't unite with Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves anymore, so why should I keep forcing it? They were the ones who changed their hearts first. They were the ones who didn't obey the rules of the association, not me."

 "Okay."

 Dalton easily accepted Andriya's explanation and began to consider practical issues, "What about the tents?"

 Dismantling the tents would undoubtedly cause a commotion.

 They might have already attracted the attention of Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves by talking.

 "Ignore them. Let's do our own thing."

 At this point, where could Andriya care so much? If it weren't for not wanting to appear too eager, she wouldn't bother with the tent at all.

 Is the tent more important than her life?

 Dalton stepped out of the tent at this point, carefully packing up the tent.

 In no time, two tents were dismantled and packed into their bags.

 No matter how quietly they did it, they still made some noises. It was impossible that Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves didn't hear it.

 Yet, the two stayed in their tents throughout the whole process, without coming out to check or ask questions.

 Dalton was somewhat puzzled and wanted to check if something had happened to them.

 "Let's go quickly, before they come out, to avoid trouble."

 Andriya urged him at this moment, and Dalton, after pondering for a moment, gave up on the idea of checking on the status of Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves.

 At this point of the development, whether or not Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves had come out had become insignificant and not worth much attention.

 They left in this manner, taking advantage of the pure "moonlight" to illuminate their way towards Link.

 "The informants have made their move."

 Through their surveillance magic tools, the members of "Pure Blood Will" continuously monitored the movements of Dalton Collen and Andriya Norman. Once they saw them leaving, they immediately reported it.

 "Send out all the surveillance magic tools for careful reconnaissance to prevent deceit."

 Tracey Lucia's brows slightly furrowed, she had an inkling that something was amiss, so she gave orders with caution.

 "Understood."

 The two "Pure Blood Will" members in charge of the surveillance tools promptly started to work.

 There were three flying sphere surveillance magic tools and two bionic eagles circling the sky, incorporating a vast area centered on them, spanning ten kilometers, into their surveillance range.

 The whereabouts of Dalton Collen and Andriya Norman were tracked and broadcasted live.
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 "Report, no abnormalities found." 

 A moment later, both of them reported almost simultaneously, one right after the other.

 The arrow is on the string and it must be released.

 "Action!"

 With a wave of her right hand, Tracey Lucia gave the order. "Advance in search formation, watch out for ambush."

 In the mountain hollow, in the cave.

 Link and Elise Clark spotted the traces of Tracey Lucia's group through the perspective of the Bionic Eagle.

 To avoid exposure, Link had Elise retract the Bionic Eagle.

 Then, he began the next step of his ambush plan - to lure the enemy.

 After arranging his gear, leaving the big bag in the tent,

 he put on a very special cloak over the "Defender 3202" suit and prepared to set off.

 "Hey."

 Elise Clark called out. Seeing Link turn his head, she threw a sphere at him. "This is a disposable magic tool for escape. Drop a drop of your own blood into it before using it, then stimulate it with spiritual power, and it can create a temporary clone, which is convenient for escape."

 "Thank you."

 Link swiftly grabbed the sphere, without hesitation, directly tucked it into his pocket.

 Elise then giggled: "Don't thank me so soon, giving you a heads-up in advance, as soon as the opportunity arises, I won't care who I might hurt, I will blow them up."

 According to Link's ambush plan, the two of them divided the tasks clearly - Link to lure the enemy, Elise to trigger the traps.

 As everyone knows, there is no such thing as a perfect plan.

 Link's ambush plan, which was conceived on the fly, had many flaws.

 The biggest one - he couldn't guarantee that only the enemy would be injured when the traps went off.

 It was quite likely that in order to lure the enemy into the trap, Link would have to use himself as bait and hold the enemy's attention.

 Elise heard from the Serene Wizard that Link Grande is a person who is good at guessing and very suspicious.

 As a teammate, it's much better to clarify something in advance than to explain it afterwards.

 She had just given Link an escape tool and also gave him an early notice. If she accidentally bombed Link, it was an accident, not intentional.

 "Okay, don't worry about me."

 Link nodded, expressing his stance.

 The life-saving gear he carried was not just the "Defender 3202" suit.

 The reward of billions of points that the Serene Wizard gave, was truly billions.

 After exchanging them for card lottery chances, buying four scouting puppets, a great weapon, and having a special cloak and a second-hand disposable life-saving magic tool from the West District Black Market,

 Wizard Palo confirmed that they were genuine and effective, and the performance was excellent, able to withstand the strike of the great weapon. He had picked up a bargain.

 Link's confidence in battling the Pure Blood trio came from that life-saving magic tool.

 This time, Link's confidence also came from that.

 Hence, he dared to be the bait, wasn't afraid to get blasted or stabbed in the back by Elise Clark.

 At worst, he would just slip away unnoticed.

 Before leaving the cave, Link put on that special cloak which made him blend in with the surroundings.

 Not only was he invisible to the naked eye, but also the various reconnaissance modes of the Flying Sphere and the Bionic Eagle couldn't detect him.

 This was the top of the line version of the Optical Invisibility Cloak Link had used in the academy. It could shield against most reconnaissance magic tools.

 Unfortunately, it only had two uses left. It couldn't be used repeatedly.

 Link's figure disappeared into the night.

 Elise Clark stood still, staring in the direction Link had chosen, for a long time without moving.

 After a long time, a radiant smile bloomed on her face, very sunny,

 yet with her gaze, it appeared very eerie.

 It's quite the contradiction.

 Despite her happy laughter, it left a lingering, heavy sense of sadness.

 It was an old issue.

 When she got overly excited, her emotions would spiral out of control.

 Regaining her focus, Elise raised her hand, swiping at the corner of her eyes and the side of her mouth, wiping away all traces of sadness and contradiction.

 In the darkness, under the "Moonlight", Elise Clark radiated an intense fighting spirit.

 Link quickly snuck to a pre-selected camping spot, did a bit of arranging.

 Gauging that Dalton Collen and Andriya Norman were about to reach the area with the early warning devices,

 he immediately lifted the special cloak, exposing himself to the "Pure Blood Will's" surveillance,

 Ducking his body, he dashed out of the campsite towards the direction of the mountain hollow.

 Left in the deliberately crafted campsite were only the functional rune objects he had confiscated.

 Link created the illusion that he had spotted the members of "Pure Blood Will", but he believed it was those functional rune objects that had revealed his whereabouts.

 Who cares if he believes it or not, the point is to keep him guessing.

 "A situation has risen, target likely identified."

 A member of the "Pure Blood Will" responsible for reconnaissance noticed Link's movements and immediately reported.

 Reacting on instinct, he sends out a Bionic Eagle tracking Lockheed steadily.

 He sends another Bionic Eagle swooping down to close quarters, scouting the vicinity from where Link emerged.

 The typical campsite terrain, signs of camping, casually discarded Rune Objects, all places of suspicion.

 "What's the situation?"

 Tracey Lucia inquired in a cool tone.

 "Report."

 The reconnaissance member projected images of the campsite, enlarged, highlighting a few Rune Objects discarded on the ground, reporting, "Identified some suspicious objects."

 Tracey Lucia took a glance and immediately recognized these as the gear of the missing trio.

 It seems the person moving urgently away from them is Link Grande.

 From various signs, it is presumed that the enemy has discovered them somehow and is hastily retreating.

 Considering the missing trio also carried a Reconnaissance Magic Tools Flying Sphere, this hypothesis is highly probable.

 But, Tracey Lucia instinctively felt things were going too smoothly.

 She had a feeling that ahead lay a trap tailored for them!

 However, what bothers her the most is that even if she knew there might be a trap ahead, she still had to press on.

 Otherwise, if they let the target slip away and miss this opportunity, who would bear the responsibility?

 Tracey Lucia pondered carefully and made arrangements.

 She commanded a Flying Sphere and a Bionic Eagle from different directions to lock on the target,

 Another two Flying Spheres were tasked to scour for other spying magic tools,

 The final Bionic Eagle circled around her group, sentry watching, preventing an ambush.

 "Be extra vigilant, the target isn't easy to deal with, beware of traps and ambushes."

 Tracey Lucia wraps up after giving a few precautionary shifts, and emphasizes.

 "Yes."

 The six members of the "Pure Blood Will" responded in unison.

 They automatically split into two groups, left and right as if an encircling tactic and slowly followed behind Dalton and Andriya.

 They didn't rush to surpass them, making a straight line for the possibly identified target.

 Since two Reconnaissance Tools were already continuously tracking the enemy's whereabouts there was no need to hasten.

 First, following behind the informer, let's see if they can bait out some additional situations.

 The more information they can obtain, the greater the certainty of things.

 Underneath the "moonlight", three parties, split into three sections, various thoughts each, different speeds, travelling through the night.

 Link returned to the mouth of the valley, he cloaked himself with a Special Cloak, activating it.

 Instantly, his figure was impossible to track.

 The sudden transformation caught Tracey Lucia, who was slowly trailing behind Dalton and Andriya, by surprise.

 "Dammit!"

 Tracey Lucia couldn't help but curse out loud.

 If the target didn't disappear early or late, but chose this moment when it was ideal to set up a trap or an ambush, it was downright conspiratorial, it was an open threat.

 Might as well have asked transparently, I have found you, dare you continue the pursuit?

 Faced with this, Tracey Lucia was left in a difficult dilemma.

 Continue the pursuit, they might walk into a premeditated battleground getting ambushed or encounter a trap;

 If they didn't pursue, the enemy had a magical tool which could evade tracking, to find the enemy again would consume a lot of time and energy and it wasn't guaranteed they would find them in time.

 "Inform the insider, have her go to the location where the target disappeared and inquire about the situation."

 Tracey Lucia pondered for a moment, made a decision, and issued the order.

 Regardless of whether there was a trap ahead, this battle was inevitable.

 Rather than blindly plunging in, it was better to let the informer scout ahead.

 Anyway, this informer most likely had already been exposed, even if she died, it would be no loss.

 "Yes."

 The reconnaissance member responsible for contacting the insider concurred.

 He took out a communication device, via a secret language, sent out the latest instructions to the insider.

 Andriya felt the vibration in her earring, received the message relayed by the green gem, again was taken aback.

 What?

 Not only do I have to lead the way, but I also have to scout?

 A wave of chills coursed all over her body.
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 This order was ruthless. 

 It clearly showed no regard for Andriya's life.

 She felt like a used rag, nonchalantly thrown away after use.

 All kinds of emotions welled up in her heart.

 Frustration, depression, rage, hatred, regret...

 She really resented this order.

 But could Andriya refuse?

 She couldn't!

 She was already deeply involved, unable to extricate herself. She could only watch herself helplessly being driven step by step into the abyss.

 "Collen, let's quicken our pace."

 Andriya took a few deep breaths to adjust her emotions and spoke in the calmest tone possible.

 She wanted to end this ordeal as soon as possible.

 As long as there was a result, that would suffice.

 No matter what her outcome would be, at least she wouldn't have to live in constant dread and fear like she was now.

 "Alright."

 Dalton walked ahead, sulking and leading the way. When he responded, he didn't even turn his head.

 In the past, whenever he spoke with Andriya, regardless of what he was doing, his gaze would always linger on her face.

 Not like now, where he didn't even cast her a glance.

 Andriya was too preoccupied to notice this detail.

 The relationships and emotions between people slowly eroded and grew cold over such small details and repeated neglect, eventually becoming extremely rigid.

 Just like strangers who had never met or understood each other.

 Dalton was starting to have difficulty recognizing the person behind him; was she still the Andriya he knew?

 That innocent, pure, kind girl with an unrivaled radiant smile.

 He sighed quietly and his emotions were extremely complex.

 Shaking his head, Dalton cast aside his mixed feelings and stopped thinking about Andriya.

 Shifting his focus onto the clues left behind for him by the boss, he repeatedly confirmed what he needed to do next.

 The boss left no information hidden and warned that this would be dangerous.

 If Dalton was unwilling to proceed, he could withdraw, as long as he kept this a secret.

 But Dalton didn't care whether it was dangerous or not.

 All he wanted was to make those who forced Andriya to act unlike herself pay.

 Anger raged in Dalton's chest.

 He increased his pace, not bothering to make a path, and directly ran over any thorns or weeds in his way.

 Andriya followed behind him. Suddenly having no clear path to follow, she had no choice but to grit her teeth and endure it.

 Well, this was what she had asked for.

 Before long, they approached a hollow in the mountains and stopped to survey the area.

 The entrance to the hollow was narrow, but once inside, the area was wide and open.

 If one was to look down from above, the hollow in the night resembled a ferocious beast about to devour someone.

 The tall, straight reeds growing on flat ground, as tall as a person and loom like sword, under the illumination of the "Moonlight", casted looming, cold and gloomy shadows.

 Highlighting the even more chilling atmosphere within the hollow.

 Perhaps it was due to her guilt, but as Andriya stood at the entrance looking inside, her legs began to tremble and she didn't dare to venture rashly inside.

 "What's wrong?"

 Hearing that the footsteps behind him had stopped, Dalton turned his head to ask.

 They were almost at their destination now, so she better not cause any trouble at this point.

 "It's...it's nothing."

 Andriya's voice quivered slightly. She quickly bit her lip to use the pain as a distraction to help regain her composure.

 She raised her right hand, brushed her hair behind her right ear, unintentionally caressed the front and back of the Green Gem to activate the function to transmit a voice message,

 At the same time, she asked, "Are you sure your boss is in here?"

 Dalton shrugged his shoulders and truthfully replied, "I'm not sure, but I'm guessing he should be here. His clues lead to here, and there are no traces leading elsewhere."

 "Really?"

 Andriya glanced inside the hollow and said as if musing, "It's so big and flat inside, with only weeds and shrubs, no wild beasts, indeed, it's a good place to stay overnight."

 "Isn't it."

 Dalton chimed in with Andriya's words, "The boss is the boss. Even his choice of camping spots is better than ours."

 As he spoke, he turned around, cupped his hands around his mouth to form a loudspeaker, and yelled towards the hollow, "Boss, we're here to join you. Please accept us."

 When it came to acting, the five members of the Brotherhood Troupe were far from professional, but they weren't too bad either.

 As part of the Brotherhood Troupe, Dalton was nothing if not diligent. Unaware of the dramas unfolding elsewhere, he still carried on with his role meticulously.

 Even if he's performing a solo act, he couldn't afford to slip up.

 The echoes of his shouts bounced around the hollow, but there was no reply.

 "Could it be he's not here?"

 Dalton muttered to himself in confusion and then stepped inside the hollow to search.

 Andriya had no choice but to follow. Along with Dalton, they searched all over the flat ground inside the hollow, calling out to the boss.

 Inside the cave, Elise was watching this scene with great amusement.

 What?

 Wondering why Dalton couldn't find the cave?

 For better camouflage and to wait for her turn in the script, Elise Clark used a Mimicry Door panel from her bag to block the entrance to the cave.

 Not even the human eye or the Reconnaissance Magic Tools could detect it.

 No matter what, for entertainment and thrills, Elise was willing to do anything.

 Even if it meant eating into her own rations.

 "Where on Earth did you hide?"

 To Elise's surprise, she couldn't locate Link either.

 This guy was really good at hiding.

 Next time, she'd definitely play a game of hide-and-seek with this guy to see who was better at hiding.
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 Well, it's decided just like that.

 Tracey Lucia watched coldly as Dalton Collen and Andriya Norman scrambled around the mountain valley, and her intuition grew stronger.

 Link Grande must be hiding somewhere in the valley, ready to ambush them.

 The informant had probably exposed himself before delivering the message in the daytime.

 The reason why Link Grande didn't get rid of the informant beforehand was that he was most likely trying to lure them all here and wipe them out at once.

 Tracey Lucia didn't know where Link Grande got his confidence from, but the more he had, the more cautious she had to be.

 After some thought, Tracey Lucia decided to first unleash a bombing attack.

 After all, they had already been exposed.

 "Bomb first, then think."

 She gave the order, her tone indifferent.

 For wizard apprentices, the primary use of zero-ring witchcraft is really to learn the rules of witchcraft and assist in research rather than battle.

 In the highly developed Wizard World, the decisive factor in disputes between wizard apprentices is almost always Rune Objects and Magic Tools.

 In very rare cases, such as when there are no magic stones, when there are limiting conditions on one-on-one duels, or when Rune Objects and Magic Tools are exhausted, zero-ring witchcraft is used to decide the outcome.

 Of course, Tracey Lucia wouldn't boldly stick her head into the bushes knowing full well that there could be traps in the valley.

 Naturally, she would first scare away the snake by striking at the grass.

 "Yes."

 The six "Pure Blood Will" members didn't care about the lives of Dalton Collen and Andriya Norman at all.

 They quickly assembled various accessories into single combat weapons, like mortars or grenade launchers.

 The two trios divided their tasks well and cooperated seamlessly.

 The one responsible for reconnaissance kept track of the location and coordinates,

 The one responsible for launching adjusted parameters,

 The one responsible for loading ensured the supply of Self-Destructing Fire Thunder.

 "Open fire!"

 At the order from Tracey Lucia, the two trios rapidly launched the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders, incessantly bombarding the valley.

 One after another, the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders cut through the night sky and fell into the valley.

 Some exploded mid-air, others upon hitting the ground.

 "Run for it!"

 When the surprise attack began, Dalton quickly reacted.

 He ran toward the foot of the mountain, but didn't forget to shout a warning to Andriya, who was stunned by the sudden onset of the attack.

 The explosions roared and the flames burned fiercely.

 After two waves of bombardment from the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders, a multitude of craters formed.

 Dalton was anxious seeing Andriya still standing motionless on the spot without moving an inch.

 A struggle began in his mind.

 To save her or not, that was the question.

 In the end, past friendship won out.

 Dalton couldn't resist. He had already found a shelter and turned back to rush towards Andriya, wanting to drag her to safety.

 "Collen, don't come over."

 Andriya finally regained her senses when she heard another whistling sound overhead.

 Looking up, she saw two Self-Destructing Fire Thunders approaching her.

 She was aware of the existence of alchemical products that could kill a person outright here,

 Her panic far exceeded Dalton's.

 Seeing Dalton risking his life to save her, her heart ached severely. Tears couldn't stop rolling down her face, and she screamed in despair.

 What a fool.

 If she had to die, she would accept it. It was all due to her own misdeeds.

 She didn't want to drag Dalton into it.

 But it was already too late for her regret.

 Dalton and the Self Destructing Fire Thunders arrived at her side at the same time.

 There was a series of loud bangs.

 In the midst of Andriya's overwhelming regret, the two Self Destructing Fire Thunders exploded one after the other.

 Fortunately, Dalton had managed to erect all the defensive covers of his Defensive Rune Items in time, blocking the blast damage of the Self Destructing Fire Thunders.

 Apart from getting covered in dust and dirt, both of them hadn't suffered any injuries.

 "Why are you so foolish?"

 Dalton immediately ran towards the foot of the mountain with Andriya in his arms. As he ran, he shouted, "Standing there motionless, do you want to die?"

 During the scattered run, Andriya stared at the furiously yelling Dalton with a dazed look. Big teardrops fell like a broken pearl necklace, "I'm sorry, Collen."

 With the two of them running in each other's arms, the speed couldn't pick up.

 The whistling sound came again. The bombardment of Self-Destructing Fire Thunders was wave after wave, without any pause.

 If they continued like this, neither of them would survive.

 "Forgive me, Collen!"

 Andriya made a bold decision, murmuring softly.

 As soon as her words fell, she forcefully freed herself from Dalton's arms, pushed him to the side, and ran in another direction.

 As she ran, she activated all the Defensive Rune Items she had on her.

 She layered Dalton with one defense after another, treating him as the target.

 Even the not-so-well-practiced Water Shield Spell and Wood Shield Technique were used in time.

 After doing all this, Andriya raised her head and cursed at the bright "Moon" in the sky. "You bitch, I quit! Come on, kill me if you dare!"

 The continuous oppression, coercion, and the surprise bombing without prior warning, had all stirred up a sense of resistance in Andriya.

 Dalton's recklessness had fully catalyzed this resistance.

 Andriya knew in her heart that she didn't really have any means of fighting back or taking revenge; she could only vent her anger like this.

 "Tch, such a foolish woman."

 Tracey Lucia watched this unfold, a cold smile appearing on her face. She then ordered, "Fulfill her! Target her and saturate her with bombardment."

 But she still didn't use the "Keychain."

 "Yes."

 The six "Pure Blood Will" members responded in unison.

 During the bombardment, they assembled several more throwing devices.
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 Each round of bombing can now launch six Self-Destructing Fire Thunders.

 As the saying goes, it's slower said than done.

 The moment the voice fell, six Self-Destructing Fire Thunders were launched and instantly exploded above Andriya's head.

 Dalton Collen fell to the ground, struggled to stand, and tried to rescue Andriya.

 But he could only watch helplessly as she was directly hit by the six Self-Destructing Fire Thunders; her figure engulfed by the intense explosion, flames, and dust.

 By the time the dust settled, a white light descended, Andriya's figure had already disappeared.

 There were only scattered flesh and limbs left on the spot, along with crackling flames and a nauseating smell of roasting flesh.

 The academy guaranteed survival, not that one wouldn't get hurt!

 "Uh~ah..."

 Dalton let out a hurt, beast-like roar but was helpless.

 He could only scramble into a cave and hide.

 Tracey Lucia no longer paid attention to Dalton.

 The purpose of the bombing was not to punish the traitor or vent anger, but to flush out Link Grande, who might be hiding in some corner of the valley.

 "Stop."

 After a dozen rounds of bombing, almost every possible hiding spot was blasted.

 Still, there was no sign of the target.

 In this case, either she misjudged the situation, or the target withstood the blast damage using defensive witch tools.

 "Close reconnaissance."

 Tracey Lucia issued a new command.

 The two members in charge of reconnaissance immediately left the battle, each controlling Flying Spheres and Bionic Eagles, from different directions and heights, using various reconnaissance modes for a thorough scan of the valley.

 Dalton, curled up in the cave, was predictably found.

 Still, there was no trace of the target.

 "Team one, team two, cross guard, advance."

 Since neither the bombing nor the reconnaissance found the target, Tracey Lucia had to take the measure she least wanted to take.

 Physical inspection.

 This was truly a last resort.

 In this case, they were now exposed, relinquishing their advantage.

 The two trios, well-trained, immediately prepared for battle, advancing towards the small valley in a press formation.

 Link lay dozens of steps away from Tracey Lucia, buried in the ground, covered by a special cloak.

 To stay hidden, he dare not even glance at anyone.

 He didn't even dare breathe heavily.

 He relied solely on eavesdropping to understand the enemy's layout and movements.

 When he heard seven people advancing towards the valley, he exhaled softly.

 The people of the "Pure Blood Will" were not fools.

 They were not going to act according to Link's calculations.

 Bombarding first, as a safety measure, was beyond Link's expectations.

 Link was even prepared for his ambush to fail and was ready to activate his backup plan.

 Quietly withdraw, with no intention to engage in battle.

 Considering how clever Elise Clark was, she would likely act accordingly.

 Luckily, the "Pure Blood" people were so resolute in their intent to kill him that knowing the location was dangerous, they reluctantly decided to investigate.

 The ambush plan still had a chance to succeed.

 After all, the trap was set right in the middle of the valley, not typically where one would expect a trap.

 Moreover, the Timed Auto-Destruction Bomb, apart from being activated by a combination of spiritual power and Magic Power, was not affected by other bomb explosions.

 In the cave, Elise was not pleased to see the earlier bombing, the deafening noise, and the brilliant scenes were not caused by her.

 Thankfully, she won't have to wait long before she can ignite her own satisfying explosion.

 Tracey Lucia entered the valley safely, waved her hand, and sent both of her groups out to search.

 She also went around the craters formed by the explosions, inspecting carefully the now uneven ground.

 Given the terrain of the valley, there were only two places suitable for hiding or setting up an ambush.

 Either a cave or underground.

 Tracey Lucia was checking for signs of excavation.

 Link Grande was a dual affinity of the Water System and Wood System, he couldn't use Earth Systems witchcraft.

 If he wanted to hide and set up a trap, besides using the existing caves and pits, he would have to dig by hand, which would inevitably leave traces.

 Gradually, Tracey Lucia circled around and arrived at the center of the valley, the flattest area.

 "Report, the target is not found."

 The first team searched the left side of the valley and found nothing.

 "Report, the target is not found."

 The second team, who had restrained the resistance attempt of Dalton Collen, put him aside and stepped up to report.

 Perhaps luck was on their side, all seven people happened to gather in the center of the valley.

 "Good, good!"

 Elise laughed madly, without hesitating, she triggered the trap.

 The enhanced version of the Delayed Blast Tablefire, the standard Delayed Blast Tablefire, including the great weapon, were all activated at the same time.

 A deafening roar sounded.

 The mushroom cloud frothed and surged.

 It was deathly silent.
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 The earth shook and the mountains trembled.

 That was the simplest and most fitting description of the moment the trap was activated.

 The entire bowl-like valley, the low mountains on two sides, and the flat ground in the middle, all trembled violently for quite some time.

 Not long after the white light whisked Andriya Norman away, six more beams of white light descended from the sky in succession in the same spot.

 Even though the six "Pure Blood Will" members were wearing the "Defender 3202" suits, their bodies couldn't withstand the shock and vibration, despite avoiding the direct damage.

 They were instantly determined by the academy as dead and eliminated from the competition.

 Everyone who could see the Valley was stunned.

 The commotion was truly astonishing.

 Within just less than ten minutes, seven people had been successively killed and eliminated.

 Who in the world was this ruthless murderer or team, indulging in their deadly hunting moments?

 Everyone's attention was drawn to the valley, eager to see who would emerge victorious.

 They were too formidable to mess with!

 A pit over three meters deep and more than twenty meters wide appeared again.

 At the bottom of the pit, Tracey Lucia struggled to get up, blood seeping from the corners of her mouth, her expression agonized.

 She had used the "Defender 3202" suit to withstand the direct damage, and a defensive necklace she had exchanged from the Family Treasure to guard against the indirect damage,

 leaving her relatively unscathed.

 However, she was dazed from the impact and couldn't concentrate.

 Tracey lay at the bottom of the deep pit. After struggling several times, she barely managed to stand up.

 Upon standing, her legs wobbled, and she couldn't keep her balance.

 She swayed and tumbled.

 "Hahaha, boom, boom, boom!"

 From the first glance, Elise Clark deduced from the surveillance that the damage from the trap wouldn't be enough to eliminate Tracey Lucia.

 As she set off the trap and watched the earth-shattering explosion unfold,

 Elise was ecstatic. She rushed out of the cave, laughing loudly and leaping into the air.

 The excitement of bombing a durable target like Tracey, who doesn't go down in one blast, outdoes any other feeling, doesn't it?

 Having such a resilient target, Elise was enthralled.

 In the midst of her ascent, her left hand reached into her waist pouch and once again drew out a metallic tube resembling an RPG.

 She propped it on her shoulder, aiming for the dizzy and disoriented Tracey.

 "Hello there, Green Pond!"

 The extensively modified Self-Destructing Fire Thunder carried Elise's passionate greeting.

 Tracey stumbled a few steps, fiercely trying to shake off the negative effects so she could dodge the impending aerial attack.

 However, at this moment, Link stealthily reached the mouth of the valley.

 Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, "Continuous Casting," breakthrough level Thorn Entanglement, ten consecutive casts.

 Straining to his maximum range, he barely managed to cast it successfully.

 Hundreds of robust thorns, as thick as an adult's arm, swarmed Tracey Lucia from all directions.

 Their rapid manner mirrored the slithering of a giant python.

 The "Defender 3202" suit, had it been in perfect condition, would naturally be able to brush off a mere Zero Ring Witchcraft.

 Unfortunately, the suit at this point served only the most basic passive defense purpose.

 It wasn't capable of actively clearing the spiky thorns.

 Tracey, still in a daze, was defenseless against the onslaught of thorns and was tightly bound.

 In this tightly bound state, how could she dodge the reinforced Self-Destructing Fire Thunder?

 A deafening boom echoed as the explosion ensued.

 The numerous thorns were blown into shards from the blast, scattering across the area.

 However, they managed to fulfill their duty by making Tracey take the brunt of the explosive damage and shockwave.

 Tracey was blasted into the air, spinning several times, before she violently crashed back to the bottom of the pit.

 After hitting the ground, her body rolled around uncontrollably several times before it finally came to a stop, dissipating the external force.

 "Come on! Let's have a blast!"

 Seeing that Tracey was still somewhat okay, Elise became even more thrilled.

 She hurtled down from the mid-air toward the pit, moving her pouch to her chest.

 She pulled out several bundles of Self-Destructing Fire Thunders from her pouch, tossing them liberally toward the immobilized Tracey lying at the bottom of the pit.

 "Crazy... Crazy woman!"

 Witnessing this, Tracey realized that she was doomed this time.

 How the hell did Link Grande dare to team up with this mad woman?

 A slight slip, a miscalculation, and it was all over.

 She didn't plan on resisting anymore.

 Just let it be.

 She struggled to turn onto her back to face the explosions, buying herself some time.

 She crossed her left hand over her chest and promptly tapped a few words on the digital watch given by the academy,

 then selected the public channel and sent a message to all the first-year participants.

 Just as the message was sent, not even 2 seconds later, another beam of white light descended from the sky.

 Elise pulled out the "Keychain," hesitated for a moment but didn't throw the "Keychain" that somehow appeared in her hand.

 Killing off Tracey Lucia might be exhilarating,

 but she had enough sense to suppress her bloodthirsty impulse.

 The Clark Family wasn't ready to confront a Pure Blood Family head-on.

 No matter what, the family had never wronged Elise.

 She didn't want to create enemies for her family through her reckless behavior.

 "Boring!"

 Logic briefly prevailed before swiftly retreating.

 Elise pouted, feeling ashamed of her earlier cowardice. She grumbled under her breath, circled around, and landed next to Link.

 "Have we cleared everything?"

 Elise asked with anticipation, "Is there anyone else left for me to blast?"
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 Link shook his head: "I don't know."

 As he spoke, he was looking at the watch on his hand, his expression rather complicated.

 After noting Andriya Norman's unusual behavior, he set up an ambush.

 He had taken out 7 members of "Pure Blood Will."

 He had eliminated the enemy's forces.

 That should have been a good thing.

 However, the person who had just been removed from this world had done something just before "dying" that Link found absolutely revolting.

 "Link Grande and the crazy woman killed me," ten words, without even a punctuation mark.

 The first message on the public channel.

 Naturally it was also the most noticeable message.

 With this, everyone participating in the South District and North District now knew exactly what the recent disturbance was about.

 Especially the members of "Pure Blood Will."

 They had not been given the specific task of killing Link Grande, but they knew through their Qi that the guild wanted to find a way to kill this new blood from the Storm Sea during the tournament.

 "Eh!"

 Elise's eyes fell on Link's watch, and seeing the message, she couldn't help but curse, "Green Pond, she dares to call me mad! She got off too easy!"

 "Yeah, she got off too easy."

 Link echoed with a sigh, but the object of his words was not Tracey Lucia, whose name he had just learned minutes ago.

 Knowing that "Pure Blood Will" wanted to kill him, Link suspected Peter Lionel and Zoran Lucia were behind it.

 Now, seeing the names on the public channel, especially the surname,

 How could Link not know who else was more intent on killing him?

 Lucia, Tracey Lucia, Zoran Lucia,

 Sophie Lucia!

 They were at the root of it.

 Knowing the source would enable him to better respond to what followed.

 Even though right now, comparing their powers is like a mantis facing a speeding train.

 In its weak state, the mantis's blades are not capable of stopping the train and would be crushed.

 But in this extraordinary world, there will come a day when the small mantis can evolve into a Flying Mantis or a Void Mantis.

 Then we'll see.

 Taking a deep breath, Link suppressed the swirling thoughts at the bottom of his heart, returned the life-saving magic ball to Elise, and said sincerely, "Thank you, Elise."

 Elise, taking the sphere and casually stuffing it in her bag, replied nonchalantly, "If you really want to thank me, find me a couple more targets to blow up."

 "Will do."

 Link nodded lightly.

 Having already clashed with the "Pure Blood Will," was he still afraid there were no targets to bomb?

 There were plenty!

 "Boss."

 At that moment, Dalton Collen, freed from the earlier restraints of the second group of "Pure Blood Will," had also voluntarily broken away from his extremely low profile, his face bruised and battered as he walked over.

 "You've worked hard."

 Link patted Dalton's shoulder, reassuring him.

 Link hadn't seen the scene where Dalton risked his life to save Andriya Norman.

 Otherwise, he would have done more to comfort Dalton.

 "I'm fine."

 Dalton scratched his head, a simple smile appearing on his face. After stuttering for a moment, he gritted his teeth and said, "Boss, can I ask you something?"

 "No need to ask between us."

 Link first clarified his own stance, then said, "Just speak your mind. As long as I can help, I won't be vague."

 These words were not for appeasement, and they weren't empty promises either.

 He would naturally treat those who have stood by his side well.

 If he could help, why wouldn't he?

 Dalton pleaded, "Boss, can you spare Andriya? She..."

 As he spoke, Dalton voluntarily stopped, swallowing back the reason for his plea.

 Link recognized Dalton's struggle, patted him firmly on the shoulder, and reassured him with a smile, "Don't worry, I won't bring harm to her. But let me remind you, her situation is likely complicated, you don't have to get involved."

 After a pause, Link put more weight into his words and said seriously, "Otherwise, not even pleading with Wizard Palo would be able to pull you out of the mess."

 Dalton's joyful expression had not fully bloomed yet when he was doused with a bucket of cold water, and he felt cold deep within.

 His face immediately stiffened, and for a moment he didn't know how to express his feelings.

 The ones who didn't know how to express their feelings were also Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves.

 Before Andriya knocked on Dalton's tent, she had thrown a potion into each of their tents.

 Caught entirely off-guard, they were anaesthetized and unable to move.

 Hearing the entire conversation between Andriya and Dalton, both men were extremely anxious.

 Andriya was actually going to leave them to find Link Grande. This was unacceptable!

 What happened to solidarity and mutual help?

 Did she forget those words?

 No matter how anxious the two men were, Andriya did, in fact, leave them behind.

 Not long after, Lutz Bailey heard some movement. Many people were passing through their camp, heading in the direction Andriya had left.

 Something was definitely going on!

 Lutz Bailey couldn't help but redouble his efforts to shake off the anesthetic state.

 Finally, after nearly half an hour of struggle, he managed to regain his mobility.

 Having shaken Bahmir Balves awake too, they were about to move out and investigate when a series of explosive sounds began one after the other.

 Both men were instantly startled into immobility.

 When the explosions had finally died down, they thought the conflict over there had ended.

 However, after a deafening boom.
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 A radiant white light cascaded downwards.

 In less than ten minutes, eight people had been eliminated.

 Lutz Bailey had an intuition that among those eliminated, Link Grande definitely was not one of them.

 He instantly dismissed the thought of looking for Link Grande.

 What?

 What about the task assigned by Lanny Taylor?

 She could go to hell for all he cared!

 Bahmir Balves also dared not to search for Link anymore, unlike Lutz who had become extreme. Instead, he quietly conveyed the message to his dream lover, Lanny Taylor via his wristwatch.

 At this moment, Lanny Taylor's emotions were extremely complicated.

 She had successfully grouped up with Isko Alex and two other passable members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association," forming a team.

 They had completed a few side missions with satisfactory progress.

 However, they had nearly made no breakthrough in the main mission.

 Taking advantage of the night to rest, Lanny Taylor further unified the team's ideals and emphasized her absolute leadership position.

 This was something to be celebrated.

 Just when she was enjoying the moment, her wristwatch vibrated.

 Lanny Taylor looked and realized someone had finally sent a message in the public channel.

 The person who posted the message was Tracey Lucia, and the content was really explosive.

 Before she could express her astonishment, Bahmir Balves sent her firsthand news from the nearby scene, which was even more sensational.

 Logically, if Link Grande, as she had predicted, actively stirred up trouble and became a target of the "Pure Blood Will," she should have been pleased.

 However, for some reason, Lanny Taylor could not feel the slightest joy.

 The inter-district competition was not only based on the progress of the missions but also on their overall strength.

 Regardless of whether it was South Storm Sea New Blood eliminating North District apprentices, or North District apprentices eliminating South Storm Sea New Blood, both would earn extra points.

 Within this small World, and without even a day passing by, Link Grande had eliminated at least eight people.

 This achievement was truly terrifying!

 "Fortunately, I wasn't directly up against him."

 In the end, all Lanny Taylor could do was to console herself in this manner.

 At least she was capable of calming herself down, which was a good thing.

 After reading the content on the public channel, Jasmine Kidman was so angry she almost lost her mind.

 What a mad woman!

 Even if she was insane, she was still a woman!

 Link Grande, you have thick eyebrows and big eyes, but your heart is a flower.

 The domestic flower does not smell as fragrant as wild flowers, right?

 How long have we been in here, not even 24 hours have passed.

 You've hooked up with a crazy woman and even cooperated with her to kill!

 Oh?

 Is that mad woman so trustworthy?

 You are usually so suspicious, aren't you?

 Initially, when I took a liking to you, you were suspicious of my intentions and ignored me.

 Yes, I admit, initially, I had ulterior motives, but I have changed.

 Why can't I compare to a mad woman?

 Uh....

 A fire of nameless rage ignited in Jasmine's heart, she was so angry she was on the verge of losing her rational thinking.

 She gritted her teeth, muttered bitterly, and cursed Link for being a heartless man, a bastard!

 Even the secondary Mudstone technique was thrown in the wrong direction.

 A sudden thundery sound echoed.

 A dirt wall turned into mud and slid down, revealing an iron door in front of Jasmine.

 The iron chain securing the door fell with the mud, causing the noise.

 "What is this?"

 Jasmine's attention got diverted, she carefully examined the iron door that had suddenly appeared before her eyes.

 She glanced at it for a while, but couldn't figure anything.

 Eventually, she stepped back a few steps and used the Thorns Whip, controlling the spreading thorns to open the iron door.

 Soft light from the other side of the door irradiated the tunnel that Jasmine had dug out.

 A secret passageway with numerous mural paintings unveiled in front of Jasmine.

 Once the passageway was a bit ventilated, she threw a bunch of water and wood system Detoxification spells inside.

 When she was sure that the air inside the passageway was safe to breathe, she carefully entered the passageway.

 The murals on both sides immediately caught her eye.

 She gave it a rough look, determined the correct direction, and closely examined it. The more she looked, the more excited she became.

 Incredibly, she found the entire process and reason for the impending destruction of this small World in the mural paintings.

 This was indeed an unexpected surprise!
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 Jasmine didn't act rashly. 

 Even after looking at the murals on both sides of the secret passage and finding a large, mysterious bronze door at the end, she felt the urge to explore it alone.

 She curbed that impulse decisively and decided to continue waiting.

 Forcing herself to stop the stride that had already carried her to the bronze door, she exited the secret passage and securely closed the iron door with a metallic thud.

 After consideration, she still deemed it somewhat risky and performed several consecutive secondary Mudstone techniques.

 The mud in the tunnel transformed into soil, forming a soil wall that completely hid the iron door.

 Still feeling somewhat uneasy after noting the exact location of the iron door, she buried the whole painstakingly dug tunnel section that was near the door.

 Act within your capabilities, don't overdo it.

 This was the bottom line that Jasmine set for herself before entering the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Jasmine knew that with her power alone, she couldn't detect the various unknowns that might exist behind the bronze door, let alone deal with any dangers that might arise.

 Even if there was no danger, no unknowns, even if there was only a great deal of information.

 Jasmine didn't believe she could find crucial clues from it alone in a short time.

 Therefore, Jasmine calmed down in time and didn't impulsively open the bronze door.

 She'd better wait for that guy Link to come, and then explore together what secrets are behind the bronze door.

 In this regard, that guy was still trustworthy.

 Hmph!

 Jasmine couldn't help feeling angry again at the thought of Link.

 But as she remained angry, Jasmine noticed something wrong.

 She didn't seem to be as angry as before.

 Upon slight recollection, a doubt arose in Jasmine's heart.

 Was she so angry just because of seeing the two simple words "crazy woman"?

 Even if she was to get angry, it wouldn't have been so serious.

 Jasmine realized that her emotions seemed to have been magnified invisibly before, and her thoughts easily became extreme.

 This included the subconscious action of walking towards the bronze door after seeing it, wanting to open it.

 Fortunately, she didn't have the idea of exploring alone and stopped in time.

 That iron door, that secret passage, those murals, including that bronze door, absolutely had a problem!

 "Why are you still not here?"

 Jasmine murmured to herself, unable to help worrying about that annoying guy.

 With that guy around, facing these situations, she didn't need to worry about this and that at all.

 The Link who Jasmine was worrying about was hurrying through the night at this moment.

 Battles broke out consecutively in the valley.

 With the commotion so large and fires filling the sky, it wasn't a place to stay for long.

 The regrettable thing was that there were no spoils of war this time.

 A losing battle fought.

 A single great weapon was not enough to directly kill a member of the "Pure Blood Will" who wore the "Defender 3202" suit.

 After the damage from numerous ordinary Timed Auto-Destruction Bombs and Enhanced Versions of Delayed Blast Tablefire were stacked, things were different.

 If the academy's protective measures hadn't been triggered in time, moving the "Pure Blood Will" members away, they would have definitely died on the spot.

 The consequence was that it didn't leave time for Link to collect the spoils of war.

 Link could only look at the ownerless Flying Spheres and Bionic Eagles that were still hovering over the valley, murmuring what a pity, and missing out.

 Taking advantage of the "moonlight", the three of them walked for more than two hours.

 Along the way, relying on the real-time reconnaissance of the Flying Spheres and Bionic Eagles, the three of them avoided several groups of different people and beasts.

 In a short time, as long as the "Pure Blood Will's" people didn't purposely provoke him, Link didn't plan on causing any more upheaval.

 Standing out too much was not a good thing, as it made one a target.

 He decided to keep a low profile for a while, hurry along, and meet up with Jasmine as soon as possible.

 At most he would complete some side tasks along the way, or push forward the progress of the main task a little.

 Picking a suitable place, Link told Dalton and Elise, "Let's rest here and continue our journey after sunrise."

 "Alright, boss."

 Dalton complied and took the initiative to clear up the area.

 Elise yawned lazily, pulled out a recliner from her small bag, lay down, narrowed her eyes, and stretched lazily.

 Comfortable and content.

 Dalton looked at relaxed Elise, then looked at his own heavy bag, and his feelings were complex.

 He was, after all, a top ten student in the grade, not extremely knowledgeable, but had a decent amount of knowledge.

 He had heard a lot about the famous space Storage Magic Tool, even though he had never touched it, he had at least seen textual descriptions and video demonstrations.

 The moment he identified the small bag around Elise's waist, Dalton deeply understood the disparity between the rich and the poor.

 What class and hierarchy meant.

 After a while, his emotions eased a bit.

 Well, some people were just born into privilege.

 He would just have to follow the boss slowly and develop in his own way.

 He sighed and continued to smooth out the ground.

 Link didn't justly stand by, he also joined in the labor.

 After several consecutive casts of the Withering Spell, all the weeds were cleared.

 He then set up two folding chairs, and a campsite for short rest was ready.

 "Sit."

 Link took off his big bag which was partially cleaned out, sat on a chair, and signaled Dalton to sit down and rest too.

 No need to make the campsite too good for temporary camping.

 "Thank you, boss."

 Dalton leaned back in the chair, relaxed his whole body, and let out a contented sigh.
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 That day was filled with exhausting travels, pursuits, blockades, and bombings. They barely had any rests, and were extremely tired.

 Given a rare chance to rest, the three of them didn't chat immediately.

 Shortly after, Link broke the silence.

 He turned his head to look at Elise, who was playing with her fingers towards the "Moonlight" and asked, "Elise, you knew all the people we ran into today, right?"

 "Of course."

 Elise continued playing with her fingers, shaping them into all sorts of forms and answered nonchalantly, "I have had many dealings with them, especially with that Green Pond Tracey Lucia."

 Mid-sentence, Elise uttered a surprised, "Oh," exclaiming, "It's true, I wouldn't have remembered if you hadn't mentioned it. All the guys that came after us today were members of 'Pure Blood Volition' who lean towards the Lucia family."

 "Lean towards?"

 Link caught a crucial detail.

 "Yep."

 Elise nodded, explaining as if it was a matter of course, "Several Pure Blood families are backing the 'Pure Blood Volition' from behind, so naturally, each has their own interests and holds their own sway.

 Come to think of it, that Green Pond Tracey seems to have gathered all the outstanding first-year students from the Lucia family, just to corner you.

 Tsk, what on earth have you done to offend the Lucia family to such an extent?"

 Having voiced her musings, Elise looked at Link with a hint of curiosity in her eyes.

 She wanted to get a good look at the one capable of enraging the Lucia family to such a state that they won't be satisfied unless they killed him.

 Upon closer inspection, other than being a bit handsome, there was nothing unusual about him.

 An ordinary guy with a nose and two eyes.

 I don't get it!

 Link allowed Elise to stare at him. After a moment's thought, he asked, "In that case, the remaining members of 'Pure Blood Volition,' the majority won't be as relentless in chasing me down as Tracey Lucia?"

 After considering it carefully, Elise offered up her own viewpoint: "The District School Tournament is extremely crucial unless they have a grudge against you or are in direct competition, who would knowingly neglect their own success just to target you under regular circumstances."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, deep in thought.

 After a pause, Link enquired further, "You mentioned the opposition between Half Blood and Pure Blood previously, what would the Half Blood usually do during the District School Tournament?"

 This was a question that Link had wanted to ask for a long time.

 Regardless of the tension between Half Blood and Pure Blood, they were still local apprentices of the North District.

 The District School Tournament not only judged individual performance and results but also collective accomplishment and honor.

 Just because Half Blood claimed to be naturally aligned with Storm Sea New Blood, doesn't mean they would help the Southern District secure the first place.

 Link guessed that, at most, Half Blood would undermine Pure Blood when they targeted Storm Sea New Blood, or lend a hand when Storm Sea New Blood were up against Pure Blood.

 When it came to vying for overall achievement, their own interests, or in other words, the interests of the North District took precedence.

 If one were to sum up the relationship between Half Blood and New Blood in one sentence, they cooperate yet compete.

 To summarise the relationship between Half Blood and Pure Blood in one sentence, they are at odds but also collaborators.

 He asked Elise to verify his guess and to define the plan of action for their journey henceforth.

 Elise didn't hold back and simply responded, "Just go for it, seize the first place from them."

 Her straightforward reply set Link's mind at ease.

 It also laid the foundation for how Link planned to interact with Elise from thereon out.

 "Let's rest. We'll have to hit the road after daybreak."

 Link ended the conversation immediately, having obtained the information he wanted.

 Quite the indifferent fellow.

 Elise pouted her lip, feeling as if she was given the cold shoulder.

 Dalton, who was a silent spectator the entire time, felt that their conversation was highly informative and was extremely beneficial to him.

 The three of them sank into silence once again.

 In the silence, they bade farewell to the "Moon" and welcomed the "Sun".

 In this world, there is no distinction between day and night.

 The arrival of the "Sun" marks the entire world as "midday".

 Link took out a cup and cast a secondary Misty Rain Technique along with a Purification Water Spell to create three cups of purified water.

 Each got a cup, and they all started with rinsing their mouths.

 Washing their faces and hands was even easier.

 It was also achieved using a secondary Misty Rain Technique and a Purification Water Spell.

 Only this time, Link used the secondary Misty Rain Technique more ingeniously.

 Three strands of water suddenly appeared from thin air and were purified through the Purification Water Spell, and then they divided into several smaller strands of water, spraying mist, like water coming out of a showerhead.

 The conditions out in the wild were limited, so they all cupped their hands to catch the water, quickly washing their hands and faces.

 Simple, fast, and convenient.

 "I want to brag about our victories yesterday, is that okay?"

 Elise, who was playing joyfully by the water, similar to a mischievous kid, suddenly blurted out a statement after contently admiring the several rainbows she created.

 "Sure."

 Link did not object, providing his affirmation.

 One should know one's place.

 While Elise repeatedly claimed that she would follow his commands and even restrained her actions accordingly, not throwing tantrums indiscriminately.

 But could Link take that for granted and then blatantly boss Elise around?

 No, he couldn't.

 The wristwatch allocated by the academy was in Elise's hands, and she definitely had other magic tools for communication.

 She sought his opinion in advance just to respect Link and keep her promise.

 If she didn't wish to respect him or keep her word any longer, she wouldn't bother asking and just go ahead and do what she wanted.

 When that happens, what could Link do other than being unhappy?

 Split up?

 If so, so be it. It wasn't a big deal for Elise.

 She was just having fun.

 As a matter of fact, it was Link who occasionally obtained information about the North District and the 'Pure Blood Volition' from Elise.
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 "Alrighty." 

 There was a slight change in Elise's demeanor at this moment. She blinked her left eye, her tone playful and sweet as she responded.

 As soon as her words fell, she spent some time adding and deleting on her wristwatch, finally issuing a public announcement:

 "Pure Blood Will, you bastards, prepare to die."

 Link looked at the second announcement hanging high on the public channel. Its provocative content and the ID of the sender left him speechless.

 This is your idea of bragging?

 It's clearly a provocation!

 Shaking his head, uncertain of Elise's thought process, Link decided not to fret over it and started packing up the campsite to set off.

 It was the same routine as always.

 The Flying Sphere and Bionic Eagle scoured the sky, with four scouting puppets on guard around them.

 After a day for adjustment, the more than a thousand wizard apprentices that had entered this Small World had basically found their own rhythm, and those who hadn't been eliminated had acclimated well.

 Along the way, they spent over three hours and even when they brushed shoulders with a group of people from the North District - something they could not avoid - conflict did not erupt.

 Both sides, having discovered each other's whereabouts through their reconnaissance magic tools, actually tried to avoid each other.

 But they were situated in a gorge with only one path and it was impossible to avoid each other.

 So, they walked side by side through the canyon, a stretch of the journey that was not long but certainly nerve-wracking.

 Throughout it all, Elise was itching for a fight, wanting to engage in a hearty battle to relieve the monotony of the journey.

 When they finally exited the canyon and set out on their separate paths, Elise was deflated.

 Lifeless.

 Link clearly saw the look of admiration in the eyes of the leader of the other group.

 It was as if he wanted to say, 'Buddy, you can handle this mad woman, you're awesome!'

 Link didn't bother with these, he had to track the time.

 It was time again to use the wristwatch's once-a-day location sharing feature.

 No hesitations.

 He immediately sent a location request to Jasmine.

 Jasmine seemed to be waiting too, she agreed instantly.

 Two arrow lights appeared on the wristwatch screen.

 They blinked a few times, then vanished.

 Link had taken note of the direction and estimated the distance.

 Based on the day's pace, barring any unforeseen circumstances, they would need to walk for about three more hours.

 "Boss, I spotted Buck, Ezio, and Linn."

 Dalton, who was temporarily in charge of reconnaissance, suddenly reported.

 "Where are they?"

 While Link was composing a message to Jasmine, he asked.

 "At three o'clock, very close, we can catch up to them in five minutes."

 Dalton continued his report

 "Okay, we'll go find them first."

 Link confirmed that Jasmine was in the three-thirty direction, which was on the way.

 So why not pick up Buck and the others on the way?

 "There are four more people with Buck, um..."

 Dalton then added, "Lanny Taylor, Isko Alex are there too."

 Link sent the message to Jasmine, turned his head, and looked at the real-time reconnaissance image projected.

 Seven people in a line, divided into two groups, three on the left, four on the right.

 The two groups were barely assembled together, not only were they not in sync, they couldn't even get along.

 "Get Buck and his group over here."

 Link made a decision.

 Five potential companions that Link had been observing for several months, how could he hand them over to Lanny Taylor?

 Plus, Link himself was planning to assemble a team.

 Whether to complete the main task or deal with the "Pure Blood Will", it is always better to have a team.

 There's strength in numbers.
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 "Yes." 

 Dalton replied enthusiastically.

 Just one day had passed, and he sorely missed his four good brothers.

 It was much too painful to act alone; real happiness came from sticking together.

 Link expressed his intention, and the three of them immediately sped off in the direction of three o'clock.

 Elise suggested that she could fly ahead first, but Link vetoed this proposal.

 She was a local apprentice in the North District, her presence could stir sensitivity.

 Her sudden appearance in front of Buck and the others might provoke an overreaction.

 Soon enough, the three of them caught up with Buck's party up ahead.

 "Big brother!"

 Buck, Ezio, and Linn, seeing that the "pursuers" behind them were Link and Dalton, immediately ceased their vigilance.

 The two of them gleefully approached, calling out loudly in greeting.

 "Come with me."

 Link didn't beat around the bush and began issuing orders in the style of a big brother.

 He hadn't wanted to do this.

 But pleasant rhetoric often didn't resonate with his courteous brothers;

 Taking on the role of a leader, on the other hand, was highly effective.

 "No problem, we listen to big brother."

 Buck Watt pounded his chest in affirmation, declaring resolutely, "Whatever big brother wants us to do, we'll do! No second thoughts!"

 While speaking, Buck even shot suggestive glances at Isko Alex.

 The message was clearly for Isko Alex, who had constantly tried to persuade them to follow Lanny Taylor's command:

 My big brother's here, you dare to keep babbling?

 "Hello, big brother!"

 Lynn Hewitt didn't have Buck's roughness, he greeted Link calmly, then stated, "I couldn't ask for more than to work with big brother."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded. Without giving a single glance to Lanny Taylor and the rest, he changed course and walked off, "Then let's go together."

 Elise, Buck, Linn, and Dalton immediately followed.

 "Wait."

 Lanny Taylor suddenly spoke up, trying to halt Link and the others.

 But Link completely ignored her and kept marching forward.

 She had no choice but to quicken her pace, positioning herself in front of Link. "I have a few words to say, just hear me out."

 "Fine."

 This time, Link didn't snub Lanny Taylor. He raised his right hand, signalling his companions to stop.

 "We of the Southern District are already outnumbered. If we don't stick together, we have little chance against the North District."

 Lanny Taylor spoke softly, explaining her perception, "What's more, this isn't just a competition between the two districts. It's also a bet between two wizards. You must understand the importance of this."

 Link listened quietly to Lanny Taylor's words, his expression unchanged, and counter asked, "A snake without a head doesn't run, a team without a leader is even worse. If we form a team, who will everyone follow? You, or me?"

 With that, Link glanced back casually at Isko and the two other "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" members, chuckling, "Or one of them?"

 Isko Alex's face immediately changed. He shot back before Lanny Taylor could open her mouth, "Of course, we will listen to Taylor. She has the highest qualifications, best results. Who else should we listen to if not her? You, Link Grande, who has been pointed out by the academy twice for not being good enough?"

 His words were rather unpleasant.

 Because he was stating the truth.

 The four brothers immediately kicked up a fuss.

 "You're talking absolute rubbish!"

 "If you can't talk properly, shut your filthy mouth!"

 "You believe I won't beat you up?"

 "Who do you think you are to bring up my big brother?"

 "Don't drag us into your ass-kissing business."

 "Ew! You're a contemptible piece of shit, kneeling at the sight of a girl!"

 Link allowed the four brothers to hurl abuse at Isko, while also mocking Lanny Taylor.

 Since they had chosen to follow Link as their leader, they naturally had to do what followers were supposed to do.

 For instance, when it was inconvenient for the leader to say certain things, they would speak on his behalf.

 Their demeanor needed to be aggressive, their words crude, their actions violent.

 The four brothers clearly understood this well.

 It was just a pity that there were only four of them present; if Digee Finley had been there, it would have been even more heated.

 "Grande, would you allow me to address you in such a manner?"

 Lanny Taylor's eyes, like calm autumn waters, were fixed on Link's, "Could you ask your partners to be quiet for a minute and let me speak?"

 "You speak."

 Link nodded, not bothering to stop them.

 The four brothers were very accommodating and immediately ceased their rants at Isko.

 This action implicitly emphasized that Link was a real leader, not a counterfeit one.

 A flash of surprise shone in Lanny Taylor's eyes.

 She knew a lot about the four brothers who held the sixth to tenth place in the grade and knew that their public behavior greatly contrasted with their true nature.

 She had always thought that the four brothers were aligning with Link, not because they genuinely were interested in following him, but rather because they wanted to use him as a protective shield.

 Surprisingly, the four brothers were genuinely willing to follow Link and acknowledge him as their leader.

 How could he, with his abhorrently petty nature, win over people in such a way?

 Lanny Taylor was puzzled.

 But now was not the time to investigate these matters.

 She steadied herself and said sincerely, "I can follow your lead, as long as you can demonstrate the competent qualities of a leader. I can also ensure that Isko and the others will listen to you."

 Lanny Taylor timely adjusted her strategy. She insisted on forming a team with Link Grande but gave up on the idea of vying for leadership.

 If you can't beat them, join them?
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 No! 

 She's making these efforts, not necessarily to team up with Link, but just to show Wizard Palo.

 If the gamble fails, she won't be the one to blame.

 "Taylor..."

 Isko couldn't understand and wanted to say something more.

 Lanny Taylor gave him a glance, immediately stopping him from talking.

 The other two New Blood members had almost completely accepted Lanny's leadership, saying nothing and having no opinions of their own.

 Link thought carefully and felt that teaming up with Lanny had both advantages and disadvantages.

 The advantage was that whether it was Lanny or Isko, or even the two silent New Blood members, they were all top individuals from the Southern Region Storm Sea New Blood.

 If he could unite them and use them well, it could be a great help.

 The disadvantage was that it would be difficult to completely unite their intentions.

 Isko had already clearly shown his unwillingness to accept Link's leadership and commands, and the two silent New Blood members clearly only obeyed Lanny's orders.

 If there were any disagreements, Lanny's opinions could not only fail to help, but could become an obstacle.

 If that were the case, it would be better not to form a team at all.

 Taking everything into consideration, Link was more inclined not to form a team.

 However, he was not a dictator and still wanted to hear his companion's opinions.

 "Could you excuse us for a while? We need to discuss."

 Link spoke frankly to Lanny Taylor.

 "Okay."

 Lanny agreed and not only moved away herself, but also took the visibly reluctant Isko with her.

 "What do you guys think? Should we form a team?"

 Link looked at Elise, Buck, Ezio, Linn, and the usually inconspicuous Dalton, seeking their opinions.

 "I don't care, I'm fine either way. I'll listen to the boss."

 Dalton spoke very actively. Although his words didn't contribute much, they did express his loyalty.

 Buck and Ezio very coordinatedly turned their heads to look at Linn, their strategist.

 "Why are you looking at me?"

 Linn's face went slightly off-color, "Look at the boss. Whatever the boss says, goes."

 The more one thinks, the more they worry.

 Linn didn't want the boss to misunderstand that he was conspiring to form a small group.

 If the boss really misunderstood, he wouldn't have a chance to explain himself.

 Link chuckled, not taking this little episode to heart.

 A great man once said, general ideas should be free and independent; within a party, different styles can thrive.

 They should allow others to have their own thoughts.

 However, in major matters, it is necessary to unify their thinking in advance.

 Once their thinking is unified, they can't easily change it, or it will collapse.

 "What about you, Elise? What do you think?"

 Seeing that four out of his five companions were behaving evasively and didn't want to think, Link turned to Elise Clark, who had been playing with her fingers.

 She was the one with the most unique position in the small team.

 Her opinion should be thoroughly sought and respected.

 "Me?"

 Elise blinked her big eyes, showing a cute, innocent expression like a little white rabbit, "Wow, you're asking me!"

 Apparently surprised, Elise paused for a moment before stating her opinion: "Green Pond doesn't seem like a good person. She's too cunning. I think we should just blow her up to end it!"

 What a severe case of split personality.

 She used the cutest expression and tone to say the most violent words.

 However, Link understood Elise's meaning.

 He didn't intentionally go to Lanny Taylor, just gestured apologetically from a distance.

 In fact, he didn't regret it at all.

 Link himself didn't want to team up with Lanny either.

 He wasn't afraid of reckless opponents, but he feared those who were cunning and deeply calculated.

 Playing mind games, what a drag!

 Lanny Taylor didn't persist, she just watched as Link and his party left.

 "Where should we go next?"

 Isko let out a sigh of relief, then quickly tried to distract Lanny.

 She had been staring at the figure of Link Grande all along.

 "Follow them."

 Lanny glanced at Isko, she saw through his thoughts completely, but she didn't show it on her face and merely gave a simple command.

 Isko's face immediately froze.

 By her logic, they refused to team up and yet she still insists on following? What the hell is this about?

 Earlier, Isko was strongly against forming a team, worrying that Lanny's attention would be drawn to Link Grande.

 Although he didn't want to admit it, he had to recognize that the gap between him and Link showed not only in their exam rankings.

 It also reflected in their overall performance, such as academic research and decisive killing.

 After finally ruining the team-up plan, they were now going to follow them?

 This was even worse than teaming up.

 Isko was frustrated, but in the end, he reluctantly followed Lanny's footsteps.

 "Boss, they're following us. What should we do? Should we get rid of them?"

 After carefully studying the real-time reconnaissance imagery and confirming the situation, Dalton reported.

 As the team grew, it was natural to further clarify the division of responsibilities.

 Otherwise, everything would be a mess, like a mob, completely losing the essence and true understanding of a team.

 Buck and Ezio were clearing the path ahead; Linn, being meticulous, was in the rear, simultaneously in charge of the four Scouting Puppets, alert on both sides;

 Dalton operated the flying sphere, conducting real-time reconnaissance all around to capture any anomalies.

 As for the Bionic Eagle, it was Elise's personal property, and Link gave it no thought.

 The highest combat powers, Link and Elise, were naturally responsible for fighting and also conveniently collecting samples and making specimens for side missions.

 In response to Dalton's report, Link decisively replied: "Just ignore them; we keep moving forward."
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 This path doesn't mean that just because they have walked ahead, it prevented others from following behind them.

 There is no such rule.

 If it really leads to or results in conflict, trailing behind doesn't make a difference from taking detours from other directions.

 "Yes."

 Dalton responded and started to pay attention to the other paths.

 The six people continued in unison.

 During their journey, they encountered a few small teams made up of local apprentices from the North District.

 They cautiously kept their distance upon encountering each other, and then separated.

 Amongst these teams, there was even one team composed of Pure Blood Will members. They stared at Link for a long time with complicated looks in their eyes but did not take any action.

 At most, they reported their location to others through their magic communication tool.

 Link did not bother about them.

 With so many members of Pure Blood Will, if they genuinely wanted to fight and kill, it would not only be uncertain if they could beat or finish killing everyone, but it would also delay their vital main and side missions.

 At this point, the first item in the main task, choosing a faction, had not yet been ascertained.

 If they ended up exterminating all members of their own faction, whose heads would they bring for the faction confrontations?

 Probably, part of the reason local apprentices from the North District refrained from using their advantage in numbers to declare war on Southern Region Storm Sea New Blood was also this.

 "Boss, I've found Digee Finley," Linn suddenly announced excitedly, "He's with the three solo runners you talked about grouping up with."

 Upon hearing this, Link became interested.

 Neither the Flying Sphere observing from high-altitude nor the Bionic Eagle detected them, but the low-altitude Reconnaissance puppets did. Surely something unusual was happening.

 If it could be replicated, it could potentially be used to evade high altitude Reconnaissance Magic Tools.

 He walked over to Linn and watched the live reconnaissance feed being projected.

 It turned out that Digee and the three new bloods from the solo runners were hiding in a pit, likely due to detecting the Reconnaissance puppets lurking above and taking special precautions to avoid them.

 The regular optical recon mode had probably overlooked them.

 "Let's go get Digee to regroup with us," Link said with disappointment; he had thought Digee or the trio had found a way to counter the high-altitude Reconnaissance Magic Tools.

 Suppressing his disappointment, Link made a decision.

 The team stopped, and Buck along with Ezio made their way to the pit where Digee's group was hiding.

 In no time, six individuals returned.

 "Boss."

 Upon seeing Link, Digee greeted him enthusiastically before introducing the three behind him, "This is my boss, I'm sure you all know him. So, my boss is inviting you to join our team. We would have each other's back. What do you say?"

 The trio looked at each other before pushing a short-haired girl forward to converse with Link.

 The short-haired girl, named Betty Maggie, wasn't exactly outgoing.

 But among the three, she was the least "social phobic."

 Betty Maggie habitually lowered her head but then forced herself to look up and meet Link's gaze. Her lips quivering as she asked, "You... you won't intentionally... intentionally use us as... cannon fodder, right?"

 Turned out, what the Social Phobia Trio were actually worried about was that Link would treat them like cannon fodder.

 Link shook his head, stating resolutely, "No!"

 "Then...okay, we'll join your... your team."

 With a sigh of relief, Betty Maggie felt as if she had received a substantial promise and made her decision right away.

 The other two nodded, showing agreement.

 Seeing this, Link didn't know how to describe his feelings.

 Not only had he gathered five of his brothers, but he also managed to persuade three others to join, significantly strengthening their team.

 That was good news.

 However, if the team members had social phobia, how would he command them?

 This was a problem.
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 Link used a lazy trick.

 He didn't directly assign tasks to the Social Phobia Trio, for fear of causing resentment.

 Instead, he restructured the team's framework, dividing the whole team into four parts.

 Not counting himself for now,

 Elise was free to do whatever she wanted, as long as it didn't affect the normal operation of the team;

 Buck and Ezio made up one group, responsible for clearing the way in peacetime, and dealing with ambushes in wartime;

 Linn and Dalton made up the second group, responsible for reconnaissance and alert in peacetime, reporting military situation, communication and fire support in wartime;

 Digee Finley and the Social Phobia Trio made up the third group, responsible for doing odd jobs in peacetime, doing whatever work there was, taking samples, manufacturing specimens, advancing tasks in peacetime, and following the main force in combat in wartime.

 The reason why it was called a lazy trick was because of the use of Digee.

 You're familiar with the Social Phobia Trio, right?

 Why not let you lead them?

 Although this move was lazy, it worked marvelously.

 Not only did Digee Finley feel highly regarded by the boss, but the Social Phobia Trio also breathed a sigh of relief, their hanging hearts finally at ease.

 The greater the team, the clearer the division of labor, the slower the progress.

 The journey estimated to be three hours was now expected to extend to four and a half.

 After travelling for a while, Link called the team to stop and rest.

 Drinking water, eating dry food, resting their feet, and relieving mental fatigue.

 "I'm going to leave."

 Elise, after drinking the purified water that Link had handed her, unexpectedly declared her decision.

 Ever since the team expanded, Elise's words had become less and less, and her interest was seemingly waning.

 She was originally only interested in Link the person, and some interesting events that might happen, so she approached Link and requested to join the team.

 But now that there were more people, it was boring;

 And there was nothing interesting happening, which made it even more boring.

 As her mood welled up, Elise grew weary and didn't want to continue.

 Without waiting for Link's response after she announced her decision, she retreated her lying chair, her boots collided with each other, and she whizzed up into the sky.

 The crazy girl came in front of Link like the wind, and left just as quickly.

 "wooh! Hoo~"

 Somehow, as she flew in mid-air and saw Lanny Taylor and her party in the distance, Elise's interest was piqued again.

 She let out a strange cry, then took out two packs of modified Self-Destructing Fire Thunders from her little bag, and threw them down.

 "Hello Green Pond!"

 Elise circled a few times above Lanny's head, looking at the busy people who were dealing with the attack. In particular, Lanny Taylor, who was covered in grass roots and dust. She excitedly and cheerfully shouted, "Goodbye, Green Pond!"

 After shouting, Elise didn't give them the chance to retaliate. She let out a series of maniacal laughter and flew away at high speed.

 Link saw this scene through the real-time surveillance of the Flying Sphere.

 Indeed, there are only wrong names, but no wrong nicknames.

 Crazy girl, mad woman.

 Fits Elise Clark perfectly.

 "Boss?"

 At this moment, Linn, who was the most thoughtful, looked at Link and asked, waiting for instructions.

 Putting himself in their shoes, if he was attacked for no reason, he would definitely come forward for an explanation.

 If he didn't get the answer or explanation he wanted, he might even resort to violence.

 So, he was thinking they should be prepared in advance to avoid panic when the time comes.

 "It's okay, we continue to rest."

 Link indicated to Linn to stay calm, not to get overly excited.

 The reason for this wasn't because Link was arrogant enough to believe they had the advantage due to more members or reconnaissance expertise, hence letting his guard down.

 It was simply unnecessary.

 Just like Lanny Taylor understands Link, Link also understands Lanny Taylor.

 Given Lanny's temperament in dealing with this matter, it would only come to a verbal spat at most.

 If she wanted a serious fight, Lanny would be the first to object.

 Therefore,

 There won't be any fight.

 As Linn Hewitt predicted, having experienced a surprise attack from the Self-Destructing Fire Thunder, Lanny's party of four quickly sped up.

 Before long, the four people, their faces covered in dust, caught up with Team Link who had just finished their rest and were preparing to continue on their journey.

 "What's the meaning of this?"

 Isko, filled with rage, rushed up to challenge Link.

 Link looked coldly at Isko, the image of Hannibal appearing in his mind again.

 The aura of a cold-blooded butcher and a carnivorous artist combined with Link's increasingly intimidating killing intent scared Isko.

 After forcing eye contact for a few seconds, Isko awkwardly moved his gaze away.

 His head slowly lowered.

 "Heh..."

 Link chuckled, his intentions unclear, and then he withdrew his murderous intent, dispelled the image of Hannibal, turned to Lanny Taylor, and asked, "You have him as a partner?"

 His tone was flat, without a hint of disrespect.

 Yet, this made Isko feel even worse than being disrespected.

 If you're already being ignored, why bother being disrespectful?

 Lanny, however, didn't fear Link's sudden sharpness and cold-bloodedness and calmly replied: "My partners are excellent. I am very satisfied with every aspect."

 She looked around, not seeing Elise, and combined with the direction she had fled earlier, Lanny had a certain suspicion.

 She said sarcastically, "Unlike you, you can't even control the actions of your partners."

 Link had no intention of engaging in a verbal war.

 Noetheless, this question still needed to be answered.

 It wasn't an explanation for Lanny's group, but for his own team.

 He said lightly, "During the team-up period, Elise follows my command. Now that the team-up has ended, any actions she takes are her own freedom. I have no right to interfere and no intention of interfering."
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 "Really?" 

 Lanny sneered, "Does that include her turning around to attack you?"

 "Of course."

 Link shrugged, naturally admitting to this.

 During the inter-district competition, it was a common occurrence for apprentices from the North District to attack Storm Sea New Blood from the South District.

 Upon hearing this, Lanny had nothing to say.

 Her face under the veil turned a bit green.

 She was seething.

 "I'd suggest you take some time to rest here; the camp is already set."

 Link "kindly" reminded them, ignoring Lanny and her crew, especially Isko, whose face turned red with inexplicable anger, and led his team away.

 After walking a few steps, the five gentlemen, who had been quiet while Link was speaking, began to tell "jokes," entertaining each other.

 Only strange sounds like "xiu", "bang", "ah" kept emerging all the time.

 They sounded exactly like the noises of Self-Destructing Fire Thunder falling, the sounds of explosions, and Isko's abrupt reactions to ambushes.

 This is not entertainment at all.

 This is outright mockery of Isko.

 The five gentlemen together were quite a spectacle.

 Purely fun-loving people.

 Not long after they set off, everyone's wristwatch began to vibrate.

 Link looked at his wrist and noticed it was a "system notification".

 Main mission 1: choosing a faction, was already completed, and everyone was assigned to a faction based on their overall performance in the first 24 hours.

 What surprised Link was that he was assigned to the Righteous Faction. His mission was to save the world.

 He wondered how they graded their overall performance.

 Since Link entered this small world, he had never stopped fighting and killing.

 Not only did he eliminate 10 members of the "Pure Blood Will", he destroyed so many plants, blasted out two pits and countless small ones.

 He was a typical violent person. How did he get assigned to the Righteous Faction and tasked to save the world?

 "Which faction were you guys assigned to?"

 Link looked at the now active faction channel on his wristwatch, asking.

 "Righteous."

 "Righteous Faction."

 "Righteous."

 The answers were coming from everywhere, though not in unison, but conveyed the same meaning.

 Out of curiosity, Link immediately sent a message to Elise Clark: I'am in Righteous, which one are you in?

 Elise quickly replied: So annoying being Righteous! Wish to cause some explosions!

 As always, full of a desire to wreak havoc.

 After some thought, Link also sent a message to Jasmine: What's your current status? Good? Which faction?

 He worded it simply, even with space remaining.

 Jasmine replied twice in a row.

 The first one was: Good. Major discovery! Come fast!

 The second one: Righteous. Come, come, come!

 Having been with Jasmine for so long, Link knew her well, and knew that she wouldn't speak without reason.

 Since she dared to claim that there was a major discovery, and repeatedly urged him to come, there must really be a major discovery.

 It might even be related to the main mission!

 Thinking of this, Link couldn't help but wonder.

 Judging from the two sets of coordinates, Jasmine barely moved.

 Was she just so lucky that she was randomly teleported to a key and important place?

 If that's the case, then this luck is truly heaven-defying, like On God's Body.

 Next time he draws a card, he must ask for her blessing.

 Putting aside stray thoughts, Link gave the order: "Speed up to meet Jasmine as soon as possible."

 "Yes, boss."

 The five gentlemen answered in unison this time.

 The Social Phobia Trio also joined in the cheer, "We'll listen to the boss."

 The team had now grown to nine members and promptly quickened their pace.

 As soon as the factions were announced, this world became even more bustling.

 Yesterday, only Link and the "Pure Blood Will" were fighting to the death, causing quite a commotion.

 Aside from a few minor conflicts due to personal feuds, other people generally remained quiet, looking for clues to the main mission or advancing the side missions.

 The situation now was completely different.

 The second main mission involved faction conflicts, encouraging participants from different factions to engage in battle and slaughter each other.

 There were many who thought that even if they couldn't complete the third main mission, they could still win by killing all the opponents.

 Ambushes, surprise attacks, counter-attacks, frontal assaults, traps, bombings...

 These events were happening one after the other.

 If it weren't for the formidable-looking nine-member team, the Flying Sphere and reconnaissance puppet leading the way, Link's goal to meet Jasmine as quickly as possible would have been thwarted.

 After a long journey, deliberately avoiding the increasingly intense battles and taking many detours, it finally came to an end after the "moon" replaced the "sun".

 Under the cold and bright "moonlight", Link looked at the wide river in front of him, feeling both enlightened and speechless.

 He finally understood why Jasmine's location had remained unchanged.

 She had been blocked from proceeding!

 No wonder she hadn't moved in more than a day.

 The past was past. Now, the question was, how were they going to cross the river and reach the mid-river sandbar.

 "Come, everyone start thinking about how we're going to cross the river."

 Link gathered his team members, hoping to leverage the advantage of brainstorming to find a solution.

 The five gentlemen, who had already become familiar with Link's way of doing things over the past two months, started discussing immediately.

 The newly joined Social Phobia Trio, after some hesitation, finally broke out of their comfort zone and joined the discussion.

 Link was also deep in thought.

 Jasmine was not a fool. She must have tried to leave, but failed, and that was why she stayed put on the sandbar.

 Connecting this with the first message Jasmine sent to him yesterday: Feeling good, temporarily safe, river beasts blocking, thinking...

 It was clear that the biggest obstacle was the river beasts.
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 Therefore, when devising a plan to cross the river, this obstacle must be taken into account.

 Link shared this point with the team members who were discussing enthusiastically.

 Many hands make light work. It's not just an empty phrase.

 The eight team members actually came up with a feasible plan.

 Link thought about it and approved of the plan, thinking it was indeed feasible.

 Everyone took action under the "Moonlight".

 Soon, everything was set up.

 Whether they could cross the river, whether they could successfully rendezvous.

 It all hinged on this gambit.

 Link took out a tool necessary for pioneering in the Different World from his large bag, a rope,

 and connected it to the ropes brought by the team members, tied it tightly, making sure it was secure.

 The rope carried by nine people added up to nearly 3 kilometers in length, which was more than enough to cross to the sandbar.

 They found a hill nearly a hundred meters above the water surface on the river bank and wrapped one end of the rope around a huge rock.

 Then they tied the other end of the rope to the Flying Sphere, which carried the rope over the river, arriving at the Mid-river Sandbar.

 The Mid-river Sandbar may be devoid of trees, but that doesn't mean the terrain is flat, there are also places that rise above the water surface.

 Previously, when they agreed on this plan, they fully considered the terrains on both sides.

 Link used his last private chat of the day to send a message to Jasmine: Tie the rope tightly at a high place for abseiling.

 Jasmine had noticed the Flying Sphere hovering at a low altitude and was currently squatting in the tunnel, observing the situation through the observation hole.

 She had never seen this kind of Magic Tool at Link's place, so she was somewhat doubtful whether other people had discovered this place.

 Upon receiving Link's message, she immediately felt relieved, quickly ran out from the tunnel, and ran towards the Flying Sphere.

 This not so long but truly boring wait was truly tormenting.

 After discovering the secret tunnel and the Bronze Door, Jasmine even stopped her "entertainment" of digging the tunnel.

 She was scared that she might dig up something unheard of, even more eerie than the secret tunnel and the Bronze Door.

 If she lost control and succumbed to her desires and made a mistake, that would be bad.

 So, Jasmine had nothing to do the whole day today, she could only wait anxiously for Link's arrival.

 Running quickly to the side of the landed Flying Sphere, Jasmine untied the rope end, found a rock that looked more secure, and tied the rope tightly.

 Then she sent a message: Tied up, waiting!

 After Link received it, he immediately arranged for the team members to tighten the rope.

 As the leader of the team, he should know when to hold the back and when to take the lead.

 Now, it's time for Link to lead by example.

 He put on a pair of gloves, tied a convenient safety hook to his waist, and moved towards the Mid-river Sandbar while holding the rope.

 Thankfully, even though he didn't specially train his body, the natural tempering of Magic Power enabled Wizard Apprentices to have physical strength far exceeding ordinary people.

 Moving along the rope for more than 2000 meters didn't make Link feel tired at all.

 The only nuisance was the Ferocious Beasts resembling crocodiles, but several times larger, in the river, that occasionally sprang out, intending to take a bite at him.

 With its fierce open mouth and sharp teeth, its biting power was definitely powerful.

 If bitten carelessly, even if the "Defender 3202" suit could defend against direct harm, the pain wouldn't be any less.

 Luckily, the rope was nearly a hundred meters above the water surface. No matter how much the Ferocious Beasts flapped, it was useless.

 Link succeeded in reaching the Mid-river Sandbar without any danger.

 Jasmine had been waiting by the rock. Seeing Link land, she immediately ran over, holding him tightly, her voice tearful:

 "Why did you take so long to come!"
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 Link didn't resist. 

 He quietly let Jasmine hug him for a while.

 When her emotions were stabilized, Jasmine let out a silent sigh, thinking about how she tried to be independent and strong, yet look at what happened now...

 She left Link's arms, turned her back to him, didn't say anything, just dropped her head, kicking at the sand on the ground from time to time.

 This scene was witnessed by the five brothers and the Social Phobia Trio through the live monitor of the Flying Sphere.

 Everyone had different thoughts and feelings about what they saw.

 "It's over, looks like the boss lady is head over heels for the boss, deep in love and can't extract herself," Buck Watt said without thinking.

 Lynn Hewitt barely restrained himself from throttling Buck, instead he said coldly: "If you dare, say that to the boss lady's face."

 Buck shivered upon hearing this.

 The nickname "boss lady" began as a joke among the five brothers.

 What is worth praising about Jasmine Kidman is her academic performance.

 After studying hard with Link for a semester and a half, she was at the top of the first grade.

 But, her weakness is quite clear, that is, her wizard qualifications are only third-rank.

 The quality of wizard qualifications is not reflected in academic performance,

 but in meditation speed, learning speed of witchcraft, mastery level, magic strength, and other aspects.

 Technically speaking, Jasmine's meditation progress should be lagging behind the five brothers, whose wizard qualifications are all at fifth-rank.

 She shouldn't be able to compare with them when it comes to learning and applying witchcraft.

 However, the reality is quite the opposite.

 In the first two months of the semester, Link organized numerous magic combat exercises on the rooftop of the experimental building.

 The five brothers each took turns against Jasmine, but none prevailed.

 Not only did they not gain the upper hand, sometimes they ended up beaten black and blue.

 Even before the start of the two regions' competition, the five brothers still couldn't advance to second-rank wizard apprentices, but Jasmine quietly completed the promotion.

 This surprised the five brothers and was unexpected.

 The identity of the "boss lady" gradually settled, no longer a joke, and carried a certain deterrence.

 "Don't let the boss lady know what I just said, brothers."

 Buck was reminded by Lynn, couldn't help thinking about the past, felt a vague toothache, and quickly looked at his four brothers for help.

 Because of his talkative nature, Buck often spoke without thinking.

 Sometimes, he would somehow provoke Jasmine.

 Every time during combat exercises, Jasmine had extra vigor when fighting against Buck.

 Naturally, the injuries Buck sustained were the heaviest.

 "Don't worry!"

 Ezio Richie pat Buck's shoulder hard, promising earnestly.

 Buck's face lit up with joy.

 Ezio was a man of few words but of great integrity, he always kept his promises.

 With Ezio's promise, Buck felt somewhat relieved.

 Only to realise that even honest people can play tricks sometimes, and they can be even crueler.

 He heard Ezio say seriously: "We will definitely let the boss lady know that Buck was just making fun of her."

 "No!"

 Buck, acting as if in a drama, fell onto his knees and cried out, "The boss lady will kill me."

 Miserable, sad, all sorts of emotions were fully displayed.

 It was indeed amusing for others to watch.

 "Alright, stop making the boss and boss lady wait."

 Lynn glanced at the Social Phobia Trio, who were not accustomed to the five brothers' way of interacting, and reminded them that it was time to do formal work.

 Buck led the way, followed by Ezio, Digee third, the Social Phobia Trio in the middle, Dalton almost disappearing at the end, and Lynn bringing up the rear. They climbed the rope ladder one by one, crossing the river, and arriving at the mid-river sandbar.

 "Boss lady, heh-heh..."

 As soon as Buck landed, he grinned and greeted Jasmine with a silly smile.

 "Did you talk about me behind my back again?"

 Jasmine was back to normal. In front of Buck, she resumed the attitude that had gradually evolved into a strong woman throughout the semester.

 "No... no. How could I?"

 Buck had a bad habit - when he was guilty, he would stutter.

 Once Jasmine heard this, she knew that Buck had made his old mistake of speaking without thinking again.

 But she didn't care.

 She took a page from Link's book, just kept a mental note and planned to take revenge at a later time.

 Seeing this, Buck subconsciously touched his cheek.

 It seemed like it would suffer again.

 "Boss, boss lady."

 The remaining four brothers and the Social Phobia Trio who had arrived one after another greeted them together.

 Anyway, they always mimicked whatever the five brothers did or said.

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded.

 He stared at the rope bridging the river, pondering about what to do with it.

 Seeing that Link was considering serious matters, everyone stopped their laughter and chatter and kept quiet.

 If left behind, others would know that the mid-river sandbar had been occupied. Suspicion or curiosity might arise, leading to a potential landing and exploration.

 At that time, the chances of conflict erupting would be infinitely high.

 If not left behind, it should be retrieved now, but another solution would be needed upon leaving the mid-river sandbar.

 After a while, Link made a decision to take care of what was in front of him first.

 He wouldn't let himself be exploring in the front while getting kicked from behind.

 He signaled to Dalton to lower the Flying Sphere. They made minor adjustments to it, adding a winding and cutting device underneath.

 After the adjustments, Link personally controlled the Flying Sphere, flew to the hill by the river, wound up a part of the rope, cut it, and then retrieved the rope.

 In this way, only some traces were left on the hill by the river.
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 The possibility of being exposed would be greatly reduced.

 After signaling the five 'benevolent brothers' and the social phobia trio to tidy up the ropes, Link turned to Jasmine and asked, "Ready to tell us now about your substantial discovery?"

 Perhaps because it had been a "lengthy" time since they last met, Link's attitude towards Jasmine had seen some change, with his tone even carrying a hint of mockery.

 Jasmine quickly caught on. She understood that Link was teasing her for her previous bashful behavior of hugging him upon their reunion, followed by her shy reluctance to lift her head to speak.

 She couldn't help but blush, her silver teeth gritting a little as she glared at Link and responded with a huge, exasperated eye roll.

 Such a man.

 Shouldn't a man offer a girl gentle comfort when she's feeling shy, rather than making fun of her?

 I wish him a lifetime of singleness.

 After venting a few bitter words inwardly, Jasmine decided to remain indifferent towards Link's idle provocations,

 Pretending to clear her throat, she adopted a business-like demeanor and said, "While I was idly digging some tunnels, I unearthed a submerged iron door, and behind this door, a passage filled with numerous murals. At the end of the passage was a bronze door."

 Pausing slightly, Jasmine raised her voice, "The content of the murals illustrates the process and causes of the world's impending demise. The secret passage and the bronze door have a mysterious nature, amplifying emotions and tempting one to explore it."

 On hearing this, Link was immediately filled with intense curiosity.

 Secret passage, murals, a bronze door - these were all classic elements of an adventure story.

 If they could unlock the secrets behind the murals and the bronze door, perhaps they could greatly advance the third main mission, or in other words, the Righteous Faction mission: Save The World.

 "Boss, we've finished gathering up the ropes,"

 Eager to show off, Buck reported loudly the moment the ropes were tidied up,

 Trying his best to make a good impression in Link's eyes.

 So that in a critical moment, Link might intervene to deter others from beating him too hard.

 "Good,"

 Link acknowledged, then proceeded to arrange, "We'll enter the tunnel to rest briefly and recuperate before taking any further actions. You will remain in your designated teams, Jasmine and I will act independently."

 While speaking, Link looked towards Linn and Dalton, emphasising, "The success of your tasks is crucial, you must remain vigilant at all times. If anyone lands on the sandbars, I hope you'll detect it immediately and inform me. Additionally, I plan to relocate two reconnaissance puppets."

 "Absolutely, we'll follow your order,"

 Linn stated without any hesitation.

 "I'm the same,"

 Dalton chimed in right after.

 "Lead the way, let's rest in the tunnel for now."

 Link signaled for Jasmine to lead the way.

 The tunnel was her excavations, she would know the terrain best.

 Jasmine responded without a word, leading the entire team into the tunnel she had spent over a day digging.

 Since there were no external enemies, Jasmine hadn't prioritised the construction plan while excavating the tunnel.

 Aside from the transport trenches being relatively standard, all other aspects could be considered no more than barely passable.

 The tunnel's greatest advantage was its smoothness.

 After all, Jasmine wasn't using a spade but a secondary Mudstone Technique.

 Nearing the iron door, Jasmine stopped.

 She pointed to the obviously marked earthen wall and said, "After digging through the section of the tunnel ahead that I've blocked off, you'll be able to see the iron door."

 "Hmm, let's rest first."

 Link was the first to set down his large pack and began to rest.

 After roughly five hours of continuous travel, every member of the team was somewhat fatigued.

 With an expedition of unknown circumstances before them, fully recovering their strength was extremely important.

 The source of illumination inside the tunnel were discarded magic stones.

 Rune objects and magic tools were both driven by magic power.

 Either they would slowly draw free magic from nature, or the magic power supplied by a wizard apprentice or wizard would be used, or they could be powered by magic stones.

 Some rune objects and magic tools that were frequently used couldn't wait to slowly recover magic power reserves from nature and were not suitable for using one's own magic power, so they had to use magic stones.

 For instance, the flying sphere and reconnaissance puppets.

 Once the magic power within the magic stones was exhausted, they became natural luminous stones.

 Discarded magic stones the size of a thumb could illuminate a large area.

 Their uses were wide-ranging.

 With Jasmine placing them inside the tunnel, it was only fitting.

 Drinking water, eating, chatting, closing eyes to rest…

 Each team member had their own way of resting.

 Jasmine sat next to Link, all the unease, panic, and worry that had plagued her for the past two days were swept away in an instant.

 Her heart was discernibly calm.

 It was as though she suddenly felt a sense of security.

 Having realised the change in her frame of mind, Jasmine felt a touch of helplessness.

 She truly desired to be self-reliant and stand strong on her own!

 She hadn't felt this way while still at the academy.

 However, after leaving Link for less than two days, her behavior had become extremely maladapted.

 Looking back, she dared to engage with Witch Ayla in a grueling tug of war, keeping her intentions ambiguous to delay giving a definite answer. All because she had Link by her side.

 She had been indeed moved and felt that if she could successfully take control of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", it would provide assistance in her development and Link's as well.

 But then, she had come to accept reality.

 "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" can only be Wizard Palo's "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 Since they are already connected to Wizard Palo, there is no need to get involved further.

 Enough about minor matters.

 In an atmosphere of relative ease, everyone was fully rested, their energy replenished.

 Then, it was time to act.

 Dalton and Linn stayed behind to monitor the surroundings of the sandbank and did not participate in the exploration.

 Link activated the active defense mode of the "Defender 3202" suit, leading the way.

 Jasmine half a step behind Link, trailed just behind him on his left.

 Digee led the Social Phobia Trio, sandwiched in the middle.

 Buck and Ezio took the rear.

 Several team members with Earth Element Affinity consecutively used secondary Mudstone techniques to reopen the tunnel where the iron door was located.

 Even though Jasmine had already entered the secret passageway once, Link still showed great caution.

 He didn't directly open the iron door, instead, he manipulated the Thorns Whip and controlled the thorns to open the iron door.

 The moment the door opened, Link sensed a change.

 Thanks to the highest level of "Mind Closure Technique", Link was incredibly sensitive to his own emotions.

 He clearly felt a very subtle fluctuation, stirring his emotions.

 It was as if a demon was whispering in his ear, trying to provoke his greed.

 "Be careful, control your emotions, and if you have any extreme thoughts, inform everyone immediately."

 Link had no immediate solution, so he issued a warning first.

 "Yes."

 Jasmine responded.

 "Yes, boss."

 The team members replied in kind.

 Though their words were different, everyone became a little more vigilant.

 On their journey, Link has issued similar warnings many times.

 It was proven that those warnings had avoided some unnecessary trouble each time.

 His authority had been subtly established.

 With a thought, Link threw several Water System and Wood System detoxification spells into the secret passageway.

 After confirming that there were no toxins in the air of the secret tunnel, Link had an idea.

 It was the effect of a mental-type witchcraft.

 Only mental-type witchcraft can counteract mental-type witchcraft.

 Very troublesome.

 Link could rely on the "Mind Closure Technique" to ensure that he was not affected, but he couldn't take care of others.

 This discovery made Link feel both difficult and pleasantly surprised.

 Why the surprise?

 They hadn't even entered the door yet, but there was already such a subtle "defense" measure. How small could the secret hidden inside be?

 There might indeed be hope for advancing the faction mission.

 After asking his teammates to retreat a certain distance to the safe zone beyond the unknown influence, Link ventured into the secret passageway alone.

 From the first mural on the left to the one near the Bronze Door, and then returned to the first mural on the right side.

 Link spent a full half-hour.

 He didn't miss a single detail.

 All twenty murals were firmly etched in his Hall of Memories.

 For future reviews and confirmation.

 After finishing, Link had only one feeling: one mustn't go courting death!

 "How is it? How do you feel? Shocking right?"

 The reason Jasmine bore not telling Link and others about the content of the mural was to see the shock on Link's face at this moment.

 She's been holding back until now, it's been so hard for her.

 Link shook his head and sighed, "Only what you can't think of, not what you can't do."

 This absurd conversation piqued the curiosity of the five brothers and the Social Phobia Trio.

 What was on the murals that shocked their usually calm boss so much?

 They wished they could see it for themselves.

 "Go and have a look, there's nothing to worry about now."

 During the mural inspection, Link had already confirmed that what was stirring the emotional fluctuations was the pigment used in the murals.

 After being kept sealed for a considerable time, when it encountered fresh air, it gave off a scent.

 Now, after being ventilated for a while, the smell remained but had become very faint, and its effects on the emotions had diminished a lot.

 As long as they don't cause trouble, like sticking out their tongues to lick the murals, there won't be any issues.

 Upon hearing this, everyone immediately entered the secret passageway in single file to inspect the murals.

 Then, they all gave their exclaim:

 "Oh my god!"

 "You can really do that?"
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 What was depicted in the mural?

 What that provoked such coarse outbursts from the five brothers and the three socially awkward individuals?

 The content was not complex; it could be summarized in a single sentence.

 However, the narrative style of the mural leaned toward realism, even it was portrayed in an exaggerated way, causing an intense initial impact.

 The twenty murals told a story about a great drought, the failure of crops, and a man futilely begging the gods he worshipped to provide food and water to save his dying daughter.

 The man was a devoted priest of the gods. His spirit left his body, entered God's Country, and met the gods.

 God's Country was filled with fruitful trees, and the land flowed with milk and honey.

 The gods were celebrating profusely, with all kinds of food and constant refills of various excellent wines.

 The man suppressed his thirst, kowtowed earnestly in the most solemn rite.

 He begged the Gods to provide food and water to save his daughter and all the believers in the world.

 Surprisingly, the gods who were all-merciful in the covenant not only remained unmoved and ignored the man's plea but coldly said: "You should know, suffering for your gods is your sole duty. Besides death, your faith and prayers will gain you nothing."

 In the eyes of the gods, so-called loyal faith is nothing.

 The believers are like chives in the field.

 As long as the gods hold the throne, they will continually receive one group of believers after another.

 The man was mocked and received nothing. He was kicked out of God's Country by the gods and thrown back into the world.

 The man's daughter curled up in his arms and died in agony due to thirst and hunger.

 The man was overwhelmed with immense pain and anger.

 His tears could not flow.

 The water in the man's body was almost dried up.

 After burying his daughter, the man resolutely abandoned his once firm faith and spurned the emblem of the gods, which he once treasured.

 All the resentment from the believers who had prayed to the gods but received no grace or response before their death, and had abandoned their faith in the gods, gathered at the man and the emblem of the gods under his foot.

 Then, a miraculous change occurred.

 The man obtained supreme power from darkness.

 The spurned emblem of gods turned into a God Killer Sword, recognizing the man as its master.

 The man took up the God Killer Sword and rushed into God's Country without hesitation.

 After a bitter battle, the man killed the gods who could save the believers but chose to ignore the deaths and sufferings of his followers due to hunger and thirst.

 Since then, the man became the God's Judge.

 Any god who ignored the believers' pleas and had the ability but didn't, were categorized by the man as the Evil Gods and were removed one by one.

 How could such rebellious behavior by a mere mortal be tolerated by the high and mighty gods?

 A protracted war broke out and lasted for thousands of years without stopping.

 Many gods fell, and the man also died.

 Every human being in the world died in the war.

 The essence of the world was severely damaged and on the verge of destruction.

 Summarized in one sentence, the gods committed evil deeds, and the world suffered the consequences.

 What was the breaking point that upset the five brothers and the three socially awkward individuals?

 Even a dog owner feeds his dog bones.

 If a higher being (the gods) utterly ignores the plea of the lower beings (the believers) and is stingy with even the most effortless response or grace, who should die if not him?

 In the Wizard World, such a higher being would have been overthrown and killed early on.

 Even the essence of the world is not entirely innocent.

 It could produce such gods, and the brink of destruction seems to be a justified price.

 After viewing the mural, outspoken Buck couldn't help but comment, "We are supposed to save this world? It's better to destroy it!"

 The other four brothers and the three socially awkward individuals didn't necessarily completely agree with Buck's view, but no one spoke out against it.

 Obviously, they couldn't find a reason to save this world at the moment.

 Link had a different perspective.

 He was merely shocked by the content of the mural and did not entirely believe it.

 Whether the mural records real history, mythology, or real but exaggerated history, is still uncertain.

 It's hard to trust one-sided stories.

 The same story, from the gods' perspective, could be told as the believers having insatiable desires.

 The world resources or the resources that the gods possess might have already been exhausted from previous gifts and responses.

 Believers who've earned nothing began to kill the gods out of anger, and this also makes sense.

 Of course, this story is pure speculation from Link, which he dared not say out loud.

 Considering the enmity between the Wizard World and the World of God.

 The Academy arranging this small world, which seemed on the brink of destruction due to the evil deeds of the gods, as the venue for the competition between two districts,

 Targeting to guide the Wizard Apprentice to dislike the gods and the World of God is entirely understandable.

 It's also possible that the Academy exaggerated the mural content.

 Link suspects that in this small world, there are many places like the Mid-river Sandbar that contain pieces describing why this world is on the verge of destruction.

 In this way, the Academy can let more wizard apprentices learn about the history of this world on the verge of destruction, which is the background of the task,

 As well as the original sin of the gods.

 They guide wizard apprentices' thoughts, making them disgusted, disdained, and hateful towards the gods, the system of the gods, and the World of God.

 Setting aside those irrelevant elements, Link began to ponder the insights and implications that the content of the mural brought.

 There are three main tasks, 1"Choosing factions" has already been completed, 2"Faction confrontation" and 3"Save the world" are ongoing.

 There are seven subtasks, task 1"Investigate the truth about the world's decline", if the mural content is accurate, then this task can be declared completed;
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 Task 2 "Mapping the World," Task 3 "Collect Water Samples, Analyze Components," Task 4 "Collect Soil Samples, Analyze Components," Task 5 "Make Various Plant Specimens," and Task 6 "Make Various Animal Specimens" were all progressing steadily during Link's search for Jasmine.

 Task 7 "Searching for a Sustainable Development Strategy for the World" is closely connected to side tasks 2, 3, 4, 5, and 6.

 How can one talk about sustainable development without understanding the world's ecology?

 Looking back now, side task 7 is also closely related to main task 3.

 If one saves the world, shouldn't we give it a strategy for sustainable development, to avoid its near destruction again?

 Thinking this way, everything adds up.

 Therefore, the key to everything is figuring out how to save the world.

 Coming back to his senses, Link said, "In front of our tasks, personal preferences don't matter. Completion of the tasks is the priority, don't entertain wild thoughts."

 "Yes, boss."

 Buck scratched his head, his voice somewhat embarrassed.

 He just now let his emotions take the lead, and did not consider how such words might shake the team's morale.

 "What do we do next?"

 Jasmine then asked, "Do we continue to the area behind the Bronze Door or not?"

 "Of course."

 Link gave an affirmative answer without hesitation.

 The secret tunnel and mural are clearly appetizers, pre-meal desserts.

 The main dish must be waiting ahead.

 "You all first leave the tunnel."

 Link, once again, commanded the team members to move to a safe area. He stood beside the iron door, ready to shut it immediately if things go awry.

 Of the thirty-six strategies, retreating is the best one.

 With a thought, he summoned the Thorns Whip.

 This wood system Zero Ring witchcraft, originally used for attack, has been serving various miscellaneous tasks in Link's hands.

 A few sturdy thorns climbed up the Bronze Door, tightly entwining the door handle, and then forcefully pulled it open.

 The creaking sound echoed in the tunnel.

 The Bronze Door slowly opened.

 Link focused, ready to react at any time.

 However, other than the air becoming slightly heavier, nothing unexpected happened.

 The open Bronze Door revealed a simple round burial chamber.

 There were no gold, no gems, and none of the valuable funeral goods.

 In the center of the chamber, a thin wooden coffin lay.

 A bony skeleton sat at one end of the coffin, its left hand resting above the coffin, and its right hand gripping a black great sword.

 The skeleton's pose suggested that even in death it was guarding the person in the coffin.

 Given the content of the mural, everyone guessed the identity of the skeleton and who might be lying inside the coffin.

 As for the great sword, the moment Link saw it, he used the secondary Misty Rain Technique, creating a heavy fog to obscure it from view.

 The reason for doing so was simple.

 The great sword was constantly emitting devilish whispers.

 As soon as one's eyes fell on it, they cannot help but want to pick it up, slash with it, kills with it,

 Resisting the temptation, Link relied on the Mind Closure Technique at its highest realm.

 The others did not have any mental defenses.

 They all unconsciously moved closer.

 They regained their calm only after Link obscured the great sword with thick fog.

 Jasmine was particularly startled.

 Fortunately, she resisted the urge to explore beyond the Bronze Door alone the day before.

 Otherwise, she might have already become a puppet of the great sword.

 Heaving a sigh of relief, Jasmine states her fearful feelings, "We should not go in."

 "Hmm."

 Link stored all details of the burial chamber into the Hall of Memories and closed the Bronze Door without hesitation.

 Inside the chamber, apart from the great sword and probably the God Slayer's skeleton, there was nothing unusual.

 It seemed the whole purpose of the burial chamber was to validate the content of the mural.

 To make one believe, that the content of mural is the truth why this world is on the verge of destruction.

 Of course, these were only Link's guesses.

 Perhaps entering the burial chamber, touching the skeleton, opening the coffin, and picking up the great sword may trigger a different scene.

 For instance, a God Slayer who, resurrected and furious, that outsiders had disturbed his daughter's peaceful slumber?

 Grave robbers never die peacefully!

 Link preferred stability over the potential clues that come with unnecessary risks.

 If they were not exploring the burial chamber, should they leave this place?

 "Let's dig a bit in the other directions."

 Link chose to work the team members possessing the Earth Element Affinity hard to see if they could unearth any other relics.

 They spent a whole hour on this task.

 Apart from a lot of dirt, they found no gains.

 There were no mentions of relics, not even a single hair found.

 This phenomenon, in a way, validated Link's guesses about the purpose of this tunnel, mural, and burial chamber.

 They might just be the "props" for the background of the task that the academy deliberately left behind.

 "Take a break, whatever it is, we discuss it tomorrow."

 After all this exhaustive activity, night fell. Link halted the exploration and let everyone rest.

 Everyone returned to the place they had rested earlier.

 "How is it going?"

 Signaling the others to set up their camp and rest, Link approached Dalton and Linn, raising a question.

 "Lanny Taylor's team caught up again. After spotting the leftover rope, they left."

 Dalton reported this rather unusual event.

 Linn supplemented, "Before leaving, Lanny looked over here several times. It seems she guessed that we've landed on the sandbar."

 "Good. You've done a tough job. Take a break. I'll keep an eye on the surveillance."

 Link mentally noted this detail, briefly comforted the two, and then called the duo, "Buck, Ezio, come over here."
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 "Boss, any orders?" 

 Buck and Ezio immediately put down the tent parts in their hands and walked over.

 "Could the two of you and Dalton, Linn take turns on night watch tonight, one hour each, can you do that?"

 Link politely asked.

 He wasn't always acting all bossy, most of the time, he ensured to respect his comrades fully.

 "No problem. It's not just about keeping watch for an hour, but even two hours is fine."

 Buck smacked his chest, emanating a thump.

 Ezio, more of a man of few words, just nodded hard to show consent.

 Having arranged the night watch order, there was nothing else.

 Link sent away the four men, dividing his attention.

 One part monitoring the live scouting feed from the Flying Sphere and the Reconnaissance puppets, while also pondering over problems.

 Jasmine brought over a foldable chair and sat next to Link after setting it up.

 She didn't make any noise to interfere with Link's thoughts, simply bent forward, propped her cheeks with her hands and silently looked at Link's profile.

 Her gaze did not show any specific emotions, just quiet, clear, like the babbling brook.

 After a while, Jasmine dropped her hands, straightened her body, finding the position uncomfortable, she reclined lazily and asked, "Link, what are you thinking about?"

 Link had noticed Jasmine's arrival long ago, and from the corner of his eye, he also spotted Jasmine's gaze but chose not to react.

 Hearing Jasmine's inquiry, Link replied, "I was thinking about how to complete the faction mission."

 "Any progress?"

 "Yes."

 "Care to share the details?"

 "Alright."

 After choosing his words carefully, Link said, "The murals show that all humans in this world have ceased to exist.

 But we witnessed that other living beings still exist, animals and plants alike, and there are quite a few of them.

 The mission the academy has given us is to save the world, not to save the creatures in the world; there is a key difference in these two."

 After a slight pause, Link addressed his previously settled doubt, "Earlier, I could not understand why I was assigned to the Righteous Faction.

 Indeed, since stepping into this world, I have been consistently wreaking havoc on the environment.

 I've realized now, the reason is not complicated at all."

 "What is it?"

 Taking up the supporting role, Jasmine helped guide Link's explanation, ensuring he wasn't doing a one-man act.

 "Because I had no intention to cause destruction subjectively.

 Moreover, I have been performing the side tasks, sampling the water, soil, creating plant and animal specimens.

 Possibly, the Tower Spirit - the academy's monitoring tool for the competition, judged my intentions to save the world based on this and assigned me to the Righteous Faction."

 "What about me? I didn't do any of the side tasks."

 Jasmine seemed to have caught a loophole in Link's argument and questioned.

 Link chuckled, then counter-questioned, "But you didn't intend to destroy things either, right?"

 "I've dug so many tunnels, how does that not count as subjective destruction?"

 Jasmine was not quite convinced by Link's reasoning, so she continued, "What about those assigned to the Opposition camp? What's the reason for that? Simply for not doing side tasks? Or for subjectively damaging the environment?"

 Link had indeed pondered over this question earlier.

 He gave out his guess, "All are possibilities. But I think, most likely, the academy needed to distinguish between two factions, so some people naturally had to be assigned to the Opposition camp."

 Jasmine burst out laughing.

 Wasn't this stating the obvious?

 "Right, didn't you mention some progress? Do share,"

 After laughing for a while, having had fun teasing, Jasmine asked about the important matter:

 "How are we to Save the World?"
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 How to save the World?

 This is a huge proposition.

 Link believed that even if Wizard Palo was here, he might not necessarily have the ability to save this world.

 Let alone a group of wizard apprentices who had only studied for less than a year.

 The academy would not assign an impossible task.

 So, there must be some areas that are easily overlooked, leading to being stuck when it comes to saving the world.

 Link wouldn't have known where to start if he hadn't strung together the three main tasks and seven side tasks for an overall consideration.

 But once he figured it out, he found the answer was not complex, just that its implementation would be rather tedious.

 The five brothers and the trio suffering from social anxiety had been paying attention to the happenings on Link's side since Jasmine joined him.

 When the two of them began a conversation, they listened even more attentively.

 Noticing this, Link simply clapped his hands to attract everyone's attention: "Since none of you want to rest, come over. Let's have a discussion on how to save the World."

 "Alright, boss."

 Buck took the lead, with the five brothers and the socially anxious trio each carrying a chair or a stool and swarming over.

 Everyone sat in a semi-circle, surrounding Link and Jasmine.

 "All of you should think, as wizard apprentices, do we have the ability to save or destroy a world?"

 Link initiated the conversation with a few questions that acted as a guide, "Why would the academy assign a seemingly impossible task? Under various constraints, how exactly should we go about saving the World?"

 Upon hearing this, everyone began to ponder.

 After a moment, Buck was the first to raise his hand, expressing his thoughts.

 "There's no need to raise hands."

 Link laughed, "Let's chat openly. Speak whatever comes to your mind and don't worry about saying something wrong."

 A team requires bonding and combat power, and team building activities are indispensable.

 Communication between people can be better established in group activities and games.

 Gathering together for a brainstorming session in a relaxed atmosphere is also essential.

 The clash of thoughts, the impact of ideologies, and vigorous yet non-hostile arguments can all help team members understand each other better.

 Link attempted to create a relaxed atmosphere, guiding his team members into a brainstorming session.

 He also guided the socially anxious trio and the five brothers to get along harmoniously.

 Encouraged, Buck stood up and said loudly:

 "Firstly, I believe that we do not have the ability to save or destroy a world in terms of power;

 Secondly, I think that the academy wouldn't assign an impossible task without a deep meaning;

 Finally, I believe that the key to the task is to understand that if we replenish the world's origin or find a way to replenish the world's origin, it's considered as successful rescue."

 His words were quite insightful.

 It reflected the standard of the Southern Region Storm Sea New Blood top ten of the first year.

 And it pointed out a key issue.

 Linn had a different opinion and immediately refuted:

 "Your last point about replenishing the world's origin, I think is too high-end, beyond the capabilities of wizard apprentices and thus, untenable.

 We should consider it from other directions."

 Having been contradicted, Buck was of course displeased and snorted, "Like what?"

 "Like figuring out whether the World is on the verge of destruction due to the great war between the God Slayer and the Gods. We must first find the cause of the destruction before considering how to rescue."

 Without hesitation, Linn stared back at Buck and immediately expressed his viewpoint.

 These words could not be said to be incorrect.

 Medical treatments require proper diagnosis and the prescription of appropriate medication.

 Especially now that they were providing 'medical treatment' to a world.

 But it was somewhat off-topic.

 The academy had already provided the cause of destruction, further investigation would not be of much help towards saving the World.

 At this point, Digee spoke up, encouraging Betty Maggie, the short-haired girl who always hesitated:

 "If you have something to say, just say it. The boss is really nice, not as terrifying as the rumors suggest.

 Killing people at every turn? Isn't that too exaggerated? He only killed three."

 The latter half of his sentence immediately discouraged Betty Maggie, who had just plucked up her courage after hearing the first half of his words.

 Link was speechless.

 Is that how you encourage people?

 You're threatening her, deliberately distorting my image!

 Link glared at Digee and decided to send the eldest sister to beat him up next time.

 Digee shrank his neck and inhales a sharp breath.

 He had provoked the boss.

 Ezio stepped forward, so as not to let the good atmosphere become awkward, and said:

 "I've summarized Buck and Linn's arguments and found that neither of them have explained how to determine whether a world has been saved or destroyed.

 What are the standards for judgment?"

 "Well said."

 Link clapped his hands in approval,

 "That's the key question. What are the criteria for determining whether a world has been saved or destroyed?

 This question is crucial. After all, we are only participating in the Inter-district Competition, not a real expedition in a different world."

 Saying this, Link looked at Betty Maggie, who was once again raising and lowering her head, and encouraged her: "If you have anything to add, or if you have a different viewpoint, feel free to express it. Don't be afraid, we are a team."

 "I ..."

 Betty plucked up her courage, raised her head, took a gulp, closed her eyes, and recited like she was reading a script:

 "I believe that we should first clarify the definition of 'World'.

 The first task in the side mission is to draw a map of the world."
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 If it were a vast world, this task would be impossible to complete.

 The Academy is suggesting through this task that what we are currently in is not a complete world. It is likely just a part of the whole, perhaps a very, very small part."

 Having said that, Betty's face flushed, her head hung low, and her cheeks were almost rubbing against Justice's.

 Clap, clap, clap, clap, clap...

 Link was the first to applaud, clapping very hard in approval of Betty's argument.

 The five brothers immediately followed suit.

 Applause rang out, a huge encouragement for Betty Maggie when it reached her ears.

 She slowly raised her head.

 Then, amidst the applause, she straightened herself and sat up straight, her head held high.

 Other than somewhat red eyes,

 Her demeanor visibly changed, exuding much more confidence than before.

 Some words can warm you for even three winters.

 The encouragement and praise of the people around are the best medicine for those who are trying to step out of their comfort zone and make changes, such as those with social phobia.

 While it might not work instantly, it does have some positive effects.

 It's a good start.

 After a while, the applause ceased.

 "So far, our discussion has been very fruitful, and we've achieved several results,"

 Link summarized, "First, we should draw a map of the 'World', defining the scope of the 'World';

 Second, based on this, we should define the standards for preserving or destroying this world;

 What else, everyone, think harder, don't limit your thinking, let's be a bit more imaginative."

 Among the Social Phobia Trio, Mitte Valente, the tallest but the most reserved, said, "We can start from an ecological perspective. Sub-tasks 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, and 7 are all about ecology, especially task 7."

 "Hmm, well said."

 Link confirmed first, then gave guidance, "Can you expand on how to proceed?"

 Mitte Valente, upon affirmation, breathed a sigh of relief, couldn't help but raised his voice, and continued to present his ideas, "The Academy asks us to provide a sustainable development strategy, which suggests that the food chain in this world is broken and that we need to re-establish a stable and practical food chain.

 We should, therefore, first analyze all collected water and soil samples, as well as plant and animal specimens.

 Then try to establish an ecological chain that accommodates as many existing plants, animals, and microorganisms as possible."

 "Good! Well said!"

 Link, turned into a praise-crazy, didn't skimp on his appreciation and kept lauding, "You've made some very good points and provided some practical means."

 Link then looked around at everyone, especially lingering on Jasmine's face for a second, asking, "So, what are we going to do next?"

 Jasmine understood the hint and quickly took over the conversation: "Research and experiments."

 "Yes, research and experiments."

 Link gave Jasmine a "great partner, what a tacit understanding" look, and continued, "Next, we need to research all the samples and specimens we've collected along the way and find a suitable location to build a sustainable ecosystem."

 After a pause, Link looked around at everyone's expectant faces and said seriously:

 "But now …

 Everyone, go rest."

 Jasmine had thought that Link had paused on purpose to announce some important information, and yet...

 Such an abrupt transition?

 She grunted, rolled her eyes at Link, and was the first to rise and head to her tent for rest in her sleeping bag.

 Indeed, it was quite late and everyone needed a good sleep.

 The four brothers and the Social Phobia Trio also went to rest once they saw Jasmine's action.

 Dalton, who had been triggering stealth buffs for quite a while, stayed; he was in charge of the first night watch.

 Link sat still, continuing to stare at the real-time reconnaissance screen.

 "Boss, you should go rest too,"

 Seeing Link hasn't moved for a long time, Dalton urged, "I'll take over the watch."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, stood up, and left.

 After quickly setting up his tent, Link crawled into his sleeping bag, closed his eyes, but didn't rush to sleep.

 Instead, in his Hall of Memories, he replayed the reconnaissance footage of two reconnaissance puppets that he had strategically placed to monitor the every move of the Social Phobia Trio.

 Link intended to unite all the available forces long ago,

 He also communicated with the five brothers through Qi, trying to attract these three newcomers who had no connection with any Apprentice Organization during the two-zone competition.

 However, the appearance of the Social Phobia Trio before Link was too coincidental,

 The process of agreeing to join the team was too easy,

 Even though there was Digee Finley acting as a bridge for communication.

 Link could not get a read on the three in social phobia in a short time and it was not suitable to test them, so he could only observe them covertly as a feasible method.

 If someone in the trio has ulterior motives, or has secret connections with others or organizations, it will be impossible to cover it up completely.

 Once they act, they will definitely show their true colors.

 What reassured Link a bit was that no one from the Social Phobia Trio made any unusual moves.

 That was good enough.

 Link didn't want to always gather problem people around him, like Andriya Norman.

 After the replay ended, Link entered Deep Meditation and went to sleep.

 The next day.

 There was no daylight in the tunnel, but Link's biological clock woke him up on time.
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 He crawled out of his sleeping bag, lifted the tent flap, cleaned up, walked around in the tunnel, thinking about what he would do today.

 After directing his research and experimentation last night, he knew what direction to go in.

 However, he couldn't blindly forge ahead. He needed to be organized.

 First, he needed an appropriate venue.

 Considering the tension the Main Task 2 faction confrontation brought and the fights that could break out in the external environment at any time.

 Link thought the Mid-river Sandbar was quite suitable for conducting research and experiments.

 Since they already dug the tunnels, why not expand them and dig out an underground laboratory?

 Second, there had to be divisions of labor.

 Water samples, soil, plants, animals, microorganisms - with a rough division, there were five categories.

 Plants, animals, and microorganisms could be further subdivided.

 They had plenty of manpower, so there was no need to worry.

 The problem was the lack of equipment and tools for research and experimentation.

 This issue needed to be resolved as soon as possible.

 Lastly, they must find a way to create a world map as a priority, to clearly define the "world's" definition and size.

 After his thoughtful planning, Link stopped walking and returned to the camp.

 Everyone was beginning to wake, each using their Water System techniques to help freshen up.

 Inspired by Link's innovative application of the secondary Misty Rain Technique, the five men had fun with the Water Shield Spell and the Water Ball Spell.

 Some directly applied the Water Ball Spell to their faces to wash off the dirt;

 Others slowed down the flow and impact of the Water Shield Spell for washing hair.

 Their innovative thinking, not constrained by the prescribed use of the Magic Blueprint Scrolls, left the Social Phobia Trio dumbfounded.

 Goodness! Can witchcraft be utilized this way?

 A window named "Innovation" opened up.

 "Whatever they find fun, they learn quickly!"

 Jasmine was using the set of secondary Misty Rain Technique + Purification Water Spell that Link developed, she couldn't help but comment when she saw Link return, "This is what you call learning by analogy, isn't it?"

 Link just smiled without saying a word.

 When the five men stopped their frolicking and everyone finished cleaning up, Link began to assign today's tasks.

 "Jasmine, you'll take Dalton, Ezio, and Betty to choose an appropriate spot, dig out an underground lab and lay out in the same way as the one we frequently use."

 With the secondary Mudstone technique on hand, Jasmine made the perfect contractor.

 The secondary Mudstone technique was not "Artificial Extraordinary Plowing Technique"'s failed attempt at a joke, but instead it shone brightly in the field of architecture.

 She was the one to call upon for anything construction-related.

 "Yes."

 Though somewhat reluctant, Jasmine still agreed.

 She really wanted to take a break from all of it.

 "Linn, you take Digee, Mitte, and Terry (the last member of the Social Phobia Trio) to classify, label, and sample all the specimens."

 "Yes, boss."

 "Dalton, collect everyone's wristwatches, I have an important use for them."

 "Yes, boss."

 With work assignments done, Link waved his hand, signaling everyone to quickly grab some dry rations.

 They will start work shortly after, barely leaving any time for rest.

 Everyone started to mobilize.

 Dalton started first, one by one, consulting to collect wristwatches issued by the academy.

 After a moment, Dalton gave the nine wristwatches to Link.

 "You've worked hard, now go continue watching the outside and stay alert."

 Link took the watches and instructed Dalton to keep watching.

 The perfect capitalist face.

 Dalton happily left.

 Initially, he thought the boss didn't regard him heavily, giving him a very simple task.

 He didn't expect that the boss still valued him so much, entrusting the safety of everyone into his hands.

 Exciting!

 Link was preparing to make some sneaky moves.

 He first opened his own watch, and sent two announcements in the faction channel:

 Solution to Save the World is available!

 Contact privately if interested, limited slots available!
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 The small team needs to be managed well.

 Having support at your back means you can be more assertive in your words and actions.

 Big factions shouldn't forget about unity either, leverage whatever power you can.

 If it wasn't for the severe opposition between the southern and northern areas, alongside my conflict with the "Pure Blood Will".

 Link would absolutely unite the majority to fend off the minority.

 Make friends in plenty and enemies less so.

 Now he can only resort to secondary tactics, pulling off some covert maneuvers.

 Try to mobilize the power of the Righteous Faction to accomplish some tasks.

 Not everyone is eager to solve riddles, explore, research, and experiment.

 To find a way to save the world.

 Like Elise Clark, a person filled with destructive desire.

 Included in the Righteous Faction, she's likely too lazy to bother with these pointless, flashy tactics.

 Wouldn't it be more fun to channel her spare time into blowing up a few people?

 Wizard Apprentices like her, in an effort to save time and energy, devote themselves entirely to the faction conflict,

 Upon seeing someone who claims to have made progress on the faction mission, would they be curious?

 Would they choose to send a private message?

 After all, it's only a private chat, there's nothing to lose, right?

 Not long after, Link received his first private message, from Elise Clark:

 "What can I do? Out with it!"

 Link replied: Gather our faction, bomb the opposition.

 "No problem!!!!!!!!"

 Elise promptly sent back a reply.

 Three words, seven exclamation marks.

 This shows how interested she is, how excited.

 Then, his watch vibrated repeatedly, several private messages came in.

 Private messages are limited to three per day,

 One down, two precious ones left.

 Save them!

 Link didn't reply one by one.

 Instead, he took out Jasmine's watch, chose the Faction channel and issued a mass message:

 Limited messages, my apologies for not replying

 Those interested please complete side missions first

 After sending these two messages, Link no longer paid attention to the flood of private messages he received on both watches.

 He decided to leave those "interested" ones hanging for a bit.

 No need to rush things.

 If Link appeared overly enthusiastic, it would seem more like a scam.

 Being reserved, playing hard to get, might actually attract more believers.

 Let bullets fly for a while.

 Link doesn't plan on wasting time waiting.

 He arranges the ten watches in a row, all displaying footprints.

 Comparing and cross-referencing the footprints on all ten watches with surveillance records of the flying sphere and reconnaissance puppets,

 Half an hour later, Link had drawn a fragmented "World" map.

 Additional footprints can be later added.

 Or take a stroll in the outer world, take more aerial shots with the Flying Sphere.

 This "World" map will eventually become a complete version.

 The current map might be fragmented, but it successfully illustrated the terrain from where Link landed to the Mid-river Sandbar.

 A favoring environment is better than a favoring weather.

 In case of any discord, the opposition has the upper hand, incessantly chasing and attacking the Righteous Faction.

 With his understanding of the surrounding terrain, Link could at least lead his team in guerrilla warfare for a possible revival.

 Of course, this is a matter for later.

 The immediate priorities are research and experimentation.

 Finished with his tactics, Link stood up to check the progress of the laboratory construction.

 The secondary Mudstone technique is indeed handy.

 In such a short time, Jasmine and her team have built a proper experimental lab.

 Not only is there a floor, walls, and ceiling, doors and windows are also included, as well as several earthy worktables.

 Betty Maggie from the Social Phobia Trio has Earth Systems, Fire System, and Light System affinities.

 Therefore, Jasmine assigned a rather important task to Betty.

 That is, to bake the earthy worktables a bit harder.

 As Link walked closer, he heard a cracking sound.

 A long crack appeared on the worktable Betty was baking.

 A glance was all it took for Link to find out the reason.

 The earth was too dry, and the baking temperature too high.

 "So...sorry, boss lady."

 Having made a mistake, Betty was uneasy, immediately bowing her head with a hint of crying in her voice, and apologized to Jasmine.

 The confidence she gathered during the brainstorming was quickly dwindling.

 "It's okay, this isn't something serious to worry about."

 Jasmine walked over to Betty, put her arm around Betty's shoulder and comforted her:

 "You've never done this kind of stuff before, don't be so hard on yourself. Wipe your tears, learn from your mistakes, and you will do better next time."

 "I can help you."

 Link walked over after Betty had somewhat recovered.

 "Boss."

 Betty quickly wiped away her tears with her hand, greeted politely, but became slightly awkward again.

 The kind who anxiously digs the ground with their toe.

 "What're you planning on doing?"

 Jasmine patted Betty's hand, reassured her, then asked out loud.

 "Just keep the temperature steady and leave the rest to me."

 Link's reply was full of determination, making people believe he can indeed make it work.

 This confidence inspired Betty, causing her to perk up involuntarily.

 Jasmine, worrying that Betty's state might diminish after a while, hurriedly used the secondary Mudstone technique to fix a cracked worktable.

 "Get ready, when I say start, you set fire to control the temperature."

 Link instructed Betty, "Just keep the temperature stable, don't worry about anything else."

 "Yes."

 Betty nodded vigorously.

 Link checked the moisture content of all parts of the earth worktable, then used the secondary Misty Rain Technique, causing a dense mist to envelop the worktable.
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 "Begin." 

 As the voice fell, Betty immediately started the fire, controlling the temperature.

 Fine tendrils of steam began to rise.

 After this process, the earthen operating table quickly took shape, no cracks occurred anymore.

 Link promptly withdrew the Secondary Misty Rain Technique, allowing the operating table to endure more direct baking.

 In no time, the operating table was completely built, with a smooth surface and sturdy construction.

 "How was it, not difficult, right?"

 Link asked with a smile at the corner of his mouth.

 "Hmm."

 Betty nodded, her face quite excited.

 The feeling of being the only one who messed up while everyone else was busy was really uncomfortable.

 Now she didn't drag the group down, feeling fulfilled by her accomplishment.

 "Then let's continue."

 Link perfectly mimicked the expression of a capitalist.

 Pulling Betty along, almost without a pause, he dried all four operating tables in the lab in one go.

 The more you do, the more skilled you become.

 With the previous experience, Betty baked these three operating tables faster and more efficiently each time.

 She was not just inputting, she was also reaping.

 What she harvested was not just the smooth and solid operating tables.

 In the application of witchcraft and in the precise control of spiritual power and magic power, Betty had gained some improvement and inspiration.

 Why should witchcraft be inconvenient?

 Use it as you please, do not be bound by rules, follow your heart's desires.

 Betty deeply felt a way of thinking that seemed completely different from most New Bloods.

 More flexible, more open.

 As soon as the operating table was completed, the lab was fundamentally established.

 Jasmine led the team to take a short break before starting on the next lab.

 Link brought his big bag and took out a complete set of simple Potion Study equipment and tools for research and experiments,

 According to different functions, placed on the four operating tables in the lab.

 To better distinguish, Link wrote the words "Plant Laboratory" on the frame of the lab door.

 "Linn, move all the plant specimens in."

 With a shout, Link directed Linn and others to move the plant specimens collected and prepared along the way into the plant lab and classified them accordingly.

 For nearly four hours afterward, everyone busied themselves in the tunnel, fighting hard.

 Opening up labs, baking operating tables, classifying and placing water samples, soil, and animal specimens collected...

 The fruits of their labor were rich.

 In total, they opened up six labs, four medium-sized, and two large-sized.

 The four medium-sized labs were respectively Plant Lab, Animal Lab, Microbe Lab, Comprehensive Lab;

 The two large labs were both used to construct ecosystems, serving the same function.

 If necessary, new labs can be added at any time.

 "You all did great, take an hour to rest."

 Link used the Secondary Misty Rain Technique + Purification Water Spell to produce ten cups of purified water, distributing them to everyone first.

 He kept one cup for himself.

 "Under poor conditions, let's use water instead of wine."

 Raising his cup, Link looked around at everyone, and said very seriously:

 "I've always believed that before you do something, you must think it over and over again, think about the direction, think about the goal, think about the plan.

 Once you have thought about it, once you have a clear direction, a goal, a plan, implementation is necessary.

 Powerful implementation, determined implementation, efficient implementation.

 Based on the current ecological environment of this world, we have collectively decided to reconstruct a new ecological system for sustainable development, in order to save this world.

 Let's harness our collective wisdom and efforts, and forge ahead.

 I hope everyone can be inspired and roll up their sleeves to work hard so we can achieve our goals soon!"

 After finishing speaking, Link thrust his cup into the middle of everyone, shouted loudly, "Come on, cheers!"

 "Cheers!"

 Everyone yelled in unison, clanked their cups hard, and drank the water.

 The slightly sweet and cool purified water was ingested, and it was even more invigorating than drinking strong liquor.

 They were roused and ready for battle, their spirits high.

 They couldn't wait to start research and experiments right then and there.

 They were a bit too young.

 Simple words were able to fully mobilize their enthusiasm.

 Perhaps they have indulged themselves too little.

 After the toast, after drinking the water, Link didn't continue to stir up emotions.

 He wasn't a pyramid schemer, relying on brainwashing to conquer the world.

 He returned the bracelets back to everyone, letting everyone eat and rest on their own.

 Link, holding his and Jasmine's bracelets, continued his previous clever operation.

 Opening the private message list, a long list of unread messages.

 Link read from the beginning to the end, chose five people to watch, and planned to reply.

 First was Lanny Taylor.

 She sent 2 private messages, the content were respectively:

 We're on the same side; let's help each other out!

 Don't forget Wizard Palo's bet

 Reasonable, sincere, and vaguely threatening.

 If Link didn't give a response.

 When the contest ends, if Wizard Palo loses, Link is more likely to be blamed, not Lanny Taylor.

 Choosing his words carefully, Link replied:

 Need to collect living and dead samples of creatures

 Not spelling it out, whether or not she understands the meaning is up to Lanny's comprehension.

 Then there's a New Blood from the South Zone Apprentice Organization.

 Link had not interacted with the other party, only heard of their name.

 The 11th place left vacant after the death of Harold Andrews was filled by him.

 The messages sent were similar to those sent to Elise, calling for him to join forces with people from the same camp and hinder the actions of the opposing camp.

 Whether the other party listens or not is up to them.

 Link was just testing the waters, casting the net regardless of whether there were dates or not.

 After his bracelet's private message count was used up, Link took Jasmine's bracelet.
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 Then there were the three strangers picked at random, which were the local apprentices from the North District.

 Link also copied the content sent to Elise and then sent it to them one by one.

 During the inter-district competition, no matter how you looked at it, Link could never trust the local apprentices from the North District.

 That included Elise Clark.

 Consequently, Link never planned to have any of the local apprentices from the North District help with research or experiments.

 He just wanted to give the opposition camp something to do, to disrupt their rhythm.

 He didn't insist on success.

 He would be glad if it worked, but it wouldn't matter if it didn't.

 After responding to the messages, he let the bullets fly for a while longer, and would continue the next day.

 Link shifted his focus back to research and experiments.

 Leading a team in research is vastly different from conducting research alone.

 The role is different, as is the role expected to be played.

 When conducting research alone, you just need to have ideas and plans, and then work on them without worrying about anything else.

 When leading a team, you have to consider every detail.

 Formulating plans, progress charts, division of labor, cooperation...

 Link was a novice in this endeavor with no experience, so he had to figure it out as he went along.

 Based on his elementary thoughts, he divided the team members into three groups.

 The first group consisted of Jasmine, Betty, and a few others with an Earth Element affinity, tasked with soil analysis;

 The second group included Digee, Mitte and several others with a Water Element affinity, responsible for water sample analysis;

 The third group was comprised of Linn, Ezio and several others with a Wood Element affinity, responsible for the study and analysis of plant specimens;

 The fourth group was Link himself, responsible for the study and analysis of animal specimens.

 Apart from this, Link also had to oversee the entire project and control the overall progress.

 An hour of rest time passed.

 Everyone quickly got to work according to Link's groupings and division of labor.

 Limited equipment meant that many tasks couldn't be delved into thoroughly.

 Operations that could be replaced by witchcraft were manageable, albeit it was a little costly with spiritual and magic power.

 Those actions that required assistance from instruments, such as blood component detection, were very troublesome.

 Researching and experimenting constantly presented new problems.

 Link had to occasionally pause his own work to solve problems for other team members.

 An entire afternoon (estimated) passed.

 The work progress was not satisfactory.

 Link was prepared for this and calmly accepted the reality.

 However, the team members were hit hard, and their morale inevitably dropped. This was still a matter of concern.

 "Cheer up."

 Link clapped his hands to grab the attention of his downcast team members. He started speaking, trying to lift their spirits:

 "What's so difficult about this? Are you all stumped already?

 It is completely wrong for you to hang your heads low.

 If there's a problem, we solve it.

 If it really can't be solved, we set it aside for now and patiently think of a solution.

 As long as we don't give up, there are always more solutions than difficulties.

 Your attitudes are a problem, and I believe they need to be fixed right now.

 Doing research and experiments are not like having a dinner party. It won't be easy or pleasant.

 Don't rush for immediate results, and don't let difficulties beat you down.

 As long as we are prepared to work hard, we will certainly succeed!"

 Thinking that dry speech might not have much effect, Link candidly shared his own experiences.

 "When I did my first research, I ran into many problems.

 I was penniless and couldn't afford either equipment or experiment materials.

 Wasn't that more difficult than now?

 At least we have equipment now and the experimental materials don't cost Magic Stones.

 So, never feel down.

 This difficulty is nothing, right?"

 Link's speech did have some effect.

 The team regained some spirits and no longer looked so dejected.

 Buck even asked aloud, "Boss, how did you solve the financial difficulties in the end?"

 Link's gaze fell on the smiling Jasmine. He said indifferently:

 "I mooched."
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 Eating soft food with a hard bite?

 Everyone was stunned for a moment before reacting.

 So it was due to the generous financial support of the boss lady that the boss was able to fund his research.

 That's an amusing explanation.

 Everyone wanted to laugh but held back, not daring to make a sound.

 He is the boss after all, isn't it improper to laugh at him like this?

 Buck's head shrunk.

 It's done, it's done, he's got himself into trouble again.

 The boss's impassioned speech, after a flip at the end, was no longer motivational or inspiring at all.

 The effect it brought was seriously contrary to the boss's original intention.

 "Go ahead and laugh if you want to."

 Link saw that everyone was struggling to hold back their laughter and proactively expressed his open-mindedness.

 The reason why he suddenly made a statement contrary to his character was to make everyone laugh.

 Although the tunnel was underground, it was not dark since it had the abandoned magic stones as a light source.

 But the constrained and low environment can cause people to feel down, amplifying negative emotions.

 Link saw that his motivational speech didn't work and decided to try making a joke.

 He hoped that through this way, he would be able to lighten his teammates' moods.

 Indeed, this time there was a good response.

 Seeing that Link honestly didn't mind, everyone no longer endured and started to chuckle.

 The previously somber atmosphere was swept away.

 Everyone was much more relaxed.

 Jasmine couldn't help but give Link a sidelong glance, she didn't like this narrative very much.

 After waiting a while and letting everyone's emotions stabilize, Jasmine explained:

 "What nonsense about 'eating soft food with a hard bite'? I invested 5 magic stones, he only used 2.5, and in the end, I received 30 magic stones back. This return on investment rate is very high, right? And that's not all."

 Speaking of which, Jasmine faced the curious eyes of everyone and continued, "He involved me in all of his later research, whether it's 'papers' authorship or 'patents' rights, I always had a share."

 Jasmine raised her delicate chin slightly, proudly saying: "You tell me, was my investment worthwhile?"

 Upon hearing this, everyone fell silent, not knowing how to express their feelings.

 Isn't that obvious?

 Of course, it was worthwhile.

 It was super worthwhile.

 The five brothers were feeling more complex than the trio suffering from social anxiety.

 Back then, they had worked so hard to seek favor with Link.

 But the boss lady didn't invest anything and yet she got rewards no matter what happens.

 The disparity between people is just too great.

 Whimper~

 Among the five brothers, at least three seemed to hear their own sobbing.

 Those were tears.

 The socially anxious trio finally understood why Link was willing to involve Jasmine in everything.

 So there was such a backstory.

 Hmm…

 They can't be said to be wrong, it's just that they were being too one-sided.

 After all this commotion, everyone's focus had completely shifted and was no longer stuck on the difficulties of research and experiments.

 And during the time for drinking water, eating, and resting, they also began to chat and laugh.

 Having stayed invisible for a day, Dalton took the opportunity to approach Link.

 He was responsible for real-time monitoring of the surroundings, which was a very important but also a very mundane job.

 "Is there a situation?"

 As soon as he saw Dalton coming over, Link immediately asked him to sit next to him, passed him a cup of water, and asked with concern.

 "Yes."

 Dalton nodded, took the cup of water, first enjoyed a sip of the sweet water personally made and handed over by the boss, and then began:

 "Lanny Taylor appeared a few more times.

 First, she wanted to emulate our method of crossing the river, but the length of her rope was not enough, and she didn't have the tools to transport the rope.

 Later, she wanted to glide over, but she was chased back by the beasts in the water."

 The speaker did not intend it, but the listener had a mind to it.

 As Dalton mentioned the aquatic beasts, Link immediately remembered a strange phenomenon.

 Or a more accurate description would be a characteristic of this world.

 The body size of herbivorous animals is relatively normal, whether compared to Link's past life or the Wizard World.

 The body size of carnivorous animals is bigger and bigger.

 When he first entered this world and met Elise Clark, those wild beasts that resembled jackals but were much taller were like this; (see chapter four of this volume)

 The wild beasts they avoided on the way were like this;

 When rescuing Dalton, Andriya Norman, Lutz Bailey, and Bahmir Balves, the giant beast that resembled a Tyrannosaurus that was drawn away was like this;

 Even the aquatic beasts in the river that look like crocodiles but were more than twice their size were like this.

 This phenomenon is absolutely not normal!

 Never mind Lanny Taylor, there are more important things to deal with at the moment.

 "Let me ask everyone a question."

 Link immediately stood up, clapped his hands to attract attention, and then said loudly, "What are the characteristics you remember about the body sizes of herbivorous animals and carnivorous animals in this world?"

 Suddenly such a question was asked, and everyone present was dumbfounded.

 Especially Jasmine, who had never left the Mid-river Sandbar.

 After a moment, Linn, the most thoughtful one, responded first.

 He stood up in shock and asked uncertainly, "Boss, do you feel that the body size of carnivorous animals is too large and seems very abnormal?"

 This is a point that the majority of people would easily overlook.

 After all, every world has its own peculiarities.

 The animals being bigger might be due to sufficient food and nutrition or it might just be their innate size.

 If you don't carefully divide and study herbivorous and carnivorous animals separately, this contrast is hard to notice.

 Just like piercing through a piece of rice paper.

 The rest of the people also quickly understood what Link wanted to convey.
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 They began to discuss. 

 "Why is it like this?"

 "There must be a problem here, it's worth delving into."

 "Understanding the reason might greatly benefit our plans."

 "How should we start? Hunt down a giant beast or two, dissect and slice them up?"

 "That's not impossible, just a little troublesome."

 "Aren't there big, ferocious fish in the river? Let's start by catching a few for research."

 Mitte Valente hadn't participated in the discussion, rather he was in deep thought, until the discussions gradually quieted down.

 He slowly stood up, speaking in a muffled voice, "Boss, I have a hypothesis, I'm not sure if I should mention it."

 "You should, of course you should."

 Link gestured for Mitte Valente to boldly express his thoughts and further clarified,

 "Let me emphasize again, we are a team. During internal discussions and brainstorming sessions, anyone can express any idea or perspective. Don't be afraid to make a mistake, never never never be afraid to make a mistake."

 "Thank you, boss."

 Mitte scratched the back of his head with his bulky hand, shyly smiled, and then shared his hypothesis,

 "I've actually been thinking, if the content on the mural in the secret passage is real, then where did the bodies of the dead gods go? When I heard the boss's question, I suddenly have a guess; maybe they scattered throughout the world and were consumed by carnivorous animals."

 Hiss...

 A gasp echoed.

 This was a bold guess, quite imaginative.

 But it must be said, it's also plausible, and very likely.

 Everyone knows that the full name of the academy is Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 How to better cultivate and utilize organisms more comprehensively and efficiently is one of the college's areas of expertise.

 Even if first-year students have not yet been exposed to related subjects, they still have some understanding.

 For example, the bodies of the Storm Sea New Blood who died in the black zone of the western market would be recycled by the college for dissection and to offset losses and recoup investments.

 Therefore, everyone there quickly accepted Mitte's guess.

 As higher beings, the gods' bodies being eaten by carnivorous animals to promote growth seems like a quite plausible occurrence?

 Jasmine sighed, "No wonder I couldn't deal with those ferocious beasts in the water. They all had tough skins and fleshes. Aside from self-destructing fire thunder, no other attack spell could break their defenses. So it turns out they had eaten good things."

 These words immediately stirred up past wounds for Dalton.

 He, along with Andriya, Lutz Bailey, and Bahmir Balves, were driven into a desperate flight and finally trapped in a valley because they couldn't break the defense of the six giant beasts.

 There was no way out.'

 If Link hadn't come to their rescue, they would have been eliminated.

 Link also couldn't help but recall the situation when he and Elise were leading away the six giant beasts.

 Elise threw so many upgraded self-destructing fire thunders of various models, but she couldn't even explode the skin of the giant beasts.

 That level of firepower was almost the same as the firepower Tracy Lucia used to bombard the mountain notch.

 Even if Link was wearing the "Defender 3202" suit, continuously using "Double Casting", "Continuous Casting", "Parallel Casting" to cast the Water Shield Spell, he couldn't withstand it.

 He would definitely have been seriously injured if he hadn't been killed on the spot.

 Link also favored Mitte Valente's guess when combining various signs.

 Then, the question came again.

 Link slightly lowered his hands to signal everyone to stop the low-level discussion.

 After the silence, Link asked, "Assuming Mitte's conjecture is successful, the reason why carnivorous animals are generally large is because they ate the bodies of the gods who died in this world.

 So, does this phenomenon, this reason, have any connection with the imminent destruction of this world?

 Does it provide help or inspiration for us to construct a sustainable ecological circulation system?"

 These two questions were thrown out, sparking another wave of low whispers among the group.

 Linn, who was quick-thinking, was the first to respond again, "Boss, I think we can temporarily ignore the connection with the impending world destruction and focus on its help and inspiration to us."

 "Yes. That's possible."

 Link had other thoughts in mind, but he didn't refute Linn's words.

 Having gotten agreement, Linn continued, "When carnivorous animals grow larger, their daily consumption naturally increases, and the quantity and quality of food they need also increases along.

 This breaches the original ecological cycle.

 There must have been a sharp decrease in the number of herbivorous animals.

 Surviving herbivores, in order to live longer, are forced to evolve.

 This requires the consumption of energy and nutrients and hence, eating more grass.

 The vicious ecological cycle deepens further.

 Furthermore, since the cause of the large bodies of carnivorous animals is because they ate the bodies of the gods of this world, what about the plants?

 Haven't the plants absorbed the flesh and blood too?

 I believe they should have.

 At least partially."

 After listening, Ezio immediately asked in a low voice, "Then, how do you explain that the bodies of herbivorous animals generally did not undergo drastic changes?"

 Linn replied calmly,

 "Plants that have absorbed the flesh and blood of gods have evolved, like thorny plants that were originally thornless, short plants growing tall, non-aggressive plants becoming aggressive, and so on.

 With so many changes, herbivorous animals can't eat.

 This is also the instinct of plants to survive.

 Herbivorous animals lack high-quality food sources, and their evolution is much slower than carnivorous animals and plants that directly absorb the flesh and blood of gods."
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 "You make a solid point."

 Ezio, being very straightforward, once convinced, immediately admitted it.

 The others also found Linn's point to have a certain logic.

 Buck, a chatterbox who hadn't gotten a word in, then stood up to speak:

 "I think we can approach the reconstruction of the ecosystem from two directions.

 Firstly, we cultivate herbivorous animals to enable them to eat most plants, especially the ones that have absorbed the flesh and blood of the gods and have become special;

 We also equip them with the ability to escape from carnivorous animals when hunted.

 Secondly, we cultivate basic, unchanged plants. I remember the boss had a 'paper' which mentioned a method of hybrid cultivation, which may be useful.

 By changing the quality of food for herbivorous animals from the ground up, we make their evolution catch up with that of the carnivorous animals.

 This way, we could return to a balanced ecological cycle."

 Whether it's feasible or not is another issue, but it needs further verification. At least it's a tangible suggestion.

 Clap, clap, clap, clap, clap...

 Everyone, including Link, felt inclined to applaud and give kudos to Buck, who rarely stood out in serious discussions.

 Buck grinned, slightly smug, and sat back down.

 Seeing that no one else had any ideas or views to express, Link began to summarize and arrange tasks.

 "I've synthesized everyone's ideas, views, and speculations.

 Then, based on this comprehensive conclusion, I've drawn up the following plan.

 If there are any oversights or errors, please feel free to point them out so we can correct them together.

 First of all, we need to accelerate the analysis and testing of existing water samples, soils, and biological specimens. We need to identify any materials that have undergone special changes, analyze the causes of these changes, and validate Mitte's speculation;

 If the gigantic size of carnivorous animals is indeed caused by the corpses of the gods, there must be traces of this in water samples, soil, plant specimens, and animal specimens.

 This point is crucial.

 Then, we use various methods to cultivate common plants to meet the dietary needs of most herbivorous animals and provide sufficient energy and nutrition;

 Finally, we reconstruct the ecosystem from three different directions.

 The first is based on improving plant 'genes', the second is based on enhancing herbivore 'genes', and the third is based on conducting a devastating strike against carnivores."

 Link looked at Jasmine, "Tomorrow, you'll have to work hard again to build another large laboratory."

 "No problem."

 Jasmine agreed readily.

 "Buck, Linn, tomorrow, take Mitte and Terry with you to catch two big fish. One should be dead, and the other alive."

 "Roger that, boss."

 "Ezio, Digee, keep working on today's experiment with Betty. Be patient, take it slow, we have plenty of time."

 "Yes boss, we'll make sure to keep our mindset positive."

 "Dalton, continue with the surveillance, keep an eye on Lanny Taylor. If she shows up near the river again, notify me immediately."

 "Will complete the task."

 Jasmine noticed that Link had left himself out after giving everyone else a task, and she asked aloud, "And you? What are you up to tomorrow?"

 Link responded, "I plan on stepping out, to find someone, to get something done."

 "Are you going to find the crazy woman?"

 Jasmine's face turned slightly unnatural, as she bit her lower lip a little.

 Link calmly said, "Indeed, I plan to find Elise. There are things that we need to collaborate on with the North District, in order to make better progress."

 "Is it really that important? Do you have to go find her?"

 Jasmine couldn't help asking again.

 "Then go ahead, just be careful."

 As soon as she said this, she felt a bit regretful and added,

 "Just remember to come back early."
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 "Hmm." 

 Link nodded without any particular expression.

 But his tone and demeanor showed that he really heard what Jasmine had said.

 This made Jasmine feel slightly better.

 "Everyone, go rest up, and gather your strength for tomorrow's battle."

 Link waved at the group of people who were happily eating their meals, indicating that was enough for today - everything was over.

 They all hurried back to their tents for an early night's sleep.

 Nobody wanted to leave, they were reluctant to return to their tents, feeling the day had been too short.

 The ambiguous situations between the leader and Jasmine entertained them more than brainstorming to save this messy world.

 The way Jasmine just served that curveball, it was impressive indeed!

 Only Link could handle her tactics.

 Jasmine hesitated for a moment without saying the words she had in her mind.

 She peered deeply at Link, turned and went back to her tent, immediately crawled into her sleeping bag, and went to sleep without another word.

 Keep your words to yourself, and they remain your own.

 Once uttered, you become a slave to them.

 That's what Link once told her.

 And now, she was using that same advice that Link gave her, to control her own emotions.

 Emmm...

 Independence and strength, no romantic nonsense.

 Once Link entered his tent, he sank into a deep meditation, reflected in his Sea of Consciousness, continued his deep meditation, and then went to sleep.

 Unknowingly, his transformation in the Sea of Consciousness had come to an end.

 Now, Link was a genuine, authentic third-class wizard apprentice.

 He could start practicing the third level of the "Water-Wood Mutual Generation Meditation Method", continue accumulating spiritual power to 99 points.

 Then, change his training to the fourth level of the "Water-Wood Mutual Generation Meditation Method", and shape the rune structure of the Meditation Technique into a round sphere.

 After that, he could try to carve his Destiny Witchcraft, prepare for the Life Essence Transition, and launch his assault on becoming an official wizard.

 What were the changes that came after his transformation in the Sea of Consciousness?

 His spiritual power and magic power remained the same as before, showing no qualitative changes.

 The space of his Sea of Consciousness was further expanded, not only becoming larger, able to accommodate more spiritual power and more runes, but also being stronger, able to withstand the impact of Life Essence Transition.

 Regarding the actual strength, a third-class wizard apprentice and a second-class wizard apprentice have no significant differences except a higher number of spells that can be cast at once.

 Link was still the same person he was yesterday, becoming a third-class wizard apprentice did not make him invincible.

 Well...

 Based on witchcraft alone, Link could confidently challenge anyone.

 But when considering rune objects and magic tools, facing affluent individuals like Elise Clark, Link had no choice but to turn and flee.

 That's what people mean by 'changing fate through gold spending'.

 A comfortable sleep all night long.

 The next day, Link woke up just in time.

 When the time was still early, after greeting Linn who was on duty, Link took a look at the live surveillance video of the flying sphere.

 Checking if anyone was lurking around, Link then took two of the reconnaissance puppets and left the tunnel.

 The earlier some things are done, the better, like a brief separation, which is cleaner.

 To avoid lingering, affecting the mood.

 Arriving at the riverbank, Link gazed at the mighty river flowing eastward, his mood becoming a lot more liberated.

 It's too stuffy in the tunnel.

 Even Link was somewhat affected by it.

 Though the "Mind Closure Technique" can ignore this, who wants to keep a poker face when one can have a good mood?

 Choosing a spot where the water flow was relatively gentle, Link started to cross the river.

 He first activated the floating feature of his Defender 3202 suit's boots and cloak, which lifted him up to a height of about 5 cm from the ground.

 With a thought, Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, Double Casting, and Parallel Casting were activated.

 Four water shield spells at the Breakthrough level were quietly cast, and two double-layered water shields appeared, one in front and one behind, lying flat on the river.

 The water shields were pressed close to the raging river water.

 Link stepped on the back water shield with his left foot, slightly borrowing some energy from it. His body moved forward, and his right foot stepped on the front water shield.

 His center of gravity continued to lean forward, he uplifted his left foot, and along with it, the water shield also took a step forward.

 The two double-layered water shields seemed tightly stuck to Link's feet.

 Cooperating with the floating function of the Defender 3202 suit's boots and cloak, they carried Link across the river, swiftly moving toward the opposite bank.

 Light as a dragonfly skimming the water surface, he steps lightly.

 From afar, Link seemed like a young martial arts hero from a novel in his previous world.

 His posture was free and easy, excellent in lightness skill.

 Stepping on water continuously, he easily crossed a wide river.

 The Aquatic Beasts lurking in the river expressed their disapproval.

 This is our territory, and you want to pass without paying the protection fee?

 They jumped out of the water one after another, lunging at Link.

 But what greeted them was a heavy blow to the head.

 Having unlocked the ability to perform Shallow Meditation at any time in everyday life, Link now had an abundance of magic power and casting times.

 He also used the Continuous Casting technique.

 One after another, double-layered water shields appeared.

 Some were stuck to Link's feet, replacing the dissipated predecessors to bear the weight of crossing the river;

 Some were aimed at the heads of the Aquatic Beasts, knocking them back into the river.

 The double-layered water shields could be broken without worry, there were always new ones to replace them.

 When one water shield shattered, millions of water shields followed.

 In this way, Link safely crossed the river and reached the riverbank.

 Two reconnaissance puppets were released from the empty bags behind him and began to scout.

 Having glanced at the real-time surveillance image, Link noticed something unusual on the hill where the binding ropes had been the day before.

 After certifying that there was no ambush, Link carefully advanced towards the hill.

 Everything went smoothly, and he didn't encounter any traps.

 Under the boulder tied with the ropes, there was a line of beautiful handwriting that reeked of resentment.
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 Link recognized it at a glance. It was left by Lanny Taylor. He didn't know when exactly.

 But it was most likely before the private message exchange.

 The message read:

 "Link Grande, whatever misunderstandings we have between us, we must prioritize the great competition between the two districts and the bet with Wizard Palo. I urge you to take this seriously, join forces with me, cooperate sincerely. I can assure you that my companions and I will follow your command."

 Signed: Lanny Taylor.

 After reading the message, Link was at a loss for words.

 I guess there is no such thing as a profit calculation in the Wizard World.

 Otherwise, Lanny's calculation was about to be slapped onto Link's face.

 She's a thousand-year-old fox, what play is she trying to pull?

 If Lanny Taylor really wanted to team up with Link, she wouldn't do all this.

 This message, like the previous private message, was preparation for possible accountability, with the intention of shifting the blame onto Link.

 "Playing too many tricks."

 After giving a brief comment, Link left, feeling nothing.

 After leaving the river and walking a certain distance, Link operated on his wristwatch and posted two announcements in the camp channel:

 Major progress. Hope for completion.

 Wait for three days. Good news will come.

 What does Link mean?

 He's baiting the fish.

 Then he switched to private chat mode and sent a message to Elise Clark: Have something to discuss. Can we meet?

 Ignoring the dozens of private messages that followed, Link waited quietly for Elise's response.

 Soon after, Elise directly sent a request for mutual location.

 Link agreed without hesitation.

 Hey, they weren't far from each other.

 Link glanced at the direction, compared it to the incomplete version of the "World" map in his mind, and identified the place where Elise was.

 It was a forest, with towering trees and dense shrubs growing all around.

 He had passed by there before and did not notice anything unusual.

 But thinking back now, it seemed very suspicious.

 Generally speaking, when trees grow too close together, they compete for sunlight, water, and soil nutrients.

 Not every tree can grow tall and straight.

 There will always be trees that lose to their siblings and grow crooked & unappealing.

 Or they simply die early.

 But in that forest, just a glance from the outside, not even a single crooked tree could be found.

 Even the shrubs underneath were exceptionally lush.

 Disregarding the odds, Link headed towards the forest.

 Keeping the map in mind and knowing the terrain, he moved with his reconnaissance puppets all around him, neutralizing any dangers.

 Link's progress was very fast.

 It took him less than an hour to arrive near the forest.

 As soon as he approached, before Link could use his wristwatch to make contact, Elise swished over in front of him.

 "What's the good news that you are in such a rush to find me?"

 Elise had changed her outfit, now wearing a camouflage dress suitable for jungle operations, with a few streaks of oil paint on her face.

 With the effect of the Stealth magic tool, hiding in the jungle, it was very difficult to detect her.

 "I do have something to discuss, but I don't know whether it would be good news or bad news for you."

 Link didn't play any games, he went straight to the point and said, "I really have found a probable way to complete our mission. However, our team's abilities are limited. If we work alone, we may also be able to complete it eventually, but it would take a long time. I fear that something unpredictable might occur in the meantime."

 "Hmm."

 Elise's rationality kicked in, she calmly asked, "So you want to utilize me, to contact students from the North District, or even better if they are Half Bloods, and not Pure Bloods?"

 Link replied, "Half Blood, Pure Blood, these are your classifications, which I do not understand. I have only one condition, which is that members of the 'Pure Blood Volition' are excluded."

 "I see."

 Elise nodded, deep in thought.

 A while later, she put two fingers of her right hand in her mouth and blew a sharp whistle.

 Spiritual power and magic power were applied to the whistle.

 Making the whistle sound travel a very, very long distance.

 In a short while, five boys and girls dressed in jungle camouflage flew over.

 All of these people were dressed in very rich attire, each wearing a pair of boots capable of flying around.

 Which made Link was very envious.

 "Elise, what did you say?"

 A tall and handsome boy walked to Elise's side, shoulder to shoulder, asking softly.

 He did not look at Link at all, his mind solely on Elise.

 Link felt a faint sense of hostility.

 Elise immediately frowned at the boy and said, "Don't make it difficult. He's here to seek cooperation."

 Being still unsatisfied, she threw a punch at the boy's abdomen.

 The boy took the punch without dodging or evading, smiling, "I'm just overly concerned about you, that's all."

 "Eh..."

 Elise shivered, seemed to be hit by the direct confession, seemed somewhat helpless, "You guys discuss it, I'm leaving."

 Leaving behind this sentence, Elise disappeared in a swish.

 "Hello, I am Monroe Brisegio."

 After Elise left, the boy immediately returned to his mature and capable appearance, with a friendly smile on his face, extending his right hand.

 "Link Grande."

 Raised hand does not beat smiling face, Link and Monroe had a brief handshake.

 "How do you want to cooperate with us? To have us continue to be hitters and hold off the others?"

 Monroe Brisegio retracted his right hand but his tone remained gentle, however, his words were extremely sharp.

 It directly exposed the little machinations that Link had been playing in the camp channel and private chat.

 Link had never thought that he could hide his intentions from everyone.

 On the contrary, being seen through was normal.
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 "It depends on your choice."

 Link spoke lightly, completely unfazed by his intentions being punctured.

 "Oh?"

 Monroe became somewhat interested.

 To be honest, if Elise wasn't playing negotiator, he wouldn't even contemplate seeing Link, let alone collaborating with him.

 Yesterday, he saw the four announcements Link posted in the camp channel, saw the private messages between Elise and Link, and saw the similar information another comrade received later.

 Monroe had noticed Link's deep caution towards students from the North District, even those from the same camp.

 How could he collaborate with someone who was suspicious?

 There was no way to speak of cooperation in such a context.

 Nevertheless, Elise insisted on meeting after receiving a private message from Link this morning.

 This provided a basis for dialogue.

 Monroe put aside his hostility and asked, "Can you elaborate?"

 Link replied:

 "If you are willing to conduct research and experiments, I can share some ideas with you. Of course, this is not free - it requires exchange for some valuable information or artifacts.

 If you don't want to do research or experiments, I can also share other ideas with you for free to help you deal with the opposition camp."

 "Interesting."

 Feeling Link's confidence while speaking stirred Monroe's interest, "I want both sets of ideas! Name your price!"

 What did it mean when Monroe so boldly asked Link to name his price, looking ready to "pay" at any time?

 It means Monroe Brisegio isn't looking for cooperation, but transactions.

 Cooperation creates bonds.

 When it eventually came down to the wire and the camp won, and it was time to vie for personal achievements, it would be hard to backstab!

 Pure transactions were better.

 At that time, there would be no burden on his conscience, regardless of how ruthless or malevolent the methods used were.

 Link caught onto Monroe's intention immediately and was not in the least bit surprised.

 Wasn't he thinking the same way?

 "I need some experimental equipment. Anything related to botany, zoology, or microbiology will help."

 Link began by stating his needs.

 "No problem."

 Monroe waved his hand indifferently - the tycoon's demeanor was fully on display. "I can provide you with a full set, as long as the ideas you provide are worth the cost."

 Link smiled and then, instead of beating around the bush, went straight to the point: "I wonder if you've found any ruins that describe the process and cause of this world's impending destruction.

 We discovered that this world once gave rise to a God Slayer, who waged a thousand-year-long war against the gods of this world.

 In the end, the gods fell, humanity was annihilated, the origin of the world suffered a heavy blow, and it's now on the brink of destruction.

 This has caused the current imbalance in this world's ecology and the emergence of various anomalies.

 For example, this forest behind you is a manifestation of this."

 As he talked, Link kept a close watch on Monroe's eyes and facial expression, trying to discern any reactions.

 But Monroe kept his smile, revealing nothing.

 A strong mentality with deep schemes.

 Link gave up trying to see through Monroe's intentions and threw out his real thoughts:

 "The relationship between the 'Save the World' and 'Destroy the World' tasks are ultimately two sides of the same coin.

 The crux of the opposition camp's mission is to destroy first, then save.

 While our mission, as the opposition, can be to destroy and save simultaneously.

 I call this 'Destructive Rescue'."

 After a pause, Link emphasized:

 "As long as we destroy everything that needs to be destroyed before the opposition camp, we are sure to win."

 Take their road and leave them nowhere to go!
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 "Interesting." 

 Monroe Brisegio reacted with his usual phrase, intrigued by Link's theory,

 "Go on, elaborate."

 Saying this, Monroe Brisegio quickly drew out a full set of commonly used botany experiment equipment from a leather bag on his left waist and put it on the ground, "Here's the down payment, hang on to it. If the rest of your idea proves more valuable, there's more coming."

 This casual behavior highlighted one thing - he was flaunting his wealth!

 Link, having no qualms, directly packed up the miniaturized botany equipment (professionally compressed for easy carrying and ready for use at full size when needed) into his larger bag.

 He had several reasons to see Elise.

 Seeking cooperation (?) was one, trying to gather the experiment equipment was another.

 He was not going to let misguided pride get in the way of the opportunity to acquire the equipment, even if he was dealing with a well-off second generation, given the significant difference in the amount of wealth at their disposal.

 It was not charity.

 It was a fair gain that was the result of a collective brainstorm within his team.

 Real, tangible fruits of labor, very sweet.

 It felt great to have it.

 He would tailor his words according to whom he was speaking with.

 Since Monroe was so generous with the "money", Link decided not to beat around the bush.

 Link weighed up his thoughts and candidly laid it out to Monroe:

 "We infer from the gross enlargement of carnivorious animals, contrasted with the relatively normal size of herbivores, as well as the mutations in some plants, that the fallen gods' flesh and blood in this world have most likely been largely consumed by carnivorous animals, with a small portion absorbed by some plants, and the rest seeping into the soil and water.

 The current state of this world, is as a result of the World's origin being severely damaged in the battle between the God Slayer and the gods, with carnivorous animals, some plants, and a very small portion of herbivores undergoing rapid mutation and evolution, increasingly extracting more resources from the world.

 With the origin damaged and resources exhausted, this world has lost the time for slow recovery, the real destruction is not far away."

 Monroe pondered over Link's words.

 Their elite squad had a reason for hiding in the dense forest after they regrouped.

 They had noticed the mutations in some of the trees, shrubs, and flowers and wanted to research the cause of these mutations.

 They had no knowledge of the so-called 'relics', or 'God Slayer' and the battle with the gods.

 One of the reasons why Monroe generously gave a full set of commonly used botany experiment equipment earlier, was because of this realization.

 And now, the value of what Link had just revealed was clearly more significant.

 In essence, he had completely divulged his approach towards solving the main task 3, which is also the main objective of the camp mission.

 This information would greatly influence and inform their squad's future strategy.

 Therefore, Monroe didn't hesitate to dig out two sets of miniaturized commonly used zoology experiment equipment, and microbiology experiment equipment.

 He was never stingy with "money," anything that could be resolved with "money" and resources, he didn't skimp on.

 This time, Monroe did not put the miniaturized equipment on the ground, he handed it over personally.

 Compared to the last time, this demonstrated his respect towards Link.

 Respect stems from both position and power.

 The core strength of a wizard comes from their level and knowledge.

 Link Grande's wizard's level was not low, his knowledge was abundant, he deserved Monroe Brisegio's respect.

 "Thank you."

 With a light smile, Link received the two sets of miniaturized equipment and put them in his bag.

 Respect was not Link's primary concern.

 That being said, Monroe's change of attitude didn't affect Link's mood.

 "Pleasant transaction."

 Having finished handing over the equipment, Monroe extended his right hand once more.

 Link didn't hesitate and gave a light handshake in return.

 Their hands touched and immediately loosened, showing superficial politeness, superficial respect.

 Having achieved his goal, and with Monroe clearly being cautious of Elise having a private conversation with Link,

 Link, not being oblivious, promptly took his leave: "I'll head off first. Contact me if there's anything."

 "Okay. Safe journey."

 Monroe didn't try to hold him back, he watched Link leave.

 It wasn't until Link was quite a distance away that Monroe notified Elise.

 With a whoosh, Elise flew over, took a glance at the retreating figure of Link, and gave a grim smirk, "So, you just let him leave? Not waiting for me to say goodbye?"

 Monroe noticed Elise's crazed state, a flicker of helplessness appeared in his eyes, and he explained, "This man is deep, I don't think you would have an upper hand if you were to deal with him."

 "What advantage could he take of me?"

 Rolling her eyes, Elise scornfully retorted, "What advantage could he have over me? As you say, using me as an enforcer to deal with his enemies? That would be a pleasure. If I wasn't up for it, I'd blow him up right then and there!"

 "Yes, yes, you'd blow him right off."

 Having been at the receiving end of Elise's temper before, Monroe chose not to delve further into the topic. He reiterated Link's analysis and said,

 "What he just told us does make sense. He has indeed shown sincerity in this regard. However, his motive is to incite us into conflict with the opposition camp, buying time for himself."

 "Is there a problem?"

 A look of madness flickered in Elise's eyes, and she laughed sarcastically,

 "Hahahaha... There is no one that is not selfish, including me, including you.

 If it weren't for the high sum of inheritance saying that whoever marries me when I come of age will obtain half, would you have cared so much about someone as deranged as me?"
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 "Ask yourself, do you really value me, or is it just the high inheritance I bring?"

 The expression on Monroe's face grew terribly unnatural for a moment.

 Even through layers of heavy paint, it was evident.

 Truths, even without any explicit vulgarity, often hurt the most.

 Elise might seem insane, but she sees everything crystal clear.

 She understands who's really playing the deeper game and who has ulterior motives.

 Link Grande, indeed, was wary of her and wanted to use her.

 But it was all out in the open, no hypocrisy, no equivocation.

 What Elise hated most, was those who intended to use her, but disguised their intentions under the guise of goodwill.

 Disgusting!

 With a shudder, Elise abruptly got up and left Monroe Brisegio.

 Monroe stood there, motionless for a long while.

 After what seemed like an eternity, he heaved a long sigh, turned around and returned to his companions, to formulate a new action plan.

 The intelligence he bought had to be put to use—it couldn't go to waste.

 As for taking on the opposition camp directly, though that was Elise's intention and she responded accordingly to Link, that didn't mean Monroe and his companions felt the same.

 If something can be accomplished using brains, no one should resort to using their fists.

 Killing and violence would only harm the innocent, wouldn't they?

 Link never expected the mission to go so smoothly.

 He originally thought that the people Elise had summoned, or the small team she had joined, would be filled with violent individuals like her.

 He certainly did not expect that the one controlling the team and negotiating with him would be the scheming Monroe Brisegio.

 With just a simple conversation, Link had been able to deduce Monroe's character and thus modified his negotiation strategy.

 From mutual cooperation, he shifted to business negotiation.

 Though the process didn't go as he had anticipated, the outcome was positive.

 With the help of the three micro-research facilities in the large bag, the research and experimentation to reconstruct the ecosystem would run smoother.

 Link made headway towards the Mid-river Sandbar without any hesitation.

 All his other prior arrangements, like finding a more suitable location for large-scale ecosystem simulation, were deferred.

 Using his familiarity with the terrain and real-time feedback from his reconnaissance puppets, Link had travelled for nearly an hour at top speed, bypassing several large and small conflicts along the way.

 However, as he was getting closer to the Mid-river Sandbar, an unavoidable obstacle appeared.

 Lanny Taylor, leading a team of ten, stood on the only path forward, waiting for Link's arrival.

 Apparently, over these two days, Lanny had not only increased the strength of her team

 She had gathered all the members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" besides Andriya Norman;

 and somehow, she'd gotten her hands on a higher-grade Reconnaissance Magic Tool than the puppets, which allowed her to detect Link from afar.

 "What's up?"

 Link halted his steps, coldly inquiring, his manner far from friendly.

 Indeed, he had grown somewhat annoyed with the constant interference.

 Just when he would finally get rid of her, she resurfaces again.

 Lanny raised her right hand, silencing her somewhat agitated and indignant teammates.

 She took a step forward, willingly entering Link's attack range, then spread her hands and raised them to signal she harbored no ill intentions.

 "There's something I think you must know."

 She said seriously, her tone somber, "There are only 30 of us who participated in the competition from the South District. Nine have already been eliminated. Other than your group of ten, the remaining are all here."

 "And then?"

 Link remained unmoved, quickly scanning the faces of Lanny's team behind her.

 Among them were two familiar faces, Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves, standing right there.

 Of the other eight, five were members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 "What I want to tell you is, of the nine who were eliminated, other than Andriya Norman, the other eight were eliminated by the local apprentices in the North District, who are in the same camp as us."

 Lanny's expression grew even graver, and her tone even more serious.

 The matter she revealed indeed demanded attention.

 For the South District New Blood to be eliminated by their same-camp local North District apprentices, there could only be two scenarios.

 Either there was infighting, and they lost;

 Or, the local North District apprentices banded together, using their number advantage to deliberately eliminate South District New Blood.

 Lanny's words hinted heavily towards the second possibility.

 She was using this inference to suggest something, to confirm something.

 "So?"

 Link raised an eyebrow, his heart still as calm as a millpond.

 "So, give up on the idea of joining forces with the local North District apprentices. Besides us, you won't find any other trustworthy team."

 Lanny voiced her thoughts, "We share information, work together to take on camp tasks. This is the only way we can win the competition between the districts, only then can we get a good result and ranking."

 Link smiled, however, instead of replying, he asked, "Those eight eliminated people, they were all in the opposition camp, right?"

 Lanny was prepared for Link's line of questioning, she wasn't caught off guard and immediately retorted, "Indeed, they belonged to the opposition camp. So, what about it?"

 "Nothing much."

 Link shook his head, "Just asking."

 "So what exactly are you thinking? Will you join our team or not? This is the last time I'm asking you."

 Lanny didn't ask any further, she was decisive about it.

 Her face was hidden behind a veil, her exact expression was unclear.

 But her gaze was extremely resolute, she was by no means bluffing.

 It seemed like, if Link refused her this time, she would truly take her team and leave, never to look back.

 "Why do you want to form a team so badly? Considering what I know about you, shouldn't you want me to be the target, attracting the attention of the North District apprentices while you quietly advance the mainline task?"
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 Link wouldn't be intimidated, not only he did not directly answer the question, his words also implied some sarcasm.

 There was a time when Link too wanted to eke along and grow.

 Therefore, he understood the mentality of Lannie Taylor quite well, who had spent a long time surviving before realizing that one must stand out in the Wizard World to receive better and more support.

 Without racking his brain, he could, by putting himself in Lanie's shoes, roughly deduce what she was thinking.

 Therefore, Link did not feel a stir at heart even when Lanny expressed her wish to team up with him multiple times and was even willing to accept his command.

 Even if arsenic is coated with sugar, it is still arsenic, not sugar.

 If you ingest it, you could be poisoned, or even die from it.

 A small team that accepts the command of a small team leader, and yet submits to the command of a large team leader, is still a small team.

 At any time, they could ignore the command of the large team leader and turn to listen to the command of the small team leader.

 Such a small team is of no benefit.

 Besides, Lanny's team was no longer a small unit but consisted of 11 members including herself.

 It had one more member than Link's team.

 If the two teams were forcibly integrated, who knows whether a case of the cuckoo driving the rightful nest occupants out would occur?

 When Lanny heard Link's words, she was not surprised that he could guess her early thoughts.

 But now, she genuinely wants to form a team.

 She was quite anxious and determined about it.

 Why?

 The more she advances in the sideline and mainline tasks, the more she realizes the shortcomings and disadvantages of herself and her team.

 Although the academy has been subtly cultivating the spirit of exploration and innovation in all Wizard Apprentices since the beginning.

 Not every Storm Sea New Blood, like Link, could produce several research results consecutively in the autumn of the first academic year.

 Most of the First-year Newbloods haven't even fully converted their way of thinking.

 Lanny Taylor was already very outstanding.

 In the overall ranking of the grade, with equal scores and more excellent Wizard Qualifications, she managed to eclipse Link and secured the first place.

 But in terms of research and experimentation, Lanny had to admit that she was far behind Link, who had published several "papers" and owned several "patents".

 The missions of the Righteous Faction and saving the world were notably not about fighting and killing, but more oriented towards research and experimentation.

 And, for two consecutive days, Link had announced in the faction channel, claiming that he had made progress on the faction mission.

 Believing that Link did not lie, Lanny had no choice but to change her strategy and sincerely seek to form a team.

 As for what happens after the team is formed and the results are obtained, it can be discussed later.

 Facing Link's joke, she gritted her teeth, set a military-order-like tone and said:

 "We can make a contract that during the team-up, everyone including me must unconditionally follow your reasonable command and must not violate it. How about that?"

 Everything can happen once or twice but not a third time.

 Link didn't want to offend Lanny too much, especially when she had compromised to this extent.

 So, it was inappropriate to refuse directly.

 He really didn't want to take in Lanny's team, so he thought of a compromise plan and said, "We can team up, but we need to change the way of teaming."

 "You say."

 Lanny nodded, showing she was willing to accept.

 Link said: "Let's team up but act separately. I will tell you and your team every day what you need to do and why you do it. And you must complete the tasks assigned each day and report the results promptly and completely."

 "Okay."

 Lanny agreed without hesitation.

 Finally, a conclusion was reached after so much trouble, which is a good thing.

 The faces of the ten people behind her showed different expressions.

 Ignoring them, Link started calculating in his mind how to use the suddenly increased manpower.

 As long as they are not dead, use them as hard as possible.

 After all, they pleaded to be used on their own initiative.
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 "Keep in touch." 

 When the matter was settled, Link signaled Lanny to clear the way. He was about to leave.

 Lanny waved her hand slightly, and her ten team members dispersed to both sides, making a path.

 In front of Lanny and her team, Link demonstrated his hovering abilities with a double-layered version of the Water Shield Spell, akin to "walking on waves".

 He elegantly crossed the river, arriving onto the sandbar.

 Seeing Link's smooth casting rhythm, Lanny sighed at her own inadequacy.

 "Who among you can do this?"

 After expressing her amazement, Lanny turned to face the ten team members, most of whom disagreed with teaming up with Link Grande.

 It goes without saying for the five members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 Despite their stated disagreement, there were no complaints.

 All actions were still under Lanny's command, and no one was shirking their responsibilities.

 The situation was different for the five members from other Apprentice Organizations.

 They grumbled privately while subtly resisting Lanny's leadership.

 If not for the consideration of the large number of people in the North District and the large number of Link's followers, Lanny actually did not want to take in these five.

 Now presented with a golden opportunity, Lanny hoped to establish her own authority.

 Even if it was akin to leveraging on Link's abilities.

 But the effect was great.

 The ten people were stunned when asked, with no one daring to speak.

 Not to mention casting the Water Shield Spell in such a smooth manner, just the act of using the Water Shield Spell so many times in a short period would strain their spiritual power and magic power to breaking point.

 The fear of being second in grade created a huge pressure.

 As the top in her grade, wouldn't Lanny Taylor be even more powerful?

 They should rather play it safe in the future and trust others' judgment.

 Let's do whatever is asked!

 From the expressions and changes in the eyes of the ten people, Lanny knew she had accomplished what she wanted.

 But she was not happy at all.

 Who would have thought that the gap would be so large!

 Link entered the tunnel.

 Dalton immediately greeted him and anxiously asked, "Boss, did they cause any trouble?"

 Dalton had seen the whole scene through the live surveillance footage from the Flying Sphere.

 If it wasn't for the fact that there weren't any signs of a fight, he would have called for reinforcements long ago.

 "It's fine."

 Link patted Dalton's shoulder and laughed, "What can they do to me? Would they dare to do anything to me? Thanks for your hard work, keeping an eye on the surveillance for so long."

 "No trouble at all."

 Dalton shook his head vigorously as if he was a bobblehead.

 With just a comforting word from the boss, all his tiredness disappeared.

 "Hmmm, bear with it a bit longer. I will ask Linn to come and replace you."

 Link patted Dalton's shoulder again, left a phrase, and walked into the tunnel interior.

 Like a chicken injected with blood, Dalton returned to his post full of fighting spirit.

 "Jasmine, come here."

 Going to the tent area, Link sat down in his chair, waving to Jasmine who was busy in the newly built large-scale laboratory.

 "What's the matter? I'm quite busy."

 Jasmine came over and asked.

 With the experience of constructing the previous few laboratories, Jasmine came up with many great ideas in building the new large-scale lab.

 Testing those ideas one by one while having fun with the mud was downright enjoyable.

 Regardless, the large-scale laboratory wasn't urgent to be brought into operation.

 The other teams were very enthusiastic, completing their own work very well, which didn't require any supervision at all.

 Link told Jasmine about his morning experience, including his dealings with Monroe Brisegio, and the teaming pattern of Lanny Taylor.

 Then he said, "I'm going to need you to dig some additional battle tunnels in the outer area. If possible, try to get closer to the maze."

 No one could say definitely if any spies were within Lanny's team or Monroe's team.

 The Mid-river Sandbar could not be easily given up before finding a better location.

 Therefore, it was necessary to prepare for the outbreak of a battle.

 The construction of the tunnel fortifications was just the beginning.

 Link also planned to bury more Timed Auto-Destruction Bombs and set more traps.

 Not to say making the sandbar hardness equivalent to gold, but at least the defense had to be complete.

 "No problem."

 Having experienced the convenience of secondary Mudstone technique and the joy of creating things from dirt, Jasmine had fallen in love with the feeling of building something from nothing.

 The sense of accomplishment was overwhelming.

 "Linn, could you please go and replace Dalton, and let him take a break?"

 After Jasmine left, Link called over Linn to monitor the real-time surveillance, and then got up and walked into the Botanical Laboratory.

 Seeing the busy Digee and Betty inside, he nodded slightly as a greeting.

 "You've worked hard."

 Link comforted them with one sentence, then he took out the miniaturized set of equipment commonly used in botanical experiments from his bag.

 Activating the size-changing Alchemy Array inside the miniaturized device in a specific way with spiritual power and magic power according to the instructions.

 A complete set of normal-sized botanical experiment equipment appeared in front of Digee and Betty.

 "Whoa!"

 Digee exclaimed, attracting the attention of others.

 "What's happening? What's happening?"

 Buck, who had been proud for a long time after coming up with different ways to capture two fish, was eagerly waiting to show off his achievements to Link.

 Having not found a good opportunity, he had been staying in the Zoology Laboratory.

 Hearing Digee's cry of surprise, Buck was yelling, the first one to run to the neighboring room.

 "Whoa!"

 Once inside the door, seeing the full set of equipment on the operating table, Buck couldn't help but exclaim out loud either.

 At this point, everyone had stopped whatever they were doing and rushed over.

 They wanted to see what had caused Digee and Buck to lose their composure one after another.

 "Whoa, the boss is so badass!"

 "Where did the boss get this, so complete!"

 The exclamations were continuous.
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 When Link was leaving, everyone clearly saw that his bag was big yet saggy, and empty.

 Yet, after being outside for a morning, Link returned with so many pieces of equipment which astonished them and widened their horizons.

 Link just smiled without a word.

 He walked into the Zoology Laboratory, arranged the miniature commonly used equipment for blood analysis, activated the Alchemy Runes Array, and returned them to their normal size.

 Then, he went to the microbiology laboratory.

 Under the admiring and adoring gazes of everyone, Link clapped his hands to attract attention and spoke loudly:

 "Yesterday, due to the lack of equipment, we encountered many problems during our research and experiments.

 There were some issues with everyone's mentality, but we managed to adjust in time.

 Today, everyone's spirits and enthusiasm are high, and it's commendable.

 And what's the best way to commend?"

 At this point, Link paused intentionally, and nodded to Buck, who was already excited: "Buck, what do you think?"

 Hearing that Link was not speaking in a blaming tone, Buck stood up quickly, boldly saying: "The boss commends us by getting us three sets of complete experimental equipment, making everyone's work easier. Don't you agree, guys?"

 "Yes!"

 Four of them led the cheer, and the three shy ones also joined in timely, all of them shouting together.

 They showed him considerable respect and were very supportive.

 Link watched this scene with a smile, feeling very pleased.

 Team management is about getting the balance right on all fronts.

 You can't be too strict, nor too lax.

 It's essential to occasionally adjust the atmosphere, relieve stress, and relax.

 Having Buck, a chatterbox, meant that everyone seemed to be a lively character when gathered together.

 If Link wasn't intentionally suppressing them, there wouldn't be much tension in the team atmosphere.

 And this was great.

 After some commotion, everyone naturally stopped and listened to Link continue speaking.

 Link said, "With the complete equipment, I believe that our research progress will accelerate significantly.

 Moreover, I've found some outside help. They will deal with the more difficult tasks, such as hunting large carnivores.

 As such, our research progress will speed up even more.

 I believe that we will complete our research as soon as possible.

 Does everyone have faith?"

 "Yes!"

 Everyone shouted unanimously; their voices were deafening, and their spirits were high.

 "Great!"

 Link cheered before changing his tone: "Now let's get to work."

 "Tsk!"

 Under Buck's leadership, the four of them and the three shy ones tutted before returning to their posts.

 With the new equipment, many operations became quicker and more convenient.

 The speed of the research and experimental efficiency greatly improved.

 Link did not rush to enter the large laboratory to carry out his most anticipated experiment regarding the reconstruction of the ecological system.

 First, he sent a private message to Lanny, informing her of the tasks that need to be done in the afternoon.

 Then he started constructing tunnels and setting up traps with Jasmine.

 They wouldn't easily abandon the Mid-river Sandbar base.

 Therefore, they had to set up their defensive facilities well.

 The two got along well and spent a whole afternoon (estimated) to build a somewhat sufficient defense line.

 It could be said to be just enough to get by, and they would need to make slow adjustments later.

 Link made three vital escape tunnels.

 Two of them led to both ends of the sandbar, with the exits being rather concealed.

 Should anything go wrong, they would abandon everything and escape across the river.

 The last tunnel led to the iron door and the secret passage.

 This was Link's contingency for the worst situation possible.

 For instance, if the apprentices from the Righteous Faction or Opposition camp in the North District surrounded them completely, and it was impossible for them to escape.

 In such a situation, even though they were reluctant to enter the tomb, they must do so.

 If they couldn't even save their lives, there was no point worrying about this or that taboo.

 Wouldn't that be silly?

 Not long after they finished setting up,

 The "sun" switched to the "moon".

 Day turned into night.

 Returning to the tunnel with Jasmine, Link told everyone to rest.

 In the tent area, everyone sat around.

 As usual, Link used Purification Water Spell with Misty Rain Technique to make some purified water, and personally handed it to each person.

 These small details may seem insignificant, but they are crucial.

 Unity is gradually formed by accumulating such small details.

 Following some collective experiences, a tightly-knit team is formed.

 After drinking some water and eating some dry food, they chatted casually for a while.

 When they had relaxed enough and their minds were no longer tense, they each retreated to their tents to sleep.

 Before sleeping, Link performed his standard Deep Meditation.

 Early the next day.

 Link's internal alarm woke him timely.

 He washed up, made water, ate some dry food, and got to work.

 Link sent today's private message to Lanny, and also posted two brief announcements on the faction's channel:

 Ecosystem is key to the faction mission

 No Destruction, No Establishment

 Regardless of how many people understood, Link turned off the wristwatch and entered the large laboratory.

 Three large laboratories were configured in three different directions to build three different ecological systems.

 The first two laboratories were meant to construct ecological systems based on the cultivation of plants and herbivorous animals respectively. Link handed these responsibilities to Jasmine.

 He himself focused on building an ecosystem that required the destruction of carnivorous animals.

 Destructive Rescue wasn't just a vague term to fool Monroe Brisegio.

 No Destruction, No Establishment wasn't just to provoke more apprentices from both factions in the North District to interfere with the opposition camp's process.

 Link genuinely believed in this.

 And he was really going to devote a lot of energy to this area of research and experiments.

 He planned to use the equipment at hand and the existing materials to first construct a miniature underwater ecosystem.
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 Complete with plants, herbivorous creatures, carnivorous creatures, and microorganisms constituting a cycle.

 If experimental materials are lacking, resupplies should be arranged promptly.

 In any case, the principle is to construct a complete, cyclical, miniature underwater ecosystem.

 Any other method of destruction, such as poison, witchcraft, simulating earthquakes, should be avoided.

 The method that Link proposed to eliminate gigantic carnivores was quite common.

 It's simply a gradual increase in temperature.

 This idea comes from a speculation about the reason for the extinction of a certain species of dinosaur in his previous life.

 Link wanted to see if constantly raising the temperature to a certain degree would disrupt the mini ecosystem.

 For example, the "natural" death of the ferocious fish representing the massive carnivores.

 When one whale falls, all creatures propagate.

 The death of a gigantic ferocious fish would undoubtedly affect the miniature ecosystem.

 Plants, microorganisms, herbivores, smaller carnivores, all would reap certain benefits.

 Persistently high temperatures were backed with witchcraft to accelerate the evolution process.

 As soon as the miniature underwater ecosystem underwent enough changes, the temperature would be gradually lowered, restoring its normal level.

 If, without external intervention, and only a small amount of unimpactful test material was put in, the miniature ecosystem could resume its cycle.

 This would prove that Link's theory was generally correct.

 After that, he would conduct larger and more rigorous experiments based on this idea.

 While Link was engrossed in his underground research, the world above was in upheaval.

 Some local apprentices from the opposition camp in the North District began to cause havoc.

 Burn whatever forest they see, kill any beasts they encounter.

 Not only would they block the flowing rivers and streams but also poison them.

 In short, they would wreak as much havoc as they could until they found a better clue.

 Unable to destroy the World, shouldn't they at least destroy plants?

 Some local apprentices from both the opposition camp and the righteous faction in the North District launched manic attacks onto each other.

 Traps, ambushes, raids, counter-raids...

 All sorts of methods and measures were used as long it could launch a blow onto each other, leaving no stone unturned.

 Shouts for killing and explosions constantly echoed throughout this "world" confined within certain boundaries.

 In the end, Elise Clark parted ways with Monroe Brisegio.

 She led a group of half-bloods, who were equally passionate about creating havoc, and specifically launched attacks against the Pure Bloods in the opposition camp.

 Yes, attacks.

 The primary goal was not to kill, but mainly to disrupt the enemy's rhythm.

 These tactics were borrowed from Link.

 When the enemy advances, we retreat; when they stay put, we harass; when they are exhausted, we strike; when they retreat, we pursue.

 These simple sixteen words proved to be incredibly effective when put into use.

 From initial unfamiliarity to later proficiency, the accomplishments of Elise's squad gradually increased.

 Not only did they overload the goal of the attacks, within just three days and nights, they had annihilated three teams of 5 to 8 people from the opposition's camp.

 When this news spread, both the half-bloods and pure bloods were astonished.

 Some people, such as the members of "Pure Blood Will", even felt that their next three years of academy life would be extremely hard.

 Even the normal Mad Woman was difficult enough to deal with.

 Let alone this now terrifying Mad Woman!

 Who the hell helped this madwoman, demented Elise Clark, to complete her super evolution?

 Damn!
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 Lanny Taylor's state of mind was very complicated.

 After agreeing to form a team, Link Grande kept his promise.

 These days, he would contact her every day, telling her what she needed to do that day.

 He never missed a day, never procrastinated.

 Moreover, Link even took some time to honestly share their team's research findings with her.

 He truly allowed her and her team to understand what they were doing and why they were doing it.

 Instead of skimming over details or cutting corners.

 This surprised Lanny greatly.

 She originally thought she would have to keep probing meticulously to gain this kind of information.

 She thought she would have to put in a lot of effort in exchange for bits of knowledge from the other party.

 Who knew it would come so easily and so exhaustively.

 There was no need to engage in a battle of wits, no need for protracted negotiations.

 All that was needed was to report the results and data of each day's work.

 Link seemed to be unaware of the high value of the information he was casually "leaking".

 Lanny couldn't understand what Link was really thinking.

 If it were her, she would definitely not disclose the information so easily.

 At least not without some days of hard work in exchange.

 What was Link thinking?

 Link simply wanted to have an honest exchange.

 After all, pushing people to do things was far less efficient than guiding them to do things on their own.

 If you just whip a donkey, in time, the donkey will start to balk.

 Not to mention when it comes to people.

 But if you hang a carrot in front of the donkey, that's a completely different story.

 The donkey will work hard, patiently, and uncomplainingly, pulling the grindstone and the cart, just to get that carrot into its mouth.

 In Link's view, Lanny Taylor and her team were like a donkey that still had a bit of wild instinct.

 There was a high chance that they would refuse to pull the cart or even retreat when beaten.

 To better control this donkey, he needed to hang a "carrot".

 Fresh, sweet, delicious, tempting.

 So that they could see the hope of completing the camp task, even the possibility of overtaking Team Link and finishing the task before them,

 Instead of muddling through tasks without knowing the reasons why they are doing them.

 This was the "carrot" that Link carefully chose.

 Open communication is the way to hang the carrot.

 Reality proved that open communication worked very well.

 The "carrot" played a significant role.

 Lanny's team members, the 5 members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", and 5 other apprentices from different organizations, no longer resisted much about teaming up with Link.

 After receiving the task, none of them would lazily go through the motions or secretly slack off.

 Lanny watched all these changes carefully.

 She faintly felt like she was undercharging and losing out.

 She wanted to mooch off Link's wisdom and his innovative thinking, and indeed she did mooch off.

 But the problem was, she was also being mooched off in return.

 And she was being mooched even more severely!

 She had a strong premonition that Link Grande was speeding towards his goal.

 Especially after she took the initiative to offer him assistance.

 ...

 Monroe Brisegio calmly accepted Elise Clark's departure from the team.

 In fact, even if he didn't accept it, there's nothing he could do.

 Stop her?

 If Elise really went crazy, Monroe wouldn't dare to bear her wrath.

 Though they both had spatial storage magic tools, the capacity of Monroe's leather pouch was far inferior to the small bag on Elise's waist.

 Moreover, there was a huge difference between their personal wealth.

 If they really started a fight, all of Monroe's Rune Objects and Magic Tools would be exhausted, while Elise could still continuously produce enhanced versions of Self-Destructing Fire Thunders.

 He didn't want to endure another bombardment.

 Otherwise, he would completely lose face.

 As for Link Grande who triggered Elise's departure,

 To be honest, Monroe didn't resent him at all.

 He knew very well that Elise left not because of Link Grande.

 The reason was that he himself didn't earn Elise's trust in the past, and he also failed to hide his intentions, which she saw through.

 This time, if Monroe should vent his anger on Link Grande;

 Then, the next time a similar or different problem arises, who will he vent his anger on?

 A person who always blames others and doesn't have the awareness and courage to face his own mistakes cannot accomplish great things.

 Monroe had high ambitions and didn't want to be a wizard apprentice all his life!

 He absolutely did not want to deceive himself.

 On the contrary, Monroe admired Link Grande, especially after their direct communication.

 He had no doubt about Link's genius in botany and Potion Study.

 After splitting up with Elise, Monroe and the few people who believed in him also became busy.

 First of all, he used some connections to enter a ruin that had already been discovered by others.

 After carefully observing the various records in the ruin, Monroe confirmed that the battle between the God Slayer and the gods had indeed happened in the history of this world.

 This indirectly confirmed Link Grande's theory of "Destructive Rescue".

 At least the tremendous growth in size of carnivorous animals, the mutation of some plants, and the changes in a few herbivorous animals, could all find logically consistent explanations.

 Therefore, they needed to act quickly.

 Not to say they should finish the camp task before Link Grande, but at least they needed to improve their own and their team's participation, performance, and achievements in the camp task.

 In the inter-regional competition, the academy seemed to have thrown the wizard apprentices into this world and barely managed them.

 But every action of all the wizard apprentices was clearly recorded by the academy.

 Otherwise, how would the academy grade and rank the apprentices?
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 Research and experimentation were not Monroe's forte.

 Being forced to do it did not speed up progress, and the results were not necessarily good.

 Monroe's approach was to use every means possible to first eliminate a number of the giant carnivorous creatures.

 So, while Elise's team was slaying left and right, Monroe's team was doing the same.

 The difference was, Elise targeted the Pure Blood members of the opposition camp, especially the Pure Blood Will members;

 And Monroe hunted giant carnivorous creatures, often swooping in to seize the monsters just as the opposition's hunting operation was about to succeed.

 For a time, Elise's team and Monroe's team were causing great hardship for the opposition camp.

 Under the organization of those with ulterior motives, a joint attack against Elise's and Monroe's teams was about to be launched.

 ...

 Link was grateful that he had accumulated a large amount of witchcraft.

 In research and experiments for the reconstruction of the ecosystem, many processes needing considerable time were significantly shortened and efficiency improved with the help of versatile witchcraft.

 In just three days and nights, the destructive rescue experiment, which presupposed the elimination of giant carnivorous creatures, had yielded preliminary results.

 After the temperature rose to a certain level and four giant ferocious fish died in succession, the ferocious fish born later showed a clear trend of reducing in size.

 The changes were not just limited to carnivorous creatures.

 Microorganisms, plants, and herbivorous creatures also underwent adaptive changes.

 After a cursory comparative evaluation, Link believed that the reconstructed ecosystem was superior to the existing one in terms of sustainability.

 However, at this stage of the study, the experimental conditions were not fully met, the experiment process lacked rigor, and the reliability and validity of the experimental data were insufficient. It was too early to declare success.

 Link desperately needed a bigger and more suitable venue, more and better experimental materials, and better and more precise experimental equipment to conduct a more long-term and strict experiment.

 Only then could it qualify as a bona fide study, culminating in a competent "paper."

 Hmm…

 The aforementioned needs arose from the academic instincts of a researcher.

 Actually, Link did not need to go to that extent.

 What was the initial purpose of initiating research and experiments on this world's ecosystem?

 It wasn't to truly build a perfectly balanced ecosystem.

 Instead, it was to verify whether reconstructing a sustainable ecosystem could Save the World.

 All of Link's previous actions, including acquiring equipment, arranging teams to analyze water samples, soil, and biological specimens, and proceeding with ecosystem reconstruction in three different directions, were part of the early-stage demonstration.

 The demonstration results did not need to be extremely rigorous; as long as the logic was consistent.

 Now, Link had achieved preliminary results.

 That is, by raising the temperature, the demise of the giant carnivorous creatures that consumed the most resources in this world could be triggered, thus optimizing the ecological structure, and shifting the existing unbalanced ecosystem towards normal, sustainable development.

 This would fulfill the conditions for the world to recuperate and buy time for the world's original slow recovery.

 The early-stage demonstration yielded desirable results.

 The next step was to find a place to submit the "report."

 A Wizard Apprentice's powers were limited; even if they found a method to Save the World or destroy the world, they could not possibly implement it personally.

 So, Link determined that the academy must have arranged a certain "place" or "role" to assist competing Wizard Apprentices in verifying their plans.

 The location of this "place" or this "role" was a problem.

 According to the academy's usual practice, they would not directly tell the competing apprentices.

 The apprentices had to guess, find, and verify on their own.

 In this respect, Link had a daring guess.

 He wanted to verify his speculation.

 "Come over, everyone."

 One morning, Link summoned his team members, who had been buried in research and experiments underground for three days, oblivious to the outside world's changing situation.

 "Boss, what are your orders?"

 Buck tended to take on the role of the joint spokesman for the Brotherhood and Social Phobia Groups.

 Every time Link gathered everyone, Buck was usually the one to respond first.

 A real vocal proxy.

 "I don't have any orders, but there is something that requires everyone's cooperation."

 Link said calmly: "This matter is urgent and may require everyone to work extra hours to complete as soon as possible."

 "Boss, just give the order."

 Buck thumped his chest, producing a dull sound, and shouted loudly, "My brothers and sisters will not hold you back, boss, we will complete the task!"

 Used to Buck's antics, Link did not take offense. On the contrary, he actually appreciated this trait.

 It was good to have someone in the team who could lighten the mood.

 Happy learning, happy working, happy living, huh?

 He then said, "I need everyone to summarize their experimental records and data into a written report within two hours and then deliver it to me."

 A report, needless to say, could not be just a few random words.

 It had to contain detailed experimental records, solid experimental data, and logically consistent internal logic.

 Detailed analyses on water samples, soil, plant specimens, and animal specimens would come into play at this point.

 The three different methods used to reconstruct three different ecosystems in three directions had consequential significance.

 All this was to corroborate the "Destructive Rescue" approach.
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 All of this was for a report on the feasibility of a Save the World project.

 "No problem, boss."

 Buck responded, leading the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group to get to work with zeal.

 Jasmine stayed behind. Once everyone was busy, she went to Link and asked quietly, "Any progress?"

 She understood Link's habits.

 When he needs to use large amounts of data, that's when he has made some research breakthroughs.

 "Yes."

 Link did not hide it from Jasmine, nodding, "I have a guess, and I want to verify it."

 "What's your guess? Can you share it?"

 Jasmine pursued further.

 She has always been trying to catch up with Link, aligning with him in all aspects.

 Understanding Link's way of thinking was a great help to her.

 "It's hard to say for now, I'm not certain myself."

 Link thought for a moment, but still did not share the bold guess that had suddenly popped into his head with Jasmine.

 It wasn't that he didn't trust Jasmine.

 It's just that this guess was a little too outrageous.

 "Alright then."

 Jasmine shrugged, didn't probe any further, and said instead, "If you need to take risks, you must pay attention to safety."

 It has to be said, the intuition of women is on point.

 While Jasmine couldn't guess what Link wanted to verify, she had a feeling that it was something risky.

 That's why even Link himself isn't confident.

 He prefers to keep quiet before taking action.

 "Yes, I will."

 Link said with a smile, and then comforted her, "Don't worry, nothing will happen."

 Jasmine didn't reply, she turned and left.

 She was in charge of several experiments and also needed to compile and record data.

 Less than two hours later, Link received a thick stack of organized experiment records and data.

 He went into his tent, hung up an abandoned Magic Stone for illumination, and laid out paper and pens.

 Link organized his thoughts a bit, and began to write fervently.

 From abnormal ecological environments, mutations in certain plants, and abnormal changes in some herbivores, to the relatively normal size of the majority of herbivores, and the significant increase in size of almost all carnivores,

 To the analysis and comparison of water and soil composition tests,

 Then to the experiment of reconstructing ecosystems based on modified "genes" of plants, to the experiment of reconstructing ecosystems based on modified "genes" of herbivores,

 To the final experiment on ecosystem reconstruction by "naturally" destroying large carnivorous animals,

 Link detailed every aspect.

 The records were complete, the data solid and real.

 After setting the stage, Link proposed his "Destructive Rescue" plan, then began to logically prove it based on the above records and data.

 In terms of wording, Link tried to use as plain language as he could, minimizing the usage of academic terms.

 After numerous edits and polishing, a 50-page report was finally completed in nearly eight hours.

 Link took a short break, drank some water, ate some dry food, and then in one go, began to verify his guess about a certain "place" and a certain "character".

 He first asked Jasmine to take everyone out of the tunnel to the surface of the sandbank, ready to cross the river at any time.

 Then, he went into the secret tunnel alone once again.

 This time, Link did not use thorns to open the Bronze Door, he opened the door himself.

 A creaking sound rang out.

 The Bronze Door slowly opened.

 The skeleton, leaning on the great sword Guardian Coffin, appeared in Link's view.

 After a long stare into the empty eye sockets, Link took a deep breath, took a small step, and placed the thick stack of reports in front of the skeleton.

 If one were to find someone who wishes to save this World,

 Link thought,

 The God Slayer might just be the one.

 This was a bold guess, indeed.

 As for whether it's right, let's wait and see.
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 This operation was somewhat sudden.

 Link himself knew that.

 But there was no choice, time was not that generous.

 The Opposition camp, the North District apprentices of the Righteous Faction, would not let Link keep researching and experimenting leisurely.

 Then casually take the rich results of the research, finish the big comparison, and win the first place.

 Moreover, there is a hostile "Pure Blood Will" lurking in the dark, who knows when it will pounce and bite.

 This "world" has a limited area, the position of the Mid-river Sandbar is not remote, and the Magic Tool for reconnaissance is not a display.

 Team Link's stationed at the Mid-river Sandbar is no longer a secret.

 Not only does Lanny Taylor and her team know it.

 These few days, many people have been scouting the situation of the Mid-river Sandbar on both sides of the river.

 If it drags on, it will not be an investigation, but an attack.

 Furthermore, Elise Clark sent a private message late last night, saying that "Pure Blood Will" accidentally learned that Link was stationed at the Mid-river Sandbar and was developing an attack plan.

 The credibility of this news is very high.

 Among the people who came to scout, Link found a member of the "Pure Blood Will" who had met once before.

 It was then that he decided to speed up the pace, finish research and experiments as soon as possible, and produce not rigorous interim results to validate his speculation.

 No matter what the verification results are, they must be transferred immediately, the sooner the better.

 Exit the tomb, stand outside the Bronze Door, and prepare to close the door at any time.

 Link held his breath and waited silently.

 He didn't know how long it had been.

 With Link's physique, he felt his body stiffening a bit.

 This was caused by standing in one position for too long.

 "Really?"

 Link felt slightly disappointed in his heart, watching the motionless Slayer's Dried Bones.

 It seems that I still need to think of ways to find some special "places" or "characters" to verify the guess about submitting a "report".

 In this way, there will be many more waves.

 After all, looking around, if they are not the enemy camp, they are the North District Students of their own camp who are destined to be unable to work together.

 The only ones who could be trusted reluctantly were the Lanny Taylor team.

 This is really picking a general out of a dwarf, making do with the material.

 Slowly closing the Bronze Door, Link walked out of the secret tunnel and closed the iron door again.

 Called everyone back to fill in all the tunnels near the secret passage, carefully handle the excavation traces.

 After thinking about it, Link set several hidden traps in the necessary places leading to the secret passage.

 In this way, as long as they are not Team Link, or people Link specifically told the location to come, they would get a warm "welcome".

 Even if it cannot prevent the other party from exploring the secret passage and the tomb, it should also disgust them.

 Then, Link organized team members to miniaturize three sets of commonly used experimental equipment, packed other things that could be taken away, and buried things that could not be taken away.

 The experimental logs and raw drafts of experimental data were directly burnt to ashes.

 After all, Link had them firmly in mind in the Hall of Memories and could call them out whenever needed.

 "Fill it in."

 At the entrance of the tunnel, Link looked in the direction of the tomb, still waiting for any movement, and finally gave up, saying to Jasmine,

 "Okay."

 Jasmine replied and led several Earth Systems "workers" to fill in the painstakingly excavated laboratory and tunnels one by one, restoring them to their original state.

 "Let's go, let's go and meet up with Lanny Taylor."

 Link waved his hand, take the lead to walk out of the tunnel, and came to the surface of the Mid-river Sandbar.

 The Flying Sphere and the Four Scouting Puppets had gone out in advance.

 They were currently scouting the surrounding situation in real-time, preventing someone from launching a surprise attack while they were crossing the river.

 When they reached the river, they were still preparing to cross the river with the climbing rope.

 this time the Flying Sphere will not carry the rope across the river first.

 Link used a technique named hovering and double layer water shield version, skipping over the big river, taking the long rope to the hill, and tying the rope tightly.

 Jasmine, the five brothers, and the Socially Anxious Trio crossed the river in an orderly manner.

 When everyone had climbed the rope and reached the hill, Link ran one more trip to the Mid-river Sandbar.

 One is to reclaim the rope.

 The second is that he still had some lingering feelings.

 He wanted to take advantage of the effect of the Water System Zero Ring witchcraft watermark cast on the report was not yet dissipated, and sense whether the watermark has been triggered.

 Unfortunately, the report was still in its original state, had not been picked up, let alone flipped through.

 With a sigh, Link returned to the hill disappointedly.

 "Let's go, Lanny Taylor is waiting for us at their base."

 Link looked at his teammates who were ready to go, suppressed other thoughts, and pointed in a direction.

 After these few days of getting along and cooperating, a tacit understanding has formed among the team members.

 Without Link's arrangement, they consciously formed groups.

 Whether to clear the path, warn both sides, scout in real-time, or are responsible for breaking off the pursuit.

 They hadn't walked long before they came to a mountain stream with a narrow entrance that was easy to defend and hard to attack.

 Link's team stopped outside the entrance and did not enter directly.

 They quietly waited for the Lanny team to come out on their own.

 Why meet with the Lanny team again?

 This is a different time.

 The situation has changed too fast in a short few days.

 The whole "world" has become a mess, and everywhere is at war.

 Link succeeded in fanning the flames every day on the faction channel.

 It's not just Team Monroe who are stealing "monsters" from the Opposition Camp.

 More and more Righteous Camp teams choose to rob in front of the Opposition camp, to cause destruction, to play "Destructive Rescue".

 It's just that Team Monroe is elite, and the battle results they have obtained are more fruitful, so they attract more hatred.
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 Stimulated further by the main task set by the academy - two opposing camps (the enemy wants to do, you want to destroy),

 The conflict between the two camps spiked.

 Not only would they fight on sight.

 More and more people like Elise Clark, put the camp missions aside, to deal with the hostile camps.

 As long as I kill all the enemies, I consider it a success.

 Without completing a camp mission, without successfully saving or destroying the world, it's just a slight downgrade in rating.

 It's not a big deal at all.

 Soon, the Lanny Taylor team which was also preparing to transition came out of the mountain stream.

 "You take the lead."

 Seeing Link's face, Lanny immediately took a stand.

 Either do it or don't at all.

 Having given up the idea of independently completing her main task and planning to leverage Link Grande's strength, Lanny would not flip flop easily.

 Even if she has any emotions, she would keep them to herself.

 "If any of you are insincere, verbally agreeing to follow the commander's orders but not doing your part, don't blame me for kicking you out of the team."

 Lanny not only made her position clear to Link, but she also turned around and warned her team members very seriously.

 Whether this was sincere or just for show, there was nothing much for Jasmine, who was looking for faults originally, to say.

 "Yes."

 "No problem."

 "Settled."

 The five members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" responds quite neatly, the other five members from the other apprentice organizations were more scattered.

 Even with the teams only one person apart in members, there were discernible differences, or even a gap between them.

 Lanny Taylor was lacking in terms of her team's cohesiveness.

 Link observed Lanny's performance throughout the process and had mixed feelings about her.

 While he was a bit wary of her, he mostly admired her.

 Not all people in their early teens are able to read the situation accurately and adjust their strategy according to direction of the wind.

 Nor can everyone, disregarding age, adjust their mentality promptly, shifting from resistance to cooperation.

 This transition, if put nicely, is called surrender; if not, it's defecting to the enemy.

 In turn, Link didn't simply take over Lanny's team.

 Instead, he appointed Lanny as the deputy leader, in charge of leading her original team.

 This arrangement, accomplished a lot of things.

 What specifically, would not be detailed further.

 After the two teams merged, the first problem was deciding which direction to move towards.

 Link has already made a decision, but he still employed a democratic spirit, roughly drew a few strokes on the ground, outlining the terrain within 30 miles.

 Pointing to a basin not too far away from here, bordered by a river on one side, mountains on two sides with a pass between the mountains as the only entrance and exit, he said:

 "I plan to move here and construct our base and defense lines, then observe the situation and adjust the response strategy according to the change in the situation. What do you think? If you have any different views, suggestions or advice, don't hesitate to speak."

 Having said that, Link looked at Lanny Taylor.

 Lanny glanced at the terrain map, compared it with the terrain layout that she remembered, and found that indeed the place chosen by Link was a good spots.

 It was easy to defend and hard to attack, it was not inferior to the mountain stream behind them.

 The question is, has such a good spot not be occupied by others yet?

 She immediately said, "It's a good place, if not occupied by others, I agree."

 After that, no one else spoke.

 Because Lanny Taylor hit the nail on the head.

 The rest were just minor details, not important.

 Link explained," I scouted last night and didn't find any traces of human activity, I don't know the current situation now, we can only keep bouncing."

 Upon receiving Elise's private message last night, Link immediately prepared to change location of the encampment.

 He scouted several potential encampments and finally found the mountain basin to be the most suitable one.

 After a pause, Link emphasised, "No matter what, this place has already been discovered, we can't stay here any longer."

 As soon as the conversation ended, having unified their thoughts, they immediately set off.

 Both teams didn't proceed together, they separated into a front and back team, advancing in an "I" formation, scanning the area as they went.

 Even though there were Flying Spheres overhead and four Reconnaissance Puppets around, along with the Reconnaissance Magic Tools that Lanny Taylor had managed to get from somewhere else, Link still dared not to slacken.

 Having experienced Tracey Lucia's remote bombardment and witnessing Elise Clark's dive bombing, Link deeply understood the concept of beyond-visual-range warfare.

 If he slackened even a little bit, and was discovered by others before noticing,

 He'd be greeted with ruthless bombardment.

 Perhaps Link could survive the bombardment using the "Defender 3202" suit, the life-saving magic tool, and the flexible application of the Water Shield Spell.

 But for others, including Jasmine who was also equipped with a "Defender 3202" suit, they would all be "killed" on the spot.

 The defense of the suit was not the issue.

 The weakness lies in the physical strength of the Wizard Apprentices, their ability to withstand impact, and their defensive ability.

 If he has to devise an attacking plan now, he would most likely start with impact and vibration.

 Link wouldn't be so arrogant as to think that only he could understand this.

 Otherwise, why would a person as rich as Elise have an inexhaustible supply of advanced self-destructing fire thunders in her pouch?

 They advanced carefully along the way, avoiding when they could, and skirting around whenever possible.

 In a nutshell, one principle was to avoid accidents.

 But then, as they were about to reach the mountain basin, an accident still happened.

 Two teams of people looking a bit disheveled, and who were slightly in a mess had already entered the basin first.

 It looked like they were preparing to rest here.

 At the same time Link noticed them, they obviously also noticed Link and his group.
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 Both sides went on the alert simultaneously.

 The movements of the other side were very adept, their coordination impeccably harmonious.

 In the blink of an eye, they rushed into the basin, then scattered to hide in stealth, setting up a defense line, ready to counterattack.

 Several others ascended into the sky at high speed, hovering above the two mountain peaks, ready to strike at any time.

 Link saw a familiar figure.

 "Do not attack rashly, only act upon my orders,"

 He first issued commands to his two teams, emphasizing, "Did you understand?"

 "Understood!"

 Jasmine led the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group in unison.

 "Understood."

 Lanny Taylor was a half-step slower but also shouted out loudly.

 But her ten team members did not respond in time, which made them seem very unpunctual.

 This made Lanny slightly annoyed.

 Link spoke again, shouting angrily, "Did you understand?"

 At the same time, a chilling, intimidating aura emanated from him, enveloping the ten unclear figures.

 "Understood!"

 At this moment, Lutz Bailey and Bahmir Balves, who had been observing the explosion from afar, came to their senses first, leading their eight companions in a loud response.

 They waved their hands forcefully, signaling their teams to spread out and be on alert.

 Link operated his wristwatch a bit and sent out two private messages.

 One to Elise, and one to Monroe Brisegio, the content was: Are you the ones I encountered?

 Not much later, both replied almost simultaneously.

 Elise sent back a single word, "Yes".

 Monroe replied: Yes. Collaborate? Or retreat?

 The sensitivity and tension in their replies, as well as their cautious responses as if faced with a formidable enemy, allowed Link to make a judgment.

 It appears that the other party has encountered something or is possibly being pursued by a formidable enemy.

 A rather difficult choice was laid before Link.

 In principle, to avoid trouble, Link should undoubtedly choose to retreat without hesitation.

 But Link did not immediately make this decision.

 If Elise and Team Monroe are indeed being pursued, if Link leads his team to retreat now, they could only return the way they came, not continuing forward.

 Otherwise, they might very well collide head-on with the team pursuing Elise and Monroe.

 They could end up being cannon fodder for Elise and Team Monroe.

 "Wait."

 Link sent Monroe two more words in reply, then shared his deductions and worries with everyone, seeking their opinions once more.

 "There's nothing to hesitate about, we should cooperate with them."

 After hearing Link's words, Lanny Taylor was the first to state her position.

 She had her own set of reasoning.

 Leaving a comfortable sandbar and mountain stream because of several cases of unknown individuals scouting, there definitely was no going back.

 Now, they couldn't go forwards either.

 Stuck in the middle, it was awkward to either advance or retreat.

 Other than cooperating with their counterparts from the North District, there were no other choices.

 Jasmine only quietly said: "I'll follow your lead."

 The Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group follow Link, while Team Lanny listens to Lanny.

 Their opinion instantly unified.

 Link scanned everyone's faces, including the members of Team Lanny, absolutely no one was left out, he solemnly declared: "If that's the case, we cooperate with them. However, everyone should be extra cautious, understood?"

 "Understood!"

 This time, everyone responded in unison.

 They truly understood.

 "Move."

 Link gave the order, taking the lead, and leading the two teams carefully toward the mountain basin.

 Preparing to rendezvous with Elise and Team Monroe.

 Just as they were about to enter the basin, Link's steps momentarily faltered.

 He quickly covered it up and continued marching forward.

 Just now, it was as if someone had whispered in his ear, like a passing breeze, saying:

 "You're doing well."
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 Mid-river Sandbar. 

 Underground, behind the Bronze Door, a circular tomb.

 The empty eye sockets of the skeletal remains faintly emit a red light.

 As time passed, the red light grew brighter, and then with a sizzling sound, turned into two flames.

 A creaking sound echoed from the skeletal body.

 The pale bones slowly transformed, gradually turning into a translucent jade color.

 The left hand resting on the coffin rose, placed over the right hand tightly grasping a great sword, in a double-handed sword grip.

 Maintaining this posture for a while, the skeleton made another movement.

 Like a rusty machine oiled, its movements changed from sluggish to fluid.

 The skeletal hands pressed down forcefully, using the great sword to stand up.

 Casually carrying the great sword behind him, the skeleton glanced around the tomb room.

 Its gaze finally rested on the coffin.

 The two flames flickering in its eye sockets appeared to radiate a deep sense of remembrance, pity, and sorrow.

 "My Daughter."

 The lower jaw bone of the skeleton moved a few times, the voice was hoarse and low, "One thousand six hundred and twenty-seven years have passed."

 No one knows how the skeleton, without vocal cords, could produce such sound.

 The skeleton's monologue echoed in the small circular tomb room.

 "The gods who disregarded the lives of mortals, I have slain every one of them.

 But, what of it?

 I still couldn't save you.

 You still lie here, silent.

 The gods fell, the world changed dramatically.

 The world began to decline.

 Mankind is heading towards extinction.

 But all of this, it has nothing to do with me anymore.

 I wish only to accompany you in your eternal sleep.

 My daughter.

 More than a thousand years have passed.

 This world is being obliterated.

 I don't care about this world.

 Whether it lives or dies, it doesn't concern me.

 I just can't let you lose your resting place.

 My daughter.

 Wait for me.

 I'm going out for a bit, to solve a small problem.

 I will be back soon.

 Don't be afraid.

 I'll definitely return to your side.

 And continue our eternal slumber."

 As the voice fell, a thick stack of reports on the ground flew up automatically.

 The reports floated in front of the skeleton, burning page by page.

 Just because the God Slayer doesn't understand the writings of the Wizard World, it doesn't mean he can't comprehend the contents within.

 Especially since all of Link's experiments occurred right under his nose.

 Comparing the two, the God Slayer could naturally fully understand Link's intent for destructive rescue.

 And elevate it.

 Now, who could understand this world better than the God Slayer?

 No one.

 The Bronze Door opened on its own accord.

 The God Slayer took strides, left the tomb room, and entered the secret passage.

 As the Bronze Door slowly closed, the God Slayer looked back, catching one last glance of the coffin through the crack of the door.

 With a swishing sound, his great sword ignited with black flames.

 The flames started small and eventually grew, slowly shaping into wings, enveloping the skeleton.

 The black winged flames and the crystal clear jade bones created a stark contrast.

 As if symbolizing darkness and light.

 Epitomizing destruction and salvation.

 The gaze of the God Slayer aimed towards the direction where Link Grande was, his lower jaw bone opening slightly, whispering a few words.

 The God Slayer held a good impression of this otherworldly person who controlled their desires, only sending in reports, and never once stepping into the tomb room.

 Because Link didn't disturb the sleep of his daughter.

 His gaze was recalled.

 The moment the wings of pure black fire unfolded, the jade bones radiated a brilliant light.

 In an instant, the God Slayer disappeared from the secret passage, vanishing without a trace.

 Only the white walls were left on both sides.

 The murals had quietly disappeared.

 ...

 Mountain Basin.

 "Welcome."

 Monroe Brisegio, alone, greeted Link and his group at the entrance.

 He was still in his jungle camouflage, his face painted with several lines of colors, but his expression wasn't as spirited as before.

 A glimpse of exhaustion uncontrollably spilled out between his brows.

 Although Monroe tried to force up his spirit, putting on a face.

 Upon seeing Link, Monroe extended his right hand from afar.

 As though the Mountain Basin was his home court, and he was the master here.

 Even if he himself had just stepped into the basin, he hadn't even set up camp yet.

 "Thank you."

 Link did not mind Monroe's trivialities.

 These were just insignificant details that could be ignored.

 After shaking hands lightly, Link's gaze easily moved past Monroe.

 He casually glanced at several of his cautious comrades from the North District.

 Upon brief comparison with his memory, Link was startled to find that two of the people he had met in the jungle last time were no longer here.

 He didn't know whether they were separated or eliminated.

 If they were eliminated, then the battles Team Monroe encountered must have been intense.

 Putting aside unnecessary thoughts, Link did not beat around the bush, and cut straight to the chase: "Looking at your conditions, it seems things aren't going well, did you encounter some problems?"

 Upon hearing this, Monroe revealed a bitter smile: "We let our guard down, fell into an ambush, suffered heavy losses."

 He didn't try to hide it, acknowledged it candidly, but didn't mention all of what happened.

 What they went through was no mere ambush.

 The things that took place, such as deceit, counter-deceit, bait, ambush, counter-ambush, counter-counter ambush, pursuit, retaliation, and further pursuit, how can a simple phrase, 'fell into an ambush' explain it all clearly?

 Monroe just didn't want to bring up painful memories.

 In the end, they fell into this dire situation, chased until they had lost everything and were forced to flee,

 The main reason, was that they were too successful in the early stages of hunting monsters, which caused his arrogance.

 Seeing a sumptuous bait, he couldn't help but want to eat it.

 Several of his partners tried to discourage him, warning him there might be an ambush.

 But he wouldn't listen.

 He was adamant.
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 As a result, we blindly charged in and took a bunch of casualties.

 It was only thanks to the two buddies who desperately urged him to reconsider and bravely covered our retreat that we managed to withdraw with the majority of our troops.

 We didn't lose everyone there.

 After that, Team Monroe encountered Team Elise, which had been ambushed but managed to retreat intact at some cost.

 The two teams joined forces and tangled with their equally combined pursuers all the way.

 It wasn't until late last night that they temporarily evaded their pursuers.

 However, Monroe didn't need to go into detail, Link could roughly guess what had happened.

 "You must still have pursuers behind you."

 After a moment's thought, Link inquired tentatively, "What are the chances that the enemies discovered our group?"

 An idea came to Link's mind. He saw this as an opportunity and was planning to take them on.

 But having never encountered them before, he didn't know how their Reconnaissance Magic Tools were configured.

 So he only had the option to ask Monroe, the one involved.

 Everyone's no fool.

 We listen to logic.

 Monroe immediately grasped what Link meant, excitedly claiming, "Not a big chance, almost zero."

 "Hmm…"

 Link pondered for a moment and said, "Let's consult with each of our teammates, see if we can set up an ambush, catch them off guard."

 "That's possible."

 Monroe made a fist with his right hand and slammed it into his left palm, his expression exuberant. He turned around to go discuss with his buddies.

 Link led the two lines of troops that had entered the Mountain Basin in single file. They did not continue standing in conspicuous places but moved to the foothills with some cover.

 Once they've settled a bit, Link opened his mouth to speak:

 "In my personal opinion, given the current situation, a clash with the Opposition camp is inevitable.

 It's better to make the first attack rather than standing so they can ambush us.

 While we have the advantage, we should engage in a good fight with the Opposition camp, accumulate experience, and test our abilities.

 We don't want to lose our footing in the future."

 Of course, that's just the surface reason.

 What's the real reason?

 It's because of the whisper he heard before entering the basin.

 On the way into the basin, Link had repeatedly confirmed it in his Hall of Mind.

 That whisper did not belong to any language he knew, entirely alien.

 He could understand the meaning purely because the "whisper" inherently had the extraordinary effect of "language comprehension".

 Link immediately guessed that the God Slayer in the tomb had awakened.

 The confidence to stir things up greatly increased.

 Buck, as usual, was the first to stand up and support his leader: "I agree!"

 Then came support from the other four brothers.

 Even the Social Phobia Trio mustered up the courage to speak loud and clear:

 "What the boss said is right, we fully support the boss."

 Jasmine stayed silent, merely standing even closer to Link, almost shoulder to shoulder.

 Lanny was somewhat envious of the atmosphere within Team Link.

 Unified and harmonious.

 She was also familiar with the Social Phobia Trio.

 The usually taciturn three, hadn't been with that guy Link Grande for very long, but had already changed so much, even daring to speak loudly in front of many people.

 And moreover, without blushing, without embarrassment.

 They were simply off the charts!

 She glanced at the team members behind her who could never get their strengths together and felt inexplicably tired.

 Her voice was even languid when she finally spoke: "I have no objection."

 Since Lanny Taylor agreed, the 10 people following her, whether they had differing thoughts or not, couldn't really object.

 Especially those 5 new members from other Apprentice Organizations.

 Growing more and more silent.

 They simply echoed the sentiments.

 Link detected the weirdness in the atmosphere, but it wasn't good to expose it. He only secretly kept a watchful eye.

 At this moment, Monroe had finished discussing with his buddies and waved to Link from afar.

 Link signaled everyone to take this opportunity to rest a bit, then walked over.

 "What did they say?"

 Monroe asked anxiously.

 "No problem, we can take them on."

 Link confirmed positively.

 "Do you have any good ideas?"

 Monroe remembered what Elise had told him about how under Link's planning, a trap directly eliminated Tracey Lucia and six members of the "Pure Blood Will". He wanted to hear Link's plans.

 "Do you have a magic tool that can hide multiple people?"

 Link asked instead of answering.

 "Yes."

 Monroe nodded.

 "Well, that's easy then."

 Link had a plan in mind, and said,

 "My teammates and I will hide near the river in advance.

 If the pursuers do arrive, you guys put up a resistance at the entrance initially, then pretend to be defeated and lead the enemy inside. When you reach the river, scatter and flank them.

 At that moment, we, as fresh troops, would make a frontal assault."

 As he spoke, Link also demonstrated the secondary Misty Rain Technique, using different thick and thin mists to show the layout, positioning, and routes.

 Clear and understandable, easy to grasp at a glance.

 "Alright, let's do it this way."

 After giving it some serious thought, Monroe felt Link's plan, although simple, would be effective if strictly carried out. He immediately voiced his agreement.

 After a pause, Monroe proposed, "You guys are here to help. We can't let you do all the work without any compensation. We should provide you with extra Rune Objects and Magic Tools."

 Of course, this is a more indirect way of putting it.

 Link understood the implication.

 Since the other party had given him face, he would accept it graciously.

 "Sure."

 Link agreed, completely relaxed, without any embarrassment.

 The South District New Bloods were generally poor anyway. They could hardly afford many Rune Objects, not to mention Magic Tools.

 After that, Link offered advice, "If your supplies are ample, consider setting some traps."
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 "Hmm." 

 Monroe accepted the suggestion, but he did not delve further into the conversation.

 These were all standard procedures.

 Those who understand, understand, there's no need to waste time.

 "This is a stealth magic tool, it can last for 24 hours, blocking all reconnaissance magic tools of the First Ring from probing."

 Monroe pulled out a cylindrical gadget, similar to a flashlight from the cowhide bag at his waist, and handed it to Link, also explaining the details of how to use it.

 He then said: "Elise will be coming to you soon to replenish your supplies."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded in response.

 After finishing their important discussion, both of them started to get busy.

 Monroe went off to discuss tactics with his team, arranging positions and setting traps.

 Link, on the other hand, led two teams of men towards the river bank, looking for a suitable place to lie in wait.

 They followed standard procedures, nothing out of the ordinary.

 Except for all the reconnaissance magic tools.

 They not only guarded against outside threats but also internal ones.

 While one should not harbor malicious intentions, one must always guard against others' deception.

 Link had no intention of betraying Monroe or Elise, nor did he want to be betrayed by them.

 "Wow, you're even guarding against me?"

 The crazy girl, Elise, flew over and landed beside Link. Upon seeing Link's setup, she started to make a fuss.

 Her tone was playful, devoid of any blame.

 It's human nature after all.

 They were all the same, no one was to blame.

 Didn't Monroe also arrange for reconnaissance magic tools to monitor Link's group?

 Without waiting for Link's response, Elise turned her head to look at Jasmine, smiling widely.

 The smile was rather eerie, as if she had found something amusing, her excitement was inexplicably high.

 Elise pounced and clung onto Jasmine. Without considering whether Jasmine was willing, she hugged Jasmine's shoulder and asked carelessly: "Hey, are you in love with that guy Link? You're always together, don't you get tired of each other!"

 Jasmine's face turned a slight pink.

 Luckily, the "sunlight" was rather bright, making her blush less noticeable.

 She managed to pull away from Elise, and defensively said: "Not at all! Who'd fall for that blockhead? Don't talk nonsense!"

 "Hehehe…."

 Once Elise got started, she wouldn't let things go easily. She giggled, "Still trying to deny it. The way you look at Link, it's almost dripping with affection! Would you care so much if you didn't like him? I don't believe it."

 "You're just making stuff up! I absolutely don't!"

 Getting slightly flustered, Jasmine widened her eyes and retorted, "Stop messing around and making up stories."

 Seeing Jasmine's repeated denials, Elise pouted: "How boring."

 After saying that, she hopped to Link's side and asked curiously, "Hey, do you know she likes you? And do you like her?"

 Jasmine's ears perked up and from the corner of her eyes, she sneaked glances at Link, waiting for his response.

 Link did not answer, but just stared blankly at Elise, who was causing a ruckus as soon as she arrived.

 "Even more boring."

 After exchanging glances with Link, Elise knew she was not going to get an answer and muttered, "You're both so good at playing coy, when can you have a baby? Don't wait until you're an official wizard, after decades, you won't be able to have a child!"

 Having said that, Elise took out a pile of supplies from her small bag and placed them on the ground, then quickly flew away.

 Came in like a whirlwind, left in like a whirlwind.

 And casually stirred up a young innocent heart.

 After the throbbing anticipation, came the chilling disappointment.

 Alas, it's like this again.

 Always like this.
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 Jasmine was generous at heart.

 She decided to let Link slide, just rolling her eyes at him in the end.

 Not worth squabbling with such a deadbeat.

 After all, there was more than enough time.

 A stone could be warmed up in one's bosom with time.

 She did not believe that the deadbeat would remain clueless all the while.

 Or to keep playing the game of pretending not to understand.

 Link watched Elise leave and, ignoring the emotionally tumultuous Jasmine, called out loudly:

 "Everyone, come over here."

 He scanned briefly over the logistical items Elise had brought out and found that they were mostly of various types of Self-Destructing Fire Thunder.

 Only a small part were offensive and defensive rune objects.

 There was only one Magic Tool, but its effect was superb.

 It was a massive weapon.

 Link like this very much, picked it up immediately and planned to put it to good use.

 Everyone gathered upon hearing his call.

 "Our partners, represented by Monroe Brisegio and Elise Clark's team, have supplied us with so many materials to express their gratitude for our willingness to stand with them against the Opposition camp. We will distribute the supplies later, striving to fight this battle better."

 Telling it like it is, the honest truth.

 Who supplied these materials, why they supplied them, and what they were used for.

 Link explained it very clearly, without exaggerating his own role to steal all the credit or flatter.

 "Thanks to the Brisegio brothers and Clark sisters for the supplies."

 Buck, always looking for laughs, heard Link's words and immediately started shouting and clapping vigorously.

 The four Brotherhood members followed suit due to the brotherhood bond.

 The Social Phobia Trio glanced at each other, hesitated for a moment, yet decided to join in the applause.

 The Lanny Team couldn't participate in such awkwardness.

 The ten of them looked at each other, not understanding this performance.

 Assist in the fighting, get some weapons and equipment, isn't that normal?

 Why so grateful?

 Couldn't figure it out.

 "Okay, quiet down."

 Link lowered his hands slightly, stopping the Brotherhood's antics and the Social Phobia Group's bandwagon.

 He began to distribute the supplies, acting swiftly.

 The Timed Auto-Destruction Bomb for setting traps were not given to individuals but were arranged collectively.

 The Self-Destructing Fire Thunder for throwing was distributed evenly, with three pieces per person. This was not too many, just right.

 After all, they threw with their hands, without "grenade launchers" or "mortars".

 They would only use witchcraft to assist, throwing higher, faster, and further.

 Once the self-destruction fire thunder was distributed, it was time to distribute the offensive and defensive rune objects.

 Link's distribution was even, and didn't hold back just because the Lanny team wasn't his "direct line".

 Both teams received the same number and quality of rune objects.

 After distributing supplies, Link began to assign tasks.

 "Those who can perform the secondary Mudstone technique, follow Jasmine's command and dig trenches, tunnels, and fortifications."

 "The rest of you come with me to set up traps."

 With these straightforward instructions, two teams quickly started working along the river, blazing away.

 The cylindrical Stealth Magic Tool given by Monroe Brisegio was activated when Elise flew to them.

 So they didn't have to worry that their work on the ground would be detected by Reconnaissance Magic Tools and exposed their whereabouts.

 After more than two hours of continuous busyness,

 The transport trenches, maze-like tunnels, underground fortifications enhanced by witchcraft and defensive rune items, and traps were all complete.

 After staying on the mid-river sandbar for a few days, Link found that the underground fortifications were indeed a liking of Earth Systems,

 They were so effective!

 "Rest, recharge, stay in shape."

 Link led everyone into the fortified underground concealment work, arranged the rest area, and so instructed.

 A tension and relaxation policy was the best way.

 Especially before a major battle, one should not be too nervous or tired.

 Now that there was leisure time, they should seize the opportunity to recuperate.

 Link repeated his old trick, using the secondary Misty Rain Technique and the Purification Water Spell to create purified water, and then delivered it to everyone personally.

 This included Lanny Taylor and all of the Lanny Team.

 This move shocked the five members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" and the five members from other apprentice organizations.

 They never had such treatment in their respective organizations.

 Lanny Taylor watched this scene unfold before her eyes, a ripple in her heart.

 So that's how to deal with "subordinates" and "partners", one has to do such things to win over their hearts.

 The library didn't provide any books for this.

 Learning team building and team management depends on one's talent and from observation, imitating others.

 She couldn't help but resent the higher-grade management members of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" for setting a bad example for her.

 It made her always unable to find a better way to get along with her "subordinates"/"partners".

 But now it wasn't too late to make changes in the future.

 After the emotions, Lanny quickly gathered her feelings.

 She lifted the corner of her veil as if nothing had happened, calmly drinking water, eating, and resting.

 Both teams stayed in the concealed fortifications and no longer wandered around.

 This avoided straying away from the Stealth Magic Tool's effective range, compromising the ambush plan.

 Link took advantage of this leisure time to playback the Reconnaissance imagery.

 Once he confirmed there was nothing unusual, he too rested.

 When idle, it's easy to think.

 Link didn't deliberately clear his mind, but thought about his own feasible plan to save this world and the existence of the God Slayer.

 Since the Academy dared to use this world as the venue for the first year two-region major competition, they must have confidence in controlling the overall situation.
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 The existence of the God Slayer is surely under the control of the academy.

 Based on the principles of justice, openness, and fairness, if the Righteous Faction can enlist the help of the God Slayer, there must be equivalent help for the opposition camp.

 Judging from the content of the mural, there's a good chance there is a god who is not entirely dead or faking death, who leans towards the opposition camp.

 Or rather, the god may not even lean towards the opposition camp, they merely want to oppose the God Slayer for the sake of it.

 Link wondered if the Opposition camp had found such a god.

 If they did, how he would deal with it.

 After contemplating for a while, Link woke up with a start.

 He is only a newly-promoted third-class wizard apprentice, not even a full-fledged wizard, yet he dares to plot against a god.

 Even if it's a god on the brink of destruction in this world.

 Even if the level of civilization in this world is not high.

 The so-called god might not even be on the level of Wizard Palo.

 But that is not something Link can scheme against, not now.

 He showed no fear of so-called gods.

 When did this mentality develop?

 It seems to have started when he was studying the history of the Wizard World, learning about the great war between the Wizard World and the World of God, and how they shattered the enemy world.

 A seed was planted in his heart.

 Over time, the seed gradually sprouted and grew.

 Seeing this, Link couldn't help but praise the subtle education of the academy.

 Without any deliberate efforts, they made wizard apprentices like Link "despise" gods from the bottom of their hearts.

 Look down on them strategically, and pay close attention tactically.

 Such was the strategy of the academy.

 Afterward, Link stopped thinking about the God Slayer and the gods.

 The God Slayer has been awakened.

 The feasible plan report to save the world has been read by the God Slayer.

 Main Task 3, the faction task 'Save the World', is halfway completed.

 What's left now depends on "Heavenly Will" and whether the God Slayer is as powerful as described in the mural.

 What Link needs to focus on now is progressing in Main Task 2, Faction Confrontation.

 The Great Rating of the two areas is a comprehensive score. It's not about wining solely by completing the vital faction task.

 You can win by eliminating all the members of the enemy faction before the faction task is completed.

 Also, after the completion of the faction task, individual ranking has to be assessed.

 The situation of the 7 sub-tasks has to be taken into account.

 Therefore, the current situation is that participating more in the faction confrontation and completing more sub-tasks will help Link win first place in the Great Rating of the two areas.

 He glanced at the live surveillance images from the Flying Sphere.

 No traces of pursuers have appeared near the mountain basin nor any other Reconnaissance Magic Tools in the sky.

 The pursuers have not yet arrived, and there is spare time.

 "Lanny, bring out all your footprints map."

 Link opened his eyes, ending his feigned sleep, and spoke to Lanny Taylor who was not far away.

 "Okay."

 Lanny didn't ask why first, and simply agreed.

 She took out her pen and paper, and meticulously copied the footprints map from each of the 10 members of her team.

 Link then waved at Elise from afar, who had just finished her watch atop the mountain.

 "What's up?"

 Elise flew over in a swoosh and straight out asked.

 "Can I have your footprint map?"

 Link made his inquiry.

 "Why do you need it? To make a world map?"

 Elise asked curiously.

 Other than drawing a map, she can't think of any other use for the footprint map.

 "Yes."

 Link nodded in agreement, openly expressing his thoughts, "I have nothing to do, so I'll take on a sub-task. I'll trade all our footprint maps on this side for yours."

 "I'll go and ask."

 Elise did not readily agree.

 This matter involves more than just her, she must fully obtain the opinion of others.

 "I'll be waiting for your good news."

 Link said with a smile, then took out a pen and paper from his big bag, and began to draw the footprint map.

 Soon, before Elise arrived, Lanny had already brought over eleven footprint maps.

 Her moves were quick, her drawing skilled, and her efficiency was extremely high.

 "Wait for me a moment."

 Link took the eleven footprint maps and put them aside and continued drawing.

 After a while, Link had finished drawing the ten footprint maps from his own side, but did not hand them to Lanny. Instead, he raised his head and asked: "Do you guys want the map, or would you prefer to take the footprint map back and draw it yourselves?"

 Without any hesitation, Lanny replied, "We will draw it ourselves."

 "Okay."

 Link handed over the ten footprint maps he had drawn without hesitation, ready to draw another set to trade with Elise later.

 Lanny took the footprint maps and went back to compare them with the memories in her head, drawing her world map.

 She chose to do so, not because she wanted to be strong or compete with Link.

 She believed that drawing the map herself, rather than taking someone else's finished product, would give her a higher completion rate on the task.

 That was all.

 By the time the second set of twenty-one footprint maps was completed, Elise finally flew over.

 "Here you go."

 Elise handed over a thick stack, a total of thirty footprint maps, to Link.

 "This much?"

 Link, in return, gave Elise his set and accepted the footprint maps from Elise, flipping through them with a bit of surprise.

 Elise's and Monroe's teams combined only have seventeen members now.

 How do they have thirty footprint maps?

 "We were also drawing maps and kept a portion of it."

 Elise explained casually.

 However, she did not clarify how they gathered them.

 The blood and fire of war were hidden in those simple words.

 After speaking, Elise left without lingering.

 With battle imminent, there was much to do.

 With the supplement of materials, the "World Map" that had been incomplete was now significantly more complete.
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 During this time, Lanny came again, taking away the thirty footprint maps that Elise had brought.

 Free is free, why not take advantage?

 After Jasmine had rested, she led the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group to start mapping as well.

 They had some free time on their hands.

 If they didn't want to be idle, they needed to find something to do themselves.

 After finishing the map, everyone returned to the state of waiting for the enemy to show up.

 It was rather boring.

 As they waited, the "Sun" set and the "Moon" started its shift.

 The "day" passed, and the "night" began.

 No sign of the enemy was seen.

 Some people began to feel annoyed and mumbled a few words under their breath.

 Lanny glared coldly at Isko Alex, who was impatient.

 Ever since Lanny changed her strategy of individual development to "joining" Link Grande, Isko had been complaining incessantly.

 Mumbling in private was bad enough.

 Now that they were all on a team, resting together in the same hidden fortification, he was still grumbling and criticizing.

 Did he think people couldn't hear him?

 Isko curled his lip in contempt, but in the end, he closed his mouth and stopped complaining.

 He had been saying things like "Where are the pursuers?", "I was discovered and ran quickly, fearing a fight", "Helping others out so diligently, you have a warm heart" and so on.

 Link heard everything, but dismissed it as nonsense.

 A simple sparrow couldn't understand the aspirations of a swan.

 Time quietly passed by, indifferent to human will.

 Link suddenly woke up from his light sleep as he estimated it would soon be "dawn."

 He had sensed a heavy killing intent gathering.

 "Wake up, prepare for battle."

 Link ordered in a low voice, waking up the people who hadn't fallen into a deep sleep, "Quick, get into your positions."

 The two teams quickly moved into their assigned positions in the trench, as per the previous arrangements, moving from the underground fortification into various attack positions in the tunnel.

 "Enemy attack!"

 Even though the live reconnaissance images from the Flying Sphere didn't show any trace of the enemy, Link still sent a warning to Elise and Monroe.

 He trusted his intuition and perception.

 Especially when it came to malice, hostility, and killing intent.

 And even more so when Monroe's Stealth Magic Tools were right by his side.

 The enemy that had driven Monroe and Elise away was definitely very strong and wouldn't be without Stealth Magic Tools.

 Monroe's team and Elise's team, who had been in stealth mode, quickly got into action and entered combat mode.

 Clearly, they didn't blindly believe in the Reconnaissance Magic Tools.

 Concealing movement and camouflage were common tactics used by both sides during the numerous big fights these days.

 A loud rumbling suddenly sounded.

 A high-intensity encounter erupted at the entrance of the Mountain Basin.

 The Opposition camp, hidden here, clashed with Monroe's team who came to investigate, bombarding each other face-to-face.

 The thing they relied on most were their Rune Objects and Magic Tools.

 Witchcraft?

 The Zero Ring Witchcraft was just an auxiliary method.

 Link moved around the tunnel, calming the two teams, making sure they weren't affected by the sudden outbreak of intense battle.

 To tell you the truth, even Link was somewhat taken aback.

 In less than a minute, both sides had actually used three of their great weapons.

 Monroe's team used one.

 The pursuers used two, forcibly creating a breach.

 This firepower, it's fucking insane!

 The pursuers were large in number and had the initiative.

 Monroe's team held them off for a while, but they really couldn't hold them anymore.

 Then, their feigned defeat turned into a real one.

 They didn't leave anyone behind to cover their retreat, Monroe activated a trap, and with the support of Elise's team, they began to retreat towards the basin's interior and the riverbank.

 Fierce flames erupted in the Mountain Basin.

 The pursuers wouldn't let up, clinging onto Monroe and Elise relentlessly.

 Seeing this, Link reminded in a deep voice, "Stay steady, without my order, no one is allowed to launch an attack prematurely."

 Soon, Monroe's team and Elise's team were fighting and retreating, arriving at the riverbank.

 The two teams diverged towards two sides, preparing to initiate a counter-attack as planned, flanking the pursuers from the sides.

 Monroe secretly hoped that Team Link wouldn't screw up.

 Otherwise, they would be completely done for today.

 "Attack!"

 Link ordered loudly, "Throw the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders."

 Before his orders were finished, Isko Alex jumped out of the trench and charged at the pursuers, shouting loudly.

 He was alone, resolved and filled with fighting spirit.

 He seemed like a lone knight charging at a windmill.

 Link's face turned cold instantly.

 Rage burned in his chest.

 Was this guy an idiot?

 He couldn't understand orders!
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 Isko did it on purpose.

 Not because he was nervous, or misunderstood the orders.

 He had enough of Link Grande's high and mighty, domineering attitude.

 He was even more fed up with Lanny Taylor's meek compliance, catering to Link Grande in every way.

 After all, he was Isko Alex, possessing intermediate fifth rank qualification, and was the fifth in his grade.

 Despite trying to woo her, Lanny Taylor remained aloof.

 Except for when she needed him to do something, she never had much interaction with him.

 Compared to how she treated Link Grande, the disparity irked Isko.

 No matter who he faced or what happened, his opinions were always ignored.

 Not once or twice, but every single time.

 Yes, he admitted, he had ulterior motives.

 But his intentions were never targeted at Lanny. He just wanted to prove himself, to earn some respect.

 Besides, he was against forming a team with Link Grande from the start, vehemently against it.

 His objections were dismissed by Lanny Taylor, who even asked him to follow Link Grande's directions unconditionally.

 That Bahmir Balves, the one who angered Isko the most, actually chose to "bow down."

 Not only did he willingly accept the team and commands, but along with Lutz Bailey, he convinced others as well.

 With no other option, Isko resigned himself to the situation and accepted the team on the surface.

 The days before the team met were bearable - out of sight, out of mind.

 Just doing certain tasks according to the orders.

 Seeing as these tasks helped drive the main and side quests forward, Isko endured it without much complaint.

 However, after the team formed...

 Why were all these girls flocking to Link Grande?

 Especially Lanny Taylor.

 She was a super genius with advance fifth rank qualifications, the top of her grade, and the dream girl of numerous members of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association!

 Why didn't she maintain her pride?

 For the sake of the competition, for the faction mission, for some gambling agreement, she lowered her stance and catered to him?

 Didn't he already have Jasmine Kidman clinging onto him?!

 Isko did not understand.

 Isko was burning with jealousy.

 Isko did not want to be a lapdog anymore.

 Isko was ready to give up.

 Isko wanted his voice to be heard.

 He snapped, his emotions running high and his rationality taking a hit. This resulted in him behaving in a manner that stunned both sides.

 Hollering crazily, he charged fearlessly.

 Elise praised: "So fierce!"

 Monroe cursed: "Dumbass, isn't he?"

 Chasers: "Who this guy think he is? So audacious, is he more fierce than that Mad Woman Elise Clark?"

 For a moment, Isko's aura subdued the force of more than sixty chasers.

 Even their relentless offensive lost a bit of its intensity.

 As their smooth onslaught momentarily faltered, a sliver of an opening appeared.

 Link seized this fleeting opportunity.

 He launched consecutive Self-Destructing Fire Thunders to clear a path.

 Simultaneously, he leaped out of the trench, maxed out his speed and charged in an even fiercer manner than Isko.

 Deploying the Mind Closure Technique at full throttle, he activated the Multi-Threading Thinking Status Card.

 Instantly turning into a human-like supercomputer with top-grade AI.

 Peaking for eight seconds!

 The Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, "Continuous Casting", "Parallel Casting", "Threefold Casting".

 Instantly becoming a human-shaped Magic Machine Gun.

 Under the intense red glow, Link appeared as if he had three heads and six arms.

 While maneuvering through the weak spots in the enemy's offensive, dodging their attacks, charging at high speed, he continuously threw Self-Destructing Fire Thunders and unceasingly launched the same Zero Ring magic: Water Ball Spell.

 Bang, bang, bang...

 Self-Destructing Fire Thunders were unceasingly exploding.

 Biu, biu, biu...

 Fist-sized water balls showered continuously.

 Ruthless onslaught.

 Reckless charging.

 The offensive power of the Water Ball Spell was severely insufficient and could not break through the defense.

 However, its main point was to create an extreme downpour in a very short time.

 It specifically targeted the eyes of the chasers.

 Even if they dodged, intercepted, or shattered it, it did not matter.

 The rising steam could disrupt the chasers' sight, even if only for a second.

 What Link wanted to do was to disrupt the chasers' rhythm in that moment when their offensive slacked, buying time for Team Elise and Team Monroe to adjust and counterattack.

 As for what comes later, Link believed in the power of the team.

 The chasers were completely stupefied by Link's gatling-like onslaught.

 They plucked up their courage and easily killed the one who charged ahead fearlessly and scared them.

 With a sigh of relief, they were just about to relax.

 Then another guy who also charged ahead recklessly emerged from the opposite side.

 They couldn't help but feel frustrated.

 Is this some kind of monkey scare?

 When one didn't work, they sent another?

 They were infuriated and met Link head-on.

 Immediately, they were beaten helplessly, losing their rhythmic and dense offensive.

 Elise, who was soaring through the sky, saw Link jump out of the trench and instantly ignited with fervor.

 The insanity immediately surged into her mind.

 Rationality? What the hell was that?!

 "Charge!"

 With a bizarre scream from Elise, she adjusted her direction.

 Flames erupted from the soles of her boots, and her speed increased to the maximum, swooping down.

 Both hands moved with lightning speed, pulling from a bag on her chest Self-Destructing Fire Thunder with various additions and the great weapon!

 "Crazy!"

 Monroe cursed after he had just shifted his direction.
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 Is the madness contagious or something?

 Although there's nothing else that can be done at this point.

 Monroe also loudly shouted "Charge!", initiating a counter-attack ahead of time.

 Those who followed behind Elise and Monroe are the elite of the elites.

 They are coordinated and quick to react.

 They lagged by about half a body length, joining the two in their reckless counter-assault.

 Chasing for nearly two days, several comrades chose to sacrifice themselves to cover for their retreat.

 These people have been holding back a surging rage in their hearts.

 Isko's charge did not resonate with them.

 Because it's obviously a brainless act, and meaningless at that.

 However, Link's charge immediately ignited their fighting spirit.

 Damn, why is there such a fierce new blood from the Storm Sea?

 One person dealing tons of damage, making more than sixty people unable to retaliate.

 He really is an unparalleled tough guy.

 Awesome.

 Jasmine could tell what Link intended to do from the look he gave her before he jumped out of the trench.

 "Throw out all the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders! Use all the attack methods!"

 She decisively circumvented Lanny Taylor, unhesitatingly took charge of commanding the battlefield, issuing orders with resolute tone without leaving any room for doubt.

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group executed the command without a second word.

 They were like they were hit with adrenaline, throwing out the Self-Destructing Fire Thunders as if they were free.

 They used all the Attack Rune Items given to them and their own Rune Items, Closed their eyes and used them regardless of whether they could hit the enemies.

 The reaction of Lanny's team was not surprising.

 The nine members who were shocked by Isko's behavior all turned to look at Lanny Taylor in unison.

 "Attack!"

 Lanny issued the command, taking the lead in following Jasmine's orders.

 Is this the time to vie for power and influence?

 This is a life-and-death situation!

 Why doesn't anyone comprehend that?

 The four waves of attack led by Link were successive, even if the interval between each attack was less than one second.

 The entire mountain basin was filled with the rumbling of explosions.

 Firelight filled the sky, the earth split and mountains collapsed.

 The wailing was everywhere, blood and flesh were flying.

 The pursuers suddenly encountered such a massive direct counter-attack, just like when Team Monroe were ambushed at the entrance of the basin, they couldn't withstand it for a moment.

 They couldn't effectively defend, they could only use their lives to resist!

 There were soon casualties in the battle.

 The eight seconds seemed to go by in a blink of an eye.

 In order to maintain his status, Link had to turn off the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card.

 Elise, the battle maniac, had seen Link's "Witchcraft Gatling Mode" once, they had one experience of cooperating. She had been circling near Link when she was dive-bombing.

 Seeing that Link's "Witchcraft Gatling" had stopped and he began to jump into the sky to try to break out of the encirclement.

 She immediately took action.

 "WooHoo!"

 Elise pulled out two of her ultimate weapons from the bottom of the bag, not caring if the explosion would affect her or her teammates, and threw them directly into the crowd.

 At the same time, she reduced her altitude to the limit, flying at a low altitude, allowing Link who was jumping up to grab her ankle.

 "Mad Woman!"

 Monroe, who led his buddies in a ground counter-attack, saw Elise's crazy act to save Link Grande and couldn't help but curse.

 He didn't dare to delay, immediately pulled out a life-saving magic tool from the waist bag, activated a moveable bowl-shaped shield to protect him and his buddies.

 "Defend!"

 "Full Defense!"

 Quite a few people among the pursuers reacted in time, activated various defenses, and reminded their companions around them.

 There were also some people whose eyes were red-rimmed, ignoring the two ultimate weapons falling from the sky, focusing on Link and Elise who hadn't gained sufficient altitude and speed, and launched their attack.

 It's not so easy to evade when in the air, especially when targeted by attack magic tools.

 Elise was carrying a person, her speed and agility were greatly affected.

 Many tactical moves were impossible for her to execute.

 Link gritted his teeth, despite the risk of damaging the "Defender 3202" suit, he excessively stimulated its defense effect, activated the disposable life-saving magic tool he had, a triple-layered water shield wrapped around him.

 Then he faced several high-power attacks that were rushing towards him.

 An intense collision erupted.

 The disposable life-saving magic tool and the "Defender 3202" suit blocked the direct damages from several attack magic tools.

 Then the strong impact occurred.

 It broke through the triple-layered water shield in succession, aiming for Link's vitals.

 Link gave a muffled hum, the corner of his mouth bled, but he endured it.

 He didn't die, it was just a minor injury, he could still fight.

 And that was a good thing!

 Elise, on the other hand, was able to passively accelerate due to the strong backforce, she tried to maintain her flight posture, and got out of the attack range of the pursuers.

 "Retreat!"

 Seeing that Link was out of danger, Jasmine immediately ordered.

 She led the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group to retreat to the underground fortress.

 Without any hesitation.

 Before retreating, she activated all the traps.

 Including the two ultimate weapons buried by Link.

 She didn't care about Team Monroe, who were still stuck on the outskirts of the trap area and unable to shake off the pursuers.

 As for a few of Team Elise, they were circling near Team Monroe to provide assistance.

 Very quickly.

 The four ultimate weapons were activated one after the other.

 An upper and lower pincer attack, the power increased by several times.

 boomm~

 After a earth-shattering explosion.

 The world was quiet, completely silent.

 A medium-sized mushroom cloud rose over the basin.

 Both sides of the basin shook violently, several large cracks appeared.

 Rocks and broken wood rolled down from the hillside.
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 A deep pit the size of a small lake appeared in the center of the basin.

 One beam of white light after another swiftly descended.

 Just in time, dozens of critically injured apprentices were relocated.

 Not all local apprentices in the North District are rich enough to afford the "Defender 3202" suit, let alone have extra witch tools for protection.

 Among the pursuing soldiers, only a few well-off pure bloods or half bloods,

 Managed to narrowly survive the massive explosion from the four great weapons, dozens of ordinary and the enhanced version of timed bombs.

 But the impact, as intense as a mountain's pressure, has left the survivors in unbearable pain and in clouded minds.

 Those who weren't immediately passed out were just incapacitated, which was already a blessing in disguise.

 Anyway, they needed to take a rest.

 By the river.

 Elise put Link down, also landed herself, looked at the blood seeping from the corners of Link's mouth, and asked, "Are you okay?"

 "I'm fine."

 Link shook his head, staring at the mushroom cloud that hadn't dissipated for long, and asked, "Did Monroe and the others evacuate?"

 "I don't know."

 Elise's gaze was also cast in that direction, but she apathetically said, "Who cares. They won't die anyway, let them be eliminated if they must."

 These words might sound ordinary at first.

 But Link couldn't help but feel a chill in his heart.

 It was Elise who had told him about the function of the "Keychain".

 Now Elise confidently stated Monroe and the others won't die, what does that mean?

 It means that, regardless of how tense the conflict between pure bloods and half bloods, or how irreconcilable the family disputes are, they have reached an agreement not to actually slaughter each other during the contest between the two districts.

 But the "Pure Blood Will", Lucia's Family, spared nothing to kill Link.

 Storm Sea New Blood has no human rights!

 That's the reality.

 Link had long since accepted it, although he's come to acknowledge it deeper and once again.

 Taking a deep breath, Link set aside these thoughts and said, "We shouldn't stay here for long, let's enter the underground stealth bunker."

 When setting up the traps, Link had calculated the explosive power of the great weapons and intentionally placed the underground bunker outside the range of the explosion.

 A ample amount of defensive witchcraft, rune items, and witch tools were used to improve its defensive strength.

 But now, Link was uncertain if the underground bunker would withstand the blast impacts from four great weapons and so many timed auto-destruction bombs.

 Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group, all followed the plan and retreated into it.

 Hopefully, they won't be buried alive.

 As for Team Monroe and Team Elise, Elise herself didn't seem to care, naturally Link wouldn't give a damn either.

 Each fends for themselves.

 "You go ahead, I'll wait a little longer."

 Elise declined Link's suggestion, her attitude didn't match her indifferent words about her companion's safety.

 "Okay."

 Link nodded, found an entrance to the tunnel, heading towards the real underground bunker deep underground.

 Yes, there are two concealment works.

 One is known to Monroe and Elise, the concealment work on the surface is used for rest and preparation for battle.

 The other one is located deep underground to resist large explosions and defend against backstab.

 Once Link's figure disappeared and the mushroom cloud dissipated, Elise went down to the bottom of the pit and began to clear the battlefield.

 If she encountered any enemies who still had a breath left, she would directly end their lives.

 After searching for a while, she finally found Monroe and others, who were buried under the rubble of rocks and broken woods.

 Through the shaky defense shield, Elise confirmed that there was no loss of Monroe and others, she couldn't help letting out a sigh of relief.

 "Good thing you're alive!"
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 Trust is mutual. 

 So is vigilance.

 Link is guarding against betrayal by Elise and Monroe.

 Elise and Monroe are also wary of Link's possible betrayal.

 The human heart is not immune to temptation.

 The human heart is also fickle.

 Hence, it is safer to be extra cautious.

 Elise did not hastily disperse the protective shield.

 Instead, she first took out the control brain for the hawk from her bag to monitor the underground stealth operation area.

 She affirmed that Link and his team entered into the underground operation and didn't come out.

 Only then did Elise use violence to shatter the crumbling shield.

 Hydration spells from the Water System and a return spell from the Wood System were cast on the unconscious people, easing the impact they had suffered.

 Monroe was the first to wake up.

 "What's the situation?"

 After opening his eyes and feeling slightly confused, Monroe asked the first question,

 Then abruptly changed his expression, "Have you gone mad? In order to save a stranger, you dropped two 'Death Bells' on us? Do you feel we haven't died horribly enough?"

 The great weapon is a nickname of the Serene Wizard.

 Link has been using it ever since.

 Its real name, Death Bell, is meant to be literal.

 Ring the bell of death, to send people to die.

 "Hehe..."

 Elise chuckled awkwardly, "Just got carried away, please forgive me, please forgive."

 While saying this, Elise's tone changed slightly, showing some indifference, "But it's not as serious as you say, at most we will be eliminated, it's not like we'll really die!"

 "You..."

 Monroe was instantly enraged.

 This was the big competition between the two regions, and elimination wasn't serious?

 He started to speak but suffocated the words back.

 Forget it, Elise was just that crazy, and fretting about it was useless.

 If she faced a similar situation next time, she'd dare to do it again!

 Anything he said would be in vain.

 "Let's go back."

 Monroe chose to ignore Elise, and struggled to his feet, helping his companions one by one.

 When everyone regained consciousness, he quickly led them out of the pit.

 Link wasn't the only one skilled in earthworks.

 Team Monroe had also dug strong defensive underground operations.

 Right at the foot of both hills.

 According to the original plan, after both teams flanked left and right, they would restrict the pursuers in the trap area, try to inflict maximum damage, and then trigger the trap.

 Before that, they had to shake off engagement and retreat to safe areas on both sides.

 Who would have thought, Elise, in a burst of madness, would drop two "Death Bells" from the sky.

 Without worrying about the consequences.

 Everyone from Team Monroe and Team Elise nearly got wiped out.

 Now everyone's condition was poor, the two teams did not separate, but entered the same operation to rest themselves.

 After setting up a guard, Monroe approached Elise and asked directly: "Where are they?"

 Elise was holding a small knife, peeling a fruit to eat.

 She stuffed a piece into her mouth, chewed as she spoke: "They're hiding underground."

 "It seems they were on guard against us from the start."

 Monroe said thoughtfully, his words carrying a deep significance.

 "Heh."

 Elise sneered, "As if you and I didn't guard against him."

 Monroe couldn't deal with Elise's inconsistent positions and constant changes.

 He originally wanted to discuss some other matters, but he decided not to do so.

 To avoid getting choked up again.

 It would infuriate him.

 He simply returned to his rest area, lay down, and fell fast asleep.

 Having dealt with this wave of pursuers, there should be a relatively long breathers' time.

 The strings of his heart didn't need to be so tight.

 At a hill far away from the basin between the mountains.

 The leaders of several first-year apprentice organizations from the North District, who had joined the opposition camp, gathered and looked towards the mountain basin from afar.

 After the battle broke out, the Reconnaissance Magic Tools in the high altitude were interfered with by the explosion, flames, and dust, and the images they showed were not very clear.

 However, everyone present was not inexperienced, and naturally, they could figure out what had happened.

 "They can't return."

 A slightly effeminate man said indifferently, "I told you that if Monroe dared to stay there, he must have set a trap. Be careful, don't be reckless, but you wouldn't listen!"

 "So what?"

 On the side, a woman exuding chilliness and an icy personality — making people instinctively keep their distance from her — snorted, "Even if more than sixty people are completely annihilated, we can still gather another sixty plus people. I don't believe that Elise and Monroe innately have infinite reserves, and can keep up with our pace!"

 "I agree with the method of continuing to drain them."

 A fair-skinned, slightly chubby man, with eyes that squinted habitually and a friendly smile on his face, echoed: "Elise, this crazy woman, has both strong combat power and destructive potential, and she is quite wealthy. We can't empty her reserves, no matter which one of us faces her, we're bound to be at a disadvantage."

 "I didn't say we should go up now!"

 The effeminate man, who felt targeted, grumbled unhappily, "I just said, to completely eliminate Elise and Monroe and get rid of so many people, it's not worthwhile. Those guys who joined the Righteous Faction looked on as we mobilized manpower to besiege Elise and Monroe, can't you guess what their intentions are? Even if we're not afraid of losses and eliminate them, in the end what can we get?"

 After a pause, the effeminate man glanced at the two people who were subtly uniting against him, emphasizing word by word, "Nothing at all!"

 This claim was not sensational;

 It had reasons and warranted contemplation.

 A tall and burly man, who had been watching the three arguing originally, stepped in to mediate, "Enough, don't argue. Since we've joined the same camp, we should cooperate sincerely, not like the other side, still causing internal conflicts."
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 Saying that, the muscular man chuckled and shifted the topic. "Tracey Lucia was eliminated earlier than I expected. The guys from 'Pure Blood' Volition, having brought Elise into the mix, pushed the Righteous Faction to isolate the mad woman, Elise. It's amusing, quite interesting."

 "Speaking of which, isn't that 'Pure Blood' Volition bunch planning to ambush Link Grande?"

 The soft-spoken man sneered, "I just saw that guy. His witchcraft casting technique is fucking incredible! He's nothing like the bumpkin from Stormy Sea! He's even mightier than that mad woman, Elise. We could simply call on 'Pure Blood' Volition, let them kill each other in the Righteous Faction. We would be the bystanders who benefit and clean up the aftermath. Isn't it better than fighting head-on?"

 "Humph!"

 The icy woman squeezed out a sound from her nose, expressing her displeasure.

 She had a deep hatred for Elise and naturally didn't want to give up the chance to teach her a lesson.

 Unfortunately, she couldn't rashly oppose this clearly beneficial proposal.

 Otherwise, she would eventually be kicked out of the circle.

 "I like this idea."

 The plump man chuckled and clapped, "Let them tear each other apart."

 The muscular man asked with a smile, "Shall I contact them then?"

 "Go ahead."

 "No problem."

 "I have no objections."

 The soft-spoken man, plump man, and icy woman all had different responses, but their attitudes were the same.

 After discussing, they left the hill.

 Mountain Basin, by the river, deep underground.

 Link entered the stealth fort, relieved that its structure was still stable, without risk of collapse.

 He saw Jasmine and Lanny in a standoff, the atmosphere quite stiff.

 "What's going on?"

 Link broke their line of sight by standing between them, slightly closer to Jasmine's side, and asked.

 Jasmine huffed angrily, "You should ask her, can't she control her own people!? She said they would follow the command. That's bullshit!"

 "Can you take a break?"

 Looking at Jasmine, Link softened his tone as much as possible, "Maybe you should take a break."

 One phrase, same content, different tones.

 Jasmine's anger subsided considerably at his words. She really gave up the standoff and walked away.

 Link then turned to Lanny Taylor, not saying anything, just quietly observing her eyes.

 Lanny responded squarely, maintaining eye contact with Link.

 After a long time, convinced that Lanny Taylor had no intention to explain first, Link courteously asked,

 "I can consider Isko's actions as something you were unaware of, and forgive it. But, about what just happened, could you please explain?"

 "Okay."

 Lanny Taylor nodded, thought about her words carefully, and said,

 "Regarding what happened earlier, when you suddenly rushed out, Jasmine immediately took command. My team members didn't execute her orders immediately, which caused a slight delay. Jasmine was just questioning me about this, asking for an explanation."

 "Hmm... "

 After contemplating for a moment, Link asked, "May I know what caused the delay?"

 Hearing this, Lanny bit her lip and finally replied, "They were unclear whether they should follow Jasmine's command after you left, so they waited for my instruction first."

 "I see."

 Understanding the situation, Link thought for a moment and then made a decision. He still asked politely, "I indeed didn't clarify the command hierarchy on the battlefield beforehand. I'm partially responsible for this. But after this incident, such confusion should not happen again, right?"

 Was Link really responsible?

 In Link's team, Jasmine had always been the second in command.

 When Link is absent, it's only right and proper for Jasmine to take command.

 It was Lanny's team that sought to join Link's team, not Link "begging" for Lanny's team to join.

 Not splitting up Lanny's team was done out of respect for Lanny Taylor and consideration for other concerns.

 But for the matter of command authority, certain conventions should be observed.

 Lanny Taylor is smart. There should have been unspoken understanding about such issues, even without explicit explanations.

 Link taking the blame was simply giving Lanny a way out.

 "Won't!"

 Lanny replied unequivocally.

 "Are you sure?"

 "Sure!"

 "Good. I hope you'll keep to your word."

 Link's expression was serious, and his tone stern, "If you can't, I'll have to say sorry then."

 "Okay, I understand."

 Lanny's eyes dimmed a bit. Her face, hidden under the veil, was unclear, but it was probably not very pleasant.

 Returning to her group of nine, Lanny felt somewhat weary.

 But she quickly energized herself.

 She had chosen this path and she would see it through, even if she had to crawl.

 Looking at her teammates waiting for her to speak, Lanny didn't rebuke them. She just calmly said, "I've secured an opportunity for everyone, including myself. If any problem arises again, we won't need them to kick us out. We will leave on our own, with our tails between our legs. Understood?"

 "Understood."

 The nine team members hung their heads, responding in defeat.

 "Alright. Then think about whether personal emotions or the competition across the two regions, rank achievements, resource benefits are more important. "

 Lanny waved her hand, not wishing to say more.

 A drum doesn't need a heavy hammer to make a sound.

 Those who should understand will naturally understand.
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 Those who do not awaken even in the face of death, will never change.

 Elsewhere.

 Jasmine's eyes fixedly stared at Link, asking, "Why did you take such a risk?"

 Link knew what Jasmine was asking.

 Even though the forces chasing them had been thrown into momentary confusion because of Isko's action, it was indeed a good chance for a counterattack.

 But Link, reckless in his bravery, jumped out of the trenches to launch an assault.

 This battle, from the beginning, did not belong to them.

 There was no need to risk their lives in a battle that wasn't theirs.

 "Because there are countless more difficult battles waiting for us."

 Responding to Jasmine's gaze, Link gave his explanation, "When I first entered the academy, I wanted to stay low-key and accumulate power before doing anything else.

 But the rules and regulations of the academy are 'forcing' us to show our abilities.

 In order to get resources, to grow better and faster, I half willingly and half reluctantly changed my style.

 Ever since I entered this world, I've been wondering why the academy named this inter-district competition 'Pioneering the Different World'.

 Even if all seven of the side tasks were to guide us to understand, investigate, and study the ecology of this world.

 But in a world without indigenous inhabitants, a world on the brink of extinction, what is there to pioneer?"

 Then I understood.

 What the academy wanted us to pioneer was not this world, but our hearts after we entered this world.

 And what the academy wants, will certainly be achieved!"

 Pausing a moment, Link asked Jasmine meaningfully, "Would you sacrifice the lives of countless creatures in this world for your own interests?"

 Jasmine opened her mouth, intending to say "Yes".

 But just as her words were about to leave her lips, she suddenly thought of the murals in the secret tunnel.

 The high gods of this world also neglected the lives of thousands, and what was their outcome?

 She swallowed back her words and began to deeply contemplate the implications of Link's question.

 After a while, considering that this is the academy's inter-district competition, Jasmine linked Link's words with the academy's main and side tasks and began to ponder.

 Suddenly, Jasmine's eyes lighted up.

 She figured it out!

 Meeting Link's expectant gaze, Jasmine replied softly but firmly, "I can!"

 The true nature of a Wizard is coldness and rationality.

 If saving this alien world requires significant sacrifices of oneself, why save it?

 If destroying this alien world brings no benefits to oneself, why destroy it?

 All things in the universe revolve around me.

 One should not be constrained by so-called camps and stances.

 Perhaps this is one of the deep meanings behind the academy arranging this inter-district competition.

 To lay down the mental foundation for wizard apprentices to become qualified wizards.

 Since this is the case, from the small we can see the big.

 For the academy, the principle of 'me first' naturally means that the benefits of the academy come first.

 What Link said about countless more challenging battles waiting for them, is not difficult to understand.

 The development and growth of an academy unavoidably involves competition.

 Competition will inevitably bring conflict.

 To resolve the conflict, there are only two ways, negotiation or war.

 Therefore, in the foreseeable future, countless wars of the academy are waiting for Link, Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group, and everybody else.

 Shouldn't they take advantage of the academy's protection and accumulate more war experience now,

 instead of waiting till they find themselves on a battlefield of life and death to start learning?

 "Still, it was too risky."

 Even though she had figured all of this out, Jasmine still couldn't help but voice her complaint, "Promise me there won't be a next time!"

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, it was unclear whether he had really understood.

 Wondering if he would change for Jasmine.
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 The people of "Pure Blood Will" were in a complicated mood.

 Before the start of the spring term, rumors had been circulating in the club.

 It was said that the top of the top of the top were planning to kill someone during the big competition between the two districts.

 A fledgling first-year wizard apprentice, a New Blood from the Stormy Sea.

 Such a big move, that person must be extraordinary.

 Some people took the initiative to check the information, and indeed the person was exceptional.

 His qualification was intermediate fourth rank, average mediocrity, nothing special.

 But his talent in botany and potion study was truly top-notch.

 He had already conducted research, experiments, published "thesis", and obtained patents before receiving a systematic education.

 His academic performance was excellent, and would have been first in the Southern District had his qualification been better.

 If his scores were in the North District, he could rank top ten or fight for the sixth.

 The reason why he couldn't make the top five was also the lack of qualifications.

 Moreover, this person was merciless, with three human lives on his hands.

 In short, he wasn't an easy person to meddle with.

 Without any previous dispute, most people really did not want to provoke this man.

 Being eliminated wasn't so much of a problem.

 But if he retaliated ruthlessly, indifferent to his future, and actually killed them, that would be their loss.

 Therefore, except for a small batch from the Lucia Faction and Tracey Lucia, who had to perform this task, other members of "Pure Blood Will" were too lazy to dip their hands into this.

 But who would have thought that Tracey Lucia usually boasted but turned out to be all talk and no action?

 As soon as he entered this world, all of the Lucia Faction were wiped out before they even saw the "sun" of the second day.

 The elimination was not the worst part.

 Before being eliminated, he had to shout on the public channel, "Link Grande and the mad woman are killing me".

 Isn't this deliberately pushing the rest of "Pure Blood Will" to the opposite side of Link Grande?

 Involved with Elise Clark, the mad woman, too.

 Having no choice, the "Pure Blood Will" members of several other family factions had to reluctantly take over this task.

 After all, according to legend, the creator of "Pure Blood Will" personally agreed to kill Link Grande.

 These people didn't rush to murder Link Grande when they saw him.

 Different teams, at different times, in different places, chose to hold their troops when meeting with Link Grande.

 Maybe there will be fools who love to make a reputation for themselves, stepping forward, taking this laborious and unrewarding task, to save themselves the trouble.

 Unfortunately, no one wanted to be the fool who stepped forward.

 To avoid being scolded after the big match, these people can only take token actions, trying to isolate Link Grande and Elise Clark within the Righteous Faction.

 Well...

 Except for isolating Elise Clark having some effects, because the mad woman wasn't popular.

 Crazy and unpredictable, who would like to risk being hit at any time to get along with her?

 Isolating Link Grande was a bad move, it was superfluous.

 Local apprentices in the North District, even if they were Half Blood, rarely formed alliances with New Blood.

 The most they'd do is assist the New Blood against the Pure Blood.

 Being Storm Sea New Blood, he was naturally isolated to begin with!

 But since it's decided, this can at least clear up a problem, right?

 Everyone thought that this task would pass without saying anything.

 Who knew, Link would step into their sights, declaring his progress and findings in the faction mission in the faction channel.

 Well, it couldn't be helped then.

 He eliminated the Lucia Faction on his own, and was still jumping for joy.

 If we do not take serious action, we will not only be unable to answer to our superiors.

 Our own faces couldn't be saved either.

 Every time we think about future disputes with other apprentice organizations, and when it comes to a war of words.

 No matter what we say, the other party just have to retort with "What? The one who killed you guys is still so free".

 The veins on our foreheads just couldn't help but bulge out.

 So, the Pure Blood Will factions held a meeting to unify their opinions.

 Each family sends a six-person squad, responsible for finding Link Grande's whereabouts and launching attacks at the right chance.

 If we can achieve results, great. Otherwise, no big deal.

 It doesn't matter if we're eliminated, as long as we don't push him to the point of reckless retaliation.

 Three six-person groups consisting entirely of unlucky members were formed on short notice,

 They started searching for Link from three different directions.

 Not long after the search began, there were results.

 Who knows where Link Grande got so many enemies, someone actually informed them about Link's whereabouts, on

 Mid-river Sandbar!

 Just in case there were tricks involved, the "Pure Blood Will" squad took a few days to scout from afar.

 After confirming the news was accurate and working out an offensive plan,

 Hey, the other party escaped.

 Ran away really quickly.

 The "Pure Blood Will" squad breathed a sigh of relief.

 It's better not to fight if we can avoid it.

 But unfortunately, the sigh of relief didn't last long, a well-intentioned person came and choked us with it again.

 They informed us of Link Grande's latest whereabouts.

 The team leaders of the three six-person groups had no choice but to meet and discuss how to respond to this intelligence.

 "What do you think?"

 "In my opinion, just ignore him."

 "I also agree to ignore."

 "The news should be credible, just that the intention is unpredictable. They want to use us against him."
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 "Humph, more than just being a scapegoat, they take us for fools! That commotion over there is so huge, are we blind? Can't we see? The person who sent the letter just wants us to be the fall guys."

 "So, we ignore it?"

 "Ignore it!"

 "But how do we explain this to the higher-ups?"

 "Explain?"

 "What's there to explain? Just report the whole thing as it is."

 "On what grounds?"

 "Aren't the reasons right in front of us? Just say that Link Grande is now with Elise Clark and Monroe Brisegio, their strength is very formidable, they just annihilated a large group of sixty plus from the opposition. We are no match, and dare not recklessly attack."

 "That... doesn't sound very good, it makes us look uncommitted."

 "Then tell me how we should report it?"

 "All that was fine, but replace 'dare not attack recklessly' with 'doing our utmost to monitor their movements, to prevent them from slipping away'."

 "Alright then."

 "Right."

 "I agree."

 All three captains arrived at a consensus, ended the meeting, each leaving with joy.

 Another day where they didn't have to risk their lives.

 Cheerful!

 This put those secretly observing the 'Pure Blood Will' team in a complicated mood.

 They were hiding in the mountain stream where Lanny Team had stayed, other than sending two people to report to the major force, they did not make any movements.

 They obviously had no intention to strike.

 They didn't even want to get close and scout.

 "Are they just going to slack off like this?"

 The effeminate man voiced his doubt, his tone was filled with disbelief.

 You guys are the team sent to specifically deal with Link Grande, you should at least make a move.

 What are you doing hiding here?

 "It seems we have overestimated the 'Pure Blood Will' team's resolution in dealing with Link Grande."

 The burly man responded, "It seems these people might not be used for this."

 "Humph!"

 The icy woman scoffed, sarcastically said, "Instead of making these flashy moves, they should have gathered more people at that time and attacked when Elise and Monroe were down. Now, what a waste of a good opportunity, giving them time to recover."

 "Alright, cut the crosstalk. You also agreed with this strategy at that time, don't act like you're the only one who saw it clearly."

 The chubby man saw the effeminate man and the burly man's faces both darkened, so he stepped in to mediate, "We should think together about how to continue dealing with Elise and Monroe."

 "As far as I'm concerned, there's no need to keep focusing on Elise and Monroe anymore."

 The effeminate man touched his chin, twirling the soft skin on his chin as he contemplated his words, "Now that I think about it, Monroe Brisegio's logic in his actions is slightly different from that mad woman Elise."

 "What's the difference?"

 The burly man asked curiously.

 "That mad woman Elise, just creates chaos without a strong purpose. Monroe, on the other hand, has always been competing with us to kill the Giant Beasts.

 I understand Monroe better, he has a strong sense of purpose in everything he does, including his pursuit of the mad woman Elise.

 Without a convincing reason, he wouldn't be so keen on killing the Giant Beasts.

 So, there must be a secret we don't know about."

 "You've been talking for a long time, but essentially said nothing. Who doesn't know there's a secret? The question is, what secret? Spit it out, will you?"

 Just as the chubby man finished defending the effeminate man, he slyly mocked him.

 "Heh!"

 The effeminate man didn't mind, he chuckled coldly and continued, "A secret that could make Monroe so eager to kill the Giant Beasts, of course, is related to the camp mission."

 "Couldn't he just be doing it for camp confrontation, or simply to hinder us?"

 The icy woman proposed a different viewpoint.

 "Please think about it, our camp mission is to destroy the world. Their mission is to save the world. If they were simply hindering, as you said, they should be saving the Giant Beasts from us, not competing to kill them. If it was for camp confrontation, they should target all opposition camps, not just those hunting the Giant Beasts."

 The effeminate man rolled his eyes, saying without words.

 "So you mean, their killing of the Giant Beasts is to save the world?"

 The burly man seemed to have some thought but still didn't grasp the key point, he asked doubtfully, "Killing to save, this logic could work, but how does it transform?"

 "Yes."

 The effeminate man nodded, affirming the burly man's question, then said, "I'm not sure how it transforms, but we don't need to know. This does not affect our next move."

 "So, what do you think we should do next?"

 The chubby man asked, "Even without a concrete plan, there should be a rough strategy, right?"

 "I believe, we should focus on the camp mission, not the camp confrontation, try to find out Monroe's secret, or simply think in the opposite direction."

 The effeminate man was again twirling the soft skin on his chin, contemplating his words.

 "Think in the opposite direction?"

 The icy woman snorted, "What do you mean by 'think in the opposite direction'? Explain clearly."

 The effeminate man gave a sinister laugh:

 "Since Monroe is so eager to complete the camp mission, let's just expose his intentions to everyone.

 Tell all the members of the opposing camp, and those in the righteous camps with different thoughts, that the team centered around Elise Clark, Monroe Brisegio, and Link Grande is about to complete the camp mission."
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 "Guess their reaction to this?"

 At his words, the icy woman shuddered involuntarily, distancing herself slightly from the delicate-looking man.

 She knew that he was sinister but hadn't really known the extent of it.

 But now, she got it, after listening to his words.

 What reaction?

 Those in the opposition camp who didn't consider Elise and Monroe as major threats would go berserk and attack.

 Those from the righteous faction who isolated and suppressed Elise and Monroe would surely swarm over too.

 Even the 'Pure Blood Will' who are not too eager to deal with Link Grande would go ballistic and attack.

 They would absolutely not allow those three to complete the camp's mission!

 "Brilliant! Spectacular!"

 The burly man clapped his hands, continuously singing praises.

 "Why didn't you say it earlier? Then we wouldn't have wasted our time and bothered with the incompetent 'Pure Blood Will'!"

 The clean-looking man seemed to be complaining but he was actually complimenting the delicate man for having better ideas than them.

 The icy woman curled her lips, neither praising nor flattering him, nor did she mock him out of habit.

 The delicate man gave a slight smile: "I just thought of it too."

 After exchanging pleasantries, they quickly sprang into action, each with a clear role.

 First, the delicate man announced on the public channel: Monroe is about to complete the camp task.

 He didn't mention Elise at all.

 Everyone knew this woman was crazy.

 If someone said she wanted to destroy the world, everyone would undoubtedly believe it.

 If someone said she wanted to save the world, everyone would first suspect if the person spreading this news was insane.

 Then, the delicate man announced twice consecutively on the opposition camp's channel:

 Monroe is killing the Giant Beast with ulterior motives

 It's to complete the camp task

 The burly man also sent a message to 'Pure Blood Will' in a special way.

 This time, bypassing the three small teams lying low in the ravine, he directly contacted the leaders of the 'Pure Blood Will' factions and informed them that Link Grande and Monroe Brisegio were together and about to complete the 'Save the World' camp task.

 The clean-looking man and the icy woman summoned all their members back.

 With such operations, the news that the team centered around Monroe Brisegio, Elise Clark, and Link Grande was about to complete their righteous camp task spread throughout the 'World'.

 Suddenly, the 'World' became more turbulent than before, and the situation got even messier.

 Those working on the camp task, regardless of which camp they belong to, accelerated their progress.

 Those engaging in camp confrontations tacitly halted their battles, left the fights, and set off for the Mountain Basin.

 The most urgent one was 'Pure Blood Will' who had the highest marching speed.

 Initially, dealing with Link Grande, they could afford to be somewhat passive, even intentionally underperform.

 But now, this was a real life-and-death matter.

 If they continue to 'tolerate' Link Grande's activities, they will lose the wager set by Wizard Peter Lionel.

 "Hurry, hurry, hurry!"

 Parry Percival kept urging the team whose speed had already been pushed to the limit.

 He was very anxious and could only vent his unrest in this way.

 If Link Grande was to complete the camp task, achieving first place in the freshman major competition, and winning the wager...

 Parry Percival didn't know how he would face the disappointed look in Uncle Henry Percival's eyes.

 It was him who single-handedly caused the remaining members of 'Pure Blood Will' to passively deal with Link Grande.

 Rushing hastily, 'Pure Blood Will' finally arrived at the Mountain Basin before all the other teams.

 Parry Percival heaved a sigh of relief; as long as Link Grande was killed on time, there would be no problem.

 "Prepare..."

 Parry looked back at the orderly attack team and exchanged a few glances with the leaders of other factions, preparing to give the attack command.

 Suddenly, everyone's wristwatches vibrated.

 Those in the righteous camp saw the message indicating that their mission had been completed.

 The opposition camp saw the notification that their mission had failed.

 For a moment, everyone was dumbfounded, stunned, and at a loss.

 Especially the four people who orchestrated the joint attack of the opposition camp and the 'Pure Blood Will' on the Mountain Basin.

 The icy woman, the clean-looking guy, and the burly man looked at the delicate man in dismay.

 The delicate man was also baffled.

 He was sure that no one had slipped out of the Mountain Basin.

 How did they complete the mission?
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 Monroe, Elise, and Link are not blind.

 After the announcement on the public channel of their wrist devices appeared, they had a premonition that the situation was going to take a drastic turn, and it would be greatly unfavorable to them.

 Without hesitation, they decisively gathered to discuss countermeasures.

 Sure enough, before long, shadows began to appear around the mountain basin.

 The number wasn't too high, less than a hundred.

 Scattered over such a large area, it was impossible to form a tight encirclement.

 At most, they were only blocking the routes and keeping watch.

 The danger was substantial, even lethal.

 As everyone knows, positions that are easy to defend and hard to attack also tend to be difficult to escape from.

 Especially the mountain basins, if you want to escape, you can only cross the river or follow the river downstream.

 Crossing the river poses a possibility of successful escape.

 But going downstream without rafts would just mean voluntarily delivering meals to aquatic beasts.

 However, a small but elite squad was already guarding the other side of the river.

 Predictably, the ones leading were the four effeminate men who had been leading the chase against Elise and Monroe all along.

 After overcoming the difficulty of crossing the river, they would still have to rush to land, adding difficulty to difficulty.

 The possibility of escaping was dampened.

 So apart from strengthening defensive works and setting traps, it seemed that Link and his companions couldn't do anything else.

 The situation abruptly turned dire.

 At this critical moment, Link came up with an idea.

 That is to abandon defending and dig deep underground, hoping to dig out a tunnel that jumps beyond the encirclement.

 Anyone who had used the Secondary Mudstone Technique knew its effectiveness in digging and construction.

 This was the only way Link could think of to possibly escape alive.

 There was no time to hesitate, and Elise and Monroe, who did not have any other better coping measures, agreed to this plan.

 The four small teams managed to gather nine Wizard Apprentices with an affinity for Earth Elements.

 To dig such a massive tunnel, they couldn't rely solely on these nine people.

 Most of them were First Rank Wizard Apprentices, their spiritual power and magic power were limited, as well as the number of times they could cast magic.

 After a certain period, they would have to engage in Shallow Meditation to recover their spiritual power and magic power.

 The speed of excavation wasn't all that fast.

 After some thought, Link made another arrangement.

 When the nine Earth Element Wizard Apprentices exhausted their power, others would take turns on the stage.

 Everyone would do their best to utilize their most advanced attacking witchcraft to hit the earth walls, blasting open one hole after another.

 In this way, the people could rest, but the excavation work could not stop.

 Encountering exceptionally hard stones, they would directly resort to the Self-Destructing Fire Thunder.

 They were determined to accelerate the progress of the tunnel excavation by any means possible.

 The excavated earth was not transported, instead directly piled up behind them, blocking the tunnel they had come from.

 Not only could this obstruct the pursuers, it also eliminated any second thoughts, allowing them to focus entirely on digging.

 In the face of desperation, everyone pushed themselves beyond their limits and burst into action.

 By the time "Pure Blood Will" rushed forward, blocking the entrance to the mountain basin and ready to launch an attack.

 They were almost about to break through the small hill on one side.

 Escaping the encirclement was no longer a fantasy, it was on the verge of becoming a reality, barring any accidents.

 Just then, those deep underground felt their wrist devices vibrate all at once.

 They looked at each other in disbelief.

 Had the Faction task been completed?

 Who completed it?

 Monroe's eyes filled with astonishment as he looked at Link.

 If he had to guess who could possibly complete the Faction task, Monroe's first suspect would be Link Grande.

 Elise Clark immediately followed suit, staring at Link as if he were a coveted toy.

 Seeing Elise's eyes gleaming with desire, Jasmine felt utter disgust.

 Jasmine stepped forward, blocking Elise's line of sight.

 "Why are you looking at me?"

 Link stared back at Monroe with an open gaze. Under the operation of the "Mind Closure Technique", both his expression and tone were very natural.

 Even a master of micro-expression or a psychologist would not be able to detect any loopholes.

 "It was you, wasn't it?"

 Monroe asked directly, sounding utterly convinced, "It must be you."

 Link shrugged, "I don't know, but I also hope it was me. But I haven't done anything particularly special."

 He paused for a moment before emphasizing, "We've been together all this time. What could I possibly have done? If I had done anything, you would have noticed, right?"

 "It must be you."

 Monroe heard and saw that Link's tone and expression were very open.

 But his intuition told him that the one who completed the Righteous Faction task must be Link Grande.

 So, he did not listen to any explanations, he was simply not listening.

 He was convinced that the one who completed the task was Link.

 Elise took a step past Jasmine's barrier, a hint of anger in her voice, "You're so heartless, not involving me in something fun and flashy. I'm furious!"

 She, too, accepted that Link was the one who completed the Faction task.

 Her acceptance was not only based on intuition, but also because Link had consistently made comments on the Faction channel some time ago.

 Even others, including Elise and Monroe, were following the idea of "Destructive Rescue" to complete the Faction task.

 Competing for progress, chances were, they wouldn't be able to outmatch Link, the one who discovered it first.

 Moreover, whether or not Link had shared all his findings was still in question.

 Based on the common human selfishness, it was highly likely that Link had kept some secrets.

 "Holy cow! Boss, did we really complete the Faction task?"

 Buck, who had been stunned by the news on his wrist device, came back to his senses and let out an exclamation of surprise.
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 The four members of the Brotherhood Group and the three from the Social Phobia Group all looked to Link expectantly, hoping for confirmation.

 Lanny and her team were also watching.

 Under the scrutiny of dozens of eager eyes, Link shrugged again and sighed helplessly: "I truly don't know. I hope so too."

 Saying that, Link turned the screen of his wristwatch towards everyone, "The message I received should be the same as yours."

 Everyone's gaze immediately focused on Link's wristwatch.

 It was indeed the same.

 They all received the same notification.

 Could it really not be him?

 Monroe was doubtful, his estimations wavering in his mind.

 "I don't believe it!"

 Elise suddenly spoke up, "The message being the same is correct, but that doesn't prove that the person who completed the task isn't you. Those are two separate matters."

 The crowd was taken aback by her words.

 Monroe realized that his thoughts had been sidetracked by Link's words.

 This guy was too crafty.

 With gritted teeth, Monroe started to grumble.

 It seemed that he should remain wary of this guy, lest he be profiting off him unknowingly.

 At this moment, Elise delivered a crushing blow.

 She gently touched her forehead, as if she'd suddenly realized something, and said, "I thought it was strange that you volunteered to help us in the battle. Turns out you wanted to distract the Opposition camp, so your secret plans could take effect."

 This speculation was half right, and half wrong.

 When making the decision to help Elise and Monroe fend off their pursuers, Link had no idea the God Slayer had awakened.

 His motivation wasn't to distract the Opposition.

 It was a helpless choice made in an awkward and embarrassing situation.

 Instead of engaging in random battles, Link chose to enter the Mountain Basin to fight off the enemy, and then looked for an opportunity to retreat.

 It was just that after entering the Mountain Basin, his motives had changed slightly.

 Because of Elise's words, everyone further deepened their "suspicions" about Link, whispering among themselves, some loudly, some quietly.

 There was admiration from the Brotherhood Group and gradually from the Social Phobia Group;

 There was silent devastation, like from Lanny Taylor;

 There was secret caution, like from Monroe Brisegio and his buddies;

 There was clamor, with people complaining loudly that Link wasn't a good enough friend, like Elise Clark;

 And there was someone who quietly moved a few steps to block Elise's view of Link, like Jasmine Kidman.

 Link remained silent, letting them speculate and debate.

 Anyway, his principle was not to admit anything.

 Actually, there was nothing to admit.

 He really didn't know if he had completed the faction task.

 The Academy hadn't given any special hints.

 After a while, when the atmosphere cooled down a bit, Link said calmly, "The big battle between the two districts hasn't ended. We're still in danger. Let's continue digging."

 Everyone's attention was immediately pulled back to reality.

 Indeed, there was no sign that the big battle between the two districts was over.

 Their lives were more important.

 They had already wasted some time and didn't dare to delay any further.

 They hurriedly started digging.

 Underground, everyone was digging the tunnel with all their might.

 On the surface.

 At the entrance of the Mountain Basin.

 The fury of Parry Percival was almost unable to be contained.

 Although the other faction leaders of "Pure Blood Will" were also angry, they weren't as incensed as Parry.

 In the end, he was basically stuck with the blame for indulging Link Grande.

 Especially after Link continuously shared updates of the faction task on the faction channel, there were some within the "Pure Blood Will" who suggested suppressing Link early.

 However, all were suppressed by Parry.

 He didn't know what Parry was thinking. Did he want to see Lucia's Family, or more precisely, Tracey Lucia, make a fool of themselves?

 He forgot that this wasn't just about the big battle between two districts, but also about Wizard Peter Lionel's wager.

 Although their respective families behind them didn't want Peter Lionel to complete a full set of Percy Sage's drill/staff, apart from Lucia's Family,

 They also couldn't show that too obviously.

 Everyone was a respectable member of high society, they all had their reputations to consider, right?

 Looking at Parry Percival jumping around, stirring up people's emotions, and boosting morale with the posture that he would rip Link Grande's heart out,

 Luna Colonna sneered, muttered disdainfully: "Just like a dog!"

 After her remark, Luna Colonna couldn't help but become curious about Link Grande, who has unanimously deemed to have completed the Righteous Faction task.

 So how exactly did that guy complete the faction task?

 As Link directed the digging of the tunnel, he was also curious:

 How had the God Slayer carried out his strategy of "Destructive Rescue"?

 The origin of the World.

 God Slayer, a being of jade-like bones, adorned with pure black wings, lifted his right foot from the heart of a divine creature that was slug-like in size but extremely hideous.

 Organ fragments, blood, mucus, all filth, automatically fell off from the right foot bone.

 Pure as jade, untainted by dust.

 "To think that you managed to survive for more than a thousand years."

 The God Slayer moved his lower jaw, emitting an impartial sound, and mocked, "To stay alive, you chose to parasitize a bug. You gods are really repulsive."

 "God Slayer, at least I am still alive."

 The God, whose body was covered in boils, lay on the ground, making a screeching sound like a nail scraping a blackboard, "And your daughter is long dead."

 The deity had fallen from God's Country for over a thousand years, without a divine body and without a god form, only a little divine power remained.
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 It barely managed to survive by absorbing the dispersed origin power from the World's origin and transforming it into vitality.

 How could it ever contend with the God Slayer, whose power was still at its peak?

 The God Slayer knocked it down in one skirmish.

 The God Slayer didn't even need to use the God Killer Sword.

 The Insect God could do nothing but bluster.

 It spoke while curving its insect body as much as possible to minimize blood loss.

 It existed now in a mortal body.

 It's life was its blood.

 As long as it had life, it had everything.

 It wished only to survive.

 To survive forever.

 What if it couldn't defeat the God Slayer?

 Moreover, it was not afraid of the God Slayer.

 Hiding within the World's origin for over a thousand years, it had become deeply bound with the World's origin.

 As long as the World existed, it would not die.

 The God Slayer had stoically guarded his daughter's spirit coffin for over a thousand years without moving.

 Now, as the World was on the verge of annihilation, he had come forth, clearly to save the World.

 As long as the World didn't die, it could not die!

 And so what if it suffered a few blows, faced a little humiliation, as long as it didn't die?

 The God Slayer ignored the nauseating Insect God.

 With eyes like hollow flames, he stared at the faded, shattered, fist-sized World's origin.

 After the great battle ended over a thousand years ago,

 the World's origin was damaged but not shrunken to this extent, it was still half its original size, as big as a grinding dish.

 Now it had shrunk to this degree.

 No wonder he found the World to be only one-thousandth the size it was before when he emerged.

 It turned out this parasite of an insect was living off the World's origin, continually absorbing the dispersed origin power in order to survive, accelerating the World's origin's ruin.

 "You gods truly disgust me," the God Slayer lamented for the second time.

 Despite knowing enough about the true nature of gods, he was still disgusted.

 This World was on the brink of ruin truly due to the constant extraction of its resources, without any return.

 Not just because of the ecological imbalance that had never been corrected.

 There was also a parasite, a worm that was extracting even more greedily and without restraint!

 Since it was siphoning off the lifeblood of the World...

 "Then it could perish together with this World."

 As the God Slayer finished speaking, the pure black wings that were a manifestation of the God Killer Sword detached from his jade-like skeletal body and flew directly towards the World's origin.

 During its flight, the pure black wings changed shape, transforming into a furnace.

 A blazing inferno raged within the furnace.

 The God Slayer was all too aware of the devastating effects of rising temperatures on life.

 So he intended to directly burn the World's origin.

 To let this World reach its highest temperature in the shortest amount of time.

 "No, no, you can't do this!" the worm-like God suddenly panicked.

 It yelled desperately.

 "Stop, stop!"

 "You'll destroy the World completely, total devastation!"

 "Won't you think of your daughter?"

 "If the World is destroyed, where will your daughter rest?"

 The God Slayer turned his head, his flame-like gaze fixated on the Insect God as he replied indifferently, "In my heart."

 Not wanting to hear the Insect God's annoying clamor, the God Slayer snapped his fingers silencing it.

 The furnace enveloped the World's origin.

 The fierce flames scorched it.

 The silenced Insect God immediately began to squirm.

 It was deeply bound with the World's origin.

 The World's origin being scorched was tantamount to it being thrown into the flames too.

 The excruciating pain shook the body and nerves of the Insect God.

 Memories which it thought it had forgotten completely surged into its mind.

 It couldn't help but recall the torturous ordeal of being flayed, skinned and deboned by the God Slayer with the God Killer Sword over a thousand years ago.

 The pain was unbearable!

 It suddenly wondered why it had chosen to stay alive.

 It had hung on for over a thousand years, survived to this day, was all this so it could experience this torture again?

 It would have been better to die back then!

 The God Slayer ignored the Insect God's writhings, quietly watching the world's origin being consumed in the furnace's flames.

 He needed some reaction time.

 But it would be soon.
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 "It's so hot!" 

 Dalton wiped the sweat from his forehead.

 For some reason, it had been getting hotter since they started digging again.

 The sweat on their bodies increased dramatically.

 "What's happening? Why has it suddenly become so hot?"

 Buck shouted out, guessing, "Did we possibly start digging near a volcano?"

 "What should we do then? Change our direction?"

 Digee, also uncomfortably hot, asked anxiously.

 "Boss, what should we do?"

 Linn didn't behave like the other three with their complaints, instead he sought guidance from Link.

 This whole matter was quite strange.

 The notification of the completion of the camp task hadn't arrived long ago, but it had suddenly become so hot.

 No one with a sound mind would believe that there is no connection between the two.

 Besides, Linn clearly remembered that the only variable in the third reconstruction experiment, which Link was paying close attention to, was temperature.

 If it was getting hotter, unless they were being cremated, it meant that the temperature was rising.

 So, Linn was certain that Link was the one who had completed the camp task.

 After all, when they left the underground laboratory and tunnel of the Mid-river Sandbar.

 Link deliberately let everyone leave first, but he himself didn't go to the river until more than two hours later.

 He must have arranged something during this time.

 These were Linn's speculations, of course, he wouldn't reveal them.

 Linn then vaguely brought up his questions.

 What he asked was not about the rising heat, but about Team Monroe becoming increasingly indifferent,

 And about Elise Clark's unpredictable temper, as well as her team's.

 Especially Elise, Linn was more wary of.

 It's often not the cunning ones to be afraid of, but those who are prone to extremes.

 Linn couldn't figure out what Link's attitude towards Elise and Monroe, as well as their teams, was.

 So he questioned indirectly.

 "Do what we should do."

 After glancing at Lanny Taylor, who had been silent after receiving the watch notification, Link provided an answer that seemed like nonsense.

 Linn suddenly understood.

 Means cooperate if we should, fight if the relations sour.

 He nodded, giving Buck and Dalton a look.

 The Brotherhood Group grasped his intention immediately, and quietly heightened their alert level.

 The Social Phobia Group followed suit.

 Actually, compared to Elise and Monroe, Link was more wary of Lanny Taylor.

 Elise and Monroe could stir open conflicts at most.

 If Lanny betrayed them at a critical moment, that would be far from good.

 "Relax, I do what I say."

 Lanny noticed that Link was looking at her, guessing the profound meaning behind his gaze, she quickly figured out the reason and stated her position.

 She didn't seem very determined, and her words were quite ambiguous.

 Generally, such words were just to fool people, and should not be trusted.

 But Link did believe her.

 He remained wary of Lanny, but he put Monroe before her in his priority list, only second to Elise.

 "What the heck have you done?"

 Wiping the sweat off her forehead, Elise, who couldn't hold it back anymore, suddenly turned around to go to Link and yelled at him, "Why has it suddenly become so hot? I hate heat the most! Is it something you did?"

 Link replied indifferently, "What does this have to do with me?"

 "You know it very well."

 Elise's face showed a manic expression, giving the impression that she was about to explode, "Don't think by denying it the problem will just go away. Nobody is an idiot that they would be fooled by you!"

 Link replied earnestly, "I never took anyone for an idiot, but I really don't know anything."

 "Hmph!"

 Elise glared furiously at Link, and then walked back to her team, holding back her anger, she ordered loudly, "Hurry up and start digging upwards, lest we get roasted before we escape!"

 Luckily, she was just upset, not irrational, and didn't lose her temper.

 Even though she was angry, she still restrained herself.

 Having been silent ever since they started digging again, Monroe, said, "We're together on this."

 The two teams immediately changed the direction of the tunnel, from being an arc upward, to a slant upward.

 "Link, what about us?"

 Jasmine, who was in charge of the digging, asked for Link's opinion upon seeing this.

 "Just like them, together with them."

 Link did not insist on the original plan to keep digging straight.

 Instead, he went along with the changes, opting to return to the surface earlier.

 The temperature was continuously rising, continuing to stay underground would really roast them.

 "Okay."

 Jasmine replied, immediately leading her team members to change the digging route.

 The teams that were divided once again joined hands.

 The cooperation remained intact, able to work together.

 But there was no more small talk, only quiet and silence.

 On the surface...

 In the Mountain Basin...

 The team "Pure Blood Will" successfully entered the basin, swiftly occupying key terrains, and started searching.

 A few teams of the Opposition Camp, fast in their progress, had also reached the periphery of the basin.

 "Pure Blood Will" searched for half a day, apart from a few abandoned hideout fortifications, tunnels, and trenches, they didn't find a single person.

 "Impossible! Absolutely impossible!"

 "How can there be not a single person?"

 "Search, keep searching for me!"

 "Even if they fly to the heavens or burrow beneath the earth, you have to find them!"

 Parry Percival roared, like he had gone mad.

 From the moment they received the message, they rushed over without stopping.

 They even found people blocking Link Grande's escape route on the way.

 Link Grande was trapped beyond all doubt.

 How could they not find the people?

 Parry was so furious that he was becoming irrational.
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 However, his angry rant, which was more of a vent than a calm consideration, jolted Luna Colonna to realization.

 "So, they are hiding underground."

 Gazing at the collapsed ruins of the stealth structure, Luna Colonna's lips curled into a cold smile, "I am eager to see just how good you are at digging holes."

 Then, Luna summoned a few "subordinates" and ordered, "Blast this place open. Blast into the ground as deep as you can."

 "Yes, ma'am."

 The "subordinates" neither questioned nor doubted the orders, they followed them without hesitation.

 They immediately started to set the Timed Auto-Destruction Bomb based on their calculations.

 However, before the bomb could explode, guards reported that their faction had been surrounded by several teams from the Opposition camp.

 Disrupting all the actions of the "Pure Blood Will".

 "What?"

 Parry Percival shouted,

 "What do you mean we are surrounded? Translate that for me, what the fuck do you mean we're fucking surrounded? Who dares to fucking surround us?"

 "Stay calm, Parry."

 Having been silent since receiving news of the successful mission to being ordered into the Mountain Basin, Nash Johnson couldn't take it any more. He stood up to chastise Parry Percival:

 "Are you totally losing your mind? This temper of yours is not only useless, but it can also seriously damage the reputation of the Percival Family!"

 "I..."

 Parry Percival's eyes widened, visibly angry and about to retort.

 Smack!

 Nash Johnson directly smashed a water ball in Parry's face to cool down his hot head.

 "You..."

 Smack!

 "Hell..."

 Smack!

 Three times in a row.

 As soon as Parry opened his mouth, Nash Johnson smashed a water ball into his face.

 "Calm down yet?"

 Nash ignored Parry's angry look, speaking coldly, "If you are not calm yet, I will switch to an ice ball, to cool you down even more."

 Parry took a deep breath, suppressing his anger at Nash's rudeness.

 If he wasn't trying to win over Nash's sister, Parry would never have tolerated Nash's recurrent and humiliating behavior.

 "It seems that you have calmed down."

 Nash said indifferently, "Now that you've calmed down, think carefully about what's more important: searching for Link Grande or dealing with the enemy's encirclement."

 "None of it matters now!"

 At this moment, Luna Colonna came over from the abandoned underground stealth construction site, her eyebrows were furrowed and she spoke with a serious expression: "Everyone, pay attention to the temperature. Something's off."

 "Huh?"

 Nash questioned, then carefully evaluated the temperature himself, and made a judgement, "Indeed, it's rising, and at an incredibly fast rate."

 As he spoke, a trickle of sweat rolled down his forehead.

 "Something's off, something must have happened!"

 Wiping the sweat off his forehead, Nash's expression became even more serious, "And it definitely has something to do with the completed mission. Let's hold off on all operations and gather everyone together first."

 Without fire or a first ring magic tool, there was no way to raise the temperature on such a massive scale.

 In the recent events, only the completion of the Righteous Faction's mission could have this kind of impact.

 It was fairly easy for Nash to link the temperature rise to it.

 This was a matter that urgently needed attention.

 After all, people can literally be roasted to death!

 If they didn't die in battle but ended up roasted to death instead, it wouldn't be a good look.

 Faced with an unexpected and urgent situation, Parry didn't continue his reckless tirade.

 Instead, he did his best to cooperate with Nash and Luna to gather all the members of the "Pure Blood Will".

 They were preparing for a possible drastic change.

 They also organized the members to take turns using water magic to cool everyone down.

 On the other side of the river.

 The graceful man, the clean and plump man, the icy woman, and the muscular man were too hot to stay hidden, so they all ran to the river to cool off.

 On the edge of the basin.

 The few Opposition Faction teams which had just formed the encirclement had to pause their operations.

 Attack was now impossible.

 They could only survive by doing all they could to cool down.

 Elsewhere.

 Other teams were in the same situation - without exception.

 Because the temperature in every corner of this world was synchronously rising, and rising rapidly!

 Every remaining wizard apprentice could feel the change in temperature,

 All of them were thrown off by the sudden change.

 Link and the others had just dug through the tunnel to reach the surface, only to find out that the situation had not improved at all.

 The surface temperature was not much lower than underground.

 "It's so hot! So hot!"

 Buck wanted to test the visible heat on the ground by taking off one of his boots and touch the ground with his bare foot.

 He instantly jumped up from the heated ground.

 It was like he was an ant on a hot pan, running around in chaos.

 "If the temperature keeps rising like this, we are going to roast to death!"

 Buck howled.

 His words sounded ominously prophetic.

 In an extremely short period of time, the temperature had risen from unbearably hot to a high too blistering for humans to survive.

 The lines on everyone's wrist vibrated again.

 School announcement:

 The Righteous Faction has now achieved victory in the faction confrontation.

 While everyone found this announcement puzzling.

 Hundreds of arcs of white light descended from the sky.

 All wizard apprentices were teleported out of this world.

 All their plans and calculations were rendered useless.

 In the endless star sea.
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 A giant light gate, brilliant with color, stood amidst the vast vacuum.

 Above the base of the light gate, as broad as a expansive plaza, there were more than four hundred bubbles of light.

 Each light bubble housed a defeated apprentice, some crestfallen, others with missing limbs, or with gaping holes through their chests and abdomens.

 The circumstances varied greatly from one to another.

 The one thing they all shared in common was that they retained their consciousness, and were currently viewing everything happening inside the "World" through a giant screen.

 Hundreds of beams of white light projected from the screen.

 Hundreds of light bubbles instantaneously appeared on the base of the light gate.

 Brushing off his discomfort, Link immediately surveyed his surroundings, verifying whether the environment was safe or not.

 Then he looked carefully at the latest notification on his wristwatch.

 Following that, he shifted his attention to the giant screen, observing the changes in the "World".

 The "World's" pace of time appeared to have accelerated.

 Link felt as though he was watching a video on fast-forward, as the "plot" rapidly played out.

 He saw,

 The impact of a sudden rise in temperature beginning to spread throughout the entire world.

 Water sources were visibly drying up at an alarming rate.

 Vegetation was wilting, utterly listless.

 Large carnivores, unable to bear the water loss caused by the high temperature, rushed en masse towards the rivers and lakes, frantically lapping up water in a desperate attempt to quench their thirst and cool down.

 Quite a number of Giant Beasts died on their way.

 Some died of dehydration, others fought among themselves to the death.

 The situation with the water shortage was becoming more dire.

 Vast swaths of plants withered and died.

 Herbivorous animals, starved of food, started collapsing en masse.

 Smaller carnivores, who had lost their food source, became a source of food for medium-sized carnivores.

 Large carnivores began hunting medium-sized carnivores regardless of the loss and damage they suffered.

 The largest carnivores, starved and parched nearly to the point of immobility, were left with nothing but to await their deaths.

 The "World's" demise was imminent, right before his eyes.

 Link's emotions suddenly turned overwhelmingly complex.

 Even though he always felt a sense of estrangement, and had never fully integrated into the Wizard World.

 The shock from killing people seemed no different from killing characters in a game's storyline in his previous life.

 But to witness a "World", even one teetering on the brink of destruction, accelerate towards its own end due to his own plan—

 This feeling was hard to put into words.

 In Link's heart, the joy from having consecutively completed two mainline tasks had now vanished.

 The origin of the World.

 The place that the giant screen was not broadcasting.

 The jade-like color of the God Slayer's skeleton gradually faded away, close to reverting back to the state of aged bones prior to his awakening.

 Calling upon the God Killer Sword as a furnace to roast the World's Origin placed a significant burden on the God Slayer.

 Especially with an Insect God, profoundly linked with the World's Origin, sparing no efforts in converting the remnant divine power, the vitality transformed from the Origin Power accumulated over more than a thousand years, in a struggle against the furnace's blazing heat.

 This undoubtedly intensified the God Slayer's expenditures.

 However, the God Slayer never really cared for these expenses.

 Power was something he had never actively sought after.

 Not until hundreds of beams of white light descended from the sky, carrying away all the strangers from different worlds.

 The two flickering flames in the eye sockets of the God Slayer paused abruptly.

 After a moment, the flames resumed their flicker.

 The God Slayer slowly looked up at the sky.

 It was as if he saw two golden eyes, roughly as large as this world in its prime.

 Eyes that were detached and devoid of emotion.

 Only at this moment, did the God Slayer truly awaken.

 With his character, how could he have easily believed in a stranger from a different world, and have enforced the so-called "Destructive Rescue" plan?

 It seemed he had been subjected to a suggestion that as long as the logic was consistent, it could be entirely accepted.

 It turns out that his thoughts were being manipulated.

 The God Slayer locked gazes with the tremendously large golden eyes, feeling as if he had returned to being an insignificant ant.

 An ant that could be trifled with, and easily crushed to death.

 The "being" trifling with him was no different from the gods he once faced.

 Indifferent and emotionless, they watched as countless living beings perished.

 "Hahaha…"

 The Insect God broke free from its constraints, letting out a piercing mocking laughter, "You and I are both mere ants."

 The God Slayer waved his hand, the God Killer Sword, previously taking the form of the furnace, morphed automatically into Pure Black Wings, carrying the God Slayer upwards towards the sky.

 An ant could be deceived and could be crushed to death.

 But it would let out a noise before its death.
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 "Ignorance." 

 The owner of the giant golden eyes sneered lightly.

 The irresistible Rule Power descended.

 The God Slayer, who had risen to mid-air, instantly became frozen, his Pure Black Wings peeled off, his white bones turned into dry bones, completely unconscious.

 The gap was so large, much like their relative positions and their sizes.

 One is in the sky, one on the ground.

 One is a towering giant, the other a humble ant.

 In the next second, the God Slayer, who was not killed, appeared in the circular tomb chamber, falling into slumber.

 Continuing to sleep with his daughter forever.

 The Insect God is dead beyond dead.

 After being roasted, the World's origin was absorbed.

 Dust to dust, earth to earth.

 The stolen Origin Power was returned to the original owner.

 The owner of the golden eyes does not disdain to kill the God Slayer who dares to resist and fight him.

 But for another reason.

 A world has two sides, black and white.

 Typically, black and white are opposed, incompatible.

 The Insect God is pure black, the cancer of the world, a bloodsucker, all the negatives, the darkness of the world's origin.

 Then, there is also a special case.

 Such as the God Slayer.

 His white bones are his essence, and the Pure Black Wings are the source of his power.

 In white there is black, in black there is white.

 He is the world's light, but also the world's darkness.

 In order to preserve the world's origin in its entirety, a anchor point is needed.

 Choosing from among the Insect God and the God Slayer, one is retained.

 Compared to the rebellious and fighting God Slayer, the owner of the golden eyes chose to crush the Insect God.

 Not for anything else, just because the insect was too disgusting!

 Although he didn't kill the daring and presumptuous ant-like God Slayer, he didn't hesitate to punish.

 The owner of the golden eyes stripped the God Slayer of the source of his power and integrated it into the world's origin.

 "All worldly" plants and animals that died were also turned into life essence, added to the world's origin, and became nourishment.

 The originally fist-sized, dull world's origin underwent a qualitative change after being roasted by "karmic fire," recovering power, and supplementing life essence.

 It shrunk into a thumb-sized, but vibrant, "Seed".

 The broken world's rivers, lakes, mountains and forests were duly loaded into the "Seed".

 Just like a mustard seed containing the universe.

 Then, under the influence of rules,

 All matter, except for the spirit coffin of the God Slayer and his daughter, were turned into energy and absorbed by the "Seed".

 Having been fully nourished, the "Seed" became more vibrant, more rounded and plump.

 But the surface gloss gradually dulled and became gray and inconspicuous.

 A divine object conceals itself.

 "Go."

 The owner of the giant golden eyes instructed softly.

 The "Seed" flew towards an unknown place and quickly disappeared.

 On the large screen of the Light Gate base, there were no more images.

 Nothing but blanched white.

 The Apprentices could no longer see the "World's" scenery.

 "The two-district competition has ended."

 All of the Apprentices' wristwatches received a brief notification.

 Then, the wristwatches turned into dots of stardust and disappeared without a trace.

 The Light Gate then erupted into brilliant light.

 It covered everything nearby.

 Soon after, the light dispersed.

 All the light orbs on the base square were absorbed by the Light Gate and disappeared without a trace.

 A magnificent being with a body size resembling a star system emerged and appeared near the Light Gate.

 He was draped in a cloak resembling the colorful clouds of dawn, his hood covering his face, revealing only two, planet-sized, golden eyes.

 If someone dared to look carefully, they would see that the pupils of both eyes were miniature spiral galaxies.

 The magnificent being moved with deceptive speed and raised his right hand.

 With two fingers, he pinched and pocketed the Light Gate.

 As if he was pinching a bean.

 Afterwards, the magnificent being "slowly" turned around, his planet-sized, giant golden eyes shooting out two rays of golden light.

 Where the brilliant golden light passed, the void splashed with ripples.

 A being with an equally colossal body size emerged.

 His muscles bulged, completely naked, with complex black patterns covering his key parts, enough to avoid exposing everything.

 "Vermin!"

 The owner of the golden eyes sneered, and then concealed his figure, disappearing without a trace.

 Taking away the world's origin of a broken Small World under the eyes of the World of Gods was enough.

 This was an unexpected surprise.

 If he stayed any longer, he feared more vermin would come to attack.

 Though not afraid, there was no need.

 ...

 Link found that he hadn't returned to the square where the inter-dimensional teleportation gate was located.

 Instead, he had arrived in a small space where all around was filled with white light walls.

 He was alone.

 There were no companions by his side.

 "Link Grande."

 A voice from an unknown origin mechanically began to read out.

 "Main Task 1: Choosing a faction. Score: 84."

 "Main Task 2: Faction confrontation. Score: 82."

 "Main Task 3: Save the World. Score: 91."

 "Side Task 1: Investigate the truth about the decline. Score: 76.

 Side Task 2: Map the world. Score: 72.

 Side Task 3: Sample water, analyze composition. Score: 78.

 Side Task 4: Sample soil, analyze composition. Score: 78.

 Side Task 5: Make plant specimens. Score: 81.

 Side Task 6: Make animal specimens. Score: 79.

 Side Task 7: Sustainable development strategy. Score: 71.

 Total score: 792."

 This score is not low, but it is not high either.

 After listening, Link found it quite reasonable.

 There were a lot of things, that could have been done better, more meticulously.

 If there was ample time and peaceful conditions.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 38: Rewards, Tough Choices_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Unfortunately, there's no room for 'what if's.

 Link must make choices and strive for comprehensiveness, not perfection.

 Thinking back on his experiences over the past few days, he couldn't help but sigh.

 The First-Year Two-zone Tournament, a simulated "Different World Pioneering", was such an unpredictable event.

 From the root to the shoot, one can see how high the difficulty and how complex the situation of real Different World Pioneering could be.

 The voice continued to read.

 "Overall Ranking: First."

 "Rewards:

 1. One-year exclusive right to a spacious comprehensive laboratory;

 2. One-time use of the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm;

 3. A Destiny Witchcraft, and corresponding resources;

 4. Special reward."

 The more Link listened, the more surprised he was.

 The rewards were so generous.

 They were even more generous than the rumors that circulated on the "forum" during the autumn academic term.

 No wonder people from families as wealthy and powerful as Elise Clark, and even more so than the Clark Family, actively encouraged members of their family to score more points and achieve higher rankings in the Two-zone Tournament.

 Among the first three rewards, the exclusive right to use a comprehensive lab for a year alone is enough to cover Link's consumption of Rune Objects and Magic Tools, and then some.

 What is a comprehensive laboratory?

 It means that Link can perform virtually any experiment he wants there.

 Whether it's in Botany, Zoology, Microbiology, Potion Study, Alchemy, or even destructive witchcraft experiments.

 There's nothing the lab can't cater to, only what Link can't do.

 It would be a blissful problem.

 Because inevitably there would be many advanced instruments gathering dust.

 He really lacked a lot of knowledge.

 The second reward, one-time use of the Apprentice-Level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 To Link, recently promoted to third-class wizard apprentice, it was like a sweet rain after a long drought.

 As Wizard Tina once said, cultivating once in the Apprentice-Level Cultivation Secret Realm can push one's spiritual power and magic power to their threshold.

 What does that mean?

 In Link's case, he had only been promoted to third-class wizard apprentice a few days before, and his spiritual power was still at 75.

 The threshold for the amount of spiritual power for a third-class wizard apprentice is 99.

 All Link has to do is enter the Secret Realm for cultivation as soon as he returns to the academy, and when he comes out, he will be a peak third-class wizard apprentice.

 As long as his knowledge builds up, he can immediately attempt to imprint the True Destiny Spell!

 And after enduring for a while until the transformative changes of the True Destiny Spell on his body and soul are done, and the transition of his life essence is complete, he can consider advancing to full wizard.

 This is not just a single opportunity to cultivate in the Secret Realm.

 It's a major booster in cultivation progression!

 A Destiny Witchcraft and corresponding resources, don't require much explanation.

 It's exactly what it sounds like.

 What Link was curious about, was what Destiny Witchcraft the academy would give him.

 Judging by how the academy arranges the most suitable Meditation Technique for each Wizard Apprentice, this Destiny Witchcraft may not be the most powerful in the First Ring witchcraft, but it's definitely the most suitable for Link's overall situation.

 Link knew, the academy had his whole file.

 Those wizards in charge of related matters probably understood him better than he understood himself.

 So he was just curious and not anxious, waiting quietly was enough.

 What interested Link the most was the fourth reward, the special offering.

 Isn't the unknown the most exciting part?

 Perhaps sensing Link's thoughts, the voice rang out again: "Please choose your special reward from the following options."

 "One, Divine Power Essential Analysis;

 Two, Divine Position Essential Analysis;

 Three, Divine Body Essential Analysis;

 Four, Detailed Explanation of God's Country Defences;

 Five, One Sleeping Unknown 'Seed'."

 Among the five rewards, four were related to the essence of the Gods.

 Knowledge of that kind was extremely difficult to acquire.

 Even the "Academic Points" of the academy may not necessarily be exchangeable for it.

 Knowledge is power.

 The more people know, the more "alive" the knowledge becomes.

 It's quite possible for the Wizard World to give birth to Gods on its own,

 or for someone who has gone to the end of the wizard's path to embark on the path of Divine Enthronement, becoming a traitor to the Wizard World.

 This has happened more than once in the history of the Wizard World.

 Therefore, within the Wizard World, there are strict restrictions on the dissemination of knowledge about Gods.

 Given the hostile relationship between the Wizard World and the World of God, it would be of great benefit for Link to acquire relevant knowledge in advance.

 On the battlefield in the future, when he enters the Heavenly World and clashes with the World of God, he wouldn't be completely clueless.

 Choices one, two, three, and four, no matter which one he chooses, he'd make a profit.

 However, Link's attention was focused on the fifth option: One Sleeping Unknown "Seed".

 The special reward, according to Link's guess, should not be a universal prize.

 Most likely, it is linked to the "World" of the Two-zone Tournament.

 Options one, two, three, and four were excellent, and they seemed to be related to the "World".

 After all, the "World" was once a world with lofty Gods and Goddesses.

 However, they're not special enough.

 The relationship with the "World" was only weakly relevant.

 Only option five fits the assumptions of Link.

 The pairing of the unknown with bonus is absolutely perfect.

 After some thought, Link decided to take a gamble.

 A shot in the dark might turn his bicycle into a motorcycle.

 "I choose the fifth, a sleeping unknown 'Seed'," Link stated aloud in a firm tone.

 "Are you sure about your selection?"

 "Absolutely!"

 As soon as he had spoken, a tiny, nondescript gray seed appeared in front of Link.

 Link didn't hesitate. He reached out, ready to take the seed and put it in his pocket.
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 Bagging it is the safe play, right?

 At that moment, the voice rang out again.

 "Link Grande, the unknown 'seed' you've chosen is in fact a remnant of a shattered world's origins, having a certain potential for growth. You have several options to process it:"

 "First, apply to the academy to sacrifice the 'seed's' potential for growth, refining it into a space-type storage magic tool;"

 "Second, apply to the academy to sacrifice the 'seed's' growth potential, refining it into a space-type attack tool;"

 "Third, apply to the academy to sacrifice the 'seed's' growth potential, refining it into a space-type defense magic tool;"

 "Fourth, apply to the academy to sacrifice the 'seed's' growth potential, refining it into a space-type teleportation tool;"

 "Fifth, preserve the 'seed's' potential for growth, invest a large amount of resources, and cultivate the 'seed'."

 "Please make your decision within ten minutes."

 After listening to this long list of options, Link's hand, hovering over the "seed", froze in place.

 This was another difficult multiple-choice decision.

 Each option was incredibly tempting.

 Whether it was the storage magic tool, the space-type attack tool, the space-type defense magic tool, or the teleportation tool, all were highly cherished by all wizards.

 Even if Link closes his eyes and randomly picks, there is no wrong choice.

 However, despite the mechanistic and monotonous tone of the voice, it tended to suggest that Link should choose the fifth option.

 It kept emphasizing the "potential for growth"!

 He who can be convinced to eat well will be better off."

 After much internal struggle, Link suppressed his desire to possess a space-type magic tool and made his decision.

 "I choose the fifth option."

 Link yelled out, his tone lacked the confidence it previously held.

 "A smart choice."

 The voice sounded again. The tone suddenly changed a bit.

 It seemed that the wizard from the academy who was controlling the competition and allocating the rewards behind the scenes, was very pleased with Link's choice.

 But before Link could enjoy his sense of satisfaction, content that he had made a right decision, another dreaded multiple-choice appeared.

 "Link Grande, inside the 'seed' that already belongs to you, there are two independent life consciousnesses with the potential to become a 'spirit'. You have following options:"

 "First, obliterate the mature, unruly, rebellious consciousness that could help you immediately;

 Second, obliterate the juvenile, benign, but resource-draining consciousness that can't help you for a long time;

 Third, obliterate both life consciousnesses and cultivate a 'spirit' separately."

 Link immediately fell silent.

 Having given such detailed descriptions, how could Link not guess the true identities of the two life consciousnesses?

 Who else could it be but the God Slayer and his daughter?

 The mature one was the God Slayer, the juvenile one was his daughter.

 "Can I keep them both?"

 After a lot of hesitation, Link asked hopefully.

 He was a bit greedy, he wanted to have it all.

 "No."

 The voice promptly rejected Link's probing and urged him to make his choice.

 "Please make a decision."

 Link took a deep breath and made a decision: "Please allow me to communicate with them."

 "Granted."

 Inside the heart of the "seed".

 The dormant consciousness of the God Slayer woke up.

 He lifted his head, gazing at the "sky", and saw a pair of pupils as black as night.

 In an instant, the God Slayer understood everything.

 His hollow eyes, flickering like flames, stared at the black pupils for a long time.

 He lowered his stubbornly raised head.

 His pale skeleton hands crossed against each other and pressed against his brow.

 He solemnly prayed:

 "Oh, almighty and merciful Lord."

 "Your humble servant implores you."

 "I beg of you for your grace."

 "I beg of you for your mercy."

 "I beg you to let me see my daughter one more time."

 "I beg you to let my daughter live forever in your kingdom."

 "Oh, almighty and merciful Lord."

 "Your humble servant implores you."

 "I beg of you for your compassion."

 After his prayer, the God Slayer's head drooped.

 Hoping.
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 This was an odd feeling.

 Completely different from when he killed Erick, Harold, and Rivers.

 Especially Rives Francis.

 Both were unprepared to resist, both hoped to die willingly at the hands of Link, but their motives and emotional nucleus were not on the same level as the God Slayer's.

 One was to add a bit of bargaining chip to his own "revenge";

 The other was to exchange his everything for the redemption of his daughter.

 One was selfish, one was selfless.

 As he looked at the bowed head of the God Slayer, waiting for the "blessing" and "mercy", Link sighed deeply, choosing to "respond".

 He intended to fulfill the plea of the God Slayer.

 An inexplicable connection was established between him and the "Seed".

 Under the sense, Link found himself able to control everything about the "Seed", omniscient and omnipotent.

 As long as Link had a demand, and the "Seed" had the ability to fulfill it, a corresponding change would occur.

 His will was fulfilled at its core.

 The cover of the spirit coffin lifted, revealing a small skeleton.

 The shining Origin Power gathered and rushed into the spirit coffin, enveloping the small skeleton and soaking into it bit by bit.

 The pale, dry bones gradually took on a luster of life.

 Flesh and blood grew bit by bit.

 Gradually a complete body was formed.

 A soul awakened at the call, merging into the flesh.

 It turned back into a sweet, elf-like little girl.

 A long green dress with white lotus decorations was automatically dressed on the little girl.

 It made her seem all the more innocent.

 The long eyelashes of the little girl trembled a few times.

 Then her eyelids, slowly opened.

 Her big eyes were gazing at the dome of the tomb, showing confusion.

 Her communicative eyes seemed to ask, where am I?

 "Daddy?"

 The little girl looked around, finding herself lying alone in the small space, she could not help but feel scared.

 Her voice shaking, she called out for her last relative, her only reliance.

 "Thank you, Almighty, Merciful Lord"

 "May your glory ever shine upon your kingdom"

 The God Slayer heard the voice of his daughter and prayed full of gratitude.

 Then he stood up and lifted his resurrected daughter from the spirit coffin.

 Looking at the pale, bony figure before her, the little girl was not afraid, instead she hugged the bone tightly, not wanting to let go.

 "Daddy, where did you go? I missed you so much!"

 The little girl lay on the God Slayer's shoulder, her tears kept rolling down.

 Somehow, she seemed to have a premonition of what was about to happen.

 She began to speak, incessantly.

 Her sweet voice echoed in the circular tomb.

 Speaking of her longing, her love, and her prayer.

 "Dad, I've slept for a long, long time."

 "But I'm not scared."

 "I felt Daddy's presence all the time."

 "With Daddy, I'm not scared."

 "Daddy, you'll keep staying with me, right?"

 "You're not going to leave me, right?"

 "You said you'd stay with me forever."

 "Daddy, don't leave me, okay?"

 "Okay?"

 "Please."

 The God Slayer held his daughter's back with his left hand, gently stroked her head with his right hand, kissed her cheek, and tenderly said, "Live well, take care of yourself, my daughter."

 As his words fell, the bones of the God Slayer, from the soles of his feet to the top of his head, bit by bit, turned into dust, and disappeared completely.

 The little girl floated in mid-air, her eyes red, her lips pouted, restraining her voice, she did not cry out loud.

 Only her tears kept rolling down.

 When the last bit of dust disappeared, the last trace of the God Slayer's existence in the world disappeared.

 Eventually, she couldn't bear it, and wailed loudly.

 "Daddy~"

 The greatest joy in the world can be a long-awaited reunion.

 The deepest sorrow, perhaps, is never to see a loved one again.

 Link turned away, unable to bear watching any longer.

 He could not help but recall the words he had spoken to Jasmine not too long ago.

 "Would you disregard the fate of thousands of creatures for your own benefit?"

 The path of a Wizard, constantly questioning humanity, always ongoing.

 Morality? Conscience?

 Huh...

 Collecting his thoughts, Link opaque asked, "This 'Seed' must be very precious, why is it given as an extra reward to me?"

 After establishing a connection with the "Seed", Link got to know how the "Seed" was born.

 He then naturally knows the value of the "Seed."

 The Seed of the World's Origin, which has the potential to grow into a Small World, would even be coveted by Wizard Palo.

 Even if it requires a large amount of resources to cultivate it.

 This doubt, Link hoped to unravel, otherwise he would not be at ease holding it.

 A voice sounded, answering Link's question.

 "It's a customary extra reward for the first place in the big contest of the two areas in the first grade.

 This world is rather special; it can relatively completely maintain its broken origin, derive into the Seed of Origin, it is an unexpected joy, and it is highly related to your behavior.

 It's not that it was given to you, but the Seed of Origin chose you."

 Hearing this, Link had most of his doubts cleared, but there were still a few details he wanted to understand.

 Unfortunately, there was no chance.

 The rewards have all been handed out, he was kicked out of the Light Wall space.

 Waiting to enter the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation gate, back to the Wizard World.

 Looking at the "Seed" floating in front of him, Link moved his heart and introduced it into his Sea of Consciousness.

 One operation, the real "Seed" sinks into the lake, what hovers above the lake is just an illusion.
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 As for the little girl at the core of the "Seed," she had long since stopped crying and returned to her state of eternal sleep.

 She was already a "Spirit," deeply bound to the seed of origin, with power only second to Link's.

 The seed of origin required ample resources for nurturing, as did she.

 Sleep was conducive to her growth.

 It also alleviated sorrow(?).

 Link took a step forward and walked into the light gate.

 Moments later, Link's figure emerged in the plaza.

 Dozens of hovercars were neatly parked around the plaza's perimeter.

 People had already started boarding the hovercars, waiting to return to the academy.

 Link, carrying a large bag, headed toward the hovercar he had ridden before.

 Jasmine, Buck, Ezio, Digee, Linn, Dalton were all on the hovercar.

 The Social Phobia Trio, Betty. Maggie, Mitte. Brent, Terry. Nürnberg, have purposefully changed their seats to be beside the Brotherhood Group.

 Apart from Link, all 30 of the Southern District's first-year New Blood who took part in the competition were present.

 "Boss, you finally came out."

 Buck waved his hand and deliberately exclaimed loudly, "Did you receive so many rewards for getting first place that you couldn't count them all?"

 Hearing this tone, Link knew that, in his absence, some people must have been talking behind his back.

 Buck couldn't help but argue with them.

 Now he was eager to pursue the matter and take the chance to ridicule them further.

 Link laughed and said, "I did get first place, but the awards aren't that many."

 If there was a minion who willingly acknowledged his leadership at the moment, indulging the minion's swaggering tendencies every now and then wouldn't hurt.

 Moreover, Link clinching the first place in the competition of both districts wasn't a secret that needed to be kept hidden.

 Soon, everyone would know.

 The academy wouldn't keep it a secret.

 "I told you, it had to be my boss who got first place."

 Buck raised his head in extreme pride, acting as if he shared in Link's glory.

 He glanced sidelong at certain people from time to time.

 Link looked in the direction of Buck's gaze and found that the person he was looking at was none other than Isko Alex.

 It's this idiot. Contempt is absolutely warranted.

 The members of the Brotherhood Group immediately congratulated each other.

 Isko Alex's face was as gray as death.

 The Social Phobia Group seemed eager to join the fray, looking rather out of character for their socially anxious selves.

 Link ignored the complex looks from others and, amidst the noise of the Brotherhood Group, walked over to the seat next to Jasmine that had been specifically saved for him and sat down.

 The hovercar took off, heading toward the academy.

 After a long silence, Jasmine spoke in a seemingly casual manner, "I wonder what happened to the 'World' in the end."

 "Destructive Rescue," they had seen scenes of destruction on the big screen, but they hadn't seen any signs of rescue.

 Successfully completing the Righteous Faction mission was essentially an academy ruling.

 Whether or not any subsequent rescue operations took place, Jasmine didn't know. But she wanted to know.

 Link thought for a moment and said, "Things must be destroyed before they can be rebuilt. Destruction is always easier than construction. It takes time to recover."

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine nodded without asking further.

 She was aware of this principle. She just wanted to get some definite news from Link.

 Or hints.

 "Let's rest first."

 The hovercar was filled with chatter; Link didn't want to discuss too much.

 Moreover, digging tunnels is exhausting.

 Although he had traveled through the inter-dimensional portal and returned, not much time had passed.

 He was still tired.

 The Brotherhood Group created a ruckus for a while before finally dying down.

 Under the relatively quiet atmosphere, the hovercar entered the academy grounds.

 To their surprise, Wizard Palo was waiting at the station with Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody!

 His face glowed with pride and high spirits.

 Everyone in the car knew about Wizard Palo's bet with Wizard Peter Lionel. Seeing this scene, they knew exactly who he was waiting for.

 Thus, under the blatant "intimidation" of the Brotherhood Group, it was decided that Link should be the first to get off the car.

 Lanny Taylor clenched her lips, turned her head away and didn't look at Link nor anyone outside the window.

 Today's sunshine was a bit too blinding.

 "Come, come over here, quickly."

 The moment he saw Link getting off the car, Wizard Palo immediately beckoned, appearing very eager.

 "Hello Wizard Palo. How do you do, Wizard Serene, Wizard Cody?"

 Link sped up a few steps, not to keep them waiting.

 He had an accurate measure of the situation and didn't let his status as a "hero" get to his head and forget his manners.

 With the same respect as before, he politely greeted each of the three wizards.

 "Good, very good."

 Wizard Palo laughed heartily, exceedingly satisfied with Link's performance in the competition and even more so with his manners after stepping off the hovercar.

 A shallow smile graced the corners of Serene Wizard's mouth as she nodded to Link.

 Wizard Cody maintained a serious expression and remained silent.

 "Come, let's go somewhere."

 Wizard Palo invited them, leading the way to a low-key luxurious hovercar.

 Naturally, Link followed Wizard Serene and Wizard Cody.

 The hovercar sped swiftly.

 Reflecting Wizard Palo's evident eagerness.

 Shortly after, they had Ravensmouth City in sight.

 Once inside the city, the hovercar directly traveled along Ring City Boulevard to the North District and stopped in front of a villa.

 Wizard Palo was the first to get off the hovercar, followed by Serene Wizard and then Wizard Cody.

 As the lowly shrimp, Link was the last to follow them into the villa.

 This was Link's first time stepping foot in the North District.

 His last visit was brief, as he had just passed through it on a rail transit train.

 As for going inside these villas, that was even less likely.

 Following the servant's guidance, the group arrived at a private room on the third floor.
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 "Peter, long time no see!"

 As soon as Wizard Palo entered the private room, he spread his arms in a gesture for a hug, elongated his voice, and enthusiastically greeted Wizard Peter Lionel.

 Link felt a sense of déjà vu.

 Upon further reflection, he realized that the last time they were at the West District Black Market Colosseum, Peter Lionel had greeted Wizard Palo in the exact same way.

 This was simply the treat others as you would be treated principle.

 "Palo, we just saw each other a few days ago."

 Peter Lionel gripped with a gloomy face and an unpleasant tone.

 As if he had seen an annoying fly, but couldn't chase it away.

 "Haha, Peter, it feels like years every day when I don't see you."

 Wizard Palo laughed heartily, smug and pretentious, like a villain who had gotten what he wanted, "After all, Percy Sage's Diamond now belongs to me. And you are the one who personally handed it over, hahaha..."

 He deliberately brought up the sore point.

 Thick skinned and heartless!

 He was truly a model of 'real men'.

 Link thought to himself, I've learned, I've learned.

 "Hmph!"

 Peter Lionel's face grew even gloomier, as if he was about to start dripping water.

 He huffed, reached into his pocket, and tossed out a box.

 Without seeing any movements from Wizard Palo, the box automatically flew towards his hand.

 Upon opening it, a flawless coloured diamond was revealed.

 Inherent charm effect, making people addicted at first glance.

 Link quickly averted his gaze, not daring to look anymore.

 "Good, good."

 Wizard Palo held the coloured diamond under the light, admiring it proudly and singing praises continuously.

 But this was not satisfactory enough.

 Thinking for a moment, Wizard Palo pulled out a metal wand from his pocket and set the coloured diamond in the reserved socket of the wand.

 Percy Sage's Diamond Wand Set was complete.

 "Nice, really nice!"

 Wizard Palo held up the wand, once again admiring the beauty of the coloured diamond under the light.

 Upon seeing this, rage filled Peter Lionel's eyes; it was as if they were about to spew flames.

 Such audacity!

 "Oh my, Peter, look, how beautiful."

 Unsatisfied, Wizard Palo further rubbed salt into Peter Lionel's wound.

 "Enough!"

 Shrugging off the restrain from Zoran Archie's hand, Peter Lionel abruptly stood up, angrily saying, "Don't go too far, Palo. Know your limit. You wouldn't want me to really get angry."

 "Haha, okay, okay, I will stop, I will stop."

 Still laughing, Wizard Palo pulled out a handkerchief.

 He meticulously wiped Percy Sage's Diamond Wand in front of Peter Lionel before putting it back into his pocket.

 This was not merely perfunctory, it was beyond it!

 Peter Lionel was growing increasingly infuriated.

 "Come, Link, come here. Let Wizard Lionel and, um… Wizard Zoran take a good look at you; the protagonist who helped me win the bet and get Percy Sage's Diamond."

 Having held in for over two months, Wizard Palo was finally able to let it all out victory today. He was not going to get off the stage easily.

 After getting his revenge, it was time for Link to trample on them a little too.

 "Yes, Wizard Palo."

 Link exerted all his strength to put his "Mind Closure Technique" into play, bearing the intense might exuding from Peter Lionel and Zoran Archie.

 He maintained a calm expression, took steady steps forward, stopping half a pace behind Wizard Palo."

 "What are you dazed about? Say hello."

 Wizard Palo urged impatiently, but in reality, he was very satisfied with Link's performance.

 Not all first-year Wizard Apprentices can stand firm under the pressure of two Tier 3 Wizards, especially when one of them was about to become a Sage, and show such composure.

 At least 'Pure Blood Volition' wouldn't have a second one.

 "Greetings to both wizards, may you both be in good spirits."

 After organizing his thoughts, Link gritted his teeth, deciding to be reckless for once, and unabashedly spoke up:

 "I don't think it's too hard to kill the 'Pure Blood Volition' members, especially that Tracey something... Lucia."

 "Tch, she fell at a little push."

 "I didn't even have to make an effort, she was already screaming on the ground."

 "I still haven't had enough fun."

 "Unsatisfactory!"
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 Wizard Palo took a step forward.

 He stopped the intense murderous intent that suddenly erupted from Peter Lionel and Zoran Lucia.

 The Serene Wizard even pulled Link back and directly protected him behind her.

 Wizard Cody also took a step forward, standing alongside Wizard Palo.

 No matter what the three wizards thought, at this moment, they must protect Link.

 This was the person they brought here, the person promoted by Wizard Palo to speak, and who had spoken out from their standpoint.

 If they did not protect him, or if they failed to protect him, their decades of hard-earned reputation, and their status of equal communication with pure blood and half-blood families, would become a laughingstock.

 Nothing could be allowed to harm Link Grande here.

 It was precisely because Link grasped this mentality that he dared to be arrogant and unruly.

 "Palo, your man has crossed the line!"

 Peter Lionel put away his sullen expression, remained calm, and his tone didn't waver.

 However, the more he did so, the more everyone around could feel the surging anger in his heart.

 Zoran Lucia underwent the same kind of change.

 Only his gaze didn't rest on Wizard Palo, but on Link.

 This cheeky fellow even dared to insult his family and the Storm Sea New Blood in front of him!

 "Crossed the line? I don't think so. I'm even upset that it's not enough!"

 Wizard Palo sneered coldly, showing an attitude of being ready to escalate the situation, "Want to vent? If you want to vent, come at me. I'm waiting here. What's the point of attacking a young lad?"

 "Hmph."

 Peter Lionel let out a grunt from his nostrils, furious but helpless, and sat down in frustration.

 The other party was speaking the truth.

 As a Tier 3 wizard and a being about to be promoted to Sage, he could arrange for someone to target, but couldn't personally act against a mere first-year apprentice.

 If word got out, it would become a great joke.

 "You are Link Grande, right?"

 Zoran Lucia didn't give up so easily.

 There was a hint of a vicious smile at the corner of his mouth as he said coldly:

 "The young lad is indeed outstanding in many aspects, but it's a pity that he has a tongue that doesn't know when to stop, often offends people. Let me give you a piece of advice, young lad, speak less in the future to avoid offending people you shouldn't, lest you don't even know how you die."

 Is this advice?

 This was a blatant threat.

 Upon hearing this, Link didn't show any fear.

 You're hell-bent on killing me and even planned to take action. Should I still fear offending you?

 Are you saying that you're trying to kill me and I can't even retaliate verbally?

 Can I only kneel?

 Sorry, I have bad knees, I can't kneel down!

 While thinking, Link didn't back down a step or give any face. He said indifferently:

 "Don't bother worrying about me. You should worry more about the qualities of your own family members. If they aren't habitual thieves, they are easily beaten. You should be careful that your family has no successors."

 "Hmph!"

 Zoran Lucia let out a sneer, "Big talk. You should worry about protecting your own life before you speak."

 He laughed coldly, "Be very careful not to be unknowingly killed by someone."

 Without Wizard Palo, Serene, and Cody shielding him, would Zoran have chosen to engage in a war of words?

 He would have crushed this annoying fellow with a flick of his finger long ago.

 Link turned up his nose and ceased his verbal provocation.

 His goal had been achieved, and there was no need to go overboard.

 The Serene Wizard glanced at Link, thinking to herself that this young fellow was playing his usual tricks again.

 Clearly, he had run into trouble and couldn't tell Palo directly to seek protection, which was why he had taken such a roundabout approach.

 She decided to lend him a hand. After all, it was rare to come across a young lad that caught her eye.

 With a slight parting of her lips, Serene Wizard said: "Palo, that's enough, let's go. There's no point in staying any longer."

 "Alright."

 Wizard Palo didn't refuse Serene Wizard's suggestion and nodded in agreement.

 He had come here today for two things.

 One was to get the Percy Sage's Diamond, and the other was to vent the frustration that had been pent up for over two months.

 Both goals had now been achieved, so there was no reason to stay.

 "Let's go."

 Wizard Palo gave an instruction for Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody to take Link and leave first, while he covered their rear.

 Hmm…

 This was a clear expression of distrust towards the integrity of Peter Lionel and Zoran Lucia.

 Peter and Zoran did nothing extra, only watching sternly as the four left.

 From the moment the bet was laid, many things were already preordained.

 No matter who won the bet,

 Even if not now, even if in the more distant future,

 Only one could survive between Peter Lionel and Wizard Palo.

 Wizard Palo not only took the Percy Sage's Diamond but also repeatedly ridiculed them openly, intensifying the conflict and hatred between the two.

 Perhaps it even accelerated the day when they would determine their fates and decide life and death.

 As for Zoran Lucia, he didn't really care about Link Grande.

 If he truly wanted to kill him, with a little effort and expense, it wouldn't be difficult.

 But he took in one of Link's sentences.

 His thoughts began to churn.

 The young generation of the Lucia family, including Hawk Lucia, indeed lacked any standout geniuses.

 Could it be that there were really no successors left?

 The four successfully exited the private room, left the villa, and got on the hover car.

 "Speak up, what happened during the Grand Competition that made you so desperate to completely offend the Lucia family, and rupture relations with that guy Zoran?"
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 The car had just started moving when Wizard Palo focused his attention on Link, starting his questioning.

 It wasn't just the Serene Wizard who knew some of Link's habits; both Wizard Palo and Wizard Cody also did.

 Their instincts told them that Link likely had some reports he wanted to give but had deliberately taken a detour to find a pretext to do so.

 "I'm sorry, Wizard Palo, for not reporting to you in advance." Link apologised, setting his attitude straight before explaining, "Shortly after the contest started, a trio from the 'Pure Blood Volition' came to kill me. I had by then already run into Elise Clark, a first-year student from the North District, and teamed up with her."

 "Wait a minute."

 Serene Wizard interrupted Link, interjecting with a surprised question, "Elise? You teamed up with Elise?"

 "Yes."

 Link nodded in confirmation to Serene Wizard's question, explaining, "She said that her sister is your closest friend and had heard from you about me. She was curious and wanted to team up with me for some fun."

 "So that's how it is."

 The words brought understanding to the Serene Wizard, allowing her to conjecture the general series of events.

 Most likely, Elise had acted recklessly for the sake of amusement and approached Link on her own initiative.

 Moreover, Elise must have made use of the Serene Wizard's name.

 Otherwise, given Link's personality, how would he team up with a stranger from the North District?

 Nobody can deny that the image of Elise Clark as a crazy girl had deeply entrenched itself in their minds.

 Sensing that Serene Wizard had no further questions, Link continued, "Elise and I worked together to eliminate the trio. When dividing up the spoils, Elise recognised something resembling a 'Keychain'. She said the object could delay the connection between the body and soul, intimate kill competition's apprentices through the academy's emergency protective measures."

 "And then?"

 Wizard Palo, deep in thought, understood why Link held such contempt for the 'Pure Blood Volition'.

 "Then, it was Tracey Lucia who followed us, leading six members of 'Pure Blood Volition'. I exploited an unexpected opportunity that I had stumbled upon and killed them."

 Link did not detail all the events but merely highlighted the critical points.

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo nodded, "No wonder you were so unreserved, daring to insult the Lucia family in front of Zoran Lucia."

 He paused before pointedly saying to Link, "Otherwise, you sly little fox wouldn't have found such a good chance to bring up this matter."

 "Heh heh..."

 Link scratched his head awkwardly, chuckling, "I wasn't deluding myself into thinking I could fool you. I indeed sought your protection but didn't know how to bring it up, so I resorted to this."

 "Humph, still being sly."

 Wizard Palo pretended to be upset, "I've helped you win the bet and done a great favor, yet you're still seeking my protection?"

 "That was my duty and responsibility. I wouldn't dare to seek here and there just based on small contributions."

 Link promptly clarified his stand.

 Everyone knew that Link's smooth talk was overly flattering and highly insincere.

 Yet for some reason, none of them felt annoyed, including the Serene Wizard, who disliked such a speaking style.

 "Say your plans now."

 Wizard Palo knew that Link was not impulsive.

 If he dared to insult the Lucia family in person just to vent for a moment,

 Besides his cultivation and seeking his protection,

 He must have other plans to avoid revenge from the Lucia family, especially Zoran Lucia."

 "Without hiding anything from the three wizards, once I return to the academy, I plan to claim all my awards from the competition, and immediately enter the cultivation secret realm."

 Link didn't conceal anything and directly voiced his thoughts.

 "Have you advanced to a third-class wizard apprentice?"

 At this point, Serene Wizard scrutinized Link and noticed certain subtle changes, asking surprised, "It's only been a short time?"

 The three wizards met Link before the inter-district competition.

 At that time, to their perception, Link was still a second-rank wizard apprentice.

 But now, the subtle transformation in his Sea of Consciousness had been completed, proving his recent advancement.

 Moreover, in a few days, when Link could fully control the changes, it would be hard to judge from his appearance his realm of cultivation.

 A spiritual, power scan will be the only way to assess his realm.

 "Hmm..."

 Wizard Palo pondered for a moment before responding, "Your intention to reach the peak of third-class wizard apprentice as soon as possible and imprint your destiny witchcraft makes sense.

 However, to be promoted to an official wizard isn't that simple.

 Even if you stay in the secret cultivation realm for a month, you will still be a wizard apprentice when you come out.

 You should consider other strategies. Prioritizing safety couldn't hurt.

 The protection I can provide is limited, it can't be flawless.

 If Zoran is determined to kill you, you would need to stay within the academy. Don't even think of leaving the academy until you advance to an official wizard."

 Then Wizard Cody added, "The academy isn't entirely safe; however, I am sure that Zoran won't dare to infringe upon the academy's rules, crossing the academy's bottom line using an apprentice-tier forces. On this matter, I can assure you."

 As one of the few people with the authority to mobilize the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet in the junior division, Wizard Cody has a considerable guarantee.

 Given sufficient reason, he could gather a large force of Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets at any time to defeat the 'external enemy' breaking into the academy.

 Even if the Lucia family subsequently instigated an investigation against Wizard Cody, he remained unfazed.
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 Serene Wizard smiled, "I'll bring this up with Renee Clarke, let her give Lucia's Family, especially Zoran, a little trouble."

 The best way to prevent someone from doing certain things is to assign them other tasks.

 This idea was brilliant.

 Link liked it very much.

 The three wizards deliberately avoided a topic.

 That was how Link, with his "merely" intermediate fourth rank qualification, had been promoted to a third-class wizard apprentice in less than a year.

 There was definitely a secret or a lucky break involved.

 The three wizards clearly had no intention of prying into Link's secret or luck.

 This courtesy was laudable.

 Link liked this even more.

 The hover car had an extremely fast speed and soon arrived back at the academy.

 Link voluntarily asked to get off.

 Before Link got off, Wizard Palo comforted him, "Don't worry too much, this matter isn't that serious."

 Link repeatedly agreed.

 He wasn't too worried.

 There was nothing to worry about.

 If Lucia's Family were to unleash a crushing force, no matter how worried Link was, it would be useless.

 A soldier to a soldier, a general to a general, if they only sent out apprentices, he would meet them head-on, adapting to whatever came.

 Even if it was a peak third-class wizard apprentice who had already branded his Destiny Witchcraft, Link was now not the least bit afraid.

 Downstairs in the dormitory.

 Jasmine was squatting on the lawn, quietly waiting for Link.

 The Brotherhood Group originally wanted to wait there too, but Jasmine sent them away.

 "You're back. Did anything happen?"

 The moment she saw Link, Jasmine got up and hurried over, anxiously asking him.

 "No."

 Link shook his head in response.

 "Good, that's good."

 Jasmine breathed a sigh of relief, and then excitedly announced, "I placed third, and the reward is…"

 Link raised his right hand, stopping Jasmine mid-sentence.

 Some things were better not said in public.

 Having experienced a large-scale inter-zone competition, and witnessing so many Reconnaissance Magic Tools.

 Link dared not be careless.

 Being secretly photographed wasn't a big deal, as long as one acted righteously.

 Being secretly recorded was troublesome, since sometimes privacy was mentioned in conversation.

 "Let's not rush to talk about these things today, we can discuss them in the lab tomorrow."

 Link made a hand gesture, hinting to Jasmine to be wary of eavesdropping.

 "Got it, I understand."

 Jasmine understood, and stopped sharing her joyous news.

 "I'll walk you back."

 Link volunteered, and Jasmine agreed.

 The two slowly walked through the campus.

 Although the road was not long, their hearts were peaceful.

 Suddenly, they reached the end of the road. Jasmine waved her hand, showing no reluctance, and went straight upstairs.

 The road is still long.

 There's no need to cling to the present.

 Back in the dormitory.

 Link first went into the bathroom to clean himself, then enjoyed a warm bath to relieve his fatigue.

 It's mainly because he experienced too much in a short period, and he felt somewhat mentally fatigued.

 The 'Mind Closure Technique' also had its inadequacies.

 After the bath, wrapped in a towel, Link entered his study.

 He lit the Glasswort Aromatheraphy Essential Oil, and in the quiet and fragrant atmosphere, he began a session of deep meditation.

 He woke up from the meditation.

 It was already night time, the bright moon was high above, and it was completely silent.

 Link activated the protection mode in the study, and summoned the "Seed" from his Sea of Consciousness, and looked intently at the center of the "Seed".

 The little girl had woken up, and was currently sitting with her knees pulled up to her chest, curled up on the Spirit Coffin.

 The place she was sitting, was exactly where God Slayer had been for 1627 years.

 It seemed like sitting here, she could feel her father's presence and enjoy his company.

 Link let out a long sigh, deciding to communicate with the little girl at another time.

 As the "spirit" in the "Seed", the little girl was naturally gifted in knowing how to nourish the "Seed" to help it grow faster.

 Link, the master, was less proficient in this respect than the little girl.

 Returning the "Seed" into his Sea of Consciousness, Link's consciousness also sunk into the Hall of Memories, sorting through his recent experiences.

 Reflecting and learning, summarizing lessons and experiences.

 Vivid images flashed before his eyes.

 According to Wizard World's time, the inter-zone competition just began this morning and ended by noon, how could it have faded?

 But Link felt as if it was a long time ago.

 As if it was in another lifetime.
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 Consciousness exits the Sea of Consciousness.

 Link doesn't think about serious matters anymore.

 Link picks up his portable computer, logs into the "Forum," planning to distract his mind.

 The "Forum" is already in an uproar.

 All sorts of news are flying around, and heated discussions can be seen everywhere.

 As Link browses through some of the hottest topics bursting with popularity, he realizes, with a start, that the name that appears most frequently is "Link Grande".

 Upon a closer look, both the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group, transformed into "Link's fans" and began blowing their own trumpet all over the "Forum".

 What, my big boss killed the "Pure Blood Will" trio just by waving his hand;

 What, my big boss just gave a slight smile, causing a huge explosion, evaporating seven of "Pure Blood Will";

 What, my big boss is unparalleled in wisdom, causing a super explosion, evaporating more than sixty people from the North District in one go;

 What, my big boss suppressed more than a thousand people in the North District and bravely won the first place in the two districts

 From various angles, in various ways, they boast about Link mindlessly.

 It seems like Link Grande is invincible!

 Link originally wanted to distract his mind, but he ended up retreating helplessly.

 It's too cheesy, and he didn't have the cheek to continue reading.

 He could only get a good night's sleep.

 During the two districts' competition, he was on tenterhooks, scheming against each other, and hadn't slept a peaceful sleep even once.

 After a night of deep sleep.

 Another day.

 Link wakes up in the morning, feeling refreshed.

 The academy is insane, giving no buffer time at all.

 Yesterday was the two districts' competition, and today they are going to class.

 The transition from the war-torn "World" to a classroom where only the instructor's voice can be heard is extremely hard.

 It seems that for the academy, the most important thing for wizard apprentices is to study.

 As long as you don't die from studying, just keep studying.

 Rest?

 Pretty wishful thinking.

 Fortunately, Link had the "Mind Closure Technique" to help, adjusted his mentality on time, and didn't experience any discomfort.

 Jasmine, having been trained for a semester and a half, has excelled in adapting to fast-paced life.

 She didn't sigh or feel powerless like the Brotherhood Group.

 She got up early and had meals in the cafeteria, pre-studied in the classroom, focused on classes, no different from usual.

 The only thing that dissatisfied Jasmine was that no matter where she went, she was closely watched by unusual eyes, focusing on her and Link two, never stopping.

 It felt as if they were back in the time when they were "cyberbullied".

 Unpleasant memories came to mind, and she couldn't help feeling a bit irritable.

 A slightly better thing was that she didn't sense much malice from these unusual stares.

 The vast majority was curiosity, and a small part was admiration.

 Only a few people who couldn't bear to see others being good or who were envious, jealous, and hateful towards Link would be full of malice.

 When she came across such people, Jasmine would glare back directly.

 Everyone is a human for the first time, why should I give in to you?

 The first daytime after the two districts competition passed in a slightly strange atmosphere.

 After dinner.

 The underground three-floor laboratory.

 Jasmine complained a few words about those unusual eyes, venting some anger, before she calmed down.

 She originally wanted to share with Link her achievements in the two districts competition, share her rewards, share her joy.

 Now she didn't feel like it any more.

 Link waited for a while, and when he saw that Jasmine didn't have that intention anymore, he didn't ask actively either.

 He sat in front of a working computer, reproduced all the research data he had written down for future research.

 The "Seed" was derived from the source of the ruined world.

 This research data may not be very helpful in cultivating the "Seed," but it can serve as a reference.

 A little bit of less trouble is good.

 Link plans to buy through others all of the research data, experiment records, and even water samples, soils, plant specimens, and animal specimens of other participants, either from the Southern District or the North District.

 When the academy's reward comes down, and he gets a large comprehensive laboratory of his own, he plans to set aside an area in that lab specifically for studying all aspects of the ruined world.

 But this something he can't do himself.

 He needs to masquerade.

 Otherwise, others may not guess that he has got the seed of origin, but they would guess that he has got one or more treasures closely related to the ruined world.

 Otherwise, why would he bother to collect these things after the two districts competition is over?

 There must be something fishy.

 In a flick of thought, all the research data is entered into the computer via brainwave contact and then printed out, a thick pile.

 What?

 Shouldn't I use the "keyboard" to type in?

 It's a computer!

 Haven't computers have a convenient brainwave input function? Isn't that a very normal thing?

 One of the basics of a wizard is spiritual power.

 Playing with brainwave input is handy, convenient and fast, much faster than typing with the"keyboard".

 After organizing the data, the Brotherhood Group arrived in the lab.

 The Social Phobia Group are still in the review process, so they will not be allowed into the lab for the time being.

 Besides, this lab that Wizard Palo gave half a year of usage right is about to expire.

 If the Social Phobia Group passes the assessment, they were heading to the large-scale comprehensive laboratory that they could only receive the day after.

 "Buck, Linn, you two come here, there is something I need you guys to do."

 Link put away the material in his hand and signaled to the Brotherhood group.

 "Boss, just tell us what you need."

 Buck and Linn immediately broke away from the main team and walked towards Link.

 Ezio, Digee, Dalton lagged behind a few steps, first went to say hello to Jasmine.

 "You guys find a way, don't go in person, buy all the research materials and samples of soil and standards from the southern and northern districts through other people in private."
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 Link gave Buck and Linn a tough task.

 The key and difficult point of this task wasn't the conflict between the Southern and Northern Districts, but to conceal their identities.

 Linn, always thoughtful, was considering more.

 He knew that if the boss didn't show up in person, and wanted them not to show up either, there must be a reason.

 Without asking what the reason was, Linn stopped Buck, who was about to agree lavishly, and asked calmly:

 "Boss, there's no urgency in terms of the timeline, right? To pull this off while hiding our identities, it will take some circuitous planning. It won't be fast."

 "Take your time, there's no rush."

 Link gave a response that made Linn breathe a sigh of relief.

 No rush was good.

 It meant they could take things slow and work meticulously.

 "This is the budget. If it's not enough, come to me."

 Link took out a box and handed it over to Buck and Linn.

 The box contained his last few dozen magic stones.

 One could say he was going all in, risking everything he had.

 "Ezio, Digee, Dalton, come over here."

 Having instructed Buck and Linn to go discuss their plan, Link issued another summon.

 Ezio, Digee, and Dalton, who were chatting with Jasmine, immediately excused themselves with apologetic smiles.

 They came over to Link and unanimously said:

 "Boss, what are your instructions?"

 Link instructed: "I need the three of you, for a while, to stir up conflicts between the Pure Bloods and Half Bloods on the 'forum', as well as New Bloods' negative emotions towards Pure Bloods."

 "No problem, boss."

 Ezio took up the task, then asked, "Boss, anything else?"

 "Yes."

 Link nodded, looking at Digee, "You should interact more with Betty Maggie and others. Get a feel for what they think, see if they are willing to move forward with us, and make collective progress."

 "Alright, boss, I got it."

 Digee, given an individual task, was very pleased.

 Was this just a task?

 This was trust from the boss!

 Having arranged all that, Link signaled the Brotherhood Group to go read and study.

 The big match between the two districts had ended. They needed to look ahead now.

 Learning never ceased.

 Deep into the night.

 Everyone left the lab.

 After sending Jasmine back to her dormitory, Link went to the Witchcraft Trade Center alone.

 Three awards -

 The large integrated laboratory would be transferred to him first thing in the morning;

 The best choice was to enter the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm during the holidays;

 The Destiny Witchcraft and corresponding resources were now optimal to get a hold of.

 First Ring Witchcraft wasn't simple to learn.

 The corresponding knowledge was tremendously broad.

 Considering Link's current stock of knowledge, it was quite challenging.

 So, before Link entered the Cultivation Secret Realm, he needed to thoroughly understand the corresponding knowledge of the Destiny Witchcraft awarded to him by the academy.

 Only this way was efficient.

 After a short time, Link entered the Witchcraft Trade Center.

 Despite his many visits to the Witchcraft Trade Center, this was the first time Link had entered a small room.

 Having verified his identity and confirmed his selection, Link received a Magic Blueprint Scroll of Destiny Witchcraft and a small bag containing some item.

 Without checking the contents of the bag on the spot, Link headed straight back to the dormitory.

 There was nothing to inspect.

 Mistakes from the academy side were highly unlikely.

 Even if there were mistakes, could Link detect them on the spot?

 Since he couldn't, so there was no need for unnecessary worries.

 Dormitory, study room.

 Link communicated with the scroll using both spiritual power and magic power at a specific frequency.

 An exceptionally complex rune structure appeared in his Sea of Consciousness.

 Upon careful examination, Link felt like he was reading a microchip structure diagram.

 Layer upon layer, intricate and complex.

 The First Ring Witchcraft, compared to the Zero Ring Witchcraft, had "advanced" by at least one generation in the Magic Blueprint.

 Fully absorbing this, Link picked out the unfamiliar Rule Runes and corresponding knowledge one by one.

 Thanks to the large number of entry-level Zero Ring Witchcraft he had prepared for the two district competition, Link had encountered only 12 First Level Rule Runes.

 Yes, Rule Runes also had classifications.

 The core runes of Zero Ring Witchcraft are Zero Level Rule Runes;

 The core runes of the First Ring Witchcraft are First Level Rule Runes, with a large number of Zero Level Rule Runes serving as support.

 Those 12 First Level Rule Runes, according to the academic schedule of the academy, should have been learned during the spring semester of the second year or the fall semester of the third year.

 Link was a special case. He had to find a way to self-study the corresponding "Rune Studies" in advance.

 Some materials can be found in the high-level document library, and the "Academic Points" exchange page has even more content.

 "It seems like I need to find a way to publish some 'papers'."

 Link planned to make use of a fundamental researcher skill - padding out academic papers. He planned to write a few "papers" about the various happenings during the two district competition and turn that into some fringe benefits.

 Apart from earning "Academic Points", this action could also provide a cover for his secret arrangement of collecting research materials and specimens.

 After all, having faced two "competitions" in academia, being extra cautious was normal.

 After planning all this, Link continued to focus on his Destiny Witchcraft.

 The name of this Witchcraft was quite vulgar - "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" - but its function excited Link.

 "Armor Orchid" is a very unusual type of orchid. Resembling layers of miniature armor, it is water and fireproof, highly resilient, and extremely resistant.

 Transformed and activated through the Magic Blueprint, the "Armor Orchid" that witches carefully cultivate and fuse will cover the witch's body in a very short time, like nanomaterials, forming a suit of battle armor.
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 Link went into a whimsical thought about the use of his First Ring Destiny Witchcraft, "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 Immediately, an image popped up in his mind.

 It was from Women's Union 3, where Iron Man Tony Stark roamed the streets in his tight-fitting sportswear, pressed a button on his chest a few times, and a silky nanotech battle armor emerged, covering his entire body and he was ready to fight.

 Cool and stylish.

 I want it!

 Link couldn't help but get excited.

 He went through the instructions attached to the magic blueprint over and over again, and confirmed that his First Ring Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" was quite similar to the nanotech battle armor in both display and actual effect, lighting him on fire instantly.

 "Such swag, it should be mine!"

 With a punch to his left palm, Link blurted out an out-of-character tough-guy line.

 He was too excited.

 Ah battle armor, a prized possession so many kids have dreamed of.

 Now, he was about to fulfill this childhood dream from his past life, why shouldn't he be excited?

 Taking several deep breaths to calm his excited heart, Link put away the magic blueprint scroll and unpacked the bag, pouring out what was inside.

 It turned out to be a round, pitch-black seed!

 "It's actually a seed."

 Even though he had already predicated it, Link still sighed when it was confirmed.

 He has had some serious seed vibes recently.

 Just received the Seed of the World's Origin, but hadn't figured out how to nurture it yet.

 Now, his Destiny Witchcraft reward also came with a plant seed.

 Link picked up the pitch-black armor orchid seed and began to carefully observe it.

 The seed itself was not special, but a common extraordinary plant seed.

 The unique thing was that Link sensed a movement in his Sea of Consciousness.

 Upon realizing, he summoned the seed causing the stir in his Sea of Consciousness, and prepared to figure out the reason.

 The "Seed" floated in front of Link's brow, sending out waves.

 Telling Link, that it desired to devour the armor orchid seed.

 Link couldn't help but frown slightly.

 He knew that the "Seed" needed plenty of resources to grow.

 However, the armor orchid seed was related to the learning of the First Ring Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", and it was not something he could easily give away.

 If the "Seed" consumed it, where would he find the second armor orchid seed to learn witchcraft?

 Link furrowed his brows and set his gaze toward the core of the "Seed".

 The little girl looked up and locked eyes with Link.

 After a moment, the girl who had just accepted the fact that her father had exchanged his life for her resurrection, said shyly, "Master, please grant me a name."

 Link thought for a moment and said, "You will be called Franda; also, don't call me 'master'."

 "Franda is at your command; pray, how should Franda address you from now on?"

 The little girl, Franda, blinked her big eyes and asked innocently.

 "Hmm ..."

 Link pondered for a while and said, "Just call me 'my lord'."

 "Alright, my lord."

 Franda quickly accepted this slightly odd form of address, and then asked, "Does my lord have any orders?"

 Link directly placed the armor orchid seed and the First Ring Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" into the core of the seed and gave full permissions of the "Seed" to Franda, asking, "Would the absorption and digestion of this plant seed by the 'Seed' affect the learning and use of witchcraft?"

 Franda, as the "spirit" of the "Seed", was able to give Link an answer on this.

 Especially since Link had just opened up everything he had learned through his connection with the "Seed" to Franda.

 She could freely retrieve all knowledge to "calculate" and derive an answer.

 The "data stream" flashed in Franda's big eyes.

 The Origin Power of the entire "Seed" became active, helping Franda "calculate".

 It wasn't long before Franda came up with the results.

 In her eyes, the "data stream" converged, flashing with excitement.

 She declared loudly, "My lord, based on the knowledge you shared, it seems we can enhance your First Ring witchcraft 'Armor Orchid Battle Armor' and directly make the 'Seed' the core to deploy it."

 Link did not expect such a pleasant surprise from his first conversation with Franda.

 If Franda's "idea" could really be fulfilled, wearing the power of a world to fight ...

 What is one armor orchid seed?

 If necessary, he would not be stingy with hundreds or thousands of them.

 The question though,

 is, can it be done?
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 This idea was beautiful. 

 But bringing it to fruition would certainly not be simple.

 Link knew this, but he had already been stirred with anticipation and was resolved to give it a try.

 Clad in the small world, even if it is a cool battle armor evolved from an undeveloped small world, he would engage in combat.

 Just thinking about it was thrilling.

 You think my punch is just a regular punch?

 Wrong.

 It's a whole world!

 Burying mountains does nothing compared to this.

 I will show you what I mean by world-class face slapping.

 You think I only have minimal firepower?

 Wrong again.

 I have stored an entire world's worth of weapons!

 Fight me with firepower, if you dare.

 You think I stopped to rest?

 Wrong again.

 I just need a little time to transform the Origin Power of the small world into spiritual power and magic power!

 Fighting a protracted battle, I've never been afraid of anyone.

 Is there anyone else?

 The more he thought the more eager he became.

 Link quickly reined in his scattering thoughts, returning to normal logical thinking mode.

 Make bold assumptions, but prove them rigorously.

 He did not urge the "Seed" to engulf the Armor Orchid seeds right now.

 Without repeatedly verifying the feasibility, conducting multiple experiments, and deriving the final magic blueprint modification plan, Link would not risk the Armor Orchid seeds.

 Considering that the "Seed" was not fully developed, and it had not been treated with alchemy, it couldn't store foreign objects for a long time.

 So, he took out the Magic Blueprint Scroll of "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" and Armor Orchid seeds first.

 After a moment of thought, Link did not revoke the authority given to Franda, reminding her, "Don't stay here all the time, feel free to go anywhere you want, do anything you like. As long as the 'Seed' is growing in a positive direction."

 Currently, Link was not utterly destitute, but he really did not have many resources.

 He couldn't feed the "Seed," which absolutely fancied consuming resources.

 He could only allow the "Spirit" Franda to develop freely, do a bit of internal recycling, and adjust the internal ecosystem a bit.

 "Understood, Master."

 Franda obediently agreed.

 When Link moved his eyes away, Franda glanced at the circular tomb chamber that was preserved in its original state, waved her hand, and directly sealed the chamber.

 She herself appeared on the surface of the "Continent" that had been reduced to a square flat piece of land.

 Since her father had exchanged his life for her to be reborn, she could not forever indulge in feelings of sadness.

 She had to cheer up, live a happy life every day.

 This way, her father in "heaven" would certainly be pleased too.

 After mentally consoling herself, Franda started to get busy.

 The master was such a kind man.

 I should start by building him a grand palace and a beautiful garden.

 Link put away the Magic Blueprint Scroll of "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" and the Armor Orchid seeds, and began to think seriously.

 Franda, who had shared his knowledge, bore the "brain-hole" idea of ​​"Seeds" as the core and imprinted the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" Destiny Witchcraft through computations amplified by the world's origin power.

 This showed that, based on Link's current knowledge structure, it is theoretically possible to see the feasibility of this brain-hole idea.

 The reason why Franda "saw" it and Link himself did not was due to the gap in computational power.

 Link couldn't help but think of the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card which was cooling down.

 Perhaps, if he became the humanoid supercomputer equipped with top-tier AI, he would be able to see the feasibility of the brain-hole idea and even perceive the direction for modification of the witchcraft.

 The "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card still required two days of cooling down.

 He couldn't waste those two days just waiting.

 He should proceed as originally planned, take over the large comprehensive laboratory, and start the preliminary research work for his "thesis."

 The two days quickly passed.

 The hot discussions about Link on the "forum" gradually subsided.

 In its place were some other incredibly explosive news such as the opposition between pure blood and half blood within the North District, the origin of half blood;

 The situation where North District Students from the Righteous Faction were incited and provoked by the "Pure Blood Will," isolating the Elise Team and Team Monroe, which consists of both pure bloods and half bloods;

 The "Sea Sail Alliance" of the South District who ended up in the Opposition camp during the inter-district competition, and were all "slaughtered" just because they said the wrong thing.

 Among all the news, two things made the South District New Blood both angry and helpless:

 The first was that "Sea Sail Alliance" forced the New Blood who had said the wrong thing to kneel down and apologize to the North District Student who "slaughtered" them after the competition ended, just the day before yesterday afternoon, begging for forgiveness;

 The second was the real-name exposure of Andriya Norman's experience of being forced to become the inside agent for the "Pure Blood Will," only to be bombarded by "her own people."

 They were angry at some New Blood being so weak-willed, not only kneeling but also pulling others to kneel with them;

 And they felt helpless at the overwhelming power the North District Students had, which spelled despair and made it hard to see a glimmer of hope for resistance.

 Link couldn't be bothered to look at those disheartening words, curse-laden rants, and grandiose speeches.

 Too much worry invites indigestion, and it's good to broaden one's horizons.

 He was quite satisfied with the efficiency of the Brotherhood Group that allowed him to quickly exit from the "top of heated discussions."

 With the fewer strange stares and a tranquil setting, things were more comfortable.

 The takeover for the large comprehensive laboratory went smoothly.

 The laboratory was located in an eight-story experimental building at the boundary of the South and North districts.

 Close to a lake, it was adjacent to few botanical gardens.

 The laboratory was located on the fifth floor, occupying an entire floor, it could accommodate eight labs funded by Wizard Palo.

 The area was very spacious, and it was equipped with all kinds of facilities and equipment.

 There were nine divisions, including botany, zoology, microbiology, human anatomy, potion study, witchcraft, alchemy, rune studies, and a comprehensive area.
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 Each district can be further divided into smaller sections, depending on the requirements.

 What pleased Link the most, was the opportunity to submit project proposals every two months.

 As long as the project proposal materials are prepared, you can apply to the academy for free supply of experimental materials.

 Of course, the prerequisite is that the project logic is consistent and reasonable, and its feasibility and application prospects can be reflected in the project proposal report.

 During the project period, the research progress must be reported regularly.

 After it's over, a final report is needed.

 Financial constraints are naturally to be expected.

 No matter how financially capable the academy is, it also needs to guard against being continually taken advantage of, doesn't it?

 Link planned to write a project proposal report right away and apply to the academy for some experimental materials as soon as possible.

 The direction of the project would be the study of the reasons for the ecological imbalance in the shattered world where the competition takes place in the two districts, and the exploration of the reconstruction of the ecosystem cycle.

 If it could truly be approved, the benefits would be multi-faceted.

 Not only would it solve the embarrassment of the current lack of funds, but it would also find a source of "Academic Points", and it would aid in cultivating the "seeds".

 Jasmine and the Brotherhood Group saw Link take over the laboratory and then immerse himself in a pile of materials.

 They knew a life of research and experimentation day and night was about to begin.

 Jasmine was not concerned, she was used to it and also willing.

 She had started doing preliminary research work, categorizing the water samples, soil, specimens brought by everyone.

 Some experimental materials were limited in conditions, had not been conducted, or the data was not precise enough. They needed to be retested, analyzed, and ranked again.

 Link's printed materials were rearchived according to standards.

 The tasks seemed to be low-tech and trivial, but they were indispensable before the start of the research and experiment.

 A good research assistant is just like this.

 Most of the time, no words, gestures or expressions are needed.

 She was always prepared in advance.

 The five members of the Brotherhood Group were somewhat immature and playful.

 Even Linn, who was the most active-minded, and Ezio, the most steady, often couldn't stand the boredom and wanted to find some fun.

 However, what was more "consoling" for the Brotherhood Group was that they knew they would have to "lie low" for a long time and could not leave the academy.

 They could only stay in the increasingly boring academy, and couldn't go to Ravensmouth City for fun.

 They might as well follow the boss into the lab, do some research and experiments.

 At least that way, they could learn something.

 They wouldn't be wasting time.

 As for why the Brotherhood Group couldn't leave the academy for a long time.

 The reason is simple.

 For the remaining two months of this semester, Link planned not to leave the academy.

 He also asked Jasmine and the Brotherhood Group not to leave.

 He also told the Social Phobia Group, whether there's any business or not, try to go to Ravensmouth City as little as possible.

 In the many novels and films he had seen in his previous life, many protagonists were dragged down by those around them.

 Leading away from danger, kidnapping, temptation, coercion...

 The many tactics often used by villains, Link remembered them fresh and naturally needed to be cautious.

 Jasmine and the Brotherhood Group took Link's words very seriously.

 Not only did they not consider leaving the academy.

 Even while moving around inside the academy, they maintained a high level of vigilance.

 In the evening.

 The large comprehensive laboratory, living/work area.

 "Boss, the funding is used up."

 After Link briefly halted his documentation of the project proposal, Buck and Linn came to him.

 In the past few days, the Brotherhood Group split into several paths, each on their own mission.

 Not only had they made progress on the "forum" public opinion,

 Deepened their contact with the Social Phobia Group,

 They also gained quite some results in collecting experimental materials.

 They had put on several layers of "alter ego", and with curiosity as the reason, they had bought water samples, soil, specimens, research records, and lab logs from some participating new blood from Southern District and students from North District they could contact.

 Tens of Magic Stone were used up, in exchange for many bottles, specimen clips, specimen bags.

 They had just moved everything into the comprehensive area of the new lab, and there was no time to organize everything yet.

 A small area was specifically set up in the comprehensive area for related research and experimentation on the ecological system.

 "You guys have done a great job, you've worked hard these couple days."

 After expressing his recognition for Buck and Linn, Link then said, "Let's pause here for now. I'll notify you guys if there's a need later."

 Before he could confirm whether the academy would fund him, Link decided not to invest his own money any further.

 Mainly because there were no funds left to invest. (covering face with hand)

 "Okay, boss."

 Buck and Linn didn't ask any more questions. After receiving his reply and seeing that Link was still busy, they went to the comprehensive area to organize the materials they collected.

 The Brotherhood Group, who had followed Link for more than two months, showed a good initiative.

 Link took a glance and felt quite gratified.

 There were five people and seven or eight guns, the team was gradually growing and becoming stronger.

 Only when it was late at night did Link take Jasmine and the Brotherhood Group to leave the laboratory.

 Under the illumination of the street lights, their shadows stretched very long.

 Link took the initiative to speak, breaking the silence:

 "In the next period, we will focus on the research and experimentation related to the ecological system during our spare time. We will continue the research that was not done well or finished during the two district competition."

 "I believe that there won't be few people with this idea."

 "Time is short, and the task is heavy. It will be very busy, and I hope you all are mentally prepared."

 Even if not many new blood participants from the Southern District are interested in research and experiment, the students from North District definitely won't be few.
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 Link saw the opportunity to earn "academic points", as did everyone else.

 After Sophie Lucia's two "snatches", Link paid great attention to this aspect.

 He didn't want to slowly carry out his research and experiments, only to find someone else had already jumped the gun, published the "paper", and reaped the "academic points".

 "No problem, boss."

 Buck pounded his chest, boasting, "Even if I have to live and eat in the lab, I can bear it."

 "Alright, since you're so sincere, I'll satisfy you."

 Link immediately followed Buck's lead, catching him off guard.

 "Hehe..."

 Buck scratched his head, grinning sheepishly.

 He was just posturing, how could he really live and eat in the lab.

 He believed the boss was just teasing him.

 Linn took a moment, then asked: "Boss, in that case, will we run out of experiment materials?"

 His worry was not unfounded.

 Over a thousand people from the North District participated in the district competition. Even by a ratio of one-tenth, there would still be over a hundred people with a "research" consciousness.

 That's over a hundred competitors.

 Moreover, among the North District students, there were those who were ridiculously well-off, using a large number of Magic Stones to pave their way. How could they not obtain experimental materials?

 There was even the possibility of monopolization.

 At this point, Linn couldn't help but feel fortunate that the boss had asked them to start gathering materials early.

 Unfortunately, the quantity was too small.

 Did Link know about this?

 Of course he did.

 Was there a way to change this situation?

 Submitting a research proposal to the college, was the solution.

 "Don't worry. I have a plan."

 It was too early to tell, so Link didn't explain his plan. He just reassured everyone, "Anyway, we won't lack experiment materials."

 In the worst case, he would contact Eric or Monroe, present part of the research results, and exchange it for experimental materials.

 Compared to "academic points", Link places greater importance on nurturing "seeds".

 If he could have both, grasping them with both hands, it would be even better.

 At this time, Jasmine asked: "What about Betty and her group? They told Digee today that they want to formally join our team. What do you think? Do we allow them to join now, or do we observe them for a while?"

 Jasmine brought up a school rule: "Any team with 10 or more members must apply to the school to establish a formal group or organization. Don't forget that."

 Many apprentice organizations in both South and North District, such as "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", "Sea Sail Alliance", "Pure Blood Will", "Ultimate Glory", developed this way.

 Link knew about this school rule and had a response strategy. He replied: "I'll make a trip to Wizard Palo's place tomorrow to report something. We'll make a decision on this matter after I return."

 "Okay."

 Jasmine nodded.

 Why report to Wizard Palo before allowing the Social Phobia Group to join the team and creating a formal group at the school?

 Of course, out of reverence.

 Having reached this point in their conversation, they were already at the base of Jasmine's dorm.

 After bidding Jasmine farewell, Link and the Brotherhood Group returned to their respective dorms.

 The next day.

 The morning schedule was the same as usual.

 After lunch, Link went alone to the Administrative Building.

 He entered the long-abandoned thesis review office and met with Wizard Palo.

 After the usual salutations, Link got right to the point, stating his main reason for coming.

 After hearing Link's proposal for a research subject, along with the specific topic, Wizard Palo was silent for a long time.

 In the end, he failed to keep his emotions in check, a big grin spreading across his face.

 In a somewhat strange tone, he said:

 "The school's wool will surely be plucked clean by you people sooner or later."

 "I've already received three similar research proposals today."

 "Free experimental materials, why not take advantage of it, right?"

 "Good guy, that's really something."

 "Each one of you is more ruthless than the last."
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 "Thank you, Wizard Palo." 

 Link seemed sincere in his thanks in the face of the teasing.

 One should listen carefully, think much.

 Is this teasing?

 It's actually an overt reminder.

 It was to inform Link that not only he is trying to make a fortune from the college, but more have been eyeing the research topics related to the Second Ring competition.

 Since they've chosen to do so, then they should get started early and produce results early.

 Wizard Palo waved his hand, indicating that Link shouldn't be so polite, and asked, "You came to me, there must be more than just this. Tell me the details."

 "Indeed, there is still something."

 Link replied, "Half a year has passed. Firstly, I would like to thank Wizard Palo for the funding back then. Secondly, I am here to return the laboratory."

 As he spoke, Link rose from his chair, bowed formally in gratitude.

 Then he places the access card with both hands on the desk, sliding it towards Wizard Palo.

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo picked up the access card, put it in the drawer, and said, "You won the first prize in the Second Ring competition, and the college rewarded you with a year's use of a large laboratory, so indeed, you no longer need that lab."

 With that, Wizard Palo pulled something from the drawer and placed it before Link:

 "You helped me win the bet, so there must be a reward. This Second Ring Defense Magic Tool was used by me when I was young. I hope you don't mind."

 When the elder gives, one cannot refuse.

 Furthermore, this is a Second Ring Defense Magic Tool, it is for safety, how could one possibly refuse?

 Link is also facing threats from the Lucia's Family.

 He doesn't even need to be polite, just accept it honestly.

 To avoid appearing too hypocritical.

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo."

 Link immediately thanked, at the same time, he picked up the Second Ring Defense Magic Tool without shyness, put it in his pocket, and then boasted, "Wizard Palo is generous, it's my honor to work for Wizard Palo."

 "Alright, stop the flattery."

 Wizard Palo stopped Link's flattery, "Having the heart to be conscientious in doing things rather than shouting slogans like Lanny Taylor that resonate from the rooftops and then only rank eighth."

 Frankly, an eighth-place finish is definitely not bad.

 If Lanny Taylor hadn't been too distracted by Link, she could very likely have made it into the top five, or even the top three.

 Regrettably, there are no if's.

 Link did not take the opportunity to "attack" Lanny Taylor along with Wizard Palo, but rather answered with silence.

 Don't talk about people behind their backs.

 Moreover, the more one speaks the more likely one is to make a mistake.

 Who knows if Wizard Palo will consider those who talk too much dislikeable?

 Wizard Palo was just speaking with emotion, not deliberately belittling Lanny Taylor.

 He is in the metamorphosis period of getting promoted to sage. Most of the time, he acts instinctively, instead of rational restrain, he doesn't think much about the consequences.

 He says what he wants.

 To prevent the atmosphere from getting awkward between the two,

 Link took the initiative to change the subject, "{Wizard Palo, I have to consult one more thing with you."

 "Go ahead."

 Wizard Palo raised his chin.

 "After the competition, three friends who experienced some events with me are intending to join my team. You know the academy rules, a team of 10 or more must apply to register. Therefore..."

 Link finished it off awkwardly without completing his sentence.

 In reality, applying to register an apprentice organization is just Link's freedom.

 He can be seen as a small soldier in the camp of Wizard Palo,

 But he hasn't joined the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" established by Wizard Palo,

 By registering an apprentice organization, he wasn't starting another business and certainly not betraying.

 The Social Phobia Group was actually fine.

 They were all free people who had never joined any apprentice organization.

 They had clear backgrounds.

 The problem is Jasmine and the Brotherhood Group.

 They both have joined the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 Though for various reasons, they both declared their retirement, but in process, they were not officially approved.

 Moreover, Witch Ayla once tried to lure Jasmine back.

 The Brotherhood Group also occasionally receives event invitations.

 "It's a minor issue, no need to worry."

 Wizard Palo knew what Link was considering and gave him a concealed response, "In the coming half year, not just my 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association', even Peter's 'Pure Blood Volition' would also be dissolved."

 Link seemed pensive and tentatively asked, "So, after the promotion to sage, you can't manage the internal affairs of the academy?"

 "That's not what you should be worrying about now."

 Wizard Palo grinned again, implying that "A moment of speed does not imply constant speed. It is more secure to take steady steps and gradually move up. This is how you will go further."

 What does this sentence mean?

 It is guiding Link.

 Don't think that by having one or two secrets or opportunities, you could rapidly promote during the Wizard Apprentice stage and continue to do so upon reaching the Official Wizard Level.

 If you want to go further, you must have a solid foundation!

 "I..."

 Link opened his mouth, tried to explain that he's just a bit curious for now.

 And he's not aiming too high.

 Wizard Palo raised his right hand and stopped Link from speaking, "There are things that can be said but not done; there are things that can be done but not said. Understand?"

 Perhaps due to the imminent departure from the Wizard World and the near arrival of the days to explore the heavens,

 Or perhaps because the metamorphosis period is in its final stage and he's becoming more emotional, Wizard Palo has repeatedly given tips and advice today.

 Implicitly told Link, he and the Serene Wizard, Wizard Cody didn't care if Link had secrets or opportunities, nor did they covet them.
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 But that doesn't mean others don't care or covet it.

 If it can be hidden, hide it, don't say it lightly.

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo."

 Link swallowed down what he initially wanted to say and thanked him sincerely once again.

 "Alright, looking at you, the issue should've been discussed nearly enough. Now go back."

 "Visit Serene more often, whether you have business or not. She admires you quite a bit."

 "She always speaks highly of you."

 Wizard Palo waved his hand, indicating the young man, who, in every respect, resembled him when he was younger, to depart.

 To avoid stirring up his emotions further.

 Failing to maintain composure can be very awkward.

 He too has his pride, alright?

 Link bowed and exited the office.

 Leaving the Administrative Building, Link felt that while he gained a lot, there was also a sense of regret.

 In the future, it may be difficult to arrange to meet with Wizard Palo at will as he did now.

 He was even advised to visit Serene Wizard more often.

 The time to say goodbye might come sooner than expected.

 Sighing deeply, Link regained his composure.

 Casually touching the Second Ring defensive weapon inside his clothes, the corners of his mouth lifted into a small smile, and he walked confidently towards the classroom.

 What an amazing mentor.

 If he hadn't made this trip today, he might still have received his deserved reward.

 But he had no idea when that would be.

 It's always better to secure it as early as possible.

 It provides stronger protection for his personal safety.

 It feels delightful.

 In no time, Link, who was elated, arrived in the classroom where only Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group were present.

 "How did it go?"

 As soon as she saw Link, Jasmine immediately questioned him.

 Everyone was curious about the outcome of Link's trip, and their attention promptly turned towards him.

 "It's good news."

 Link replied briefly with an affirmative answer.

 Everyone let out a sigh of relief.

 "Great!"

 Buck looked even more excited, immediately clenched his fists, and gave a forceful swing.

 A happy smile emerged on the faces of the three members of the Social Phobia Group.

 They didn't want to avoid social interaction; they were just fearful of it due to various reasons.

 Having finally encountered a group with a friendly atmosphere, they naturally wanted to join.

 Now that all obstacles have been removed and they can smoothly become part of the team, they're naturally thrilled, very thrilled.

 If they weren't so reserved, they'd want to celebrate as wildly as Buck.

 "Boss, give our team a name for registration purposes. It would make things more official."

 Linn suggested.

 Whether it's for reporting to the academy or to declare to the outside world, having a catchy official name is always beneficial.

 Link, who embodied democratic spirit, smiled and said, "Let's all discuss it together. Once we've decided, Jasmine, you'll be responsible for registering."

 "Okay."

 Jasmine agreed promptly.

 Based on her understanding of Link, she realized that he tasked her to manage the administrative affairs of the team in the future from that utterance.

 For Jasmine, this was good news.

 She was more than happy to do it.

 As long as she can make herself useful.

 She didn't want to appear as a mere ornament or decoration.

 The formerly showy Clinging Flower was striving to become cotton.

 And she was working tirelessly towards it.

 At this moment, the Brotherhood Group was passionately discussing the team's official name.

 Disputes erupted from time to time.

 The Social Phobia Group was also actively participating.

 They occasionally expressed some opinions.

 Quickly, under Jasmine's hosting, several candidate names emerged.

 They were all presented to Link to decide which one would be the official name of the team.

 Link thought carefully for a while and chose "Freedom To Do Anything," a name that reeked of ridıcılıty.

 This choice indeed came as a surprise.

 Not only to Jasmine and the Social Phobia Group,

 even the Brotherhood Group, who earnestly proposed "Freedom To Do Anything" as a candidate, was stunned.

 They were just trying to have some fun and didn't expect the boss to seriously choose this name.

 Could it be that they would have to loudly proclaim to everyone that 'they're free to do whatever they want' when they're out and about in the future?

 Tsk...

 The Brotherhood Group trembled at the thought of this scenario, feeling a bit chilly.

 That made them wonder:

 Could they still save face?

 "So it is settled."

 Facing everyone's bewildered and shocked gaze, Link gave a faint smile.

 He made the final decision.

 He didn't explain the reason behind his choice either.

 He also had a period in his previous life when he was crazy about all kinds of mischief. It was pure and joyful.

 Revisiting it now was quite nice.

 Hearing Link's firm tone, Jasmine shook her head and decided not to reject and reconsider.

 She directly wrote down the ridiculous name "Freedom To Do Anything" on the Apprentice Organization registration application form.

 She would deliver the application later.

 The naming of the team was thus settled.

 Link took out paper and pen, made some sketches, and then started to talk about the real agenda and provided arrangements:

 "From today onwards, we will split into four groups."

 "Jasmine and I will form one group, in charge of researching the related microbial ecosystem."

 "Buck and Ezio will form another group, tasked with testing and analysis of water samples and soil."

 "Linn and Dalton will be in a group, responsible for research related to plant specimens."

 "Digee, Betty, Mitte, Terry will form a group, in charge of research related to animal specimens."

 "According to the information I got, at least three teams are competing with us."

 "So, not only do we need to guarantee the research quality, but we also need to rush against time."

 "I hope everyone is prepared."

 As his voice fell, Link glanced at everyone, waiting for a response.

 "Okay."

 "Yes, boss."

 "No problem boss, we'll follow your instructions."
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 "Always be ready!" 

 Everyone, in their own unique ways, responded to Link's arrangements.

 After his response, Digee started to show off to the three members of the Social Phobia Group:

 "This evening, you'll get to experience what a large comprehensive laboratory is. It occupies an entire floor, has nine sections and its vastness is indescribable. All of the advanced facilities and equipment, whether documented or not, are available. Your eyes will be dazzled and you can use them however you want!"

 His exaggerated tone and expressions instantly stirred up anticipation for the large lab within the three members of the Social Phobia Group.

 They simply wished time could fly by faster and evening could come sooner.

 The afternoon classes passed under the anxious anticipation of the three from the Social Phobia Group.

 After dinner...

 Under Link's leadership, the group marched towards the border between the North and South Districts.

 Their presence surely attracted a lot of attention on the road.

 Could it be that the famous first-year Link Grande from the Southern District has also started forming cliques?

 Upon entering this laboratory building, the three from the Social Phobia Group began to observe carefully.

 Their expressions and behavior quite resembling Old Mrs. Liu when she first entered the Grand View Garden, curious about everything.

 They took the elevator up to the fifth floor, swiped the access card, and entered the lab.

 A gasp of awe escaped from the trio from the Social Phobia Group.

 Digee wasn't bluffing.

 It was indeed enormous and equipped with high-end facilities and machinery.

 When it comes to research and experiments, 'Do Whatever You Like' truly applies here.

 Men and women were separated, each entering their changing rooms to put on protective clothing that met the laboratory standards.

 Without wasting precious time, Link immediately arranged work for each group according to assignments made in the afternoon.

 There's no need to mention things like experimental background, objectives, and procedures.

 They'd been explained multiple times during the competitions between the two districts.

 In the Integrated Section, in a specially designated area...

 Everyone was bustling about busily.

 With the aid of advanced and comprehensive lab facilities and equipment, plus a sound and detailed experiment plan set by Link...

 They were completing one detection and analysis project after another.

 Data and results were obtained one after another.

 Before deep into the night, the water, soil, plant and animal specimens collected by Team Link had all undergone re-examination and re-analysis.

 Having collated all the data and results, Link allowed the somewhat weary Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group to go back to their dorms together.

 He and Jasmine stayed behind to handle the data for a little longer.

 "See you tomorrow, boss."

 After bidding Link farewell, the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group promptly changed clothes and left the lab.

 The boss and the head lady need some alone time.

 As subordinates, how could they not be discerning of this?

 Quickly, quickly, quickly!

 Let's go, go, go!

 However, Link and Jasmine were in fact busy with serious matters.

 Focused on processing all the data.

 The two didn't even have time to chat.

 Not long after, the data was processed. Link scanned the whole thing, noting everything down.

 "Let's go, it's late," he said, packing up the files.

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine, showing signs of fatigue, responded lightly.

 After changing, they turned off the laboratory equipment and lights.

 They left the lab, slowly walking towards Jasmine's dormitory.

 The journey was silent.

 Just like Jasmine's current mood.

 Arriving at her dorm building, Jasmine waved goodbye and went upstairs.

 As she turned the corner about to climb the stairs, she caught a glimpse of someone hiding in the shadows with her peripheral vision.

 "Who's there?"

 Jasmine condidently challenged the figure, instantly activating her "Defender 3202" suit.

 "It's me."

 The figure stepped out from the shadows, standing under the light.

 It turned out to be Lanny Taylor, still wearing a veil even at this hour.

 "What do you want?"

 Jasmine asked coldly.

 From their first interaction, she never liked Lanny and didn't show her good grace.

 Lanny Taylor, her eyes red, asked bitterly:

 "I want to know what I didn't do well enough?"

 "Why did I only get eighth place while you got third?"

 "Is it because you have Link Grande on your side?"

 Jasmine initially didn't plan on entertaining Lanny Taylor who was behaving irrationally for some unknown reason.

 After thinking about it, she decided to respond and said indifferently:

 "Because I'm lucky."

 "Because I can 'Do Whatever I Like'!"
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 Double entendre. 

 Jasmine, on one hand, is subtly showing off her relationship with Link while also demonstrating that her actions are unconstrained.

 She sarcastically implies that Lanny Taylor, after the cross-district match, is completely bound by Wizard Palo's betting games.

 Such deliberate actions are excessive and counterproductive.

 Lanny, feeling attacked, has bloodshot eyes.

 She takes a deep breath, suppressing the turmoil within her, and says the real reason she's been waiting here tonight: "Witch Ayla asked me to tell you that she won't be handling the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association'. So, don't worry about her. Do whatever you want."

 Her tone shifts expressing somberly: "Why does everyone cater to your wishes, why does everyone considerate towards you?"

 With the last word, Lanny heads upstairs.

 It's as if her last words were merely a sigh of something.

 She doesn't expect an answer from Jasmine.

 Jasmine waits silently for a moment until she no longer hears the footstep of Lanny and then heads upstairs.

 She could care less about Lanny's last word.

 It's as if she just heard a fart.

 How could everyone accommodate her wishes and be considerate towards her?

 There are plenty of things that don't go accordingly.

 She won't leverage her minimal 'good luck' to act out of line in the future.

 It is always best to speak and act cautiously.

 Want to mess with my mind? No way!

 Jasmine, slightly aggrieved, returns to her dorm and immediately sends a message to Link about the incident.

 Not necessarily to fully tarnish that unworthy person, just add a degree of wariness.

 After Link received Jasmine's message and read its content, he understands that Lanny may have experienced some setback or blow at Wizard Palo's, hence her irrational acts.

 Even, she might have some ill intentions, trying to instigate Jasmine, hoping to make her more bold in her actions and words.

 Boldness, can be equated to recklessness, which can easily incur dislike.

 "Nonsense."

 Link scoffs, looking down on Lanny's tactics.

 It is a world where strength is within oneself.

 Working hard to improve one's strength is the royal road.

 He briefly replies to Jasmine, advising her to be more cautious, then turns his attention away from this matter.

 First, he goes into deep meditation, completing his daily duties.

 Then, he fully activates the "Mind Closure Technique" to adjust his state.

 With all preparations done, Link activates the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card.

 Transforming into a humanoid supercomputer equipped with top-tier AI.

 Maximum 20 seconds!

 Link focuses his will on allocating his sudden "computing power" increase towards the study and modification of his First Ring destiny witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 It's as if he can see data streams flowing before his eyes.

 One by one, knowledge points are being summoned, ideas are being stirred, and propositions are being verified.

 Link feels an inexplicable sense of grandeur rising up within him.

 It's as if he really knows and can do everything.

 20 seconds passed quickly.

 In the first moment Link deactivated the status card, he didn't check his gains, but immediately went on to assess his psychological state.

 That inexplicable sense of grandeur had startled him somewhat.

 Based on his character, there's no way he could have thought of such grandiosity at this stage.

 There must be something wrong somewhere.

 A moment later, Link heaved a sigh of relief.

 False alarm.

 It's still due to the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card.

 As it strives to maximize the limit of the brain's computing power, it inadvertently magnifies Link's desires.

 For now, it's just a side effect and not yet at the level of a toxic side effect.

 Following an increase in the quantity and quality of mental energy, with stronger will power and not activating the status card for too long, such problems will not occur.

 At the stage of a wizard apprentice, the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card is a bit overpowered for Link..

 Hard to fully control.

 Although, each usage brings some gains.

 This time was no exception.

 Link understood where Franda's idea came from.

 The First Ring destiny witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" is a Water and Wood dual-system witchcraft, which naturally pairs with the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method".

 Or rather, the First Ring witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" is the supporting witchcraft to the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method".

 Everything is already arranged by the academy.

 However, not every apprentice wizard who practices the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" and is attuned to the Water and Wood elements can get the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" magic blueprint scroll and the precious Armor orchid seeds.

 Since it's a Water and Wood dual-system witchcraft, the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" possesses the characteristics of both systems.

 The "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", being defensive in nature, mainly focuses on endurance, recovery, and inherent healing capacities.

 In terms of defensive strength, Armor Orchids are as robust as metal. Despite some deficiencies, they do not lack much compared to the battle armor witchcraft of the Gold and Earth Systems.

 Moreover, it wards off fire and water, demonstrating great endurance, and enables mobility in various special terrains such as deserts, around volcanoes, swamps, and in the sea.

 Perhaps it's a coincidence, or perhaps it's "Heaven's will".

 The seed of origin which smelted everything from the broken world has an overall attribute leaning towards Water, Wood, Earth, Light, and Dark Systems.

 It can not only accommodate the Armor Orchid Seed, but has surplus.

 If Link wants to modify the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" witchcraft based on the "Seed" engulfing, absorbing, and digesting the Armor Orchid seed, and

 changes the basis of the witchcraft deployment from the Armor Orchid Seed to the Seed of Origin, which possesses all characteristics of the Armor Orchid seed and more. There's a lot he needs to do.

 First, Link needs to fully digest the First Ring Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 Don't even mention reaching the breakthrough level, it must at least be proficient.
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 Next, Link needs to learn more Level-1 Rule Runes and related knowledge.

 The "Seed" has an affinity for the elements of water, wood, earth, light, and darkness. To better cultivate and utilize these elements,

 He must also possess knowledge of the Rule Runes from all five elemental forms.

 Lastly, Link needs to collect more Level-1 Witchcraft similar to the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", preferably the top-grade Level-1 Witchcraft that can be used as his Destiny Witchcraft.

 Since the "Seed" has devoured, digested, and absorbed the Armor orchid seeds, it can replace these seeds, making it possible to perform the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" witchcraft.

 Thus, it certainly also has the potential to perform other similar witchcraft.

 If all these possibilities can be realized, the final Destiny Witchcraft based on the "Seed" will not be the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", but rather the "Original Armor".

 Rome wasn't built in a day.

 And Link is not overly ambitious.

 An old saying goes, make bold conjectures but verify them carefully.

 Having sorted out his thoughts, Link adjusted his many plans for the remaining two months of the term.

 The ongoing research and experiment on "Academic Points" exploitation in the Academy is his top priority.

 This will not take much longer to complete.

 When he first activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card, the extra computational power inadvertently accelerated this research.

 A clear research methodology and detailed experimental plan have already been established.

 Even the all-important draft of the paper was ready.

 All that remained was for Link to find the time, and it would become reality.

 The learning of Level-1 Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" is of high importance and high priority.

 Upon getting "Academic Points", he would immediately exchange them for detailed information about the 12 Level-1 Rule Runes.

 As for other Level-1 Rule Runes, if have enough "Academic Points", he would also learn more from them.

 Next is the research on the Armor Orchid seeds and its inherent properties.

 These four tasks will occupy almost all of his spare time in the next two months.

 With the plan in place, Link fell asleep.

 The consumption of the "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card was enormous.

 Especially over a 20-second period!

 Link was a little overwhelmed.

 He had a good night's sleep.

 The following day.

 Link woke up on time.

 Just after having breakfast in the cafeteria, he had planned to go to the classroom and read some material.

 His personal intelligent device vibrated, and he received a message from Elise Clark.

 The message asked him to meet her now, at the lakeside lawn.

 Link touched the Level-2 defensive weapon in his pocket, not fearing that this meeting might be a trap,

 He informed Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group, and then went to the lakeside alone.

 On his way, after some thought, Link decided to make use of his protection from the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet for this term.

 Under the protection of the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet in Invisible Trailing Mode, Link arrived at the Lakeside Lawn.

 "You're here."

 Elise Clark, for some unexplained reason, was standing by the lake early in the morning, trying to sound profound with such a statement.

 "I'm here."

 Link recalled during the major competition between the two districts, how he had inadvertently combined with Elise's whimsy and received rewards, and remembered a joke from a previous life, so he decided to play along.

 "You shouldn't have come."

 "After all, I came."

 After a round of language games with Link, Elise suddenly burst into laughter.

 Two teardrops slid down her cheeks, and she didn't bother to wipe them.

 They streaked down her cheeks, and fell onto the lawn.

 "Why do you always want to play these games with me?"

 Elise gazed at Link, her eyes full of mixed emotions, "My mom, my sister, my childhood best friend who grew up with me, all refuse to do so. Only you are willing, and you can even retort my words."

 Elise tilted her head back, her eyes fixed on the morning sun, and she murmured:

 "I've told you, I was born on the front line, and many of my problems originate from my birth.

 I also told you, I suffer from schizophrenia.

 But what I didn't tell you is, as I get older, my memories become more and more confusing. There are always strange visions floating in my mind.

 Speaking words I can't understand but strangely enough I can comprehend, doing things I can't understand but strangely enough I can comprehend.

 The weirdest thing is, many times, I feel that I am that girl in the vision, and she is me."

 She suddenly turned her head, her eyes piercing Link, and said cryptically:

 "The conversation we just had has appeared in those visions more than once.

 Sometimes on paper, sometimes on the 'television'."

 When she said the word "television", the language she was using turned out to be Mandarin!

 Even for Link, who had the 'Mind Closure Technique', he almost showed a flaw.

 He adjusted his mentality in time and responded, asking calmly, "What language did you just speak, I've never heard that before?"

 "Really?"

 Elise chuckled, "Have you heard 'practice makes perfect'?"

 Again, she spoke in fluent Mandarin.

 And it was the phrase that Link had once translated into the language of the Wizard World, used to respond to Elise's question. (See Chapter 6 of this volume)

 It turns out that as early as that time, Link had revealed his "flaw".

 But as Wizard Palo had warned him just yesterday.

 Some things, you can do but cannot speak of; some things, you can speak of but cannot do.

 This is one of those things that cannot be admitted or spoken about.

 Even if the evidence is incontrovertible.

 "What do you mean?"

 Link's heart fluttered, but he maintained a calm exterior, and asked in reply.
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 "No fun at all." 

 Elise gave Link a deep look, then proactively changed the topic that made Link a bit uncomfortable. She said, "I called you here because I want to cooperate with you."

 "What kind of cooperation?"

 Link responded immediately, secretly letting out a sigh of relief.

 He didn't want to keep facing Elise's relentless questioning.

 Pretending to be stupid could only work for so long.

 "A cooperation related to the research topic you're currently working on,"

 Elise responded calmly.

 "How to cooperate? Who's participating?"

 Link continued to ask, trying to grasp more details.

 "Me and a few of my buddies, we'll supply the experimental materials, and then we'll jointly sign the resulting research papers,"

 Elise said, "We guarantee it won't be less than what the academy gives you, and we'll also provide some funding. We only ask to be the first author for one 'paper' and second or third authors for a few 'papers'."

 This request, matched with their conditions, was not unreasonable.

 Link estimated that this project could produce at least six 'papers'. With some padding, even eight wouldn't be an issue.

 "Okay."

 After some consideration, Link agreed.

 "The experimental materials and funds will be sent to your lab by noon,"

 Elise finally stopped standing by the lake, walked over, and patted Link's shoulder, hinting:

 "You should hurry up. Tracey Lucia has also found out what you let your subordinates do. She's gathering all her strength to do the same research and experiment, preparing to publish the results before you."

 After a pause, Elise gritted her teeth, "Her family always loves to do this kind of thing!"

 Apparently, she or someone close to her had also been 'plagiarized' by members of the Lucia family.

 "Don't worry, it won't be slow."

 Link's voice was full of confidence.

 With a clear direction, a complete plan, advanced equipment, and plenty of manpower, how could they slow down?

 The progress of the research would be like a rocket, reaching the sky in a swoosh.

 "That's good, I'm looking forward to your results."

 Elise was very pleased with Link's response.

 She liked people who were confident in their words and actions.

 But not like Monroe Brisegio, who thought he was mature and wise and had everything under control, but made mistakes in almost everything he did.

 That wasn't confidence, it was arrogance and pride.

 Therefore, after the major competition between the two districts was over, when Monroe's clan elders learned about how his actions led his team into a trap, almost destroying them, they severely punished him.

 Now he's still locked up in confinement and can't come out.

 Pushing aside her thoughts, Elise focused her wandering attention, looked at the reserved young man in front of her, and smiled gently.

 She suddenly had a mischievous thought, so she said: "I have another secret to tell you, lean in closely."

 Link instinctively sensed something was off and refused: "Just say it."

 "But what if someone overhears?"

 Elise said with a troubled look, "If it leaks out, it will be highly unfavorable for you."

 Link carefully sensed and didn't perceive any murderous intent, hostility, or even a trace of malice from Elise.

 Only a hint of mischief.

 After some hesitation, Link still took a step forward, turning his face to Elise, ready to listen carefully.

 Elise's mouth curled into a smug, devilish smile. Her plump, flame-red lips moved closer to Link's ear and she whispered:

 "There should be distance between men and women. Tell me, do you think Jasmine Kidman would be jealous?"

 With that, she planted a kiss.

 A bright red lip mark was left on Link's cheek.

 The kind that doesn't rub off.
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 Mad women will be mad women.

 They do things just for their own joy, never considering the effects or consequences.

 No matter the consequences for themselves or the impact on others.

 You could say Elise came prepared, but in reality, she had not planned to steal a kiss from Link;

 But you could also say it was a spur of the moment thing, yet she had deliberately applied lipstick with extra ingredients before leaving the house, making the mark she left behind quite difficult to clean.

 Perhaps this is the mindset of a mad person.

 They themselves cannot predict what they will do the next second.

 Link stepped back, glared at the triumphantly smiling Elise, and wiped his cheek with his hand, only to find it didn't come clean easily.

 This lipstick is really not decent.

 "I hope this is the last time."

 Link sternly warned Elise, he didn't like this kind of game.

 Ambush.

 It's not noble!

 "Hehe~"

 Elise made a funny face, completely dismissing the warning, waved her hand, turned around, and left.

 She left in a pretty carefree manner.

 Link watched Elise walk away towards the North District until her figure disappeared from sight.

 Truth be told, Elise's actions today genuinely shocked Link.

 Although he was mentally prepared, having battled in the Wizard World for so long, he couldn't possibly be the only transmigrator.

 However, him casually being suspected as a transmigrator by a wizard apprentice, someone readily discovering his transmigrator status, was certainly not within Link's expectations.

 Perhaps Elise had suspicions after investigating him and targeted him because of that.

 Link guessed like this, and his mood did not calm down for a long time.

 As for Elise's actual circumstances, Link had no interest in investigating.

 He didn't like others prying into his secrets.

 And he didn't like prying into other's secrets either.

 For quite a while, Link came back to his senses.

 Without hurrying back to the classroom, he went to the fifth-floor laboratory, under the strange gaze of a few passersby.

 The "Magic Apothecary Talent" was activated due to stress, and Potion Study knowledge was fully utilized.

 He first sampled and tested the composition, then concocted a bottle of potion, used a "cotton swab" to apply the potion to his cheek, and removed the deep red lipstick marks.

 After all of this, Link finally left the laboratory and returned to the classroom.

 However...

 Jasmine's face was gloomy, as cold as frost, radiating a freezing aura.

 The Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group were so scared they were trembling, huddled together, not daring to make a sound.

 Not to mention their daily roughhousing and jokes.

 Seeing this situation, Link immediately knew that Elise must have done something again.

 The corner of his eye caught a glance at Buck, signaling him.

 Buck shrunk his head, his right hand seemed to accidentally sweep across the portable computer on the desk, making a "surfing" gesture.

 Link understood the signal and nodded.

 He sat down next to Jasmine, not in a hurry to speak.

 Link took out his portable computer and logged into the "forum".

 There was a pinned post highlighted at the top, very conspicuous, and extremely popular.

 Upon opening it, the content was quite unsurprisingly, photos of Elise kissing Link's cheek and Link wiping off the kiss mark, two photos.

 One was the first place winner of the two districts of the first grade in the Southern District, and the other was the notoriously mad woman from the first grade in the North District.

 There was also something interesting about the photo content.

 Curious people gathered and the popularity skyrocketed instantly.

 The comment section was shocked, "Goodness" was frequently uttered.

 There were also quite a few sour comments about Link Grande lacking conscience, daring to lay hands even on a mad beauty.

 Seeing this post, how could Link not know what had happened.

 Well, genuine jealousy this time.

 He put down his portable computer, looked at Jasmine, and was just about to explain the situation.

 "Turn away!"

 Unexpectedly, before Link could speak, Jasmine coldly ordered.

 "What?"

 Link was confused, not knowing what Jasmine seemed to be up to.

 "I said turn away!"

 Jasmine spoke in a huff, "Don't look at me, look at your Elise!"

 Ah, true jealousy has stirred.

 This state of a girl, coax her or not, it's all problematic.

 The more you coax her, the more angry she gets, but if you don't coax her, she gets even angrier.

 Link decisively chose not to coax her, but according to Jasmine's words, turned his head back and looked forward.

 "Humph."

 Jasmine grumbled, then suddenly leaned forward, forcefully kissed Link's cheek.

 Then she bitterly said: "Don't remember the feeling of her kiss. Remember mine!"

 After saying that, she sulked alone, unwilling to pay any more attention to Link.

 Jasmine didn't wear lipstick, so naturally, she didn't leave a lip mark, only some residual warmth.

 Link sighed in silence.

 He just wanted to concentrate on practicing and didn't want to get involved in these things.

 Instead...

 One on the left and one on the right, both of his cheeks had been stolen a kiss from.

 What on earth is this about.

 Could it be the lips next time?

 Aggravating!

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group observed the interaction between the boss and the big sister, each reacting differently.

 The only female member, Betty, both admired big sister Jasmine's boldness and courage, but was also afraid that her eyes had seen something they shouldn't have, and would get "styes".

 Worried!

 The seven boys, however, greatly admired their boss, Link.

 Here he had big sister Jasmine completely in his grip, while outside, he was still able to attract a variety of suitors.

 He was indeed a role model for their generation!

 Cool!

 Link fell silent and decided to ignore these affairs. He focused on reviewing the knowledge of level zero Rule Runes.

 Jasmine sulks for a while and manages to cool herself down.

 Once back to normal, she focused on her book.

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group, feeling the no longer cold and high-pressure atmosphere, exhaled in unison.

 Thank God, a fight did not break out.

 In the following days, apart from another wave of hot discussions about Link on the "forum", nothing particularly unusual happened.

 The lives of Link, Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group returned to ordinary and routine.

 Dormitory, cafeteria, laboratory, classroom, cafeteria, laboratory, dormitory.
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 "From dawn to dusk, they moved back and forth among these buildings.

 Under Link's leadership, their research and experiments related to the ecosystem progressed rapidly.

 The experimental samples sent by Elise, and those granted by the academy after the approval of their research proposal, were incredibly satisfactory in both quantity and quality.

 Along with the experimental materials, she also delivered 300 standard grade one Magic Stones.

 Link distributed these 300 Magic Stones as subsidies and benefits to Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group.

 Jasmine alone received 60 stones, and the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group each received 30.

 No objections were raised by the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group regarding Link's allocation.

 After all, in terms of experience and ability, Jasmine clearly outshined them.

 The Brotherhood Group acclaimed Link's astonishing generosity.

 The Social Phobia Group thought that they had made the right decision hitching their wagon to Link.

 As for Jasmine, she dutifully accepted her share.

 The money earned through mental and physical effort held no shame when accepting it.

 Link used Elise's money to win the hearts of his team.

 Things were going very well.

 ...

 The first weekend after the Greater Competition between the two districts.

 Morning.

 All work was wrapped up and Link gave the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group a vacation.

 They all had been pushing their limits working these past few days, so they deserved some good rest.

 Only Jasmine was left to help refine the 7 completed papers.

 After careful consideration, in order to ensure quality and grab more "academic points", Link decided not to water down their content too much.

 For a big project like this, they had "only" produced 7 "papers", that was it!

 The 7 "papers" covered topics such as water sample testing, soil testing, plant mutation and special properties, shared characteristics of herbivorous animals and some variant species, shared characteristics of carnivorous animals and different variant species, reasons and characteristics of ecosystem imbalance, feasible plans for reconstructing the ecosystem and preliminary experiment results and conclusions.

 Link initially considered including a paper discussing the thoughts and reminders triggered by the imbalance in the ecosystem, but eventually decided against it.

 Such a "paper" lacked interest for them to write.

 After busying themselves and ensuring all 7 "papers" had no linguistic or grammatical errors and that all data was accurate, they were ready to be submitted.

 Jasmine put down her pen and casually asked, "You're going to get in touch with that bitch Elise to decide on their positions for authorship, right?"

 "Yes."

 Link responded frankly.

 He had indeed scheduled to meet with Elise to negotiate.

 It was nothing to be ashamed of.

 He and Elise were absolutely clean, without any muddled relationship.

 Exactly!

 "I'll come too."

 Biting her molar, Jasmine was resolute and looked like she wouldn't take a no for an answer.

 "Well, let's go together."

 Link agreed without any hesitation.

 Shortly after, the two of them left the lab and headed towards a leisure cottage on the lakeside lawn.

 Looking from afar at the pink-themed cottage, Jasmine's breathing involuntarily grew heavier.

 Elise did it on purpose, she was sure of it!

 She was certain that Elise had guessed she would come by and specially booked this kind of place.

 There were so many other more serious leisure cottages around.

 But she had to choose one in pink!

 "My, my, my..."

 Elise purposely stood by the door to greet them and put on a show. She raised a silk handkerchief in her right hand, waved it lightly, and spoke in a coquettish tone, "Isn't this little Jasmine? What brings you here?"

 In this moment, Elise was not herself.

 She was channeling Hua Fei, from her tone, gaze, and demeanor to her actions, they were all identical.

 She was in one of her crazy moods again.

 Unfortunately, Link simply ignored her.

 Jasmine didn't understand this play and she failed to respond in the way Elise had hoped.

 Elise's flirtatious stunt was equivalent to winking at a blind man.

 "Bo-ring."

 Pouting her lips and rolling her eyes, Elise gave up her act and walked back into the cottage.

 "Let's go in."

 Seeing that Jasmine looked discontent at the lack of fuss, Link held back a smile and urged her.

 Why would anyone engage in a battle of wits with a lunatic?

 Batman was remarkably smart, right?

 And yet he was still fooled by the Joker!

 This wasn't about being smart, it was about different thought processes.

 "Fine."

 Jasmine sat blankly down, took a small sip of the hot beverage, and started to become confused.

 What on earth was she here for today?

 Was she just supposed to sit here watching them talk business and drink some beverage?

 Yet, Jasmine couldn't just pick a fight out of the blue.
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 She would appear petty and provoking trouble for no reason, which would easily irritate people.

 Thinking again and again, she couldn't come up with a good way to vent her anger.

 Jasmine couldn't help but huff with anger, her cheeks puffed up like two small buns.

 They were white and tender, plump and bouncy.

 "Okay, that'll be it."

 Elise quickly made a decision, filled in a few names, and handed back the list of "papers".

 Along with the list also came a large box.

 At a glance, you could tell it was filled with at least 500 standard first-grade Magic Stones.

 Before Link could ask, Elise started explaining, "This is our custom in the North District. Many people like me who don't like research, and have academic points requirements, buy authorship with Magic Stones.

 Generally speaking, 200 Magic Stones can buy a third authorship of an ordinary 'paper'. If the quality is high, an additional payment can be made later on.

 Considering that we have provided so much experimental material, we've made a discount for the Magic Stones we're giving you, which is not too much, right?"

 So that's how it is.

 Upon hearing this, Link suddenly understood.

 He took the list of "papers" and the large box, and responded, "That's fair, very reasonable."

 "Alright, is that all?"

 When not acting crazy, the straightforward Elise handled things with the decisiveness of a strong woman, without any delay.

 "Yes, that's all."

 Link took a sip of his drink and got up to leave.

 With a bang, Jasmine forcefully set down her cup and got up.

 It had been a long time since she had to plot and scheme, she was out of practice. She was suppressed from start to finish and couldn't find an opportunity to interject.

 So annoying!

 "Wait."

 Elise suddenly called for them to stay.

 "What else is there?"

 Link frowned slightly, intuiting that something unpleasant was about to happen.

 A crazy smile appeared at the corner of Elise's mouth, "Tracey Lucia and her group are having a party, would you like to go and take a look? It just so happens that Monroe's confinement has ended, you could call him over too."

 Saying that, Elise picked up her vibrating handheld smart device, took a look at it, and laughed heartily, "What a coincidence, as soon as we mentioned him, he sent an invitation, asking me to come calculate scores with him."

 This is an attempt to regain status and face by instigating the isolation of members from the "Pure Blood Will" within the Righteous Faction!

 When Elise found out from Serene Wizard that Link was conducting a comparative study on the world's ecosystem, she immediately sought cooperation, presumably for this purpose as well.

 "Why should the New Blood of South District, get involved in the business of you folks from the North district?"

 Link waved his hand in direct refusal, "I won't go, you have fun without me."

 As soon as his words fell, Link, together with Jasmine, headed straight out of the door toward the laboratory building.

 Elise smiled meaningfully, not attempting to hold him back further.

 Some things are inescapable even if one tries to avoid them.

 What's meant to come will inevitably arrive.

 "What does she mean?"

 Mentally prepared not to stoop to the level of a crazy woman any more, and having regained her usual intelligence, Jasmine asked in puzzlement.

 Just a moment ago, she had the feeling that Elise was up to something mischievous and she wanted to make Link fall into her trap.

 Link remained silent for a moment, then said in a rather solemn tone, "News about Lucia's Family wanting to kill me has probably spread. In the future, anyone or any power that has a disagreement with Lucia's Family, will likely try to use me as their weapon!"

 Hearing this, Jasmine also fell silent.

 These were necessarily going to happen and it was impossible to steer clear of them in advance.

 They could only take one step at a time.

 Trying to maintain their own pace without being easily manipulated by others.

 "Don't worry too much, I have a plan."

 Seeing Jasmine's worried look, Link comforted.

 But no sooner had the words left his mouth that Link's expression suddenly changed.

 Monroe Lionel was actually waiting under the laboratory building, blocking the way of Link and Jasmine.

 Looking at his positioning, was it necessary to make a trip?

 Did he really think he was a pushover?

 To be manipulated at will?

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 46: Not Only Freedom, but also Magic Stone_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "You go up first." 

 Link handed Jasmine the "research paper" list and the big box filled with magic stones, instructed,

 "And then directly publish the 'research paper'. If I don't come up later, you call Buck, Linn and have them come over, accompany you back to the dormitory."

 "Okay."

 Jasmine took the items and obediently agreed.

 Not holding him back was the greatest support she could give to Link now.

 "Can we talk?"

 Monroe signaled his entourage to make way for Jasmine to go upstairs and then politely addressed Link.

 "We can talk."

 Link nodded in agreement and willingly moved aside.

 Monroe waved his hand, signaling his people not to follow too closely, and walked toward Link.

 "What about it? Don't want to join us in pulling a job? It's a rare good opportunity, those who besiege us, forcing us to dig tunnels, and flee through holes are gathered together."

 Seeing Link's cold face and reluctance to start talking, Monroe broke the silence and brought up the topic.

 "Not interested."

 Link refused indifferently.

 "Well then."

 Monroe smacked his lips, throwing a bombshell, "Heard that Hawk Lucia is trying to push a few apprentices in the Southern District who are close to the North District to deal with you and your 'Do Whatever You Like'."

 Having said that, Monroe asked doubtfully, "Why did you choose such a strange name?"

 Good fame is dangerous.

 The playful "Do Whatever You Like" registration approval came down in less than two days, and has already become well-known.

 It even became a strategical point for Link's enemies.

 Of course, Link was clear who Hawk Lucia was.

 A third-year apprentice in the North District, the vice president of "Pure Blood Will," and a third-class wizard apprentice.

 Link figured that his assassination attempt during the two districts' competition must have been arranged by this man.

 Tracey Lucia was just an executioner.

 Monroe first mentioned the name Hawk Lucia and then talked about what he was planning to do, in an attempt to arouse Link's emotions.

 He was trying to persuade Link to agree to join in causing trouble and causing chaos.

 Within the academy, under the limitation of not being able to use high power Rune Objects or Magic Tools, once a conflict arises, Link's uninterrupted witchcraft could be used as a suppressing weapon in the field.

 Whether it's a surprise attack or a strong assault, the effect is extraordinary.

 Moreover, hatred will often be attracted to Link.

 What a good game he has set.

 "So what?"

 Link retorted coldly, "I won't go even if you try to convince me."

 "Just treat it as helping a friend."

 Seeing Link's indifferent attitude, Monroe immediately changed his strategy, playing the friendship card, "We've fought side by side, we're friends, aren't we?"

 "If you consider me a friend,"

 Link stared into Monroe's eyes and spoke earnestly, "then you shouldn't keep asking me to go with you."

 "Why?"

 Monroe blinked, a puzzled look on his face.

 It seemed that he really didn't understand what Link meant.

 Whether he really didn't understand or pretended not to, Link didn't care.

 He simply spoke openly, expressing his attitude more thoroughly.

 "We're different."

 Link spoke gravely, "I come from a humble background, with no background, no power, no strength. I'm on tenterhooks at every step.

 Sometimes, for my own benefit, and because of my own personality, I have to offend people.

 However, that does not mean that I like to offend people.

 A lot of things that you can do, Elise can do, Hawk, Tracey, Sophie and the other Lucias can do,

 I can't do.

 You all have families and supporters,

 Even if you go overboard, there is still room for negotiation."

 I don't.

 I only have myself.

 Only my own life."

 Link looked straight into Monroe's eyes, speaking every word seriously, his tone indifferent,

 "If, if someone wants to take the only life I have, no matter how they plan to do it, they'll have to consider whether they can bear the consequences."

 When he was talking, Link did not leverage the image of Hannibal, nor did he intentionally exude a killing intent.

 He was just expressionless, very calm.

 But the more he was like this, the more Monroe dared not to interrupt.

 A biting dog barks not.

 Besides, he was guilty.

 Link glanced deeply at Monroe and moved toward the lab building.

 A dozen North District Students who had come with Monroe blocked the way and did not want to let him pass.

 Link sneered, at a thought, instantly summoned a dozen icicles that hovered in the air.

 He looked as if he was ready to fight if they did not make way.

 The barefoot are not afraid of those wearing shoes.

 Monroe wore shoes, but Link was barefoot.

 Monroe did not want an unnecessary shipwreck.

 That was Link's confidence.

 Seeing this, Monroe knew that Link was ready to make a clean break with him in order to establish his position.

 With things as they were, so be it.

 He waved his hand, signaling them to make way for Link.

 They better not actually start a conflict.

 That would be awkward.

 "Just threatening him a little, and you let him swagger off?"

 A North District Student muttered resentfully, "Where's our pride?"

 "Alright, stop complaining."

 Monroe showed annoyance and yelled, "If we don't let him go, what else can we do? Fight? Without magic tools, who can beat him? You, me, or all of us?"

 The North District Student who complained had also witnessed Link's fierce firepower, his face quivered, and he did not make any further sound.

 He really didn't know how this man trained, how he could practice witchcraft so slickly!

 They came with great fanfare and left in near disgrace.
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 Meet up with Elise and the others.

 "How's it going? Hit a wall, didn't you? "

 As soon as she saw the expression on Monroe's party, Elise began to laugh, "I told you, trying to force things wouldn't work, but you wouldn't listen. You've lost face this time, haven't you? "

 "Tell me, why is he so gutsy?"

 Monroe still couldn't understand why Link Grande would rather have a falling out with him than join forces to stir things up at 'Pure Blood Will'. He asked in a miffed tone.

 Elise had watched the entire process through the "live broadcast" that Monroe had set up from the start.

 She knew what Monroe was asking.

 And she also knew the answer to the question.

 After thinking for a moment, Elise said succinctly, "Because he has to be brave."

 Monroe frowned, he still didn't quite understand.

 Well, he's been high and mighty for so long, how could he understand the helplessness of those at the bottom.

 Or maybe he simply doesn't bother trying to understand.

 "Forget it, let's not worry about him, let's go."

 Monroe said petulantly, "He's acting like we can't do anything without him."

 Elise didn't reply, she just remembered the look Link gave the "live broadcast" equipment before he left.

 That calm gaze, and the warning intertwined within that calmness.

 "It seems I need to be cautious from now on, can't push things too far."

 Warning herself internally, a smile as innocent as a little girl finding a new toy spread across Elise's face.

 Monroe shivered when he saw this.

 He wondered what fun thing or person she was thinking about now.

 If it's a person, he hoped it's that Link Grande fellow.

 Let him experience what it means to encounter a madman, a lunatic, a mad woman.

 He dared to let the mad woman kiss him and even publicized the photo.

 Wasn't he afraid that the Clark Family would force him to marry Elise?

 Monroe had always thought himself to be audacious.

 But he didn't expect someone to be even more gutsy.

 As he started to inquire, the other party had already taken action.

 "Let's go, let's go, let's go."

 Monroe urged them to move on, putting Link Grande out of his mind.

 With an even larger group of people, they headed towards their destination not far away.

 The target, the gathering organized by Tracey Lucia;

 The motive, to crash it!

 Meanwhile.

 In the lab.

 "How are things going?"

 Seeing Link, Jasmine asked with concern immediately.

 She had constantly been watching from the window, following the situation's progress.

 Finding that Link had entered the building safely, she finally took her finger off the emergency rescue button on her portable computer.

 "I'm fine."

 Link replied casually, "We just talked things out openly."

 "They won't bother you again, will they?"

 Jasmine was still a bit anxious and worried.

 "We'll see when the time comes."

 Link didn't want to make uncertain promises, so he responded in this manner.

 Jasmine understood and took the initiative to change the subject: "The 7 'papers' have all been submitted and are under review."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded. This was the main concern, "Nothing unusual happened, right?"

 "No."

 "That's good."

 "Hmm."

 After a brief chat, the two didn't feel like talking further.

 They each took out their portable computers, reading materials and documents.

 No matter what hiccups occur, learning must not be compromised.

 By the time it was close to lunch, they left the lab and headed towards the canteen.

 "Boss, there's some excitement on the 'forum'."

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group were purposely waiting outside the canteen. Upon seeing Link and Jasmine, Buck couldn't wait to inform them of the gossip.

 "What excitement?"

 Link asked indifferently, "Did someone start a fight in the North District?"

 "Eh, Boss, you've seen it already?"

 Buck's expression changed from somewhat hopeful to surprised.

 The boss seldom wasted time browsing the 'forum'.

 How come he knew about it so early this time?

 Linn spotted that Jasmine looked a bit off, then recalled that Link had had dealings with both sides of the "excitement".

 Especially Elise and Monroe.

 He couldn't help but speculate if Elise and Monroe had reached out to Link in advance, planning to use him as a tool?

 With this in mind, Linn gently tapped Buck's shoulder, then gave Ezio a hint.

 Both of them grasped what he meant.

 Buck closed his mouth.

 Ezio brought up another matter:

 "Boss, someone asked me if they could join 'Do Whatever You Like'. Speaking of which, should 'Do Whatever You Like' recruit outsiders? And if so, what are the recruitment standards?"

 Digee took a glance at the three from the Social Phobia Group who still seemed a bit apprehensive, then spoke, "Boss, some people have approached Betty and them in the past few days, trying to establish a connection with us through them."

 "Hmm."

 In order to back up Digee's words, Betty nodded repeatedly at a high frequency, like a chick pecking at grains.

 "Yes, boss."

 Mitte spoke in his monotone voice, as if he was afraid Link wouldn't believe him.

 "Hmm."

 Terry, who had joined the team during the District Competition and had never spoken up, also came forward to testify.

 Instead of giving his own decision immediately, Link looked at Jasmine for her opinion, "What do you think?"

 "There's no rush, right?"

 After careful consideration, Jasmine replied, "I think things are quite good as they are now. More people might create more trouble."

 "Alright."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately agreed, "Let's stick with that then, 'Do Whatever You Like' will not recruit from the outside for now."

 "Alright, we'll follow Boss and Sister Jasmine's decision."

 Ezio agreed and stepped back.

 "Let's eat."

 With a wave of his hand, Link led everyone into the canteen.

 In a slightly odd atmosphere, they hurriedly finished lunch.
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 Link didn't give his Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group much downtime either.

 After eating, Link immediately pulled everyone into the laboratory.

 How could they justify their state-of-the-art, vastly equipped laboratory and the growing "research" team if they just gleaned a few "Academic Points"?

 The facilities and equipment need to be utilized, and the team's Combat Power needs to be unleashed.

 They need to conduct more research, implement more experiments, achieve more results, earn more "Academic Points", and get more Magic Stones.

 However, Link restrained his capitalist tendencies a bit, being not overly explicit.

 Before assigning tasks, he first brought out a big box.

 "WooHoo!"

 Buck let out a cheer at the sight of it.

 The others also had smiles on their faces.

 Everyone loves it when the money is being distributed!

 How could they not be happy?

 "Jasmine, it's you."

 This time, Link didn't distribute it himself. Instead, he handed the big box to Jasmine, suggesting she should be the one to do it.

 "Me?"

 Jasmine was taken aback.

 The one who gives the orders and the one who handles the treasure cannot be the same.

 Although this saying doesn't exist in the Wizarding World, the principle does.

 Distributing finances, or giving rewards, is a significant show of "authority".

 Link is doing this to further enhance Jasmine's status and influence within this "do whatever you want" team.

 Being a noble, Jasmine understands these things, which is why she paused.

 "You."

 Link confirmed with a smile.

 "Alright."

 Jasmine was slightly pleased. She took the big box, opened it in front of everyone.

 500 standard level-one Magic Stones, the size of a thumb, were neatly stacked inside.

 Gulp.

 Several people swallowed saliva, looking at the sight.

 Jasmine kept her composure. She had already seen a lot more Magic Stones when she got billions of points of reward from the Serene Wizard.

 She pondered for a moment then took out 200 Magic Stones and placed them in front of Link, explaining, "You didn't take any last time, and you've been controlling the project and contributing the most, so you have 200."

 After speaking, Jasmine looked at everyone else and asked, "No objections, right?"

 "None."

 Everyone responded in unison.

 Jasmine continued the distribution and divided the remaining 300 Magic Stones into 10 portions of 30 stones each.

 "Each of us takes one portion, and the last portion will be bonus for the next half a month. Whoever performs well gets it."

 "No problem, boss lady."

 "Sounds like a plan."

 Everyone was beaming with joy and one by one, they came forward to collect their share of Magic Stones from Jasmine.

 To follow the lead brought not only prestige, dignity, and progress but also real economic benefits.

 In just a few days?

 Each person got 60 Magic Stones.

 Many people working part-time in Ravensmouth City for an entire semester can't even earn this much.

 Seeing that the atmosphere was right, Link announced his plan.

 He wanted to double down on the profits of potion patents and continue to dig deeper into that realm.

 He would also continue with the strategy of differentiated competition.

 "Divide into three teams: the plant cultivation team, plant analysis team, and potion development team. Everyone, sign up according to your interests and knowledge. Each person can join a maximum of two teams and cannot quit midway until a round of research is over. If you find during the research that your knowledge structure is lacking, you must catch up. Jasmine is in charge of team registration."

 After a pause, Link continued to announce:

 "We are going to conduct research in the direction of toiletries, especially female ones. Our goal is to develop toiletries that witches fight for. The requirement is very simple: based on guaranteeing the effect of the potion, satisfy the female pursuit of beauty. In short, it must be fragrant. Different fragrances to satisfy different needs. Pure, lovely, fresh, intellectual, mature, charming, enchanting... everything."

 Everyone was listening, feeling there was a lot they could do, but they were also puzzled.

 Was the boss preparing to solidify his title as the Friend of the Witches?

 Then a few more pretty witches will start flocking around him.

 Won't he be afraid of boss lady's reprimand?
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 Friend of Witches? 

 Then, let it be Friend of Witches.

 Who is the easiest to make money from?

 Women and children.

 This was a famous business quote Link heard in his previous life.

 And this was indeed the case.

 In the Wizard World, Link made a fortune in Magic Stones, all from women.

 Having had successful experiences, before facing failures, it's definitely more appropriate to replicate successful experiences.

 It's the most convenient and also the easiest.

 Therefore, Link firmly planned to become a thoughtful Friend of Witches, who understands women's hearts, and to earn a fortune in Magic Stones from them without any qualms.

 Making money is never embarrassing.

 Moreover, this was being done legally not through some dishonest schemes or scams.

 As for adopting the assembly-line style grouping again, it was to better utilise the advantages of teamwork.

 The advantages of numbers.

 Link will devote more effort to the research and learning of the Armor orchid seeds and the First Ring witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 He definitely cannot spend a lot of thought, time, and energy on potion development for the sake of earning Magic Stones.

 That would be neglecting the order of priorities and trying to tackle everything at once.

 As a team leader, in terms of research and development, he doesn't need to be as hands-on as before.

 Exploring the direction, assigning tasks, making plans, and controlling the overall progress are the main duties of the lead "researcher".

 It is efficient and saves time and effort.

 Well...

 Okay, Link actually wanted both and hoped to find a balance.

 A bit greedy, but not impossible to achieve.

 Let's give it a shot first.

 Furthermore, considering the end of this semester when he will be entering the Cultivation Secret Realm for a full month, Link began to further train Jasmine, elevating her status and influence within the team.

 This is preparation for the future.

 Not just for holidays but also after he becomes an official wizard.

 If the academy arranged for him to advance to the Senior Division earlier, the "Do Whatever You Like" won't be left headless.

 Enough of that.

 After announcing the division and direction of research, Link looked at everyone with different expressions and said, "Everyone, if you have any suggestions or opinions, feel free to share. We in 'Do Whatever You Like' don't have many restrictions or rules. We value democracy and freedom. Feel free to speak your mind."

 In this respect, the Brotherhood Group didn't have much to say.

 Including the most thoughtful one, Lynn Hewitt.

 The three members of the Social Phobia Group looked at each other and eventually Mitte Valente, who had the biggest head, stepped forward.

 He took a step forward, scratched his head with his fan-sized hand, smiled and said, "Boss, we haven't really delved into Potion Study, what should we do if we're interested in potion development?"

 Link was prepared for this, pointing to a paper on the desk and said, "This is a list of literature and resources. If you're interested in potion development, find these materials according to the list and learn the basics on your own."

 With that, Link pointed to a few thick stacks of documents nearby:

 "These are my personal insights and experiences with Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy, which will be updated regularly.

 Before we formally begin education in Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy, these will temporarily serve as internal study materials for 'Do Whatever You Like'. They must not be leaked."

 Everyone's eyes sparkled as they looked at the paper and stacks of documents.

 Are these just papers?

 Are these just materials?

 These are bright and shiny Magic Stones!

 Let's start learning from today.

 Learn as much as we can if it doesn't kill us.

 Link's plan of distributing Magic Stones first, assigning tasks, and finally stating learning requirements has worked, achieving his objective perfectly.

 The objective was to inspire the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group's enthusiasm and proactive learning of Potion Study.

 In this way, he will have more and more qualified research assistants.

 And it will be easier and require less effort for research in the long run.

 "Jasmine, you take care of the rest."

 Link looked at Jasmine, who had a brightened mood and a smile that she couldn't hide; he left her in charge and took on the role of a hands-off manager.

 "Okay, you go ahead."

 Jasmine knew Link had a lot more important things to do than potion development.

 Delegating power to her means he will have more time and energy to devote to those chores.

 But Jasmine is very happy to be considered and remembered by Link first.

 "Everyone, pay attention. I'll first talk about the general process of potion development, and the work, requirements, and precautions of the three groups responsible for the cultivation of plants, plant analysis, and potion development in the lab."

 Jasmine clapped twice, awakening the daydreaming Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group, and started her work.

 "First, let's talk about the cultivation of plants..."

 Link quietly left the stage entirely for Jasmine.

 He walked into the botany division.

 Here, Link had opened up a small area for his personal use, even Jasmine had to be accompanied by him to enter.

 The precious and sole Armor orchid seed was stored here.

 All the tests that could have been performed without damaging the seed had been done.

 Just waiting for a few more reports, and Link would have a full understanding of the Armor orchid seed.

 The first hurdle of the First Ring witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" would soon be overcome.

 The second hurdle, the Rule Rune and related knowledge, was in the process of being conquered.

 Link had reviewed and compared the 0th level Rule Rune, confirming that he had mastered it.
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 This is great, it can save a lot of time.

 My Level 1 Rule Rune is ready, and once my "dissertation" is approved, I can officially start using my "academic points".

 After checking that the Armor Orchid Seed was intact, Link set the glass screen to a private mode that was only visible from the outside.

 With a single thought, he pulled out the "Seed" from his Sea of Consciousness and began to observe it intently.

 Having not paid attention for a few days, some profound changes had occurred inside the "Seed".

 In the middle of the flat "Continent," a grand and imposing group of palaces sprung up.

 Aside from being particularly tall and gigantic, as if they were built for Giants, there seems to be no issues with the palaces.

 The most distinctive feature is the scattering of gardens throughout the buildings.

 Franda was humming a tune as she moved to and fro between the gardens like a flower fairy, diligently caring for the flowers.

 This was the limit of what she could do without harming the "Seed's" core essence.

 She really was hoping that the master would soon invest resources to satisfy the hungry core essence.

 "Ah, the master?"

 Feeling a familiar gaze, Franda immediately stopped what she was doing and looked towards the sky.

 Sure enough, the master's handsome face appeared in the sky.

 "Pleased to meet you, master. How do you do?"

 Franda curtsies gracefully.

 "Fine. Franda, how are you?"

 Out of respect for the God Slayer's character and for living beings with intelligence, Link did not ignore Franda's greeting and responded timely.

 "Master, good! Franda is very good!"

 A bright smile spread across Franda's innocent face.

 Receiving Master's greeting made her very happy.

 This meant that the master was pleased with her.

 This means the master would let her continue to live.

 This convinced her that her father's sacrifice was not meaningless.

 "Franda, list the resources you need in an order of value, from low to high. Exclude the ones that are too expensive for now," Link began to discuss serious matters.

 As soon as he had a slightly more significant budget, he planned on starting to cultivate the "Seed".

 There's no point in holding onto Magic Stones that you can't eat.

 It's better to use them immediately.

 "Yes, Master!"

 Franda immediately agreed sweetly and calling forth the knowledge the master shared with her, she produced a long list in an instant.

 Using the special connection between the "Seed" and the master, Franda sent over the list she made.

 "Master, is there anything else you need?"

 After sending the list, Franda asked this with anticipation written subtly on her face.

 Link glanced at the grand palaces and various vibrant gardens and cracked a small smile:

 "No further instructions. You've been doing really well recently. I really like the palaces and gardens you've made."

 "Thank you for your praise, Master."

 The smile on Franda's face grew brighter.

 "Hmm."

 Link thought for a moment, and then spoke: "Build a dwelling for yourself. Build it any way you like, don't hold back."

 "Okay, Master, Franda understands."

 Franda answered sweetly.

 With no other matters to attend to, Link shifted his gaze away and returned the "Seed" to his Sea of Consciousness.

 Based on his research and knowledge gathered from various references, Link had a good guess as to how the connection between him and the "Seed" was established.

 Of course, this is based on the theory of the Wizard World.

 If he were to explain it using the scientific theories from his previous life, only quantum entanglement in quantum mechanics would have a vague relevance.

 Any "changes" made by Link here would inevitably cause corresponding changes within the "Seed".

 Putting aside the theories that brought him headaches, Link focused his attention on the list of resources.

 With just one glance, Link started regretting to have a look at it.

 Damn, no wonder it's such a resource glutton.

 Just the total cost of resources for the first stage of cultivation alone reached a whopping 20,000 standard First-Level Magic Stones.

 In order for Link to earn this much Magic Stones, he would need to launch at least 10 products as popular as the Glasswort Series.

 The pressure was mounting!

 "The road to go is long and arduous," he sighed, looking at the 200 Magic Stones he had on hand.

 He then set up his defenses and left the Armor Orchid research area to enter the living/working area of the lab.

 Jasmine had already completed the group register and initially assigned work to each group. She told the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group to start by analyzing the features and characteristics of common toiletries on the market, especially female toiletries, to gradually kick off their research and development work.

 Link was very pleased with this and had no further comments.

 "By the way, Link,"

 After updating him on the work progress, Jasmine remembered something and said, "All 7 'papers' have been published, and the 'academic points' have also been distributed. I checked, and you, being the primary investigator and corresponding author for all seven papers, have earned 22 'academic points'. It's a bit low, don't you think? Do you know why?"

 Link smiled when he heard this: "That's not low. I think the Institute is quite generous to give us so many 'academic points'."

 Why did he say this?

 The Institute chose the fragmented world as the venue for the first-year competition, so naturally, their research on that world was the most thorough and detailed.

 Link's research topics and their "papers" were considered as useless heritage to the Institute and they did not appreciate them.

 A typical act of taking advantage of the Institute.

 But the Institute could not stifle the enthusiasm for research of their apprentices, especially the first-year apprentices.

 The Institute could only reluctantly let people like Link take advantage of them.

 "Okay, as long as you're aware."
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 Jasmine shrugged her shoulders, no longer agonizing over the problem.

 Not only did Jasmine and Link receive the news that the "paper" had passed review and was successfully published.

 There was also Elise Clark from the school's office of dispute and accident investigation and mediation.

 How could the academy not intervene in time when dozens of apprentices in the North District were causing a public disturbance on the lakeside lawn, openly holding a showdown?

 Wizard Cody stared at the dozens of battered apprentices before him, his face as grim, his mood far from pleasant.

 Especially when among the crowd of battered and downcast apprentices, a guy emerged who was not only unhurt but also had a happy smile on his face!

 "Elise Clark, are you happy?"

 Wizard Cody grunted, deciding not to spoil Serene's best friend, Renee Clarke's sister.

 "I'm happy."

 Who's Elise?

 A mad woman who fears nothing once she gets going.

 Just received good news, she naturally would not suppress her emotions, even ignoring the storm clouds on Wizard Cody's face.

 "Is that so?"

 Seeing that Elise was not only unrepentant but even more egregious, behaving with an invincibility that was impervious to oil and salt, Wizard Cody laughed out of anger, "Then, share with everyone, so we can all experience the joy of fighting, getting hurt, being punished, and still being so happy."

 "Eh..."

 Rationality kicked in for Elise, only then did she notice the not-so-right expression on Wizard Cody's face and the mockery in his tone.

 But who is she, what has she ever been afraid of?

 Since Wizard Cody did not scold her but had a special request instead, why not oblige him?

 So, Elise slightly raised her head, propping up her chin,

 First she glanced sideways at Tracey Lucia, whose hair she had burned off a bit,

 Then she looked down on Luna Colonna and Nash Johnson, who were the key figures in the opposing group's research project,

 Directly ignoring the "intellectually-challenged" Parry Percival,

 Then proudly proclaimed:

 "My collaborator, Link Grande and his 'Do Whatever You Like' recently completed a research project, and consecutively published seven 'papers'.

 As the providers of the experimental materials and part of the funding, my partners and I were very fortunate to have been credited with one first author, two second authors, and three third authors.

 Easily, we received a negligible amount of 'Academic Points'."

 Elise deliberately paused for a while to let everyone digest it.

 Then she emphasized loudly: "The research topic was nothing special, it just 'clashed' with Tracey's research topic, oh no, Tracey heard that somebody had applied for the research topic and started her own in a hurry, trying to uphold her family tradition."

 Speaking of this, Elise couldn't help but sneer mockingly:

 "So what happened? Just as Tracey's research was starting, Link Grande already had his results ready. After one setback, there won't be another chance for you Lucias to uphold your 'excellent tradition'."

 "Elise, you..."

 The continuous mockery made Tracey Lucia lose her cool and she ended up shouting angrily.

 "Keep quiet!"

 Wizard Cody suddenly yelled and exuded the oppressive aura of a Tier 3 Wizard.

 Ten times the pressure that Link had once felt instantly descended onto Tracey Lucia.

 With a thud.

 Tracey fell heavily to her knees.

 Her whole body trembled, her teeth chattering incessantly.

 With a spurt, she spat out a mouthful of blood.

 Her head tilted, and she blacked out.

 Utterly humiliated.
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 Tracey Lucia lay on the ground.

 Unconscious, with blood flowing from her seven orifices, her face as pale as paper, with barely a breath left in her.

 The sight terrified those who were gathered with her.

 They all drew back, their heads bowed, silent as cicadas in the cold, submissive under Wizard Cody's imposing pressure.

 Not only did no one dare speak up for Tracey Lucia.

 No one even dared to help her up from the ground.

 She was left lying there.

 In a pitiful condition.

 Why did Wizard Cody react so significantly?

 Why would he take action, even at the risk of being accused of bullying the weak?

 Because Tracey Lucia offended his dignity.

 Whether in light of her position at the school, or as a Tier 3 wizard, Tracey Lucia should at least show respect towards Wizard Cody, if not awe.

 But what did she do instead?

 Without permission or consent, she dared to roar in "Court"!

 This was a blatant demonstration of her contempt for the authority of Wizard Cody.

 Was she given the right to speak?

 Did she really think that having a Level Five Sage and a promising wizard like Zoran Lucia in Lucia's Family made her the superior party?

 In his early years, Wizard Cody could have advanced to the rank of Sage if he hadn't been conned!

 Even now, if no Sages were involved, among Official Wizards, who would dare to confidently declare he could beat Wizard Cody?

 To compete at the cost of their lives, Zoran Lucia would have to kneel down begging Wizard Cody not to burn his source and forcefully enter the Sage state to unleash a deadly blow.

 "The Pure Blood Family has truly been in decline in recent years."

 Wizard Cody did not even look at Tracey, shaking his head with a tone of extreme contempt.

 From families of pure blood like Percival, Johnson, and Colonna present in the scene, there was not a single one who dared refute his words.

 This only validated Wizard Cody's lament.

 With a flicker of disappointment in his eyes, Wizard Cody turned to Elise, who had stopped laughing, and commented, "You're smart, not as insane as you seem. If you can master restraint, you'll have some achievement in the future."

 "Thank you, Wizard Cody."

 Having regained her composure, Elise thanked him politely, no longer daring to act recklessly.

 "Hehe."

 Wizard Cody laughed indifferently, no longer paying attention to Elise, instead announcing the verdict for the group fight:

 "Both sides are at fault so no need to compensate each other. However, you have damaged the school's property. You will all pay for this at full cost, with an additional double penalty. The bills will be sent directly to your families; you don't need to pay for it yourselves."

 The moment this verdict was pronounced, even Elise, who loved a good show but didn't like trouble, couldn't help but blanch.

 Especially Monroe, who had just been released from confinement.

 Annoyance flashed.

 When he gets back, he will be reprimanded again. If it gets serious, he might be confined again.

 Everyone else was troubled about how to explain everything to their families.

 It must be said, Wizard Cody's verdict hit these "prodigal sons" of pure blood families and Half Blood big families alike right where it hurts.

 They weren't afraid of anything else but reproach from their families.

 After announcing the verdict, Wizard Cody waved them away to prevent them from blocking his sight.

 They all left like they had been granted a great pardon, then sadly made their way out of the office.

 Underneath the Administrative Building, the two groups glared at each other several times. They didn't even have the mood to threaten each other before going their separate ways, returning to resolve their own mess.

 As they walked away, pure bloods complained out loud.

 They said that over the past few decades, fewer and fewer wizards of pure blood were willing to return to the school to take up positions.

 Now, both Junior and Senior Divisions were gradually being taken over by Half Bloods and New Bloods, especially wizards from Half-Blood families.

 Apart from the headquarters, the influence of Pure Blood families in Junior and Senior Divisions was dwindling.

 With sighs, the pure blood apprentices gradually went away.

 Tracey Lucia was thus "forgotten" in the School's Domestic Affair and Accident Investigation and Mediation Office.

 Wizard Cody took out his personal intel computer, snapped a photo, and sent it directly to Zoran Lucia, asking him to personally come and retrieve Tracey.

 An affront to his dignity wasn't about to end so simply, was it?

 Didn't he have some respect to maintain within the school circle?

 Let's not get into the subsequent contest between Wizard Cody and Zoran Lucia.

 No sooner had Elise reached Boundary Lake than she immediately shared her joy at teaching that slut Tracey a hard lesson with Link, eager for his response.

 Link received the message with neither sadness nor joy.

 Looking at the resources bought with 200 pieces of Magic Stone, consumed in an instant by the "seed", he could already feel numb at heart from the feedback from Franda.

 He knew that the "seed" was a big consumer of resources, but he never thought it would be such a huge one.

 200 pieces of Magic Stone account for one percent of the initial requirement of 20,000 pieces of Magic Stone.

 Shouldn't it at least make a splash?

 Unfortunately, the obtained resources were not even enough to fill the "seed's" teeth.

 There was no change at all.

 The trivial matter of Tracey Lucia losing face was no longer enough to affect Link's mood.

 He simply sent back a cold "Oh" and ignored Elise.

 Elise felt as if a bucket of cold water had been poured over her head, instantly dousing her enthusiasm and joy. In response to being treated with such indifference today, she gritted her teeth and decided to take another opportunity to play a trick on Link.

 Link, of course, was oblivious to the fact that he had once again angered Elise.

 Even if he did know, he wouldn't be afraid.

 She was a crazy woman. You don't even have to provoke her and she will still go crazy.

 It was hard to guard against.

 Link quickly adjusted his mood and diverted his attention.

 He took out his personal intel computer, entered the "Academic Points" exchange page, and exchanged all 12 level 1 detailed explanations of Rune involved in the First Ring witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".
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 An in-depth explanation of a Level 1 Rule Rune could be exchanged for 1 "Academic Point", which was not cheap by any means.

 To have 12 Level 1 Rule Runes, one needs 12 "Academic Points".

 But this was an essential expenditure.

 Despite the difficulty of earning "Academic Points", Link spent them without hesitation and reluctance.

 After browsing through the detailed explanations, Link arranged them in order of difficulty based on his impressions.

 Then, he read through each one in detail, going from easy to hard, gradually increasing the difficulty.

 To thoroughly understand 12 Level 1 Rune explanations was not something that could be done in a short amount of time.

 It would need at least a month's time.

 Only Link, who possessed the "Mind Closure Technique", the Hall of Mind, and the Talent for Spell Casting Studies, along with his own decent qualifications, could possibly make it.

 If it were someone else, even a genius like Lanny Taylor might not be able to accomplish the task in a month.

 No one caused any more significant disturbances for the remainder of the weekend.

 Time passed quickly in tranquility.

 A new week came along.

 The moment the cooldown time for Link's "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card was completed, he chose to use it again.

 The effect was mediocre, nothing special.

 Only with Link's own effort, aided by a tiny bit of help from the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card, was he able to reduce the time needed to comprehend 12 Level 1 Rune explanations from a month to two weeks.

 Two weeks is not a big deal.

 Wiping off the cold sweat on his forehead caused by brain overload, Link licked his lips.

 What a refreshing taste!

 Having calmed himself down, he contained his overjoyed emotions.

 Link left his dormitory to meet with the members of the 'Do Whatever You Like' freedom-loving group in the cafeteria.

 During the meal, he noticed that Dalton had voluntarily broken his invisibility buff.

 His face showed a conflicted expression, as though he wanted to say something but was hesitant.

 "Dalton, do you have something to say?"

 On the way to the classroom after leaving the cafeteria, seeing that Dalton was still undecided, Link took the initiative and asked.

 As the team leader, he had to show concern for the members from time to time, providing comfort and solving problems.

 "No...nothing."

 Dalton, somewhat flustered, was surprised that Link asked him and responded hesitantly.

 "If you have something to say, just say it, don't be shy."

 Link reassured him while making his own stance clear.

 "Dalton, don't be coy. If the boss asks you something, just answer honestly."

 Buck gave Dalton a hard pat on the shoulder and said openly.

 "You came back looking troubled after going downstairs alone last night. You definitely ran into some trouble."

 Linn analyzed calmly and then said, "Looking at you, it doesn't seem like good news. Must be something that would trouble the boss. I suggest you think carefully about whether to bring it up or not to avoid causing him trouble."

 "Oh."

 Hearing his good friend Linn, Dalton's face showed struggle, but in the end, he gave up his intention to seek Link's help.

 "It's okay, just say it."

 Link first nodded and smiled at Linn, expressing his appreciation for his consideration or "loyalty", then turned to Dalton and said softly.

 "Really?"

 Dalton's eyes lit up, he asked in surprise.

 "Hmm."

 Link gave a slight nod.

 Not too much movement, not too loud a voice.

 But it gave Dalton incredible encouragement.

 A surge of warmth flowed through Dalton's heart, feeling deeply moved.

 The boss is definitely the boss.

 Dalton sniffed, and as calmly as possible, explained the situation:

 "Last night, Andriya Norman came to me.

 She said she was being blackmailed by a guy named Hawk Lucia and was forced to work as an inside reporter for him.

 At first, she wanted to eliminate herself to avoid betrayal.

 But she was saved by the boss, so she had no choice but to disclose the boss's whereabouts."

 "Get to the point. What does she want from you?"

 Jasmine interrupted Dalton's narrative at this point, her tone was cold, and she was somewhat angry.

 From the language Andriya used to Dalton, Jasmine perceived a familiar sense.

 Previously, Mina Havcheck had also used phrases like "had no choice" and "was forced to" to gain her trust.

 She smelled the same scent.

 "Oh."

 Dalton pulled his head back and continued: "She said Hawk Lucia sent someone to find her, forcing her to repay a debt of Magic Stones that she never borrowed. If she didn't repay, he would report it to the academy and sell her to the Southern Factory to pay back the debt."

 "Hmph! Who knows whether she really borrowed it or not."

 Jasmine scoffed, "If she really didn't borrow, would she be afraid of him reporting it?"

 "She said..."

 Dalton stuttered.

 "What did she say? Speak clearly, don't dawdle."

 Jasmine urged with some impatience.

 As she listened, it felt more and more off.

 Perhaps as Linn inferred, this matter would likely put Link in a dilemma.

 "She said, she was taken to the Black Market's Underground Duel Field in the West District, got agitated, and out of fear, signed a debt agreement. But she never really received that magic stone."

 Dalton gritted his teeth and relayed Andriya's claim.

 He knew his words sounded far-fetched.

 "Humph!"

 Jasmine's face showed anger, ready to scold.

 Could this kind of nonsense be believed?

 This is utterly absurd.

 Link raised his hand, stopping Jasmine.

 Everyone is a comrade, there's no need for harsh words.

 Moreover, Dalton didn't really make a fundamental mistake.

 He was just overly considerate, making him lost in his action due to old friendship.

 Plus, Link was the one who brought this subject up.

 If it was going to put him in a dilemma, it was his own doing.

 You can't blame Dalton for this.

 Link asked seriously: "What are her demands? What does she want you to do?"

 Jasmine, the four bros, and the three members of the Social Phobia Group all focused on Dalton, waiting for his answer.

 Seeing this, Dalton realized he had caused trouble, and was filled with regret.

 With a deep sigh of resignation, he said:

 "She wanted me to lend her some magic stones to pay back the debt. I can't afford that much. She then cried saying that it would ruin her life. At that moment, feeling pity, I said I would help her figure out a way."

 At that time, Linn pulled the disheartened and angry Buck aside and asked, "How much does she owe? Why didn't you discuss with us first?"

 "500 magic stones."

 With things coming to this, Dalton didn't have much to hide. With gritted teeth, he decided to just let it all out:

 "I was afraid you would mock me as a simp, so I didn't think of discussing with you first. I planned to consult with boss in private."

 Hmm...

 Link was speechless when he heard this.

 Initially, seeing Dalton's distressed expression, he thought it was something serious.

 Out of "consideration" as a boss looking out for his subordinates, he showed concern.

 Turns out, he never thought it was about this.

 However, now that it was brought up, it wasn't entirely without benefit.

 At least, in front of all the members, whatever decision Link makes and why he makes it can be clearly understood.

 This matter, saying it's severe isn't severe, but saying it isn't severe makes it worth noting.

 500 magic stones isn't a small sum, but it's not completely unaffordable either.

 Link and Jasmine's patent dividends, if gotten in advance, could make up for it.

 The main issues are two-fold.

 Firstly, is it worth helping out and should we help?

 Secondly, Hawk Lucia is pressuring Andriya because he wants to drag Link into this mess.

 If he really wants to stir up trouble against the 'Do Whatever You Like' group, it definitely isn't just this one move, he must be planning something else in different areas.

 Link needed to think thoroughly about how to deal with it.

 "This matter isn't simple."

 After some thought, Link decided to lay everything out for everybody, "Essentially, Hawk Lucia is trying to target the 'Do Whatever You Like' group members and drag me into it.

 Helping Andriya is easy. The 500 magic stones, if we figure out a way to scrap together, can be handled.

 But, what about after we help?

 Who knows if she has other debts, or if she has other weaknesses being held against her by someone else?

 By that time, we would be stuck in a swamp, sinking deeper and deeper.

 Also, up until now, we only have Andriya's side of the story. We don't understand anything else.

 Dalton, think about it carefully again. Do you want to do this favor?

 If you want to help, then let's come up with a long-term plan.

 Before we fully understand the situation, we can't act rashly!"

 "Mm, I'll listen to boss."

 After Dalton voiced his concerns, no longer conflicted, he felt greatly relieved and could think calmly.

 Just like the boss said, this matter isn't simple, we can't simply trust one side of the story.

 As for Andriya...

 Thinking about Andriya, Dalton let out a sorrowful sigh.

 Oh!

 She came to look for him last night, putting him in a dilemma.

 Today, he put the boss in another dilemma.

 Truly, it's hard to even describe with words.

 He just hoped there won't be any more troubles on the way.

 Otherwise, it would be impossible to remain friends.

 She can't take me for a fool.
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 Was Link troubled? 

 Link was not troubled at all.

 If he could help, he would, if not, he wouldn't.

 He wasn't going to knowingly jump into a pit for a stranger's sake.

 Even if he thinks morally, he's not a saint, and certainly not a fool!

 So, Link left the decision to Dalton—whether to help or not according to Dalton's intention.

 If Dalton still decided to help after considering it, then why not.

 Link himself would not get involved anyway.

 He would discuss the pros and cons with Dalton in advance and let him choose for himself.

 The most Link could do was provide some indirect assistance, such as economic help.

 As well as some suggestions on ways and methods to handle the matter.

 As for the rest, it would depend on the Brotherhood Group's initiative.

 He believed that with the calm Ezio and careful Linn there, nothing could go wrong.

 Yet, he should pay more attention to the three people from the Social Phobia Group, to avoid Hawk Lucia finding a loophole to exploit.

 Hmm...

 Link just wanted to peacefully spend the rest of the term, make all the necessary preparations for the early stage, and then calmly enter the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm and stay there for a full month.

 Why did some people have to oppose him and not let him study in peace and develop low-key?

 It's irritating!

 Arriving in the classroom, Link stopped thinking about these trivial matters.

 He concentrated, focusing on reviewing and consolidating his morning's big progress on level 1 Rule Rune.

 After all, it was a hard-earned reward that came from a lot of effort.

 He must cherish and utilize it well.

 Buck and Linn discussed in a corner for a while, then dragged Dalton out of the classroom for a private discussion.

 Dalton was quite a problem today.

 The leader had taken such good care of them all, yet he was still causing trouble, he deserved to be criticized first.

 Jasmine sat with a cold face for a while. She felt this matter couldn't be led by the nose by others.

 She couldn't take care of Hawk Lucia's side for now, but she could think about dealing with Andriya.

 After thinking for a while, Jasmine signaled Betty to lean over and whispered in her ear.

 As Betty listened, her face turned redder, and her widened eyes indicated that she had never encountered such a thing before. Her evident shyness was intertwined with a hint of excitement.

 Alright, this one was naively oriented.

 She looked innocent on the outside, even more so in person. She was socially phobic, but underneath her innocence and social anxiety was a desire for mischief.

 Otherwise, she wouldn't have mixed with Digee Finley, who had a delicate appearance and a soft voice, and obviously wasn't a good person.

 After listening to Jasmine's instructions, Betty returned to her original seat, squirming as though she couldn't wait to execute Jasmine's plan.

 She wanted to cause trouble.

 Jasmine pulled out her personal smart-brain and first contacted Witch Ayla, telling her what she was about to do.

 In fact, Jasmine had never lost contact with Witch Ayla.

 The last time Lanny Taylor came to see her, she was not really commanded by Witch Ayla.

 That was just an excuse she made up, thinking it wouldn't be exposed.

 But when Jasmine returned to the dormitory, she immediately confirmed with Witch Ayla.

 Witch Ayla said it was true that she had stopped handling the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" and told Jasmine not to procrastinate, but she didn't specifically order Lanny Taylor to inform Jasmine.

 Going off-topic.

 Soon, Witch Ayla sent a reply, telling Jasmine to go ahead.

 Jasmine hesitated and asked whether the Serene Wizard's potion shop would still need a part-time guide after the spring semester ended.

 Witch Ayla told Jasmine that it was a hidden rule of the academy. Every shop, factory, and workshop owned by a witch related to the academy had to accept applications from studying apprentices for part-time jobs, but they could decide whether to accept them or not.

 If Jasmine had someone she wanted to recommend for a part-time job, she could train them well first and then send them for interview and trial. There would still be a chance.

 Jasmine had an idea of what she was going to do next and immediately thanked Witch Ayla sincerely.

 Ending her chat with Witch Ayla, Jasmine tapped the smart-brain screen and unblocked a person who had been in the blacklist for several months.

 "Still interested in part-time job at Serene Wizard's potion shop? If so, help me with something. Do it well and I'll recommend you in. As long as you don't screw it up, you'll definitely get a position."

 Jasmine organized her words and played a language game, sending this message over.

 She only guaranteed that the other person could get a position, but did not guarantee what position.

 And there's a premise: that the other person isn't screwing up.

 At that time, she would just give a heads-up to Witch Ayla, and maybe make closer contact with Wizards Tina and Sharia and kindly ask them to take care of the person a little bit.

 "Yes, what's the matter?"

 The other side replied quickly.

 From the speed of the reply and the punctuation, it seemed quite excited.

 "There's an Andriya Norman in the first grade, also a member of the 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association', you should remember her. She was in the spotlight on the 'forum' a few days ago. I need you to check out her whereabouts in the past few months."

 "No problem. But how can I be sure you'll keep your word?"

 "I promise based on the relationship between Link Grande and the Serene Wizard. When the time comes, I'll just have to act coy with Link Grande."

 "Alright then…"

 The exchange between the two ended.

 Jasmine's face also flushed slightly.

 This matter must definitely not involve Witch Ayla.
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 To convince the other party that she had the ability to send someone to work part-time at the Serene Wizard's potion shop, she had to resort to such a measure.

 Indeed, it's been a long while since she last acted coquettish towards this guy, Link Grande.

 He was always cold and aloof, showing little interest each time.

 With this thought, Jasmine tugged at Link's sleeve with her left hand. Her watery green eyes pleading pitifully, she spoke in a childish, sweet voice, "Link, you won't blame me for taking the initiative, will you?"

 As she finished speaking, Jasmine herself shivered.

 The cheesiness had gotten to her.

 No wonder this guy seldom responded to her in the past.

 So this is what it feels like.

 She certainly won't act coquettish easily in the future.

 Jasmine quickly stopped her act, sat upright and started reading as if nothing had happened before.

 Betty, who had clearly witnessed everything, had her mouth wide open in utter surprise.

 Had the eldest managed to hold onto the big shot with such dramatic contrasts?

 She had learnt something new!

 Link glanced at Jasmine, who was pretending to be fine, and sighed, but didn't say anything.

 Just let it be.

 As long as she didn't act coquettish all the time.

 "What happened?"

 Buck and Linn dragged in Dalton with a slightly bruised eye back to the classroom, and noticed that Ezio, Digee, and the Social Phobia Group trio were acting strangely, so they couldn't help but ask.

 All five of them shook their heads relentlessly and not a single one dared to utter a sound.

 They had never seen the boss angry before, but they knew that the eldest sister could get rather violent during witchcraft practice.

 Not to be messed with!

 The questioning trio understood immediately.

 This was a question not to be asked.

 They better continue contemplating how to handle Hawk Lucia's targeted actions.

 From the boss's standpoint, it seemed they were being prepared to give it a try themselves.

 Well, why not?

 We never back down.

 Meanwhile.

 North District, the "Pure Blood Will" headquarters.

 Hawk Lucia gathered all the Lucias currently studying, excluding himself, there were five in total.

 One third-grader, three second-graders, and one first-grader.

 Sophie Lucia and Tracey Lucia were among them.

 There were actually Lucias in the fourth-grade, but Hawk didn't bother to summon them since he wouldn't be able to.

 First, he glanced at Tracey who had just finished recovering from her injuries, then at Sophie who looked a bit uneasy, and lastly set his gaze on the two second-grade Lucias.

 The two Lucias stared back at Hawk without panic.

 Hawk sighed first and said, "It's okay for us to have some internal strife within our family. But we must unite when facing the outside world."

 Before he could finish speaking, one of the second-grade Lucias arrogantly sneered, "How do we unite? By cleaning up the mess caused by a fool who has no sense of her own identity?"

 The other Lucia didn't completely disregard Hawk like the first one and spoke in a more peaceful tone, saying, "We just want to study in peace, at most gain some resources from within our clan, we have no intention to attach ourselves to Lord Zoran. So, don't come to us for such things in the future. If there's nothing else, we'll take our leave."

 Having said that, they didn't even seek the opinion of Hawk, whose face had suddenly turned livid, and left the "Pure Blood Will" headquarters without further ado.

 Hawk watched as the two left with a gloomy face, then turned his gaze to Sophie and sneered, "Do you see? This is your interpersonal relationship, even failing to get along with your own clan brothers. To be honest, if it hadn't been for Lord Zoran's order, I wouldn't have bothered to help you."

 As he spoke, Hawk leaned back to make himself more comfortable: "I have arranged for someone to deal with that guy Link Grande, but it is just this once. Whether we succeed or fail, I won't bother with this tedious matter anymore."

 "Oh."

 Sophie responded gloomily.

 Her recent life was becoming more and more unbearable.

 Ever since Cousin Zoran decided to help her get rid of Link Grande, but failed because his subordinates messed up, her reputation in the family had dropped further.

 As she watched that bumpkin progress and gain momentum, her mood became increasingly complicated.

 Did she really make a mistake right from the start?

 Hawk didn't pay attention to a sulking Sophie, looked at a depressed Tracey and let out a soft sigh.

 He swallowed the words of rebuke that rose to his throat.

 Tracey had already suffered from Lord Zoran's criticism and punishment, so he shouldn't add salt to her wounds.

 "Alright, stop sulking. It's as if I owe you Magic Stones."

 Hawk got impatient. Nothing went well today, irritated, he waved his hand, "You guys can go, I don't want to see your long faces."

 Tracey and Sophie hung their heads and left Hawk's office.

 Soon, the door swung open again.

 Bobby Smith, the co-vice president of "Pure Blood Will", walked in.

 "What, are you still brooding over that matter?"

 Seeing Hawk's somber expression, Bobby Smith asked with a light smile on his face.

 As if Hawk's troubles were a source of joy for him.

 "Stop being sarcastic."

 Hawk glared at his friend and retorted, "Instead of enjoying my misery, why don't you help me think of a solution?"

 Bobby shrugged his shoulders, playing innocent and said, "That's a Lucia matter, what does it have to do with a Smith like me?"

 "Lucia, Lucia..."

 Hawk sighed, "Now, how many Lucias even realize that they are Lucias before they think of themselves?"

 Bobby scoffed, "Have you become the Lucia Clan Leader, or joined the Lucia Elder's council to be worrying about this? In my opinion, you shouldn't even be too concerned about this Link Grande issue. You should live your own life, focus on becoming a full wizard - it's much better than dealing with these trifles."

 Hawk still paid heed to his friend's words.

 And he knew they made sense.

 But, everyone had their own woes.

 Wouldn't he too want to cast aside these troubles and live his own life peacefully?

 Regrettably, his band lacked powerful individuals. He had to rely on Lord Zoran.

 With a sigh, Hawk self-mockingly said, "Do I even have a life of my own? I'm just a chess piece in the hands of the bigwigs, to be moved and to be used as they please. When will I even have a say?"

 Upon saying this, Hawk changed his tone, "But I really don't want to deal with this mess anymore. Let it be."

 "You should've let go long ago."

 Bobby laughed, "But it's not too late now. At least you and Tracey tried, unlike the other Lucias who only stood by and watched. In the end, you two won't be blamed."

 "I hope so."

 Hawk leaned back, looking at the ceiling, and let out a long sigh, "Oh, the lack of freedom! When will I regain it?"

 ...

 The start of a new week.

 There's new gossip on the "forum".

 An anonymous tip disclosed that Andriya Norman, who earlier publicly accused some North District apprentices of relying on their power to bully people, was caught red-handed committing some malpractice during a job she took over the winter break.

 And she willingly became an informant, not out of obligation, with the goal to destroy the evidence against her.

 Who would've known that she wouldn't be able to clean up her mess, only getting herself deeper into trouble, and resorting to making a scene on the "forum", seeking sympathy and support to relieve herself of the mess.

 Upon seeing the ludicrous news go viral, Andriya couldn't help but step in to debate and defend her innocence.

 Who'd have thought her opponent wouldn't even engage her directly, instead posting Andriya's whereabouts during her break?

 Then they dropped a bombshell:

 You owe someone a large amount of Magic Stones, when will you pay it all back? If you can't repay, be ready to sell yourself!

 Andriya was left speechless at that moment.

 The spectating students relished in the drama.

 This twist was something else.

 Sell herself?

 Was the selling yourself thing even genuine?

 Andriya's reputation on the "forum" polarized in an instant.

 Her supporters argued that this was a deliberate smear campaign by the North District apprentices - why else would they remain anonymous instead of coming forward?

 Her critics countered, if it was indeed a smear campaign, why didn't Andriya assert that she didn't owe anyone any Magic Stones?

 Both sides were bolstering their arguments, a heated exchange ensued.

 Despite the fierce debate, not a single person took the initiative to empathize with Andriya.

 Ultimately, they were just reveling in the drama.

 Did anyone truly support Andriya?

 No!

 Andriya looked at the chaotic thread of comments on the "forum" and was momentarily unable to discern who was indeed targeting her.

 The people from the North District?

 Or was it Link Grande?

 If it was Link Grande, as she suspected...

 Andriya shivered, feeling a chill run down her spine.

 That guy really had the nerve to even kill.

 But she felt reluctant to follow orders and provoke him again.

 However, being in this situation, she had no choice.

 Despite knowing that a cliff lay ahead, she had to walk towards it nonetheless.

 Being a chess piece, a puppet, never ended well.
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 Andriya's guess wasn't completely wrong.

 But it wasn't completely right either.

 In actuality, everything was controlled by Jasmine from behind the scenes, Link had nothing to do with it.

 Jasmine had been attacked by public opinion before, experienced what it was like to be condemned by everyone, where everything she said couldn't be trusted, and she was powerless to resist.

 She was well aware that under such circumstances, it was hard for one to remain calm.

 Of course, Jasmine didn't want to slander Andriya with public opinion.

 Turning from a victim to an attacker was not her intention, and she disdains doing so.

 So she didn't slander Andriya, she simply had Betty anonymously log onto the "Forum" and tell the truth.

 Mina Havcheck, a scoundrel with a lot of potential for an information dealer, investigated what Andriya had been up to, and Betty simply disclosed it on the "Forum" without making up any rumors.

 After all, Jasmine just wanted to force Andriya to disarray with this maneuver,

 Or directly render the chess piece, Andriya, ineffective against the "Free-for-all" scheme.

 How can one always be defensively passive?

 If it isn't convenient to initiate an attack, at least try to have the upper hand.

 At the very least, let Dalton not be torn, so that he can calmly face the possible entanglement.

 Link watched all this while letting Jasmine do as she pleased.

 He himself had a principle to deal with Hawk Lucia.

 Which was: You fight yours, I fight mine.

 In the early stage, hang a sign to avoid battle and do not go out to fight.

 Let you have all sorts of tricks and all kinds of conspiracies, I just hold onto myself, and do not get involved in muddy waters.

 Just don't take the bait.

 The conspiracy won't succeed, what would you do then?

 Want to be tough? Kill me in the academy?

 Link first touched the Level 2 Defense Magic Tool in his arms,

 Then he glanced at the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet, which has been in stealth follow mode and never left his side within a hundred meters since his last appointment with Elise Clark and the application for the puppet's personal protection,

 He chuckled inside:

 I'm now in the academy's list for intensive cultivation and protection, dare you to come at me!

 How did Link know this?

 Of course, it was after the application for personal protection ended, and finding that the Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppet hadn't left him, he asked Wizard Cody, who had some jurisdiction over the Puppet, and got the answer.

 The academy holds two district competitions every year, there are competitions for the first, second, third, and fourth years.

 But the first year competition is the most special.

 The champion of the first-year competition not only receives additional rewards that the champions of the second, third, and fourth years do not, but also enters the academy's intensive cultivation and protection list for a year!

 Why is the enthusiasm for the first year competition always the highest among the four years, although they start and end at the same time?

 The reason lies in this.

 Link believes that as a famous Pure Blood Family in the Ravensmouth District, the Lucia's Family would definitely know this.

 So, as long as Link was within the range of academy protection, the Lucia's Family would not be foolhardy enough to actually arrange for someone to kill Link.

 No wonder Wizard Palo said before: "There's no need to worry that much, this matter isn't that serious."

 As long as Link does not seek death, it would be really hard for him to die this year!

 As for the after this year, Link believes that, apart from counterattacking, he should have no problem protecting himself.

 For now, just keep a low profile.

 Once he has developed himself, he can adopt a middle-stage strategy and start hit-and-run tactics!

 As for the later stage, that's too far away, just focus on the present for now.

 Hawk Lucia found out about the happenings on the "Forum".

 He immediately knew that this was Link Grande's and the "Free-for-all"'s timely response.

 It has to be said, this response was quite crafty.

 It nullified the follow-up of his move.

 Listening to Bobby Smith's advice once again, Hawk simply halted all actions against "Free-for-all".

 "It's meaningless!"

 Bobby Smith, indeed a respected figure in the "Pure Blood Will", hit the nail on the head.

 As long as he can't kill Link Grande physically, no matter how much Hawk did, it would be in vain.

 Therefore, Andriya Norman, in constant unease awaiting her fate, surprisingly found that the continues urging didn't come again.

 It seemed like the puppeteer behind the scenes had forgotten about this chess piece of hers.

 She waited nervously for another week.

 Waited until the "Forum" had already forgotten about her, waited until the regular contact time had passed.

 The puppeteer behind the scenes did not contact her again.

 Andriya couldn't help but take a deep breath, although her heart was still in suspense, she felt much more relaxed.

 Not having to face pressure from both sides is always good.

 Next, try to see if she can buy security with money, gather some Magic Stones, and redeem that borrowed paper.

 Even Andriya thought of Dalton again.

 Just complaining once had resolved one problem.

 If she complained again, would there be an unexpected surprise?

 Like, give her 500 Magic Stones?

 (Dalton: Heh.)

 Fortunately, Andriya wasn't so stubborn that she actually went to Dalton.

 Otherwise, Linn, who was already prepared and had Dalton's approval, would let her experience what it meant to be socially destroyed.

 After Jasmine's all sorts of operations and settling down a minor setback, Link finally obtained some long-awaited peace.

 The time quickly passed over a month.

 The spring semester was coming to an end.

 During this month, there were good and bad things that happened, happy events and unpleasant ones.

 The advances in Potion research, however, were promising.

 With Link's "Botany Talent" and "Magic Apothecary Talent," along with his knowledge reserve in Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy, even though there were many problems during the research process, he finally produced five very effective female personal care products.
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 After repeatedly comparing with the mainstream personal care products available on the market and confirming that our products have a certain competitive advantage, Link applied for a 'patent' on his own.

 This time he didn't publish a 'paper', as he intended to get the first-mover advantage and capture the market.

 The Glasswort Herb Series had begun to experience a decline in sales due to an increase in similar competing products.

 It was still necessary to gain some lead time from the source of the decline.

 Having used the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card five times, his theoretical knowledge about the first ring witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" had been completely mastered.

 Once his spiritual power and magical power had accumulated to the limit of the third-class wizard apprentice, he could try to put it into practice.

 However, this was not urgent, he would wait until he had entered the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 The progress in the field of witchcraft transformation was not significant either, even after using the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card five times separately.

 Though he had creative ideas, the differences between plant seeds and the World's original "seeds" were too vast.

 At present, Link only had an unclear direction, lacking a lot of knowledge.

 All of the remaining 10 "academic points" had been used up, and there still was a considerable lack of high-level knowledge reserve.

 Within a year, Link predicted, there would not be any significant practical progress.

 This distressed Link greatly.

 There were never enough "academic points".

 What distressed Link even more was that under the diligent guidance of Franda, the internal cycle of the "seeds" had reached its limit.

 He needed to continuously input resources to further its development.

 Link needed a big amount of magic stones!

 Therefore, Link, who found it inconvenient to leave the academy, specifically invited the Serene Wizard over the weekend,

 to his laboratory, to guide the work and accept the results.

 Avoiding too much gossip, Link specifically dismissed the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group.

 Only Jasmine was left to welcome and accompany the Serene Wizard.

 "Wizard Serene, I'm sorry for the trouble, to make you run here especially,"

 Underneath the laboratory, as soon as he saw the Serene Wizard's floating car stop, Link immediately strode forward, fawningly extending his hand to vaguely cover the car door frame for Serene Wizard.

 "Oh, you know you're causing me trouble."

 The Serene Wizard glanced at Link full of charm, lightly tapped Link's forehead with her right index finger, "If I don't see something good today, I'll see how I deal with you."

 After saying that, the Serene Wizard didn't look at Link who was smiling embarrassedly. She waved at Jasmine aside.

 "Good morning, Wizard Serene."

 Jasmine hurriedly stepped forward and greeted her politely.

 "Good."

 The Serene Wizard replied, with a hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth, teasingly she said, "You better keep a close eye on him, little girl. That Elise girl thinks about your Link every day. I don't know why she has her mind set on Link, and she wants to compete with you for him."

 Jasmine instantly blushed, stammered a few words, neither daring to lie in front of the Serene Wizard, nor wanting to say something against her wish.

 In the end, she stuttered a few times and nodded imperceptibly.

 Upon seeing this, the Serene Wizard didn't tease her anymore, she only implied, "Us women, when we're young and have found a good one, we must hold tight onto it, to prevent others from grabbing it away, leaving only regret."

 Speaking of this, the Serene Wizard seemed to recall her own past, a trace of nostalgia for her naive past flashed in her eyes and she couldn't help but sigh.

 Soon, she composed herself and urged, "Let's go, let's go and check your results from the past month."

 "Wizard Serene, this way please."

 Link immediately took the lead.

 The Serene Wizard, with her strikingly curvaceous waist and hips, walked into the laboratory, her posture graceful and incredibly attractive.

 Jasmine quickly glanced at her, filled with boundless admiration.

 Mini-Bun had evolved, but it was still not enough.

 The three of them took the elevator to the fifth floor, swiped their access cards to enter the laboratory.

 The Serene Wizard looked around at the large comprehensive laboratory and exclaimed: "I didn't have such a great lab to use when I was your age."

 She entered two classes later than Wizard Palo, did not win the first prize in the first-grade competition of her year, only receiving the six-month use of a medium-sized laboratory.

 "Bring it out, why are you still hiding it?"

 The Serene Wizard walked around the nine different sections, glanced at the layout and equipment, and then returned to the living/work area, and said to Link.

 Link immediately took out five kinds of female personal care products, samples of shower gel, and bath salts from the refrigerator and placed them in front of the Serene Wizard, introducing:

 "Although I personally find it annoying to cleanse because it's a waste of time. But occasionally when I'm tired, I do take a bath."

 Considering women's need for cleanliness, beauty, and fragrance, we have developed these five products.

 These are: a shower gel that can be used for both showering and bathing, a shower gel specifically for showers, a shower gel specifically for baths, and two types of bath salts for baths."

 The Serene Wizard interrupted Link's introduction with a funnily seeming comment: "You really do want to be a friend of witches, being so considerate about women's needs?"

 Link said seriously: "I would rather call myself a friend of the witches' magic stones."

 "Hehehe…"

 The Serene Wizard was amused by Link's solemn nonsense and laughed out a crisp and charming laugh.

 The Justice trembled non-stop, with billowing rough waves.

 Link ignored it and continued to introduce: "In addition to the calming effect of our potion, we have improved the whitening effect and the enhancement of the fragrance, considering the deficiencies in mainstream products on the market."

 After pausing, Link further explained: "Different from the smell of aromatherapy essential oil, fragrance, and perfume, after special treatment, the fragrance that our shower gel and bath salts provide, moves closer to body scent, more natural and harmonious. Each product has various different scent types and can be chosen according to individual preferences and needs."
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 Serene Wizard asked with interest, "How did you achieve this closeness to the body's natural scent?"

 Link turned his gaze to Jasmine, "This was Jasmine's suggestion, dividing the scent of the shower gel and bath salt into two parts. One part is released during the bath for the bather to smell, and the other part dissolves in water, thoroughly soaking the skin."

 "Oh? Interesting."

 Serene Wizard simulated this in her mind and found it definitely feasible, and the means used belonged to the fundamental domain of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy.

 The most precious thing was the research and development thought process.

 This was more important than any technique.

 A wizard with superb Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy techniques without any R&D abilities, who must follow existing potion formulas to prepare potions, can only be called a pharmacist.

 A wizard with research and development abilities, even if they only have basic Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy capabilities, can be called a Potion Development Specialist.

 The status of a Potion Development Specialist is naturally much higher than that of a pharmacist who is brimming with skills.

 Wizard Tina, who is currently learning from Serene Wizard, lacks a lot in terms of R&D abilities, especially in terms of flexible and open thinking modes.

 "Please, Serene Wizard, don't hesitate to give directions."

 No matter how flowery your words, they can't compare to a practical test.

 Link had introduced everything that needed to be introduced and said no more.

 "Okay."

 Serene Wizard agreed and started inspecting the samples.

 Starting with the shower gel that works for both shower and bath, she took a small amount of each of the five samples and tested them using methods that Link and Jasmine didn't understand.

 A moment later, a satisfied look appeared on Serene Wizard's face.

 The product's effects weren't particularly stunning, but they basically met the points that Link had mentioned during his introduction.

 This was due to Link's still insufficiently deep understanding and application of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy.

 The research and development thought process was undoubtedly very correct.

 Just take it back and sublimate it a bit, and it can be marketed as a mature product.

 Another best-selling series that can be sold in large quantities!

 Having decided in her heart, Serene Wizard directly asked, "How do you plan to cooperate with me this time?"

 Link replied, "The product is still lacking, but this is already the limit of my current abilities. It must be improved by your hands before it can be brought to market. Therefore, I think a 60-40 split is appropriate. You get 60 percent."

 Serene Wizard looked at Link with a smile that wasn't a smile, "You're targeting me again, aren't you, little guy."

 "You jest, it's out of admiration for your Potion Study accomplishments."

 Link's expression didn't change as he calmly replied.

 "Hehehe..."

 Serene Wizard laughed and tapped Link's forehead before turning around with her attractive curves and heading out, "I agree to this matter. Remember to bring all the data and samples. I'm taking them."

 The inspection was passed!

 This was a success, a huge amount of Magic Stones were waving at Link.

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Link and Jasmine quickly picked up the prepared boxes and followed Serene Wizard's steps, escorting her downstairs.

 "By the way, little guy, Palo invited you to the ceremony. Be sure to go. Remember to dress up a little bit."

 Before getting into the hover car, Serene Wizard specifically instructed, "Being able to watch an Official Wizard become a Sage up close is an opportunity that many people can't get even if they beg for it."

 "Yes, thank you for reminding me, Serene Wizard."

 Link replied respectfully and gratefully, "Take care, Serene Wizard."

 Wizard Palo was finally about to pass the Metamorphosis Period and become a Sage.

 For Link, this was both a good thing and a bad thing.

 The good thing was that his support was getting stronger, and he could rely on him more.

 The bad news was that he would be away for a long time.

 From now on, he would have to be more cautious.
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 "Have you picked out the gift yet?"

 Jasmine was aware of the matter.

 As Serene Wizard's hovercar drove away, she immediately asked.

 "Not yet."

 Link shook his head.

 Honestly, he really didn't know what would make a good gift.

 The gift couldn't be too cheap, but it didn't need to be overly extravagant, either. It just needed to reflect his sincerity.

 It was really tough to decide.

 And he didn't have much time left to do so.

 The ceremony for Wizard Palo's promotion to Sage was set for next Friday evening.

 It would be held in a hall on the campus, with not many people invited.

 Besides a few friends, the other invitees were all Official Wizards from the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", such as Tina, Sallya, Ayla, and Lokan Wizard who Link was familiar with.

 Link was the only Wizard Apprentice.

 This was an enormous honor, and also an enormous pressure.

 Regardless of how much rumors about Link receiving special favors from Wizard Palo—like an illegitimate son, even more favored than an investment—were spread.

 To Link, it really didn't matter.

 At most, he would just hear a few sardonic comments.

 And those comments might not even reach his ears.

 After the ceremony, the situation would dramatically change.

 Link would be reevaluated by many people, garnering more attention and detailed scrutiny.

 His every word and action would be magnified and carefully analyzed by those interested.

 They would try to figure out why a little first-year Wizard Apprentice could garner such esteem and interest from Wizard Palo.

 Just thinking about it made Link's scalp tingle.

 But he also couldn't just not go.

 It was quite a headache.

 Jasmine suggested, "Perhaps you could inquire about Wizard Palo's hobbies when he was younger."

 "Hobbies when he was younger?"

 Link pondered upon hearing this.

 "Yes, you ponder over it. I'll leave you alone with your thoughts."

 Jasmine left those words behind and headed upstairs.

 She wanted to figure out how to develop a figure as curvy and proud as Serene Wizard.

 Perhaps Link didn't realize it, but he seemed to prefer mature women with shapely figures and alluring charm.

 This realization saddened Jasmine, who had been observing Link all this while.

 How many years would she have to grow to become a mature woman like Serene Wizard?

 If Link knew Jasmine's thoughts, he would definitely chastise her for going down the wrong path.

 Was he really that narrow-minded?

 Link pondered on his spot for a while longer, but still didn't have any new ideas, so he returned to the fifth-floor laboratory.

 After wrapping up his research, he needed to summarize.

 At the same time, he prepared some lecture notes, using this research to explain to Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and Social Phobia Group about the research system, common methods, "paper" format and writing experience, "patent" regulations, and the process of application, authorization, and transfer in the Wizard World.

 As well as some advanced knowledge of botany, Rune Studies, Potion Study, and Alchemy Pharmacy.

 With Link's rapid growth, one assistant was obviously not enough. The more the merrier.

 But "tools" (scratch that) / assistants wouldn't just fall from the sky or come knocking, bending a knee in surrender. Link could only train them himself.

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group had just taken half a day off before being hauled back to sit in lectures for a day and a half.

 And so, Saturday passed this way.

 Serene Wizard worked very fast.

 She completed the sublimation of twenty-five models of five types of products on the day following when she received the materials and samples, which was Sunday.

 Not long after Link had granted the "patent", she sent over detailed explanations of the knowledge and techniques used in Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy used for sublimation.

 She gave him both Magic Stones and knowledge. The kindness Serene Wizard showed to Link was indeed profound.

 Link silently remembered it in his heart.

 He would repay her in the future.

 Now, he needed to choose a suitable gift.

 With only five days left to prepare, Link still hadn't decided what to give.

 "Boss, your little brother's here to solve your worries."

 Buck approached with a smirk, looking as if he desired recognition for his contribution.

 "How so?"

 Link became interested, and asked curiously.

 "Look, boss, what have we found?"

 Buck took out his portable smart-computer expecting praise, and handed it for Link to see.

 "Wow."

 Link took the smart-computer, perused it slightly, and exclaimed.

 The Brotherhood Group had truly found something incredible.

 The screen of the smart-computer displayed an ancient page on the academy's "official website," showing Wizard Palo "winning" the championship of the two-zone competition in the first grade.

 Upon a closer look, the form of that year's two-zone competition was a ring battle.

 Palo Wizard fought his way through to the finals, where he competed against Peter Lionel.

 The two battled for half a day, and when their spiritual power and Magic Power were exhausted, they actually started a fistfight.

 A foot from you, a fist from me, they rolled around, punching and kicking each other.

 Palo Wizard, relying on a move called "Monkey Steals Peach", toppled Peter Lionel and quickly mounted him. With a fist as large as a sand bowl, he punched Peter Lionel until he was seeing stars, compelling him to admit defeat.

 Having browsed through Wizard Palo's "glorious feats," Link was suddenly inspired.

 He knew what gift to give, one that wouldn't be extremely expensive but would still illustrate his sincerity.

 "Thank you, Buck!"

 Link returned the smart-computer to Buck, vigorously patted him on the shoulder, beaming as he said, "You've helped me tremendously."

 As his words fell, Link, not minding Buck's elated expression, disappeared into his shared office with Jasmine.

 After some operations that took more than half an hour,

 Link emerged from the small office with rosy cheeks.

 Behind him followed Jasmine, whose face was also slightly flushed.
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 "You're really amazing!" 

 As they walked, Jasmine kept praising Link, her eyes shining with admiration whenever she looked at him.

 "Just average, really."

 Link got into the spirit of things and joked around with Jasmine.

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group, who were studying Link's lecture notes in the living/work area, saw the two of them and were stunned.

 This was happening in broad daylight.

 Hey boss, ma'am, can you not be so bold in your displays of affection?

 Link rolled his eyes at the few Brotherhood members who were laughing heartily and shook his head in disbelief.

 Then he left the lab directly and headed toward the life-service building.

 The people who were teasing would have someone to deal with them.

 "Let's go, today we will do an extra lesson on practical magic combat training."

 Jasmine, who had been exposed to countless hedonistic nobles since she was a child, understood the look in the eyes of the Brotherhood Group and immediately came up with a killer move.

 "No, please, ma'am."

 "Spare us!"

 The Brotherhood Group immediately wailed.

 Jasmine didn't care about that. She used her authoritative manner to forcibly push the Brotherhood Group into the Magic Zone for practical combat training.

 When Link arrived at the life-service building.

 Buck, who had been most openly and lewdly laughing, now wore a pig-headed face, in extreme pain.

 As evidence proved, you should never provoke a young girl.

 Especially a young girl who is a strong fighter!

 Digee, laughing inappropriately at the sight of Buck's miserable condition, was the second to be dragged away by Jasmine for practical combat training.

 At this point, Link had entered a small shop specializing in various puppets.

 "What can I help you with?"

 The owner, whose business was slow and who had nothing to do but browse the "forum" to ease his boredom, immediately greeted him enthusiastically.

 "Hello, I'd like to order a set of custom puppets."

 Link replied politely.

 Anyone who could open a shop in the life-service building is no ordinary person.

 For shops like this, which rely on the owner's "skills" to support product supply, no matter how unimpressive they appear on the outside, or how small, shabby, and rundown they are on the inside, they should not be underestimated.

 Who knows if another Wizard Cody, who "retired" back to campus, could be encountered?

 "Custom puppets? What are your requirements? What price can you offer?"

 The boss was suddenly interested.

 If he could land this order, he'd have his drink money for today... right?

 "Half a meter tall, capable of storing the effects, postures, and movements of spells, and then displaying the corresponding content stored according to the command."

 Link told the owner his ideas.

 Finding this verbal description lacking in clarity, he immediately used the Secondary Misty Rain Technique to create a visual model.

 Simply put, it would be like a fully programmed robot that could demonstrate the corresponding segments of spell effects, body postures, and movements based on voice, gestures, spiritual power/magic power and other commands.

 "In that form, I understand, no problem."

 The owner rubbed his fingers, "As long as you give enough magic stones, even if you directly enchant the spell, it's not impossible."

 Really, if it could be made, this puppet would be comparable to a First Ring or even a Second Ring Magic Tool.

 It would be really cool.

 A fully moveable, running, punching, and slaying Gundam model or miniature Gundam, nothing more than this.

 But how high would the cost be?

 Link was not moved by the temptation and said directly, "The maximum is 300 standard first-level magic stones, boss, please make it a good one for me."

 Saying this, Link downloaded the highlight reel of Wizard Palo's two-zone competition from the academy's "official website" and sent it to the shop's public intelligent brain after editing.

 "Oh, Palo. Isn't this the 'highlight reel' from when Palo won first place all the way through?"

 The boss looked over and exclaimed.

 His look at Link also became surprised, and he lamented,

 "So you're the only wizard apprentice invited to Sage Palo's promotion ceremony. Is this a gift for Palo? You've put a lot of thought into it, not only is the form novel, but it also hits Palo right in his sweet spot."

 Upon hearing these words, especially the owner's address to Wizard Palo, Link knew he had met a big shot.

 Luckily, he had always maintained a proper attitude, not humble nor arrogant, so as not to offend this unseen boss.

 After thinking for a bit, Link requested, "Could you please keep this a secret? This puppet is really just for the novelty, there's nothing else special about it."

 "Don't worry, I can keep a secret."

 The shop owner made a zipping motion over his mouth, "I won't leak a word."

 "Thanks, boss."

 Link pulled out two boxes from his pocket, and handed them over, "According to your rules, here's the deposit, 100 magic stones."

 "That's fine, no hurry to give them to me."

 The boss chuckled heartily, smoothly taking the boxes and opened each one for a quick count.

 Then he hugged them tightly to his chest.

 "Well, I'll leave this to you then."

 Link ignored the boss's actions as if they had no effect on his reputation at all, "Should I come pick them up next Thursday?"

 "Sure, just come and get them then."

 The boss was rubbing the boxes full of magic stones in his hands, indifferent to Link. He even wanted to shoo him away as soon as possible.

 Link saw this and didn't dawdle, he left immediately.

 The boss moved to the storefront, and seeing Link's retreating silhouette getting farther away, he immediately leaned back onto his rocking chair, boxes hugged tightly, dreamily contemplating where to have a drink tonight.

 Business is unusually booming in the shop, so it definitely calls for a celebration.

 As he was thinking, the boss felt it was boring to drink alone, so he held the magic stones in one hand, picked up his portable comm device with the other, sending a communication request to an old friend.

 "What do you need?"

 An impatient voice came from the other end.

 "Invite you for a drink."

 The boss barked confidently, "I'm giving you 3 seconds to adjust your attitude."

 "Holy crap!"

 The voice on the other end exclaimed and quickly lowered the volume. He gently and enticingly said, "Bro, count me in. Where did you get the magic stones from? Tell me, my life's been hard lately, my personal savings were all confiscated. I'll treat you next, boss, when I earn some."

 The boss chuckled wisely.

 "My humble shop opened for business, you wouldn't know. The only wizard apprentice Palo invited to his promotion ceremony, came to my shop to order a special gift. Not to boast, but after I finish making the gift tonight, Palo will be absolutely thrilled once he receives it. Even Percy Sage's diamond wand, which he treasures beyond anything, is nothing compared to it!"

 "Boss, you're painting a pretty picture. What's this gift, if it's so impressive?"

 "Nothing special, just a... Eh, the kid is sneaky, he forbade me from revealing it. I was blinded by the magic stones and I actually agreed!"

 "Boss, you're messing with me, aren't you? Just trying to keep me in suspense, huh?"

 "Ha ha... You guess."

 Unperturbed by the grumbles from the other end, the boss cheerfully hung up the call.

 He continued rocking in the chair, dreaming of his drink, while looking for his next victim.

 Just as Link stepped back into the lab, a communication request from the Serene Wizard came in.

 "Serene Wizard, good morning, do you need something?"

 Without wasting time, Link answered the call and greeted politely.

 "I heard you're preparing a gift for Palo that outshines even Percy Sage's Diamond Wand?"

 The Serene Wizard's leading question left Link dumbfounded.

 What?

 I'm preparing a gift even better than Percy Sage's Diamond Wand for Wizard Palo?

 Why didn't I know?

 Pointing at his own nose, Link asked in disbelief, "Who? Me? A gift? Better than Percy Sage's Diamond Wand?"

 "Yes, the news is all over the place. We're all curious."

 The Serene Wizard grinned, her tone full of mischief as she teased, "You're so capable, how come I didn't know about it? Keeping secrets from me, you're really daring."

 "What? The news is out?"

 Link was extremely shocked. He was unable to hide his expression as he pleaded, "Please don't tease me, my head's in a mess. How did such bizarre news get out?"

 The Serene Wizard responded with a laugh, "You went to 'Blabber' Calder to order a doll. You're clever enough to make sure he doesn't leak what type of doll you're making. If you hadn't done that, everyone would know what gift you're planning to give."

 "Is there such a thing?"

 Link was no longer surprised.

 "Alright, just be careful yourself. Everyone's looking forward to it, hopefully your gift will be a surprise."

 The Serene Wizard reminded him before she terminated the call.

 Link put down his comm device, recalling the shop owner's zipping motion over his mouth and his promise of "I'm sealed tight."

 All he could think of were countless images of running llamas in his mind.

 What a screwed-up situation.
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 Thursday. 

 The sun is setting.

 Link walked into the doll shop with a somewhat melancholic mood.

 Over the past few days, not only had the Serene Wizard contacted him last Sunday to give him a reminder.

 Sharia, Tina, and Ayla expressed their curiosity one after another.

 The Lokan Wizard sent a string of teasing laughs.

 Even the normally serious Wizard Cody had subtly expressed his and several old friends' expectations.

 This put Link under a lot of pressure.

 How did a preparation that should have been quietly carried out become so well known?

 Link wondered.

 Link didn't understand.

 The cramped little shop was unattended.

 A carefully packaged but unsealed gift box was placed on the only square table in the shop.

 "Boss, Boss..."

 Link called out a few times, but there was no response.

 The boss was nowhere to be seen.

 Link then took a couple of steps closer to the square table.

 There was a note on the gift box that read: "Take the gift, leave the Magic Stone."

 Apparently, the boss didn't want to see Link at the moment.

 It wasn't clear whether he didn't want to feel awkward, or there was some other reason.

 Link opened the lid of the gift box and saw 13 thumb-sized dolls neatly lying inside.

 There was also an instruction manual on the side.

 At the center was the main doll, which was the most delicately made and looked like Wizard Palo during his young age.

 The other 12 were backup dolls, representing the 12 opponents Wizard Palo had faced during the regional competition.

 Link took out each of the 13 dolls one by one and checked them all according to the instructions.

 There was no problem.

 They were perfect.

 After putting the dolls back in place, folding the instruction manual, and sealing the gift box, Link left 200 standard level 1 Magic Stones and took the gift box to leave.

 Not long after, the boss sneakily came out from the backrest room of the shop.

 After making sure that Link had gone far, the boss finally heaved a sigh of relief.

 As a veteran, he almost delayed the young man's important event.

 If it were for a legitimate reason, it would be all right, but it turned out to be because of his "big mouth."

 It certainly took away some pride.

 But luckily, he strictly abided by the agreement not to disclose the specific information about the dolls, which did not lead to worse results.

 However...

 The boss couldn't help feeling guilty.

 Thanks to his "publicity", too many people are looking forward to the gift that is rumored to be better than the Percy Sage's Diamond Wand.

 What if Palo doesn't like it, making the young man lose face, then wouldn't the bragging of him be a great sin?

 "That's what you get for being a chatterbox,"

 The boss scolded himself, warning himself time and again.

 Link took the gift box back to his dormitory first, sat in the study, and then just sat there blankly.

 With his mind empty, he didn't want to think about anything.

 These few days have been really hard to describe, he needed to relax a bit.

 A moment later, Link recovered his senses, sank his mind into the Sea of Consciousness, sorted out the Hall of Memories once again, dimming the memory of the gift from the past few days.

 This way he won't easily recall it, but he also won't forget it.

 When needed, he could just reflect a little bit, and he could recall it again.

 After doing all this, Link messaged Jasmine via his portable computer, instructing her to take charge of the advanced learning for the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group.

 He himself decided to lay back and do nothing for a while, enjoying a rare half-day break.

 He lit up a stick of Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil, picked up a leisure book detailing specific events in the history of the Wizard Continent, and started reading with great satisfaction.

 Time flew by in an instant.

 Friday.

 The daytime ended amidst the inexplicable restless atmosphere in the surrounding area.

 Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group took the observing ceremony more seriously than Link did.

 It seemed as if Link's going was the same as their own going.

 They all basked in his glory, as the saying goes.

 The sunset glow began to emerge on the horizon.

 With the gaze of Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group bidding him farewell, Link carried the gift box and headed towards the hall where the promotion ceremony was being held.

 On the way to the hall, Link ran into Sharia, Tina, and Ayla.

 Link immediately greeted each of them.

 "Is this your gift?"

 Tina, who had worked with Link the longest and knew him best, immediately asked with curiosity as soon as she met him.

 She even showed an eager face to see what the gift looked like.

 "Link, long time no see."

 Kind big sister Sharia greeted him sweetly.

 Her eyes immediately turned towards the gift box.

 "Hello, Link."

 Witch Ayla, for an unknown reason, had softened her attitude towards Link considerably.

 She responded to Link in a courteous but friendly manner.

 This left Link quite "flattered."

 "Yes, this is the gift I've prepared."

 Link raised the gift box in his arms, gestured a bit, and couldn't help but explain, "It's not as mysterious as the rumors suggest, it's just a token of affection."

 At the mention of this, Sharia, Tina, and Ayla all let out clear but graceful laughs that were delightful to Link's ears.

 After the laughter, Sharia, being the kindest at heart, reminded, "Everyone coming tonight is either a friend of Wizard Palo or a junior wizard like us who belongs to his camp. Not everyone's attitude towards you will be friendly, so be careful."

 "Yes, thank you, Sister Sharia."

 Link nodded and thanked sincerely.

 Over the past few days, he had taste tested it.

 Normally, even if the shop owner chatted, and said some words, it should be limited to a small circle or several small circles.

 Like the third level wizards, Serene Wizard, and Wizard Cody, for example.

 But it was surprising that Shia, Tina, and Ayla, who had just graduated from the Senior Division as first level wizards, quickly learned about it, obviously, someone was intentionally promoting it.
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 The motive remained unknown, but the goal was to bring Link under the "spotlight".

 To draw more people's attention to Link through the act of giving gifts.

 At this point, Tina walked over to Link, patted him on the shoulder and whispered in a hushed voice, "Beware of Lokan."

 After speaking, she left a slightly changing Link and quickly entered the hall with Sharia's hand.

 Not to be outdone, Ayla held Sharia's other hand.

 At this moment, Link remembered his first encounter with Lokan Wizard, who casually dislocated his arm with one smack.

 This experience is quite unpleasant.

 Could it be him?

 Doubt arose in Link's heart.

 Without thinking too much, Link quickly regained his composure and followed the three women into the elaborately arranged hall.

 Firstly, he went to the place where gifts were registered and stored.

 To his surprise, it was Serene Wizard who was responsible for registering gifts.

 Seeing this, Link was taken aback.

 "I can't trust others to do this," said Serene Wizard, looking at the evidently shocked Link.

 Link understood that it seemed someone in Wizard Palo's Camp was really targeting him secretly.

 So much so that Serene Wizard had to personally intervene.

 She undertook a task that didn't quite match her status to protect Link.

 To prevent anyone from tampering with Link's gifts further.

 "Give it to me," Serene Wizard disregarded Link's genuine surprise and glanced at the gift box in Link's arms.

 "Oh..."

 Coming back to his senses, Link took a step forward, put the gift box on the table in front of Serene Wizard, and gave sincere thanks. "Thank you very much for your help. I'm sorry for the trouble."

 "Hehehe... "

 Serene Wizard laughed, emitting a delightful sound and stirring up a sense of justice. "Young man, don't get too emotional."

 Link scratched his head and showed a little embarrassment on his face, "I won't disturb you anymore."

 As soon as he finished speaking, Link bowed and then walked away.

 Even if his earlier assumptions did not match the truth.

 One cannot have too many gifts after all.

 It's still early, there aren't many people in the banquet hall.

 Sharia, Tina, and Ayla had their own circle and were chatting with some young wizards.

 Not wanting to intrude, Link surveyed the banquet hall and decided to stay in the corner which was a bit secluded.

 He didn't ask for anything else, just peace and quiet.

 As time passed, more guests arrived, and the banquet hall gradually became lively.

 After a little while longer, the official promotion ceremony began.

 Wizard Palo, accompanied by a few wizards whom Link barely recognized, entered the banquet hall from the back and then walked up to a specially built platform in the center all by himself.

 Those wizards guarded the four corners of the platform with a slight touch of vigilance.

 This was very common, and everyone could accept it.

 To prevent anyone from intentionally creating trouble and disrupting the promotional process.

 Even though it couldn't be disrupted on a fundamental level, if it was actually done, it wouldn't look good.

 The banquet hall instantly fell silent.

 Wizard Palo slowly surveyed the banquet hall, his lips opened slightly and a loud voice echoed throughout the hall, "Thank you all for coming, thank you all for witnessing."

 Just two short sentences, nothing more.

 With his eyes closed and his hands open, his head slightly tilted back, Wizard Palo began the promotion ceremony.

 The banquet hall immediately became completely silent.

 Everyone instinctively held their breath for fear of disturbing Wizard Palo.

 No grand scene was presented.

 A captivating ripple faintly emanated from Wizard Palo's body, which then instantly dissipated.

 No, it was more like a droplet of water merging into the sea.

 An indescribable ripple descended on the hall.

 Link felt an infinite touch in his heart.

 It was as if he had returned to the state of an infant, back in his mother's womb, experiencing boundless warmth, care, and love.

 This feeling came fast and left even faster.

 Link felt a sense of loss.

 Many people in the room had the same look of regret and disappointment on their faces as Link.

 Regret for the fleeting experience, disappointment for not gaining more.

 Just now, Wizard Palo had completed his resonance with the world's will and "branded" his intent onto it.

 That indescribable ripple was the world's will responding and paying attention.

 In the future, in any Heavenly World covered by the will of Wizard World, Wizard Palo wouldn't need to specifically revise his casting according to the rules of the particular world.

 He could simply cast as he did in the Wizard World.

 Even if the principles of certain witchcraft contradicted the rules of the respective world, it could still be cast without error.

 That's how domineering it was.

 Even when exploring uncharted territory in a Different World that the will of the Wizard World couldn't cover temporarily, he could still make use of the world's will to decode the rules of that foreign world in real-time.

 The Sages (level four, five, and six wizards) are the backbone of the Wizard World.

 Official wizards and below are just the base.

 The reason why Serene Wizard said that watching an official wizard's promotion to Sage up close is an opportunity many crave but cannot get was that the will of the world descends during the ceremony.

 This was the only time people at or below the rank of official wizards could come into contact with the will of the world in advance.

 Link felt like he had gained a lot.

 Because he had just activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card that he had intentionally saved.

 His "Mind Closure Technique" and "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card going full swing is Link's current strongest stance.

 Whether it's for fighting, learning or researching.

 Within the short 3 seconds, the consumption of spiritual power was several times that of his usual usage.

 Link was almost drained dry.

 But every bit of it was worth it.
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 Within these 3 seconds, Link's spiritual power and magic power were like red-hot steel plunged into water, experiencing a qualitative upgrade.

 It didn't end there.

 The practical obstruction for the one-ring witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" was swept away;

 The "Seed" in his Sea of Consciousness even reaped great benefits.

 The first phase of cultivation, which required the input of a first level magic stone worth 20,000 units of standard currency, was completed directly.

 The "Spirit" of the "Seed," being Franda, evolved and fell into a sleep.

 The change that Link underwent in these few seconds can only be described as dramatic transformation.

 "Did you gain a lot?"

 The Serene Wizard appeared next to Link at an unknown time, blocking the line of sight for several unfamiliar wizards that steered toward Link.

 "Yes."

 Link did not hide anything from the Serene Wizard. "I feel I could beat five of my former self from a few seconds ago."

 "That's good."

 The Serene Wizard nodded, then lifted her half-filled glass of red wine, and covered her lips. In a voice only Link could hear, she reminded him: "Get ready. Your turn will come soon."

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Link gave his thanks, took a deep breath, preparing himself.

 Wizard Palo, emerging from the synergy and lingering charm of the ascension, started to speak at this time.

 "After 46 years, I transformed from an inexperienced Storm Sea New Blood to a Sage.

 The journey was difficult, fraught with wind and rain.

 Looking back, it all seems like a dream.

 Fortunately, efforts have eventually paid off.

 Today I share with you my joy from the bottom of my heart.

 I hope everyone present will gain from this.

 Thank you."

 Having completed the Metamorphosis Period, the image of Wizard Palo gradually overlapped with that of him when Link first saw him on the Quete Archipelago.

 Serious, rarely joking or laughing. Direct and to the point.

 Thunderous applause filled the auditorium.

 Wizard Palo descended from the dais.

 Forthwith, some wizards pushed out four trolleys, on which various gifts were neatly placed.

 The first three trolleys, even the scarce ones like the first one, had nearly ten gifts each.

 The second trolley was piled high with gifts.

 Only the fourth trolley had a single gift box.

 The gift-opening ceremony, which Link found unsettling, was about to begin.

 When Link first learned that opening gifts on site was the second most important part of every Sage's promotion ceremony, his intuition told him that it was shocking and incomprehensible.

 It still felt that way.

 Wizard Palo began to open the gifts that the Tier 3 Wizards had brought first, showing them one by one to everyone present.

 These gifts were of high value, and notable for their practicality.

 Almost all were valuable magic tools that could be used in battles of the Heavens.

 The auditorium resounded with low gasps of surprise at the lavishness of these Tier 3 wizards.

 After publicizing each gift, Wizard Palo would quietly thank and respect the wizards that brought the gifts.

 When gifts from the Tier 3 wizards were opened, according to protocol, the presents from the Tier 2 wizards should be next.

 But Wizard Palo did something that nearly made everyone's eyeballs fall out.

 He walked directly to the fourth trolley, upon which a lone gift box lay.

 Gazing at everyone, Wizard Palo showed a trace of an almost imperceptible smile, and announced:

 "I believe some of you may have guessed - the next gift to be opened is from a promising new blood whom I rate highly: this year's first year champion of Zone 2, Link Grande."

 Having said that, Wizard Palo beckoned Link: "You, come and open it for me."

 Link, slightly pale, found his gaze met by dozens of curious gazes. He took slightly stiff steps towards Wizard Palo.

 What on earth are you doing, big guy?

 Turns out it's you who's messing with me!
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 "Congratulations." 

 As per custom, Link began with polite congratulations and remarks, "Congratulations on your successful promotion to become..."

 "Don't be nervous."

 Wizard Palo gave him a look, signaling Link to be at ease and skip the formalities, then said, "Many friends are eagerly anticipating the gift you got me, why don't you unwrap it for me."

 "Yes."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 After all, what could Link do at this point?

 Of course, he carried out the order.

 He broke the seal on the gift box, lifted the lid, and took out the 13 dolls one by one, placing them on the trolley.

 The dolls were only as big as thumbs, nothing special-looking at all.

 No matter how finely crafted, they could only be so precious given their material.

 One could speculate that a wizard apprentice wouldn't be able to afford fancy gifts.

 He could only pursue novelty and uniqueness.

 Unfortunately, his attempt at uniqueness didn't succeed.

 Disappointment was written on the faces of many in the audience.

 On the other hand, those who knew about Wizard Palo's past, such as the Third-Level Wizards and a few senior Second-Level Wizards, became somewhat interested.

 The dolls were interesting.

 If they worked as they speculated, "Big Mouth" Cordell wasn't exaggerating this time, the dolls really could strike a chord with Palo.

 Emotionally, he'd probably prefer them to Percy Sage's Diamond Wand.

 Now they were even more intrigued.

 The attitudes of the two groups of people were vastly different.

 "May I demonstrate?"

 Link understood that just displaying the dolls wouldn't be very interesting.

 A demonstration was needed to fully showcase their charm.

 However, without Palo's approval, he didn't dare to use his spiritual and magical powers under the watchful eyes of so many wizards.

 If they mistook it as a provocation or sneak attack and instinctively counterattacked.

 That would be disastrous.

 "Of course."

 Wizard Palo agreed outright.

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo."

 Link thanked him, then, following the instructions he had memorized earlier, he used spiritual and magical powers at a specific frequency to activate the master doll and the first auxiliary doll.

 The thumb-sized dolls sprang into action upon receiving commands and power.

 The master doll, bearing a strong resemblance to a younger Palo, took the lead and jumped from the trolley.

 Hovering in mid-air, it grew in size with the wind, until it was about half the height of a human.

 The master doll's stance was very refined, with its left hand behind its back and the right hand extended forward as if inviting an attack.

 Nonchalant yet graceful, it presented an imposing air.

 Here, Link had modeled after the image of Huang Fei Hung played by Jet Li.

 The aim was to enhance the demeanor of the master doll.

 The first auxiliary doll followed suit and leaped out, undergoing a similar size change.

 The auxiliary doll was also beautifully made, only its face was slightly blurred.

 Only those familiar with it could recognize it.

 Those unfamiliar would assume it to be a stranger.

 "Begin."

 At his command,

 The master doll and the first auxiliary doll began to spar.

 Who knew how the shop owner, "Big Mouth" Cordell, made it.

 The two dolls were able to perform Zero Ring spells so vividly.

 Although they were only illusions with no real destructive power, they faithfully reenacted the complete process of that duel.

 They traded blows in mid-air, staging a "pecking fight" with Zero Ring spells.

 The wizards present, especially Palo and those Third-Level Wizards and some senior Second-Level Wizards familiar with his past, watched with keen interest.

 The fight heated up, approaching its climax.

 The master doll began to shine more frequently.

 Even sound effects of explosive magic were added at this point.

 The dominating master doll became even more spirited.

 "Fall down!"

 With a roar from the master doll, a Zero Ring spell hit the first auxiliary doll just below the knee.

 Thud! The auxiliary doll kneeled down, head drooping.

 The master doll looked down at the kneeling auxiliary doll arrogantly and sneered scornfully, "Archie, that's all you have!"

 Yes, the first opponent Palo defeated in the sectional competition was indeed Zoran Archie.

 He did say something after defeating Zoran, but it wasn't this remark.

 This was Link's revision.

 This was not only to showcase Palo's charm but also to subtly embarrass Zoran Archie in public.

 If I can't beat you, can't I smear you?

 Only at this point did the wizards who initially held a disdainful attitude recognize the first auxiliary doll with a blurry face. Its original model was actually the young Zoran Archie.

 Only then did they realize the influence of the background story of the dolls Link gifted on Wizard Palo.

 Only then did they acknowledge Link Grande, just a first-year wizard apprentice.

 The kid was really gutsy.

 He was racing down the road to deeply offend Lucia's family, with no brakes!

 "Very good, I like it very much!"

 Wizard Palo clapped his hands, his face lighting up with a sincere smile.

 It seemed he genuinely liked the set of dolls, "Is there more? Show me another one."

 "Okay."

 Link agreed and called back the first auxiliary doll.

 After some thought, he skipped over the middle 10 dolls and directly sent out the twelfth auxiliary doll.

 As soon as it came out, it caused an uproar.

 The wizards, who were now on their best behavior, immediately recognized the twelfth auxiliary doll's original model.

 "Interesting."
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 "Such a bold little fellow."

 "I can't wait to see the look on Peter's face when he finds out."

 "Hehehe..."

 "Hehe...erm..."

 Wizard Palo didn't stop the low murmurs of discussion, allowing the atmosphere to simmer.

 Link focused stintedly, undistracted, and initiated the puppet duel once more.

 This time, the background music began right from the start.

 At first, it was calm and uplifting, with a heavenly, ethereal voice softly singing.

 The duel between the two puppets was devoid of passion, one took steps, the other rotated in a circle.

 You flung a water ball, I shot a wooden arrow.

 They feinted and parried, it was all probing, absolutely lackluster.

 This went on for more than a minute.

 Suddenly, the background music exploded.

 The woman's singing turned from calm to vigorous, as though narrating an epic battle from history.

 Link here borrowed some melodies from "Victory".

 Under the atmosphere of life-or-death, the duel between the two puppets entered its aggressive clash stage.

 They bombarded each other relentlessly as if the Zero Ring offensive magic did not require any magic power.

 Each was attempting to suppress the other.

 However, spiritual power and magic power are limited resources.

 High output in a short time results in the rapid depletion of spiritual and magic power.

 In less than a minute, the casting speed of the two puppets visibly slowed down, seemingly about to return to the initial lethargic pace.

 Unbeknownst to them, both puppets had the same idea.

 Almost simultaneously, they launched another round of fierce attacks.

 Then both their spiritual power and magic power were completely drained.

 With magic useless, they resorted to close-quarters combat.

 The two puppets began swinging the Great Eight Fist in mid-air, rolling and tumbling.

 The wizards present, including Wizard Palo himself, couldn't help but find this somewhat amusing.

 Is this a battle between wizard apprentices?

 It's less exciting than a mundane knight's duel.

 Between rising and falling, the main puppet pulled off a clever trick.

 With both hands gripping the twelfth puppet's arms, its right knee shot upwards in a brutal knee strike.

 The background music abruptly stopped.

 Switching to sound effects, a crisp 'snap' sounded, clear yet somehow muffled.

 The shattering of a luminous effect told everyone;

 The egg is cracked!

 The main puppet gave a contemptuous glance towards the twelfth puppet cradling its crotch with a twisted look of agony, then looked around and shouted defiantly, "Who's next?"

 The battle ended here.

 And so did the exhibition.

 "Very good, indeed!"

 Wizard Palo was amused by that final shout.

 He recalled his own brash outburst in the past, which had been, "Fuck! You dare to fight me?", equally arrogant but somewhat vulgar.

 But this modified version was still as arrogant, even more flamboyant, but the choice of words was more refined and domineering.

 "Not bad, not bad."

 Wizard Palo began to praise, "I like it, I like it very much. Link, you really put in effort."

 "As long as you're happy."

 Link summoned back the main puppet and the twelfth puppet, and placed the 13 puppets back into the gift box, and closed the lid.

 Simultaneously, he voiced the sincere blessing he had prepared: "May you wander half your life and still return as a youth!"

 At his words, Wizard Palo was taken aback.

 He quickly regained his composure and murmured the blessing, which matched perfectly with the set of puppets, twice to himself. His smile grew even brighter.

 He patted Link's shoulder, softly saying, "Thank you for your blessing, I appreciate the sentiment. Now go and rest. Come find me later, we'll have a good chat."

 "Yes, Wizard Palo."

 Link obediently agreed on the arrangement and returned to the side of the Serene Wizard.

 He had garnered enough attention for tonight and should not outshine the master.

 Wizard Palo laughed and chatted with the guests for a bit to lighten the mood before nonchalantly storing the puppet gift box in his Storage Magic Tool for safekeeping so it wouldn't get lost.

 Only then did he start opening the gifts given to him by the second-class wizards.

 "How do you feel?"

 the Serene Wizard quietly asked.

 "Like being on the edge of an abyss, like treading thin ice, in constant fear."

 Link thought for a moment and used a phrase he often heard before to express his feelings.

 Anxious, nervous, uneasy, afraid of making mistakes.

 "Maintain this mindset, never be complacent."

 The corner of Serene Wizard's mouth lifted in a faint smile as he advised, "Thanks to Palo's public support for you today, you will face less hostility from other factions and wizards. However, Lionel, Lucia, and their allies will regard you with even greater hostility. This can be both a good and a bad thing. It all depends on how you manage. Your current mindset, it is very good."

 Upon hearing this, Link fell into deep thought.

 He had been mentally prepared, he had a faint premonition since the first time he received support from Wizard Palo.

 His allegiance was decided then and there.

 Friendships would be formed, but there would be more enemies.

 Countless times tonight, Link sincerely thanked the Serene Wizard, "Thank you for your guidance, I will pay more attention."

 "Hmm."

 The Serene Wizard gave a nonchalant reply.

 After all the presents were opened, the promotion ceremony had nothing special left.

 Like other social events, it moved on to the small talk stage.

 The Serene Wizard had her own circle of wizard friends, so she didn't continue to stay in this corner.

 Link remained in the same spot until the end of the promotion ceremony. Only when he received an invitation from Wizard Palo did he follow him.

 "Come for a walk with me."

 Wizard Palo signaled to everyone else not to follow, and led Link towards Boundary Lake.

 Link lagged a few steps behind.

 "Do you ever wonder why someone like me places so much importance on an insignificant wizard apprentice like you? Even if you have your secrets and circumstances, you only became a third-class wizard apprentice within less than a year."
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 Wizard Palo took the initiative to speak, breaking the silence.

 So Link responded, "Sometimes, I do think like that."

 "That's the right way to think. You should always be wary and cautious, otherwise, you'll be at a disadvantage."

 Wizard Palo looked at Boundary Lake, obscured by thick mist, his voice filled with sighs and reflections.

 "In the beginning, I was not the head of our division, it was Cody. He was five terms senior to me, his talent and temperament were the best. He was so gullible, he trusted someone he shouldn't have during the crucial stage of advancement to Sage status. It led to his failure and I had to step in, take the lead, and face the pressure from the local Pure Blood Families on the West Coast, and the disdain of the Half Blood Families."

 "Forget it, I won't talk about that."

 "Let's talk about why I value you."

 "The reason is quite simple."

 "Because your soul is special, it's from another Dimensional World."

 At this point, Palo Wizard looked straight into Link's eyes and spoke word by word, "Never assume you're the most unique one. A 'Transmigrator' like you is not uncommon in the Wizard World!"

 Chills ran down Link's spine, with cold sweat dripping down his back.

 His lips quivered a few times. He relied on the "Mind Closure Technique" to steady his emotions, and finally responded calmly, "I will remember your instruction."

 Upon seeing Link's tense expression, Wizard Palo couldn't help but laugh.

 This little fellow is quite cunning and full of tricks, it's rare to see him panic.

 He reassured, "Don't worry, when I discovered your advancement to Second-rank wizard apprentice, and noticed the anomaly in your soul, I concealed it for you. Other than Serene and me, not even Cody knows about your other identity."

 Link finally let out a sigh of relief. He didn't hide anything from Palo Wizard and directly asked, "How does the academy usually handle cases like mine?"

 "Handle? Why would they handle? Isn't the group of old undeads in the academy highly valuing you? They've even given you the seed of origin, what are you worried about?"

 Wizard Palo snorted, "They're even hoping for you to grow up quickly, so you can fight for the academy in different heavens, conquering more resource worlds."

 "Palo, enough is enough!"

 A solemn voice came from the horizon, only heard by Palo Wizard and Link.

 Palo the Wizard looked up and cursed, "Old undeads, it's okay for you to do it, but not okay for me to say it?"

 Crack.

 A bolt of lightning ripped through the night sky, striking Wizard Palo dead center who suddenly became unable to move.

 His hair stood on end, his face turned pitch black, and his clothes turned yellow.

 Even a Sage had no way to fight back against the "old undead" of the academy!

 "Damn it!"

 Wizard Palo broke away from the restraint, sneered at Link, "I'm leaving first, you make your way back."

 Without waiting for Link's response, he disappeared on the spot.

 Link stared at the mist-covered Boundary Lake in silence.

 The "transmigrator" identity that he had been worried about for a long time had been exposed, and he was still unable to calm down.

 The academy's attitude both reassured him and brought about a deeper sense of dread.

 Sigh!

 After a long sigh, Link no longer indulged in idle thoughts. He left the lakeside and returned to his dormitory.

 Whatever is destined to come will eventually come, one cannot hide from it.

 At the same time as Wizard Palo and Link's private conversation...

 Two short videos circulated among senior second-level wizards and tier 3 wizards.

 "Lucia, that's all she got" and "Who else"...

 In less than half an hour, these phrases were heard all over the Ravensmouth District.

 It was rumored that Peter Lionel, who was about to pass through the Metamorphosis Period and was preparing to hold the Sage advancement ceremony, was caught off guard and flew into a rage.

 Not only did it affect his Metamorphosis, but it also delayed his promotion time.

 One video and one sentence from a young wizard apprentice had such great power.

 It made many people chuckle.
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 Wizard Palo left. 

 The day after his promotion ceremony.

 First, he went to the college headquarters to report, then accepted his new duty appointment, and then took command of a fully trained Wizard Army to open up a small world.

 This schedule had been planned by the college's higher-ups long ago.

 They were waiting for Wizard Palo to complete his promotion, and then immediately set off.

 Why did Wizard Palo curse the college's higher-ups and call them old and undead?

 It's because they only cared about the overall interests of the college, their own faction interests, family interests, but had no regard for the interests of their subordinates.

 I heard you're preparing to be promoted to Sage?

 Encourage!

 Aside from the resources they supported, they fully supported in every other aspect!

 Then they churned out a war plan, telling you to act as the college's "workhorse" after your fucking promotion.

 With such a coldhearted move, who wouldn't curse?

 Link didn't go to see him off.

 He heard the news from the Serene Wizard.

 From that day on, Link kept a low profile.

 Besides studying and researching, he no longer concerned himself with anything else.

 When it was time, he activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card, practicing the dozens of Zero Ring witchcrafts he had mastered.

 Originally, he was afraid that he lacked the energy and bit off more than he could chew.

 As a result, all of those dozens of Zero Ring witchcrafts were at their preliminary stage.

 Now, every four days, he could transform into a humanoid supercomputer equipped with top-tier AI.

 Using the limited 10 seconds of the supercomputing state each time, he improved his understanding of witchcraft.

 In this way, no matter how greedy he was, as long as he had enough time, he could thoroughly understand it all.

 Link did this, just to fully study the 0-level Rule Runes involved in these Zero Ring witchcrafts and pave the way for learning more First Ring witchcrafts in the future.

 To avoid having to come back to study the 0-level Rule Runes later on.

 The "Dowhateveruwant" team was almost entirely managed by Jasmine.

 Link only needed to control the general direction of research and development.

 The "patent" authorization fees and dividends of the five personal care products were directly linked between Jasmine and Serene Wizard's Potion Shop.

 The allocation to the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group was also Jasmine's responsibility.

 Both the daily management and the finance, these two major powers were held by Jasmine.

 Jasmine became the de facto number two in the "Dowhateveruwant" team.

 Everyone accepted that.

 There were no objections.

 Things were peaceful internally, and the situation was the same externally.

 Peter Lionel was stimulated and postponed his time to be promoted to Sage, but did not specifically target Link.

 Zoran Lucia, for some reason, suddenly disappeared and there was no more news.

 In this way, amidst the calm both inside and outside, the remaining time of the spring semester quietly passed.

 Vacation was about to arrive.

 Discussions about part-time work during the holiday began to heat up again on the college's "forum".

 For safety reasons, Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group would not go out for part-time work, they would comfortably stay in the college, studying, researching, and experimenting.

 As for Magic Stones?

 Ignoring the "patent" fees and dividends of the five bathing products, these have already made the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group quite full.

 The lipstick and lip gloss series that Link later presided over selling out immediately upon release, it was a special offer and sold brilliantly.

 Magic stones were pouring into Serene Wizard's Potion Shop like water, then 40% of the profit was divided to the "Dowhateveruwant" team.

 Even if Link and Jasmine took the lion's share, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group also received quite a bit.

 Not to mention among the first-year Storm Sea New Blood, even if you look at the second and third years, the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group could be considered as absolute "rich" group.

 After arranging the "Dowhateveruwant" team's holiday research project, Link eagerly awaited the arrival of the holiday, then entered the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 During this half month, Jasmine's mood has been very stable.

 She fully devoted herself to studying, researching, and managing the daily affairs of the "Dowhateveruwant" team.

 Not until the vacation was about to arrive.

 Jasmine could no longer control her emotions.

 For two days in a row, she avoided Link, did her own thing, and then studied relentlessly, desperately practicing witchcraft.

 Link saw it all, but didn't know what to say.

 What could he say?

 The reason he agreed to form the "Dowhateveruwant" team was so he could give it to Jasmine to manage. It took her mind off things.

 Let her not think too much about nonsense.

 But it turned out to be no good.

 What else could he do?

 Stay in place, wait for her to catch up, and then walk side by side?

 Naive! Innocent!

 In everyone's different thoughts.

 The holiday finally arrived.

 Some chose to stay in school, some flocked to Ravensmouth City, and some headed far away.

 Link glanced at the "seed" in his Sea of Consciousness, to confirm that Franda was still asleep, and the first evolution of the "seed" had not been completed yet. He didn't care about anything else and applied to the college to enter the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 No one saw him off.

 This was what Link himself had requested.

 He came to the college's designated location alone, boarded the hover car that came to pick him up, and left the college.

 In the distance, Jasmine watched as the hover car quickly went away until it disappeared.

 "I'm ready, Serene Wizard."

 Jasmine turned around, respectfully bowed to the Serene Wizard, and made a request, "Please allow me to join your experiment!"

 "Have you thought it through?"

 Serene Wizard asked solemnly, "Is it worth it?"

 "It's worth it!"

 Jasmine firmly said: "Not just for him, but for myself."

 After a pause, Jasmine looked complicated and sighed, "Perhaps, it's more for myself."

 After all, from the very beginning, she approached Link Grande with a different heart.

 It was just that a lot of things had happened afterwards that made her fall in.
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 Even if it was hard for her to disentangle herself, she only had herself to blame.

 What she was about to do was her own decision, she hadn't consulted with Link about it.

 And it was certainly not something Link had asked her to do.

 So, when it really came down to it,

 She was doing all this for herself, not for Link.

 "I suggest that you reconsider it,"

 Serene Wizard patiently advised, "The design of this experiment is not rigorous enough, and it lacks the necessary conditions in many aspects. It is highly likely to fail, or there may be other errors that could cause deviations in the experimental results. The most important thing is, once the experiment is done, it's irreversible. If you regret it later, it will be too late to recover anything."

 "You've already warned me about these risks many times, and I'm aware of them."

 Jasmine sighed, "But, if I don't do this, how can I ever catch up to him? If I can't stand shoulder-to-shoulder with him, how will I ever have the opportunity to capture his heart?"

 Serene Wizarded looked at Jasmine thoughtfully, and curiously asked, "Based on what I know about you, you're not the type of person who disregards everything for the sake of a man. Why are you willing to make such a great sacrifice for Link Grande?"

 Jasmine was silent, uncertain how to respond to Serene Wizard.

 Upon thinking about it, there wasn't much of a story between her and Link.

 Aside from the twisted events involving Rivers and Erick, everything else was quite peaceful.

 Even during the major competitions in the two districts, the help Jasmine had given to Link during his fights wasn't as much as that of Elise.

 The two of them passed through two semesters of quite ordinary campus life, not even a full year.

 Yet, emotions have no traceable origin, they just deepen over time.

 Do they really need that many reasons?

 Once she made this clear to herself and understood her own intentions, Jasmine's resolve became even more firm.

 She bowed to Serene Wizard again and pleaded, "I beg for your consent. I no longer wish to be a 'Clinging Flower', I wish to become a 'Cotton Tree'!"

 Serene Wizard stared at Jasmine for a long time.

 It's as if she saw herself from several decades ago.

 She saw that girl who relentlessly studied Alchemy Pharmacy and Potion Study for the one she loved;

 She saw that silly girl who, ignoring the danger of an explosion, insisted on concocting a life-saving potion and fed it to her beloved person with her own hands;

 She saw that foolish woman who, because of a shout, stepped down from a promising position in the frontline logistics, returned to the rear, and became an unchallenging potion shop owner.

 "Ah, youth! Ah, love!"

 Serene Wizard exclaimed, made up her mind, and agreed, "I accept! You should get ready. Once the preparatory work for the experiment here is done, I'll let you know at any time."

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Jasmine breathed a sigh of relief, respectfully bowed once again, her tone full of gratitude.

 "Sigh!"

 Serene Wizard sighed deeply, and left, her mood complex.

 She herself didn't know whether her decision today was right or wrong.

 She just hoped for a good result.

 Jasmine watched Serene Wizard go away, with no joy or sorrow in her heart, and a calm mind.

 She knew that Lokan Wizard bypassed everyone and privately told her that Serene Wizard was preparing an experiment to improve wizard qualifications, and that his intentions were not pure.

 She also knew that the reason why Serene Wizard did not immediately agree to accept her as a "volunteer" was for her own good.

 However, she still unhesitatingly stepped into this "trap" and made this "sacrifice".

 Her qualification as a third-class wizard apprentice is really too mediocre!

 When will she be able to catch up with Link, whose cultivation speed flies as if on wings?

 Let it be so.

 There will be hope.

 It's always better than seeing no light at all in the future.

 Link didn't know that he was being thought of.

 All he knew was that he was standing at a crossroads in his life.

 A step forward would mean entering the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm, and an opportunity to considerably lead his peers.

 There was nothing to hesitate about.

 According to the instructions at the entrance of the Secret Realm, Link removed all his Rune Objects and Magic Tools, and placed them in the designated safe.

 Including the Second Ring Defense Magic Tool given by Wizard Palo.

 If accidents were to happen in the Cultivation Secret realm, which is closely monitored by the Academy, then it wouldn't make much difference whether Link carried the Second Ring Defense Magic Tool or not.

 Dressed in loose and comfortable cotton clothes, Link calmly entered the Secret Realm.

 Although it is called the Secret Realm, it was very similar to the space formed by the light wall for award distribution after the end of the major competition between the two districts.

 The space was blank and endless, without a known height or depth.

 The most notable feature was that as soon as Link entered, he felt that he was free from hunger and thirst, and both his spiritual and magic power were in an extremely excited state.

 Without dwelling on the essence of the Cultivation Secret Realm, Link followed the call of instinct, found a place to sit cross-legged and began deep meditation.

 The third layer of "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" was running smoothly.

 His spiritual and magic power rose visibly fast, inching up to the limit of a third-class wizard apprentice, 99 points.

 In terms of the condensing degree of spiritual power and the purity of magic power, Link, who had first undergone an "encounter and realization" (seen in the first volume, Chapter 29), then experienced a minor transformation in the Sea of Consciousness, and finally received the "blessing" of the Will of the World, was not inferior to a general First Level Wizard.

 Therefore, in a very short period of time (even though Link was in the Cultivation Secret Realm and couldn't perceive the accurate passage of time), he reached the limit of the amount of spiritual power for a third-class wizard apprentice, 99 points.

 Afterwards, Link immediately switched to the fourth layer of "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method".
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 He converted the Meditation Technique Rune structure in his Sea of Consciousness into a smooth, spherical structure.

 Once the transformation was completed, he could select a suitable surface on the spherical structure and brand his Destiny Witchcraft onto it.

 Not long after, the fourth layer was completed, and the Meditation Technique Rune structure transformed into a round sphere.

 The runes constructed before were all contained within this sphere.

 "How much time do I have left?"

 Suppressing the impulse to brand his Destiny Witchcraft, Link forcibly extricated himself from the cultivation state and posed his question to the vast and white Secret Realm.

 "10 days."

 An emotionless mechanical voice responded.

 Link estimated the time and felt it was sufficient to brand his Destiny Witchcraft, so he made a decision.

 This was the moment to wager everything.

 He took a small break first, reviewed the branding process and precautions of his Destiny Witchcraft several times, and then recollected the various details of the First Ring Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" several times.

 After feeling familiar with it, Link still felt it was not secure enough.

 He planned to use the saved "Multi-Threading Thinking" state card.

 The ability of the Cultivation Secret Realm to replenish consumed spiritual power at any time, couldn't help but make Link concoct a plan to fleece the "Academy".

 After having a thought, he embraced it.

 After setting a warning point for himself.

 Link gritted his teeth, gritting his teeth, fully activated "Mind Closure Technique" + "Multi-Threading Thinking".

 No limit!

 If within 20 seconds, replenishment of spiritual power could fuel the burning of "Multi-Threading Thinking"!

 In the Sea of Consciousness, the smooth, clear spherical structure began to etch the Magic Blueprint of the First Ring Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 Under the auxiliary of the calculation status, the magic blueprint was etched without delay.

 For typical third-class wizard apprentices, Link easily completed the branding of Destiny Witchcraft that is extremely complex and which others may need to gradually consume bit by bit.

 It took less than 2 hours.

 And his spiritual power was still full.

 The Cultivation Secret Realm replenished Link with as much spiritual power as "Multi-Threading Thinking" consumed.

 If so, Link was not polite anymore.

 He tried to restrain his thoughts and directed the substantial computational power to the feasible plan of casting the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" witchcraft based on the characteristics of the "seed".

 Perhaps stimulated by something, the "seed" had completed its first sublimation.

 Franda woke up from her sleep, her body slightly larger.

 Upon receiving Link's reminder, she immediately mobilized her greatly increased Origin Power, cooperating with Link to initiate calculations.

 Outside the Secret Realm, an "old undead" watched over by Wizard Palo became aware that his charge of several Secret Realms had dramatically increased consumption in a short period of time. He extended his spiritual power to investigate and quickly found the cause.

 "Little fellas, you have quite a few secrets."

 The "old undead" watched with interest as Link and Franda, one big one small, worked in perfect harmony, furiously fleecing the Secret Realm, constantly making high-speed calculations on some plan, but never acted to stop them.

 Even more, he increased the power of the vitality sent into the Secret Realm.

 So that Link's body could receive timely nourishment, supporting his brain's mad operation.

 After about half an hour passed, the plan to execute the Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" based on the "seed" absorbing the Armor Orchid Seed was thoroughly perfected.

 At least in terms of Link's current knowledge structure, it was perfect.

 Link took the initiative to end the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state, ordered Franda to rest well, then he himself did not meditate as usual, but directly fell to the ground and fell into a deep sleep.

 Operating at high speed for too long, even if the spiritual power and vitality received timely and abundant nourishment, it still resulted in considerable fatigue.

 Everything else, like implementing the plan to execute the Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" based on the "seed".

 He would deal with it once he woke up.
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 "It's been a long time since such an interesting little fellow came along."

 From behind the secret mirror, the "old undead" looked at the deeply sleeping Link and sighed wistfully.

 With his rank and vision, how could he not see what the "seed" hidden in Link's Sea of Consciousness was?

 Given his status and position, a quick investigation revealed Link's identity and the origin of the "seed."

 "It turns out it's a 'special guest' soul. No wonder the academy let you have a 'Different World' seed."

 The "old undead" has been sitting here for more than a decade, without much interaction with anyone, since he was running out of time and had lost any hope of breaking through.

 Finding something mildly interesting, he couldn't help but mutter:

 "Are you planning to cultivate it into a 'Realm', or a 'Realm Gate', or perhaps ambitiously cultivate it into a 'World'?"

 "Logically, cultivating it into a 'World' is the best."

 "But you must keep a close eye on it, it needs to grow quickly."

 "Don't let your hard work be stolen away."

 "What a bad deal that would be."

 "It's a lifetime of effort."

 Maybe it was the silence that ignited his thinking, or maybe he wanted to stir up trouble for the academy that had "oppressed" him for a lifetime, especially the Pure Blood faction within it.

 The "old undead" suddenly had the idea to stir the pot.

 Once this thought emerged, it didn't go away and took firm hold in the "old undead"'s mind.

 Ah, the vigor of youth.

 Anyway, it's just a matter of waving a finger.

 With a profound gaze, the "old undead" chuckled:

 "Why not have some fun? I'm all alone, without any descendants to protect. What do I have to fear? I've been cautious all my life. Going wild at the end doesn't seem too bad."

 With that, the "old undead" pointed at Link, who was fast asleep in the Secret Realm.

 A streak of emerald-green light pierced through Link's brow to enter the Sea of Consciousness.

 Ignoring the defense of the 'Mind Closure Technique' and the confusion of the Hall of Mind, it precisely shot into the true form of the "seed" beneath the lake.

 Rich life buzzed forth, pervading every part of the "seed".

 The "spirit", being of the seed of origin, benefited along with Link, who was also in deep sleep, and Franda benefited synchronously with the "seed."

 Her figure grew by more than ten times in the blink of an eye, and then immediately shrank back to its original size.

 From the outside, it didn't seem like anything had changed.

 But upon closer examination, one would find that Franda's prior form of life was too illusory, like ethereal smoke that could be carried away by a gust of wind.

 But now, she's as real as a life.

 No, not like.

 Franda is now a true life, not a puppet-like "spirit."

 There's a hint of vivacity in her eyes.

 All of this, whether the changes in the "seed" or her own qualitative change, went unnoticed by Franda, who continued sleeping soundly.

 That's understandable.

 How could Franda see through the actions of the top person in the Wizard World, a level six sage?

 Having accomplished this, the "old undead" didn't force growth; instead, he resumed his previous stony state, content to be indifferent to everything in the world.

 Time passed quietly.

 Three days later, Link woke up under the urging of his biological clock.

 Feeling refreshed and exceptionally comfortable.

 Link straightened his back and twisted a few times, stretching his body.

 Then he woke Franda and instructed, "Swallow it."

 "Alright, Master."

 Franda obediently agreed, controlling the "seed" to attack the Armor Orchid seed.

 The Armor Orchid seed was already transformed from solid to ethereal, entering Link's Sea of Consciousness when he branded his Destiny Witchcraft onto it.

 The biggest difference between his Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" and the common First Ring Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" lies here.

 No casting materials are needed for the Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor."

 Each casting of the common First Ring Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" consumes a precious Armor Orchid seed.

 Besides, there are enormous differences in casting time and casting effect.

 Without a doubt, Destiny Witchcraft can crush common witchcraft in all aspects.

 The "seed" quickly devoured the Armor Orchid seed.

 The speed was much faster than Link's calculations.

 "What's going on?"

 Link exclaimed in surprise, quite puzzled.

 The calculation couldn't have been wrong!

 With the aid of "Multi-Threading Thinking" and Franda mobilizing the Origin Power of the "seed," if he still miscalculated...

 Link might as well have killed himself with a block of tofu.

 So, during his sleep, something must have changed with the "seed."

 Concentrating his attention and feeling closely, Link couldn't figure out where the change was, just a strange feeling.

 It's as if his connection with the "seed" was initially separated by a layer, but now it's a direct and complete contact.

 It's more closely linked, more intertwined, more in-depth.

 He observed Franda more closely again.

 Link called up all the memories about Franda from the Hall of Memories and compared them one by one.

 He suddenly noticed the difference.

 The initial Franda had a paper-thin existence, giving Link the feeling of being unreal, not like a human being.

 Therefore, Link treated Franda like an AI.

 The present Franda, standing gracefully, gives Link the impression of being a very real little girl.

 More importantly, she's an independent life.

 She can break away from the "seed" and enter the real world.

 This discovery stirred up waves in Link's heart.

 Perhaps during these three days of his deep sleep, some "big shot" from the academy did something to him.

 From what he could see at the moment, it was entirely a good thing.

 The authority he had over the "seed" seemed to have shifted from usage rights to full ownership.
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 Franda's essence has been elevated, and the help that can be offered in the future will undoubtedly be greater.

 However, when it comes to matters related to "big shots", how can it be simple?

 Link intuitively felt that he had become a pawn of a certain "big shot".

 It's unknown what purpose this unseen "big shot" wants to achieve through him.

 Just hoping that it wouldn't be too difficult would be enough.

 Sigh...

 Link sighed inaudibly, suppressed his mixed feelings, and pretended not to find this out.

 Otherwise, what could he do?

 Clearing his thoughts, Link continued planning to implement the Destiny Witchcraft based on the feature of the "Seed" devouring the Armor Orchid seeds.

 In the Sea of Consciousness.

 The lake, the library by the lake.

 A sphere branded with the Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" was hovering in the mid-air above the lake, as an illusion.

 There also was a sphere with the same brand under the lake, the physical entity.

 The "Seed" entity was under the lake, while its illusion floated above it.

 The "Armor Orchid Seeds" only existed above the lake, as an illusion.

 Upon Link's pondering, a faint light flashed across the "Seed" entity beneath the lake.

 Triggered by this faint light, the brand of Destiny Witchcraft on the sphere of the Meditation Technique immediately activated.

 The sound of creaking echoed one after another.

 Within less than 10 microseconds.

 An "Armor Orchid" first drilled out from Link's forehead, and then "bloomed", splitting into two paths.

 One path went downward along the forehead, covering the cheeks, neck, collarbone, arm, chest, abdomen, encircling the triangular area and extended from the front of the thigh to the toes;

 The other path went upward from the forehead, covering the skull, then downward along the back of the neck, concealing the back, waist, buttocks, extended from the back of the thigh to the heel, and also wrapped up the sole.

 "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" was thus "worn" successfully.

 The wearing process and visual effects were not as cool as that of the nano armor in "Women's Union 3" which Link had imagined.

 However, it did achieve a visual impact similar to the assembled armor suitcase in "Iron Man 2".

 Besides, it was faster and smoother.

 The streamlined armor covered Link's whole body, forming an inner loop.

 The endurance, recovery ability, self-healing power, and adaptability to various terrains were greatly improved.

 The defense capability was significantly enhanced, even the eyes and the crotch were strictly protected.

 It can be said that there is no dead corner.

 Waterproof, fireproof and tough.

 In addition to the defense strength slightly not as strong as the defense class First Ring spells of the gold and earth systems, it could be considered perfect in other aspects.

 Even if he did not wear the "Defender 3202" Suit, Link felt that he could definitely resist Elise's violent bombardment without changing his complexion.

 If he wore the "Defender 3202" Suit and had layered defenses, perhaps one present Link could kill all the members of the "Pure Blood Will" during the inter-district competition period.

 This was a qualitative improvement.

 In a while, when both the body and the soul have adapted to the changes brought by the Destiny Witchcraft, the essence of life will complete a leap, and he will be promoted to a First-Class Official Wizard.

 Link alone would be able to kill all the North District Students during the inter-district competition period.

 The gap between a Wizard Apprentice and an Official wizard was so huge.

 However, an armor should have more than just defense, right?

 It should meet the needs of all-weather and all-terrain combat.

 Feeling the various defensive effects of the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", Link had a little doubt in his heart.

 What about flying ability and attack ability?

 Why arrive none?

 Does it need to be paired with corresponding Magic Tools, or are there any corresponding flying type witchcraft and attack type witchcraft to be learned?

 Limited by his status, Link couldn't find much information about First Ring witchcraft before, let alone get the Magic Blueprint Scroll of the First Ring witchcraft.

 So he didn't understand this area very well.

 Therefore, this doubt could only be solved after leaving the Cultivation Secret Realm.

 As for now....

 Upon a thought, Zero Ring witchcraft Thorns Whip was deployed.

 This deployment was very different from previous multiple deployments.

 Link only summoned two thorns, thick and long, and held them in his hands.

 Wearing armor like Iron Man, he made a figure of a whip and a rope.

 With a pop.

 He shook his right hand, whipped the air with the thick and long thorns, making a crisp noise.

 Where the tip of the thorn touched, Thorn Entanglement was swiftly cast accordingly.

 It was seen that a clump of slightly smaller thorns emerged from the tip of the thick and long thorns, quickly and tightly entwining the imaginary enemy.

 Then, he waved his left hand and also smashed the thick and long thorns, whipping mercilessly.

 That was not the end.

 The Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, "Continuous Casting", "Parallel Casting".

 Fist-sized water balls were shot out from the chest one after another.

 Pup, pup, pup, pup...

 A continuous attack like an automatic rifle.

 Then he released his right hand thorns, spread his fingers, and pointed his palm forward.

 Sharp leaf arrows were continuously shot from the fingertips, while thick and sharp wood thorns were launched from the palm, striking rigorously in front of him.

 The attacks came like waves, one after another, ceaselessly.

 Then dozens of Zero Ring witchcrafts followed, regardless of attack type, defense type, function type, all were deployed one by one.

 He "played" with great joy.

 After all, both spiritual power and magic power were replenished as they were used, so there was no need to worry about consumption.

 After "playing" for a while, Link dissolved all casting states, even the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" was retracted.

 No matter how they were combined, the attacks of Zero Ring witchcraft still fell short.

 It didn't match the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", this First Ring Destiny Witchcraft.

 It seems that after leaving the Secret Realm, he still needs to find some Magic Tools and First Ring witchcraft that are more suitable for pairing with the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 The so-called Destiny Witchcraft, is the core of a First-Class Official Wizard.
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 Not building one's magic system and the matching magic tool around one's Destiny Witchcraft would be a fool's game.

 And Link didn't want to do something foolish.

 Feeling somewhat exhausted, Link sat cross-legged, resting his cheek on his right hand, deep in thought.

 Originally he'd had two goals for entering the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 The first one was to increase his spiritual power to 99 and complete the fourth level of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method".

 The second one was to imprint the Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 Now, not only had he achieved both his goals, but he also had a pleasant surprise like finding out how to use the "seed" to manifest his Destiny Witchcraft.

 This trip to the Cultivation Secret Realm had been very successful.

 Even more, there were still over six days left in the Cultivation Secret Realm.

 He could do other things.

 What?

 Leave early?

 Only a fool would leave early, and squander such a rare opportunity.

 God knows when he would get another chance to enter the Cultivation Secret Realm again.

 So, what should he do now?

 Without anything better to do, Link decided to summon the "Seed" from his Sea of Consciousness and let Franda join in brainstorming with it.

 "Master, I've got an idea!"

 It didn't take long before Franda said excitedly, her face brimming with eagerness.

 She was sure her idea would win great praise from her master.

 "Speak."

 Link replied lazily.

 He didn't have high hopes.

 Surely you can't always be the one with the good ideas and big-picture thinking, while I gain nothing?

 After all, you learned everything from me.

 "Master, since we can use 'Seed' for Destiny Witchcraft, could we use 'Seed' for meditation as well? After all, your current meditation method has a spherical structure."

 Franda's idea was wildly imaginative, bordering on absurdity.

 Using the "Seed" for Destiny Witchcraft was because the "Seed" could devour and digest the Armor Orchid seeds, inheriting all their properties.

 How could the "Seed" devour and digest the structure of a Meditation Technique?

 Link couldn't help but chuckle at the idea.

 But as he laughed, his laughing face grew stiff.

 What if it was possible?

 What was the nature of the "Seed"?

 It was the Seed of the World's Origin.

 What was the nature of the Meditation Technique?

 It was the conversion of intangible to tangible, energy to matter.

 The world was tangible, the origin was intangible.

 The "Seed" stood between the tangible and the intangible.

 Why not meditate based on the "Seed"?

 The more he thought about it, the brighter Link's eyes shone.

 Seems like... it really could work!

 "Franda, you did great! Really great!"

 Overjoyed, Link didn't forget to heap praise on the substantial contributor.

 "Hehe..."

 Pleased at the compliment, Franda burst into a sweet smile, looking proud and gratified.

 Link really wanted to try out this idea immediately, but that wouldn't be a prudent course of action.

 First, he needed to gather relevant information, come up with a highly feasible plan, and then think about implementation.

 "Franda, the 'Seed' has undergone some changes. You should closely examine these changes and make use of whatever you can."

 Once again, Link revealed his capitalist mentality, ruthlessly exploiting child labor.

 "Yes, master. I'll get right to it."

 Franda agreed quickly, bouncing out of the residence that had become significantly brighter, to take on her new tasks throughout the "World".

 Link summoned the "Seed" back into his Sea of Consciousness and continued to ponder on the idea proposed by Franda.

 He was looking forward to using the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card again.

 Accustomed to the hypercomputing state, his brain felt dull and sluggish at other times.

 Like a fool's.
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 Wait a minute. 

 What's happening?

 As he was thinking, Link suddenly felt something was wrong with his body.

 It was as if a cold fire was starting to burn from the soles of his feet, trying to bore into his flesh.

 Quickly, Link realized this is the initial stage of the Life Essence Transition, the process of strengthening his physical body.

 Metaphorically speaking, the strengthening refers to purification.

 First, a 'fire' permeates the blood, flesh and bones, followed by pressure coming from all directions like countless hammers, forging his body into fine steel, subjected to both the fire's heat and the force's brutality, leading to a qualitative improvement.

 "Is the Life Essence Transition starting?"

 Link was surprised.

 Wasn't it said that after branding the Destiny Witchcraft, there should be a long period of time for the body and soul to adjust to the changes brought by it?

 Wizard Palo also once said that promotion to an official wizard is not that simple.

 So why has the situation changed when it comes to him?

 The change was dramatic!

 Link was not prepared at all.

 Stabilizing his mind, instead of panicking, Link immediately responded to the abrupt Life Essence Transition.

 First, he fully activated the 'Mind Closure Technique', focusing all his attention and strengthening his will to withstand the severe barbecue of the fire.

 Actually, Link has the ability to disconnect all pain and temperature feedback.

 However, to achieve a better result for the Life Essence Transition, one must directly feel the whole process of the fire burning the flesh and endure the endless pain.

 Only by enduring the pain can one enjoy the sweetness afterwards.

 Sweat the size of beans rolled down his forehead continuously.

 Link clenched his teeth, endured it stubbornly and didn't make a sound.

 Otherwise, it would let out his 'Qi' or energy out.

 He resolves to grit his teeth and bear it.

 He endured until the "fire" wriggled up from the soles of his feet, spreading from his calves to his thighs and from his crotch to his abdomen and back, climbing up his neck and reaching his skull.

 All his black hair fell out.

 The process of "Refining the flesh" ended here.

 It seemed easy and very effortless.

 However, Link's transformation came after enduring infinite pain with an extraordinary will.

 If someone else, with less firm will had to go through this pain, they might fail and collapse before the last hurdle of becoming an official wizard.

 It's not as if there were no such examples before in our academy.

 Among those sent to the factories, workshops, and studios in the Southern District as "cheap labor", there are some of these failures.

 The refinement ended, and the hammering followed immediately.

 Strong pressures from all sides rushed towards Link who hadn't yet had the chance to catch his breath.

 The relentless wave of pressure struck him again and again, like the hit of the sea waves.

 There were thumping sounds echoing throughout.

 The super-strong hammering was beyond Link's expectations.

 Inadequate preparation resulted in Link's face turning pale in an instant, almost shifting his internal organs due to severe gasping.

 He quickly clenched his molars, steadied his stance and resolutely withstood the next waves of pressure that followed.

 In the short reprieve that followed, Link took the opportunity to catch his breath and get his breathing back in order.

 After that, there were no more surprises.

 Beyond the pain, there was nothing else.

 With a few close calls, the "forging of the flesh" ended too.

 A vitality sprouted from the marrow, nourishing the entire body through the blood and nerves.

 After the tempering and nurturing of the vital force, Link's physical body was rejuvenated and upgraded.

 He could resist Elise's enhanced RPG with his physical body alone.

 But he couldn't bear the bombing of the great weapon directly.

 Otherwise, even if he didn't die, he would be seriously injured.

 A man must understand himself.

 The next stage of the Life Essence Transition, the refining of the soul, immediately followed.

 Link was prepared to endure it just like what he had experienced before.

 But it turned out to be for nothing.

 After just a single shiver, the refining of the soul was already over.

 BlackManQuestionMarkMeme.JPG.

 Link's face revealed such expression.

 Is that it?

 What's going on?

 Such unexpected occurrences.

 Before Link could figure out the answer, the last stage of the Life Essence Transition arrived.

 The merging of the new physical body with the new soul.

 This is not a quick process; it takes time.

 But again, something unexpected happened with Link.

 In less than a second, Link felt that his soul and physical body had perfectly merged again without any delay.

 Except for the lack of knowledge and corresponding witchcraft and means.

 Link is now officially a First-Class Official Wizard!

 He had only completed his first year, and in less than a year, he had transformed from an ignorant Stormy Sea New Blood into a First-Class Official Wizard, a position most local apprentices had to spend four years to achieve.

 This pace couldn't be called slow.

 It couldn't be said that there was no one who had achieved this before him and there wouldn't be another after him.

 But he was certainly one of the rare few.

 Link was both happy and worried.

 The joy came from his successful promotion; his strength, status, and position would all be greatly enhanced.

 The worry came from the sudden onset of the Life Essence Transition and the unexpected occurrences during the process. It ended in a confusing manner.

 This made Link inevitably think of the changes in the "Seed" and Franda.

 Could it be the doing of that powerful figure again?

 Outside the Secret Realm.

 "The old undead" emerged from a statue-like state, glanced in doubt at the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm where Link was, and murmured in confusion,/p>

 "Did the kid successfully complete the promotion?"

 "That was too easy."

 "Could he have gotten some help from an old friend of mine?"

 While murmuring, "The old undead" looked at Link more carefully, trying to figure out the reason why Link managed to easily complete the Life Essence Transition and promote to a First-Class Official Wizard.

 A moment later, "The old undead" had a sudden realization.

 "So that's it."
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 "This little one has its own fate and has been favored by the will of the world."

 "The soul from another world is not only not a hindrance to its advancement, but instead becomes a boost."

 "As for the physical body, haha, I didn't expect that my casual pointer would have made you whole."

 After the monologue, the "old undead" contemplated and pointed a finger at Link, leaving a mark on Link.

 In this way, as long as Link is on the West Coast, he can sense Link's life and death situation at any time.

 The "old undead" was very interested in the "extraordinary guests" who could gain the favor of the world's will.

 Inside the Secret Realm.

 Link, who seemed clueless, simply didn't bother guessing the various mysteries that he was bound to be unable to unravel.

 He reluctantly accepted the fact that he has accidentally become a First-Class Official Wizard.

 He did not want to become an official wizard this early.

 There's nothing he could do, when luck comes, you can't stop it.

 Link touched his head and thought: It wasn't without a cost.

 He had become stronger, but also balder.

 He had no idea that a real big shot had already discovered the secret of his sudden and effortless promotion.

 What the Wizard Palo meant by "it's not that simple" is that Link's soul from a different world would want to perfectly blend with this body, and would naturally experience some trials.

 Who knew that at the promotion ceremony, Link activated the "Mind Closure Technique" and "Multi-Threading Thinking," transforming into a humanoid supercomputer equipped with top-tier AI, and inadvertently won the favor and baptism of the world's will, solving this problem.

 The "old undead" pointed mainly at the "seed," which was imbued with the rich vitality of the Wood System, because it had passed through Link's Sea of Consciousness and incidentally nourished Link's physical body.

 One hair from a real big shot equates to nine oxen from Link.

 Thus, only after Link had endured the "training," he immediately received a nourishment of vitality, amplifying the effects of the "training."

 The robustness of his physical body far exceeded that of ordinary First-Class Official Wizards.

 It's just to say that every drink and every mouthful is predestined.

 All kinds of coincidences, piled together, resulted in Link's rocket-like ascent.

 Setting the unexpected joy aside, Link sat back down and continued to contemplate the previous idea.

 Conveniently, after achieving First-Class Official Wizard, he needs to start practicing a higher-level Meditation Technique. He can conduct research on this idea through the process of learning the new Meditation Technique.

 Believing that the academy should not begrudge a bit of information, right?

 Link, who has recently become accustomed to ripping off the "academy", thought so.

 After a while, Link stood up again.

 The sudden promotion really left him in a state of confusion.

 He was just so caught up in guessing that he forgot to experience how powerful a First-Class Official Wizard was.

 With a thought, the Destiny Witchcraft, "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 The method of wearing remains the same, still starting with a "Orchid" from the center of the eyebrows, then dividing into two routes to cover the whole body.

 The visual effect remains the same.

 The difference lies in the casting time, which is almost negligible.

 In the blink of an eye, Link had become the "Orchid Hero," so fast that the naked eye could not catch the process.

 From now on, as long as he does not lose consciousness, Link can hardly be caught off guard.

 No wonder according to statistics, 83% of official wizards have a defensive class witchcraft as their Destiny Witchcraft.

 It's all for survival!

 Not dispelling the Battle Armor, Link immediately tried out the dozens of Zero Ring witchcraft techniques he had mastered one by one.

 From the casting time, every single Zero Ring witchcraft has been reduced.

 The reduction of Breakthrough and Completion level is less, and the reduction of Proficient and below is greater.

 From the casting effect, every single Zero Ring witchcraft has been enhanced.

 The least powerful Water Ball Spell, is estimated to be able to take down the former Harold Andrews with one shot.

 Based on the casting techniques developed by Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft, "Continuous Casting" is smoother, "Parallel Casting" number increased, "Double/Multiple Casting" has become triple (even though it is still limited to the Water Shield Spell).

 These are all improvements, and upgrades.

 One Link from now could take on ten Links who had just branded their Destiny Witchcraft.

 "I've turned bald, but also stronger."

 Touching his bare head, Link sighed.

 Ravensmouth City.

 In the North District, in the basement of a villa.

 Touching Jasmine's little head, the Serene Wizard sighed, "Are you sure you're ready?"

 Jasmine gently rubbed Witch Serene's palm with her head, just like a cat, and then said firmly, "Witch Serene, I've thought it through and I'm ready. Please fulfill me!"

 "Okay."

 Wizard Serene moved her hand away and walked towards the experiment table in the middle of the basement.

 She spoke as she walked:

 "Wizard Qualifications are divided into two parts, namely Innate Spirit Power that leans towards the soul and Element Affinity that leans towards the body."

 "The soul cannot be easily blasphemed, otherwise there will be calamities in this life."

 "How to artificially improve wizard's qualifications has always been a hot topic."

 "The higher the wizard's rank, the harder it is to have offspring."

 "To enhance the strength of the family, you must have more wizards."

 "Therefore, there are always wizards conducting research in this area."

 "Based on the research of many predecessors, combined with a peculiar species I accidentally encountered while exploring a Different World, I designed a physical transformation plan to enhance Element Affinity."

 "Chatterbone Worm, this is the name I gave to this peculiar creature."

 While speaking, Witch Serene took out a transparent glass jar and showed it to Jasmine.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 56 There is no fastest, only more ruthless_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Inside the glass jar, two plump white bugs sleep serenely.

 They resemble soft, tender silkworm babies in appearance.

 "Don't let the adorable looks of these Chatterbone Worms fool you, they're incredibly vicious."

 "They can gnaw through even the hardest of bones, leaving nothing behind."

 "Through my careful cultivation, these two Chatterbone Worms have become manageable."

 "The essence of this experiment is to let these two Chatterbone Worms enter your skeleton, gnaw your bone marrow and stimulate the growth of your marrow in a specific direction, all while replenishing your vitality."

 "In doing so, it aims to enhance your Element Affinity, hence improving your Wizard Qualifications."

 Upon explaining this, the Serene Wizard stopped, gazing into Jasmine's eyes, and emphasized:

 "Throughout the experiment, you must stay awake, and we can't numb any part of your body."

 "No matter how painful it gets, you need to endure it."

 "Are you really ready?"

 Jasmine's face turned ashen for a moment, then resolutely answered: "I am ready!"

 "Hmm."

 Serene didn't try to dissuade Jasmine any further, she reined in all her emotions, falling into a cold, indifferent research mood and gave the command, "Take off your clothes and lie down."

 There was nothing to hide.

 Jasmine quickly stripped off all her clothes and lay naked on the experiment table.

 Serene Wizard made a gesture.

 The experiment table extended four restraining straps that bound Jasmine's hands and feet.

 Another restraint ring emerged to secure Jasmine's head.

 Under the experiment table, a complex Rune Array appeared.

 The Special Ink used to create the Rune Array was blood red.

 On the ceiling above the experiment table, another intricate Rune Array emerged.

 The Special Ink used for this Rune Array was flesh-colored.

 Serene Wizard pressed a button on the experiment table.

 The "bed frame" sank, liquid flowed out, fully submerging Jasmine.

 Breathing wasn't a problem.

 The liquid was controlled by the Magic Tool Effect, it could not enter the human body through the openings.

 Jasmine could breathe freely without fear of choking on water.

 Serene Wizard opened the glass jar, and with her right index finger, she tapped on a Chatterbone Worm.

 As she awakened the Chatterbone Worms, she also imposed a restriction on them.

 Then, she poured the two Chatterbone Worms onto Jasmine's soles of her feet.

 The bugs were coaxed to bite through Jasmine's skin, enter her bones, and gnaw upwards.

 Essentially, Serene Wizard's experiment mirrored the initial phase of Life Essence Transition.

 The only differences were the change from "refining" to "gnawing", and "forging" to "Breeding/Stimulation".

 The sole purpose was to enhance the Element Affinity of the body, not a transition of Life Essence.

 What does the gnawing of marrow feel like?

 Jasmine's facial expression twisted instantly, her teeth clamped shut, she managed to refrain from screaming in pain.

 With astonishing will, she forced her body to remain still, not moving an inch.

 She was terrified that a single sound or movement, a single gasp of air, would cause her to lose her determination to persevere through the torment that begged for swift death.

 "Hang on! I can't give up!"

 Jasmine's eyes shot open, her eyes were bloodshot.

 She remembered the battle during the grand tournament in the mountain basin.

 Link jumped from the trench and launched his attack.

 She couldn't even cover his flank, let alone fight alongside him.

 While that Mad Woman, Elise, could keep pace with Link, swooping down together.

 That feeling of helplessness, Jasmine didn't want to experience it again.

 "Ah!!!!!!"

 Jasmine opened her mouth wide, screaming a scream.

 It was pure madness!

 Absolute defiance.

 Mad, you say?

 We'll see who's madder!
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 The endless torment lasted a full three hours.

 After that scream, unless she really couldn't bear it and needed to distract herself, Jasmine wouldn't easily open her mouth.

 Even so, by the end of the "Bone Gnawing," Jasmine's throat was already hoarse from screaming.

 Any movement of her throat caused pain as sharp as a knife cut.

 Inhuman torment could not be endured in silence easily.

 For maximum effect, the Serene Wizard did not cast healing magic on Jasmine.

 Instead, she prepared a cup of ordinary herbal juice mixture with a slow healing effect on vocal cord damage, and she fed it to Jasmine in a special way while she was immersed in the liquid.

 The "Bone Gnawing" ended, but the experiment continued.

 The Serene Wizard manipulated the equipment, lifted the naked Jasmine from the experimental table, cleaned her with witchcraft skills, and put her into another pool.

 A specially concocted potion was then poured into the pool, completely submerging Jasmine's body.

 Only after soaking for 24 hours, did the experiment come to an end.

 Compared to the torment of the Chatterbone Worm gnawing through her marrow, the growth stimulation was less painful, but the induced itchiness was still unbearable.

 No matter how tightly Jasmine clenched her teeth, she could not suppress her instinct to roll around.

 Luckily, the potion didn't exceed her body by much.

 As long as Jasmine bore it and didn't sit up or raise her legs, thereby leaving the potion, it didn't matter if she kept rolling back and forth.

 The difficult 24 hours passed.

 Jasmine didn't even know how she had made it through.

 The Serene Wizard once again appeared in the laboratory converted from a basement.

 She performed a thorough examination on Jasmine and obtained all the parameters.

 She then lifted Jasmine out.

 With a flick of her mind, she used her magic skills to clean Jasmine, left a set of clothes, and sashayed out.

 She left her alone in the room to recover.

 Jasmine sat on a chair next to the potion pool for a long time before she felt she could regain control of her body.

 She put on her clothes, looked back at the experimental table and potion pool that had tormented her for a long time, her eyes dim.

 She hoped that she would hear good news later.

 Otherwise, she would have to endure such torment again, perhaps several times.

 Just thinking about it made her feel uncomfortable.

 Immediately, Jasmine's eyes hardened and she cut off the fear that was rising in her heart.

 No matter how uncomfortable, she had to persist!

 She strode out of the basement and entered the lobby on the first floor of the villa.

 "Sit, eat something, rest a little".

 The Serene Wizard sat in a soft and comfortable armchair and gestured to a chair opposite her.

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Jasmine's voice was hoarse and she forced herself to speak, then followed the instructions and sat down.

 Smelling the faint medicinal scent of the hot drink, Jasmine knew it was the treatment the Serene Wizard had given her.

 Without hesitation, she took small sips and drank more than half a cup in one go.

 The warm liquid flowed down her throat and instantly took effect, even before it hit her stomach.

 The damage to her vocal cords, which caused her voice to be hoarse, was healed.

 The pain was gone and her voice was also back to normal.

 Putting down the hot drink cup, Jasmine picked up a delicate pastry and took a few bites.

 The pastry was also medicinal.

 Once it was swallowed, a heat wave surged from her stomach to the rest of her body.

 This gave her exhausted body nourishment.

 The fatigue instantly disappeared.

 What remained was mental exhaustion.

 This could only be alleviated by sleep and some gentle medicines.

 For instance, an aromatherapy essential oil from the Glasswort series.

 Of course, there were other medicines with better effects that could instantly perk one up.

 It's just that they were not suitable for Jasmine's current situation.

 "How do you feel?"

 The Serene Wizard asked when she saw Jasmine's state had improved somewhat.

 "Very painful, but I can bear it."

 Jasmine shared her real experiences and thoughts, "As long as there are results, every sacrifice is worth it."

 After she finished speaking, Jasmine anxiously waited for the Serene Wizard's "verdict".

 The Serene Wizard didn't keep Jasmine in suspense and directly announced the results of her previous examination:

 "The experiment was more effective than we expected, and there were some surprising outcomes.

 Your Wood Element Affinity is still in the 'high' category but is infinitely close to 'super'; both the Water System and Earth System Affinity have increased to 'high'.

 Perhaps due to enduring pain and torture, your will has been tempered, leading to a significant increase in spiritual power, which is currently 56 points.

 The cohesion of the spiritual power has also improved to a certain extent.

 Overall, the experiment was quite successful."

 Listening to the Serene Wizard's words, Jasmine's face broke into a brilliant smile.

 The sacrifice was finally worth it!

 Her qualifications had greatly improved.

 If she works hard, she may meet the standards to become an official wizard within two years.

 That's not too far behind.

 Yes!

 "Go back and get a good rest, if anything happens, contact me directly," suggested the Serene Wizard, gesturing for Jasmine to leave.

 She had to get busy, organizing the data, analyzing it, optimizing the experimental plan - she had a lot of things to do.

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Jasmine thanked her, drained the remaining hot drink, and then walked out of the lobby and got into the floating car that the Serene Wizard had arranged specifically for her, returning to the academy.

 The floating car was incredibly fast.

 It didn't take long to reach the destination.

 Jasmine went back to her dormitory and went straight to sleep.

 This was an experience she had learned from Link.

 After intense fatigue or after being on edge for a long time, a good sleep worked wonders.

 The following few days were calm, both inside and outside the secret realm.

 Jasmine seemed unaffected, as she managed the "do whatever you like" as usual.
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 Halfway through the holiday, a month of retreat in the Cultivation Secret Realm came to an end.

 The day Link was about to leave.

 Jasmine's mood became uneasy, fearing that Link might notice something wrong.

 "No, this is an experiment developed by the Serene Wizard."

 "Don't be afraid."

 "Be calm, don't panic!"

 Despite comforting herself in this way, Jasmine still felt a bit uneasy.

 Secret Realm.

 Seeing the door appearing in front of him, Link knew it was time to leave the Secret Realm.

 He was somewhat reluctant to leave.

 This place, where spiritual power could be replenished at any time, was perfectly suitable for the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card.

 He hated to leave.

 He truly wished he could visit every now and then.

 However, no matter how reluctant he was, departure was inevitable.

 No matter how much he fantasized, it could not be realized.

 Link crossed the threshold, left the Secret Realm, boarded the floating car arranged by the academy, and returned to the academy.

 Having been in solitary cultivation for a whole month, without eating or drinking, and being cut off from the world, this feeling was not comfortable at all.

 Link decided not to meet Jasmine and others right away, planning to catch up on some sleep first, then get out and mingle among people.

 After getting off the car, he took out his portable smart device and posted a message in the "Do as You Please" group that Jasmine had created, saying "Back home, going to sleep, do not disturb."

 Ignoring the greetings subsequently sent by the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group, he sent Jasmine a separate message saying "I'm fine, don't worry."

 Link then went straight back to his dormitory and fell asleep.

 Upon seeing the message, Jasmine heaved a sigh of relief, yet she also felt a bit disappointed.

 They hadn't seen one other for an entire month.

 Link slept soundly, for a whole day and night.

 He slept from morning until the following early morning.

 Until his biological clock woke him up on time.

 Getting up, cleaning up, welcoming the sun, he happily went downstairs to the dining hall.

 A good day should start with a hearty breakfast.

 But the moment he saw Jasmine outside the dining hall, Link's mood could not be lifted.

 Ever since he started his Meditation Technique, his spiritual power grew and refined, which greatly enhanced his perception.

 Advancing to an Official Wizard made his perception even more sublime.

 Especially his eyes, they could see many things they were unable to discern before.

 His natural vision was even better than the First Ring Magic Tool, Gold Frame Glasses, which he had exchanged with 2 "Academic Points".

 The moment they met, Link immediately noticed that something unknown had changed in Jasmine's body.

 These changes were currently unidentified as good or bad.

 However, due to these changes, the relationship between Jasmine's soul and her body was no longer tight and harmonious, showing some signs of separation.

 If Jasmine was not aware of this, or if Link had not discovered it, and the separation had continued, it could cause a lot of trouble.

 For instance, significant problems could arise in the last stage of the Life Essence Transition.

 When Link thought of this possibility, a flame of anger flared up in his chest.

 All this happened in a mere month of his absence!

 "What happened?"

 Link's face turned slightly cold, his tone filled with anger.

 "What?"

 Jasmine was caught off guard by Link's abrupt question, a hint of panic and tension passed through her eyes, but she quickly covered it up, pretending not to understand Link's words.

 "What happened to you? Don't think about hiding it from me. I've already noticed something wrong."

 Seeing this, Link thought that Jasmine was playing dumb because she was worried about causing him trouble, so she didn't answer directly.

 Therefore, he got increasingly angry.

 But he forcibly held back his anger, trying to keep his tone as calm as possible.

 However, he had just been promoted to a First-Class Official Wizard, and his control over his own aura was not proficient yet.

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group were frightened by the invisible aura from afar, daring not to approach.

 Jasmine felt as if a huge stone was pressing on her chest, almost suffocating.

 Link noticed it timely, activated the "Mind Closure Technique", withdrew his emotions, and helped restrain the aura.

 Only then did Jasmine let out a long breath, and her breathing became natural.

 "You..."

 Suddenly, Jasmine seemed to realize something, her expression and tone were extremely complex, she wanted to say something, but couldn't say it.

 She had thought she wouldn't fall too far behind.

 However...

 It's a good thing that she persistently pursued the Serene Wizard to participate in the experiment.

 Otherwise...

 Jasmine was deep in thought, feeling dejected.

 She no longer paid attention to the angry Link, she bowed her head, turned around and entered the dining hall.

 Taking a deep breath, Link suppressed his anger and waved to the side.

 Only then did the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group, who had been too scared to breathe, dared to come over.

 "Boss."

 The eight of them saluted neatly.

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded as a return greeting, and then directly asked, "Is there anything unusual about sister Jasmine's activities in the past month?"

 The group looked at each other, exchanging looks.

 Finally, Linn stepped up and said in relatively objective terms, "Apart from two days when she was not in the academy and was picked up by the Serene Wizard, there was nothing special."

 "Okay, I understand."

 Link seemed thoughtful upon hearing this, and then he gestured them to disperse, leading the way into the dining hall, "Let's go in and eat."

 Having chosen his meal, Link sat down in front of Jasmine with his tray.

 Jasmine kept her head down, stabbing a piece of steak with her fork, but didn't eat anything.

 "Let's eat first, we can talk later. Don't worry, I'm not blaming you."

 Link then began to eat his breakfast earnestly, having set the mood.

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine squeezed out a response from her nose, feeling inexplicably relaxed, and started eating as well.

 Both the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group noticed that there was a strange tension between their boss and Jasmine; they did not dare to fool around as they usually did.
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 Everyone transformed into intense food enthusiasts, rapidly consuming their meals.

 In no time, everyone had finished eating and left the cafeteria.

 "You lot head to the lab and do your respective tasks, remember to be disciplined,"

 Link glanced at the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group, awaiting instructions, and gave out his arrangements.

 "Understood, boss."

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group reacted as if pardoned, quickly dashing off.

 "Just the two of us now, do you have anything you want to say?"

 Link looked at Jasmine, who kept kicking a rock, her head bowed as if shy to meet his gaze.

 "Yes."

 Jasmine closed her eyes, mentally prepared herself, and quietly said, "I don't want to fall too far behind, so I primarily sought out the Serene Wizard, pleading for the experiment to increase my Wizard Qualifications. The experiment was completed successfully, and the results were good."

 "Did she?"

 Link didn't comment but merely asked, "Then did the Serene Wizard tell you that there's an issue of dissonance between your soul and your physical body?"

 Jasmine shook her head, "After the experiment, I haven't had a chance to meet the Serene Wizard."

 "I see."

 Link breathed a sigh of relief.

 From what he knew of the Serene Wizard, if she had discovered this issue, she would definitely have informed Jasmine, barring any unforeseen circumstances.

 This explanation implied that the Serene Wizard bore no malicious intent towards Jasmine.

 She merely failed to spot the issue in time.

 Link then voiced another doubt, "How did you find out that the Serene Wizard was conducting an experiment to boost Wizard Qualifications? I wasn't even aware of it."

 Between the two of them, Link indeed had a closer relationship with the Serene Wizard.

 It made no sense that Jasmine would be aware of something that he didn't know.

 More importantly, the experiment was to enhance Wizard Qualifications, not just a technical skill.

 Any experiment carried significant risks.

 Even if the Serene Wizard needed test subjects, there was no reason for her to pick Jasmine.

 With the abundance of resources in the Southern District and the numerous lower-ranking wizards in the West District, a single call for volunteers would have had countless people vying to be her test subjects.

 The Serene Wizard couldn't possibly have approached Jasmine with this information of her own accord.

 There must've been someone with an ulterior motive.

 Jasmine didn't hesitate, she said directly, "It was the Lokan Wizard who told me."

 "The Lokan Wizard?"

 Link heard a name that was not really unexpected.

 After contemplating for a while, Link decided not to pursue this matter that he could not deal with for now.

 He would leave it for later.

 After all, what's done was done, and it hadn't caused any adverse effects so far.

 His focus now should be on how to resolve Jasmine's soul-body dissonance issue.

 After thinking for a moment, Link said:

 "Going back to the fact that everyone must take responsibility for their own decisions.

 I don't know why you suddenly became so reckless and readily agreed to this body modification experiment.

 But, I hope you didn't just rush into it without careful consideration because of a momentary impulse.

 I hope even more that you will be able to take responsibility for this and not regret your decisions in the future!"

 Jasmine was taken aback, then she raised her head and looked at Link's solemn face with those moist, doe-eyed eyes.

 She stuttered a few times, but said nothing.

 What good was there to say?

 There was nothing to say.

 It was her choice after all.

 She had to face the consequences herself.

 That was a fact.

 That was reality.

 Even though her heart felt an emptiness and a certain sadness.

 She sniffled, cleared her throat, and said, "Yeah, I understand. I will take responsibility for my own choices and decisions."

 "That's good to hear."

 Link nodded and changed the subject, "Now, let's try and figure out how to solve your issue and bring your soul and body back in harmony."

 Upon finishing, Link took no notice of Jasmine, whose face had contorted from the sudden twist, and headed towards the laboratory.

 He intended to review the information related to the experiment and techniques used in enhancing Wizard Qualifications, to get an understanding of the situation;

 Then notify the Serene Wizard about the changes in Jasmine;

 And finally, attempt to find a solution to the problem.

 Jasmine gazed at Link's tall figure, clenched her fists, and waved at him a few times.

 This blockhead! Listening to his previous words, she thought he did not want to help her anymore.

 He had given her such a fright!

 How annoying!
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 Laboratory. 

 Link strides in.

 He doesn't pay any attention to the bustling Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group.

 He also ignores Jasmine, who is suddenly in a good mood, laughing softly, following closely behind him.

 He heads straight for the office, closes the door, and focuses on reviewing materials and literature related to improving Wizard Qualifications and techniques.

 After winning first place in the two-zone competition for freshmen, Link's "hidden" privileges were elevated.

 Whether it's the Advanced Literature Library or the "Academic Points" exchange page, the literature and materials he can see are much richer and more advanced than before.

 With a simple search, a long list of directories appear on the smart brain screen.

 Link quickly browses, without seeking to understand, only seeking to remember.

 An entire morning slips by, Link goes through nearly a thousand pieces of materials and literature.

 Even though he is now a First Level Wizard, his spiritual power has metamorphosed, his brain further developed, and he also has the assistance of the "Mind Closure Technique", he still feels somewhat tired.

 He rubs his eyes, puts down his smart brain, and paces around the office, thinking.

 To solve the problem with Jasmine, merely understanding various principles of different experiments and techniques to improve Wizard Qualifications isn't enough.

 After all, when doctors treat a disease, it's not very reliable to only focus on the "cause."

 The "symptoms" must also be examined, in order to have a comprehensive understanding.

 Link opens the door, asking Jasmine to pack him lunch, then sits back down and continues reviewing literature.

 This time, Link is looking into the causes of the soul-body disconnection and the corresponding solutions.

 There are much fewer materials and literature involving the soul.

 With Link's current authority, he can only see less than three hundred pieces.

 Temporarily ignoring the issue of authority, he continues to read rapidly.

 He took a break and ate the meal that Jasmine brought.

 Hungry?

 Actually, not really.

 Now, Link could even go as long as half a month without food, sustaining himself with magic power.

 He just stays on schedule when it comes to eating.

 It's important to maintain some human habits.

 Among the people Link knew, strong as Wizard Palo and Wizard Serene also retained their eating habit, and did not abandon it.

 Calling Jasmine to clean up the cutlery and bring a cup of hot drink, Link, oblivious to Jasmine's coquetry, enjoys the service guilt-free.

 Isn't he doing all this to solve the problem Jasmine is having?

 He is tired now, why shouldn't he enjoy it?

 "Hmph!"

 Jasmine bustling around, serving meticulously.

 Setting down the hot drink she made, perhaps trying to regain some pride.

 She pouts, keeps a cold silence, hinting she's not a maid.

 Seemingly upset, but is overjoyed inside.

 The blockhead didn't neglect her at all, instead actively seeking solutions for her problem.

 How nice of him!

 Link glanced at Jasmine from the corner of his eye, who was smiling brightly, feeling quite helpless.

 How could he not know that it was the immense pressure he put on her with his rapid progress that drove Jasmine to take such a risk?

 Doing all these, not for anything else, but to put his conscience at rest.

 Taking a sip of the sweet hot drink, Link continues his unfinished speed-reading "task".

 Soon, the less than three hundred pieces of material and literature were finished.

 Link closed his smart brain, took a sip of hot drink, leaned back in his chair, finding a more comfortable position, closing his eyes to think.

 His consciousness enters the Sea of Consciousness, the Hall of Memories.

 The over thirteen hundred pieces of data and literature from two different categories "scroll" one by one.

 Quickly reviewing, deepening impressions.

 Afterward, Link activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card, the limit is 25 seconds!

 The processing power is directed to these thirteen hundred pieces of data and literature.

 Time is limited, no matter how extraordinary his processing power is, he cannot integrate all these within such a short time.

 Link didn't set such a high goal.

 He just wanted to understand "the principle of improving Wizard Qualification experiments and techniques" and "the causes for soul-body disconnection and the solutions" a little better.

 In this way, he could offer some insights when communicating with Wizard Serene.

 Besides, he could learn more knowledge during the process Wizard Serene solves the problem Jasmine is having.

 Speaking of learning...

 Link is working so hard, for another reason.

 These sudden promotions, the two stages after Life Essence Transition, especially the anomaly in the last stage, made Link interested in the soul, and the connection between soul and body.

 With Jasmine as the case, he could have some understanding now.

 The "Multi-Threading Thinking" state ends, Link gains a more comprehensive and profound understanding of Jasmine's situation.

 Without hesitation, he sends a communication request to Wizard Serene.

 As a "newcomer" to the lineage of Wizards Palo and Serene, theoretically speaking, Link should have reported to Wizard Serene and briefed her on his promotion as soon as he exited the Secret Realm yesterday.

 But Link was too sleepy and planned to delay it till today.

 Then Jasmine's problem occurred in the middle of it, causing it to be delayed until now.

 Wizard Serene quickly agreed to the communication.

 The beautiful face with an older sister-like aura appears on the smart brain screen, giving Link a sidelong glance, chiding: "Oh, who is this? Someone actually remembered to contact their elder sister, I'm 'flattered' indeed."

 She starts with a sarcastic ridicule.

 Apparently, she didn't take Link contacting her a day and a half after exiting the Secret Realm as disrespect.

 If she was truly mad, she wouldn't be in such a tone.

 Link manages his expression, puts on a flattering smile, and explains: "I wasn't mine right yesterday, I was too sluggish. I was afraid if I didn't think before speaking, it would affect your mood, Wizard Serene. I just got up today and then ran into something. After I sorted out the issue, I immediately contacted you. How could I dare to neglect you?"
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 "You passed the test." 

 A smile flickered at the corners of Serene Wizard's mouth. She left Link alone and started asking, "Little guy, the fact that you bring up the encounters on your own indicates there's more to it. So go on. What do you need me to do?"

 Instantly Link turned serious, and he explained, "Serene Wizard, I found out this morning that there was a misalignment between Jasmine's soul and her physical body. After asking Jasmine and consulting some documents and literature, I found that it's possibly due to a drastic transformation she's undergone in a very short time..."

 "Wait."

 Serene Wizard raised her right hand to stop Link, she asked with seriousness in her tone, "Did you get promoted?"

 Clearly, perceiving the relation and problem between the soul and the physical body was not a task that a wizard apprentice could achieve.

 No matter how talented and extraordinary the wizard apprentice is, they could never manage it!

 Link replied, "That's the second thing I was going to report. My promotion happened surprisingly and unexpectedly, and there have been some complications."

 "Hmm."

 Serene Wizard nodded and made a decision, "I'll send a car to pick you guys up. Let's talk in detail face-to-face."

 After finishing her words, Serene Wizard cut the communication, made some arrangements, and sent an armed hovercraft to pick up Link and Jasmine.

 Serene Wizard took out an encrypted communicator and contacted the only recorded contact on it after some careful thinking.

 "What's up?"

 The connection was quickly established and Wizard Palo's voice came over, with a noisy background.

 "Link Grande has been promoted to Official Wizard."

 Serene Wizard didn't beat around the bush and directly mentioned the core information.

 "So soon? Have there been any unexpected developments?"

 Wizard Palo was astonished, and hastily asked.

 "He said that his promotion was sudden, and there have been some unexpected developments in the process."

 Serene Wizard confirmed Wizard Palo's suspicion and then said, "I send a car to pick him up and thought it necessary to inform you first."

 "Hmm. I will follow up on the matter promptly."

 Wizard Palo first expressed his attitude, then stressed, "He's crucial to our cause. Please take more care of him."

 "Hmm."

 Serene Wizard agreed, didn't say anything, but also didn't disconnect the communication.

 Palo on the other end also maintained silence for some unknown reason.

 Some things can be left unsaid when you meet frequently, but when you're far apart, they can no longer be ignored.

 After a long silence, seeing that the noisy background at Palo's end remained the same but no words came out, Serene Wizard sighed softly, looked at the coordinate of the approaching hovercraft and said, "They're almost here, let's just leave it at that."

 At last, Serene Wizard added, "Just let it be."

 As her words fell, disregarding whether the other end would respond, she hung up the call.

 Upon putting away the communicator, there was a flash of anger across Serene Wizard's face.

 Was she only capable of staying in the safe homeland and not fit for the front line?

 Forget about it, don't be angry!

 Such things could not be discussed with those male-chauvinist wizards.

 Serene adjusted her mood, opened the villa's gate letting the hovercraft inside the yard.

 Soon, Jasmine and Link entered the living room on the first floor of the villa.

 "Serene Wizard, good afternoon."

 "Hmm, good afternoon to you too."

 After exchanging pleasantries, they got straight to the point.

 Serene Wizard looked at Jasmine with concentration, After inspecting her for a moment, she nodded and said, "Indeed, there's an issue concerning the connection between her soul and her body. Thankfully, it was discovered in time. It's not difficult or complicated to deal with it."

 Saying that, Serene Wizard turned around to ask Link, "What do you think we should do?"

 Link had been pondering over this issue, "There are two steps. First is to detect and remove the abnormality that caused the separation of the soul and the body. Second is to nourish the soul, to enhance the slightly weaker soul strength and make it consistent with the body."

 Serine wizard responded with a teasing smile, "You seem to have done quite some homework. What's wrong, fallen for her?"

 For the first time, Link didn't dodge the question, he calmly replied, "Yes, I have. It was totally unnecessary for her to suffer like this."

 Serene Wizard glanced at Link, then turned to Jasmine and said with a smile, "Congratulations."

 Jasmine blushed, her lips tightly pressed together to hold back her laughter, and she didn't even care about manners at this point nor did she respond verbally. She just nodded repeatedly.

 She agreed to the experiment for the chance to upgrade her wizard qualifications, but she didn't expect to gain this surprise.

 The wooden-head actually confessed his affection for her in front of Serene Wizard. The mere thought made Jasmine feel elated.

 After all, nothing ventured, nothing gained, right?

 "Alright, stop doing the lovey-dovey thing here, let's get to work now."

 Serene Wizard gave Jasmine, who had stars in her eyes, a glance and headed to the basement first.

 Even though you can perceive the problem with your naked eyes, you need the apparatus to confirm the severity and specifics of the condition.

 Link and Jasmine followed him into the underground laboratory.

 "You wait here for a while."

 Considering that Jasmine would need to be completely naked during the test, Serene Wizard specifically arranged for Link to wait in a small separate area.

 Link complied directly with Serene Wizard's instructions and sat down calmly.

 There was a reason for this arrangement.

 Serene Wizard led Jasmine into the experimental area, instructed Jasmine to take off her clothes, and then began to adjust the parameters of the instrument.

 After a busy time, the comprehensive and detailed detection ended.

 The bodily data were available right on the spot.

 The spiritual situation would need a little more waiting.

 "You go wait outside too."

 As Sorcerer Serene examined Jasmine's physiological data and compared it with the previous test results, she gave an order.

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine obediently replied, then bowed slightly, "Thank you, Serene wizard, I made you go through the trouble."

 "Not at all. It's no bother."

 While she focused on reading the data, Serene Wizard casually responded.

 Jasmine put on her clothes, walked out of the experimental area, and sat down beside Link to wait together.

 After a while, Serene Wizard came out with two test reports.

 "Your two propositions can be pursued concurrently."

 Serene Wizard handed the two reports to Link and then said to Jasmine, "Go for your treatment, in immersion form."

 "Alright, thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Having put on her clothes and sat down for a short while, Jasmine had to go back in and undress for treatment.

 This process seemed unnecessary.

 But it was indeed necessary.

 Accepting detection and treatment nakedly is acceptable to most people.

 However, unless they have a special fetish, most people cannot accept naked conversations.

 This was a manifestation of Serene Wizard's respect for Jasmine's dignity, even though she was only a second-rank wizard apprentice, instead of disdain her.

 "Tell me exactly what happened."

 After dealing with Jasmine's issue, Serene Wizard turned her attention to Link's situation.

 "Here's what happened..."

 Link put aside the two reports in his hand, sat upright, and began seriously.

 He concisely recounted the process of how he completed the Life Essence Transition and ascended to an official wizard in a short time after brandishing the witchcraft of destiny, as well as the two accidents involving the soul.

 After listening to Link's account, Serene Wizard frowned.

 During the second stage of the Life Essence Transition, the "Soul Refining", the "special guest" spirit has certain advantages.

 This is a common understanding.

 During the third stage, "Reintegration of the Soul and Body", they have significant disadvantages.

 This is also a common understanding.

 There is no reason that "Soul Refining" conforms to the common understanding, while "Reintegration" contradicts it.

 There must have been some changes that Link himself overlooked.

 Serene Wizard shared her doubts with Link and asked him to think carefully about whether he had any experiences of soul elevation.

 Link sank his consciousness into the Sea of Consciousness and swiftly reviewed his experiences in the past year.

 He indeed found two episodes related to the soul and one event that might have had an impact.

 The two episodes were the "touch and enlightenment" when the Silver Star flower sprouted, and the feeling of being reborn at Wizard Palo's ascension ceremony.

 The potentially influential event was the change of authority of the "Seed" and the change of Jasmine.

 Link was not sure exactly how this event happened, so he did not tell Serene Wizard.

 Only the two episodes were told.

 After listening to Link's account, Serene Wizard was amazed, her tempting red lips slightly opened, and she remained silent for a long time.

 Was this talent, or luck?

 The reason for the existence of the Sage's Ascension Ceremony, a ceremony that does not benefit the parties involved, is that the observers have the chance to attract the attention of the World Will when they observe the World Will's arrival.

 Link's achievement was already more than just attracting attention, he directly earned its favor!

 This gain was no less than that of Wizard Palo himself.

 One in ten thousand.

 So jealous.
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 "Off you go." 

 The Serene Wizard was complicated and cold as she gave the order to leave.

 "I don't want to see you again in three days."

 Link was unaware of what had just happened to the Serene Wizard, her attitude change was drastic.

 But it must not have been pleasant for her, she seemed on the defensive.

 Otherwise, she would not only "expel" him but also impose a three-day time limit for their separation.

 These three days should be the time Jasmine stays here for treatment.

 Link, not daring to cause further troubles, immediately got up and prepared to leave in a gloomy manner.

 "Remember to report to the Academy, it will benefit you."

 Just before leaving the basement, the Serene Wizard gave him a piece of advice, to prevent the young man from lazily avoiding responsibility.

 That put Link at ease.

 It seems the Serene Wizard doesn't bear any negative emotions such as disgust towards him.

 That's good, very good indeed.

 The reason for the change in attitude wasn't hard to guess. It was evident.

 Nine out of ten, it's related to the transformation he experienced during the ceremony of advancement.

 Changing as drastically as being reborn, must be incredibly rare, it could even be something the Serene Wizard herself dreamed of but never experienced.

 As Link pondered, he felt somewhat gleeful, proud, but also alert.

 As for what he's on guard for—he had no concrete idea.

 The Serene Wizard took a deep breath, her sense of justice expanding and her defensive mood gradually calming down.

 She looked back on her previous "childish" actions and couldn't help but chuckle.

 Unfortunately, her spontaneously charming demeanor was not appreciated by anyone.

 She took out an encrypted communicator and connected with Wizard Palo.

 "Link Grande received a favor from the will of the world at your advancement ceremony."

 Before the other party could speak, she coldly left a sentence and then hung up the communication.

 She's still angry, too lazy to deal with you.

 Back at the academy, Link decided to heed the advice of the Serene Wizard and proactively report his promotion to official wizard to the academy.

 And the sooner, the better.

 In fact, he had this intention all along, only it was delayed.

 After all, knowledge about the official wizard's meditation techniques and first ring magic, is unavailable to wizard apprentices.

 They must be obtained by raising one's privilege.

 Dormitory, study room.

 Link took out his handheld smart device, accessed the academy's "official website", and began his report.

 The procedure is quite simple, just filling in forms.

 This time, the handheld smart device didn't challenge Link's rights in the way it did before. (See Volume 1, Chapter 16)

 Link had anticipated this.

 If a handheld smart device could determine whether a person is an official wizard or not, wouldn't that cause panic?

 Won't there be widespread apprehension?

 Not long after, the academy sent a notice asking Link to visit the third-floor "Wizard Management Office" in the administrative building.

 Link immediately set off for the administrative building.

 Third floor, "Wizard Management Office", the office door was closed tight.

 Link knocked on the door and waited for a reply.

 "Come in."

 The door automatically opened, and a voice came from inside.

 Sensing the concealed but somewhat apparent mental power fluctuations, Link raised his eyebrows.

 He had visited Wizard Palo's office multiple times, and Wizard Cody's office a few times, but he never encountered this situation.

 What is the wizard inside doing?

 Trying to teach Link a lesson?

 To make sure this newly promoted official wizard keeps the right attitude, and doesn't become arrogant?

 To remain humble and respectful?

 Anything is possible.

 Inwardly speculating, Link maintained a dignified demeanor, neither humble nor arrogant as he stepped inside the room.

 "Link Grande?"

 Seated behind the office desk was a "middle-aged" female witch with short hair, a slightly stern aura, and a serious look.

 Her head was bowed as she held a pen in her hand and wrote something on a document.

 Without raising her head, she asked indifferently.

 The tone and attitude were not very friendly.

 "Yes."

 Link wasn't going to be cordial to someone so distant, he merely responded calmly and concisely.

 "Just finished the first year?"

 "Yes."

 "First in the big competition of the first zone in the first year?"

 "Yes."

 "Just returned from the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm yesterday?"

 "Yes."

 "Promoted to an official wizard?"

 "Yes."

 "Prove it."

 After asking several questions in succession, and receiving an affirmative "yes" to each, the middle-aged witch finally raised her head, looked directly into Link's eyes, and made her demand.

 However, her tone was even more obnoxious, somewhat condescending and aggressive.

 It didn't seem like she was verifying whether Link had become an official wizard.

 It felt more like she was questioning a criminal.

 No respect whatsoever.

 Link wasn't bothered.

 She probably comes from a pure-blood family or a half-blood family local to the West Coast.

 The more interactions he has with local wizards and wizard apprentices, the more frequently he'll encounter such scenarios.

 There's no need to get angry about it.

 Just quietly keep note of it.

 Right now, it's more important to focus on the matter at hand and cannot attribute it to anger.

 At his thoughts command, his destiny witchcraft, "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", equipped itself instantly.

 Another thought, pseudo destiny witchcraft, "Continuous Casting", "Parallel Casting".

 Water ball, Thorns Whip, Thorn Entanglement, Leaf Arrow, Wood Thorn, Water Blade, Icicle....

 All 0-ring magic with a hint of offensive power charged aggressively at the haughty middle-aged witch.

 They were as fast and as powerful as they could be.

 There was no reserve, and it was a full attack.

 Didn't you ask me to prove myself?

 Well, I'll prove it then.

 What could be a more obvious difference between a wizard apprentice and an official wizard than the casting time and casting effect of magic?
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 That's all, right? 

 Well then, sorry about this, senior.

 The middle-aged witch was caught off guard.

 Although she had been promoted to a second-level witch for over a decade, she had always been sitting in an office.

 She only had experience on the frontline battlefield during the internship period before her advanced study at the Senior Division. She seriously lacked combat experience.

 Caught off guard by Link's sneaky attack, she became somewhat flustered.

 Hit in the face by a water ball, it made a crisp sound before she could react.

 The middle-aged witch used her Destiny Witchcraft in time, a shield combined with a golden and earth system, blocking all of Link's subsequent attacks. She then raised her voice and scolded coldly, "Enough!"

 "Oh."

 Link stopped attacking at her words, but didn't take off his battle armor, still holding two long thorns in his hand. His voice came out from behind the armor.

 He spoke, in a straightforward manner, "So, have I proven myself?"

 "I didn't ask you to prove it like this!"

 The middle-aged witch slammed the table hard, creating a small crack. She admonished, "What do you mean by this? Are you rebelling?"

 Link's voice again came from behind the armor, sounding quite wronged: "Didn't you ask me to prove it? I only know one way to do it."

 The middle-aged witch opened her mouth, but found herself speechless.

 The situation had escalated to this point, her personal bias had played a significant part.

 The person standing before her was no longer a mere Wizard Apprentice, but an Official wizard.

 She couldn't bully him anymore, she should give him respect.

 If things escalated further, she wouldn't end well either.

 She took a deep breath from her nostrils, remembering Link's background and his rapid cultivation speed. Suppressing her anger, she spoke coldly, "Don't be so rash next time. If you don't know how to prove yourself, you can ask me."

 "Oh."

 Link didn't push his luck further. He took advantage of the situation, accepted her decision and deactivated his Battle Armor form.

 "Considering your unique situation, we will pause your studies in the Junior Division. However, your current knowledge base is not suitable for the Senior Division yet. The school has decided to grant you access to the Senior Library. You may study independently there," the middle-aged witch read out from the documents prepared earlier, handling the matter professionally.

 "You will have a one-on-one private teaching class each month to address your doubts during your self-study. Also, your welfare will be upgraded to receiving a standard second-level Magic Stone per term."

 When she finished, the middle-aged witch handed over a copy of the document to Link, "If there are no objections, sign it."

 Link accepted the document, read it carefully, and upon finding no problem with the content or any tinkering, he signed his name.

 "Alright, you're done here."

 The middle-aged witch didn't want to see Link's handsome face that annoyed her anymore and dismissed him.

 Link took his copy of the agreement, didn't bother with a fake thank you and left outright.

 Stepping out of the Administrative Building, he walked to the east bank of Boundary Lake, looking towards the Senior Division on the west side of the lake.

 A feeling of pride arose in Link's heart.

 A new journey is about to begin!

 But before leaving, Link planned to complete all four years of the Wizard Apprentice curriculum by self-study.

 The foundation must be stronger.

 The stronger, the better.

 Instead of returning to the dormitory, Link headed to the lab to confirm something.

 As he had suspected, after reporting to the school, his privileges were elevated.

 The Advanced Literature Library and the "Academic Points" exchange page opened up more advanced materials and documents for him.

 The school even proactively sent out a file, which included all the textbooks and reference materials of the second, third, and fourth grade courses.

 From the school's proficient coping mechanism, it was clear that there were many people like Link who had been promoted to Official Wizards ahead of time in the past.

 The coping principle was simple - give those who are promoted early the maximum autonomy and convenience.

 After all, if you can be promoted to an Official wizard before completing the four years of education arranged by the school, it implies that you have a super strong self-learning ability.

 The capable are always more busy; you continue your self-study.

 At most, a question-and-answer session is arranged for you once a month.

 Link appreciated this arrangement.

 Frankly, with the "Mind Closure Technique," "Botany Talent," "Talent for Spellcasting," "Magic Apothecary Talent," and the "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card, Link's self-study was more effective than receiving education in an orderly manner.

 So, he began his self-study.

 Besides meeting Jasmine halfway to resolve the soul and body discordance issue.

 For the remaining one month of the holiday, Link threw himself into extensive studying, voraciously absorbing the knowledge from the second, third, and fourth grade courses.

 The "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card was used every four days without wasting a second. The moment the cooldown was completed, he used it.

 Thus, a month passed.

 The school welcomed a new batch of Storm Sea newblood and local apprentices.

 Link, Jasmine, Brotherhood Group, and Social Phobia Group became the second-year old students.

 Of course, you could scratch out Link's name.

 Before school started, Jasmine discussed with Link whether they should take the place of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" after learning it was officially disbanded.

 After careful consideration, Link agreed to Jasmine's proposal.

 To recruit some members from the first-year Newblood.

 However, Link believed that there should not be too many people, emphasis should be on quality, not quantity.

 They must choose from the best of the best, especially in terms of personal character, they should be strictly screened.

 Jasmine, as the actual administrator of the "Do What You Want" group, was in charge of this matter.

 From then on, except for special matters, all matters of the "Do want you want" group were decided by Jasmine herself, without reporting to him.
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 Jasmine accepted Link's arrangement. 

 She held the reins of power.

 But her mood was far from pleasant.

 This arrangement symbolized Link's trust and attention towards her, but it also indicated that Link had taken another huge step forward.

 He was about to pull away from the Southern District, move away from the Junior Division, and head towards greater and farther places.

 Grow further and further apart, just like this.

 The autumn semester had finally arrived.

 The various apprentice organizations in the South District noticed two significant changes.

 The "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" had disbanded, and "Freedom to Do Anything" was recruiting new members.

 Before these two changes could make much splash, a blockbuster news was officially released by the academy.

 Link Grande, through strenuous efforts and a little bit of natural talent, had been promoted to official wizard during the holiday season. This was cause for celebration.

 While congratulations were few and far between, envy and jealousy were abundant.

 People who had interacted with Link, whether they were New Blood, local apprentices, friends, or rivals harboring disputes and grievances, showed different attitudes.

 But undoubtedly, they were all utterly astonished.

 Upon hearing this news, Lanny Taylor sat in the library for an entire day, reflecting on some matters and putting some thoughts to rest.

 When she left the library late at night, she had removed her veil, revealing her stunning face with its slight flaws.

 Looking up at the brilliant moon, Lanny touched the scar near the corner of her right eye.

 This was a wound she got when she was nine years old, rebelling against her drunken stepfather and running away from the abuse, accidentally hitting a knife handle.

 It was also her emotional scar and a past she was reluctant to face.

 Today's shock made Lanny let go of everything from the past.

 She decided to bid farewell to her former self and fully commit to the path of being a witch.

 Power belongs to oneself, everything else is just passing clouds.

 North District.

 Elise sat in the dorm window with her knees hugged to her chest, her shadow stretched long by the moonlight.

 No madness, no irritability, only tranquility and loneliness.

 She had finally found an interesting guy, a friend who was willing to play with her, a special guest who seemed to come from the world in her dreams.

 And yet she was about to lose him.

 She really hated this feeling.

 It was as hateful as the feeling of watching a beloved blanket being forcibly thrown away by a loved one in her dream.

 "Don't let me catch you again."

 For a long time, Elise gritted her teeth and muttered resentfully.

 She really wanted to splash him in the face.

 Hawk Lucia and Bobby Smith sat across from each other in silence.

 Their faces were filled with disbelief and bitter acceptance.

 "Did he really just get promoted?"

 Hawk's lips trembled as he asked his friend Bobby.

 "He really got promoted!"

 Bobby's decisive answer shattered Hawk's little hope.

 "We're in big trouble now!"

 Hawk couldn't help but howl in despair.

 The academy will definitely focus on cultivating and protecting a genius who managed to go from apprentice to official wizard in less than a year.

 How could the Lucia family be allowed to destroy him for their personal gains?

 And considering Link Grande's habit of returning an eye for an eye, he would definitely seek trouble with the Lucia family if he kept growing.

 Bobby nodded, adding another stab to Hawk's wound: "We're certainly in big trouble! But it's only the Lucia family's problem, not mine."

 Hawk couldn't help but glare at his friend who still found hilarity in the situation.

 Sophie Lucia was smashing things in rage.

 When she had smashed everything in her bedroom, she moved on to the study room.

 After exhausting the study room, she targeted the living room.

 After wrecking everything smashable, she curled up at the base of the wall, frantically tugging at her hair.

 Why did Zoran Lucia suddenly disappear recently?

 Others might not know, but how could Sophie not know?

 The academy had urgently dispatched a mission.

 At first, Sophie didn't understand why, but now she knew.

 It was to protect that country bumpkin, to prevent Zoran from irresponsibly making a killing move.

 "Ah! Ah! Ah!"

 Sophie completely lost her composure and shrieked.

 How did that country bumpkin get promoted?

 How could he be promoted?

 This is just outrageous!
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 The first day of the new term.

 Link was very happy because he had moved.

 He had switched from a communal dormitory building to a detached villa near the Boundary Lake.

 How could an official wizard live with wizard apprentices?

 It would be beneath him!

 The academy hadn't moved him earlier simply because it had been a holiday period, the management was on vacation, and the administrative system was not running smoothly.

 Hadn't the Main Tower Spirit had the intelligent puppet tidy up the villa long ago?

 He still had to wait for the relevant leaders to approve, didn't he?

 Having relocated, Link didn't waste any time and continued to study the knowledge of the second, third, and fourth grades in the lakeside laboratory.

 After a full day of intense studying, he went back to the villa.

 The Intelligent Puppet Butler kindly reminded him that the academy had sent a new meditation technique.

 Link was asked to check it immediately.

 With a double joy, Link was even happier.

 He had been waiting for this day for an entire month.

 However, Link quite understood the academy's approach.

 He knew that the academy didn't immediately give him the new meditation technique because it had been forgotten, or because it had been delayed like the villa issue.

 It was because haste makes waste.

 Having just been promoted to an official wizard, he was still not accustomed in various aspects.

 It was good to use this one month to supplement knowledge and solidify the foundation.

 Especially when it came to the fine control of his spiritual power, which had skyrocketed to over 150 points after the Life Essence Transition.

 In daily life, this was manifested in the form of a freely controlled aura of deterrence.

 Instead of being outwardly furious and more intimidating, he returned to the unpretentious modesty.

 This allowed the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group to return to the way they used to be, daring to play jokes in front of him, rather than being restrained.

 With anticipation, he pulled out the Meditation Technique Scripture.

 At a glance, Link found it somewhat speechless.

 It was still the "Water-Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method", only that it now had a suffix - the Wizard Scroll.

 So it turned out that the four layers of the "Water-Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" he had learned before were just the Apprentice Scroll.

 He had thought that after being promoted, he would have to switch to a higher-level meditation technique.

 Who knew that this was a complete set, and there might even be a Sage Scroll waiting for Link to study and practice.

 In the study, Link touched the scroll with his spiritual power at a specific frequency, reading the Wizard Scroll's "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method".

 Different from the Apprentice Scroll, which was divided into four layers, the Wizard Scroll had only one layer.

 Link used his own language to sort out the content of this meditation technique and summarize it.

 In fact, it was about the growth, nature change, and sublimation of spiritual power.

 The Wizard Scroll explained that the spiritual power of ordinary people and apprentices were elusive, being the most primitive formless.

 It was only that through the practice of meditation techniques, the apprentices could turn the illusion into reality and control their spiritual power.

 After being promoted to an official wizard, the spiritual power was like air, formless but substantial.

 The practice of this scroll was to transform the spiritual power from formless but substantial to tangible and substantial, and to refine and sublimate it.

 For a more intuitive understanding, the scroll compared spiritual power to water.

 Using gaseous water to imitate the spiritual power properties of a first-class official wizard;

 Using liquid water to imitate the spiritual power properties of a second-class official wizard;

 Using solid water to imitate the spiritual power properties of a third-class official wizard.

 Therefore this meditation technique had only two steps: first enhance the quantity, then change the nature.

 Repeat this process three times.

 That's all it is.

 However, the Will Runes, Elemental Runes, and Rule Runes involved at the three stages were different and numerous.

 Link was not afraid of the large number of runes, the more the better.

 This would prove that this meditation method was not bad.

 There is no better time than the present.

 Since the Wizard Scroll had arrived, let's start practicing.

 He went to the study.

 He lit a stick of Jinghua version of Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil for use by first-level wizards. (See Chapter 98 of Volume 2)

 It helped to relax his slightly fatigued spirit.

 Just as Link was about to activate the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card to get started on the Wizard Scroll Meditation Technique quickly, he suddenly realized that he had been relying too much on the super computational state recently.

 That's not good. It would lower his independent learning ability.

 He couldn't develop such a habit.

 He had to make a change!

 So, Link just took out the move-in gift the academy had specifically given him today, or rather the delay compensation gift - ten standard second-level magic stones.

 He thought in his heart: "Draw a card."

 The Magic Stone disappeared, the sixth card draw with no special effects began instantly, and ended in an instant.

 He called up the system panel to see what card he had drawn.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard Qualifications: Intermediate Fourth Rank, Innate Spirit Power 17, High Affinity for Water Element, High Affinity for Wood Element

 Wizard Level: First-Class Official Wizard, Spirit Power: 152

 Zero Ring Witchcraft:

 Water System (28): Secondary Misty Rain Technique (Breakthrough), Water Shield Spell (Breakthrough), Water Ball Spell (Complete), Purification Water Spell (Complete), Water Blade Spell (Complete), Icicle Technique (Complete)...

 Wood System (28): Birth Induction Technique (Complete), Thorn Entanglement (Breakthrough), Thorns Whip (Complete), Leaf Arrow Spell (Complete), Withering Spell (Complete), Green Field Tracking (Complete)...

 Destiny Witchcraft: Armor Orchid Battle Armor (Variant)

 First Ring Witchcraft: None

 Card Pack: "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card, "Designated Talent" Upgrade Card

 Already Used: "Mind Closure Technique" Study Card, "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent" Talent Card, "Philius Flitwick's Spellcasting Talent" Talent Card, "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" Talent Card

 Card Draws: 0 (100 standard second-level Magic Stones)]

 After reading it, Link was somewhat dumbfounded. How did another "Designated Talent" upgrade card come out?
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 Very strange indeed. 

 After making his sarcastic remark, Link directed his attention to the "Designated Talent" upgrade card.

 Only then did Link find out that a specific talent card could be designated for an upgrade.

 Of the three talent cards, the "Botany Talent" had been of great assistance in the early stages, and continued to aid in Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy afterward.

 After all, plants are the primary source of potion ingredients.

 The "Magic Apothecary" talent is the core aid in gaining "Academic Points" and Magic Stones.

 The fact that Link could quickly get to grips with Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy, becoming a qualified Pharmacist and Potion Development Specialist, is largely due to the "Magic Apothecary" talent.

 However, if Link had to pick one from the three to upgrade, it would undoubtedly be the "Spell Casting Talent."

 After a Wizard Apprentice is promoted to an Official Wizard, they will further their education at the Senior Division for a year.

 This year refers only to the time spent receiving education at the Senior Division, not including the six months of mid-term internship at the Front Line.

 In situations where one is promoted to a First-Class Official Wizard ahead of the four-year period, there will be a buffer time of half to a full year.

 That is, like what Link is doing now, not immediately entering the Senior Division for advanced studies,

 but taking this time to self-study, strengthen the foundations, and learn as many First Ring spells as possible in advance.

 This is a "privilege" the academy offers to the truly talented!

 Strictly speaking, Link has less than a year left before he's required to participate in the Front Line internship.

 The so-called Front Line refers to those worlds in the Heavenly World that are on the verge of being devoured by the World Mind of the Wizard World, but still have indigenous resistance.

 In such worlds, the World Mind of the Wizard World can ensure the normal use of witchcraft, but cannot guarantee the proper function of all Mana Tools.

 As Mana Tools often malfunction in these worlds, the wizards fighting there for "peacekeeping" can only rely on witchcraft.

 Hence, making good use of this year to learn as many First Ring spells as possible is of utmost importance.

 So, what's there to hesitate about?

 "I want to upgrade the 'Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting' Talent Card."

 Link issued the command.

 As uneventful as always, the change occurs instantaneously.

 The "Philius Flitwick's Talent for Spellcasting" Talent Card shattered, and a new card was generated.

 The "Proficiency in Witchcraft" Talent Card!

 Without hesitation, he promptly used it.

 It didn't feel any different, simply a renewed understanding of casting a destiny spell based on a "seed".

 An almost negligible improvement.

 Not much.

 Hehehe...

 A grin spread across Link's face, and he almost burst into a fit of laughter.

 After the extensive modification, the enhancement of destiny spells seemed so easy. As for regular First Ring and Zero Ring spells, well, need I say more?

 The improvements are bound to be even more noticeable.

 Feeling elated for a while, Link composed himself and cleared his mind.

 Moving on to the important task, he began to carefully review the wizard meditation method.

 Stick to self-study as planned without any cheats.

 Tonight!

 Word for word, a promise is a promise.

 Actions must follow words.

 The next day.

 Link woke up early.

 After stretching lazily, he accidentally activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card.

 Truly careless.

 I'll be careful next time.

 But once it's activated, might as well direct its computing power to the wizard meditation method.

 Ah, what a predicament!

 A brief 20-second "understanding", plus the self-study the night before,

 Link won't say he now knows the wizard meditation method like the back of his hand, but at least he's familiar with it.

 While still fresh in mind, Link immediately proceeded with a session of Deep Meditation.

 To experience firsthand the effects of the wizard meditation method.

 After a while, the meditation ended.

 The feeling was like upgrading from the H6 to the H6K.

 In the past, Link speculated on the increasingly long meditation time. (Refer to Chapter 53 of Volume 1)

 Now, Link can responsibly tell his past self:

 The meditation efficiency of a First Level Wizard is five times that of a Third-class wizard apprentice, ten times that of a Second-rank wizard apprentice, and twenty times that of a First Rank Wizard Apprentice.

 A session of deep meditation takes only ten minutes.

 After the meditation ended, Link didn't go to the canteen for a meal.

 Instead, he went to the dining room and enjoyed the delicious breakfast served by the Intelligent Puppet Butler.

 Regardless of what Link himself thinks, now that he is a First-Class Official Wizard, his pace in many matters in the academy must be in sync with other wizards.

 Take for example the distinction between the status of a Wizard Apprentice and an Official Wizard.

 Where in the world would an Official Wizard be seen squeezing into the canteen with a bunch of Wizard Apprentices for meals?

 Even if the person involved doesn't mind, what about other Official Wizards?

 They would care.

 The butt determines the mind!

 As soon as Link became an official wizard, his words and actions represented a collective entity.

 Being able to dine with Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group during the holidays was the most he could do.

 After all, at that time, the academy had not announced his promotion, nor had it arranged a villa for him.

 Continuing to do so now would not be beneficial for both parties.

 Jasmine agreed with this point, though it involuntarily made her feel down.

 Understanding is one thing, emotions are another.

 So, Jasmine visited the canteen, suddenly felt a rush of anger,

 She huffed and puffed her way to Link's villa, barged straight into the dining room.

 Without saying hi, she swooped in on the breakfast Link had taken a few bites of, and started munching away furiously.

 Why is it that once you become an Official Wizard, we can no longer dine together?

 Ah, I just don't believe it.

 If you dare, kick me out!

 Link glanced at Jasmine, who was obviously acting willful, and shook his head in helplessness.
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 He didn't say much, just signaled the Intelligent Puppet Butler to go make another breakfast in the smart kitchen.

 This relieved Jasmine.

 Summoning this courage wasn't easy, she also feared humiliation.

 "Eat slower, don't choke."

 Seeing Jasmine eating in haste, Link calmly pushed the hot drink on his side towards her, kindly advising her.

 "Umm..."

 Previously using her large bites to cover up the existing shyness, Jasmine, whose mouth was full of food, muttered unclearly, accepting Link's kindness.

 She swallowed down the food with difficulty, patting her rising chest, taking a breath, and then gulping down the hot drink.

 She finally felt much better!

 She casually said:

 "The breakfast here is much better than the cafeteria, if I could eat it every day, it would be great, I don't want to eat in the cafeteria anymore."

 Link smiled wryly, and asked: "So, how can I make you eat this delicious breakfast every day?"

 Jasmine's eyes lit up, thinking there was an opportunity, tentatively asked: "You have quite a lot of rooms here, why don't I move in?"

 Saying that, in order to increase persuasiveness, Jasmine intentionally emphasized: "This place is so big, living alone is simply too lonely, if I move in, at least I can liven things up, keep you company and help remove some of your boredom, how great would that be."

 "Yes, how great!"

 Link laughed and agreed.

 "Um..."

 Jasmine didn't expect Link to be persuaded so easily, paused for a moment before reacting, and asked in surprise: "You agreed just like that? I was prepared to persuade you a bit more."

 "Oh, you don't want me to agree?"

 Link's smile deepened, teasing, "Then I take back my agreement."

 "Don't you dare!"

 Immediately, Jasmine's eyes narrowed, hands on her hips, tried hard to make a resolute figure.

 "Ha-ha..."

 Link chuckled, but didn't continue to tease, just pulled over the breakfast sent by the Intelligent Puppet Butler and started to eat.

 There's a reason why Link agreed so readily to Jasmine's request to live together.

 And it is not because he wanted to be a condemned man!

 At this stage, it would be least suitable for his enemies, like Lucia's family, to take revenge on him.

 As he is on the college's priority cultivation and protection list.

 If they retaliated, it would undoubtedly attract the college's severe punishment!

 However, this is also the most suitable stage to strike back.

 Punishment can be paid, there is always a limit to severe punishment.

 But time waits for no one.

 Given Link's demonstrated talent, intelligence and promotion speed, the later they wait, the harder it will be to deal with him.

 Therefore, Link was quite worried that some people might use Jasmine to harm him.

 Even if it came to that, he'd never make a decision or a choice that would harm his own interests.

 But to avoid some trouble, it is better to plan ahead.

 Jasmine wasn't aware of Link's thoughts, just happy that she achieved her goal for this visit.

 After breakfast, she merrily rushed off to the classroom.

 Two semesters of persistence had fostered a good habit of previewing before class.

 If not necessary, there is no need to break it.

 Leaving the dishes to the Intelligent Puppet Butler to clean, Link returned to the study and started his day's learning.

 The textbooks and reference materials for the second, third, and fourth grades have already been studied within the month, only fourth grade left to conquer.

 Link planned to step up the attack, overcome this hilltop soon.

 Then, he could concentrate and charge into the first level Rule Rune and First Ring witchcraft.

 Time should not be wasted.
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 Time flew by. 

 In the blink of an eye, a term had passed.

 Ever since Jasmine had moved to Link's villa, she had made rapid progress in areas such as knowledge learning, meditation practice, witchcraft mastery, research leadership, and team management.

 In terms of academic performance, she ranked second in the midterm and final exams of the second-year autumn term, second only to Lanny Taylor.

 In terms of meditation practice, she was close to the limit of a second-rank wizard apprentice.

 With just a little more time, she could trigger a small metamorphosis in the Sea of Consciousness.

 Becoming a third-class wizard apprentice was imminent.

 It must be said that Serene Wizard's experiment on improving wizard qualifications had significantly effective results.

 Especially after resolving the issue of the soul's disharmony with the body, Serene Wizard had met with Jasmine several times for targeted adjustments and enhancements.

 With the meticulous care of a senior pharmacist who is on the verge of becoming a Master Potion maker upon becoming a sage, Jasmine not only didn't pay a hefty price for daring to try initially but also reaped many benefits.

 If Jasmine's qualifications were to be measured now, even if it did not reach the advanced fourth rank, she would definitely be among the top performers in the intermediate fourth rank.

 This was similar to Link's initial qualification.

 Fortune or misfortune?

 Who could tell?

 All that could be said was that heaven helps those who help themselves.

 In terms of witchcraft, the "Do Whatever You Want" team would hold a field exercise once a week.

 As time went on, the Brotherhood Group, with the advantage of their lower fifth rank's aptitude, greatly increased their strength and gave Jasmine a lot of trouble.

 From nearly always winning, to winning more than losing, and then to equal strength, it took only half a term.

 The Social Phobia Group, whose members were good at qualification, study, and practice, had become much more cheerful after being permeated with a harmonious internal atmosphere.

 During the field exercises, they also started to play offensively, becoming increasingly aggressive and no longer being defensive and counterattacking.

 Everyone polished each other and made progress together, possessing combat power that outstripped most of their peers at the wizard apprentice stage.

 Um ... that is, only using witchcraft and not relying on rune objects and magic tools.

 Taking into account Rune Objects and Magic Tools, it would be another evaluation system.

 However, "Do Whatever You Want" firmly remembered the dazzling scene of their boss's solo breakthrough, suppressing dozens of people.

 Everyone was extraordinarily passionate about practicing witchcraft.

 In terms of research and development, Jasmine independently took the lead in a project of the Instant Magic Restoration Potion and achieved success.

 The "paper" was published, and the "patent" was licensed to Serene Wizard's pharmacy, and the product was selling well.

 The local apprentices from the East District and the grassroots from the West District, who could not afford expensive instant magic restoration potions, switched to using Jasmine's instant magic restoration potion, and everyone praised it.

 Great value for money, with almost no negative side effects!

 The rare conscientious potion, deserved all the praises.

 In terms of team management, after observation and assessment, "Do Whatever You Want" recruited six new first-year Newblood.

 The team had grown once again.

 Moreover, these six new members all made it into the top ten in the combined ranking of the two exams in the first grade!

 "Do Whatever You Want" is likely to have all members participate in the big competition between the two districts tomorrow.

 This was unique among the seven or eight apprentice organizations in the Southern District.

 As for Link, his progress was huge.

 With his extraordinary talent, hard work, and the slight help from his "golden finger",

 he finished reading all the books in the Senior Division's library and all the materials that could be found in the Advanced Literature Library in one term.

 As for "Academic Points", he almost exchanged them all for First Ring witchcraft.

 The institute is bloody greedy.

 The price of First Ring witchcraft is ridiculously expensive!

 Both in terms of magic stone purchases and "Academic Points" exchanges.

 Taking into consideration that magic stones needed to be saved up for purchasing materials on the eve of the practicum, Link had no choice but to reluctantly use "Academic Points" to exchange for First Ring witchcraft.

 In terms of cost-effectiveness, it wasn't quite worth it.

 But he had no choice, even if it wasn't worth it, he had to grit his teeth and exchange.

 It was only because "Do Whatever You Want" was helping Link to earn magic stones and "Academic Points".

 Otherwise, how many First Ring witchcraft could Link, who hadn't done much research and development this semester, afford?

 Thus, revolving around his Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", Link carefully matched each of three First Ring witchcraft from the Water System and Wood System.

 He didn't explore too much.

 Not that he didn't want to, but he couldn't.

 The reason was one word,

 Poor!

 Therefore, to support the expenses of Link as an official wizard, relying solely on "Do Whatever You Want" wasn't enough.

 They could only develop potions targeting wizard apprentices, that was the limitation.

 Even the several potions that Link had personally led the research and development on before could only function on first and second-level wizards after being sublimated by Serene Wizard.

 If the previous Link had researched and developed them independently, they would only target wizard apprentices, without exception.

 This term Link, he had the ability, but not the time.

 This was a matter of choice.

 A problem of balancing energy and time allocation.

 Leaning towards studying knowledge, rather than earning "Academic Points" and Magic Stones, was a decision made by Link after careful thought.

 You can specialize in First Ring witchcraft rather than have a lot, it can also be supplemented later, but knowledge cannot be lacking in the slightest.

 Luckily, the difficult time had passed.

 The light of day was about to emerge.

 Starting from this holiday, he should have nearly half a year's time to primarily focus his energy and time on research and development.

 To earn more magic stones and "Academic Points."

 That was what Link thought, and also what he did.

 Time slipped away once more.

 In the blink of an eye, the holiday was over, and the spring term was about to start.

 Regrettably, Link did not do very well, despite having the entire holiday time, he only produced one research outcome.
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 A potion that drastically enhances brain power, developed from his numerous intuitive experiences using "Multi-Threading Thinking", compounded by the activation of his "Botany Talent" and "Magic Apothecary Talent", as well as a rather vast accumulation of knowledge.

 Link named it "Super Brain", a name as straightforward, clear and concise as its intended effect.

 It unambiguously promises to all that after consumption, it can massively enhance one's brain computation power.

 A Wizard Apprentice can improve their brain's computation power by 25% within ten minutes of consuming the potion;

 A First Level Wizard can enhance their brain's computation power by 22% within three minutes of taking the potion;

 A Second Level Wizard can boost their brain's computation power by 18% within two minutes of ingestion.

 How effective is this?

 Its efficacy is commendably good.

 Whether for everyday studying or for battle, higher brain computation power is always preferable.

 Especially during battles.

 Higher cognitive power indicates more precise control, clearer thinking, and better adaptability.

 It suggests higher chances of victory.

 Even the slightest increase in the chance of winning is worth spending a fortune on!

 Wealth is like an eggshell blown by the wind, it goes, but people thrive in peace.

 None desire the dire situation of running out of Magic Stones and later, life.

 This potion, with practically no harmful side effects or damages to the brain, is one that boosts brain power. Once released in the market, it will undoubtedly sell well.

 Upon seeing the sample of this potion, the Serene Wizard openly expressed a desire to dissect Link's brain to see how he concocted the idea and successfully developed such a potion.

 This kind of Potion Study Talent is truly enviable.

 Therefore, the Serene Wizard specifically held a press conference.

 She solemnly stated to those who had doubts about Wizard Palo and her ability to evaluate people because Link had been lying dormant for a semester:

 A genius is indeed a genius.

 They are quiet, but striking when they do make noise!

 When the conference ended, the shock caused by the "Super Brain" potion, in no way inferior to the "Regret" potion initially developed by the Serene Wizard. (See Volume 2, Chapter 99)

 Even though Link was not present at the conference due to special reasons, he still received high praise.

 The titles "Next Serene Wizard" and "Genius Potion Master" were directly bestowed upon Link.

 Even the "Ravensmouth Forum", without gaining any benefits, nevertheless took the initiative to massively report on Link.

 They specifically commended Link's achievement of advancing from a Storm Sea New Blood who knew nothing to an Official Wizard within one year, and his development of the "Super Brain" potion.

 For some time, Link significantly stood out.

 His fame was unparalleled, even if only for the moment.

 However, Link increasingly kept a low profile, not only rejecting interviews from the "Ravensmouth Forum", but also applying for a disguise Magic Tool from the academy.

 He planned to enter the Senior Division for further study under a faux persona.

 In such circumstances, a draft order suddenly arrived in front of Link.

 Link could choose to respond to the draft order and enter the front line battlefield for an early internship;

 Or reject the draft call and continue further study in the Senior Division.

 If the issuer of the draft order was not Wizard Palo, Link would have refused outright.

 But the issuer of the draft order was indeed Wizard Palo.

 Faced with this situation, Link decided to consult with the Serene Wizard and seek her advice.

 "What are you hesitating about?"

 The Serene Wizard's enchantingly beautiful face appeared on the smart screen, asking in confusion, "Wizard Palo went to great lengths to draft you, he must have his reasons, would he harm you?"

 Link explained awkwardly: "I'm not worried about that, it's just that a draft order suddenly arrived, and I'm uneasy; whether it was really issued by Wizard Palo, or if someone else is using Palo's name."

 "It seems that the two attacks targeting you by Lokan have cast a shadow over you."

 The Serene Wizard laughed, joked, then explained, "That guy Zoran is back in his homeland; it is said that he is very irritable, shouldn't you go hide?"

 "Oh..."

 Only then did Link finally realize why Wizard Palo had hastily issued the draft order.

 So, it was because Zoran Archie, who had lain low for over half a year, had now returned.

 This was definitely a situation that should not be ignored.

 Even Wizard Palo believed that Link should now go into hiding to avoid trouble.

 After all, no matter how intimidating Wizard Cody might be, he couldn't possibly, just for Link's sake, risk his own future and safety by utterly offending Lucia's family, and going all out in a battle against Zoran Archie.

 The Serene Wizard would not convert to become Link's bodyguard either.

 If Zoran Archie really determined to eliminate Link, who he perceives as a great future menace, hardly anyone could prevent it.

 Including the rules and protection of the academy!

 Upon realizing these things, Link immediately said: "I'll respond to the draft call right away."

 As he dropped these words, not caring whether it may seem rude,

 Link straight away set the communication aside, returning to the draft notification page, selecting to agree with the draft.

 Upon seeing the phrase "Response to draft has been acknowledged" on the screen, Link let out a sigh of relief.

 Then he earnestly gave thanks: "Thank you for the Serene Wizard's reminder, and also thank Wizard Palo for constantly bearing my safety in mind."

 The Serene Wizard snorted, her tone slightly disdainful: "That guy Palo is indeed always thinking about you."

 Link had this feeling; there seemed to be a strong scent of jealousy in her words.

 Considering the multiple times the Serene Wizard had indicated some resentment against Wizard Palo,

 He didn't pick up on it, instead, choosing to stay silent in response.

 "Alright, you should prepare early. There's no need to panic, but don't relax your guard either."
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 Seeing this, the Serene Wizard dropped her attempt to continue criticizing and gave a reminder before hanging up the communication.

 "Link, when are we leaving?"

 Jasmine asked with concern, quickly offering his own suggestion, "I think the earlier will be better to avoid any twists and turns."

 She sat aside and observed the whole process of Link receiving the draft order, immediately contacting the Serene Wizard and agreeing to accept the draft.

 Even though she was reluctant in her heart, she still knew what was most important.

 Not only did she not express her reluctance, but she also actively made suggestions.

 Link operated his computer one more time, checked the follow-up arrangements he had just received, and the recommended inventory list, showed them to Jasmine: "The time is already set for early tomorrow morning. There will be a special car here at half-past six."

 "You must start preparing now."

 Jasmine looked at the time and found out that they had less than 16 hours, so she proposed, "I'll pack your bags, and you can go buy the equipment."

 "Yes, just like that."

 Link had no objections to this.

 Having the two of them work separately was more efficient.

 Taking the unmanned hovercraft that comes with the villa, Link went straight for the North District of Ravensmouth City.

 All the accumulated Magic Stones were quickly consumed in less than twenty minutes of shopping.

 Barely managed to buy all the equipment on the list.

 When he returned to the villa, with the help of the Intelligent Puppet Butler, Jasmine had already packed up Link's luggage.

 Clothes, daily necessities, high-energy rations, tents, tools, everything was ready without any omission.

 Then pack the recommended equipment into the package in an orderly manner.

 The preparations for the journey were already done.

 Jasmine stood at the door of Link's room, took a deep look inside without saying anything, then turned back to her room and started packing up her stuff.

 She was planning to move back to the dormitory to live.

 If Link wasn't there, no matter how large or comfortable the villa was, Jasmine didn't want to live there.

 Everywhere there were traces of their life together, everywhere there were memories of the two of them.

 But she was the only one there.

 No one responds when she speaks out of habit.

 This kind of feeling is very torturous.

 Jasmine doesn't want, doesn't wish, to experience this kind of torturous feeling.

 After packing up her things, Jasmine lay on her bed, pulled up her blanket, and covered her head.

 There were no tears.

 It's not like he wouldn't return.

 Just suddenly wanted to let her mind wander, to be quiet by herself.

 Not listening to Link's voice, not feeling Link's breath.

 Quietly, quietly, at some point, Jasmine fell deeply asleep.

 Link silently entered Jasmine's room.

 After sensing for a while and finding that Jasmine was indeed asleep, he covered her with the blanket and quietly left.

 Actually, covering her with a blanket didn't really matter.

 With Jasmine's physique, how could she catch a cold?

 This was just a manifestation of care.

 The following day.

 As soon as the sky began to light up, Jasmine got up.

 After washing up, she went to the smart kitchen and stopped the breakfast preparation program that was about to start.

 According to the instructions and tutorials, she clumsily started to prepare breakfast.

 Soon, the smell of something burnt spread throughout the kitchen.

 The eggs were burnt.

 A big burnt patch.

 Just looking at it was enough to lose one's appetite, let alone eat it.

 Link came over when he smelled it, but he just stood at the kitchen door and didn't go in.

 He watched as Jasmine tried several times, and finally made two breakfasts that looked acceptable.

 "Ah, why are you here?"

 Turning around and seeing Link standing at the door, Jasmine was startled and almost dropped the two plates in her hands.

 "Come on, let's taste your cooking."

 Link smiled and walked ahead to the dining room.

 Jasmine looked down at her breakfast that didn't look or smell as good as what the smart kitchen would make, sticked out her tongue, and still carried it out.

 "Let's eat."

 Link wasn't polite with Jasmine, he greeted her, picked up the knife and fork and began to eat heartily.

 "Is it that delicious?"

 Seeing Link enjoying it so much, Jasmine became suspicious.

 It was her first time cooking today.

 Didn't expect it wouldn't be that bad!

 Jasmine cut a piece of the fried eggs and put it into her mouth. After chewing only twice, she spat it out.

 It was not only salty, but also bitter!

 Link took in Jasmine's repeated gulping of water and washing out her mouth, and smiled.

 He wasn't enjoying the breakfast.

 He was enjoying her intentions.
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 "How should we say goodbye?"

 In front of the villa, a levitating car specifically to pick up Link was already in position.

 Link carried a large bag on his back and a smaller one in his hand, ready to board the car.

 Without a storage magic tool, things were this inconvenient.

 The "seed" was not yet fully mature, still in the second phase, thus it could not stably store foreign objects for a long period of time.

 Otherwise, no matter where Link was going, he would not need to carry large and small bags.

 A big nuisance.

 Unconvenient in every way.

 Before getting into the car, Jasmine tugged at Link's sleeve and asked.

 Link turned around to look at the slim young girl with expecting green eyes, but he didn't embrace her or respond in any other anticipated manner.

 Instead, he smiled and said, "Life is a long journey, cherish it as we march on. Jasmine, I am glad to have met you and to have journeyed with you for this period. I hope that we can continue to walk the path together in the future."

 Jasmine was stunned for a moment, then nodded vigorously.

 This was not a farewell, but a hopeful anticipation for another meeting.

 "Let's go."

 Link turned around, waved his left hand, and boarded the levitating car.

 "Goodbye."

 Jasmine waved her hands energetically, bidding Link farewell as she watched the levitating car speeding away.

 "Goodbye!"

 Jasmine sniffed, murmuring to herself.

 Such is life, always parting ways.

 If we can meet again, it's a blessing.

 She went back to the villa and soon came out carrying her luggage.

 She was about to move back to the dormitory and didn't want to stay a second longer.

 Touched by the scenery, reminded of the person by things.

 After returning to the dormitory, she put down her luggage, not in a hurry to tidy up.

 Jasmine went straight to the lakeside lab.

 As Link embarked on his new journey, she also started her own journey.

 Accompanying each other along the way was a hope, a pressure, and also a motivation.

 Jasmine's deep reluctance and longing translated into a powerful urge that unleashed shocking passion.

 This relieved the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and the six of New Blood who were secretly worried about Jasmine's state.

 It's good that the departure of the leader didn't cause much negative impact on the big sister's head.

 Otherwise, how much hardship they'd have to suffer during the weekly witchcraft combat exercises.

 Even though the Brotherhood Group currently has an even record with big sister, the psychological shadow from the past still remained.

 They were afraid that Jasmine might suddenly lose her temper.

 Link arrived once again at the wide square where the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal was located.

 This time, unlike during the two-district competition, everything was already set, he just needed to enter directly.

 After going through a somewhat complicated four-step procedure - registration of his identity information, verification of his draft order, security check, confirmation of teleportation coordinates - Link finally stepped into the portal.

 It seemed to be only a second, or it seemed like a long time.

 Blinking, he found himself in a different world.

 Link arrived in a barren world dominated by a desolate yellow tone.

 A miniature inter-dimensional teleportation portal stood just behind him.

 He stood on a high platform, looking forward.

 Before him was a camp stretching as far as the eye could see.

 Layout was neat and clean, main roads and branches were orderly.

 If anything happened and an emergency assembly was required, a quick response and assembly could be made.

 "Over here."

 Below the platform, a seemingly frivolous young man leaned against an off-road vehicle and waved to Link.

 Link carried his bags and walked towards him.

 The subsequent arrangements for the draft mentioned that someone would pick him up after the teleportation.

 "You are Link Grande?"

 The frivolous man raised his eyebrows and asked with curiosity, "Did you develop the 'Super Brain' potion by yourself?"

 Link nodded slightly, introducing himself, "Hello, I am Link Grande."

 He did not respond to the frivolous man's question about the 'Super Brain' potion.

 Instead, he asked, "Please show your ID to identify yourself."

 "Well well."

 The frivolous man marveled, "Fairly cautious, mate, but I like it. Only the cautious ones can survive longer."

 Speaking, he pulled out an ID card and a personnel appointment letter from his shirt pocket and handed them to Link.

 After careful inspection and comparison, Link confirmed the identity of the frivolous man. He was indeed the one who came to pick him up.

 As for the personnel appointment concerning him, Link did not open it hastily.

 "No wonder so many people fell into your hands. Quite observant."

 The frivolous man saw every move Link made, murmured to himself, then opened the door of the off-road vehicle, got in first, and beckoned, "Let's go, I'll take you to your post."

 Link found no objection, opened the rear door of the vehicle, stuffed the large and small bags in first, then got in himself.

 For some reason, this off-road vehicle was no longer a levitating car, but a car driving on the ground.

 The frivolous man didn't opt for autonomous driving either, but chose to drive manually.

 The vehicle was very fast, often drifting and spinning its tail. It had strong power and the tires had excellent traction.

 Restless music roared once the vehicle started moving.

 Deafening, like a noise.

 Pounding into Link's ears, disrupting every thought.

 Link activated the "Mind Closure Technique", shielding the associated emotions, but still kept his senses alert, including his hearing.

 In the driver's seat, the frivolous man took a glimpse through the rearview mirror and noticed Link's composure. He smirked slightly.

 Indeed, an interesting fellow.

 Favored by Wizard Palo and Serene Wizard, he does have some skills.

 It seemed he wouldn't die so soon.

 Let's bet on him making it back alive once they get back.

 Soon, the off-road vehicle arrived at its destination.
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 A high-rise building that's specifically painted white on the exterior, sitting notably next to an unattractive low-rise building of dung yellow hue.

 An askew sign is tacked outside the low-rise building gate, inscribed with the word "Potion Department".

 "This is your workplace. Take this and go report to old Morpheus, the Head of the Potion Department," a frivolous man stepped off the vehicle, and handed Link a sealed appointment letter. Before walking off, he finally introduced himself, "I am Assad Kenneth, hope you enjoy working here, hehehe…"

 As the off-road vehicle sped away, Link was left standing alone, the echo of Assad Kenneth's eerie laughter reverberating in his ears.

 It sort of felt like schadenfreude, as if he was there to watch some sort of show.

 Could there be something wrong with the Potion Department?

 Link glanced at the ostentatious white skyscraper in the distance, then at the bland low-rise building of a dung yellow hue, along with its crooked door sign.

 Very peculiar indeed.

 He braced himself for any potential eccentric leaders.

 Regardless, it was crucial to report first, the job comes next.

 Link walked into the Potion Department with his bag.

 The lobby was devoid of any person.

 There existed a layout map and a guide placard hung across the entrance wall.

 After checking the map to find the Head's Office, Link strode towards it, undeterred by the anonymous looks trailing him.

 Knock, knock, knock…

 Gently rapping the door, Link was startled by the loudness of the knock.

 "Come in."

 A voice, as large as a bell, echoed from inside the room.

 Almost as loud as the aggressive music Assad Kenneth had blasted during their drive.

 Leaving a vibrating sensation in one's ears.

 Link pushed the door open and entered.

 The office was neither spacious nor small, perhaps around twenty square meters.

 The arrangement was simple: two file cabinets, an office desk, a "sofa" for guests, and a few potted plants.

 Seated behind the office desk was an old man, with a scar-ridden face and only one ear left.

 His back rigidly upright, his bright eyes were fixed on the incoming Link, projecting a compelling aura that demanded respect.

 This aura reminded Link of a soldier more than it did of a wizard.

 After placing his luggage down at the door, Link walked unhurriedly over to the office desk and delivered the appointment letter with both hands. He then declared loudly, "Reporting in, Link Grande, as ordered."

 "Hmm."

 Apparently pleased with Link's style of greeting, the old man retracted his overwhelming presence, hummed an affirmation, and then began to read the appointment letter.

 Before long, the old man put down the letter and turned his eyes towards Link. He boomed, "I'm aware of your circumstances and there's no issue with the human resources arrangement. I'll issue you a slip. You will collect your supplies, settle your accommodation, and be on standby to assume your position."

 "Thank you, Head."

 Link responded heartily.

 With a stroke, the old man jotted down a few lines, signed his name, and stamped a private seal.

 In no time, a pass containing verifiable information was conjured.

 "I only assumed office yesterday as well. I hope we will work well together."

 As he handed over the pass to Link, the old man advised him with sincerity. He then waved a hand, uttering, "Off you go."

 "Yes."

 Now in possession of the pass, holding his bag, Link left the Head's office for the logistics office, as stated on the pass.

 The office layout was imprinted certainly in his mind, leaving no mistake.

 The logistics office was easy to locate.

 The administrative process went smoothly, without the slightest hitch.

 The logistics team, which consisted of only five members, assigned one person specifically to guide Link to his individually arranged dormitory.

 Hmm...all the logistics team members are wizard apprentices.

 This made Link curious.

 He stored away this information for future reference.

 The low-rise Potion Department building seemed trivial but covered an expansive area.

 Exiting the back door and crossing a small courtyard led to the residential zone.

 It consisted of similar low-rise buildings with a dung-yellow exterior, in tune with the barren yellow landscape of the Desolate World.

 From any perspective, whether overlooking from above or at ground level, it was entirely unremarkable.

 Its unnoticeable status was something Link appreciated.

 Because being invisible means that in case of emergencies, they would be less likely to be noticed and targeted.

 Upon reaching the dormitory, he declined any assistance from the logistics team member.

 Link tidied up his dormitory himself and seated himself at the desk. He began to review all his experiences upon his arrival in this Desolate World.

 He indeed uncovered an issue.

 This Desolate World was a dead world.

 As the rear base for the frontline battlefield of Wizard Palo, it was responsible for logistic supplies, Army rest, and collection and distribution of personnel and supplies.

 By custom, the Medical Department is at the frontline, and the Potion Department is at the rear.

 Therefore, the Potion Department was set up here.

 Based on the needs of the Medical Department, the Potion Department was in charge of research and concoction of various potions to supply the needs of the army.

 Wizard Palo had been on the expedition for a long time, it was impossible that there was no activity going on.

 No matter how strong the army was, casualties were inevitable.

 Logically speaking, the Potion Department should be extremely busy at this time.

 Materials processing, potion research and development, potion concoction, even without working constantly, these three major areas should all be non-stop functioning.

 However, at a single glance, what Link saw was leisure everywhere.

 This was irrational.

 There must be an issue.

 Clearly, there was tension between the frontline Medical Department and the Potion Department located at the rear!

 Fortunately, Link's role was in potion research and development, a technical position that didn't require any direct interaction with the Medical Department at the forefront.

 This let Link breathe a sigh of relief.

 At least he didn't have to confront the tension directly.

 Having contemplated and settled on his course of action, Link didn't linger in his dormitory and instead headed towards the office area for the Potion Development Team.
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 The layout of the bungalow was very rational.

 The front was dedicated to administrative management, and the back was lined with materials processing, potion development, potion refining, and storerooms.

 Going in through the back door and to the left was the office area for the potion development team, divided into office and laboratory sections.

 Link arrived at the office of the potion development team with the department head's decree, preparing to report to the team leader.

 The office was empty.

 However, laughter from a man and a woman could be heard from the changing room.

 Link didn't linger, he left the office and headed towards the laboratory.

 There were quite a few people here, six potion development specialists to be precise.

 However, none of them were busy at work; they were all seated in the living/working area of the laboratory.

 Some were chatting casually, some were reading, some were scrolling through forums, and some were amusing themselves.

 They were doing everything except work.

 Link became increasingly vigilant.

 The situation in the Potion Department was getting more and more suspicious.

 It was possible that Wizard Palo had some ulterior motive for arranging him to come here.

 Otherwise, he could have simply placed Link in the Front Line Medical Department.

 Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 After finishing the four-year basic course at the Junior Division and reading all the books in the Senior Library and all the materials and documents in the Advanced Literature Library with enhanced access rights, Link was proficient in a wide range of medical skills, if not a master.

 His medical skills were not far behind his potion development skills.

 Pressure instantly descended onto his shoulders.

 Sighing softly, Link seemed to foresee a struggle for power and profit.

 He could only hope that Morpheus, the newly appointed head of the Potion Department, would be more capable and decisive in eradicating the chaos in the department and refreshing its spirits.

 To provide Link with a calm work environment.

 To avoid unpleasantries and unnecessary entanglements.

 "Yo, a newbie, huh."

 A bored female R&D engineer, who was counting her fingers, was the first to notice Link entering the room. She exclaimed lightly, "I feel like I've seen this young man somewhere."

 Another female R&D engineer, who was painting her nails, glanced up and laughed, "Of course you've seen him, in your dreams. You were just talking about having intimate exchanges with him dozens of times in your dreams, and you were saying how you'd love to taste the 'Genius Potion Master' in reality. Isn't this the perfect opportunity?"

 "Hee hee hee..."

 The first female R&D engineer giggled and gave Link an alluring wink, seductively tempting him,

 "Sweetie, would you like to work with me on investigating the abnormality of sexual differentiation in human anatomy, and discuss the intersection of life science and social science in the process? How about the harmony of life? I know quite a lot, and I'm very talented, I guarantee you'll learn a lot."

 The other woman lifted her hand, amused herself with her colorful nail art, licked her lips, her eyes half-closed, and smiled alluringly:

 "If you're a good learner, I wouldn't mind giving you some extra guidance. You know, exercises like group surfing, shouting at the crest of a wave, showing our heroic natures."

 The lewd conversation between the two women sparked all four male R&D engineers' attention.

 They were not standing up for each other, but subtly hoping that Link wouldn't resist the allure and would jump right in.

 Even the fairies from the Fairy World, who were currently at war on the front lines, couldn't wear people down like these two did.

 The reason for their heavy eye bags was because they had been working continually, day and night, worn down to such a state!

 Oh, please! Young man, have mercy, take pity on your elderly predecessors.

 Link was speechless at the scene in front of him.

 He didn't think he had walked into a potion development laboratory.

 He felt like he had walked into the den of the Spider Witches.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 63 Young People Are Not Only Tough, But Also Cruel! (Part 1)_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Hello everyone, I'm Link Grande."

 Ignoring the aggressive remarks and eager anticipation, Link introduced himself solemnly, "Nice to meet you all. Please take care of me."

 "Little brother, come to Sister Viranny, she will take care of you."

 The female Potion Development Specialist, who claimed to have a lot of resources, continued to flirt and hadn't given up the idea of tempting Link.

 "Sister Grace will also take care of you."

 The female Potion Development Specialist, who claimed not to mind joining in, didn't want to be outdone. She indicated to Link her newly manicured nails, "Aren't you the 'Friend of Witches'? How do you like my nails, like them?"

 Link didn't want to offend people as soon as he arrived, but he also didn't want to be smeared with unsavory flirtations. Seriously, he said, "I'm not a frivolous person, please have some self-respect."

 Viranny's face changed immediately, her face darkened, visibly unhappy.

 It was as if the phrase "please have some self-respect" in Link's statement was a strong insult.

 On the other hand, Grace didn't change much.

 She didn't seem to find Link's words offensive, she got up with a smile, fetched a glass of water from the water cooler and walked towards Link.

 As she walked, she said, "Oh dear, don't be so fiery, we were just joking with you. Here, have a glass of water to cool off."

 Link glanced at the glass and the water inside, and didn't take it.

 Grace's right hand holding the glass stayed in front of Link, hinting that Link must accept the glass, otherwise it would definitely be disrespectful.

 By rights, a newbie should always give some face to the seniors.

 "Heh..."

 Chuckles, Link took the glass, lifted it, and brought it to his mouth.

 The four male Potion Development Specialists cast complex glances at Link.

 Mixed feelings of admiration and regret.

 Why couldn't they, as First-Level Wizards, escape from Viranny and Grace's control?

 Even the once iron-willed team leader of the Potion Development Team was won over by another female Potion Development Specialist, Hamus, wasn't he?

 The cause was that they had acquired a kind of 'aphrodisiac' that was hard to resist.

 At least, the team leader and the four male Potion Development Specialists couldn't resist it.

 They were sure that there must be that kind of 'aphrodisiac' in the glass of water.

 If Link drinks it, he'll be 'captured'.

 Once he smells a particular kind of potion, he will not be able to control his actions and will be controlled by desire, submitting under her skirt.

 Sigh!

 A great genius is about to 'fall'.

 For a while, the eyes of the two females and four males in the lab/living area were focused on the glass in Link's hand.

 They wanted to see Link's reaction after drinking the water.

 "This water, seems a bit dirty."

 However, after lifting it to his mouth and sniffing lightly, Link not only stopped his action but also spilled the water on the ground,

 "I think it's better not to drink it."

 They were strangers to each other. It was just a trivial quarrel, and he was so relentless, and cunning from the beginning. It was a bit too much.

 Link simply didn't bother to save face for the others and he sneered,

 "This water is as dirty as you are. Let me remind you, not everyone is like you, who doesn't take their own dignity seriously."

 Wow!

 This young man is a bit fierce!

 The four male Potion Development Specialists were so shocked that their eyes nearly popped out.

 He was so direct, he was just a step away from pointing at their noses and calling them sluts.

 Grace's face changed immediately, and she was so angry that her teeth were itching.

 Viranny was completely broken down. She opened her mouth and was about to curse out loud.

 Link turned his eyes and stared directly at her. His eyes were cold and indifferent, but anyone who looked at them could feel a strong killing intent.

 For some reason, Viranny hesitated for a while and did not dare to make a sound.

 After all, she had been on the front line battlefield too.

 How could she be intimidated by a rookie?

 Grace didn't fare any better.

 She was standing right in front of Link, bearing a significant proportion of the pressure.

 Ignoring the pressure from Grace, Link found a desk far away from the six people and sat down.

 A dragon does not live with snakes.

 Just from a brief encounter and a few conversations, Link knew he and they were not on the same level.

 Moreover, their stances were clearly different, standing at opposite ends.

 There was a high chance of conflict in the future, so there was no need to pretend to be diplomatic and cordial with them.

 Ignoring the reactions of the two women and four men, as well as their whispers and private discussions.

 Link opened his office computer, searched around, found the lab work log, and opened it to take a look.

 Unsurprisingly, the work of the Potion Development Team has been stalled for a month.

 A month ago, they were supposed to meet the needs of the Medical Department on the Front Line, and took over a business of developing an external potion.

 This business was not completed in time, and afterwards no more requests were received from the Medical Department on the Front Line.

 It appears that the problem for the Potion Department, or at least the Potion Development Team, started a month ago.

 A look of understanding flashed in Link's eyes.

 He thought to himself, if he wanted to know the truth, he had to find out what special events had happened in the Potion Department a month ago.

 But this was not Link's job.

 His position was Potion Development Specialist, which means what Wizard Palo needed him to do, was to do his job in Potion Development properly.

 Occasionally, he could also work as a Potion Refiner, but it was best not to involve in administrative management.

 Link thought that, regardless from which perspective, he must find a suitable time to contact Wizard Palo as soon as possible.
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 At the very least, he had to communicate with the Serene Wizard and hear her thoughts.

 But there was no rush for that.

 The time and the place were not quite right.

 There were more pressing matters to attend to right now.

 With those thoughts in mind, Link rose to his feet and headed to the experimentation area.

 The sudden movement of Link immediately drew the attention of the two female and four male Potion Development Specialists.

 "Hmph!"

 Having discerned Link's actions, Viranny sneered contemptuously, "So you think being called a 'genius' makes you one? Let's see how you'll die later!"

 Grace shook her head at Viranny, signaling her to not speak rashly.

 The recent developments were quite unsettling.

 A minister was appointed out of the blue yesterday, and today a Potion Development Specialist appeared.

 And not just any specialist, but the renowned "Genius Potion Master" from the local side.

 The one who independently developed the highly acclaimed "Super Brain" potion was certainly not inferior.

 One was proficient at management and resolute in execution, while the other excelled at research with remarkable achievements.

 Such arrangements indicated that the Front Line Command Post certainly had intentions towards the Potion Department.

 Was the Command Post finally fed up and planning to purge them all?

 If so, they needed to make alternate plans early on.

 Their mission was to merely disrupt the normal operations of the Potion Department for a period of time.

 They had successfully paralyzed it for a month.

 That was more than sufficient to complete their task.

 There was no need to further risk their concealment, lest they end up hurting themselves.

 It wasn't worth it to do so.

 Upon noticing the worry in Grace's eyes, Viranny was taken aback.

 She quickly realized what Grace was worried about.

 For a moment, her feelings became complex.

 They needed to figure out an exit strategy soon.

 Link donned a protective suit and walked straight into the innermost laboratory.

 After familiarizing himself with the facilities and equipment, he began operating them immediately.

 He fetched a container and extracted a few drops of water from the instant when the "seed" was watered, he then began analyzing the composition of that water.

 Indeed, he did not sense any hostility or malice from Grace at the time.

 However, using his knowledge of Potion Studies and his "Magic Apothecary Talent," Link instinctively felt that something was wrong with the water.

 If there was a problem, not only should he avoid drinking it, but he needed to figure out what the problem was.

 Once he determined the issue, he could take measures to prevent it or, even better, resolve it altogether.

 This led to the current scene.

 The results came back quickly.

 Apart from water, there was an unknown substance added to it.

 Link resumed his experiment, painstakingly isolating the particles of the added substance for further tests.

 Link hadn't emerged from the lab for quite some time, which aroused Grace's suspicion.

 She gave Viranny a look, jerked her chin towards Link's location and asked with her eyes, whether they should investigate.

 Immediately, Viranny turned to look at the four male Potion Development Specialists.

 From her lofty position, she gestured commands, her eyes filled with threats.

 The men understood, reluctantly got up, and walked towards the experimental area.

 However, the door to the room where Link was, had been locked from the inside and they couldn't open it no matter how they tried.

 They knocked and yelled but received no response.

 Link knew nothing about these people and trusted none of them.

 Why wouldn't he be cautious?

 Ignoring the commotion outside, Link continued his testing.

 Before long, the test results came out.

 Link analyzed several components of the additive several times.

 His gaze was fixed on an unknown component named '?' that he had never seen or heard of before.

 All the other components had effects like relaxing the mind, soothing the spirit, and improving sleep quality, nothing problematic, even beneficial.

 However, by instinct, Link surmised that this unknown component had an enlarging effect on desires.

 Especially primal carnal and reproductive desires.

 "Interesting."

 Link became intrigued.

 He saved several samples and continued his research on this unknown component.

 Ten fast test cycles later.

 He conducted all the tests his current lab conditions could support, both ordinary and unordinary ones.

 Even after completing all of them, he hardly made any progress.

 Looking at the thirty-plus test results filled with various data, Link decided to ponder them further.

 With a thought, "Multi-Threading Thinking," activated.

 Streams of data scrambled and compared in his mind.

 Lines of knowledge from Botany, Human Anatomy, Physiology, Pharmacology, Potion Study, and Alchemy Pharmacy emerged.

 Suddenly, Link detected a blind spot.

 Link had an epiphany and understood the peculiarity of this unknown component.

 As it was widely known, there were three types of "aphrodisiacs," hormonal, anesthetic, and hallucinogenics.

 But this unknown component didn't belong to any of those three categories.

 It didn't target the human physiology, but targeted the spiritual power and will of a person.

 It was incredibly stealthy and could lurk for a long time.

 It also had a high incitement potential.

 All it needed was a trigger to stimulate a particular change in spiritual power, disintegrate one's will and lower their guard.

 It would be terrifying if combined with hormonal or anesthetic "aphrodisiacs" at this time.

 Not even to mention hallucinogens!

 No wonder the four men outside seemed overdrawn.

 They were all as silent as ostriches, not daring to make a peep in the presence of the two women.

 So it turned out they were being blackmailed.

 Link had an "Aha" moment as he figured out how the Potion Department, especially the R&D team, became dispirited so quickly.

 A honey trap?

 No, a continuous provocation trap!
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 Shivering slightly, Link heightened his vigilance even more.

 Pharmacists and potion development specialists can be really cunning when they want to harm someone, and one can hardly be fully prepared against them.

 It seemed that he would have to specially process even his water, food, and even the air he breathed in the future.

 Brushing aside the distractions, Link did not stop his research.

 Once he understood what effects this component had and how it worked, he could simply "resolve" it.

 Link considered developing an antagonist or inhibitor to suppress or even erase this component's stress response to the primer.

 With a clear idea in mind, a wealth of knowledge, and the "Magic Apothecary talent" activated.

 Not long after, he produced a sample of the antagonist, shimmering with a captivating glow.

 The results of the drug test were promising, effectively blocking the stress response.

 Link thought for a moment, then decided to produce several more doses of the antagonist. He casually wrote down the formula, production method, and principles on a piece of paper.

 Then he deliberately left the antagonist and the paper on the operating table in a conspicuous position.

 "Excuse me, good dogs don't block the way."

 As he opened the door of the single room and coldly stared at the four men, Link unabashedly unleashed his full aura.

 The four men were already weak and they swayed hazily from the shock, bearing no semblance of the dignified wizards they claimed to be.

 Link leisurely walked out from the path that the four men hurriedly cleared for him.

 After walking a few steps, Link turned back and gave them a look, warning, "Don't touch anything inside, I won't be responsible if something happens."

 The two women were continuously observing the situation here.

 Link had done all he could.

 If they understood, it would mean the four men could still be saved.

 If not, it didn't matter.

 He just did what he could as a bystander, hoping for the best outcome.

 Without even looking at the two women, Link headed straight back to his dorm.

 As he passed the office, he was startled to find an increasing amount of noise emanating from the changing room, becoming more and more blatant.

 The panting was as loud as a bull's.

 The high-pitched female voice was almost sharp enough to shatter glass.

 It was utterly outrageous!

 It was an assault on the ears!

 Shaking his head, Link quickened his steps to hasten his departure.

 He feared that if he lingered a moment longer, his ears wouldn't recover from the unsolicited intrusion.

 Returning to his dorm, Link immediately took out a witch tool that was the size and shape of a button, activating it to prevent eavesdropping.

 Then he took out his personal computer and sent Wizard Palo an voice call request.

 "What can I do for you?"

 As soon as the call was connected, Wizard Palo responded.

 "I wanted to check in with you, and report some issues I discovered in the Potion Development Group of the Potion Department."

 Link knew that Palo was very busy; it was rare for him to find time to answer Link's call.

 So, he was not going to waste any time.

 "Go ahead," Palo responded curtly.

 "I suspect three female members of the potion development team of using a special 'Spring' medicine to control the leader of the team and four male members. I have developed an antagonist to this 'Spring' medicine and left samples and the formula for the four male members. Please instruct me on what to do next."

 Link provided a brief summary as much as possible.

 "Very good. Find Morpheus for all related matters and heed his advice. For potion research matters, he will obey your instructions."

 Palo praised him briefly before giving the order.

 "Yes!" Link readily agreed.

 The call disconnected.

 The majority of the members in the legion Palo had taken over were complicated characters, with few loyal directly to him.

 He had a heap of things to attend to daily and didn't have much energy to oversee the Potion Department in the rear.

 Handing the responsibility over to Morpheus, then bringing in Link, was already his best effort.

 If that didn't work, he would have no choice but to give up on the Potion Department in the rear altogether.

 After all, there were pharmacists and potion development specialists trained by Serene Wizard in the Medical Department at the front line.

 Had he not been considering the attitudes of those intolerable old undead at the academy,

 Palo would've long killed these insolent fools who dared to oppose him over a mere magic stone and some baseless promises!

 Fools ought to perish.
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 In the lab. 

 Four men exchanged glances.

 They were looking at the four antagonistic potions and a prescription on the operating table, hardly believing their eyes.

 Yet they were inclined to believe.

 It was quite a contradictory psychology.

 After being tricked, including the team leader of the potion development team and all members of the potion refinement team next door, they thought of saving themselves.

 But there were no clues at all.

 They couldn't even figure out how they had been tricked, let alone develop an antidote?

 Now, a young man with the title of "Genius Potion Master," "proclaimed" he had solved this difficult problem in less than an hour.

 This was simply beyond belief!

 It left the four men with no choice but to question it.

 "I'll go first!"

 The most handsome male member, with the best body and the heaviest eye bags, hesitated for a moment, then gritted his teeth and mustered his courage.

 He immediately picked up an antagonistic potion and gulped it down.

 He was afraid that if he took too long, he would change his mind.

 He didn't want to be reckless and believe based on one or two sentences on a piece of paper.

 But life was unbearable!

 Every day, not only once, and not only one person.

 It was thrice for everyone, which was nine times total!

 Even if he was extraordinarily gifted, he couldn't stand such a brutal burden, could he?

 He was becoming a shadow of his former self, hardly even looking human.

 The antagonistic potion on the operating table, shrouded in a mesmerizing glow, was simply too attractive to him.

 So attractive that he seemed to hear a whispering voice.

 Give it a try.

 What if it works?

 What if?

 This devilish voice echoed in his ears and reverberated in his mind.

 The heart of the male member, desensitized for so long, suddenly revived.

 Preferring to risk drinking poison and dying, he dared to touch that "what if."

 Even if there was no "what if," and it was a bottle of poison that killed him, it was better than living numbly like this.

 The other three, having witnessed this scene, couldn't help but be moved by the spirit of fearlessness.

 They exchanged glances and then collectively fixed their gaze on the brave man.

 They hoped that this was really the antagonistic potion the brave man drank and that it would really work.

 It would genuinely free them from the bondage of the 'spring' potion.

 Then they would immediately follow suit.

 Although this was a bit cowardly and not very dignified, it was safer, wasn't it?

 The potion was gulped down in a few mouthfuls.

 As soon as it hit the stomach, there was a reaction.

 A slight, almost unnoticeable ripple of spiritual power radiated from the brave man.

 The watching trio felt like they smelt something disgusting, like rotten eggs.

 Yet the brave man felt as if a great burden had been lifted, his mind was clear - he was ecstatic.

 The whole look and feel of the man changed in an instant.

 He was like a prisoner bird released from its cage, experiencing the beauty of freedom once again, the beautiful freedom.

 "It really works! He didn't deceive us!"

 The brave man looked at the three pity-filled companions, provided feedback on his experience, and urged, "Hurry up and drink it, what are you still hesitating about?"

 Before his words fell to the ground, Viranny's yell came from the outside:

 "Did you all die inside? Four of you can't even stop one person, a bunch of garbage, what use do I have for you? And you're still dawdling, get out now!"

 Her voice was penetrating and intimidating.

 The three cowardly men were still a bit hesitant.

 Incited by her shouting, they all braced themselves.

 They each picked up an antagonistic potion and gulped it down.

 Three ripples formed at the same time.

 Three imprisoned birds successfully escaped from their cages.

 The four relieved male members looked at each other, tacitly memorized the formula, destroyed all traces of it, and then left the single room and returned to the living/office area.

 As soon as Viranny saw the four men, she was livid.

 Her eyes bulged, her mouth opened, and she was about to unleash an exceptional tongue-lashing.

 However, to her surprise, the brave man's courage hadn't faded, and he stared back and yelled at her:

 "Bitch! I am now free and no longer afraid of your leverage! If you make another fucking sound, I will kill you!"

 Words were not enough to vent the anger that the brave man had built up over the month.

 In fact, the more he yelled, the angrier he got.

 His anger burned within him, his blood boiled, and his emotions rolled and churned.

 The brave man couldn't help but recall the humiliations he had gone through these days, which brought his anger to a climax.

 Without saying a word or giving any warning, he took action.

 His magic tool was fully activated, and his first Ring witchcraft immediately exploded, hurling everything out.

 For a moment, the flash from the Light System, the intense flow from the Water System, the rupture from the Earth System...

 All kinds of witchcraft effects appeared instantly, rushing towards the unsuspecting Viranny.

 The massive momentum, the undisguised intent to kill, hung over everyone's hearts.

 He was indeed intending to kill - wanting to retrieve a sense of "justice"!

 Viranny only had time to activate her Destiny Witchcraft and couldn't make any other responses in time.

 Among the several kinds of witchcraft that the brave man used, his Destiny Witchcraft "Mountain Collapse and Ground Crack" caused the highest damage.

 Not only did it successfully bury Viranny in the ground, but it also caused damage to the building.

 With a loud boom.

 In just a blink of an eye, the living/office area where the potion development team resided collapsed.

 Smoke and dust were splashing everywhere, and the gray mist was spreading.

 The thunderous sound echoed in the sky above the entire potion department.

 Fortunately, the experiment area had undergone enhanced defenses, and they were spared the misfortune.

 It still stood upright, only some facilities and equipment were affected by the vibration and fell to the ground.

 Link, who was far away in the dormitory, felt the vibration.

 "Who is making trouble?"

 Soon, a vigorous voice reverberated throughout the entire potion department, suppressing all other sound.
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 The emergency measures laid out in the Potion Department were urgently activated.

 Everyone felt their spiritual power and magic power being suppressed, making it challenging to perform witchcraft.

 "Anti-magic barrier", a Third Ring Rune Magic Circle!

 One could enter but not leave. Everyone within the barrier was unable to cast spells, except for those with special permissions.

 The Head of the Potion Department, who fought with one good ear, his face crisscrossed with scars, only arrived yesterday. He was the only one within the coverage of the barrier whose movements were not restricted.

 He floated in the air, radiating a profound pressure and a lofty aura.

 He stared intently at the collapsed potion development team's lab/living area, his Qi fully unleashed, showing a great trend to kill if his words weren't heeded. He coldly shouted:

 "I'm giving you all 10 seconds to get the hell out of there!"

 Three of the biggest cowards were the first to emerge from the rolling smoke and dust, their faces filled with panic.

 They really didn't expect the warrior to act so boldly.

 Then came the unrepentant warrior, his head held high.

 He didn't initially intend to be so brave, he wanted to endure for a while more and wait and see.

 But as soon as his emotions got the better of him, he couldn't help it.

 Damn it, let's do it! To hell with waiting!

 Indeed, after burying Viranny, he felt a lot more relaxed.

 After a while, Morpheus, with only a perfectly formed right ear, spotted Grace supporting Viranny, who had a bloody mouth.

 Grace was only dust-covered, but otherwise unharmed.

 Viranny, on the other hand, was somewhat injured.

 Although not severe, the insult was rather strong.

 The warrior had used his light system witchcraft skills to brand a word on each side of her face.

 The right side was marked "Ky", the left side "Ky".

 Unable to scrub it off for the time being, she could only keep her head down.

 Then came the disheveled leader of the potion development team and the radiant Hamus.

 "Hmph!"

 Old man Morpheus stared at the disheveled leader of the development team for a long time, making no attempt to conceal his disdain, he sneered:

 "Look at yourself, then look at your team members. None of them are in proper shape. Such a disgrace to your clan!"

 The head of the development team's face, which was already red, turned even redder from embarrassment.

 He kept his head down, not daring to meet Morpheus's gaze.

 Bringing shame to the clan was the greatest disgrace for these prodigal sons, who could only become official wizards by relying on their clans.

 Especially when it comes to such matters.

 From now on, he will never be able to hold his head up again.

 "What happened?"

 Morpheus became even more disappointed and turned his attention to the instigator, the "warrior", "Give me an explanation."

 The warrior, having thrown caution to the wind, raised his head high and shouted regardless of the potion department's administrative, material handling, potion refining, warehousing and transportation personnel present, who might make him lose face:

 "I managed to break free from the 'spring' potion control of these bitches Hamus, Grace, and Viranny. I got excited and wanted to kill these bitches that had tormented me for a whole month and nearly disfigured me. I just momentarily lost control over my power, and the spell became too powerful, causing the room to collapse."

 OId man Morpheus's main concern was not that the warrior had been tormented or almost disfigured.

 His focus was on how the warrior had gotten out of control.

 The Front Line Command Post wasn't deaf, blind or stupid.

 They had already sensed and investigated the reason why the Potion Department at the rear was messing up matters.

 They had already figured out that all the personnel in the Potion development team and the potion refining team had been targeted by "enemy forces"."

 The reason why they had held off for a month before sending out old man Morpheus was that Wizard Palo didn't have many dependable personnel.

 The front line Medical Department was busy treating the injured and refining the potions the rear Potion Department was supposed to be responsible for, and didn't have the manpower to break the pinch and blossom.

 After Morpheus had a clear understanding of the Potion Department, he made solving the 'spring' potion a top priority.

 As long as this problem was solved, the Potion Department would be able to function normally and support the front line Medical Department's work.

 He was about to ask the Front Line Command Post for additional personnel.

 Then, all of a sudden, this happened.

 All of a sudden, he heard that the 'spring' potion had been cracked.

 How could Morpheus not be excited and not pay attention?

 He stared intently at the warrior's every reaction, and asked in a deep voice, "How did you break free?"

 The warrior gave a straightforward account: "Our new colleague who arrived today, he developed an antagonist for the 'spring' potion as soon as he arrived. He left a few products and the formula in the lab. We saw it, so we...."

 "Drank it?"

 "Yes, we drank it."

 "And then it worked?"

 "Yes, it worked!"

 The brief exchange convinced Morpheus of the warrior's story.

 With a wave of his hand, there were a few clicks.

 Eight metal cages fell from the sky, imprisoning all the males and females of the potion development team.

 As the crowd watched, a few female staff members changed their expressions upon seeing this.

 Before they could react, Morpheus waved his hand again.

 Nearly twenty metal cages rained down, locking up all the members of the potion refining team, male and female alike, as well as two female staff members from other divisions.

 The "enemy forces", in order to disrupt Wizard Palo's battle plans and rhythm, sent eight highly trained female spies to the rear Potion Department.

 This was utterly crazy and excessively perverse.
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 Having finished, old Morpheus descended from the midair, landing in front of Link who had walked from the dormitory into the courtyard.

 After thoroughly assessing him, he asked, "How did you solve it?"

 Link replied nonchalantly, "Just like that."

 Morpheus asked again, "Not hard?"

 Link responded again, "Not hard."

 After a moment of silence, Morpheus suddenly burst into a rage.

 "Bloody hell, are all the brain-dead in Front Line's Medical Department?

 Such an easy problem to solve, yet they claim it's difficult and time-consuming, asking me to wait patiently because they don't have enough people to deal with it immediately.

 Wait for what bullshit!"

 "Um..."

 Link was speechless upon hearing this.

 He had no idea about this.

 If his straightforward response had somehow damaged his comrades in the Medical Department, that would be terrible.

 But then again, it really wasn't difficult.

 He simply switched on "Multi-Threading Thinking" for just 20 seconds.

 "Alright, you can go rest now. Once I have cleaned up everything, you can take over the responsibility of potion development."

 Morpheus waved, signifying Link to return to the dormitory.

 The next parts would be overly bloody, unsuitable for children.

 Turning around, Link immediately left without any delay.

 Clearly, Morpheus was carrying out Wizard Palo's order, knowing the division of labor between them.

 Link should just wait for a completely renewed Potion Department then.

 However, just as he returned to the dormitory, Link heard a horrible scream.

 The voice was quite familiar.

 It was Viranny, who claimed to know lots of different strategies.

 Link wasn't sure whether Morpheus had more techniques of interrogation or Viranny had more survival strategies.

 He resorted to "Mind Closure Technique" to block the sporadic screaming and wailing from the courtyard.

 Link reclined on his bed and closed his eyes to catch a nap.

 He had been busy since he left the house, either running all over or doing experiments, without any breaks.

 Quite tiring.

 The Potion Department staff must have had an even tougher time.

 The screaming and wailing continued for half a day.

 They were restrained by the anti-magic barrier; they couldn't use witchcraft nor magic tools. They just had to endure the dreadful noise and psychological terror helplessly.

 Nobody was a fool.

 Everyone knew Morpheus's intention to put up such a show in front of everyone - not an interrogation, but direct torture, was meant to serve as a stern warning.

 To warn everyone, not to cause trouble or get embroiled in anyone else's mess.

 Otherwise, they would end up the same, miserable and helpless.

 "Such a fiend!"

 After a long period, someone sighed in dismay.

 "Yeah, old Morpheus sure is cruel!"

 Another person chimed in.

 The one who sighed first gave a sidelong glance at him, looked at him as if he were an idiot for quite a while, then explained, "What I meant is that the newcomer assigned to the potion development team is cruel. He cleaned up the whole potion development and refinement team as soon as he arrived!"

 "Now that you mention it, he sure is ruthless!"

 Even though both men spoke in deliberately hushed voices, some people heard them loud and clear.

 Thus, the sentiment began to spread, even outside, probably distorted.

 Soon, a rumor began to circulate through the entire Rear Camp.

 Reportedly, a newcomer named Link Grande wiped out everyone in the Potion Department, killing the entire potion development and refinement team.

 Many people found such gossip far too absurd to believe.

 But the next day, the entire staff of the potion development and refinement team in the Potion Department had indeed vanished.

 Quite terrifying!

 Given so, people were compelled to believe the rumor.

 Thus, most people in the Rear Camp got to know a piece of news:

 The newbie, Link Grande, was a homicidal maniac.

 Steer clear of him when you see him.

 Don't mess with him!
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 Link was rendered speechless. 

 Looking at Assad Kenneth who was expressing sincere congratulations for his early reputation in his new position, he found a sarcastic comment caught in his throat, itching to be spilled out.

 So early in the morning, as the day was just dawning, he came to him just to tell him such an absurdly wild rumor?

 A murder maniac?

 When did he kill anyone?

 Moreover, he wiped out the potion development team and the potion refinement team?

 How outrageous was that?

 Just thinking about it one could know that this was an impossible matter, right?

 These wizards, every single one famous for being cold-blooded and rational, how could they believe such nonsense?

 Unfathomable!

 "Do you have anything important? If you do, speak up."

 Link simply stopped thinking about it and asked coldly.

 After what he had gone through yesterday, Link had adjusted his principles, attitudes, and methods for dealing with people and affairs.

 Direct and straightforward was the way to go, no need to beat around the bush.

 Even if he accidentally offended someone, then so be it.

 After all, even if he didn't offend anyone, he could still inexplicably suffer an "attack".

 To destroy you, what does it have to do with you?

 This was not only the attitude of advanced civilizations towards lower civilizations in the Heavens' warfare.

 It was also the practice of many "powers" in their power struggles, especially how those in upper positions treated those in lower positions on the "opposing side".

 What did the tech geeks of the development and potion teams do wrong?

 They did nothing wrong.

 They just blocked the path of the forces opposing the Wizard Palo.

 It was only due to school rules that they didn't kill them directly. The fact that they specially sent so many beauties can be considered their luck.

 Since the world is like this, Link felt that he just needed to continuously increase his own power, firmly defend the position of the Wizard Palo, that would be enough.

 He didn't need to think or do much else.

 All that high EQ, being smooth and slick in social interactions, was completely unnecessary.

 Assad Kenneth sensed the change in Link.

 Slightly taken aback, he retracted his frivolous manner, stopped jesting, and said seriously: "I'm here to deliver your new appointment."

 "Wait a moment."

 Link tidied up his appearance out of respect.

 Assad Kenneth handed over a sealed appointment to Link.

 This time, he used both hands, more formally, unlike yesterday when he casually handed it over.

 He kindly reminded, "You performed very well yesterday, perhaps too well. Some people are not very convinced and might give you some trouble. Be careful and keep an extra eye out."

 "Thank you, I'll be careful."

 Link had always known how to appreciate kindness, he sincerely thanked him, without disregarding this reminder.

 "I have to go."

 Assad Kenneth waved his hand and left briskly.

 This guy was kind of interesting.

 Watching Assad Kenneth leave, looking at his retreating figure, many thoughts flashed through Link's mind.

 Suddenly he wanted to inquire into this person's identity.

 After a moment of thought, Link suppressed this impulse, as he didn't want unnecessary trouble.

 It's still better to wait until he has a stable footing before considering other issues.

 For now, he could deliver his new appointment to the department head.

 Speaking of which, why was the appointment process so strange? They first deliver the appointment to the person, who then gives it to their department head.

 Could there be something special about this?

 With this question in mind, Link entered the head's office and met the happy and radiant elderly Morpheus.

 Why wouldn't he look radiant?

 On his second day in charge, amid the skepticism of several old friends, he directly eradicated the opposing forces in the potion department and improved the work atmosphere slightly.

 Now, all that was left was to restore operational capacity.

 A revitalized potion department, capable of supporting the front line of combat, was about to "rise from the ashes" under Morpheus's supervision.

 This was a true achievement.

 "What can I do for you?"

 Seeing Link, who entered straight after knocking, Morpheus asked in a kindly tone.

 This guy was a lucky charm and needed to be treated gently.

 He couldn't be scared away.

 "Reporting, this is my new appointment from the front line command post."

 Link did not become arrogant because of favor. His demeanor and attitude remain consistent with yesterday, standing straight and reporting loudly.

 "Hmm, let me see."

 Morpheus was quite satisfied with Link's performance. He took the envelope from Link, opened it and his eyebrows twitched involuntarily.

 The appointment given by the front line command post was very interesting.

 A little surprising, yet also within reason.

 The task demand attached by the medical department in the appointment was even more intriguing.

 Were they dissatisfied after hearing his scolding from yesterday and wanted to take him down a notch?

 Well, let them. It would make for a good show.

 "Congratulations, you've been promoted."

 Handing back the appointment and task demand, Morpheus looked at his lucky charm and asked seriously, "Are you confident in fulfilling these two important positions? Your two predecessors paid a great price."

 Link took it and looked, feeling even more speechless.

 Just like that, he was promoted.

 On his second day after arriving at the rear camp of the Desolate World.

 He was now the head of the potion development team and concurrently the head of the potion refinement team.

 The positions were not high, neither were the responsibilities heavy, but the roles were crucial.

 He could make things succeed, but also cause them to fail.

 But...

 With such a promotion, wouldn't it solidify the rumor that as soon as he arrived, he wiped out the potion development team and the potion refinement team?

 Looks like he won't be able to shake off the title of "murder maniac" for a while.

 What was even worse was that both the development team and the refinement team had all been wiped out, where would he get team members from?

 There wasn't even one left.

 Without team members, wasn't Link going to be split into dozens of parts to cover everything?

 What an awful start.

 "When will you give me additional staff?"

 Link put down the appointment, ignoring the task demand and not directly answering Morpheus's question. Instead, he started demanding manpower. "You can't expect me to be 'commander with no soldiers', not even a single assistant, right?"
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 They had already assumed the roles of two team leaders.

 By directly taking action, they informed old Morpheus, that confidence didn't matter; simply act is enough.

 A glint of approval flashed across Morpheus' old eyes.

 What he liked the most were subordinates who worked in a swift and decisive manner.

 "Temporarily none, pharmacists and potion development specialists aren't 'cabbages', growing randomly in any field," he said.

 However, no matter how much he appreciated them, it didn't prevent old Morpheus from giving Link a hard time.

 "Can't we use the previous people?"

 Link frowned slightly and asked unwillingly, "After all, we should be able to pick out one or two people to atone for past mistakes."

 Old Morpheus shook his head, and said solemnly, "Don't bother about this issue anymore. Those people have already been taken over by the front-line command post's counter-intelligence unit, I dare not intervene. Don't mess around and avoid unnecessary trouble."

 "Yes."

 Link took the advice and dropped the idea, then requested, "At least provide me with a few assistants. How can one person manage everything? In the event of a sudden attack like yesterday, I would need help and wouldn't be instantly killed by others. At the very least, I could buy some time awaiting help, right?"

 "Don't worry about that, I will handle it for you."

 Old Morpheus made a solemn promise.

 "Fine, just remember that."

 Link chose to believe in Old Morpheus, but still took care to remind him once again.

 "Get busy if there's nothing else."

 Morpheus waved his hand; he too had to start rectifying the lax work ethic in the Potion Department.

 "Yes!"

 Link shouted loudly as he left the director's office with the task requirements, before quietly swiping a thumb-sized toy that old Morpheus had accidentally dropped.

 As he walked outward, Link was reminded of the task requirements.

 The front-line medical department discovered that a new abnormal disease had unexpectedly broken out among some of the indigenous people in the fairy world.

 The disease was highly contagious, and the symptoms severe.

 Infected individuals would undergo physical deformations, lose their senses, and experience heightened aggression.

 So far, there have been no instances of the disease spreading to wizards, but one cannot be complacent.

 What if the disease undergoes sudden changes after spreading to a certain number of individuals?

 We'd better investigate thoroughly just in case.

 The medical department has sent a complete mutant corpse and several intact live fairies to the rear camp.

 They hope that the rear Potion Department will quickly determine the cause of the mutation and formulate a potion to prevent the disease, to facilitate the legion's continued assault.

 The task requirements were carefully worded so as to not place all the pressure on the Potion Department.

 It seemed that with a problem like this delegated to the Potion Department, a solution could be found in a jiffy.

 "Has it already begun?"

 How much time has passed since Link received Assad Kenneth's warning?

 The "revenge" from the medical department had already arrived.

 No, it should be said that Assad Kenneth knew the inside story and that's why he issued a warning.

 Link didn't mind this method of using business to avenge business quarrels.

 He prepared to respond positively.

 Firstly, to respond to the other party's actions and second, because he was genuinely interested in these fairies and their disease.

 The mutant corpse and the several intact fairies were all at the port warehouse, requiring Link to pick them up himself.

 This was yet another reflection of the "pettiness" of the medical department.

 They're really being difficult!

 Fortunately, it wasn't much of a bother.

 Link waved and called over the logistics staff who had led him to the dormitory yesterday.

 "Wizard Grande, do you have any orders?"

 The logistics staff quickly ran over and inquired respectfully.

 "Get a vehicle, take me to the port," Link commanded directly.

 When dealing with staff such as those in logistics, the more polite you are, the more scared they become.

 "Okay, please wait a moment."

 The logistics staff nodded hastily and ran off, quickly returning with an off-road vehicle.

 He hopped out of the vehicle, opened the backseat door, and respectfully invited Link to get in before he returned to the driver's seat.

 The logistics staff was being extremely cautious because they didn't want to provoke Link, who was rumored to be fierce.

 Even though he had been present the day before and saw that it was new director Morpheus who landed the heavy blow, he still had to tread carefully.

 That was because Wizard Grande had resolved the 'Aphrodisiac' problem that had been troublesome for all the wizards upon his arrival.

 The logistics staff had to be extremely careful, lest they somehow gained Link's displeasure and ended up reduced to ashes.

 "Let's go."

 Sensing the logistics staff's fear, Link, not wanting to waste time, issued the order as soon as the man got in the car.

 "Yes."

 They left the Potion Department in the off-road vehicle and headed towards the port.

 The so-called port was the area around the inter-dimensional teleportation gate.

 Link was brought over from the port by Assad Kenneth yesterday.

 As a central point for supplying the front-line battlefield, the port had numerous warehouses arrayed in several dozen rows.

 Each row contained dozens of warehouses.

 The warehouse Link was heading to was in the sixth row, where biological materials were specifically stored and transported.

 Not even close to the destination, yet fully alert, Link immediately sensed something was wrong when his off-road vehicle drove into the warehouse area.

 Indeed, running to the port was not a problem at all.

 This was the real trouble!

 "Stop the car."

 As he barked out the order, Link was already prepared for battle.

 The logistics staff slammed on the brakes, and the off-road vehicle screeched to a halt.

 "Stay hidden, and don't run around."

 After leaving these words, Link opened the car door and shot out.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 65: The Rampaging Homicidal Maniac in the Rear Camp_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 With a single thought, the Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" is triggered.

 The streamlined Aquatic and Wood elemental Plant Battle Armor covers his body layer by layer. Inside him, it forms a dual defense with the "Defender 3202" suit he is wearing on the outside.

 His right hand brushes his waist and sends the Flying Sphere Reconnaissance Magic Tool into the air.

 The four scanning puppets temporarily residing in the "seed" also scatter in all directions.

 His left hand removes the upgraded lens and mounts it on two glasses he had exchanged with his "Academic Points".

 Real-time images from the Flying Sphere and the scanning puppets fill his vision, each distinct.

 "Attack! He's spotted us!"

 The several "Masked Men" lying in ambush on both sides of the path leading to the sixth row of warehouses notice the ascending Flying Sphere and immediately realize they have been discovered.

 In order to avoid arousing the attention of the warehouse managers in advance, the "Masked Man" dared not release Reconnaissance Magic Tools, to avoid unnecessary trouble.

 Of course, they have no idea how they were discovered.

 With doubts, six "Masked Men" stormed out from their hiding spots.

 In a crescent formation, they rushed towards Link.

 They should have formed a full moon formation and encircled him, but alas, they were discovered too early.

 In such a life-and-death situation, even though he had made preparations, Link took no chances, and activated all his abilities.

 He fully activated the "Mind Closure Technique" + "Multi-Threading Thinking" status cards, becoming a human supercomputer with a limit of 25 seconds.

 Specially upgraded boots spewed out two streams of flame, causing him to soar into the air.

 The magic machine gun reappeared.

 But this time, instead of charging blindly, he kept his distance and suppressed his enemies to the limit.

 He wasn't trying to kill his enemies, just buying himself some time.

 Over a dozen menacing, stabbing thorns appeared out of nowhere, like a python with its mouth wide open, launching a strangulation attack towards the advancing "Masked Man".

 It blocked the path of the Masked Man.

 Based on the Water Ball Spell, water tornadoes burst forth from his palms, serving as cannons for his battle armor.

 Bolstered by Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft and the "Continuous Casting" augmentation.

 One water tornado after another, without rest.

 The powerful impact, combined with the tenacity of the thorns, significantly slowed the Masked Men's advance.

 An incredibly conspicuous firework explodes above Link's head.

 This was the toy that old Morpheus had accidentally dropped.

 Seeing this, the Masked Men became even more anxious and tried to break free from the Thorn Killing and the entanglement of the water tornadoes.

 Link remained calm and collected, maintaining his distance while continuously casting spells.

 With reinforcements, why should he fight to the death?

 He hasn't even used a third of his strength.

 Just roaming without attacking, what can they do to me?

 "Impudent!"

 Old Morpheus arrived just in time, his roar like a thunderclap echoing above the entire warehouse area.

 Like a mountain, an immense pressure instantly descended upon the six "Masked Men" who had barely escaped the Thorn Killing and the entanglement of the water tornadoes, and were about to charge towards Link.

 As if trapped in a swamp, all actions of the six "Masked Men" slowed down.

 Including their thoughts.

 With wide eyes, they watched old Morpheus fly over from not far away and stand in front of Link.

 But that wasn't all.

 Morpheus waved his big hand.

 A scene from yesterday repeated.

 Six metal cages fell from the sky and within a blink of an eye, they smashed the six "Masked Men" to the ground and locked them up.

 "Really, these idiots don't know when to quit!"

 Morpheus glanced at the "Masked Men" who were suppressed and incapable of using witchcraft and Magic Tools due to the anti-magic effect of the metal cages, and sneered, "A bunch of shrimps dare to attempt an assassination under my watch. Quite simply, they must be tired of living."

 This corps led by Wizard Palo was not organized by him, but thrust upon him by the Academy.

 Not only the Rear Camp, but spies of "antagonistic forces" also exist on the Front Line.

 The assignment of personnel and task requirements were all encrypted to describe this plan of luring the snake out of the hole.

 Link was the bait to draw out the enemy spy who was lurking among the Medical Department personnel and related team members.

 Morpheus, who could understand the encryption, deciphered this plan and decided to implement it.

 However, he didn't expect Link Grande, who completely didn't understand encryption, to sense something was off about the Medical Department's arrangement.

 Right before leaving the office, he nonchalantly "extorted" a smoke bomb.

 "In the next life, don't be a lapdog for the powerful."

 Morpheus's heart hardened and he didn't spare any prisoners, directly killing the six Masked Men who were still struggling.

 The metal cages closed with a crash, completely crushing the bodies.

 In this way, the faces of the Masked Men could no longer be seen.

 The bodies were destroyed and all traces were eliminated.

 The Academy didn't need to give any explanation.

 "Let's go, return, someone else will clean this up."

 With a call, old Morpheus led the increasingly amiable Link back to the Potion Department.

 Killing a couple of people was not a big deal.

 He was just cleaning up the trash.

 Only after Morpheus and Link left did the warehouse staff dare to go out and clean up the aftermath, collect the flesh and blood, and clean the ground.

 The flesh and blood of a First Level Wizard could sell for a few Magic Stones.

 As for the Magic Tools scattered on the ground, they dared not touch them, having to quietly return them to their owners.

 The logistics staff member who had been forgotten and had witnessed the entire process of Link luring the enemy and Morpheus killing them was shivering as if he was a quail.

 He didn't even know how he got back to the office of the Potion Department's logistics team.

 "What happened? You look terrified?"

 A colleague asked curiously.

 "So ruthless!"

 The logistics staff member couldn't help but sigh, "He killed six people without blinking an eye, leaving no bodies intact!"

 Everyone in the room knew who had summoned this staff member this morning.

 The newcomer they got only yesterday.

 Just after settling a matter yesterday, he delivered an even bigger incident today.

 He truly lives up to his reputation of being a bloodthirsty maniac.

 The word goes around, the bloodthirsty maniac has added to his accomplishments, having killed another six people.

 Thus, Link, who had just received the mutant corpse delivered to his door by the Medical Department, heard the increasingly distorted rumors.

 The bloodthirsty maniac has sparked a brutal massacre at the warehouse.

 Bodies were strewn all over, and the rain of blood never stopped!
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 "Pfft..." 

 Assad Kenneth couldn't control himself and spat out a mouthful of water.

 He genuinely did not expect that Lokan would spread rumors about Link Grande once, and then do it again.

 And this time, it was even more absurd and bizarre.

 He turned his head and looked at the towering Lokan, asking bewilderedly, "What did he do to provoke you? Why are you messing with him this much?"

 Lokan, without lifting his head, continued typing into the computer, ordering others to spread rumors about Link Grande. He said in an indifferent tone: "He didn't provoke me. It's just that his Potion Study talent is too good, something I can't transplant, so I find him distasteful."

 "But..."

 Assad thought about how much Wizard Palo and the Serene Wizard valued Link, and wanted to reason with Lokan.

 After all, they were all on the same team, it was unnecessary to create such trouble just because of jealousy, right?

 However, as soon as he opened his mouth, Assad swallowed his words back.

 Lokan was a peculiar individual with a strange temper. Apart from the Serene Wizard, he would not listen to anyone else's advice.

 Even Wizard Palo could only command him to do things, but could not ask him to change his temperament or his offensive mannerisms.

 Forget it, he decided, there was no point in advising him.

 He would never do anything that gave him no advantage.

 Just let it be.

 Assad Kenneth suddenly felt quite sluggish. He got up and left, distancing himself from the Lokan Wizard.

 He was afraid that he would be targeted for such a farce one day.

 Link thought the public opinion, portraying him as a crazed killer, was boring.

 It felt as though someone was holding a grudge, intending to deliberately distort his image to vent their anger.

 It did not seem like they were using public opinion to attack him.

 Otherwise, the intensity would not be so gentle, only describing him as a mass murderer, a maniac.

 Killing, big deal.

 Which wizard didn't kill?

 Which wizard killed only a few people?

 They should have added something more terrifying, such as him drinking blood, being a cannibalistic demon, that would make it more sensational.

 That would make it sound more real.

 The current discourse was just mild dribble, like a light drizzle.

 Link filtered out those strange rumors and began the first task after getting his new position.

 Following the instructions of the old man Morpheus, he refined a batch of antidotes, a total of three hundred.

 This quantity shocked Link.

 Just how many female spies, equivalent to the KGB swallows of his previous life, did Viranny nurture?

 How could they have corrupted so many people?

 Wasn't Wizard Palo's corps infiltrated like a sieve?

 Realizing the confusion in Link's eyes, old man Morpheus explained:

 "People who have been affected definitely exceed the known numbers. Without investigation, we'll let those in key positions, whether infected or not, have a dose first. After all, there's no harmful side effect to your potion."

 Link nodded, indicating that he understood.

 Better to be safe than sorry, prevention was important.

 He didn't bother to delve deep into this issue, just satisfying his curiosity was enough.

 After delivering the antidote, Link returned to his lab, put on his protective gear, and entered the dissection room.

 A mutated fairy corpse lay on the cold dissection table, waiting for his arrival.

 The fairies were humanoid creatures, tall in stature; most had green hair, messed up like a bird's nest, sharp features, especially their noses and ears, were all pointed.

 It was greatly different from the image of fairies he had seen in novels and movies in his previous life.

 The skin was tough, with scales, and had strong physical defense.

 Their feet were like duck webs, they were good at climbing and diving.

 Fairies were born with special abilities, either physically enhanced, mind-controlling, or spell-like abilities.

 Each tribe had different individuals, abilities, and strengths.

 The mutated corpse Link received was originally a Rainforest Fairy.

 The Innate Special Power was physical enhancement, specifically towards neural reactions - agility.

 It had extremely fast movement speed, attack speed, flexible reactions, and sharp intuition.

 With sharp daggers and long-range bows and arrows as weapons, the main attack methods were stealth assassinations and long-range sniper attacks.

 After contracting the disease, the Rainforest Fairy underwent many physical changes.

 They lost their sanity, their teeth were sharpened to resemble wolf teeth, their skin began to bone, fat was depleted, their body slender, and their nails grew...

 From being an assassin and archer, it had transformed into a frontline storm trooper.

 At first glance, Link found that the symptoms and changes seemed similar to zombie transformations.

 Choosing a suitable dissecting knife, Link began the autopsy, not missing any detail.

 There were three living Rainforest Fairies kept for comparison in another room.

 For three consecutive days, Link had not left the dissection room, he had been conducting dissections day and night.

 Hunger?

 Nonexistent.

 Exhaustion?

 Just a little rest, then he would carry on.

 From the skin to the fascia, from fat to muscle, from blood vessels to nerves, from limbs to trunks, from the skeleton to the organs, from the peripheral nervous system to the central nervous system, from the spinal cord to the brain...

 The more sections he dissected, the more abnormalities he discovered, the more excited Link got, the more carefully he dissected.

 Only when he utterly dissected the mutated corpse, not leaving a single part, not missing any abnormalities, did Link finally stop.

 Overall, Link's initial judgment was correct, the mutation of the Rainforest Fairy was indeed in the direction of a zombie.

 A rather peculiar point was that the Rainforest Fairy's Innate Special Power had not been lost, but had in fact been enhanced.

 Link was still conducting tests, trying to find the mechanism of the Special Ability Enhancement.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 66: Too Advanced, Inconvenient to Display_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Setting aside the tests that will take a long time to yield results, Link removed his gloves, washed his hands, and began to draft the autopsy report.

 Everything was recorded in detail, whether it was normal or abnormal.

 Not only in words but also through photographs taken from multiple angles and edited short videos for demonstration

 He aimed to record all the findings of the autopsy comprehensively and accurately.

 This writing process took him a whole day and night.

 Morpheus couldn't help but barge into the autopsy room and drag Link out.

 He feared something might have happened to Link.

 "Take it easy, there's no rush."

 Seeing that Link's condition was okay, Morpheus breathed a sigh of relief and said seriously, "The command post is not pressing, you can take your time. Why work overtime and rush changes? Don't exhaust yourself."

 Was Morpheus concerned about Link?

 No, he was concerned about the valuable officer who could help him restart the Potion Department!

 He personally delivered the 300 counteracting agents to the front line, and the feedback was excellent.

 The ones who used it managed to break free and start a clean sweep and rectify the situation.

 Those who haven't used it took one or two bottles and claimed to study the development approach of the counteracting agent, expecting a great inspiration.

 The reputation of the Potion Department in the rear has improved dramatically as a result.

 The front-line command post is considering reactivating the Potion Department to alleviate the pressure on the Medical Department.

 The pharmacists and potion development specialists trained by the Serene Wizard didn't utter a word of disagreement.

 They initially refused to send a strong potion development specialist back to the Potion Department due to staff shortages.

 They left the Potion Department to slip into decay and ruin.

 Then they took over the tasks of developing and refining potions that should have belonged to the Potion Department.

 Although the pressure has indeed increased, it greatly enhanced the status, voice, and influence of the Medical Department.

 With gains come expenses.

 Now they could only bear the embarrassment of being cursed by Morpheus outside the Medical Department for half a day, and swallowed all their feelings back.

 Everyone knew that Morpheus was a ruffian. Why couldn't they hold their tongues when he asked for help a few days ago? Why did they have to sarcastically mock him?

 Now, they had to endure his retaliation. He didn't speak sarcastically but cursed them straight to their faces.

 After scolding the Medical Department, Morpheus rushed back to the rear to preside over the Potion Department and further rectify its atmosphere.

 Four days later, the atmosphere was more or less rectified, and it was time to consider making some moves in terms of business.

 His first thought was to discuss it with Link.

 The young man was talented, had solid technical skills, was clever, and was observant.

 Who else could he discuss it with, if not Link?

 The rotten fishes and shrimps from the previous Potion Department?

 After a quick inquiry, Morpheus realized that Link had been stuck in the autopsy room without coming out for four days.

 This was what led to his complaints and criticisms.

 "Thank you for your concern, Minister."

 Link expressed his gratitude first, then explained, "It's not about rushing progress, but I'm genuinely interested in fairies as creatures and the anomalies they exhibit. Once I start studying, I don't want to stop."

 "Hmm..."

 Morpheus mused for a moment, "Those of you who like research and technology all have this problem. I'm not very good at this, so I won't chip in. But you have to be aware of it."

 "Okay."

 Link nodded, indicating that he had taken in what Morpheus said, then asked, "Does the Minister have any orders?"

 "I wouldn't go as far as to order."

 Morpheus waved his hand, a rune barrier that prevented eavesdropping was cast without any pyrotechnics.

 Link was impressed.

 This advanced use of runes, clearly different from witchcraft, he had only ever read about in literature and documentation.

 He had never learned the details.

 A few days ago, he saw the legendary "Rune Magic Circle" that serves as an anti-magic barrier, and today he saw the renowned Rune barrier.

 This early internship was indeed worthwhile. It was quite an eye-opener.

 Not treating Link as an outsider, Morpheus said plainly: "I plan to restart the Potion Department's operation. I want to ask you, where do you think we should start?"

 After hearing the question, Link diverted his attention, thought for a moment, and said, "It's best to start with recruiting more staff, especially for the research and manufacturing groups."

 Morpheus's scarred old face sagged a little as he admitted, "Where can I quickly recruit pharmacists and potion development specialists? Those bastards from the Medical Department snatched away all the people, just because I criticized them! They only left half a barrel of water for our Potion Department!"

 "Half a barrel of water?"

 Link was not concerned about the dispute with the Medical Department, but was rather curious about this.

 "Forget about that, I don't want him anyway. Let him fend for himself."

 Morpheus waved his hand, brought back the topic, and said frankly, "Let's put aside the issue of manpower for now, we will definitely solve it for you later. Tell me, which potion should we start producing?"

 Link was at a loss for words.

 This was real tyranny.

 To demand hard work without providing resources.

 Despite venting his discontent inwardly, Link maintained his composure and suggested, "I don't think we should blindly decide which potion to produce. We should first understand the demand on the front line. What the front line needs is what we should produce."

 "Hmm...you have a point."

 Morpheus appeared thoughtful, leaving behind a statement as he walked out, "I'll go and ask around. You, young man, don't just focus on research and exhaust yourself."

 "Yes, Minister."

 Link responded loudly, heeding his advice.
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 After removing the protective suit and returning to the dormitory, Link took a hot bath, lit a Jinghua version of Glasswort Aromatherapy Essential Oil, and began to meditate.

 When he finished, he went straight to sleep.

 He slept until dawn.

 Everywhere covered by the will of the wizard world, the laws of time align with those of the wizard world.

 Even though the Desolate World where Link currently is has no sun or moon, it still distinguishes day and night and one day is still 24 hours.

 It is in sync with the wizard world.

 He wakes up, cleans up, drinks water, and eats.

 Link didn't touch the water or food provided by the Potion Department.

 Ever since the first day he arrived at the Desolate World and someone handed him a glass of poisoned water,

 He only drank purified water that he made himself, and the high-energy dry rations prepared by Jasmine.

 Safety is the most important thing, taste and others are secondary.

 Even the air he breathes has passed through the Air Purification Magic Tool at his collar.

 After doing all these things, Link plunged into the lab again.

 The main body of the autopsy report had been written, it was polished a bit and then it was ready.

 The result of the 48-hour detection finally came out, which is the most noteworthy thing at the moment.

 Holding the report that lasted for three pages, Link read it carefully from start to finish.

 He stopped and pondered when he saw the critical points.

 It took Link more than half an hour to put down the report.

 With a furrowed brow.

 The mechanism where Rainforest Fairy Mutants retain and enhance their innate special abilities after their mutation can be said to be very complex or very simple.

 What Link was unsure about is whether this mechanism is universal or not.

 He had too few samples on hand.

 He has to dissect more Rainforest Fairy Mutants, even Fairy Mutants from other groups, for statistical comparison.

 With this in mind, Link took out his personal smart device and sent a communication request to Morpheus.

 "Shut up, all of you!"

 When the communication was connected, Morpheus shouted first and then lowered his voice, asking, "What's up, kiddo?"

 Hearing the noise on the other end, Link knew that Morpheus was not in the Potion Department at the moment, so he said directly: "I need more Fairy Mutants, various groups, the more the merrier."

 "Have you discovered something?"

 Morpheus's voice was suddenly much louder, as if he intended others to hear.

 "Yes, a very important discovery. But I need further evidence to support it, so I need more research subjects."

 Link responded affirmatively.

 Morpheus's face was glowing, he laughed and said: "You can rest assured in this area, no matter how many research subjects you need, I'll get them for you."

 After making this statement, Morpheus casually asked, "By the way, what kind of new discovery did you make? Can you disclose it?"

 Link considered for a moment before refusing, "It's too important, I can't disclose it."

 "Okay, if it's not convenient to disclose, that's good!"

 Morpheus's face glowed even more, "I'm hanging up now. Just wait, trust me, I'll get you as many as you want."

 After disconnecting the call, Morpheus looked at the Medical Department Head and the two Deputy Heads who still refused to allocate some pharmacists and R&D engineers to the Potion Department, held his head high, and snorted, "Fuck it, I won't ask you for people or resources anymore. Just wait and see when you come begging me, then, I'll see what kind of face you can put on."

 After venting the grouchy air inside, Morpheus lifted the tent and walked towards the command post's detection team camp.

 In the tent of the Medical Department, the Head and the two Deputy Heads were truly angered.

 This old bastard, he is an old comrade who has fought alongside them for more than ten years.

 After becoming the head of the Potion Department, his nose was not a nose, and his mouth was not a mouth, finding fault everywhere.

 Does he really think that having Link Grande can make the Potion Department turn over?

 Don't even think about it.

 No way!

 However, Link Grande claimed that he had made significant progress in the study of Fairy Mutants, so they had to take it seriously.

 This kid is very tricky, cannot be underestimated.

 We must hurry those who are responsible for studying Fairy Mutants.

 Fumbling about, what does it look like!
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 "Squeak Squeak..." 

 Three rainforest fairies, starved for nearly a half month, lay weakly in their metal cage fitted with a separator.

 Since being captured by the Wizard Army, they have had no food or water, and have been left to starve.

 If not for the strong vitality of the extraordinary creatures, they would have surely died of hunger and thirst by now.

 How could they still be barely alive?

 Regardless of their weakness, upon seeing Link, the three rainforest fairies bared their teeth and squealed. It was unclear whether they were trying to intimidate him or if they were afraid.

 Witnessing this, Link couldn't help but be suspicious.

 According to the information available, the Fairy World is an extraordinary world with a limit of five tiers.

 Fairies are a typical intelligent race, possessing their own language, literature, culture and civilisation.

 Even when starving and in deteriorated conditions, they should not be behaving in such a dreadful and beast-like manner.

 Could it be that these three Rainforest Fairies are infected with the plague and are evolving towards mutation?

 With this thought, Link immediately heightened his surveillance and caution levels.

 In event of an abnormality, he would immediately initiate an extermination procedure.

 The initial plan was to dissect a normal rainforest fairy for a comparison, to explore how a mutation retains and enhances the fairy's innate special power.

 Now, the plan had to be adjusted. In addition to exploring the strengthening mechanism, additional research must be done regarding the diseases and the mutation itself.

 After deliberating, Link made a decision.

 He first separated two of the rainforest fairies for detention and isolation.

 He would provide regular food and water to one and continue to starve the other, while closely observing the changes in both.

 The third rainforest fairy was taken to the dissection room to be studied.

 "Those not of us certainly think differently."

 Link reassured himself with this phrase and then pushed himself into extreme rationality with the Mind Closure Technique.

 In the blink of an eye, the writhing rainforest fairy fastened to the dissection table, in Link's eyes, was no longer an intelligent being but merely experimental material.

 Extreme rationality translated into cold indifference.

 A sphere gagged the rainforest fairy, not allowing it to make a much noise.

 With a dissecting knife in his hand, Link ignored the fear, pleas and various complex emotions that the fairy's eyes conveyed. He made his first incision.

 The bloody, cruel dissection began, progressing in the midst of initially strong and then progressively lowering wails till they finally ceased.

 Several hovering cameras around the dissection table captured every detail of the proceedings.

 They even recorded the whimpering and struggling of the rainforest fairy.

 Even though Link wore gloves and his palms were actually clean, they gave the impression as though they were smeared with blood.

 "As expected, it has already begun mutating."

 During the dissection of an organ similar to the liver, Link discovered the first trace of mutation.

 It wasn't a drastic change. If you didn't look carefully, you would miss it.

 Link, with his keen observation, extreme focus and strong memory, detected this change almost immediately.

 An ordinary person probably would have needed to use equipment to magnify the image and compare it carefully in order to notice such a change.

 There's a connection between the liver and the eyes.

 Upon discovering this, Link halted the dissection of other organs. He switched to another knife, and started examining the eyes of the Rainforest Fairy.

 He wanted to see if he could discern from the external appearance, whether a fairy has been infected with the disease or not.

 He hoped to find a way to identify the condition without having to wait for the disease to develop, or perform a detailed dissection.

 After a detailed examination and comparison, Link observed a minor detail.

 The mutated individuals' eyes appeared the same as those of the Rainforest fairies in the initial stage of mutation.

 But there was a noticeable change in sight nerves. The nerve fibers were more developed.

 This allowed for faster and more efficient transmission of visual signals.

 The Rainforest fairies in the initial stages of mutation also showed changes in their sight nerves, but as the change was too minute, it could be ignored.

 Link marked this observation for future reference, then continued examining their eyes.

 The pupils of the mutated fairies had three prominent points arranged in a spiral, similar to the Sharingan.

 Upon close inspection, the pupils of the Rainforest fairies in the initial stage of mutation also had three tiny points visible.

 Perhaps the disease infection in Rainforest fairies and indeed, all kinds of fairies, can be discerned by their pupils.

 What?

 Are there other more viable and accurate methods?

 For instance, bioassays.

 Link was certainly aware of this and would also explore more in this direction.

 For now, he was occupied with dissection, which was yet to reach that stage.

 Upon completing the eye dissection, Link changed the knife and reverted his focus back to dissecting the internal organs.

 With the continued advances in the dissection, more and more signs of mutation were found.

 Furthurmore, these mutation traces seemed to intensify gradually.

 It appeared as if death did not hinder the development of mutations.

 No, there's an effect!

 While death does not obstruct the development of mutations, there are indications that it subtly accelerates the mutation process.

 With this discovery, Link immediately intensified the restrictions and adjust the security level of the dissection room.

 He was anticipating an unforeseeable but unlikely abrupt mutation.

 Inside the "Seed", Franda, who was constructing various laboratories as per Link's requirement, was prepared to activate the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" at any time on receiving the instruction.

 This is the outcome of the "Talent for Spellcasting" being upgraded to "wizardry specialisation".

 Franda could invoke Link's Destiny Witchcraft with his permission!

 Being a "spirit", Franda did not need to eat, drink, defecate or sleep.
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 That could maintain a high state of alert all year round without rest.

 Therefore, no matter how deep Link plan to sleep or concentrate on his research, he won't have to worry about being ambushed and unable to respond in time.

 Franda would activate the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" for him, and at the same time swiftly awaken Link through a special bond between them.

 Pursuing with dissection without any worries, Link continues.

 Hoping to complete the dissection and obtain critical evidence before the Rainforest Fairy's anomaly ends.

 Franda simply put her work at hand on hold and, with permission, monitored the dissection through Link's vision.

 The slightly bloody scene did not make Franda feel horrified or nauseous.

 On the contrary, she found it quite fascinating.

 The knowledge shared with her by her master involved dissection, research, and experiments multiple times.

 He had recently been building various laboratories and making various experimental facilities and equipment, which Franda found quite interesting.

 Is this dissection?

 Franda, with her hands holding her chin, thought blankly, then watched attentively.

 In this way, a long time passed.

 Suddenly, Franda exclaimed.

 She has just discovered an anomaly mark that seems familiar.

 After some concentrated thoughts, she found it to be the information left behind by the broken world's origin that had evolved into a "Seed". She quickly shouted out: "Master, Master, I have a discovery."

 As she said this, Franda shared with Link the remaining information from the broken world's origin.

 After receiving this information, Link's right hand holding the dissection knife hovered over the brainstem of the Rainforest Fairy for a long time, not moving.

 Even with the mask and goggles on, it seemed the color of his face had turned rather heavy.

 The brainstem of the Rainforest Fairy, which was undergoing an anomaly, showed an anomaly variation highly similar to the characteristics of the Insect God.

 The Insect God lay on the broken world's origin and "sucked blood," deeply binding itself with the origin.

 As it understands the origin, the origin also understands everything about it.

 This includes various parts of its body which have gradually shown anomalous features over its thousand-year survival.

 Link knows about the presence of Insect God.

 The moment he felt in the Cultivation Secret Realm that his right to the "Seed" changed from usage to possession.

 All information about the "Seed" including all information of the broken world's origin before its evolution, was received by Link.

 However, he has been busy studying since then and didn't have time to browse carefully. So, Link handed this information over to Franda for sorting.

 Therefore, Link did not discover this detail immediately.

 Getting a reminder from Franda, Link immediately took this discovery seriously.

 "Could this be a coincidence?"

 Link murmured to himself, wondering.

 It's too much of a coincidence; it seemed as if it was deliberately arranged.

 Holding down his doubts about something for the moment, Link focused his attention, thinking about why this could occur.

 If there is any similarity between the Insect God and the Rainforest Fairy undergoing an anomaly, it would be that their life forms, sources of vitality, and usage of vitality have all undergone fundamental and crucial changes.

 The Insect God prolonged its life by transforming the world's Origin Power into vitality after the natural life of the host insect was exhausted.

 Link guesses that the Rainforest Fairy undergoing the anomaly used life potential to fuel the anomaly.

 The vitality after the anomaly shows pathological vigor.

 Their common point is that their life form has undergone massive changes.

 Link brings out the dissection result of the mutant's brainstem from his brain and compares it with the Rainforest Fairy undergoing an anomaly and the Insect God.

 He found that the abnormal changes in the brainstem of the mutant corpse were bigger and more similar to the characteristics of the Insect God than the Rainforest Fairy undergoing an anomaly.

 If there's one similarity, there could be more similar places.

 Link put down the dissection knife and paused the dissection.

 Instead, he took out the prepared dissection report of the mutant and together with Franda, they compared all kinds of anomaly traces of the mutant corpse with the Insect God.

 Indeed, more and more similarities were found.

 And these similarities have a characteristic; they are all located in the central nervous system!

 Putting down the dissection report, Link praised Franda who had made another important discovery, then continued the dissection on the anomalized Rainforest Fairy's brain.

 Another hour and more passed.

 The dissection was completed.

 Link changed his protective clothing, took a quick shower in the attached restroom of the changing room, put on dry underwear, then wore the "Defender 3202" suit.

 With these bits of daily life, he alleviated the boredom of maintaining the "Mind Closure Technique" for a long time.

 Coming to the living/work area, Link began writing the dissection report of the Rainforest Fairy undergoing anomaly.

 The same meticulousness, not missing any dissection findings.

 However, he didn't mention a single word about the similarities and comparisons between the anomalized Rainforest Fairy, the mutant corpse, and the Insect God.

 These findings would for now only be a secret weighed on his heart.

 Unless he's reporting to Wizard Palo in person under confidential circumstances, Link wouldn't tell anyone.

 That includes the old man, Morpheus.

 It's not that he doesn't trust Morpheus.

 But when a secret is told to a second person, it's no longer a secret; it's information.

 Information will inevitably circulate.

 More and more people will know about it.

 Morpheus probably belongs to Cao Cao, no sooner had Link thought of him than he arrived.

 "Lad, you're busy until now, don't tire yourself out," Morpheus shouted to Link who was writing the dissection report.
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 Afterwards, he commanded the intelligent puppets to take the bodies of the six different fairy mutants, and six living fairy captives, to the freezer and the isolation cell.

 After doing all these, old Morpheus sat next to Link, curiously asking:

 "Why do you raise the alarm level of the freezer and the isolation cell so high? Caution is good, but these fairies, both the dead and the living ones, have already lost their ability to resist. Aren't you being overly cautious?"

 Link paused his writing, looked up at old Morpheus, and solemnly said, "The three rainforest fairies we received earlier have begun to mutate. Moreover, death seems to accelerate the mutation! I am worried about accidents."

 "Hmm..."

 Old Morpheus's face instantly became serious, "Are you sure? The command post has repeatedly tested and confirmed that all living creatures sent to the rear camp are in a normal state without any mutations. Even the mutant bodies have been specifically treated and will not cause contagion."

 Link said: "I don't know about the others, but at least the three fairies that were sent to us earlier have already begun to mutate."

 Old Morpheus pondered for a while and said, "This matter is extraordinary, we must produce solid evidence before we can report to the higher-ups, otherwise..."

 He did not continue.

 But Link already understood what old Morpheus meant.

 The command post had done the tests and confirmed the results before transporting them to several organizations in the rear camp.

 None of the other organizations had any issues, but only the Potion Department pointed out that there was a mistake in their work that almost caused a fairy plague outbreak, causing severe losses.

 Given the current reputation of the Potion Department, if they cannot produce strong evidence, it would cause significant trouble.

 Moreover, even if they present solid evidence, they may still offend people.

 Link did not intend to involve himself in this matter.

 His responsibility was research. When to report, how to report, and to whom to report was old Morpheus's responsibility as the Potion Department Head.

 With these thoughts, Link operated on his intelligent mind and produced a detailed contrast report temporarily.

 It compared various signs of mutation in rainforest fairies and mutant bodies, cataloging, and comparing them one by one.

 It included text, pictures, videos, and the results of the examination of blood and tissue fluid.

 The evidence was very comprehensive.

 He projected the contrast report from his intelligent mind onto the public intelligent mind for old Morpheus to read.

 As a senior second-level wizard, even if he always claimed that he didn't like research, old Morpheus's knowledge and academic quality would not be lacking.

 If a wizard doesn't understand research, is he still a wizard?

 Old Morpheus read the contrast report that Link had temporarily created several times, and his face became increasingly serious each time.

 Especially the points that Link emphasized, the retention and enhancement of mutation on the fairy's inherent ability and the slightly mentioned hypothesis that the change in life form might be related to the reinforcing mechanism.

 These two points were information that old Morpheus had not been aware of before.

 Perhaps other researchers who were studying the fairy disease and mutation had discovered these two points, and old Morpheus just had not seen their research reports.

 "You continue your research first, let me know what you need. As for the Potion Department's duties, there's no rush to restart them, focus on this first."

 Old Morpheus quickly made a decision to fully support Link's work.

 Developing and concocting potions?

 That can wait till later.

 It's not like the Medical Department on the front line doesn't love to do it, just let them do it if it comes to that.

 The old man will change the Potion Department to the Biological Research Department if he must!

 The head of the Biological Research Department, that title isn't so bad.

 Yes!
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 "No problem, go ahead with your work."

 If someone was willing to take care of research logistics, Link wouldn't turn it down; he accepted immediately.

 Now, he could fully devote himself to the research on the fairy disease and deformation.

 Old man Morpheus downloaded the comparison report from the public intelligence network onto his personal device and, deep in thought, he left.

 The matter was huge; once discovered, he couldn't hide it, he had to report it upwards.

 The rear camp was different from the front-line battlefield.

 Although its significance was high, there were fewer people of significant skills and power.

 If a disturbance were to happen, if it was not handled promptly and appropriately, it could easily shake the morale of the whole military.

 Not to mention existing issues like the loss of stability in the front line due to logistical supplies, or even the possibility of becoming an isolated force.

 At the thought of this, old man Morpheus quickened his steps involuntarily.

 Back in his office, he locked the door, checked for any possibility of eavesdropping, activated an anti-eavesdropping device, and set up a rune sound barrier.

 After doing all these preparations, Morpheus then took out an encrypted communicator and sent a communication request.

 There were many ways to report upwards.

 The method Morpheus chose was a non-formal method that served both public and private purposes.

 "What's the matter?"

 A hoarse voice came from the other end of the communicator.

 "Find a convenient place to talk."

 Morpheus deliberately lowered his voice.

 "Wait a moment."

 The voice on the other side said and then cut off the communication.

 After a while, there was a communication request from the other side, indicating they had found a secure place to talk.

 "What's the matter? Why such caution?"

 The hoarse voice inquired doubtfully.

 "What's the matter?"

 Morpheus could no longer suppress his emotions, he raised his voice, cursed openly, "It's regarding your life! Just how the hell have you been doing your job that you let such a serious mistake happen?"

 "Explain."

 The hoarse voice instantaneously became serious.

 "All the deformed fairy corpses sent to the rear camp, along with living fairies, went through your inspection team's hands, and it was confirmed that they did not carry any disease and they would not mutate, right?"

 "Right, didn't you just take some from me today? What, have you discovered a problem?"

 The hoarse voice answered the question and then inquired with concern.

 "Hmm, discovered a problem?"

 Old man Morpheus said with a hint of sarcasm, "The problem discovered is a big one.

 The living fairies you sent over are carrying the disease and have already started mutating.

 Luckily it was my subordinates who discovered it first, and I informed you the first thing.

 If someone else had found out, they would have directly reported it to Wizard Palo, and you would be reprimanded.

 If it was even worse, and something happened, you probably wouldn't even have the chance to be reprimanded, as your ashes would be scattered."

 "Damn! Old man Morpheus, don't scare me."

 The hoarse voice was enormously shocked, somewhat unwilling to believe Morpheus' words.

 But he knew that old man Morpheus wouldn't joke about such a serious matter.

 So, there was indeed a significant mistake.

 "Hmm..."

 Morpheus simply continued to laugh coldly.

 This kind of attitude directly shattered the hoarse voice's last glimmer of hope.

 The hoarse voice immediately fell silent.

 After a while, he still couldn't help but hold on to a glimmer of hope and asked, "Is there any evidence? I want to see the evidence."

 Old man Morpheus had known beforehand that the other party would not easily believe him, so he had downloaded the comparison report.

 If it were not for the fact that the other party had once saved his life, he would be too lazy to wade into these muddy waters.

 He would've directly reported to Wizard Palo.

 Why would he bother reminding the other person to quickly rectify the situation?

 It was such a hassle.

 However, old man Morpheus did not directly send the comparison report.

 After all, this was the research result of Link Grande.

 It was already inappropriate that he's using it for personal matters.

 If he were to disclose it so quickly, then there wouldn't be any sense of academic integrity left.

 They were all professionals, so old man Morpheus took out the comparison report and picked a few points, then verbally relayed a few key findings.

 The person on the other side immediately understood that old man Morpheus wasn't deceiving him.

 The work of their team indeed had a significant mistake.

 They must recall all the deformed fairy corpses, as well as living fairies that were sent to the rear camp before the matter gets exposed.

 They also had to examine the previous testing procedures to determine whether this error was manufactured intentionally or it was due to unreasonable and lax testing procedures.

 He could only hope it was the latter, and not the former.

 The hoarse voice cut off the communication, hoping hard in his heart.

 He immediately set out to handle the situation, decisively and efficiently.

 He first suspended all inspections involving the deformed fairy corpses and living fairies, disarmed the personnel, used magic prohibitions on them, and centrally monitored them.

 The sudden changes quickly caused a significant stir.

 Subsequently, he immediately sent out a notice to recall all deformed fairy corpses and living fairies.

 He informed the relevant agencies in the rear camp that they must strictly guard the corpses and living fairies, raise their alert levels, and prevent any accidents from occurring until the retrieval team arrives.

 The detection team's location was in a corner to the east of the front line command post.

 However, no matter how cornered, causing such a commotion would attract attention.

 The captain in charge of the entire command post security came over and asked, "Koir, what are you guys doing? It's quite a scene."

 The detection team leader Koir, who had a raspy voice, replied sardonically, "A scene? I don't want this scene! My subordinates made a mistake, and we're trying to rectify it. I can only hope it doesn't turn into a bigger mess."

 Upon hearing this, the captain furrowed his brow and immediately asked, "Is the problem severe? Do you need help?"

 "Currently, it's not too severe."

 After considering for a moment, Koir said, "If possible, please make sure to guard the teleportation gate."
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 The captain of the guard squad furrowed his brow even further.

 To guard the portal?

 This matter isn't as simple as it sounds.

 This suggests that the trouble caused by the detection team isn't trivial, and if their worst pre-emptive assessments are right, it could even affect the portal.

 If this were to happen, the merits of the matter would be completely different.

 No longer would this simply be an internal issue within the detection team.

 Instead, this was a matter related to the potential danger of the entire frontline command post and the entire wizard army.

 The captain's expression hardened slightly as he suggested, "Koir, hurry up and report this to wizard Palo. Don't delay the matter."

 As he spoke, the captain quietly prepared himself.

 If he heeds the advice, all the better.

 If he doesn't, then this friendly suggestion would need to be reinforced as a strong command.

 The captain of the guard, bearing the substantial responsibility of the command post's security, had the power to do so.

 "Alright, I'll leave now."

 This was already in Koir's plan, and all work has been arranged properly up until now.

 He immediately took action, heading straight towards the tent where wizard Palo was staying with the guard's captain.

 Wizard Palo was the highest leader in the wizard army.

 The place where he was located was the core of the entire frontline command post, and even the entire army.

 Personnel from different departments were constantly coming and going to report their work, to give feedback, to make applications, to report on their duties...

 Everyone had their requests.

 What wizard Palo had to do was to make various judgements with the advice of the staff at the staff department.

 The security work of the highest leader of the wizard army was of course not child's play.

 Indeed, it was not easy for just anyone who wished to see him.

 First, they had to go through security, then submit their applications.

 Even when the captain of the guard who designed the security protocol arrived in person, the guard still dutifully carried out the eight-level security inspection before letting them through.

 The two were stopped again as they approached the tent. They were asked to register and apply and wait for approval.

 After the report was made and they had waited a few minutes, the captain of the guard and Koir, the head of the detection team were then allowed to enter.

 "What's the matter?"

 wizard Palo, who was looking at the holographic map of the known areas of the fairy world, was figuring out how to advance and progress the third warfare. He didn't even lift his head as he asked directly.

 The captain of the guard kept his mouth shut.

 Koir, the head of the detection team, did not dare to hide anything, he reported the truth.

 However, he only said that he received an intelligence. He hid the existence of old man Morpheus.

 Upon hearing this, wizard Palo paced a few steps as if he had thought of something amusing. A smile appeared on his face that the captain hadn't seen for a while, and said:

 "It must be old man Morpheus who gave you this intelligence. Otherwise, I can't think of anyone else in the rear camp who would notice the issues that you overlooked, and then choose to give you a heads up rather than report it straight to me."

 After a pause, wizard Palo no longer smiled. He stared into Koir's eyes and slowly said: "This oversight is really amateurish. As the leader of the detection group, how on earth could you let this happen? How is it that you need others to remind you of it?"

 Koir moved his lips a few times, trying to speak. However, he didn't dare to mention that he had been so focused on solving the problem of the 'forbidden drug' these past few days, he had neglected his duty to manage the detection team.

 He could only lower his head to admit his mistakes, portraying himself as accepting any scolding or punishment.

 "Alright, go back and re-examine yourself carefully. Afterwards, write self-criticism and publish it on the army's internal network. Don't make such an embarrassing situation again!"

 Seeing this, wizard Palo immediately lost his good mood and announced his punishment.

 He waved his hand, signaling that the captain of the guard and Koir should leave, showing he didn't intend to pursue the matter any further.

 At the present moment, he did not have enough trustworthy personnel. Facing external enemies and internal spies, it was not wise to lose more manpower.

 In employing people, you make use of their strengths and tolerate their shortcomings.

 You can't completely abandon a person because they've made a single mistake.

 After punishment, it's necessary to give them an opportunity to learn from their error, thereby verifying the effects.

 He believed that after being taught a lesson this way, similar oversights wouldn't occur in the future.

 "Yes!"

 Having escaped a catastrophe, Koir was overjoyed, and heaved a big sigh of relief, and then responded loudly.

 The captain of the guard only remained silent and made a bow.

 The two exited the tent and walked a little further until they reached a slightly more distant area and stopped.

 The captain of the guard looked at Koir, who exhibited an expression of happiness, and reminded him in a heavy voice: "Sort everything out as soon as possible, and make sure that there is absolutely no problem. Otherwise, even though wizard Palo forgave you once, he won't forgive you a second time."

 "Yes, I will, thank you for your reminder."

 Koir wiped his forehead as though wiping off sweat that wasn't there.

 He couldn't help but imagine the scenario if the oversight hadn't been discovered, resulting in a volatile situation, which made him feel anxious.

 Koir bid his farewells to the captain, then returned to the detection team, starting a new round of more meticulous inspections.

 He resolved to figure out the links and reasons that led to the problem.

 Link had no idea of the controversy caused by his findings and comparative report in the frontline command post.

 He was busy investigating the impact and mechanisms of the mutations on fairy inherent abilities.

 First, he performed a complete check and analysis on the two remaining Rainforest Fairies from the first batch.

 The results showed:

 The Rainforest Fairy that had been eating properly had a milder infection, and its mutation was hardly noticeable;

 The Rainforest Fairy that had been starving had a more severe infection, with quite obvious mutations. The three points in its pupils have enlarged and could be clearly distinguished from the outside.

 From this, it was inferred that the speed and degree of mutation might be strongly associated with vitality.

 Then he performed a physical and biochemical test on the six fairies from different tribes that were sent in the next batch.

 Unsurprisingly, all six fairies carried the source of the disease.

 Perhaps it was because they were just captured, both the physical and mental states of these six fairies were quite good.

 They continually attempted to resist throughout the examination.

 However, their actions were not like that of beasts, but were rather typical of an intelligent race.

 Through physical inspection and observation, Link made a few relatively superficial observations and conjectures:
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 Firstly, a fairy's affliction with the disease and the degree of infection and mutation can indeed be determined from the pupil;

 Secondly, the disease doesn't transmit through regular means such as air or bodily fluids, but through a specific kind of extraordinary mutation;

 Link hasn't had the chance to fully understand the exact mechanics, although he thought it exhibited similarities to gene mutations caused by radiation;

 Last, from the absence of fear in the new fairies towards the changed rainforest fairies mixed with a hint of expectation, it can be boldly inferred that they may deliberately expose themselves to the infection of the disease.

 Considering the Fairy World has been under the invasion of Wizard Palo and had in general been at a disadvantage, with extensive territory lost and devastating casualties.

 This was done for the sake of resisting, defending their homeland, and ensuring their continuation.

 It's completely plausible that within the Fairy World, a faction has risen that hopes to enhance their combat effectiveness through biochemical means to turn the tide of battle.

 The possibility of warriors willing to sacrifice themselves for the continuation of their kind and act as experimental subjects is also quite likely.

 The zombie-like mutation might be a side effect of the poison.

 The real target of the "disease" seems to be strengthening their inherited special abilities.

 It was now that Link finally realized he was misled by the description given to him by the front line medical department.

 The term "disease" was simply a definition given by wizards regarding the large-scale mutation of the fairies.

 Once his train of thought was clear, Link immediately changed his research method.

 He planned to deliberately trigger a fairy "mutation," observing the entire process and comparing the extent of the change before and after the "mutation?"

 To ensure the smooth progress of the research, Link chose to involve a person first.

 "What's up?"

 Old Man Morpheus, who received Link's call for help, rushed over immediately.

 "I'm planning to record the power and innate abilities of a fairy before and after its 'mutation.' I need your help and supervision."

 Link stated his request.

 Though the upper limit for the Fairy World was Level 5, it doesn't mean that there are fairies equivalent to a Level 5 Sage.

 Most adult fairies equivalent to a third-class wizard apprentice, a few talented ones had power close to a First Level Wizard, a very few had power close to a Second Level Wizard, and an extremely small part had power comparable to a Third Level Wizard.

 There was only one in the entire Fairy World who could rival a Fourth Level Sage, and he had been wounded by Wizard Palo.

 Among the eight fairies held in solitary confinement, not one had power close to that of a First Level Wizard.

 Technically, even if they had started a riot, Link could have subdued it easily and wouldn't need to ask for help.

 But better safe than sorry.

 As long as there is a strong ally willing to help, why not make full use of it?

 Old Man Morpheus didn't refuse and seriously provided Link with protection by his side.

 Link chose the healthiest fairy and threw it into the Magic Laboratory.

 First, he thoroughly replenished its vitality, allowing the fairy to return to its peak state,

 Then he sprayed a potion that triggered emotions, inducing the fairy's anger and making it launch a full attack.

 All kinds of facilities and equipment seized the opportunity to collect data, recording all aspects of the fairy.

 Once verifying that the data under normal conditions have been properly collected.

 And backup copies were made afterward.

 Link continued his operation.

 He started by providing the fairy with an excess of vitality, replenishing as much as the fairy could bear as it was being consumed.

 Then he once again provoked the fairy, causing an attack.

 A different form of fairy "mutation" unfolded right in front of Link and Morpheus.

 It validated Link's hypothesis that there is a strong correlation between mutation speed, mutation degree, and vitality.

 It was called an alternative "mutation."

 The reason was, due to the timely and abundant replenishment of vitality, the fairy's "mutation" speed was extremely fast, while the degree of "mutation" remained very low.

 While it still underwent a typical zombification process in appearance, its body did not shrivel, and little sanity was lost.

 Rather, its innate abilities were significantly enhanced.

 The fought power after "mutation" leaped from the level of a third-class wizard apprentice before "mutation" and ranked highly among First Level Wizards.

 Thus, it was indeed not a "disease", and should not be referred to as a "mutation."

 This represented an ongoing yet unsuccessful attempt by the Fairy World at genetic modification and enhancement experimentation.

 Moreover, they were getting infinitely closer to success.

 As long as the shortfall of vitality during the "mutation" process can be compensated, and the problem of losing sanity is solved, they can be considered perfect.

 By then, what the Wizard Army will have to face, is an endless number of enhanced fairies who possess the combat capabilities of a First Level Wizard.

 Morpheus, who was observation the whole process, broke into a cold sweat.

 If there were a talent like Link Grande in the Fairy World, the campaign might still end in victory, but the losses would be catastrophic.

 The dude has only been here a few days, yet he has researched the fairy's "disease" and "mutation" so profoundly.

 And even discovered the key to solving the drawbacks of "mutation."

 While thinking about this, Morpheus changed the way he looked at Link.

 It was like looking at a monster.
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 "This is not a plague?"

 Morpheus was subtly implying that he already knew the answer and was just seeking confirmation.

 "This is not a plague!"

 Looking at the fairies in the magic laboratory whose "distortion" had gradually stopped and became quiet, witnessing the fanaticism and hatred in their eyes, observing the soaring detection indicators, Link gave a decisive answer.

 "Is this not a mutation?"

 Morpheus observed the fairy's eyes as well, noticing that although their appearance was still somewhat zombie-like, they retained rationality and their actions were not driven solely by instincts.

 "Currently, this is more like a biochemical transformation aimed at enhancing their innate special powers and improving combat power."

 Link voiced his speculation, phrasing it cautiously.

 "But it failed?"

 Morpheus asked again, determined to get to the bottom of it.

 "It's not fair to say it's a failure, only that it has not yet been successful since the innate special power has indeed been retained and enhanced."

 Link did not close the discussion, maintaining a meticulous attitude.

 "And then you improved this incomplete biochemical transformation of the fairy?"

 Morpheus raised his tone, his voice strange, as though he was holding back laughter.

 "All I can say is that I found the direction for improvement. I have not perfected it yet."

 Link adjusted his gold frame glasses, shook his head, and modestly responded.

 Morpheus was silent.

 This statement reeked of modesty.

 Research is difficult because finding and accurately pinpointing a direction is the hardest part.

 Many people struggle with some topics all their lives, simply because they cannot find the direction, let alone pinpoint it.

 Take this fairy "plague" and "mutation," for instance.

 Including the frontline medical department, so many institutions at the front line and the rear base, all conducting simultaneous research, did not discover that this was an attempt at self-preservation by the fairies, a biochemical transformation, a strengthening experiment of their innate special power.

 And it was not a contagious disease.

 The deformity was just a toxic side effect of unsuccessful biochemical transformation.

 Who among the Potion Development Specialists and the Pharmacists lack talent?

 But even among geniuses, there are levels.

 Link Grande lives up to the praise of the Serene Wizard, being hailed as a prodigy even the Wizard herself claimed to be inferior to.

 "When can we have a definite conclusion to report and suggest to the command post to pay more attention to this matter?"

 Morpheus stowed away his random thoughts and asked about the main issue.

 This matter is not the same as the previous oversights of the detection team. Promptly reporting it would only lead to commendations and not offend anyone.

 At most, it would induce some jealousy.

 Mediocrity does not incite envy.

 Is it necessary to hide research results obtained by real ability, worrying about this and that, and not daring to publish them?

 Absolutely not.

 Not just not necessary, but one should also strive to publish them first.

 The more remarkable, the better.

 "Wait a few more days, there are still some experiments to do and some data to collect."

 Link thought for a moment, providing a rather conservative deadline, "In 7 days, we should be able to provide a definitive conclusion."

 "Alright, let it be 7 days then. During this time, leave all the miscellaneous matters to me!"

 Morpheus clapped his hands and said excitedly.

 The opportunity for a significant contribution is here, isn't it?

 And it was pure luck that it came with no effort at all.

 7 days passed in the blink of an eye.

 With the help of the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state twice, Link comprehensively researched the fairy's "plague" and "mutation."

 The research results produced a detailed report composed of 300 pages of text, charts, over 200 pictures, and more than 100 videos.

 From the anatomy, physiology, and biochemistry of normal fairies,

 To the progressive changes in mutating fairies,

 To the abnormal changes in fully mutated fairies,

 Along with the reasons for the "plague", how the "plague" is induced, its progression, the required conditions,

 And the process, outcome, and effects of "mutations"...

 The explanation was thorough and easily understandable.

 In addition, he highlighted the enhancement of the fairy's innate special power by the "mutation" and the mechanism of enhancement.

 He also gave a detailed plan to improve the "plague" and "mutation", making it a viable and impactful biochemical transformation and strengthening method to greatly boost the fairies' battle power without any fatal side effects. Except for the zombie-like physique, their rationality was completely unaffected.

 Furthermore, at the end of the report, he put forth a conjecture.

 If fairies were allowed to "mutate" on a large scale, through natural progression or accelerated evolution, it could also be perfected, evolving the "plague" and "mutation" into racial evolution.

 Fairy World could accommodate such evolution.

 The World's Will of the Fairy World would be pleased to see such evolution.

 Based on the logical conjecture provided by Link, Morpheus attached his own opinion to the report.

 He suggested that the frontline command post must increase its attention to the fairy "plague" and "mutation". The best approach would be to find the core fairies responsible for the biochemical transformation and enhancement, and nip the problem in the bud.

 Link had been tirelessly busy since he arrived at the rear camp of the Desolate World. He had been fully immersed in fairy research for half a month and felt quite exhausted.

 Upon handing the report over to Morpheus, he returned to his dormitory and went straight to bed.

 In the "Seed", Franda was on guard and mobilized Origin Power while organizing the knowledge about fairy research that Link had shared with her.

 One can learn in order to know how to do.

 Although the "Seed" is currently only in the first stage of sublimation and lacks the objective conditions to create intelligence life,

 The early accumulation of relevant knowledge, information, and resources is essential.
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 Flanda, as the "spirit" of the "seed", is like the embodiment of the World Mind, capable of understanding and digesting related knowledge by herself, rather than simply "copying" and "pasting" from Link, resulting in more effective outcomes.

 One large, one small, one sound asleep, one studying.

 Very comfortable.

 Old Morpheus was on the move.

 He took a detailed encrypted report with him, passing through a portal from the Rear Camp of the Desolate World to the forward base of the Fairy World.

 After layers of notifications and numerous security checks, Morpheus was granted a one-on-one audience with Wizard Palo.

 In the tent, Wizard Palo was still standing next to the holographic map, deep in thought.

 Considering the sixth version of the third war campaign drawn up by the intelligence, Palo sensed Morpheus's entrance. Without turning to face him, he asked:

 "Speak up, what great matter do you insist on reporting privately?"

 Morpheus replied loudly, "Regarding the fairy 'plague' and 'aberrations,' the Potion Department has made a significant discovery that could affect the entire battle situation. I hope that you can review it yourself."

 "Oh?"

 Wizard Palo turned around, slightly curious, "What did that guy Link feed you to make you trust him so much to stake your own reputation on his behalf?"

 Morpheus replied solemnly, "His research results are worth my endorsement."

 "Hmm."

 Wizard Palo nodded thoughtfully, then stretched out his hand, "Hand it over, let me see what he's accomplished."

 "Yes."

 Morpheus immediately took out the encrypted new brainchip and handed it over with both hands.

 Wizard Palo took the brainchip, input the password, unlocked it, opened the substantial detailed report, and started reading it at a glance.

 "Interesting."

 Quickly finishing the report, Wizard Palo muttered to himself and began to contemplate.

 Human energy is limited.

 Problems like the fairy "disease" and "mutations", given the chance, Palo could lightly research and arrive at a conclusion similar to Link's.

 But he was busy commanding army formations, reviewing battle plans, approving various applications, managing personnel adjustments, and dealing with the internal "opposition forces" of the academy. He simply had no time.

 Theoretically, the Medical Department, which has the highest achievement in biology and medicine in the army, is largely composed of members trained by Serene Wizard.

 They all have strength and talent; their skills are nothing short of impressive.

 However, as a result of mass education, they lacked originality and are used to following conventional methods; lacking the mindset and courage to question authority.

 The Chief of the Medical Department and the two deputy chiefs, after making the definitions of "plague" and "aberration", proceeded to research based on these directions.

 Not only did they do this themselves, but the instruction letters sent to various related agencies also used this phrasing.

 This was a classic example of effort misguided, the more effort made, the more wrong the result.

 At first, Link was misled by this approach as well.

 But after Flanda's reminder, he immediately questioned the conclusions of the Medical Department, resolutely overruled them, and started afresh.

 Thus, comes a detailed report that almost slaps the face of the Medical Department.

 Having pondered adequately, Wizard Palo made a decision.

 "Get ready to make a brief report explaining the situation."

 After giving instructions to Morpheus, who was silently waiting at the side, Wizard Palo summoned the Head Steward and instructed him to convene an emergency meeting in twenty minutes.

 Then, Palo turned back to the holographic map of the Fairy World, seemingly contemplating another adjustment to the sixth plan of the third campaign.

 Morpheus dutifully followed the Head Steward out of the tent.

 "What's the matter? Can you disclose it?"

 The Head Steward, who knew Morpheus well from many years of working side-by-side, was familiar with his character.

 He knew that unless it was extremely important, Morpheus wouldn't have requested a one-on-one report with Wizard Palo.

 And the fact that Wizard Palo was calling for an emergency meeting after hearing Morpheus's report further confirmed this.

 The Head Steward hoped to get a hint of what was going on to better prepare for the meeting, such as informing certain people in advance or warning others...

 Morpheus understood how the Head Steward worked. If it wasn't critical, it wouldn't hurt to tip the scales. But given Palo's reaction, it was clear he was planning a major adjustment, possibly even the rearrangement of the third campaign. Under such circumstances, Morpheus certainly didn't want to cause trouble for himself.

 He was here to gain merit, not to curry favor with Wizard Palo.

 Shaking his head, Morpheus politely declined, "I'm truly sorry, but it's not convenient to divulge right now."

 "Hmm," was the steward's unaffected reply.

 Declining to disclose is also a form of disclosure.

 This matter is of great importance and must be dealt with carefully!

 After dropping off Morpheus at the meeting room not far away, the Head Steward returned to his Attendant Room and issued a series of instructions for various department heads and deputies to attend an emergency meeting.

 As for the meeting's agenda, it was simply designated as "Top Secret."

 All the department heads and deputies busily preparing for the upcoming third campaign were taken aback by this unexpected notice but hurriedly put down their work and rushed to the conference room.

 In no time, the conference room was filled with people.

 The Medical Department's Chief and the two deputies, who were overseeing the research on the fairy "disease" and "mutations", were late due to having to change into protective clothing and sterilize.
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 Thus, all the department heads and deputies that had arrived got to admire the immediate change in expression on the faces of the Medical Department's director and two deputy directors, the moment they spotted the smug look on old Morpheus.

 Inside, they all simultaneously felt their hearts skip a beat, silently cursing.

 Could it be that this Link Grande, this freak, has actually managed to break through the fairy issue in such a short amount of time?

 Could the Potion Department actually start showing signs of uprising?

 How the hell are we supposed to swallow up the Potion Department to gain more say within the legion and secure more shares of spoils of war?

 Fortunately, Wizard Palo walked into the meeting room in the nick of time, both halting the color show from the Medical Department trio and ending the admiration of the other department heads and deputies.

 "First, let's review a report, then we can discuss how to deal with the situation outlined in the report."

 Wizard Palo waved his hand to signify that everyone didn't need to stand on ceremony and waste time. He directly sent the detailed report that Link wrote to the smart brains in front of each person attending the emergency meeting.

 The minimum requirement to become a department deputy was to be a Second-Level Wizard.

 Department heads were composed of a minority of Senior Second-Level Wizards like old Morpheus.

 The majority were Third Level Wizards.

 Everyone present surely wouldn't struggle with understanding this report, nor would their reading speed be affected.

 Soon, the sounds of gasps, suppressed laughter and uncontrollable coughs filled the room...

 The report was terribly elaborate.

 Detailed enough that you could cut out the first half and use it as the legion's basic teaching material to educate all legion members about fairies.

 The main content of the report from the Potion Department pointed out the Medical Department's error in attributing "diseases" and "mutations" to the large-scale fairy aberrations, providing a well-reasoned, brand new conclusion in return.

 They proposed that large-scale aberrations of fairies are actually the rough concept of an unsuccessful biochemical transformation and enhancement experiment, supported by various kinds of evidence.

 These included but were not limited to texts, charts, pictures, and videos.

 Detailed procedures and steps to replicate the experiments were also provided, encouraging anyone to verify the process.

 The report suggested that allowing this transformation to continue would cause significant trouble for the legion's future expeditions.

 Upon finishing the report, it was clear that it was overwhelmingly detailed and rigorous.

 It was as if they were teaching the Medical Department how to conduct an all-rounded, in-depth, meticulous, and rigorous study.

 The most critical part was that the one who issued this report was, incredibly, a rookie who had only been studying for less than two years.

 He was only recruited into the rear Potion Department barely two weeks ago.

 Adding everything up, from the moment he observed the aberrant fairies, began research, and arrived at the conclusions, how much time did he use?

 The Potion Department just came short of presenting this elaborate report and slapping it on the Medical Department's face.

 The Medical Department director and the two deputy directors felt like they wanted to find a hole and bury themselves in the ground.

 It was humiliating, absolutely humiliating.

 The entirety of the Medical Department, which included one Third Level Wizard, two Senior Second-Level Wizards, seven Second-Level Wizards, sixteen First Level Wizards, had effectively been surpassed by a mere Link Grande!

 All dignity was lost!

 Still, Wizard Palo had no consideration for their dignity.

 Seeing that everyone had finished reading the report, he said, with a cold tone:

 "Our legion has just finished reorganization. I can understand if everyone lacks a calibrated understanding of one another.

 Therefore, when chaos broke out in the front camp and the rear base some time ago, I wasn't very angry.

 But seriously, not being able to do your own job well either?

 I hope you all learn a lesson. Don't be like the Medical Department and Monitoring Group, relying on a kid to clean up the mess, have some shame!"

 The meeting room fell silent immediately, so much so that you could even hear a pin drop.

 "The Advisory department."

 Wizard Palo turned his cold gaze and glanced at everyone in the room, then shouted, "Rework the third combat operation plan, adding a new objective, completely annihilate the Fairy World's biochemical transformation and enhancement experiment."

 "Yes."

 The director of the Advisory Department stood up immediately and responded loudly.

 "Intelligence department."

 Wizard Palo turned to Assad Kenneth, "Organize a small group, infiltrate deep into the enemy's territory, understand the situation, and if conditions permit, cut off the head!"

 "Yes, we guarantee to accomplish the mission."

 Assad Kenneth immediately took the new task, then put forth a request, "I'd like to borrow Link Grande as the biological consultant and medical expert for the team, accompanying the squad on their mission. I hope that the legion commander approves my request!"

 Wizard Palo glanced at the sudden tense look on old Morpheus' face, thought for a moment, but didn't directly approve. Instead, he said: "Both your departments should coordinate. In addition, consult the kid himself."

 "Yes!"

 Assad Kenneth gave a mischievous smirk, which was quickly retracted as he responded loudly.

 Despite having only met twice, Assad Kenneth was sure that Link Grande wouldn't refuse this consultation.

 Old Morpheus' pleasure and satisfaction of defeating the Medical Department vanished in an instant.

 Before coming to Base Camp, he had personally heard Link express regret. Things like, there are too few samples or first-hand information, and as such he couldn't fully understand the nature and strengthening mechanisms of the Fairy Innate Special Power.

 Now that there was such a remarkable opportunity, given Jhow obsessed the lad was with research, he wouldn't easily let it go.

 He would definitely agree to the consultation.

 As for safety concerns, old Morpheus wasn't worried.

 The Intelligence Department was made up of the elite, with two Third-Level Wizards commanding a team of Senior Second-Level Wizards.

 He was just concerned that,

 The treasure that he just obtained might be seized by others.

 His hot pursuit had barely lasted any time at all!
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 "Report." 

 The Minister of the Medical Department rose abruptly, requesting to speak.

 "Speak."

 Wizard Palo wasn't surprised at all.

 The Medical Department had been utterly humiliated by the Potion Department this time. If they didn't take any action, they would be looked down upon.

 "The Medical Department requests to send people along."

 "We will complete the task decisively!" said the Minister of the Medical Department with great seriousness.

 They had to pick up the dignity they'd lost themselves.

 The Medical Department, especially him as the Minister and the two vice ministers, had lost face on the problem of mass fairy mutation.

 They must gain back the lost face on this subject.

 The Potion Department, or rather that youngster called Link Grande, had already done all the research that could be done in the laboratory.

 The data obtained was very detailed, and the results were substantial.

 The laboratory research approach was virtually nonviable.

 Therefore, if they wanted to regain their face, they could only work to make a difference from on-site investigations.

 The Medical Department wouldn't allow Intelligence to exclude them like this.

 Wizard Palo still didn't give a direct command. Instead, he looked at Assad Kenneth, the head of Intelligence, and said, "You guys discuss it among yourselves. I don't care about the process; I only want the result."

 "Yes."

 Assad and the Minister of the Medical Department responded loudly at the same time.

 "Adjourn."

 Having been the legion commander for so long, Wizard Palo was used to getting straight to the point. After leaving a phrase, he got up and left the meeting room.

 The Attendant Official followed immediately.

 The records of today's meeting, however brief, had to be reviewed by Wizard Palo first.

 All the major officials and their deputies stood up together, watching Wizard Palo walk away.

 Suddenly, someone burst out laughing.

 The laughter was loud, uncontrollable, and carried far.

 The implication was clear.

 The Medical Department was the only one embarrassed at this emergency meeting.

 Everyone knew who was laughing.

 The Minister of the Medical Department blushed, murmured something akin to "everyone makes mistakes," which made the atmosphere in the meeting room more cheerful.

 But old man Morpheus didn't find it cheerful; he only found it noisy.

 This visit to the frontline command post had achieved its purpose and slapped the Medical Department in the face.

 But why did he feel so upset?

 He had spent more than a week fully supporting Link Grande's research, only to get a result of him being reassigned?

 With the restart of the Potion Department's R&D and compounding services, the departure of a capable general at this critical juncture is a considerable impact.

 The Potion Department is said to have two teams, but it's actually just one.

 Without the R&D engineers and pharmacists, how will the Potion Department's business proceed in the future?

 No, it can't just end like this.

 He had to scrape up some resources from the Medical Department.

 Old man Morpheus gritted his teeth, forcefully slapped the conference table, his eyes almost popping out, shouting so loudly he could deafen someone, bellowing:

 "No! My Potion Department does not agree to the Medical Department coming along. If the Medical Department sends people, the Potion Department will not, unless…"

 "The Potion Department can choose not to send people, we're not afraid of you…"

 The Minister of the Medical Department reacted without conceding, angrily replying to old man Morpheus.

 But before he could finish, he was interrupted by Assad.

 Assad said in a calm but very determined voice:

 "The Intelligence Department is determined to recruit Link Grande. He is the one who knows the most about fairies in the legion now, and he is of vital importance to this behind-the-enemy-lines reconnaissance and combat mission."

 These words slammed the Medical Department twice.

 First, it refuted the stern words of the Medical Department's Minister. Second, it denied all the early research on fairies by the Medical Department.

 As an elder, the Minister of the Medical Department's chest bobbed up and down violently, his breathing thick and long. He was truly half-dead from anger at Assad, this junior who didn't respect his elders.

 Do you talk to people like that?

 Huh?

 Directly poking at people's insecurities in front of so many people.

 Couldn't you be a little more tactful?

 Assad generously gave the Minister of the Medical Department some time to buffer before continuing:

 "In principle, the Intelligence Department does not object to the Medical Department sending personnel to participate in the behind-the-enemy-lines operation. However, Minister Salossal, you might want to listen to Minister Morpheus' opinions or suggestions before making a decision."

 Bolos Salossal, the Minister of the Medical Department, a third level wizard, had no other choice in the matter.

 He had to "obediently" follow Assad's suggestion and listen to old man Morpheus' opinions or suggestions.

 Old man Morpheus, who had received help from Assad, didn't feel delighted.

 In the end, this was just an exchange of mutual understanding.

 In exchange for not hindering Link Grande's reassignment, Assad helped Morpheus tear a chunk of flesh from the Medical Department to compensate for his loss.

 But if this ambitious junior had done everything so thoroughly, then as a pathetic old-timer, how could he drop the ball?

 Old man Morpheus immediately took on a steadfast position, saying:

 "I don't ask for much, just five pharmacists and three R&D engineers to maintain the normal operation of the Potion Department while the youngster is off duty. Bolos, if you hesitate for one second more or start haggling, I'll add another requirement. You have ten seconds to consider whether to comply or not."

 Bolos Salossal and his two vice ministers exchanged glances and made a decision in an instant.

 "We agree. The personnel will report to you tomorrow."

 He snorted, agreed to Morpheus' outrageous demand, and then said, "The next matter concerns our Medical Department's internal affairs. We hope you won't butt in."
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 "No problem." 

 Morpheus grandly waved his hand and agreed directly, but also laid down a statement, "Once the people are sent to the Potion Department, they are under my control. If any shoddy work or lack of effort happens during the process, my Potion Department will punish them. This will be an internal affair of my department, so I hope you won't interfere."

 What tricks could the Medical Department probably play by just dispatching a few people?

 If they dared to play tricks, Morpheus was ready to give them a good lesson.

 "Fine."

 Polo Salossal squeezed a word from his nostrils, swallowing the weak frustration brought about by Morpheus's pressure.

 He took a few deep breaths, adjusting his mindset.

 "Lokan Morton."

 He pronounced a name word by word, then said, "The staff member we in the Medical Department plan to send is Wizard Lokan Morton. I believe his qualifications and abilities are definitely suitable to join the Intelligence Department's scouting team, right?"

 "No problem."

 Assad didn't refuse, he agreed immediately.

 Wizard Lokan was indeed a member of the Medical Department.

 However, his position was rather special, just nominal.

 With Lokan's large, fan-like hands and his habit of disassembling shoulders at the drop of a hat, how could he possibly master potion preparation and research, which required delicate operations and extraordinary patience?

 His interest in potions was just an excuse for Lokan to get close to Serene Wizard.

 Unfortunately, while the stream has feelings, the petals do not.

 Serene Wizard has always seen Lokan as a simple-minded brother.

 She has never reciprocated his feelings.

 Moreover,

 Who doesn't know that Serene Wizard's heart is firmly tied to Wizard Palo?

 Only Lokan, the shameless, dared to blatantly express his affection for Serene Wizard.

 He wasn't afraid of offending Wizard Palo at all.

 Let's pull the topic back to the main point.

 As one of the very few Senior Second-Level Wizards who choose the path of body-refining in Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, Lokan's frontal attack ability is terrifyingly strong.

 A full-force punch from him could smash a hundred-meter-high hill, that shows how fierce he is.

 With Lokan leading the charge, the final weakness of the Intelligence Department's special task forces was instantly covered.

 Furthermore, with the addition of Link Grande, a genius with high talent in biological research and potion development, this mission should not be too troublesome.

 Assad Kenneth was full of confidence in successfully completing the mission.

 However, the relationship between Lokan and Link was a headache-inducing problem.

 He hoped that Lokan wouldn't stir up any trouble during the mission.

 Morpheus got his compensation.

 Hmm...

 It couldn't be said that he was happy, only that he wasn't too distraught.

 In the field of research, having one man's contribution top ten, even a hundred or more, was not a rare phenomenon, it was quite common.

 Morpheus was quite worried that the manpower from the Medical Department wouldn't be as efficient as Link Grande.

 But at this point, there was nothing to regret.

 So be it.

 Sighing lightly, Morpheus couldn't be bothered to stay in the meeting room, or even at the forward base, and quickly left.

 To avoid stirring up sad memories, Morpheus didn't personally inform Link.

 He only sent an "email" explaining the matter about the Intelligence Department forming a scouting and combat team behind enemy lines, and borrowing him as a biological consultant and medical expert.

 When Link woke up from good sleep and received this "email", he felt a bit strange.

 He couldn't understand why Assad Kenneth, whom he'd only met twice, would specifically make a request in person from Wizard Palo to borrow him.

 In departmental transfers, just following the transfer procedures and getting the agreement of the two department heads would basically be enough.

 If he didn't understand, he wouldn't think about it.

 Since Wizard Palo didn't outright reject it, it proved one thing.

 That was, Assad was indeed Palo's direct-line, trustworthy and he wouldn't deliberately harm Link.

 Therefore, this transfer was completely acceptable.

 Besides, there were still a few doubts that Link had not clarified regarding the Deformed Fairy's innate special power enhancement mechanism.

 If he resolved these doubts, Link might be able to integrate a set of technologies or potions that could enhance the physical form of a wizard apprentice or First-Level Wizard.

 It would depend on the achievement of this scouting and combat operation behind enemy lines.

 "I agree to the transfer."

 Link dialed up Morpheus and went straight to the point.

 "I know."

 Morpheus's voice didn't have its usual vigor and seemed somewhat suppressed. "I knew you would agree... really..."

 He sighed as he spoke, without finishing his sentence.

 His voice though, was full of reluctant emotions.

 Link curled his lip.

 They had been cunning old foxes for a thousand years, so why the sudden exchange of sentimental words?

 If he was talking about reluctance, Link guessed, Morpheus was certainly reluctant to lose such a good worker, but how reluctant he was varied from person to person.

 They had worked together for quite a while, and the cooperation was pleasant. As he might return to the Potion Department in the future, Link didn't show any abnormality.

 He operated his wizarding network a few times, drew up a potion research and development plan, and sent it out.

 This was what he did during his downtime from the Fairy Mutation research.

 With this plan, the Potion Department wouldn't be so miserable, even if it didn't perform outstandingly.

 Morpheus looked at the plan and happily accepted.

 When the manpower from the Medical Department arrived, he would supervise them using this plan.
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 Work until you drop dead, or thereabouts.

 There was no need for chit-chat, so the connection was quickly dropped.

 Link glanced around his dormitory and began to pack his belongings.

 As the "email" clearly stated, the intelligence department was assembling a special task force for deep reconnaissance and operation behind enemy lines.

 Therefore, aside from necessary magic tools, the items he should bring could not be too bulky or impede his actions.

 Link's roles were those of a biological advisor and a medical specialist. These were the areas he needed to prepare for.

 Before long, Link packed his luggage.

 Everything just fits into a big backpack.

 The official notice for the secondment from the Intelligence Department arrived swiftly, requesting him to wait outside the Potion Department in ten minutes. An official would come to meet him.

 Link picked up his backpack and left his dormitory. He walked through the small courtyard, came directly to the front door, and stood next to the crooked door plate.

 "Get in."

 An off-road vehicle with an arrogant aura executed a drift and stopped in front of Link.

 The driver's side window rolled down, revealing the giddy face of Assad Kenneth.

 Link tossed his backpack onto the back seat and then sat in the passenger seat.

 The off-road vehicle started, moving at an incredible speed.

 After a moment of thought, Link turned his head to the director of the Intelligence Department, who spoke and acted frivolously but was, in fact, a senior second-level wizard. He asked his question, "Mr. Kenneth, I am quite curious as to why you always come to fetch me. I am just a modest first-level wizard, surely not significant enough to make you leave your work unattended at the Intelligence Department to pick me up?"

 Assad snickered, extending his right index finger and tapping the air a few times in Link's direction. "People often say that beauties do not know their own allure. I think you might be playing a similar tune.

 A mere first-level wizard? At this point, who within the legion would regard you as just that?

 It has been barely half a month since you joined the legion, yet you have sequentially taken part in two major feats, each more sophisticated than the last and with greater impact.

 Fetch you? Even the two top-notch leaders of the Intelligence Department would not dare overlook you, let alone this humble department head."

 Taking advantage of the moment, Link followed up with another question: "Then why was it you who fetched me at first?"

 This was the real question that Link wanted to ask.

 The smile on Assad's face tightened slightly before he revealed the truth: "Renee Clarke and I are about to start our own family. Elise begged me to take good care of you."

 Upon hearing this, Link's face twitched a little.

 This was an unanticipated act of nepotism!

 The atmosphere within the car turned somewhat peculiar as they both fell silent.

 Fortunately, they soon arrived at the transportation portal.

 They both alighted from the car.

 Link took his backpack from the back seat and saw the resizing process of the high-end transportation vehicle once again.

 The off-road vehicle shrank to the size of a toy model under Assad's effortless command, flying into his hand before he pocketed it.

 "Let's go. You will have your own soon enough. Your report this time has great value; Wizard Palo definitely will give you a nice reward."

 Assad saw the admiration in Link's eyes as he admired the off-road vehicle that could change size at will, and reassured him with a smile before he stepped ahead into the transportation portal set with coordinates.

 Link immediately followed suit.

 It was like passing through a curtain of water; in an instant, Link left the desolate world dominated by withered yellow and arrived in a fairy world filled with greenery.

 The transportation portal of the outpost was located right in the center of the camp.

 With the portal as its origin, two main roads, one vertical and one horizontal, divided the camp into four main areas.

 The Intelligence Department was located at the core of the North District.

 Exiting the portal area, Assad immediately initiated the miniaturized off-road vehicle and they headed towards the Intelligence Department headquarters with Link in tow.

 The special task force was already fully organized and didn't need to gather again.

 This time, they only added two more.

 Lokan, the Lokan Wizard, had always been at the outpost. As soon as Link arrived, the team was full.

 The vehicle came to a stop and Link carried his backpack before he followed Assad to meet the rest of the special task force.

 From afar, a familiar, tall, and muscular figure entered Link's view.

 It was the Lokan Wizard, whom he hadn't seen in a long time.

 Lokan stretched out his arms and laughed heartily as he approached.

 He acted as if they were very close, as though he was about to offer Link a hug for their reunion after a long separation.

 However, there was a strong and evident malice emitting from his posture, movements, and facial expression.

 Franda, who had been alert via Link's eyesight, was stirred by the malice from the Lokan Wizard.

 Believing that he was threatening Link's safety, she directly activated her heavily modified Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor".

 Link didn't have time nor did he think about stopping it.

 An orchid armor appeared on his brow, made several cracking sounds, and quickly clad him in battle armor, completing the transformation.

 He stood in full armor, obviously prepared for battle.

 It was as if he was roaring, "Don't you dare approach me!"

 The atmosphere at the Intelligence Department changed in an instant.

 It became a bit delicate.

 And a little awkward.
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 "Hehehe..." 

 Assad, who knew Lokan's temperament, let out a goose-like laugh when he saw this scene.

 It's clear at first glance that Link must have suffered a similar misfortune before, hence his extreme resistance.

 However, his stress response was a bit too much, he even used his Destiny Witchcraft.

 Speaking of which, how does his "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" differ so much from others?

 Such a clear refusal, yet Lokan did not let up.

 He still opened his arms and welcomed Link, picking up speed in his step.

 He leaned forward, apparently determined to give Link a big bear hug.

 If the hug really happened, considering Lokan's body-refining physique, strength, and witchcraft power, Link would lose his ability to move in an instant, even if his midriff wasn't crushed.

 Not to mention the ensuing pain and torment, and the lost face in front of his soon-to-be teammates.

 In such a case, Link can only make his refusal more apparent.

 With a thought, he triggered the boots beneath him to spew flames, lifting him into the air, and sent him retreating rapidly.

 He didn't only increase the distance between them, but also placed himself near the entrance of the intelligence department's station, ready to retreat from the camp at any time.

 The memory of how the Wizard Lokan casually slapped the armor off of Link's arm and caused his body, from the shoulder down, to go numb was still quite fresh in Link's mind.

 There was no way he was going to allow Lokan, who clearly meant harm, performed a bear hug on him.

 While avoiding the embrace, Link asked Assad with doubt, "Is no one going to stop this?"

 He asked in a calm tone, seemingly devoid of any emotion.

 But Assad sensed Link's firm determination hiding under his mild tone.

 If no one would lend a hand in this tiny matter, how could Link trust that they, the soon-to-be teammates, would help him in critical moments?

 If he couldn't trust them, why would he join the team and entrust them with his life?

 After all, he was only provisionally assigned and could return to the Potion Department at any time.

 So what if he offended the Intelligence Department?

 So what if he offended them?

 Doesn't everyone have some temperament?

 Assad couldn't help but feel a headache, the joy of his earlier laughter now replaced with stress.

 All of these people were high maintenance, damn difficult to serve.

 "Lokan, restrain yourself a little."

 Assad took a step forward to block Lokan's path, said in a solemn tone, "We are all teammates. Don't create bad memories before the mission, as these may affect our cooperation. This isn't the first time you've done this kind of deep penetration mission, you should know the importance of trust among teammates."

 Lokan stopped in his tracks, stared straight into Assad's eyes for a while, flashed an odd smile, said nothing, lowered his arms, and walked into the camp.

 This mannerism was even worse than if he had said something, at least then everything would be out in the open.

 With a deep sigh, Assad couldn't help but think, these body-refining wizards, their muscles are extremely developed, even their heads are filled with muscles; it's simply impossible to guess what's going on in their brains.

 "Come down, I will take you to meet your teammates."

 Once the sighing was done, Assad waved to Link and called him down.

 "What was his problem?"

 Link landed besides Assad, deactivated his battle armor, and asked in confusion, "Did I offend him somehow?"

 Without waiting for Assad's reply, Link further asked, "The two instances of rumors that blackened my reputation, were they also spread by him?"

 Could his thinking not be so sharp?

 What am I supposed to answer?

 Assad mentally complained, his face devoid of its usual carefree demeanor, even slightly hinting at a mask of pain.

 Choosing to not answer these two questions, he abruptly changed the topic and said, "This time, the special squad consists of seven people. There's a Tier 3 wizard commanding the team, I'm in charge of communication, you're handling biological research and medical duties, Lokan is the front-line attacker when we encounter enemies, 'Black Cat' Betty is in charge of scouting, and Onyx and Mark are in charge of common firepower output."

 After a pause, Assad emphasized, "This is just a basic division and positioning of duties, not limitations. In practical actions, everyone should play a more active role."

 "Understood."

 Seeing Assad avoiding the question, Link didn't continue to ask, instead, he listened seriously to his speech and nodded slightly.

 In the field of wilderness exploration in Different worlds, Link was a complete novice. He had to lower his posture and take time to learn, observe, and think.

 Especially when it came to deep penetration reconnaissance and combat, Link was without any practical experience.

 He needed to learn, observe, and think about this even more.

 By this time, the two had entered the camp.

 Five team members, including Lokan, were seated within, with a burly man leading the group.

 "Gentlemen, this is Link Grande, a First Level Wizard, with an affinity for both the Water and Wood systems, a Genius Potion Master, a prodigy in biology. He has been in the army for half a month and already has two merits to his name."

 Assad began to perform his role in coordinating communication, first introducing Link to the five team members, then introducing each of the five members to Link:

 "This is Boss Otis, a Tier 3 wizard with affinity to the Light, Water, and Earth Systems."

 "This is 'Black Cat' Betty, a Second-Level Wizard with affinity to the wood and earth systems, she excels in scouting, tracking, and proceeding."

 "These two are Onyx and Mark, twins who are Second-Level Wizards with affinities to the wood and fire systems, they excel in explosions, fire suppression, and advancing."

 "This is Lokan, a Senior Second-Level Wizard with super affinity to the water system, he's a body-refining wizard."
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 When introducing Lokan Morton, Assad deliberately emphasized Lokan's identity as a "Body-refining wizard."

 The so-called Body-refining wizard is actually one of the five main wizard sects of the Wizard World.

 These five sects are the Elemental Wizard, Body-refining wizard, Intelligence Mechanism Wizard, True Spirit Wizard, and Beast Controlling Wizard.

 They were created and handed down by the five saints who reconstructed the world in accordance with the World's will after the ancient war between the Wizard World and the World of God.

 The sects created by the four martyred saints have now been used for the reconstruction of the world and no longer exist.

 It was the saint of the Elemental Wizard sect that settled the western continental shelf of the main continent.

 Thus, the western part of the main continent, including the West Coast, is mainly occupied by Elemental Wizards.

 Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, one of the many wizard organizations on the West Coast, primarily nurtures Elemental Wizards.

 Those who have converted to other sects like Lokan are not unheard of, but they are relatively few, hence their rarity.

 The Body-refining wizard, as the name suggests, mainly harnesses the potential of the physical body and takes the path of attaining sainthood through physical strength.

 Assad's emphasis was a word of caution.

 Elemental Wizards in front of Body-refining wizards are like eggs in front of rocks, easily crushed.

 If one can't afford to offend, it's best to avoid.

 Link got the point, smiled and nodded, expressing gratitude with thankful eyes.

 "As for me,"

 Assad formally introduced himself, "Assad Kenneth, Senior Second-Level Wizard, Super Light System Affinity, True Spirit Wizard."

 Link's pupils slightly contracted, taken by surprise.

 A True Spirit Wizard mainly cultivates the soul, casting spells with spiritual power, or according to the internal terms of the True Spirit Wizard sect, main power comes from the mind.

 Its focus is on people's cognition and soul, characterized by curses and soul confusion, killing subconsciously.

 No wonder Assad has a high say in the team, even with a Tier 3 Wizard, Boss Otis, being there.

 True Spirit Wizards have a coordination and communication advantage over other wizard sects, especially Body-refining wizards.

 Once a First Ring witchcraft spiritual link is launched, it can connect directly with everyone in the team.

 Communication can be done without speaking.

 It's not only efficient and stealthy, but also unrestricted by terrain.

 Its importance is further accentuated when magic communication devices are ineffective.

 The captain of the Special Task Squad, Tier 3 Wizard, Boss Otis, lightly patted his hand, attracting everyone's attention, and seriously said: "Take a good rest today, we'll move out early tomorrow. Dismissed."

 Having said that, Wizard Otis walked straight out of the camp and went to his tent.

 Link was even more shocked.

 Was that it?

 They didn't mention anything about the target, marching route, precautions, contingency plans, nothing at all.

 This seemed ridiculous.

 But 'Black Cat' Betty, twins Onyx and Mark, Assad, even Lokan, took it for granted, showing no surprise at all.

 Betty, Onyx, and Mark left the camp one after another.

 Before leaving, they each carefully stared at Link's face for a while, yet they didn't say a word.

 Lokan stood up and walked over to Link.

 His tall body blocked the light, casting a shadow and completely covering Link, creating immense pressure.

 Bending over, Lokan's expression was somewhat mocking, as he laughed and said, "Little lad, I bet you didn't think you'd run into me here, huh? As soon as I heard you were drafted, I couldn't wait to see you."

 Link calmly met Lokan's gaze, showing no signs of fearfulness, and asked with bewilderment:

 "I've always wondered, did I offend you?

 Why continue to target me?

 You smacked me the first time we met;

 While I was in the Cultivation Secret Realm, you lured Jasmine Kidman to voluntarily accept the Serene Wizard's qualification upgrade experiment;

 You instigated others to spread rumors about me on two separate occasions, tarnishing my image;

 And just now, you again tried to intimidate me.

 I am puzzled about all of this.

 Wizard Lokan, may I know the reason why you are doing this?"

 Upon hearing this, Lokan burst into laughter as if he had heard an amusing joke.

 His laughter gradually grew louder, filling the entire camp with its reverberation.

 When he had laughed enough, he slowly quieted down, and with a tone full of ridicule, Lokan chuckled, "What does it have to do with you if I target you?"

 With that, Lokan raised his two right fingers, gestured towards his eyes, then pointed at Link. He then let out a creepy jeering laugh, making a threat: "Better watch out, I'll be keeping an eye on you."

 Leaving these divisive words behind, Wizard Lokan strode out of the camp, his back showing a hint of arrogance.

 Link watched Lokan's retreating figure, his gaze profound.

 Assad, who was by his side, couldn't help but sigh.

 The two, who had initially no grievances against each other, were now without a doubt enemies after this encounter.

 After a thought, Assad started, "No matter what, during the mission, with Boss Otis here, Lokan wouldn't risk undermining the mission to mess with you."

 "Really?"

 Link smiled and didn't give it much thought.

 Asking others for help is worse than helping oneself.

 Can you really leave your life and fortunes in the hands of others?

 Seeing Link's attitude, Assad extinguished his thoughts of mediating, instead saying, "Let's go, I'll take you to rest."

 "Okay, thank you, Wizard Kenneth."

 Link did not refuse this arrangement and expressed his thanks sincerely.

 "Just call me Assad."

 As he headed toward the exit, Assad spoke while walking, "Later, I will send you some materials, about deep enemy lines reconnaissance and combat. Familiarize yourself with it first, so it won't escalate into panic once the mission starts tomorrow."

 "Okay."

 "During the mission tomorrow, you'll stick with me. When possible, I'll guide you and enlighten you about some precautionary points."
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 "Hmm, thank you, Assad." 

 In the process of heading towards the tent, Assad shows a calm and reliable demeanor that contrasts with his frivolous personality, constantly giving Link some basic knowledge.

 "You should rest first."

 Arriving at a brand new tent, Assad bids farewell and then leaves.

 Link watches him go, then turns to pull open the door curtain and climbs into the tent.

 The inside of the tent is not small and is divided into several areas.

 There's even a washbasin.

 Link puts down his bag, flops onto the bed, pulls out his handheld device, opens the information sent by Assad, and starts to read seriously.

 When it comes to matters of life and death, no amount of care can be too much.

 Time passes as he studies earnestly.

 The next day comes quickly.

 While it's still dark, Assad informs Link to gather via a spiritual link.

 In front of the Intelligence Agency's barracks, six team members line up by height.

 Boss Otis, with his square face, stands in front of the team, looking each person in the eye for two seconds from left to right, then says, "After the mission starts, follow instructions for all actions, and don't make any rash decisions. Is that clear?"

 "Understood!"

 Assad takes the lead, and others follow, shouting unanimously in response.

 "Let's go!"

 Boss Otis waves his hand, taking the lead to board the flying vehicle parked nearby, which highly resembles a Chinook helicopter.

 When everyone is on board, the flight vehicle immediately activates, entering a comprehensive cloaking state including, but not limited to optical, acoustic, and spiritual aspects, and leaves the base.

 From a high altitude, the base is in the shape of a Chinese character for field, with the teleportation portal at the very center.

 The scenery inside and outside the base is completely different.

 Inside the base, everything is identical to the Wizard World except the living conditions are a bit harsh.

 Once you leave the base, the world changes entirely.

 You can see all sorts of greenery everywhere between heaven and earth.

 An evergreen primeval forest stretches as far as the eye can see.

 Tall, bizarre rocks and mountains stand straight up to the sky and cover extensive areas, numerous in number, like bamboo shoots after a rainstorm.

 Three differently colored "suns" hang in the sky.

 One yellow, one red, one white.

 Except for the absence of floating rocks, Link feels like he has arrived at Pandora Planet from the movie Avatar.

 Everything in front of his eyes is so similar.

 No wonder when dissecting a fairy before, Link felt like he had seen a similar image somewhere.

 Add a long tail to the fairy, lengthen its body, and you have a perfect replica of the Navi People.

 Perhaps because of the similar ecological environments, similar species evolved.

 Link could only guess in this direction.

 The cloaked flying vehicle moves quickly between numerous mountains and crosses over dozens of primeval forests. After covering an unknown distance from the forward base, it finally begins to slow down and decrease its altitude.

 It seems they are about to reach their destination.

 Link, following Assad, unbuckles his seatbelt, stands up from his seat, and walks to the side door, ready to skydive.

 Standing near the door, Link adjusts his "Defender 3202" suit to a jungle camouflage style, and puts on a transparent facemask that covers his entire face.

 This facemask has a powerful air filtration and purification function that can block all known poisonous gases in the Fairy World.

 It also comes with a stable short-distance communication function.

 Controlled by spiritual power, it can switch between team communication and private communication modes.

 A backpack containing several sets of miniaturized experimental equipment is securely fastened to his body, not hindering his movements.

 Link checks his condition from top to bottom a few times to make sure he is good to go and meets the standard.

 The flight vehicle lowers its altitude again, preparing to launch the team.

 As there is still time, Link gives Assad a light elbow nudge, selects private chat mode, and asks the question that he has been holding back since yesterday, "Are we just taking action like this? Don't we have any plan?"

 Assad looks at Link with a strange look in his eyes, and curiously retorts, "Plan? What plan? The most meticulous plans can still fail if the enemy doesn't cooperate."

 "So, screw the plan."

 "We'll adapt to whatever comes!"
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 The flying vehicle hovers in place.

 The deck hatch suddenly opens.

 "Quick, quick, quick! Jump, jump, jump!"

 Boss Otis with the square face gives orders over the team's channel.

 Lokan steps ahead and falls out of the deck hatch towards the ground.

 The twins Onyx and Mark follow closely behind.

 Betty, the "Black Cat", first throws out a dozen biomimetic hummingbird reconnaissance Magic Tools before skydiving down.

 Assad gives Link a look, signaling him to learn, and jumps down first.

 Link is observing carefully, studying and learning.

 He notices that everyone jumps straight down, with no such actions of bending down and holding their knees, or diving headfirst with their limbs spread out.

 There are indeed vast differences between wizards and ordinary people.

 Following their example, Link also keeps his legs together, his entire body like a straight stone pillar, descending from heaven.

 The moment he leaves the flight vehicle, Link feels what is meant by "Different World".

 The Fairy World's surface gravity acceleration has a significant difference compared to the Wizard World's surface gravity acceleration.

 If the Wizard World's surface gravity acceleration is 10m/s², the Fairy World's surface gravity acceleration would be 12m/s².

 Compared to when he was in the Wizard World, Link's falling speed is noticeably faster.

 The air density and surface atmospheric pressure in the Fairy World are slightly greater than in the Wizard World.

 In mid-air, Link activates his Magic Tool ring on his left ring finger with spiritual power and checks the air composition.

 He finds that the air composition in the Fairy World has significant differences compared to the Wizard World and the forward base.

 The concentration of "oxygen" is much lower.

 The concentration of inert gases, which ordinary humans cannot breathe, is much higher.

 No wonder that those fairies in the isolation cells were instinctively breathing greedily.

 It's just like people living in industrial cities who are accustomed to the air filled with industrial waste gas, suddenly entering a forest known as a "natural oxygen bar", breathing in very high-quality fresh air.

 One can't help but take deep breaths.

 Then you feel completely different, much more relaxed.

 He's already descended more than half the required height, about to land.

 Link concentrates his attention to avoid making mistakes.

 He must land stably; he can't fall to the ground, let alone make a spectacle like the X special team did, falling in all sorts of strange ways.

 Impacting the mission is secondary, mainly he can't lose face.

 Link doesn't choose to use the jet thrust from his boots to counteract the speed and force. While it's convenient, it's too conspicuous.

 Instead, he uses the "Defender 3202" suit's built-in levitation function.

 The cloak, which usually fits him tightly, slightly lifts, while the boots underneath him simultaneously produce an ascending buoyancy force.

 His falling speed suddenly slows down.

 He gently and slowly lands, light as a feather.

 In terms of style, posture, temperament, except for the difference in his attire and the setting, in all other aspects, he's just like Batman.

 As soon as he lands, Link hears Assad's voice on the team channel: "Link, stay behind me and stay alert. If you encounter any creatures you think are valuable for research, let me know in advance. If permission is given, then you can take samples."

 "Received, understood."

 Link replies on the team channel.

 As a newcomer, he should obey orders.

 This point, Link understood well.

 At this point, Captain Otis, the boss, quietly lands and starts giving orders, strategizing: "Lokan leads the way, Betty scouts, Onyx and Mark alert on both sides, Assad and Link stay in the middle, I'll bring up the rear, search forward, target: Fairy King Forest."

 "Yes!"

 Everyone responds in unison.

 They quickly form a spindle-shaped formation according to Otis's arrangements, advancing and searching forward.

 Assad takes the opportunity to enlighten Link:

 "There's a sacred place in the Fairy World, that is the Fairy King Forest, where the Fairy King of the Rainforest Fairies resides.

 Before the end of the second battle, Sage Palo personally stepped forward and seriously injured the Fairy King.

 Only after this did large-scale fairy mutations happen.

 To scout this information, going directly to the Fairy King Forest won't be wrong."

 After pausing, remembering that Link is participating in the Different World campaign for the first time and doesn't possess many common facts that aren't covered in textbooks, documents, and literature, he patiently explains:

 "Below the portal of the forward base, there's a specific Rune Array.

 The Will of the Wizard World can descend upon the Fairy World through this Rune Array, gradually 'infusing' the regulations affiliated with the forward base area.

 So, every aspect of the rules of the forward base leans towards the Wizard World.

 In the 'wilderness' that the Will of the World doesn't cover, the Will of the Fairy World is absolutely dominant.

 I believe you should've felt the differences with gravity, atmosphere, ecological environment, and such.

 This is a manifestation of the absolute dominance of the Fairy World's Will.

 Some of our witchcraft and Magic Tools might be of no use if they do not comply with the rules of the Fairy World, you must be aware of this.

 Remember, pioneering a Different World, going deep behind enemy lines to scout, is not a dinner invitation.

 There's no semblance of peacefulness, when you need to take action, you mustn't hesitate, otherwise it will harm others as well as yourself."

 "Hmm."

 Link slightly nods, indicating his understanding, and then asks, "The material you sent me yesterday mentioned that wizards favored by the World Will, during the process of pioneering a Different World, will get help from the World Will. What sort of assistance is this? It wasn't written in the material, do you know? Can you tell me?"

 On hearing this, Assad suddenly falls silent.

 After a while, he directly opens the team channel and says with a sour tone: "Link just asked me about what kind of aid those favored by the World Will receive during the pioneering process. I hope everyone can join in answering him, I shouldn't be the only one guiding the newcomer."
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 We are all team members, sharing both joy and suffering together.

 Assad shouldn't be the only one subjected to such stimulation, right?

 "Hmph!"

 Lokan was the first to respond, clearly displeased.

 "I know, but I don't want to say."

 Betty, also known as "Black Cat," is as haughty as a cat herself.

 "Hehehe... hehehe..."

 The twins, Onyx and Mark, let out ambiguous laughs.

 In the end, it was Boss Otis who provided the explanation: "As long as the World's Consciousness descends on the Different World, even if it doesn't cover everything, but only a few 'strongholds,' like the current Fairy World, then you don't have to worry about witchcraft becoming ineffective."

 After speaking, Boss Otis emphasized: "Before becoming Official Wizards, if you can get the World's Consciousness to favor you, your future promotion to Sage would be relatively easier. If this is your case, congratulations."

 Everyone's reactions, especially Lokan's, made Link realize that he had unknowingly bragged about himself.

 It seemed as though he had just casually voiced a doubt.

 In fact, he was like a king casually stating his earnings, successfully showing off in an instant.

 "Thank you, Boss Otis."

 In a flash of thought, Link decided to speak less in the future.

 Assad utterly stopped talking.

 He probably didn't want to interact with the show-off beside him.

 Fearful of being suddenly struck by a surprise stimulation.

 Link also decided not to speak needlessly, but rather to stay alert and observe everything around him as the team continued to move.

 Inside the "Seed" in his Sea of Consciousness, Franda was also keeping an eye on the Fairy World through Link's vision.

 Currently, the "Seed" was in its second stage, which required a large amount of biological information, biological resources, and mineral resources. She was considering whether she could find something in the Fairy World that the "Seed" could devour and digest.

 A horse can't get fat without grazing at night.

 Just relying on earning Magic Stones to exchange for the resources needed to nurture the "Seed" would be too slow.

 It would be much more efficient to have a few more occasions like when they were favored by the World's Consciousness, allowing them to instantly complete the first stage of Sublimation.

 Even without such good fortune, freebies were still desirable.

 The team moved quickly.

 Even though they were deeply encroached behind enemy territory, approaching the Rainforest Fairy's core area.

 Not only was the terrain complex, but there was also a risk of encountering the Rainforest Fairy's patrol team at any time.

 However, with the help of "Black Cat" Betty's reconnaissance and route planning.

 The Special Forces Squad managed to avoid all hidden sentries, patrol teams, and traps and casually reached the edge of the Fairy King's Forest.

 "Rest for ten minutes."

 Just before entering the Fairy King's Forest, Boss Otis ordered a halt to the team's progress.

 Inside the "Seed," Franda shouted at the same time: "Boss, boss, there's a discovery!"

 Link immediately focused to receive the information shared by Franda.

 It turned out that a bunch of inconspicuous flowers on the necessary route of the Special Forces Squad into the King's Forest caught Franda's attention.

 The "Seed" didn't have the "desire" to devour this bush of flowers.

 Franda, on the other hand, instinctively felt that there was something unusual about these flowers.

 Franda, who had received all of Link's knowledge and was now the "Spirit" within the "Seed," had many attributes that are different from and stronger than Link in terms of intuition, perception, and way of thinking.

 This was not an effect of intelligence, but rather a different perspective on things.

 After several occurrences, Link already placed absolute trust in Franda's keen instinct in this regard.

 Link intently looked at the flowers.

 Armed with extensive knowledge, the talent in Botany, and aid from the talent in Magic Apothecary.

 After a few glances, he noticed the anomaly.

 "Report: Unknown discovery, Requesting permission for research."

 Just as everyone was preparing to follow Boss Otis's orders for a rest, Link suddenly shouted in the team channel, immediately drawing everyone's attention.

 "Granted."

 Boss Otis immediately responds and issues orders, "Abandon rest, keep on guard. Assad to accompany Link on the research."

 "Yes."

 Everyone responded and took action.

 "Black Cat" Betty adjusted the layout of the Biomimetic Hummingbird, bringing the entire 2 km radius area into its surveillance range.

 Lokan faced the Fairy King's Forest, ready to confront enemies at any time.

 The twins, Onyx and Mark spread out to the left and right.

 Boss Otis stood still on the spot with his eyes closed, sensing things carefully.

 This is what the actual Different World Pioneering is like.

 With the help of various smart Magic Tools developed by Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, especially Reconnaissance Magic Tools, marching can be very smooth, almost undetectable.

 However, once they begin research on the Different World, they are likely to invite attention and interference from the world consciousness of the Different World.

 Using various ways, like whims, ordinances, and visions, to alert the Indigenous forces, is the most common method of interference.

 Sometimes, they might even directly cause natural disasters.

 "Be cautious and be prepared for changes."

 As Assad accompanies Link to the flower bush, he kindly reminded him.

 "Yeah, I will."

 Link solemnly responded.

 Being prudent leads to eating a full meal. Upon hearing the advice, Link promptly asked Franda to enhance her vigilance. He too remained very vigilant himself.

 Upon reaching the bush of flowers, Link untied his backpack, took out a set of miniaturized botanical equipment, and started to get busy.

 First, taking samples.

 From the pollen on the petals to the pistils, the leaves, the branches, and the stems and roots, each part was sampled twice. Carefully, two flower plants are uprooted for a whole sample.
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 Next, he took two separate samples of the soil under the flower bed.

 He stored one sample in his backpack and conducted an on-the-spot test for the other.

 Test again.

 Bottles, cans, cups, tubes all followed, processing the sample in turns.

 One by one, the samples were processed quickly, now just waiting for the test results.

 In his spare time.

 Link plucked a flower and held it in his hand, carefully observing it.

 Many times, one cannot overly rely on device detection, as vital information or clues can also be found through direct observation.

 This time, perhaps Link got "lucky", or he discovered it through his knowledge and talent.

 He found an interesting thing in the flower's stamen.

 Similar to the spiral pattern in the pupils of a Deformed Fairy!

 They were very, very small and extremely inconspicuous.

 If you don't closely observe, you wouldn't notice.

 Such a pattern in a flower's stamen, how could Link not investigate it?

 He carefully released some spiritual power, "touching" the "Sharingan" of the stamen, sensing it.

 Nothing special, it's as if it grew naturally.

 But the more something seemed natural in the Fairy World, the more Link needs to be aware of abnormalities.

 Either this kind of flower is a material used in biological transformations and enhancements by Fairies;

 Or, this sort of flower underwent some mutations due to certain stimuli.

 Link's eyes fell on the soil under the flower bed, which was clearly different from the surrounding soil. He couldn't help but recall the times during the two-area competition when some plants mutated after absorbing Divine Flesh.

 Something extraordinary might be buried beneath.

 "Report, I think there might be something buried under the flower bed. Requesting permission to excavate."

 After some thought, Link decided not to do it himself but to let the other team members do the work.

 If there was any danger, he wouldn't have to face it directly. His experienced and powerful teammates could handle it.

 It was a very reasonable thought process.

 Boss Otis glanced over at him.

 Even behind his visor, one could still distinctly feel the brilliant light that flashed in his eyes for a moment.

 As if he was seeing through the soil, directly trying to find whatever Link believed to be buried.

 Unfortunately, he returned unsuccessful but noticed some abnormalities.

 His expression instantly turned serious, and he said in a deep voice, "Link, step back. Assad, get to work. Be careful."

 "Yes."

 Assad immediately took the order. He reached into his waist and a miniature Intelligent Puppet fell on the ground, and it grew larger with a crackling sound.

 With a few creaks, the Intelligent Puppet started and stretched out its mechanical arms, like the bucket of an excavator, and started to dig.

 At this time, Assad also stood in front of Link, ready to step in at any time.

 Not long after, they dug through the shallow layer of soil, revealing a patch of bloody residue.

 "Pause for a bit, I need to take a sample."

 Link spoke just in time; otherwise, with the efficiency of the Intelligent Puppet, the bloody residue would have been dug up entirely.

 If that happened, even if they could rescue it, they might lose an important research material.

 Assad responded very quickly.

 The Intelligent Puppet stopped at his command.

 Link quickly came forward under Assad's close protection and Boss Otis's watchful eyes, and swiftly sampled both the bloody residue and the soil stained by it.

 Once the sampling was done, he immediately retreated.

 The Intelligent Puppet resumed digging.

 It wasn't long before a broken arm—green and layered with scales—appeared in front of everyone.

 Even after being buried underground for a long time, it was still intact and even emitted a faint aura of suppression.

 "Fairy King's broken arm?"

 Upon seeing it, Assad immediately exclaimed.

 Boss Otis carefully sensed it for a moment, confirming this guess: "Yes, otherwise it would not have escaped my gaze just now."

 As it turned out, what he sensed earlier but could not specifically find, was the Fairy King's broken arm.

 This made sense now.

 The Fairy King's rank is equivalent to a Fourth Level Sage after all.

 This discovery is significant, not only does it hold high research value, but it can also assist the strategic planning department in formulating battle plans.

 Just this one discovery demonstrated the value of Link Grande whom Assad insisted on bringing along.

 Indeed, he was quite talented.

 " Pack it up and we'll study it back home."

 Thoughts raced through Boss Otis's mind, but it didn't interfere with his ability to give decisive orders.

 "Yes."

 Assad complied.

 This time, he didn't let Link do anything.

 Assad took out a miniature cooler from his pocket, expanded it to normal size, and placed the Fairy King's broken arm inside it.

 Close the container.

 Assad then took out a Magic Tool that blocked sensing and locked the cooler.

 With this, the special operations squad's whereabouts wouldn't be sensed by the Fairy King through the broken limb.

 At this time, Otis walked up to Link and patted him on the shoulder and said solemnly:

 "You're doing pretty well.

 Don't worry about anything in the future, just give it your all.

 As long as I'm here, no one will be able to touch you, so rest assured."

 Not too far away, Lokan's face twisted instantly.

 This statement was meant for him to hear, wasn't it?

 It was a warning for him to behave and not to undermine Link, right?

 Damn!

 He was furious.
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 "Thank you." 

 Link felt the good intentions of Boss Otis and sincerely thanked him.

 This is the advantage of displaying your value.

 When superiors or companions see the worth you carry, the benefits you can bring to them, they will value you, and, for their own interests, protect or support you.

 Otherwise, even if Link carried the name "Genius Potion Master" and had accumulated two meritorious deeds under his belt, and even if he joined the Intelligence Special Team as an invited transfer, no one would have assisted him, no one was willing to stand up for him and stop Lokan, when he was clearly targeted for oppression by the Lokan Wizard.

 Even Assad's initial reaction was to watch and laugh.

 Although this matter had passed, Link reminded himself of it from time to time to encourage himself to keep going.

 If one does not strive for self-improvement, one cannot stand on their own.

 Before becoming powerful, learning to use others' momentum wisely can also be a temporary measure.

 But it is only a temporary measure.

 True power belongs to oneself.

 One has to be tough to forge ahead!

 After Assad had dealt with the Fairy King's severed arm,

 Link came forward again, taking samples from the blood stains on the bottom of the severed arm, and the soil that was stained with blood.

 These samples, seemingly identical, are actually distinctly different.

 Time played a role in this.

 The same blood stains, the same soil, would result in different changes.

 If these changes were thoroughly studied, there might be surprising findings.

 In addition, the "seed" had a strong desire for the blood flowing out from the severed arm.

 After Link extracted enough samples for his research and saw that the test results had yet to come out and that he had some free time, he extracted the residual blood in the soil.

 "Is this blood of use to you?"

 Assad, who had been watching this scene, raised an eyebrow and asked curiously.

 "Yes."

 Link did not avoid the question, but answered straightforwardly.

 His actions did not affect other members of the special team, nor did it delay the mission, so there was nothing to hide.

 "Just keep it under control and don't affect the main business."

 Assad, accustomed to this sight, didn't have much to say, and only kindly reminded him.

 In the course of missions, if Assad found something beneficial for himself, he would also try to get it in his hands.

 As he said, as long as it's kept under control so it doesn't affect the main business.

 The same was true for others.

 Everyone did the same.

 After all, which wizard doesn't need to do some research?

 Otherwise, where would knowledge come from?

 Only the purpose of some wizards' research is extremely strong, it is specifically for the enhancement of strength.

 For some wizards, like Link, it's not just about enhancing strength, but also about hobbies and professional habits.

 Before long, Link had extracted all the blood and the test results had already come out.

 After carefully reading all the test results and pondering over them, Link's brows furrowed tightly.

 This unassuming cluster of flowers, indeed mutated because it absorbed the blood flowing out of the severed arm.

 The key is not the small flower, but the blood flowing from the severed arm.

 The test results from the severed arm's blood led Link to a conjecture.

 The Fairy King seemed to have undergone modification and strengthening before his battle with Sage Palo.

 To put it another way, it has undergone biochemical modification and enhancement specifically targeted at the Fairy's genetic abilities!

 Link didn't hoard this clue but directly reported it to the squad's channel. "Captain, the test results of the Fairy King's severed arm blood suggest that it seems to have 'mutated' earlier. I think this situation deserves attention."

 "Huh?"

 Boss Otis was immediately taken aback.

 He took the brain Link passed over, reviewed the test results on the severed arm's blood and compared it with the partial blood and tissue fluid test information in the autopsy report of the deformed fairy that Link had deliberately called up.

 Upon comparing, it did seem possible that the Fairy King had undergone biochemical modification and strengthening before the second battle began.

 Only, perhaps because the attacking momentum of the army was too swift, the Fairy King couldn't wait for the completion of the modification and strengthening process on his body, and had to take action early to stop them.

 The Level 4 Fairy King of Fairy World with a cap at Level 5, how could it withstand the Fourth Level Sage of Wizard World.

 Sage Palo severely wounded the Fairy King with one strike.

 In that battle, Palo's Sage Army wiped out the Fairy King's elite guard.

 The Fairy King abandoned the main forces, fleeing with grave injuries.

 Sage Palo chose not to pursue alone, so as not to invoke the direct attack of the world's consciousness in the Fairy World.

 That's how the Fairy King barely escaped with his life.

 Looking at it now, the large scale sudden mutations of fairies after the second battle,

 It seemed like the Fairy King's "salvation" act, which had to be pushed forward, even knowing full well that the plan for biochemical modification and strengthening was not yet mature.

 It couldn't be more tragic.

 That was Link's guess.

 Furthermore, he even envisioned a scene.

 A leader standing in front of a large, impatient crowd, delivering a passionate speech: "If we die today, we'll die anyway; if we make a grand plan, we'll also die, we'll only end up anticipating death, can a dead country be saved?"

 Even though he had crossed wires and the scene was not the same,

 Link couldn't help but use the Mind Closure Technique to block the feelings of shame and rejection in his heart that were born out of him being involved in an invasion and plunder.

 The morals of his previous life were still deeply influencing Link.

 What a person is.

 Entering a rational state, Link began to think coldly.

 There was no sign of zombification in the Fairy King's severed arm.

 This was in line with Link's approach and final plan for refining a Fairy's biochemical modification and strengthening.

 He had enough sources of vitality to supply biochemical modification and strengthening instead of excessively consuming one's vitality and potential for life,
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 This would enhance the innate abilities of the fairies without causing a ghastly bodily transformation or affecting their sanity.

 The Fairy King, benefiting from his significant status and abundant vitality, seemed to have withstood the detrimental side effects of transformation and enhancement.

 But then a question arises.

 Why hasn't the scheme for biochemical enhancement and transformation, which had been launched on a large scale upon returning to the Fairy King Forest, been improved so far? Especially after seeing so many fairies mutate - so much so, that even the Medical Department diagnosed it as a "plague".

 Did the problem lie with the Fairy King, or with the fairy or institution that developed this scheme for the Fairy King?

 Link pondered over it.

 So did Boss Otis.

 "Set off, head straight for the Fairy King's Court!"

 Making a snap decision, Otis gave his orders.

 The time Link took to collect and test samples served as a period of rest.

 The special operations team immediately resumed their journey.

 Once they entered the Fairy King Forest, "Black Cat" Betty released even more Biomimetic Hummingbirds.

 Assad also took out a crystal ball-like Second Ring magic tool.

 He muttered a brief incantation to activate the magic tool's function.

 Link was surprised.

 In the Wizard World, witchcraft had developed over a long period, and wizards no longer needed incantations.

 Every wizard, even Wizard Apprentices, cast magic wordlessly and without a wand.

 The incantations are only used as activation language for some rune arrays, rune barriers, and special magic tools.

 The crystal ball-like Second Ring magic tool, requiring an incantation to activate, must have a powerful and special function.

 The dim light from the crystal ball sprinkled uniformly over every member of the special operations team.

 After stepping into the Fairy King Forest, any sense of rejection from the forest that Link might have been feeling, vanished in an instant.

 Turn enemies into friends?

 Impressive!

 Link wasn't sure of the exact function of the crystal ball and spouted off an educated guess.

 He then focused his attention on the journey, learning and gaining experience as much as he could.

 Deep in the Fairy King Forest, was the location of the Royal Court.

 The atmosphere in the palace built of logs had been one of panic for over a "month".

 After being injured, the Supreme King entered a sacred place to sleep and heal his wounds.

 After a long discussion behind closed doors, the three princes unveiled an experimental scheme that the Supreme King had been undertaking before he went to battle.

 This experiment was said to enhance the innate special powers of all fairy clans.

 But the Supreme King fell into a deep sleep before the experiment was finished.

 The "demons" from the Different World would certainly not let this lie; they would still organize a counterattack.

 Therefore, the three princes decided to call upon brave warriors to undertake this high-risk experiment.

 The successful ones would stay to continue increasing their strength.

 The failures, knowing they were doomed, would bravely charge at the "demons" from the Different World, disrupting their deployment and delaying their attack.

 Under the call of the Royal Court, and the pressing threat of the "demons" from the Different World, countless brave fairy warriors stepped forward.

 With indomitable spirit and resolute will, they accepted the experiment.

 Only one in ten were successful.

 Of the initial hundred thousand fairy warriors, less than ten thousand underwent a rather benign transformation and enhancement.

 Although their bodies had somewhat mutated, their sanity was intact, and even seemed to have somewhat improved.

 But the 90,000 who devolved into deformed warriors could only face certain death bravely while launching their attacks on the "demons" of the Different World.

 They hoped that their sacrifice would buy time for the successful ones to develop further.

 However, things suddenly took a turn.

 The Supreme King remained asleep, and the royal clan's personal guard was completely annihilated.

 The power of the Fairy Royal Family was extremely depleted.

 This gave the nobles from various non-rainforest fairy clans a sense that they could topple the Fairy Royal Family's rule over the fairy world that had lasted for almost a thousand years with just a gentle push.

 The deep-seated desire for power and status prompted some of the great nobles, who had long harbored ulterior motives, to take action.

 Some formed alliances with each other, some colluded with warriors who were successfully enhanced by the experiment, and some secretly prepared for rebellion.

 The flurry of activity intensified the panic in the Royal Court.

 The three princes were kept busy trying to respond to probes from the great nobles of different clans.

 Until one day, the "Town Device" of the Royal Court sounded a warning.

 "Demons" from the Different World have set foot in the King's Forest!

 The three princes immediately arrived in front of the mirror-shaped "Town Device", intending to observe the invaders' movements and size.

 All they could see was a blur of light and shadowy figures within that light.

 Upon closer inspection, the three princes confirmed that there were only seven invaders.

 But it was obvious even without giving it much thought.

 The intruders who dared to invade the Fairy King Forest with such small numbers were certainly the elite of the elite.

 The harsh memory of the fifty thousand strong fairy force attacking a key position defended by only 200 "demons" from the Different World, hoping to support the hundred thousand main forces that were at a disadvantage, and ending up being unable to advance a step after a whole "day", suddenly flashed across the minds of the three princes.

 Especially the eldest prince, who commanded that fifty thousand strong fairy force, shivered at the recall.

 It was as if he was back on the battlefield.

 At the time when the fifty thousand strong fairy force sang their final lament.

 Recalling how the "demons" from the Different World had launched their huge sky fortress that blocked out the sun, dropping explosive spheroids that wiped out the fairy force who were not deterred by death, stepping over the bodies of their own kind, charging again and again, in an instant.
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 Seven demons from the Different World dared to invade King's Forest. Even if they didn't carry the same terrifying aura as the previous 200 demons, they were formidable enough to cause distress!

 Heavy pressure instantly overwhelmed the hearts of the three princes.

 "A...agree to their terms."

 The eldest prince swallowed nervously, his eyes filled with fear, his voice trembling as he spoke, "Agree to those high aristocrats, as long as they're willing to send their troops."

 The vitality of the Fairy royal family had reached its limit after losing an army of fifty thousand, a main force of a hundred thousand, and a personal guard of six thousand for the Supreme King. They were too weak to organize a potent resistance.

 The "next generation" fairies, numbering less than ten thousand, were the last strength of the Fairy royal family.

 They must be preserved and not used casually.

 Before the mobilized civilian fairies could form a fighting force, they could only call upon the armies of great aristocrats from other clans to resist the invasion of the demons from the Different World.

 To buy themselves some time and create breathing space.

 However, when facing a foreign enemy, it's always the common people who are the most selfless, sacrificing themselves for their country.

 The high-ranking aristocrats who enjoyed the privileges brought by their power always acted in their own interests. How could they give selflessly?

 Deploying armies?

 Of course.

 What conditions can the Royal Clan offer in return?

 What?

 Nation perish, species perish, world perish?

 The "guests" from the Different World didn't launch an attack immediately after they arrived. Instead, they first sent ambassadors to try to convince the Royal Clan to agree to a peaceful coexistence and the joint development of the Fairy World.

 In the end, the Royal Clan boldly refused the ambassadors from the Different World and took the initiative to start a war.

 Now that the war has been lost, they even plan to draft the lower-class civilians for their high-risk experiments, and also expect us to aid them without any rewards?!

 Absurd!

 Even the "guests" from the Different World don't expect that.

 They promised that once they overthrow the corrupt rule of the Royal Clan, they won't forcefully rule the Fairy World.

 Fairies would govern their own world. As long as they would cooperate in the exploitation of some resources and occasionally dispatch troops to follow them into battles, it would suffice.

 Moreover, there will be rewards for doing these things. The prices were clearly marked with no intentions to deceive.

 The aristocrats had already contacted the auxiliary troops from the Different World.

 Everything that the Wizard promised was true, and everything was fulfilled.

 Hence, the resistance among the several Fairy grand aristocrats from different clans was not firm.

 They have been haggling with the Royal Clan and have put forward many conditions.

 "Have you lost your mind?"

 The Second Prince, who was strongly advocating for war and refusing to compromise, glared at the eldest prince, "Do you even realize what you're saying? Wake up! Out of touch! If we show even the slightest weakness, will those 'pack of wolves' let us go? They will tear us apart!"

 "Then what do you suggest we do?"

 The eldest prince erupted, glaring back accusingly, yelling in a heated outburst, "With father dormant, the Royal Clan at its weakest, without agreeing to those high aristocrats, how are we to resist? With our heads? How many lives do we have? How many times can our heads be cut off?"

 "Enough, both of you, stop arguing!"

 The youngest but most imposing Third Prince slammed his fist onto the table, releasing an aura that repressed the anger from both the eldest and the Second Prince.

 Seeing his hotheaded brothers calming down, the Third Prince calmly added, "Let's deal with the current situation before we think about the future."

 The eldest prince and Second Prince, of course, knew that the Third Prince was referring to the seven demons invading King's Forest. They asked in unison, "How do we resolve this?"

 The Third Prince's eyes shone with wisdom, "Inform the major aristocrats, tell them that the 'guests' from the Different World have sent an ambassador. We, the Royal Clan, are willing to negotiate peace, but we are limited by the will of the world. We can't discuss the terms of peace with the 'guests' from the Different World hence they, the aristocrats, should negotiate on our behalf."

 After pausing for a moment, the Third Prince emphasized, "Remember, refer to them as 'guests' from the Different World, not 'demons'."

 "I agree."

 The Second Prince immediately seconded and then proposed his idea, "Then we could arrange an ambush to kill all the wolves and the 'demons' from the Different World."

 The Third Prince glanced at the Second Prince, full of violence, and was left speechless.

 If they could be murdered, would there be a need for such scheming?

 Without offering the Second Prince an explanation, the Third Prince turned to advise the eldest prince, "You handle this. Remember, say it's a decision you and I have made. The Second Prince disagreed, but we have locked him up."

 "Understood."

 The eldest prince calmed down, barely shaking off his fear, understanding the true intention of the Third Prince.

 There was no time to lose; readily, he rose from his seat and left the palace, planning to visit the great aristocrats one by one.

 As long as he could create a factual conflict between the great aristocrats and the "demons" from the Different World, even if the demons suffered no losses,

 the situation wouldn't allow them to remain indecisive.

 It's either they sent their troops or they sent their troops!
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 "Second brother, come closer." 

 Once the eldest prince left, the Third Prince immediately set tasks for the Second Prince.

 Such was the division of responsibilities among the three princes.

 The eldest represented the Royal Family, overseeing all domestic and foreign affairs, especially the interactions with different clan nobilities;

 The second was responsible for the military strength of the Royal Clan, defending the Royal Palace and various sacred sites;

 The third, intelligent and smart, was the best successor to the throne. However, due to his physical defects, he could only stay behind the scenes, making decisions.

 "What is it, just say it."

 The Second Prince voluntarily seat next to the Third Prince and leaned in to listen.

 "You should secretly shift the 'new generation' of Fairies and station them where our father is asleep."

 After the establishment of the defense, cut off all internal and external contacts. Guard our father until he wakes up.

 Regardless of what happens in the outside world, or if the Royal Court is destroyed, or even if the eldest brother and I personally plead for your help, do not pay attention."

 Preserve your vitality and peacefully wait for our father to wake up."

 The Third Prince, with a grave expression, slowly outlined his plan.

 His tone was indifferent yet firm which revealed a determination to hold on till the very end without giving in.

 "Third brother, you mean..."

 Although hot-headed, the Second Prince wasn't politically naive; he certainly understood the reasons behind the Third Prince's arrangements.

 On one hand, he didn't feel optimistic about the direction of the war.

 On the other hand, he was worried about a mole in the Royal Clan,

 And that their hard-earned assets may be taken away by other families,

 Even more, he worried that the "demons" from the Different World who conspired with some powerful nobles would attack our sleeping father.

 As for not paying attention even when the eldest prince and the third prince personally pleaded for help, it was actually easy to understand.

 There were countless ways to impersonate others.

 One could even plunder memories, resulting in perfect impersonation.

 Once the Second Prince falls for the imposter's plea, commands the troops to move, and leaves the sleeping king to be attacked,

 The consequences were unimaginable.

 Besides, it was also a preparation to throw everything into a desperate plight, readying for a do-or-die situation with the Royal Court.

 Prepared to die generously!

 "As long as you understand."

 The Third Prince stopped the Second Prince in the middle of his words and sighed worriedly, "Second brother, I have to tell you, I have no confidence in our future. The enemy is too strong, far beyond what we can handle. It's like..."

 Swallowing the words he originally wanted to say, the Third Prince came up with a more vivid analogy, sighing:

 "Dealing with us is like our tactics in curtailing the piggy beasts; both sides are not even on the same level.

 If it weren't for the help of World Will, our father said that he wouldn't have been able to return. We probably would've been killed or captured by now.

 The enemies are strong enough to roll over the Royal Court directly.

 They didn't, probably out of some consideration.

 Our resistance is destined to be in vain."

 The Second Prince knew all this too well.

 Since the end of the first battle, when the two elite armies were decimated, he had a foreboding feeling.

 Under the "compulsion" of the World Will, our father had to personally command the main army of 100,000 forces to fight hastily, which led to another disastrous defeat, losing nearly 160,000 troops.

 He himself was badly injured, and narrowly escaped.

 The Second Prince's foreboding feeling became even worse.

 He kept clamoring for a tough stance and refusal to submit.

 The truth was he was scared. If even he wasn't being tough anymore, and wanted to submit, no one in the whole clan, group, or race would stay tough or resist anymore.

 Considering this, the Second Prince sighed deeply, stood up, and strode out of the palace.

 Sighing won't solve any problems.

 Since the most flexible-minded Third Brother has already made up his mind to die,

 And assigned him with a task that only he can fulfill,

 Then he will leave the affairs of the Royal Court to the eldest and the Third Prince to handle.

 He will swear to defend the last hope of this world, the king of the Rainforest Fairy clan, the Supreme King of all fairy clans in the Fairy World!

 Hoping that the Supreme King can chase out those terrifying "demons" from the Different World.

 To restore the utopian order of the Fairy World!

 The nobles kept a close watch on the movement of the Royal Palace.

 At this stage, any move the Royal Palace made would tug at their hearts.

 The news of the eldest prince visiting the Mansion of the High Mountain Fairy Duke with much fanfare quickly spread throughout the Royal Court.

 It instantly became the hot topic and trending point of discussion.

 All the fairies were waiting for the outcome of this visit.

 The lower class civilians, regardless of which clan's fairy they were, were all hoping for a good result as long as they cared about the world's security and the continuity of the race.

 The nobles were mulling over how to face all the possible changes in the situation.

 Whether to go to war, to negotiate, how to fight, how to negotiate, all these needed careful considerations.

 How to preserve the family's power and status, or even to further advance it, were most of the nobles' concerns.

 As for defending the world, well...

 Isn't that the Royal Clan's duty?

 If you want to wear the crown, you must bear its weight.

 The Royal Clan, especially the Royal Family dominated the world for nearly a thousand years, they've been exploiting people for nearly a thousand years, and enjoying the luxuries for nearly a thousand years. It's about time for them to stand up and make sacrifices.

 After conversing for an "hour".

 The High Mountain Fairy Duke personally saw off the eldest prince outside the mansion.

 The two fairies walked out hand in hand, which indeed surprised many of the Fairy Nobles.

 The High Mountain Fairy Duke's attitude towards the "invasion" was the most negative.

 After the Supreme King fell into sleep, he even publicly declared that the "visitors" from the Different World came with the intent of cooperation. It was the Supreme King who started this doomed war for his own benefit.
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 They called upon the commoner class of the High Mountain Fairies, advocating not to bleed heedlessly, nor mindlessly sacrifice themselves.

 They should keep their useful bodies intact, so to cooperate with the "visitors" from another world after the war, to build a better Fairy World.

 In several royal court assemblies, the High Mountain Fairy Duke clashed heatedly with the eldest prince.

 Now here he was, putting on a show of deep camaraderie.

 Who was he trying to impress?

 The nobility? Or the commoners?

 Those in favor of war? Or those advocating for peace?

 What message was he trying to convey?

 Were the High Mountain Fairies preparing their entire clan to heed the royal family's call and resist the "invasion" to the death?

 Or was the royal family not planning to resist until the very end, intending to negotiate with the "demon," no, the "visitor" from the other world?

 For a time, the situation had become intricately complicated.

 "Your Highness's righteousness will not be forgotten by the Fairy royal family."

 Standing outside the mansion gate, the eldest prince made pleasantries.

 Afterwards, he bid farewell to the High Mountain Fairy Duke, boarded his carriage, and prepared to visit the next house.

 "Your Highness, remember our agreement. I won't fail to live up to your trust and I hope that you will keep your promise and don't go back on your word," the High Mountain Fairy Duke suddenly interjected, his voice booming like a bell, echoing around the mansion.

 The eldest prince, who was about to embark on his carriage, paused momentarily before returning to normal and boarding the vehicle.

 The carriage drawn by two Tusked Savage Elephant Beasts moved steadily away.

 The High Mountain Fairy Duke watched them leave, appearing somewhat reluctant to part.

 Truth be told, both fairies were muttering complaints about each other in their hearts – one calling the other a miser, and the other deriding him for his excessive greed.

 After leaving the mansion of the High Mountain Fairy Duke, the eldest prince's vehicle immediately headed toward the mansion of the Fairy Demon Duke.

 Today, the eldest prince planned to visit all the dukes of the major clans who had gathered in the royal court.

 He hoped to persuade them all to send out troops to welcome the envoy of the "demon"—no, the "visitor" from the different world.

 Afterwards, it would depend on his second brother's ability to provoke conflict between the two parties.

 Within the Fairy King Forest.

 "Stop, rest."

 After speeding forward for more than an hour, Boss Otis suddenly issued a command.

 The special task force immediately complied, halting their advance, maintaining a cautious formation, taking a break, hydrating, and eating on the spot.

 Everyone, including Boss Otis, only consumed their own carried water and food.

 Nobody shared their food or water with others.

 Link took a note of that.

 And reflected on his actions during the contest in the second district.

 After a brief rest and observing that there was seemingly still some time before moving on.

 Link took the opportunity to contact Assad in a private chat, asking for confirmation: "We've moved this smoothly, bypassing all the obvious and hidden sentries and fairy settlements along the way, does that mean our route had been scouted in advance?"

 Although Betty, the "Black Cat", had been controlling dozens of biomimetic hummingbirds and scouting around them throughout the journey.

 However, the decisions on the route had always been made by Boss Otis in advance.

 Betty's reconnaissance was more like a precautionary measure, to avoid falling into traps.

 Assad raised his eyebrows and explained with a smile:

 "Conquering the heavens is not just about fighting and killing; it also involves dealing with people.

 The first thing Sage Palo did when his army arrived at the Fairy World was not to build a forward base, but to send envoys to contact the ruling party of the Fairy World, the Fairy royal family.

 If they were willing to become a subsidiary world to the Wizard World, willing to contribute, willing to help 'influence' the World's Will of the Fairy World with that of the Wizard World, Sage Palo could retain their ruling position.

 Moreover, he could even help them develop.

 However, the Fairy royal family refused and even audaciously killed the envoy, initiating the war.

 That is why there was the first battle of reactive retaliation and the following equivalent retaliation of the second battle."

 "Wait,"

 Link interrupted Assad, asking skeptically, "An envoy killed?"

 Given Sage Palo's methods, and the usual practice of the Wizard World in conquering the heavens, if something as outrageous as the killing of an envoy had really happened, it wouldn't have led to just two moderate battles. (The fairies weep)

 They would definitely have launched the most thorough and craziest revenge.

 The entire Fairy World might already have been ploughed once by now.

 Even if not completely wiped out, but certainly decimated at the least.

 "It was just a puppet controlled by an Intelligence Mechanism Wizard, not a real person,"

 Assad knew what Link was unsure about and promptly provided an explanation.

 At this, Link suddenly realized.

 If it wasn't a real person, it wouldn't be considered a significant event.

 The most they would do would be to annihilate the Fairy royal family, demonstrating that wizards should not be disrespected.

 And, incidentally, to take revenge for the innocent intelligent puppet who had been killed.

 However, it would not result in wiping out the entire Fairy race.

 At this point, Assad continued:

 "Not just one puppet was sent out.

 There were also four other puppets sent simultaneously to the High Mountain Fairy Tribe, the Fairy Demon Tribe, the River Demon Tribe, and the Deep Sea Fairy Tribe.

 Sage Palo promised that as long as the leaders of the four major fairy tribes restrain their people, the Fairy World, after the extermination of the Fairy royal family, can be co-governed by the four tribes.

 As long as they are willing to represent the Fairy World and become a subsidiary of the Wizard World.

 Who would not be tempted by such generous conditions?

 As long as they are tempted, what information can't be obtained?

 What do the defense maps and route maps of Fairy King Forest amount to?"

 Link nodded, indicating he understood.

 He had been thinking—from leaving the forward camp in the flying vehicle, to parachuting near the Fairy King Forest, and then, the response and route choice after entering the Fairy King Forest—everything felt a bit odd.

 It was as if there was an invisible fairy leading the way in the front.
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 Subsequently, Link pondered the true purpose of this specialized squad's deep penetration into enemy territory.

 He always felt it wasn't as simple as it seemed on the surface.

 "What are you thinking about?"

 Observing Link plunged into his thoughts, Assad lifted an eyebrow and curiously asked.

 Link replied frankly, "I'm pondering the real purpose of this mission."

 Assad chuckled, countering, "Why do you think the academy assigned Sage Palo to conquer the Fairy World instead of another world?"

 This question, Link had not considered before.

 Or more specifically, Link had not pondered this issue from Sage Palo's perspective.

 Link recalled a phrase he'd read in his previous life: war is a continuation of politics.

 The academy wouldn't whimsically wage a campaign against the Fairy World as if it were child's play.

 There had to be a motive.

 Sage Palo also did not resort to brute force immediately, but opted for diplomacy before resorting to warfare.

 Even during the two battles, he hadn't employed overly excessive large-scale strategic Magic Tools.

 Only during the second battle did he send a Sky Fortress bombing the advancing Fairy royal reinforcements who were about to overrun the Personal Guard Army's defensive line.

 The Personal Guard Army composed of Sage Palo's most loyal followers, all Tier 2 wizards, was accumulated over several decades.

 Engaging a larger force, holding back the fifty thousand Fairy royal reinforcements, was not the rightful usage of the Personal Guard Army.

 The army should either accompany Sage Palo on the front lines, crushing the enemy's primary force, or serve as the decisive factor by directly raiding the vulnerable Fairy King's Forest.

 That would be the right way to utilize the Personal Guard Army.

 However, Sage Palo didn't use his best troops to their full potential.

 Not all of the Fairy main force on the battlefield, numbering a hundred thousand, was destroyed completely; many were taken as prisoners instead.

 The front line Command Post even organized numerous institutions led by the Medical Department to study the issue upon realizing the fairies were undergoing large-scale aberrations.

 Looking back, the Medical Department's definitions of "plague" and "aberration" may have been from a perspective issue, not an issue of knowledge and technology.

 Various thought threads fluttered inside Link's mind, then he seized the focal point.

 "Conquering the Fairy World isn't challenging, securing it intact is the key."

 Having fathomed the key point, Link's eyes lit up brighter. His words were responses to Assad as well as inner monologues,

 "The academy passed the Fairy World to Sage Palo for practice, labeling it as a Resource World.

 The most valuable aspects of the Fairy World, in my humble opinion, are perhaps its mineral resources and population.

 What the academy needs are wise but not weak fairies, not zombies who have forsaken intellect for a smidgen of enhancement.

 Therefore, our mission deep into enemy's rear is to figure out the truth behind the fairies' sudden large-scale aberrations and find solutions to prevent the situation from further expanding!"

 Assad silently listened to Link's words, habitually raised an eyebrow, and smiled,

 "Essentially it's correct. However, you can broaden your thinking a bit more.

 If it cannot be resolved or it spreads further, one can also perfect the strategies for biochemical modification and enhancement of fairies, right?

 The legion doesn't lack scientists specializing in biological studies, why do you think I specifically requested Sage Palo to assign you to us?

 I value your fully developed train of thoughts and your proposal of a potentially successful complete plan."

 Link nodded, having a clearer understanding of his role.

 With a clear role, he had guidance for his actions, and thus was less likely to make mistakes.

 At this moment, "Black Cat" Betty reported via team channel, "Captain, there are three fairy squads approaching from 1 o'clock direction, 10 witch miles away. How should we respond?"

 "Let them come."

 Boss Otis's voice followed, "They are fairies sent by the nobles to deliver information."

 Obviously, as a Tier 3 Wizard and captain of this special squad, Boss Otis knew more information than all team members, including Assad, the ostensible head of intelligence.

 "Affirmative."

 Upon agreement, Betty returned into silent mode.

 Hearing the conversation, Link could not help but sigh.

 Guides are everywhere.
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 Forward Base. 

 In the meeting room, heads and deputies of various departments have gathered.

 Sage Palo sits at the head of the table, saying nothing.

 The Director of the Staff Department explains the newly formulated third campaign operation plan to those present by using a holographic projection map.

 Originally, the front-line command did not wish to end the task of conquering the Heavens in the third campaign.

 The idea was to carry out one or two more campaigns in order to test in real battle what can only be described as a hodgepodge legion crudely thrown together by the administrative department of the academy.

 From an external perspective, this would serve to improve the legion's scheduling, coordination, and tactical discipline through warfare.

 Internally, the front-line command planned on using actions to investigate "hostile forces" infiltrating and paralyzing the forward base, trimming unqualified members from the rear camp and other departments, identifying the excellent ones, and establishing a comprehensive internal management and self-correction mechanism.

 Despite whether Link Grande came with conscious efforts to make meritorious deeds or simply arrived here by chance, his arrival sped up both the internal and external processes.

 Especially the external exercise.

 The Director and two Deputy Directors of the Medical Department indeed misdiagnosed the large-scale mutation of the Fairies.

 This consequently led to a miscalculation by the front-line command.

 It rendered the sixth version of the third campaign operation plan, which was formulated by the Staff Department, to still focus primarily on improving the legion's scheduling, coordination, and tactical knowledge.

 As per the adjusted plan, namely the seventh version that the Director of the Staff Department is introducing now, it focuses on swift attacks.

 Emphasizing the high mobility of the legion, taking full advantage of the overwhelming fire power, the plan is all about securing swift victories across multiple points.

 On one hand, it involves directly attacking the various heavily fortified strongholds of the Fairy Royal Clan, eliminating the remaining viable forces of the Fairy Royal Clan,

 On the other hand, under the guidance of a special team, it involves "beheading" the Fairy King's Court.

 Through swift and surprising tactics, plentiful results and a comprehensive victory in the third campaign are anticipated.

 With an advantageous position, the Grand Nobles of the Fairy Clans would be pressured into agreement, willingly or unwillingly, to become tributaries,

 Actively assisting the will of the Wizard World to "infest" the will of the Fairy World,

 Which would transform the Fairy World into the shape of the Wizard World while preserving as many of the original elements of the Fairy World as possible.

 "In conclusion, the essence of this operation is that once the 7-member special squad has found the sleeping location of the Fairy King, the whole army will move out, launching surprise attacks on the strongholds of the Fairy Royal Clan and raiding the Fairy King's Court."

 After the Director of the Staff Department concludes the specific plan, he sums up,

 "Well, sit down."

 Sage Palo gestures, and then asks, "What do all of you think about this plan? Are there any problems? Can it be done?"

 The commander of the first main force troop abruptly stands up and reports, "Requesting to change from flanking on the left to becoming the vanguard, responsible for the frontal assault."

 The commander of the second main force troop assigned as vanguard in the Staff Department's operational plan, is instantly alarmed by this,

 Also standing up abruptly, he bellows, "The second troop is confident in accomplishing the main attack task, and there is no need for unrelated people to interfere."

 The Commander of the third main force who was given flanking duty on the right keeps his head down and remains silent.

 The so-called "hodgepodge" main forces are a complex mix of various sources.

 The commanders of the first and second main forces, both born into the Storm Sea New Blood, after several decades of fighting, have become Tier 3 wizards. Holding lead positions over 300 Tier 1 and 2 wizards, they still harbor ambitions to climb higher.

 Naturally unwilling to lag behind others, they long to make more meritorious deeds.

 Sage Palo himself has walked this path before.

 His Personal Guard Army are his direct line of forces, they have weathered storms, crossed through life-threatening challenges, and followed him to this day.

 If the commanders of the first and second main forces wish to follow this path, they must strive to take the lead.

 The commander of the third main force hails from a medium-sized Half Blood Family.

 It took the efforts of several generations of his family to groom two main force commanders, and he is one of them.

 How could he possibly risk his family's economic foundation, working himself to death for Sage Palo when the benefits cannot be maximized?

 At the very least, he still has a bottom line and a sense of morality for not slacking off in the Heavenly Conquest.

 What more can you expect from him?

 Sage Palo doesn't mind.

 He appreciates the initiative of the commanders of the first and second main forces and does not reject the nonchalance of the commander of the third main force.

 Everyone has their own way of living.

 However, after the conquest of the Fairy World comes to an end, Sage Palo will request the academy to have the third main force transferred out.

 Better to lack than include any undesirables!

 "The original combat plan remains unchanged. Those who were assigned to attack will attack, and those who were given flanking duties will carry them out. On the battlefield, merit will be determined by the results of the war. Those with ambition, and those with capabilities, strive for it on the battlefield."

 "Yes."

 With simple words, Sage Palo easily resolved the disagreement between the two main force commanders vying for the main assault mission.

 Next, Sage Palo looks towards the chief officer of the rear camp and kindly asks, "Can the logistics ensure complete support, without any mistakes?"

 This question, casually asked, but without any trace of anger,

 Sends chills down the spine of the overall person in charge of the rear camp.

 He does not belong to Sage Palo's direct line of forces and even has deep connections with the "hostile forces."

 Otherwise, those female spies equivalent to KGB Swallows would not have been able to infiltrate the rear camp and some parts of the forward base as easily as walking into a market.

 It was all because this person in charge of the rear camp was turning a blind eye and was lax in his duties.

 He had not expected that these female spies would be so vicious this time, stirring such a tumult, paralyzing half of the rear camp and a third of the forward base.

 At the most critical moment, they were just one step away from delaying the launch time of the Sky Fortress in the second campaign.
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 You must know, the Sky Fortress is providing support for Sage Palo's Personal Guard Army.

 If this situation causes unnecessary casualties to the Personal Guard Army, his guilt would be great.

 At the crucial moment, the Rear Camp's person in charge resisted the pressure from the "enemy forces", ensuring the timely deployment of the Sky Fortress.

 Afterwards, the person-in-charge promptly severed ties with the "enemy forces" and candidly confessed everything to Sage Palo.

 This is why he is sitting here, still participating in the discussion meeting for the seventh version of the battle plan for the third campaign.

 Wiping the non-existent cold sweat from his forehead, the person-in-charge said passionately, "I guarantee there won't be any problems. If there are any mistakes, I will take full responsibility."

 "Hmm."

 Sage Palo nodded, indicating satisfaction, and then looked at the Director of Logistics at the forward base, "Do you have any issues?"

 "Yes!"

 The Director of Logistics stood up to answer.

 "What issue?"

 Sage Palo immediately asked seriously.

 "Before an army is launched, supplies are prepared first. This is true in all times and places.

 In all the wars across the heavens, logistics is of utmost importance.

 The Rear Camp's person-in-charge is responsible for the gathering and transportation of supplies.

 The Director of Logistics at the forward base is in charge of the comprehensive supply of the front-line troops.

 If there is a minor mishap at the Rear Camp, it can still rely on the storage at the forward base to scrape by.

 If there is a problem with the logistics at the forward base, it could affect the entire battle situation.

 Sage Palo couldn't help but take it seriously.

 "We originally estimated four to five campaigns, so we stocked up too much in the early stage.

 If there are no more battles, the cost of storing these supplies will exceed the cost of the supplies themselves.

 So, I suggest raising the baseline of firepower output by 2 points, and consume these supplies. It's better than wasting resources by letting them rot."

 The Director of Logistics said with an embarrassed face.

 Sage Palo, the three leading Army's Captains, and the Personal Guard Army's Captain all wanted to beat this guy upon hearing his words.

 It wasn't an issue of supply shortage, but too many supplies in storage.

 Is that even an issue?

 Front-line troops always complain about shortages, never excesses.

 Regardless of how many supplies are distributed, they can always be consumed.

 Is he embarrassed?

 This guy must be pretending.

 Bah!

 "Then, increase it by 2 points."

 Sage Palo waved his hand, agreeing with the Director of Logistics' suggestion.

 At this point, the chief of the Staff Department grimaced like someone suffering from constipation.

 Damn it, cozying up to the three leading armies and the Personal Guard Army is fine!

 But don't step on my head to climb up!

 It seems as if the combat plans formulated by my Staff Department are not meticulous enough, overlooking the storage situation of the Logistics Department, right?

 Damn!

 The Personal Guard Army's Captain looked at Sage Palo expectantly.

 What does being a Personal Guard Army mean?

 It means being Sage Palo's personal guards at all times.

 The mission is to secure Sage Palo's safety (cross out)

 The mission is to make sure Sage Palo is not disturbed by small fries during command.

 However, the thinking of the Personal Guard Army's Captain had not yet shifted from that of the leading Army's Captains.

 During the first campaign, he observed everything eagerly, finding it all very boring.

 He missed the old days of fierce and intense battles.

 During the second campaign, he insisted on going to the front line.

 Sage Palo, who was very annoyed, threw a defensive mission at him which made him very happy.

 In the battle plan for the third campaign, the Personal Guard Army acted as the general reserve. Before the most critical moment arrived, they would not move lightly.

 Given the strength displayed by Fairy World in the first two campaigns,

 The general reserve will not move!

 Thus, the Personal Guard Army's Captain was hoping that Sage Palo would assign a different task to him.

 Unfortunately, his hopes fell through, and he was directly ignored.

 Sage Palo skipped over the Personal Guard Army's Captain and turned to another Tier 3 Witch in the Intelligence Department, asking, "Any issues?"

 The other party gave a concise answer: "No issues."

 With that, there was nothing that needed to be adjusted in the seventh version of the battle plan for the third campaign.

 "Action."

 Sage Palo stood up decisively.

 "Yes."

 The chiefs and deputies of all departments immediately stood up and responded loudly.

 Everyone left the meeting in an orderly manner to carry out their respective battle plans.

 Not long after, the forward base became noisy.

 The Logistics Department took the lead in action.

 Vehicles started, machinery began operating, supplies were transferred.

 The three main armies quickly assembled, each boarding a Sky Fortress filled with "ammunition" well-prepared by the Logistics Department.

 A roaring sound.

 The ground trembled.

 Three Sky Fortresses rose from the ground, their powerful engines emitting tremendous flames as they quickly ascended from the ground to the sky.

 The Sky Fortress was massive, casting a large shadow.

 Its cold black paint emitted a strong aura of killing intent.

 The powerful engines changed direction, from vertical to horizontal.

 Boom, boom, boom. Like the helicarriers in the Avengers, the Sky Fortresses smoothly transitioned from hovering to high-speed flight, heading towards their respective battlefields.

 Under the escort of the Personal Guard Army, Sage Palo boarded a newer model Sky Fortress with more firepower and advanced functions, lagging a bit behind.

 This Sky Fortress served as the Wartime Command Post for the third battle.

 Departments such as the Staff Department, Liaison Department, and Intelligence Department were all gathered in the comprehensive command hall of the fortress, bustling about.

 In the Fairy King Forest.

 The special forces had just made contact with three troops sent by different Fairy Nobles.

 Surprises often come unexpectedly.

 One of the troops unexpectedly brought two very important pieces of news.
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 The first was the sleeping place of the Fairy King, and the second was the location where the ordinary fairies willingly offered themselves for experimentation.

 The only problem was that these two places were quite far apart from each other.

 Even if the special forces team wasn't afraid of exposing themselves and took out their transportation vehicles, moving at the fastest speed, it would still take more than two "hours"

 The time left for the special forces team was already pretty limited.

 Only Boss Otis, the team leader, and the falsely informed intelligence director, Assad, knew about the early launch of the third battle.

 According to the battle plan, the frontal assault of the Second Group, the flanking attacks of the First and Third Groups in the early stage, were all feints, serving to cover for the activities of the special forces team.

 If the special forces team's rear operations failed, only then would the forces on the frontlines bolster their attack, turning from a false offensive to a major offensive.

 Even if it led to greater "losses", they would directly roll over the Fairy royal family.

 Hmm...

 Less gain is a loss.

 This calculation is correct.

 The speed of the Sky Fortress was quite slower than the flying vehicle that transported the special forces team for their airborne operations behind enemy lines.

 Regardless, the time left to be given to the special forces team wasn't much.

 No matter how much they calculated, there was only less than 2 "hours" of buffer time left.

 And less than 1 "hour" of action time.

 In the end, it was the two pieces of information sent back by Boss Otis to the forward base that played a role.

 The message indicating that the Fairy King did not even bother to pick up his lost severed arm while fleeing confirmed the information that upon returning to the Fairy King's Court, the Fairy King plunged into sleep to recover.

 The testing results of the blood from the Fairy King's severed arm suggested that he had performed biochemical modifications and enhancements on himself before the second battle.

 This prompted Sage Palo, who had always been suspicious of the Fairy World, to decide to advance the initiation of the third battle.

 With the favor of the Will of the Wizard World, the Fairy World's Will can only kill or expel Sage Palo once.

 Given the wounds the Fairy King sustained initially, Sage Palo didn't believe he could recover on his own.

 The so-called recovery by sleeping would only be possible if the Fairy World's Will intervened, otherwise it would be completely impossible.

 And if the Fairy World's Will took action, it would certainly not just heal the Fairy King's wounds.

 They would certainly complete the biochemical modification and enhancement that the Fairy King had initiated to boost his Fairy Inherent Abilities.

 If they hesitated any longer, Wizard Palo might have to face a fully recovered Level 5 Fairy King.

 Even with the assistance of the Wizard World's Will and the legions, while Sage Palo did not fear a Level 5 Fairy King, he didn't want to make an easy task more difficult.

 These were Sage Palo's considerations.

 The challenge faced by Boss Otis, the one he needed to consider, was whether to attack the "Biological Factory" or recon on the "Sleeping Sanctuary".

 Choose one of the two.

 Or be ambitious and take both at once.

 Boss Otis had a prudent character and had steadily progressed to become a Tier 3 Wizard.

 Therefore, he chose both!

 "Move out, move at full speed, target: 'Biological Factory', mission: destroy."

 Boss Otis made his decision and immediately gave the order.

 The special forces team suddenly exhibited a completely different demeanor than when they moved in stealth before.

 Four fully armed off-road vehicles returned to their normal size from their miniaturized state.

 Link sat in the third off-road vehicle, sandwiched in the middle by Assad and "Wildcat" Betty.

 "WooHoo!"

 Lokan was alone in the lead off-road vehicle, yelling out loud, speeding away.

 The twins, Onyx and Mark were in the second off-road vehicle, providing firepower at a moment's notice.

 If the magic tools don't fail, prioritize using magic tools.

 If the magic tools fail, switch to witchcraft.

 Boss Otis, as always, covered the rear.

 The convoy of off-road vehicles surged wildly through the Fairy King's Forest, swirling up a tornado of fallen leaves, soil, and broken branches.

 Their swagger was as loud as it was impressive.

 Royal Court, Royal Palace.

 Through the mirror-like "Town Device", they saw the vague images of three enemy Fairy troops.

 The Third Prince was already quite angry.

 Seeing such swagger from the enemy now blew his top.

 He took a few deep breaths to calm himself, then pushed his wheelchair to a secret chamber that only he could enter.

 This secret chamber was a place that even the Fairy King had never entered before.

 The Third Prince stopped in front of the altar at the center of the chamber.

 He stood in the eerie silence, hesitant and undecided.
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 The term "demon" from the Different World is merely a derogatory term used by the Royal Clan.

 The aim is to incite a spirit of common hatred among the ordinary fairy folk.

 While it is true that our enemies come from a different world, they are not necessarily "demons".

 Up until now, the enemy has not raised their butcher's knife, or committed mass murder. They have been remarkably restrained.

 Like the strange envoy they sent at first, they came here to exploit the Fairy World, not to bring about destruction.

 In his heart, the Third Prince genuinely believes that if they can keep their promise, it wouldn't be a bad idea for the Royal Clan to represent the Fairy World and become their vassal.

 Unfortunately, both sides are destined to be enemies.

 Because the will of the Fairy World would never allow the Fairy Royal Family, especially the Fairy King, to surrender to them.

 When you receive a gift from fate, its price has already been silently set.

 The royal family of the Fairy King accepted the "help" from the newly awakened will of the world more than a thousand years ago, and ascended to the top of the world, ruling the world.

 And this has led to today's situation.

 When confronted with foreign enemies from a different world, we cannot retreat or compromise, we must resist to the death together with the will of the world.

 We must fight to the end.

 We must fight down to the last soldier, down to our last breath.

 The attitude of the Fairy King determines the position of the Fairy royal family.

 In view of this, the Third Prince can only bury his "appeasing" thoughts deep in his heart.

 Stand firm, rack your brains, and find ways to counter the enemies from the different world.

 Including some strategies that could pose greater danger to the Fairy World.

 For example...

 The Third Prince looked at the altar before him, hesitating deeply within.

 This altar was accidentally discovered by the Third Prince in a discarded holy place.

 It was broken at the time and in unusable condition.

 After studying and experimenting, the Third Prince repaired the altar and found out that it was connected to a demon sealed within the barrier of the Fairy World!

 Not the derogatory term "demon" from the different world, but an actual demon!

 After a few short exchanges, the Third Prince understood the demon's needs. It wishes to escape the barrier of the Fairy World and gain freedom.

 In return, the demon would deliver precious knowledge to the Third Prince which could enhance the strength of the royal family, the Royal Clan, and even the entire Fairy Race, and accelerate the development of civilization.

 It even generously gave out part of the knowledge in advance.

 The Third Prince intuitively felt that once this demon is introduced into the Fairy World, the consequences would be unimaginable.

 However, the knowledge provided by the demon is indeed extraordinary.

 With just a minor trick, the King found the method to enhance the fairy's inherent ability.

 Unfortunately, the timing is not right and there's not enough time.

 If the "demon" from the Different World had come a bit late, the King could have fully perfected the enhancement method.

 He wouldn't have been seriously injured by the enemy's strike!

 "Sigh!"

 The Third Prince sighed deeply, momentarily setting aside his thoughts of contacting the demon.

 The situation hasn't deteriorated to such an extent where it's necessary to resort to the power of the demon.

 Now he needs to consider how to stop this elite squad of the "demon" from the Different World.

 Pushing his wheelchair out of the secret room, the Third Prince prepared to make arrangements and see if he could hinder the arrogant "demon" from the Different World that's advancing deep into the King's Forest.

 But even if he couldn't stop them, the voice of the fairy should be heard.

 He needs to tell the "demon" from the Different World that this is Fairy King Forest, not a backyard they can come and go as they please.

 As for the target of the "demon" elite squad from the Different World.

 The Royal Court, the "Biological Factory", and the holy place where the King is sleeping are no doubt their targets.

 Only these three places have strategic value.

 They can come for the Royal Court. It is filled with the elite forces of the Fairy royal family guarding the Royal Court and they can make a desperate resistance.

 Even if they can't eliminate the elite squad, they won't be powerless to fight back.

 Even if the other party disregards the code of conduct and calls upon the giant creature for a violent attack on the Royal Court, it won't be as if they can't resist.

 They could simply drag those enigmatic grand dukes into mutual destruction if necessary.

 Exhausted.

 Let's leave it at that.

 They need to pay more attention to the "Biological Factory" and deploy more troops there for joint defense.

 If absolutely necessary, blow up the entire area where the "Biological Factory" is located.

 After all, the King has better enhancement and transformation techniques.

 Even if they manage to take away a single "demon" from the Different World, it would be a win.

 Any sacrifice they have to make would be worth it.

 As for the holy land where the King slumbers, the Third Prince thinks there's no need for additional arrangements.

 As of now, the two strongest military forces of the entire Fairy World have all stealthily moved there.

 Besides sending out a notice for them to be careful and cautious, the Third Prince can't do much else.

 Just after the Third Prince had finished making arrangements against the elite squad of the "demon" from the Different World.

 The eldest prince, who should have been visiting the various clan's grand dukes, hastily returned.

 The eldest prince's face was pale, and his eyes radiated panic and fear.

 His footsteps were fast and urgent, completely unlike his usual composed demeanor.

 "What happened? Don't panic, tell me slowly."

 The Third Prince wheeled forward to greet him, speaking in a soft and gentle voice, trying to soothe the eldest prince's emotions.

 "They attacked! They launched an attack!"

 It was a desperate situation, so how could the eldest prince not panic or speak slowly.

 He shouted, "Three directions, three fortresses, all will be under attack at the same time. They have dispatched three of those monster-like Sky Fortresses! How do we fight this? How can we fight this?"

 His voice was huge, close to a roar.

 The panic and fear embedded in his tone was apparent even without careful listening.
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 The Third Prince's calm and gentle expression instantly froze, his face stiffened.

 All his schemes fell apart.

 In the face of absolute power, cunning plots might be useful, but they could not play a decisive role.

 Any attempts at sowing discord or forcing a deployment of troops became empty talk.

 The enemy would not fall for feints.

 Dispatching an elite squad deep into the King's Forest was not much of a concern.

 What followed was a full-scale assault.

 The intensity and ferocity of this assault was greater than the sum of the previous two battles.

 The stark contrast of power made the Third Prince feel a stifling pressure.

 Taking several deep breaths, the Third Prince forcibly calmed himself and asked, "Who else knows about this news?"

 The eldest prince opened his mouth wide, panting heavily to stabilize his chaotic breathing and pounding heart.

 After several heaving breaths, the eldest prince struggled to say, "All the fairies know about it. The situation outside is completely chaotic.

 Those Different World 'demons' are advancing on three fronts, making no attempts at concealment. The massive momentum is causing a great disturbance.

 Any fairy that lifts its head can see the enormous objects in the sky that are blocking out the sun.

 The news has long since spread from the front line to the rear, and it's entirely out in the open now.

 When I returned to the palace, those old guys were all planning to leave the Royal Court and return to their respective clans.

 In this urgent situation, I ordered the Royal Court to enter a state of emergency and closed all entrances and exits.

 Without your command or mine, no one is allowed to leave."

 The Third Prince frowned, "Did they agree to this?"

 "Dare they refuse?"

 The eldest prince's eyes widened in murderous intent, "If they dare to refuse, I will slaughter them myself even before our enemies get to us."

 "Ah!."

 Upon hearing this, the Third Prince let out a sigh of disappointment.

 In this situation, how could they forcibly keep a few influential aristocrats who weren't loyal to the Royal Court?

 They might not only not defend the Royal Court to their deaths, but they might also become potential internal threats.

 They could either deliver our defense details, spread rumors to shake our military spirit, or cause unrest within the Royal Court to coordinate with the enemy's attack.

 However, the Third Prince did not reprimand them. Since they were already detained, he made other arrangements.

 The Third Prince calmed down, sorted out his thoughts and said:

 "Under the current situation, the Royal Family must step forward to strengthen confidence and unite all the fairies, gathering all possible forces.

 Big brother, with the Supreme King in deep sleep, you must carry out this task.

 You should appear in public, summon the aristocrats, officials, officers, soldiers, and civilians, and give a speech.

 You should demonstrate the royal family's resolution to fight to the end and share the fate of the Royal Court.

 As for those great dukes, have them armed immediately, bring them to the royal palace, and I'll personally supervise them to prevent any chance of uprising."

 With the Third Prince's decision in mind, the eldest prince slightly regained his calm and nodded forcefully: "Okay!"

 The Third Prince then made further arrangements.

 "Order the garrisons of the three fortresses to resist to the end, there can be no retreat."

 "Yes."

 "Order the guards brought by the great dukes to support the front line fully."

 "Understood."

 "Order the local stationed armies, aristocracy, and civilians to self-organize and attack the Different World 'demons'."

 "No problem."

 The Third Prince issued three orders in succession, and the eldest prince agreed three times in a row.

 Afterward, the Third Prince fell silent for a while, then said despondently, "As for other matters, big brother, you should handle them according to the situation."

 Hearing this, the eldest prince became concerned and asked, "What about you?"

 The Third Prince's face showed a complicated expression, he said gloomily, "I plan to do something that I may or may not regret in the future."

 Upon hearing this, the eldest prince sank into silence.

 He knew about the existence of the altar and the demon.

 As soon as the Third Prince mentioned this, the eldest prince immediately understood.

 He wanted to stop it, believing that cooperating with a real demon would bring more harm than good. However, the situation was so severe that we might face the extermination of our race in an instant.

 The eldest prince couldn't find the words to discourage this.

 After a moment, the eldest prince didn't say anything and turned to leave the palace.

 He planned to execute the plan provided by the Third Prince.

 Place the dukes under house arrest, send the guardians of the dukes to support the front line, mobilize local garrisons, nobles, and civilians to harass the Different World "demons"...

 Both name and instrument must be true to one's nature.

 Many matters must be presided over by him, the eldest prince, the first in line to the throne after the Supreme King has fallen into a deep sleep.

 If the royal family wishes to avoid doom and extinction, they must struggle to the end, not missing any opportunity however trivial.

 As for the matter of the demon, let the Third Prince handle it.

 He can play the role of a desperate doctor for a dying horse, hoping it would be useful.

 In the secret chamber.

 The Third Prince's wheelchair was parked in front of the altar. After contemplating for a moment, he made up his mind.

 He pulled a sharp dagger from a secret compartment in the armrest of his wheelchair.

 Holding the dagger in his right hand, he slashed his left palm.

 Green blood dripped onto the altar and flowed along the intricate carvings, forming a mysterious pattern.

 The Third Prince, having lost a lot of blood, had a dimmer look in his eyes.

 After a while, the blood gradually got absorbed by the carvings on the altar, causing strange fluctuations.

 These fluctuations were directed towards the barrier of the Fairy World.

 The Third Prince looked up, following the direction of the fluctuations radiating out, staring into the empty sky.

 Inside the Fairy King's Forest.

 The special squad's convoy was racing along. Along the way, whether they encountered the fairies' sentries, secret guards, inhabited areas, or army fortifications, they didn't bother to engage, they simply sped past them.

 If there were any that wouldn't give up and chose to attack, they would be crushed directly.

 It was not necessary for Boss Otis to take action, the twins Onyx and Mark were sufficient for the job.
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 While traveling at high speed, Boss Otis, who was at the end of the convoy responsible for covering the rear, suddenly looked up.

 He stared intently in a particular direction in the sky.

 Aboard the third off-road vehicle.

 Assad, reacting a tad slower, also sensed this peculiar fluctuation.

 A wave of unease roiled within both of them.

 What was happening?

 Why did the Fairy King's Court have the capability to communicate across domains?

 The preliminary report given by the academy didn't mention this at all.

 The reconnaissance team dispatched before the Legion officially entered the Fairy World didn't detect this information either.

 Why did the Fairy King's Court suddenly send a communication request towards an entity or world beyond the domain out of the blue?

 Who were they communicating with?

 Could it impact this campaign?

 All sorts of guesses emerged, stirring unease.

 "Pick up the pace!"

 Boss Otis pulled his gaze back as his voice abruptly rang out on the team's channel.

 The off-road convoy's speed sharply increased again, their vehemence in rushing forward becoming more conspicuous.

 High up in the sky.

 Within the most advanced Sky Fortress.

 Sage Palo, who was stationed in the command center attending to the progress of all fronts, suddenly looked up, followed the strange fluctuation, and looked at the boundary wall of the Fairy World.

 His eyes released two divine lights, piercing through the void and penetrating the boundary wall.

 A bat-like Abyss Demon came into Sage Palo's sight.

 The Demon was sealed and was sleeping, oblivious to Sage Palo's scrutiny.

 Sage Palo promptly ended his observation and called back the divine lights.

 "Hmm..."

 Sage Palo pursed his lips, a sense of unease inexplicably pervading his thoughts.

 The old undead at the Academy weren't really aged.

 How could they make such a huge error?

 They had failed to detect a demon sealed within the quasi-virtual boundary wall.

 Chances were that they knew from the start and merely chose not to tell him.

 They asked him to develop this world using a more peaceful approach.

 Sage Palo pondered over the various instances when the old undead had tricked him and their past mischief.

 He instantly suspected that the old undead had set a trap for him and dwelled on this notion.

 If Sage Palo really took his time conquering the Fairy World,

 Or lost patience, resorted to violence as soon as he entered the Fairy World,

 He would likely end up facing a fourth-order Abyss Demon that had opened an abyssal passage, along with an endless low-level demon army emerging from the passage.

 Then, unable to complete the Academy's task, Sage Palo would have to sign a 'bondage agreement' with the Academy.

 The old undead at the academy would step in to clean up the mess.

 They could claim a Fairy World that has been almost entirely conquered and harvest a batch of Abyss Demons to nourish several special plants.

 It would be akin to killing two birds with one stone.

 "Old Undead!"

 Sage Palo gritted his teeth, cursed in resentment.

 Lucky for him, he had always been vigilant. Even without the undeniable push from Link Grande, the third campaign would have begun in a few days.

 In terms of progress, there would be little delay.

 He wouldn't let the crafty plot of the old undead succeed.

 However, knowing about the intentions of the old undead felt like spotting several flies on a piece of delicious cake - utterly disgusting.

 "You, come here."

 Suppressing his disgust, Wizard Palo beckoned the captain of the personal guard and began to set out his plans.

 He wanted to give a surprise to the fourth-order Abyss Demon that was about to wake up and had its consciousness descending into the Fairy World along the unusual fluctuation.

 To let it know that in front of a wizard, an Abyss Demon was simply a bug that could be squashed at will.

 If you know what's good for you, keep sleeping, don't fucking dare to disturb my work.

 Or else, I'll scatter your ashes.

 And bury them in the ground as fertilizer.
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 The closer they got to the Royal Court.

 The more obstacles the special team encountered.

 Countless fearless fairies attacked the special team from all directions.

 Even though their attacks were like throwing pebbles the size of soybeans at the giant Dragon's Uncle Giant who could catch giant turtles.

 Not to mention breaking the skin, it was difficult to hurt even a single hair.

 The damage caused wasn't even comparable to a skin scraping.

 Twins Onyx and Mark proved themselves to be adept at dealing high damage within the special team.

 No matter how large-scale the attacking fairy squad was, they crushed them all.

 A powerful Magic Tool paired with a devastatingly potent witchcraft.

 Just as easily as mowing a lawn, they eradicated those fairies' lives remorselessly.

 Most of the dead fairies didn't even know how they died.

 They only felt a flash of fire, and then, their life was gone.

 However, even though piles of bodies fell, not a single second was delayed, and still, not many fairies were scared off.

 The fairies tumbled over one after another, fearlessly standing their ground without an ounce of hesitation.

 For every fairy that fell, thousands and thousands more emerged.

 As long as they still have a breath left, they would resist to the end.

 They were determined to prevent the "demons" of the Different World from destroying their beautiful Fairy World!

 Link did not need to partake in the slaughter, to clear the way of obstacles, his hands didn't bear the stain of blood, and he didn't personally commit killings.

 Yet, he was a member of the attacking party, and he wasn't entirely innocent.

 The killing and sin bore his share. He wouldn't escape it.

 Observing the familiar scenes before him, turbulent waves surged in Link's heart, his emotions violently fluctuating.

 Killing isn't the same as killing.

 He had to fully utilize the "Mind Closure Technique" to block related emotions, entering an ultra-rational state.

 Only in this way, some past memories, educations, and views don't accuse him, berate him.

 They wouldn't give birth to emotions that seemed completely unnecessary to the wizards.

 Such as guilt, such as shame.

 The speed of the off-road vehicles never dropped a bit due to the self-sacrificing fairies.

 They always dashed headlong without restraint.

 The distance to the target was getting closer and closer.

 According to the information provided by the fairy guide party and the scout "Black Cat" Betty, the convoy was already near the "Biological Factory" where Fairy royal family carried out biological modifications and enhancements.

 The ones obstructing had already changed from Fairy Militia to Fairy Regular Army.

 The feed from the Biomimetic Hummingbird clearly showed nearly 20,000 fairies forming five solid lines of defense on the road the convoy was to traverse.

 7VS20000+.

 In terms of numerical comparison, the seven wizards of the special team were far from fair for the 20,000+ fairy army.

 In fact, the ones trembling and insisting were the 20,000+ fairy army.

 The special team of seven wizards, including Link, were not nervous in the least.

 Link wasn't nervous because Boss Otis and his battle-hardened, second-level skilled team of five were there.

 The others were not nervous because, if they wished, they could spend a bit of time, use a bit of their Magic Tool reserves, unveil some of their hidden witchcraft specialties, and annihilating the 20,000+ fairy army would no big deal.

 But Boss Otis was in a hurry and didn't want to clash with the fairy army.

 "Prepare for Flying Mode, we'll ascend at full speed and jet over the enemy line."

 Boss Otis issued the command to the team.

 The six team members followed the order, preparing themselves.

 Link followed the actions of Assad and "Black Cat" Betty on his left and right.

 Start by fastening the seat belt, trigger a thought at the same time, activate the Destiny Witchcraft "Armor Orchid Battle Armor", donned the Battle Armor and completed the transformation.

 The four off-road vehicles that had always been on autopilot now seemed to transform.

 Crackling sound was heard as the various parts of the vehicle began to rotate, fold, and adjust.

 In a matter of moment, the all-terrain vehicle transformed into a small "jet".

 This process was as if Autobot Bumblebee had transformed into Decepticon Starscream, Chevrolet Camaro convertible had transformed into an F-22 fighter jet.

 Visionary and cool.

 The vehicle that had been previously hovering just a few centimeters from the ground for high-speed movement, now blasted super-strong flame jets,

 Instantaneously changing from horizontal forward motion to directly ascending into the air,

 In a matter of few seconds, they flew over the forest, rising to an altitude of over two thousand meters.

 The extremely intense stimulation caused by this, the oppression and impact on the body, felt similar to Liu Peiqiang and Han Duoduo's first ride on a space elevator.

 The instantaneous force was at least 15 Gs!

 If it weren't for the completion of a Life Essence Transition, and the Armor Orchid Battle Armor offsetting this gigantic instantaneous force, Link, who was experiencing it for the first time, would've surely made a fool of himself.

 Under numerous watchful eyes, in just a very short span of time, the special team flew out of the forest, ascended into the sky, and rose far above the fairy army's attack range.

 And in the same brief period, they flew over the five defense lines and disappeared from the sight of the fairy army.

 The 20,000+ fairy army witnessed all of this.

 The majority of the fairies' army collapsed instantly.

 They had come with the determination to die, to hinder, merely to delay this arrogant Different World "demon" team.

 In the end, they not only didn't manage to even face them, but they also couldn't even have a clear sight of their movements.

 Let alone fighting them.

 With such terrifying ability to avoid fighting, showing such ease, the combat ability they possess is just as strong if not stronger.

 With such a huge gap, how can they confront?

 How can this not make one despair?
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 Pessimism, loss, helplessness, all sorts of negative emotions quickly spread among the 20,000+ fairies.

 Many fairies felt it would be better to die than to be in the helpless situation they were in.

 The sounds of howling, weeping, and cursing echoed intermittently.

 It's as if the sky of the Fairy World was falling.

 The darkest hour had come.

 On the side of the special operations team, the flying mode only lasted less than 5 seconds.

 After leaping over the fairy army's defence line, they quickly exited the high-speed mode, decreased altitude, re-entered the forest, and landed smoothly.

 "Proceed on foot, keep a low profile, advance while scanning."

 Boss Otis was the first to jump off the transformed off-road vehicle and give commands.

 The team members immediately executed, quickly forming a spindle-shaped search formation.

 Four off-road vehicles were miniaturized and flew into Otis' hand, and they were each put into his pocket.

 Having a Storage Magic Tool is just so cool.

 Seeing Link's slight confusion, Assad explained: "The flying mode consumes too much energy, it can't support for a long time, so it's only used at crucial moments."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded.

 He said to himself, why not bring out the vehicles and switch to flying mode from the beginning.

 Would have reached the "Biological Factory" by now.

 Why did they have to fight their way there?

 Beating around the bush, wasting time.

 Turns out it wasn't sustainable.

 Indeed, no matter what you do, sustainability is the most important.

 Wait, what?

 Why not prepare a few more vehicles and rotate using them?

 Please note that under the suppression of the world's intent in the Fairy World, there aren't many vehicle-type Magic Tools that can still be used normally deep behind enemy lines.

 They all have to be specially processed in advance to ensure they don't malfunction.

 The fact that the special operations team is equipped with four such vehicles is a very "rich and bold" demonstration.

 The reason why four Sky Fortresses can be activated is due to the protection of the Wizard World's world intent.

 Initially, it was by using special Rune Array covering the forward base and surrounding area under the portal, later it was through Sage Palo covering the surrounding area.

 The two were chatting, but it did not hinder them from maintaining formation and quickly advancing.

 In no time at all, the Special Forces team successfully arrived at the outskirts of the Fairy royal family's "Biological Factory."

 After the Third Prince's orders were issued, the "Biological Factory" began to evacuate and relocate.

 They were already busy non-stop, but then they received a report that the front line defence had failed to stop the Different World demon squadron and had lost track of it, warning the Biological Factory to be on guard.

 The previously orderly evacuation and transfer work suddenly became a bit frantic.

 The scene was messy, with no order to speak of.

 The special operations team entered stealth mode under the cover of a Second-Ring Crystal Ball emitting a faint light, took advantage of the chaos to bypass the few perimeters of the "Biological Factory", and successfully infiltrated it.

 During this time, many fairies passed right by the special operations team members.

 Even if they were only a finger's width apart, almost colliding, nothing unusual was detected.

 After successfully infiltrating the "Biological Factory", Boss Otis issued the latest command on the team channel:

 "Mission change, original research mission hereby terminated, priority given to factory demolition."

 Upon hearing this, Link was somewhat taken aback.

 Are they just going to change as they please?

 Straight away, he realized that something must have happened that he didn't understand.

 This was what led to the mission change.

 He turned his gaze to Assad by his side and saw a calm face behind the transparent faceguard.

 This reassured Link's speculations.

 "What happened?"

 Link followed the team's movements, asked out of curiosity, wanting to know more, "Did something happen that I am not aware of?"

 Assad, on the other hand, took out some disposable Magic Tools from his pocket that possessed great explosive power but were not as powerful as the great weapons and handed them to Link while answering nonchalantly: "Now is not the time to say it, you'll understand after a while."

 With these words, Assad gestured to Link to focus on setting up the "timed bomb."

 Link then shut up.

 After receiving the "bomb", he quickly observed the layout and structure of the "Biological Factory", calculating how to install the device to blow up the "Biological Factory" more efficiently.

 While observing, Link noticed something wrong.

 Any place suitable for installing a "bomb" had some objects similar to wasp nests tightly adhered.

 Extreme caution Link took off a "wasp nest", study quickly, he found that this was also a "bomb".

 It seems that after the Fairy royal family's upper echelons discovered their squad's whereabouts, they prepared to blow up the "Biological Factory".

 Perhaps, they are also harboring ideas of bombing them to death.

 The Fairy version of the "bomb" just isn't very powerful.

 Can't even match Rune Objects' Self-Destructing Fire Thunder.

 Not to mention the disposable Magic Tools that Link received from Assad.

 Not only Link noticed this.

 The other team members also noticed.

 Therefore, the work of installing the "bomb" speed up dramatically.

 They just needed to find where the "wasp nests" were stored, install a "bomb", and there was no need to waste energy calculating structural mechanics.

 During the installation process, they will casually destroy the "wasp nests".

 Even if the "wasp nests" are not powerful enough, they can still explode.

 The cumulative power can still inflict considerable damage.

 How could the special operations team allow the "wasp nests" to continue to exist normally, always at risk of being detonated by the fairies?
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 Soon, a "timed bomb" capable of completely destroying the "Biological Factory" was fully installed.

 Estimating the time, Boss Otis made a new decision: "Assad and Link will stay to carry out the original research task, while the rest of you will follow me, targeting the Fairy King's Sleeping Ground".

 This decision perfectly fits the style and temperament of the special squad.

 Plan? What plan?

 The plan is to adapt to changes on the fly!

 Boss Otis' command to split the squad once again exceeded Link's expectations.

 However, it also aligned with Link's intentions.

 He really did not want to commit mass killings, as it would cause him discomfort.

 Staying to carry out the original research task seemed ideal.

 Thus, the special squad split into two teams, five set out and two stayed behind.

 Assad walked alongside Link amidst the many bustling fairies.

 They leisurely explored the inner part of the "Biological Factory", searching for either the data room or the core laboratory.

 They found neither the data room nor the core laboratory.

 They only found several unremoved assembly lines used for the production of potions.

 Almost all the finished potions produced on these assembly lines were moved out after hasty evacuation and relocation.

 Only a few raw materials that hadn't been moved and several green finished potion products in the corners were left scattered.

 Link didn't care much for the finished products. What he valued were the raw materials.

 "I'll stand guard. You make haste."

 Assad glanced at the somewhat excited Link, raised an eyebrow, left this sentence, then turned to guard.

 Link put down the backpack he was carrying, took out a set of miniaturized experimental equipment, and started it up.

 He first sorted the raw materials, taking samples of each for backup, and then carried out detailed inspections.

 While waiting for the inspection results, Link didn't waste any time.

 He inspected the entire production line from start to finish, inferring the procedures involved.

 Based on the types of raw materials, the inferred procedures, and the remaining raw material residues on the production line, he continued his calculations.

 With the data of fairies at different stages of mutation in his mind as a reference, Link quickly restored a material ratio.

 He started the production line, added raw materials according to the restored material ratio, initiated the procedures in order, and tried to synthesize a potion.

 In no time, he obtained several all-green potions.

 Comparing them with the remaining finished potions, they were identical in every aspect.

 This proved that the material ratio Link had restored was the original ratio used in the manufacturing process of the fairy "Biological Factory".

 By then, the results of the raw material characteristic inspections had also come in.

 Upon detailed examination, Link noticed that if the characteristics detected were accurate, then the material ratio used in the production operation of the "Biological Factory" had a flaw that could be completely avoided.

 It was this flaw that amplified the demand for vitality in the biochemical transformation and enhancement method for enhancing fairy talents, leading to mass mutation in the fairies undergoing the enhancement.

 From various traces, Link intuitively believed that the flaw in the material ratio was an intentional trap.

 This trap wasn't sophisticated at all. The Fairy King, who was supposedly a Level 4 sage, did not notice it.

 He even dared to use it on himself.

 This shocked Link.

 No wonder the Fairy King was almost killed by a single blow from Sage Palo.

 Ignorance is bliss!

 He didn't continue to ponder whether the Fairy King was wise or foolish.

 Instead, Link started thinking about which "person" had intentionally set this flaw.

 Due to lack of intelligence and incomplete information, the details were foggy from Link's perspective.

 However, for others, there might be no secret.

 Link looked at Assad, who was standing by, shared his findings, and then asked, "Does the information you have about the Fairy World include such a 'person'?"

 After listening to what Link had to say, Assad giggled and then burst into loud laughter.

 One of his questions was finally answered by Link's recent discovery.

 No wonder there was no precedent for biochemical modification throughout the history of the Fairy World.

 But under this Fairy King, a relatively systematic method emerged.

 So, it wasn't that the reconnaissance effort in the early stage of the legion mission had missed a crucial piece of information, or the Fairy King had secretly mastered some level of biochemical knowledge on his own.

 Instead, the Fairy King had conducted some type of transaction with the demon that had been sealed within the barrier, and obtained the method of biochemical enhancement from the demon.

 Making a deal with a demon...

 "Hehehe..."

 As Assad thought about this possibility, his laughter became even more exaggerated.

 Only fools would make a deal with a demon.

 Incurable fools.

 None of those who have made a deal with a demon in the Heavenly World ever faired well.

 Except for witches.
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 "So it was, it was so."

 After Assad had finished laughing, he explained the reason for his laughter to Link.

 After hearing the story, Link found out that an Abyss Demon had been sealed within the realm border of the Fairy World.

 And before, someone in the Fairy King's Court had sent a call request to this demon.

 Or more accurately, the call request issued by the Fairy King's Court exposed the existence of this demon.

 This allowed the Wizard Army, who previously had no idea of the demon's existence, to discover it.

 Known, and unknown, are two different states.

 They pertain to the initiative in war.

 The difference between the two is enormous.

 Especially when facing demons from the Abyss World, a kind that wizards are extremely familiar with and have gained many advantages over in the past.

 Based on the intelligence he had obtained in the past, Assad believed that the Fairy King may have made a foolish move.

 That is, he made a deal with the sealed demon, obtaining a biochemical transformation and enhancement plan with a hook attached.

 Since the academic line of biochemicals wasn't part of the Fairy World's civilization development process.

 Therefore, the Fairy King did not even discover this obvious hook.

 Not only did he trap himself, but he also trapped a large number of distorted fairies.

 If the Wizard World did not interfere, the Fairy World would eventually be lured away by the Abyss World.

 "Abyss Demon?"

 Link murmured to himself, deep in thought.

 What he was thinking about was not how to deal with this demon.

 This was a matter for Sage Palo and the Front Line Command Post, not something Link needed to concern himself with.

 Moreover, in the history of the Wizard World, there have been too many precedents for dealing with Abyss Demons.

 Many stable and effective methods have already been established.

 Wizards have a proven track record of defeating demons.

 This is a widely accepted "rule" in all heavens and realms!

 Any effective strategy can be slightly modified according to the actual situation and it should be easy to defeat the demon.

 What Link was thinking about was the biochemical transformation and enhancement plan for the fairies, which was almost certainly devised by the demon.

 Even if a flaw was deliberately left in the material ratio, it still shows an ingenious approach, a comprehensive and profound understanding of the fairy's body structure, innate special powers, and a glimpse of a mature knowledge system.

 These things provide certain insights for Link.

 Not only in terms of biochemical transformation.

 But also related to species diversity, species evolution, ecological cycles, and most importantly, the cultivation of "seeds".

 Furthermore, Link intuitively understood one principle.

 In all heavens and realms, knowledge is the primary combat power.

 As Level 4 beings, Sage Palo was able to grievously wound the Fairy King with one strike, while the Abyss Demon was able to deceive the Fairy King.

 This is related to the capacity of the Fairy World being only Level 5, but not entirely so.

 The Fairy King, for the most part, suffered for his lack of education.

 Like two 180 cm tall 200-pound men, one can either be flabby with fat or strong with muscle.

 Lack of education is truly frightening.

 At this moment, Assad suddenly tilted his head, his expression serious, as if listening to something.

 Then, he said to Link, "Pack up, we are leaving immediately. Boss Otis has found something new."

 While they were in the "biochemical factory", where their Magic Tools for communication failed, yet they were still able to receive messages.

 Only a True Spirit Wizard like Assad could do this.

 The principle is very similar to quantum communication based on quantum superposition and quantum entanglement.

 It is very secure, able to prevent eavesdropping, resist interference, and can achieve long-distance communication in special environments.

 Like now, deep behind enemy lines, at a great distance.

 "Yes," replied Link.

 Link refocused his scattered thoughts and efficiently began to pack up the samples and equipment.

 After some thought, Link decided to take both the completed potions scattered around and the potions he had synthesized himself.

 They might come in handy later.

 The two of them moved quickly and stealthily exited the "biochemical factory".

 The invisibility effects, including but not limited to optics, acoustics, and spiritual power, held up very well.

 They moved in and out, passing by many fairies, but not a single fairy noticed them.

 After leaving the "biochemical factory", Assad chose his direction and sprinted off without a word.

 Link flexed his legs, sprinted like the wind, and hurried to catch up.

 When they were at a safe distance, Assad stopped, closed his eyes and focused for a moment, then remotely detonated the numerous "timed bombs" he had set up.

 This too was a characteristic of a True Spirit Wizard, an advanced application of spiritual power or mind power in combat.

 Soon after, a deafening explosion came from behind them.

 A mushroom cloud rose where the "biochemical factory" had been.

 The not-so-small "biochemical factory" was completely destroyed in an instant, collapsing into ruins.

 Fairies, who had not had time to evacuate and transfer, were either blown to pieces or buried under the ruins, not understanding how they had died until their last moment.

 The fairies who were lucky enough to be outside the blast area, after a short period of shock and disbelief, went into a complete frenzy.

 Many fairies, disregarding the potential second explosion and the danger to their lives, rushed directly into the sky full of smoke and dust in an attempt to rescue survivors.

 Those who had innate special powers that could help with the digging used them.

 Those whose special powers could not help, used tools to dig.

 Those who couldn't use their special powers and didn't have any handy tools at the moment, just started digging with their hands.

 Cries of despair echoed throughout the field, and curses shook the heavens.

 Sorrow, anger, pain, and rage spread.

 A cloud of despair hung over the fairies' heads.
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 Link felt a sour taste in his heart. Taking a deep breath, he suppressed his emotions and continued his journey attentively.

 The secret chamber of the royal palace in the Fairy King's Court.

 The Third Prince received a series of defeat reports, including:

 Three fortresses were fiercely attacked, the situation vulnerable, and could be broken down at any moment;

 The "Demon" team from the Different World had disappeared, even the "Town Device" could not detect them;

 The "Biological Factory" was bombed into ruins, causing heavy losses;

 The sleeping sanctuary of the Fairy King was suspected to be watched by unidentified enemies.

 After suffering for so long, finally some good news arrived.

 The demon, who was always asleep, was awakened by the call request from the altar.

 The consciousness of the demon followed an unusual fluctuation, descended to the Fairy World, into this secret chamber.

 His voice was heard, but no form was seen.

 "What do you want from me? Are you sure you want to cooperate with me?"

 The demon's voice was loud and filled with majesty, making people unconsciously trust him.

 It seemed that he was a good-natured and trustworthy demon.

 The Third Prince opened his mouth, expressing his willingness to help the demon escape from the dimensional barriers in exchange for his promise to deal with the Different World "demon".

 "Hehehe...."

 The demon laughed heartily, very generously promising, "Don't worry, as long as I escape from the dimensional barriers, all the enemies are not a problem for me. The invaders of your world are nothing compared to the Abyss Demon. They are not worth mentioning, just like ants, can be crushed easily."

 Hearing this, the Third Prince sighed in relief.

 It's good that this demon is so confident.

 Even if he is bragging, he must have the capability to do so.

 The demon was so confident, he would not only be able to banish the Different World "demons" from the Fairy World, but they could at least hold the current situation from worsening.

 In such case, as long as they can deal with Different World "demons", releasing the true demon wouldn't matter.

 The Third Prince convinced himself not to trust the demon.

 He decided not to hesitate anymore and was going to use the will of the Fairy World on behalf of the Fairy royal family, to release the Abyss Demon.

 However, before doing so, the Third Prince wanted some reassurance.

 For example, allowing the demon to take a strong oath with his True Spirit as a guide.

 Who knows, before the Third Prince spoke, a slightly angry voice entered the secret chamber along with the unusual vibration.

 "Ants? Crush easily? Since when did the Abyss Demon dare to despise the Wizard?"

 The secret chamber fell silent immediately.

 The Third Prince was surprised at this somewhat familiar voice. How could it invade the secret chamber, and why didn't the demon notice it?

 The demon was shocked by the suddenly heard word, "Wizard".

 Since he woke up, he hadn't had a good observation of the Fairy World yet.

 A moment later, the voice of the demon sounded again.

 This time his voice was still loud, but lacked authority, filled with panic and fear:

 "No, no, stop!

 Listen to my explanation, I didn't know you were interested in this world.

 Otherwise, how dare I talk nonsense!

 We can talk nicely, there is no need to start fighting.

 Let's be respectful."

 The Third Prince was astounded upon hearing this.

 What on earth is going on?

 Why is the demon who always seemed arrogant in front of their father begging so humbly now?

 What has happened?

 Who is the other party?

 "Shut up!"

 An impatient voice followed the unusual vibration into the secret chamber.

 The face of the Third Prince turned stiff immediately.

 He had heard this voice, he had heard this word.

 It was when the 100,000 main forces of the fairies were retreating under the attack of less than a thousand Different World "demons", and the Fairy King had to intervene.

 The opponent had uttered these words impatiently and waved his hand casually as if he was shooing a fly.

 Then, a huge Golden Palm obscured the sky, hovering over the heads of all the fairies, descending slowly from the sky and lightly stroking the Fairy King.

 For some reason, the trapped Fairy King couldn't break free and had to resist the hand.

 The limbs of the 100,000 main forces of fairies were tightly bound, unable to move, but their heads lifted upwards at the same moment.

 Then they witnessed the Supreme King of the fairies unable to resist and getting hit.

 The half of the body that responded to the giant hand almost broke, and the shoulder joint of the arm broke, only a bit of skin was attached to the shoulder.

 The Fairy King almost lost his life right there, and immediately fled without thinking about anything else.

 Taking advantage of the time when the world's will of the Fairy World was entangled by Sage Palo, who suddenly disrupted the situation, he ran away madly.

 Left the 100,000 main forces and 6,000 Royal Guards behind.

 It was only after his own guards had fiercely cut down one group after another of disintegrated soldiers on the road that the Third Prince managed to escape back to the Royal Court.

 The Third Prince could not forget this memory.

 After he returned, he often had nightmares about this situation, waking up drenched in fear and cold sweat.

 Now, the nightmare entered reality.

 "It's over!"

 The Third Prince slumped back, sitting stunned in his wheelchair, without any energy or spirit, utterly despaired.

 Even the true demon, on whom they pinned their last hope, was so submissive and full of fear upon seeing the fake "demon"; what could the Fairy royal family use to stop the enemy?

 What happened to the Fairy World?

 Why did they provoke such a powerful enemy?

 At the dimensional barrier of the Fairy World.

 The fourth-order Abyss Demon, looking at the phantom of the Rune Array appearing inside the dimensional barrier, and the avatar of the Rune Array owner, died in pain.

 He was sleeping well, but when he woke up, he was targeted by the evil wizard.
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 The problem was that it hadn't even noticed, so engrossed in boasting and conniving to trick the dim-witted fairies into releasing it, that it hadn't bothered to observe the state of affairs in the Fairy World first.

 Indifference and carelessness are sure to kill a demon, huh.

 The Abyss Demon, with its incredibly abstract appearance, showed a sheepish expression and tried to ingratiate itself:

 "Wizard Sire, you're magnanimous. Please, let me off just this once.

 I've had it rough, being sealed here, unable to get out for hundreds of years. Could you give me a break?

 Let's talk it out.

 Oh, right, I can be your guard, just as long as you kind Sire will stop.

 Everything is negotiable.

 It's negotiable, Wizard Sire."

 "Heh…"

 Sage Palo chuckled coldly, completely ignoring this shameless Abyss Demon's delusional pleas.

 In all the heavens and realms, there are countless Extraordinary Creatures willing to guard for a wizard.

 He would never choose an Abyss Demon covered in stubborn thorns.

 But since this Abyss Demon seemed linked to himself by fate, he couldn't just kill it off casually.

 He needed to thoroughly exploit it, squeeze out every last drop of value.

 Sage Palo's mind-body incarnation began to chant a lengthy but necessary spell, leveraging the Rune Array laid by 200 level-one wizards in his Personal Guard Army, and invoking the favor of the Wizard World's Will.

 He then used the tiny sliver of the World's Will he resonated with as a fulcrum, leveraging even more of the World's Will to draw more attention.

 Surely enough, Sage Palo's chanting received a response.

 The immense, boundless World's Will of the Wizard World cast a glance in this direction.

 The Abyss Demon trembled out of fright, grumbling inwardly, cursing incessantly.

 This was what he damn well hated about wizards.

 Fighting was just a fight, whether it was a duel or a group brawl, he could handle it.

 As a Tier 4 Lifeform, who would he be afraid of?

 At most, he simply would run if he was losing, die if he couldn't escape.

 If his strength couldn't match up, there was nothing else to discuss.

 Total submission, both in words and in heart.

 But no, wizards just had to call upon the arrival of the World's Will.

 What, just because the World's Will of the Wizard World had more wisdom, incorporating the souls of four willing martyred Saints, it could do as it pleased, right?

 Just purely bully us because the Abyss World's Will was so dumb it even messed with its own demons?

 You truly have no decency in war!

 Such goddamn bad luck!

 The Abyss Demon's heart wept sorrowfully.

 A radiant golden rope appeared out of thin air, easily penetrating the boundary that imprisoned the Abyss Demon, a boundary it had tried countless times to escape but failed, looping around the demon's neck and securing a knot.

 One end fell into the hands of Sage Palo's mind-body incarnation.

 This scene was like a master walking his dog.

 After doing its work, the Wizard World's Will retreated quickly.

 Once Sage Palo's mind-body incarnation had respectfully seen off the World's Will of the Wizard World, it also quickly disappeared.

 Only a phantom Rune Array and a Abyss Demon remained in the boundary, a golden rope wound around its neck, looking more like a dog than a bat.

 In the Sky Fortress.

 Wizard Palo withdrew his mind-body incarnation, opened his eyes, and signaled for the Personal Guard Army's Captain to stand down.

 He ordered the Personal Guard Army to hold on a bit longer, maintain the Demon Binding Rune Array for a while longer, and wear down the Abyss Demon.

 Then, with a great mood, he returned to the main command hall.

 With a Level 4 Abyss Demon as bait, countless lower-tiered demons would be drawn to them.

 The Fairy World was still relatively weak.

 Once it's fully conquered and the Fairy World's Will shaped up to the Wizard World's Will, they could use the swarm of attracted low-ranked demons as nourishing sacrificial items.

 They could generously nourish the Fairy World.

 Let the Will of the Fairy World experience the love from the Wizard World.

 From then on, it would wholeheartedly follow the Wizard World without any dissension.

 No more two-facedness.
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 The third campaign progressed smoothly.

 Whether it was the frontal assault of the second corps, or the flanking of the first and third corps, all were about to seize the fortress they attacked.

 The special forces that penetrated into the enemy's rear had also destroyed the "Biological Factory".

 These were not "plagues", and without transmission capabilities between fairies, the biological modifications and enhancements could not continue without the "Biological Factory".

 The scale of fairy mutations would not endlessly expand.

 After the war, more viable forces could be preserved.

 The benefits obtained, such as population resources, would be even greater.

 In addition, the special forces had discovered the Fairy King's Sleeping Ground and a new discovery had been made.

 Sage Palo was quite satisfied with the holographic projection of the war situation.

 As long as they destroy the resistance forces of the Fairy Royal family, get rid of the fairies with strong will to resist, and then slaughter the vulnerable Fairy King.

 They could declare a significant victory in the first stage of this Fairy World invasion war: annihilation.

 In fact, it was never difficult for Sage Palo to conquer the Fairy World.

 The difficulty was in governing afterwards.

 There were too many examples to prove that high-pressured enslavement in person was not as effective as supporting proxies.

 Based on Sage Palo's idea of not wanting to get stuck in the mire of a security war, from the very beginning he did not choose to go on a tough conquest directly, but used a conciliatory strategy.

 Sending out special envoys at the beginning was a clever move.

 If the Fairy King could withstand the World's will of the Fairy World and be willing to become a vassal, surrender to the Wizard World.

 Sage Palo could also save some effort and time and concentrate on helping the Wizard World's will to transform the shape of the Fairy World's will, thus completing this invasion mission.

 If the Fairy King was unwilling or unable to surrender and chose to kill the special envoy, provoking the war, it would still play into Sage Palo's calculations.

 There were differences in benefits between the Fairy King, the Fairy King's room, the Fairy royal family, the other Fairy Clans, and the overal Fairy World.

 Using these differences, by sending out several special envoys, they could always find the Dove Faction who did not want to participate in the war, and also the informants who were willing to become guides for greater benefits.

 A proxy is to find these good-tempered Dove Faction and spineless informants.

 Especially those nimble and spineless informants, they are handy to use.

 Many times, there was no need to specifically instruct, the informants could handle things beautifully on their own initiative.

 It saved worry and time.

 With less strength and not united in will, the Fairy King's chances of winning this asymmetrical war were almost zero.

 The reason why Sage Palo did not win the war completely at one stroke, with several campaigns, was not only to hone the legion, but also to eliminate as many fairies with a strong will to resist as possible.

 In this way, after the war, the Wizard World's policy of restraint could be implemented more smoothly.

 History is always written by the victors.

 When two civilizations collide, the history of the defeated civilization is erased and the victors write a history that glorifies themselves and denigrates the conquered.

 The Wizard World did not erase the civilization history of the Fairy World, they just needed to "correct" a little bit.

 With public opinion under control, massive and long-term brainwashing would suffice.

 The Dove Faction and informants would use "facts" to propagate to the ordinary fairies the sins of the Fairy King,

 Propagate that the war was provoked by the Fairy King for his own selfishness, disregarding the interests of millions of fairies,

 Propagate that the Wizard World's counterattack was an act of helplessness,

 Propagate that the death of the Fairy King is not to be regretted, the demise of the royal family is deserved, and the extinction of the royal clan is in the interest of all fairy clans,

 Propagate that the Wizard World's overthrow of the Fairy King's Clan is mainly due to the royal family's cruel exploitation of the Fairy World, which has brought freedom and democracy to the Fairy World...

 Propagate that it is never a bad thing for the Fairy World to become a vassal of the Wizard World, but the starting point of a bright future.

 This is the second stage of Sage Palo's invasion of the Fairy World, the ideological war.

 After the two wars, it will enter the phase of strengthening the restraint and resource development.

 At that time, it will only be necessary to leave enough military forces to maintain suppression, the Army Corps can be sent back to base for consolidation and training.

 Later will be the beginning of Sage Palo's formal engagement with Heavens.

 This invasion of the Fairy World is just a practice arranged by the academy to help Sage Palo adapt to the transition from a main force leader to an army commander.

 Sage Palo made the transition quickly and accurately.

 After several actions, the army corps has already taken the shape of Sage Palo.

 On the other side, within the Fairy King's Forest.

 While Sage Palo looked at the holographic projection of the battlefield, Link and Assad had already raced to the outskirts of the Fairy King's Sleeping Ground and rendezvoused with Boss Otis.

 What's the situation?

 Just as he reached the high point where Boss Otis and his men were, he saw the scene taking place not far below. Link couldn't help but feel puzzled.

 There were two groups of fairies fighting amongst themselves, attacking each other relentlessly.

 The battle was extremely intense.

 Both sides were not holding back and fought with real force. There were heavy casualties, corpses lay everywhere, and blood flowed across the ground.

 Link looked closely and found that the majority were regular fairies, while the minority who looked uglier were lightly mutated fairies.

 The lightly mutated fairies were obviously stronger, and they were dominating the regular fairies in battle.

 If it continued like this, the lightly mutated fairies would definitely be victorious.
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 "Boss, what's going on here?"

 Assad, without Link's reservations, directly inquired on the team channel.

 Knowing that Assad was asking on behalf of Link, Boss Otis was not annoyed, instead, he explained:

 "When we arrived, they were already in-fighting.

 We captured two informers and used the Bewitching Heart Technique on them to learn the truth.

 The fairies who succeeded in surviving the highly risky biochemical transformation and enhancement called themselves the 'New Generation'. For some reason, they gradually changed their nature and started to look down upon regular fairies.

 The quarrel between the two groups of fairies escalated and eventually led to mutual killings.

 The second prince of the fairy royal family failed to suppress the mutiny, instead, he was severely injured by a fairy noble.

 The situation got out of control and developed into the current state."

 Link knew that Assad had asked for him and gratefully looked at Assad as a token of his gratitude.

 "Humph!"

 Lokan suddenly spoke out, sounding quite displeased.

 The two informers were his captives.

 After Boss Otis used the Bewitching Heart Technique, the interrogation was conducted by Lokan.

 In short, this information was hard-earned by Lokan, and yet Link got to know it for free.

 This made Lokan feel somewhat annoyed.

 Very annoyed.

 Boss Otis ignored Wizard Lokan's dissatisfaction. He gestured at Link toward the two fairies lying on the ground, one regular and one enhanced, and said: "Link, study them and see if you can find out the cause of the changes in the enhanced fairies."

 "Yes."

 Link readily accepted the task.

 He first used the wood system witchcraft skills to build a simple dissection table and placed the enhanced fairy on it.

 Then he took off his backpack, took out dissection tools and biochemical testing equipment, and started a comprehensive check on the enhanced fairy.

 The wizards present all had experience of dissections;

 They weren't interested in the slightly bloody and cruel dissection process.

 They were just slightly curious about the test results.

 The reason they waited for Link to come over to start the examination was not because they had forgotten the relevant knowledge and techniques, but each had their own specialty.

 The examination results they made might not be as accurate as those of Link.

 Link worked efficiently, and in less than 20 minutes, he finished inspecting and examining the enhanced fairy and found two highly probable reasons.

 After careful consideration, Link reported:

 "Captain, the enhancement of these fairies is incomplete. The overconsumption of vitality during the enhancement process has indeed affected their will.

 It manifested as maintaining rationality, but emotions have changed, amplifying some dark aspects, such as becoming more indifferent, arrogant, or selfish.

 In addition, I noticed a special aura fluctuation nearby, which has a strong influence on the enhanced fairies, as if provoking the killing intent of the enhanced fairies."

 After a brief pause, Link tentatively put forward a guess: "The source of this special aura fluctuation may be the sleeping Fairy King."

 "Hmm."

 Boss Otis responded and turned to ask Assad, "Did you sense it? What do you think of Link's deduction? Is it valid?"

 After carefully sensing it, Assad nodded and said, "I agree with Link's deduction. In addition, I think this may be a kind of ritual. Abyss demons often use slaughter to recover from injuries. The Fairy King has traded with the abyss demons and might have this ability."

 "Report this situation to the Command Post and ask for the next steps."

 Boss Otis made arrangements.

 Assad immediately closed his eyes, adjusted his mind and body, and entered long-distance communication mode to contact the front line command post using the unique means of a True Spirit Wizard.

 Soon after, Assad finished his report and received a reply.

 He opened his eyes and said: "The front line command post asks if our team has the ability to eliminate the Fairy King. If possible, take beheading action; if not, interrupt the ritual first and wait for support."

 After careful consideration, Boss Otis decided to play it safe: "Reply to the front line command post that we will mainly interrupt the ritual and beheading as the secondary; request for support to be dispatched as a backup."

 "Yes."

 Assad responded, then closed his eyes again to contact the front line command post at long distance.

 The approval for the action came down quickly, and support was dispatched, led by another Tier 3 wizard from the intelligence department.

 The special team checked their condition and equipment, confirmed there were no errors, and began the operation.

 The first move was still the stealth approach that Link was very familiar with.

 This tactic is highly popular in any world.

 While waiting for the rendezvous, Boss Otis, along with Lokan, "Black Cat" Betty, the twins Onyx and Mark, had captured more than two informers for questioning.

 They also identified the terrain of the Fairy King's Sleeping Ground.

 The special team bypassed the two groups of fairies fighting fiercely and swiftly infiltrated the labyrinthine building deep underground.

 A person's nickname is not gained for nothing.

 "Black Cat" Betty was called so because she had cat-like eyes, cat-like sensitivity, and cat-like intuition.

 Any traps or pitfalls in the underground labyrinth could not escape her eyes and were detected one by one.

 Either they ignored, destroyed, or circumvented them.

 To the fairies of the Fairy World, the highly concealed and lethal traps in the layers of the labyrinth were virtually non-existent in front of the seven wizards of the special team.
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 The special forces squad quickly descended from the top floor of the underground maze to the bottom one.

 From the way they had traveled, Link deduced that the underground labyrinth was shaped like an inverted pyramid.

 The bottom floor was also the narrowest one.

 This floor was occupied entirely by an empty hall, with no other rooms in sight.

 The ceiling, walls, and floors of the hall were all engraved with bizarre patterns.

 Thin strands of greenish blood, previously absorbed, transformed, and refined from the levels above the inverted pyramid maze, turned into strange vitalities. It infused itself within these bizarre patterns, converging towards a stone platform located in the hall's center.

 On the stone platform, lay the unconscious Fairy King, with a severed arm and half of its upper body swollen.

 Indeed, Assad's speculation was correct.

 The Fairy King was really attempting to recover its wounds by using dark rituals it obtained from the Abyss Demon.

 However, it seemed that something went wrong with the ritual. Instead of healing the Fairy King's wounds, it was transforming his life form.

 Upon first glance at the Fairy King, Link intuitively felt that the Fairy King's current condition was strikingly similar to that of the Insect God.

 It was teetering between life and death, seemingly alive yet dead, and seemingly dead yet alive.

 The physical body and the soul were in different states.

 After all, a Level 4 Extraordinary Life has undergone a Life Essence Transition for the second time.

 Even when severely injured and on the verge of death, the Fairy King was still alert to imminent danger.

 At the moment when the special forces set foot in the hall, the previously sleeping Fairy King abruptly opened his eyes.

 The Fairy King first glanced at the seven members of the special forces, then quickly locked his gaze onto Boss Otis, who he perceived as the most threatening, while also subtly guarding against the Lokan Wizard, whom he could not fully see through.

 A hazy bloody light shot out from the Fairy King's eyes, and he also exuded the oppressive aura characteristic of a Level 4 power.

 Boss Otis didn't flinch, looking directly into the Fairy King's eyes and withstanding the oppressive aura, ensuring that the team members behind him were not affected. He gave orders consecutively:

 "Betty to scout the surroundings and monitor for abnormalities."

 "Asaad and Link, guard the entrance to cut off the fairy's reinforcements, ready to assist the battlefield depending on the situation."

 "Onyx, Mark, aim your firepower at these patterns and disrupt the ritual."

 "Lokan and I will wait for the right moment to attack. Our main target is to destroy the stone platform. Attacking the Fairy King is secondary."

 Everyone immediately obeyed.

 "Black Cat" Betty, Asaad, and Link quickly retreated a few steps, leaving the hall.

 One of them controlled a horde of Biomimetic Hummingbirds, monitoring the entire inverted pyramid underground labyrinth.

 Two of them stood guard at the entrance of the hall, attentive to the scout images to fend off reinforcements, while prepared to support the combat situation in the hall at any time.

 Link had actually noticed an anomaly with the Fairy King.

 The color of the Fairy King's eyes had changed from the Fairy race's turquoise to a deep blue.

 The pupils had even completely morphed into a whirlpool shape.

 There must have been a reason for this anomaly.

 However, the current situation wasn't appropriate for extensive research or rashly bringing it up, which could distract the main four teammates.

 Link could only take note of it in private and ponder.

 The twin brothers Onyx and Mark made the first move.

 Their methods were brutal and their target was clear.

 Both brothers chose the Exploding Fireball, a powerful First Ring Fire System Technique, as their Destiny Witchcraft.

 They initiated the attack with their Destiny Witchcraft.

 In a blink, they unleashed a dozen or so orange fireballs the size of human heads, aiming at the ceiling, the surrounding walls, and the floor, trying to destroy those bizarre patterns.

 Boss Otis and Lokan were ready to intervene at any moment, disrupting the Fairy King's disruption.

 However, apart from watching, the Fairy King remained motionless.

 Explosions reverberated incessantly.

 Waves of fire billowed, sparks flew, and the hall trembled violently.

 Huge chunks of bricks and stones from the ceiling and the surrounding walls shattered and fell. The floor was blasted into large, deep craters.

 The bizarre patterns in the hall were almost immediately completely destroyed.

 The greenish blood had almost completely evaporated.

 The only thing remaining was the stone platform on which the Fairy King lay, which was shielded by an invisible and immaterial barrier, unaffected by the explosions.

 "Something's wrong!"

 At that moment, a hint of red light flashed in Asaad's eyes. He cried out in alarm, "This is an illusion, not a real place! It may be a trap!"

 Being a True Spirit Wizard, Asaad was more sensitive in the field of soul perception than the Tier 3 Wizard, Boss Otis.

 It wasn't until the Exploding Fireballs caused damage to the illusion that he became aware.

 However, everyone else, Boss Otis inclusive, and even Link, whose perception has been enhancing due to his cultivation, hadn't detected any anomalies.

 Of course, they chose to believe Asaad!

 "Retreat!"

 Boss Otis decisively ordered.

 With a dubious trap and unclear situation, recklessness was not an option.

 The first thing to do was to retreat to a safe place, wait for reinforcements, and then discuss further steps.

 The ritual had already been disrupted almost completely anyway.

 Worst case scenario, they would try to deal with it from the outside, driving away the two groups of fairies.

 The special forces squad rapidly left the bottom floor, retreating to the upper levels of the inverted pyramid, intending to swiftly exit the underground labyrinth.

 Surprisingly, they encountered no resistance during the retreat.

 Not only did the already awakened Fairy King not interfere, but the two groups of fairies who should have sensed the commotion on the bottom floor also did not interfere.

 This situation was suspicious and unreasonable.

 Link couldn't help but recall the deep blue eyes of the Fairy King and his whirlpool-shaped pupils.

 The more he thought about it, the more convinced he became that something was amiss.

 "Multi-Threading Thinking," activate!

 Without any hesitation, Link used his utmost strength, transforming into a humanoid supercomputer equipped with top-tier AI.

 In conjunction with the "Mind Closure Technique" and Hall of Memories, he quickly retrieved memories.

 Every scene after the rendezvous flashed rapidly through Link's mind.

 He quickly noticed the hint of red light flashing in Assad's eyes before he warned them.

 Recounting the first reaction of everyone including Boss Otis after hearing Asaad's warning was to retreat.

 They retreated immediately without even attempting to investigate!

 Is this reasonable?

 Does it fit with the identity of Boss Otis being a Tier 3 Wizard?

 Is it in line with Lokan's character and style?

 "It's wrong!"

 Link felt as if he had punctured a veil over his consciousness. He woke up abruptly and yelled instantly.

 "We are tricked! Get back quickly!"

 "The Fairy King is trying to escape!"
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 A wake-up call. 

 Boss Otis, who was in charge of retreat, was the first to react.

 Assad, following closely behind, seemed to have an epiphany and halted.

 The others were slower, but they did not brush off Link's words.

 After all, Link had been favored by the will of the Wizard World, making him hardest to be affected by illusions or have his cognition manipulated.

 Even Boss Otis, a Level 3 Wizard, wouldn't dare claim that his resistance to mind-affecting witchcraft was superior to Link's.

 Without waiting for Boss Otis or others to ask questions, Link proactively explained:

 "The illusion is real, the Fairy King is real, but there's no trap.

 I don't know what method he used, but he made us decide there's a trap and hastily retreat all within a moment.

 Also, if there really was a trap, why hasn't he attacked us yet?"

 Assad had already started to realize something. Having been alerted, he shook his head vigorously and broke free from the fog clouding his mind, regretting, "Ah, I've been deceived!"

 "Let's go back!"

 Boss Otis said nothing to accuse anyone and took the lead to turn back.

 Being a Level 4 meant being a Level 4. There was no denying the second Life Essence Transition.

 No matter how weak the Fairy King was, he was still a Level 4 Extraordinary Life.

 Even he, a Level 3 Wizard, had been deceived without knowing it.

 It was normal for a Level 2 True Spirit Wizard, no matter how formidable his spirit was, to be clouded in his heart.

 There was no need for blame.

 Besides, no one remembered at that instant, that the Fairy King's innate special power lies in the art of illusions.

 What they needed to do now was not to blame or clarify responsibility, but to try to remedy their mistakes.

 The special squad started advancing again to the bottommost floor.

 Because they had retreated too quickly earlier, they had already retreated to the fourth floor from the bottom.

 If they were to keep working their way down floor by floor, it would undoubtedly waste a lot of time.

 "Lokan, transform and start smashing downward."

 Boss Otis didn't want to waste any more time. In the right situation, he gave the order without dallying.

 "Roar!"

 Lokan did not hesitate, but immediately followed the command.

 He opened his mouth wide and roared wildly like a beast.

 With a clap of his hands, the veins in his neck bulged, his face flushed with blood rushing to his head, and his muscles swelled rapidly.

 Just like Dr. Banner transforming into the Hulk, Lokan instantly grew from a two-meter-tall man to a colossal figure nearing ten meters, with arms as thick as Link's.

 His physique, aura, and attitude were all akin to King Kong, capable of battling Godzilla!

 With a bang.

 Giant Lokan's head directly broke through the dome overhead.

 The hole wide opened, scattering debris everywhere.

 What Lokan did next was also like King Kong: he partially bent his knees, punched his chest forcefully, let out a roar, and then heavily hit the ground.

 After transforming, Lokan possessed not only formidable physical strength but also substantial state-amplifying witchcraft support, increasing his strength, speed, endurance, agility, etc.

 This punch, weighed over 100 tons!

 It also carried various witchcraft effects such as Demon Breaker, Heavy Hit, and Dizziness.

 A rumble echoed.

 The entire underground maze of the Inverted Pyramid violently shook.

 Link almost lost his balance and staggered a little before regaining his footing.

 The floor beneath him instantly cracked, forming a large hole.

 However, the hole was still too small to allow the giant Lokan to fall through.

 Lokan was somewhat irritated, swinging his fists twice in a row, hitting the floor with a boom.

 The underground maze shook even more violently, and the hole immediately expanded into an opening of around four meters in diameter.

 Lokan was the first to jump through the hole to the layer below and then continued smashing downwards with an all or nothing determination.

 Boss Otis didn't idly stand by. He floated up and descended from the hole.

 He had readied a Level 3 light and water system combined Dissolution spell, incorporated with his seething rage, to be released anytime.

 Soon, Giant Lokan had already pounded through three layers of ceilings, falling directly to the bottom floor.

 With a roar, Lokan directly jumped down onto the stone platform with a powerful strike.

 However, the stone platform was empty. Lokan smashed it, which didn't mean anything at all.

 The Fairy King had disappeared without a trace, his whereabouts unknown.

 Boss Otis's Dissolution spell, fueled by infinite fury, directly targeted the life vitality of biological entities and could evaporate a Level 3 Abyss Demon instantly. Now, it found no use.

 "Betty."

 Boss Otis forcefully suppressed his anger and shouted out loud.

 "Understood."

 'Black Cat' Betty had already started scouting on her own.

 Not to mention the biomimetic hummingbirds that completely controlled the entire underground labyrinth,

 She even took out a new spherical Reconnaissance Magic Tool, throwing it in all directions of the bottom floor, inspecting all holes it could possibly go through.

 Her catlike pupils emitted a bright light, scanning every corner of the hall.

 Searching for the whereabouts of the Fairy King.

 The Onyx twins began indiscriminate destruction.

 They unleashed the Second Ring chain explosion spell, which didn't need spiritual power and magic power, everywhere like flowing water.

 Explosions constantly rang out.

 Fire waves scattered, bricks burst, and the floors and walls became even more rugged and bumpy.

 Link, clad in Armor Orchid Battle Armor and the Defender 3202 suit, could barely withstand the sudden rise in heat.

 His hair curled slightly.

 However, whether it was Lokan's strikes, 'Black Cat' Betty's search, or the twin's explosive destruction, none of them forced out the Fairy King or found any traces of the Fairy King.
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 Clearly, the Fairy King had already fled far away.

 "Stop!"

 Boss Otis suppressed his anger, confirming that the Fairy King had indeed run away, he no longer let his team members exert themselves in vain.

 Deep in enemy territory, the consumption of spiritual power could still be replenished, but the consumption of magic power was very troublesome.

 Hearing the words of Boss Otis, everyone stopped their actions.

 Unwillingly, Lokan growled and transformed from a giant nearly ten meters tall into his normal burly figure.

 The special suit changed with his body, and aside from a bit of dust, there was no damage.

 This was much better than the Green Giant, who was naked after transforming.

 However, Lokan's transformation was not without its drawbacks.

 After returning to his normal size, his eyes were bloodshot, he was panting heavily, and the whole person seemed a bit irritable. He was pacing around the hall, growling lowly from time to time.

 This was a sign that his mind was somewhat affected and his emotions were on the verge of going out of control.

 If it weren't for Assad stepping in front of Link in time, Lokan probably would have punched Link in the face.

 "Assad, report to the front line command post that the Fairy King has awakened, his injuries have not yet healed, and he has fled. His whereabouts are currently unknown."

 Boss Otis gave up on the idea of finding the Fairy King in a short period of time, intending to make other arrangements.

 But he didn't plan to hide this from the front line command post.

 Originally, the task of the special squad was to primarily disrupt the ceremony and interrupt the recovery of the Fairy King.

 If they could eliminate him, that would be even better, but if they couldn't, they wouldn't be blamed.

 Boss Otis was so angry earlier, mainly because he was played by a Level 4 who he looked down upon, and he was simply embarrassed.

 Since becoming a Level 3 Wizard, when had he ever suffered such a loss?

 Under the watch of Boss Otis, Assad once again made long-distance contact.

 Returning to the underground hall, Link, who had not acted at all except for running, walked to the ruins of the stone platform that was smashed by Lokan at the prompt of Franda and the intense desire of the "Seed".

 Here were scattered broken bricks and stones.

 Some of the stone pieces that still had some shape were stained with the blood of the Fairy King.

 Link took out equipment and extracted these blood samples one by one. Most of them were left for the "Seed" to absorb, and a small part was used as a research sample.

 Seeing that the special squad seemed to stay in the hall for a while and would not leave for the time being, Link took a sample for testing.

 In order to get the test results earlier, Link sacrificed the accuracy of the test results and sped up the test.

 By the time "Black Cat" Betty gathered the orb-shaped reconnaissance magic tools that had returned without success, and Assad had contacted and reported to the front line command post, Link had also obtained the blood test results of the Fairy King.

 Link compared the blood test results of the Fairy King's severed arm found outside the Fairy King Forest with the blood test results he just extracted,

 Combined with the composition restored in the "Biological Factory", and the defects in the composition,

 And the color change of the Fairy King's eyeballs and the deformation of the pupils,

 Link came up with a bold speculation that may or may not be accurate.

 The Fairy King now seems to be different from the original Fairy King!

 The body and soul have an interdependent relationship.

 The Fairy King's mentality would become increasingly unhealthy under the influence of many physical factors such as incomplete biochemical modification and enhancement, being severely injured and dying, and the transformation in life form caused by the evil ceremony.

 The inadequacy of the mentality could lead to a severe consequence, that is, the soul's tear.

 Because Link lacked an understanding of Level 4 Extraordinary Lives after the second life essence transition, he really didn't know whether his kind of speculation would be outrageously wrong.

 He didn't even know whether revealing this uncertain speculation would affect the judgment of Boss Otis and the others.

 Therefore, he started to hesitate.

 In the process of packing up the samples and experimental equipment, he appeared somewhat unusual.

 Assad noticed this. Although he had a frivolous face, his character was actually more meticulous and calm.

 The private chat channel in the face shield's built-in chat system was actually not private enough.

 As a captain, Boss Otis could actually hear the private chats between the team members.

 This time, in view of the fact that Link's unusual situation appeared for the first time since they met, and it appeared after a test, Assad chose to use the First Ring witchcraft: spiritual link.

 First understand the situation, and then give advice.

 The defense of the "Mind Closure Technique" gave Link a buffer in advance.

 Quickly browsing the layout of the Sea of Consciousness and confirming that there was nothing unusual, Link accepted the connection request of the Wizard version quantum encrypted communication.

 "What have you found or speculated?"

 Assad's voice suddenly emerged in Link's mind.

 "Yes, but I'm not sure."

 Link had a thought and sent the sound back over the channel established in the dark.

 "Say it out, I'll help you consider it."

 "I suspect that the Fairy King has already…"

 After hearing Link's speculation, Assad was also unsure how likely it was that Link's speculation would be accurate, let alone whether this speculation, even if it was accurate, would help to track down the Fairy King.

 In the final analysis, they still lacked understanding of Level 4 Extraordinary Life after the second life essence transition.

 Among the entire special squad, perhaps only Boss Otis, who was a Level 3 Wizard, had some understanding.

 After thinking about it, Assad felt that he should inform them. Whether to tell it or not is up to Link, and whether to adopt it or not is Boss Otis's business.

 Hearing this, Link agreed to do so, but then declined Assad's proposal to inform on his behalf.
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 He knew Assad said this with good intentions.

 If it worked out, Link would get some credit, and if it failed, the blame wouldn't fall on Link.

 On this journey deep into enemy territory, Link had already felt Assad's care a lot.

 If this continued, he would lose track of how many favours he owed Elise, making it even harder to repay in the future.

 He couldn't possibly sacrifice himself, could he?

 If he's such a loser, he'll end up with a knife in him!

 "Captain, I have a less than certain deduction..."

 Having made his decision, Link stepped over to Boss Otis and spoke quietly.

 However, before Link could finish speaking, Boss Otis didn't respond.

 Listening to Link's words from the side and venting his emotions, Lokan suddenly interrupted, sneering, "If you're not certain don't blabber nonsense. Can you take responsibility if something goes wrong? I've put up with you for a long time on this journey. Who among these people isn't of higher level and seniority than you, and more knowledgeable than you? Who gave you the right to do all the talking? It seems like you're the only one who can study organisms and develop potions."

 "Lokan!"

 Boss Otis stared at Lokan, his murderous gaze was intense, his tone coldly rebuking:

 "Go stand over there and calm down. Don't delay my work.

 And from what I remember, more than one person has warned you not to ignore the impact of body refinement on your rationality, but you never listened, now what?

 Can you still effectively control your emotions?

 Don't turn yourself into a wild beast!"

 Lokan opened his mouth but eventually didn't completely lose his sanity like the Deformed Fairy, and reluctantly suppressed his boiling emotions.

 Grumpily, he turned around and went to a corner to beat the ground and vent his anger.

 Body-refining wizards are very susceptible to emotional volatility during the process of refining and modifying the body, especially if they lack the nourishment of a special potion. It makes their moods unstable and often extreme.

 Why does the Serene Wizard indulge Lokan so much?

 Because she originally promised to help Lokan refine such a special potion, but eventually couldn't develop it.

 To a certain extent, Lokan's personality and behaviour changes are the responsibility of the Serene Wizard.

 Why does Sage Palo ignore Lokan's "provocation"?

 Because she does not indulge in petty squabbles.

 "Go ahead."

 Seeing that Lokan could control himself, Boss Otis put away his murderous intent and intimidation, turned his head to look at Link, and signaled that Link should disregard Lokan's interruption.

 "Okay."

 Link nodded, paid no mind to the previous interruption, and proceeded to state his deduction.

 After listening, Boss Otis didn't comment, but went into deep thought.

 Link lacks understanding of level 4 extraordinary life. He doesn't know that after the second Life Essence Transition, the soul can exist independently of the body.

 Physical aspects, such as the negative factors Link mentioned about incomplete biological transformation and enhancement, serious injuries, problematic evil rituals leading to life form changes, are not enough to cause the Fairy King's soul to split.

 Therefore, Link's deduction is invalid!

 There was an error, but Boss Otis didn't undervalue Link because of this. Instead, he saw more clearly why Sage Palo and the Serene Wizard valued Link.

 Not everyone has the courage to infer the unknown based on known facts.

 And not everyone can risk stating their uncertain deductions in the current situation.

 Courage, responsibility, fearlessness of authority, a willingness to explore the unknown, along with talent and mentality. As long as Link Grande doesn't die halfway, he is certain to achieve something great in the not-too-distant future.

 Moreover, although Link's deduction is invalid, it served as a reminder to Boss Otis.

 The Fairy King is seriously injured and on the brink of death, resorting to an evil ritual for recovery.

 Now that the ritual was disrupted, not only has the injury not healed, but the Fairy King didn't even dare to attack the special forces team and could only flee quickly after a bluff.

 What does this mean?

 It means the Fairy King has lost his combat power!

 So, where can the Fairy King in this state run to?

 "Let's leave here first."

 Boss Otis, having made a plan in his mind, made up his mind.

 The special forces immediately activated stealth mode, got into a search formation, and exited the lowest level.

 The commotion in the underground maze had long alarmed the two groups of fairies fighting each other.

 The Second Prince, severely injured, forced himself out of his sickbed, ignoring both his guilt-ridden Fairy King's Guards and the "new generation" of fairies.

 Taking his own guard, he entered the underground maze, checked the situation and searched for enemies.

 The special forces team and the Fairy Guard led by the Second Prince passed by each other.

 What the Second Prince was left to inspect were just a series of big holes, the nearly completely destroyed lowest level hall, and the ruins of the stone platform.

 "Search, find them all!"

 The Second Prince roared in anger, triggering his injured lungs, and started coughing violently.

 The "demons" from a Different World dared to come and go freely under his nose, disrupting his father's recovery.

 This is simply too arrogant!

 The special forces reached the surface and avoided the two fairy groups still at a standoff, returning to their previous high ground.

 "Contact the front line command post, request a covering bombardment of the underground maze on the grounds of suspecting that the Fairy King hasn't fled far and is still hiding in the vicinity."

 Boss Otis carelessly glanced in the direction of the underground maze and instructed Assad accordingly.

 "Yes."

 Assad, too, didn't consider the lives of the fairies on the ground and those in the underground maze.

 These fairies, to the Wizard World, to the Palo Sage Army, are not good fairies; they belong to the cleanup targets.

 Being killed by a covering bombardment isn't considered collateral damage.

 Assad contacted the front line command post, reported the situation, and submitted the application.

 No one noticed, that under the transparency of his visor, Link's face subtly distorted a bit.

 An almost indiscernible black shadow slipped from Link's shadow along his ankle, calf, thigh, and spine, swiftly entering Link's brain.

 The defense of the "Mind Closure Technique" was at its maximum, and yet it was still broken through.

 The Fairy King's soul subtly invaded Link's Sea of Consciousness, rapidly hurtling toward the spherical Meditation Technique Rune Structure.

 It wanted to "possess"!
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 Damn it! 

 That old Bird snuck up on me.

 There are seven in a line, the Fairy King didn't tackle Boss Otis, a Tier 3 Wizard, nor Assad, the True Spirit Wizard, which is understandable.

 Their souls are bound to be relatively stronger.

 Especially, Boss Otis.

 If the Fairy King went after them, he might have ended up losing rather than gaining anything.

 However, bypassing Lokan, the Onyx twins and Mark, and "Black Cat" Betty, and going straight for Link, seemed a bit too much.

 This is bullying, choosing the weakest Wizard Link because of his low wizard's level.

 Link was speechless.

 Even more, he was incredibly helpless.

 Because he was faced with the most direct crisis since he arrived in this world.

 Also, it was the biggest crisis!

 Inside Link's Sea of Consciousness, the Fairy King's Spirit was standing in mid-air, exerting a strong pressure.

 Indeed, his soul was not affected by the physical injuries. It was still in perfect shape and strong.

 After two Life Essence Transitions, the Fairy King's Spirit had become substantive.

 From its originally invisible and intangible void state, it had evolved into a visible and tangible energy entity.

 Even without using spiritual power, it could move matter directly just like the physical body.

 And better than the physical body, the soul can change between real and unreal, which is very convenient.

 Unless continuing to level up, the physical body is indispensable, many existing beings above Level 4 in all the heavens and realms can discard their physical bodies and roam the world with their souls.

 After entering Link's Sea of Consciousness, the Fairy King's Spirit did not rush to attack.

 The flow of time in the Sea of Consciousness is naturally different from the world outside.

 Under the influence of the Fairy King, the ratio of time flow from Link's Sea of Consciousness to the outside world has been magnified to a hundred-fold, meaning 100:1.

 In other words, every second outside equals one hundred seconds in here.

 This is the limit of what Link's Sea of Consciousness can endure.

 This ratio is considerable and has exceeded the norm of level 1 Extraordinary Life.

 Before the other wizards noticed the anomaly, the Fairy King had enough time to accomplish his goals.

 After all, for a Level 4 Extraordinary Life to "usurp" a First Level Wizard, it's just a matter of a blink if it goes smoothly.

 If not, it would just take a little more effort.

 It's a sure thing.

 Or could it possibly capsize in a drain?

 Having seen the layout of Link's Sea of Consciousness, as well as his consciousness, concealed in a spherical Meditation Technique Rune structure, the Fairy King couldn't help but marvel.

 He truly chose a good "usurping" target for himself.

 The Sea of Consciousness is so vast and resilient, and well-organized inside.

 Even the strength of his unformed soul consciousness is much higher than that of the average Level 1 Extraordinary Life.

 It's almost approaching a regular Level 2 Extraordinary Life.

 Who would have thought? Picking the weakest wizard in a group of seven turned out to yield the one with the most potential.

 With this, wouldn't the "usurping" and subsequent developments be smooth sailing?

 Ha-ha-ha!

 Is my luck finally turning around?

 After admiring, the Fairy King didn't dawdle, nor did he blurt out any villainous lines.

 With a ferocious glint in his eyes, he charged straight towards Link's consciousness tucked within a spherical Meditation Technique Rune structure.

 Planning to gobble it up all at once.

 After digesting, he would acquire everything about Link.

 That includes, but is not limited to, identity, knowledge, memory, abilities.

 Then he would take Link's place, escape from the Fairy World, sneak into the Wizard World, and start all over again.

 Underneath the lake

 In the main part of the spherical Meditation Technique Rune structure, Link's consciousness, had been immersed in deep thought for a way out, right after the exception occurred.

 Thanks to the defensive system of the Sea of Consciousness based on the "Mind Closure Technique"

 Though it failed to keep out the sneak attack of the Fairy King's Spirit, and broke like a paper window,

 It served as an alert and sent a warning.

 Allowing Link to detect the anomaly in his Sea of Consciousness the moment the Fairy King's Spirit invaded, he timely transferred his consciousness underneath the lake's surface.

 Leaving a pseudoconsciousness hidden within the pseudo structure of the spherical Meditation Technique Rune.

 Otherwise, he probably wouldn't even stand a chance to meet face to face and would be crushed by the pressure emanated from the Fairy King's Spirit, successfully completing the "usurping".

 The Hall of Mind, based on the "Mind Closure Technique" and theorized from the Hall of Memories, temporarily confused the Fairy King's Spirit, buying a bit more time.

 Giving Link the opportunity to ponder over countermeasures.

 But that didn't mean Link could breathe easy.

 The Fairy King would certainly detect the anomaly if unable to succeed.

 And soon, he would see through the camouflage of Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 The time left for Link was running short.

 He had to think of a way to expel the Fairy King's Spirit from his Sea of Consciousness, or destroy it!

 Watching the Fairy King pounce towards the spherical Meditation Technique Rune structure in the air, Link couldn't help but recall an idea that Franda had once brought up:

 Meditating using the "Seed" to swallow and replace the Meditation Technique Rune structure.

 The "Seed", being the result of a broken world origin, was higher in rank and had stronger defensive ability than Link's present Sea of Consciousness and soul consciousness.

 Besides, the "Seed" also had the property and ability to devour.

 Any foreign bodies entering it, i.e., anything not created within the "Seed", could only remain temporarily.

 If not retrieved within a certain period, it would be devoured, digested, and absorbed by the "Seed" and converted into nourishment for the evolution of the embryonic world.

 Now, Link had a sudden idea, to use the "Seed" to devour the spherical Meditation Technique Rune structure, lure the Fairy King's Spirit into the "Seed" when attacking Link's consciousness at the lake bottom, after discovering the camouflage of the Sea of Consciousness.
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 Utilizing the "Seed's" position grids, its defenses, and its devouring trait to counter the Fairy King's Spirit.

 The "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card is in cooldown.

 In his urgency, Link could only rely on his computing intuition to calculate the feasibility of this plan without going into its details.

 In their dire state, all they could do was to doctor a dead horse like it was still alive.

 No matter how feasible the plan was, they could only proceed with it.

 As for how to practice the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" from the Wizard Scroll after the "Seed" consumed the Meditation Sphere, they had to survive first before they could think about it.

 Link notified Franda to do her best to protect herself and prepare for a potential retreat at any time. He then quickly controlled the "Seed" and swallowed the Meditation Sphere in one gulp.

 As soon as he completed this operation, the Fairy King's Spirit discovered the truth about the Sea of Consciousness, its gaze ominously focusing on the calm lake surface below.

 "What a surprise!"

 The Fairy King's Spirit was slightly irked, having been tricked.

 Even when hit by an attack from Sage Palo, who was also a level 4 extraordinary being, the Fairy King didn't have such a strong reaction.

 It was merely a lack of skill on his part.

 But being fooled by a puny level 1 Wizard was somewhat unbearable.

 The youngster has insulted me too much!

 The Fairy King's Spirit quickly retaliated, his powerful spiritual power wreaking havoc in Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 All illusions on the lake were destroyed.

 The Meditation Sphere shattered, and the library collapsed.

 The water of the lake was violently stirred, causing massive waves.

 After a moment, a whirlwind formed on the surface of the lake.

 Like a dragon siphoning water, it drew all the lake water into the "sky".

 Beneath the turbulent lake, the "Meditation Sphere" emerged and flew towards the powerful Fairy King's Spirit.

 Link, cowering in fear within the sphere, looked terrified.

 The Fairy King's Spirit opened its mouth wide and swallowed the "Meditation Sphere".

 Before the Fairy King even began to grind away at Link's consciousness.

 A powerful sucking force suddenly emerged from the "Meditation Sphere" within his belly.

 This suction force was so peculiar that the Fairy King's Spirit could not resist it for a time and was sucked into the sphere against his will.

 The "Meditation Sphere" then shed its disguise, revealing the true nature of the "Seed".

 Link's consciousness and Franda both sprang out from the inside of the "Seed" at the same moment, passing the absorbed Fairy King's Spirit and ending up in the wrecked Sea of Consciousness.

 As soon as they steadied themselves, they immediately began to operate.

 The big and small figure, the master of the "Seed", and the "Spirit" of the "Seed", fully stimulated their respective authorities.

 They firmly locked the inside and outside of the "Seed", closing all entrances and exits and trapping the Fairy King's Spirit inside like a jail cell.

 Caught off guard by the sudden change, the Fairy King could finally comprehend what was going on.

 Especially since the Fairy King's Spirit was not slow.

 However, after he managed to break free from the irresistible peculiar suction force.

 Upon looking around, he found that he was no longer in the despised Wizard's Sea of Consciousness, but rather in a very unfamiliar prototype world.

 This prototype world was small, but its rules were comprehensive and quite complete. All it needed was orderly development and it could grow.

 The unfortunate part was that all the exits and entrances between the prototype world and the outside world had been completely sealed off.

 If the Fairy King wanted to get out, he could only do so by force, by attacking the world's barriers.

 However, after a reconnaissance of the situation, the Fairy King was very frustrated to discover that he seemed incapable of breaking down this prototype world.

 The bright "sun" in the sky was a manifestation of a world's will, which was hundreds or thousands of times stronger than the fairy world's world will.

 The faintly appearing "moon" on the horizon was much smaller compared to the "sun", but it was still powerful enough to make the Fairy King lose all desire to resist.

 The sun and the moon represented the rules of time.

 For a prototype world to already have a set but well-developed time rule during its "Seed" phase, what did that signify?

 It signified that, given enough resources, this prototype world could definitely grow into a "World".

 And there was no need to take the route of a neutered "Domain" or the more tool-like "Gate".

 To an extraordinary being at level 4, possessing a "World" was a concept different from not having a "World".

 The gap between the two concepts was incalculable.

 A level 4 Sage possessing a "World", attacking a normally promoted Sage Palo would be like Sage Palo attacking the Fairy King.

 Just one blow, a casual one at that.

 That's how absurd it was!

 In his current state of being purely a soul, the Fairy King couldn't think about breaking the barriers of the prototype world, let alone defending himself.

 "The half-sized person starves to death on me."

 A "Seed" at its germination stage is very hungry. As long as it is to its taste, it dares to eat anything.

 With the sun and the moon as its support, the "Seed" couldn't wait to devour the Fairy King's Spirit to replenish itself.

 The Fairy King had chosen Link as he wanted to pinch a soft persimmon.

 However, he found, much to his horror, that he hadn't picked a soft persimmon, but rather kicked a solid iron plate.

 He capsized in the gutter.

 With this, the Fairy King was thoroughly in despair, his spirits sunken, not even exhibiting the will to resist.

 Link and Franda nervously watched the inside of the "Seed", observing the fluctuations of the Fairy King.

 However, they saw him standing still for a while, showing no signs of movement.

 Both were inevitably puzzled, unable to understand what was happening.

 "Master, has he gone silly?"

 Franda asked blankly.

 "I'm not sure."

 Link's consciousness was currently just a mist-like cloud, unable to make any expression.
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 Otherwise, Franda would have certainly noticed, the confusion written over the usually omnipotent master's brows.

 Link, too, was utterly at a loss as to what the Fairy King was thinking.

 However, whatever it was, it must have been something good that defied Link's knowledge.

 Indeed, every good deed has its reward.

 "So, what should we do, Master? Stand by and do nothing?"

 Franda wrinkled her cute little face and asked expectantly.

 She was eager now to strike at those who dared ambush her master.

 Her instinct told her that she could confront the bad guys now without worrying about any retaliation from them.

 "Seed" will go all out to assist her.

 But without the command from her master, Franda wouldn't act impulsively.

 "As long as there are no signs of him escaping, we'll leave him alone for now."

 Having pondered upon it for a while, Link decided to adopt a conservative stance to avoid being fooled. He ordered, "Franda, watch over his every move, and along the way, help your master clean up the Sea of Consciousness."

 "Certainly, Master."

 Franda answered sweetly.

 Cleaning up the Sea of Consciousness was effortlessly simple, not as complicated as reshaping it.

 Having access to all of Link's knowledge, Franda, once granted permission by Link, could tune the Hall of Mind developed based on the "Mind Closure Technique" and the theory of Hall of Memories.

 Link had to withdraw his consciousness from the Sea of Consciousness to return to the real world.

 In the real world, Link had teammates around him, especially True Spirit Wizard Assad and Boss Otis. Any prolonged immersion in the Sea of Consciousness would undoubtedly raise suspicions.

 He didn't know much about these teammates, including the friendliest of them, Assad, let alone fully understand them.

 His teammate Lokan, in fact, harbored stark hostility against Link.

 Given all these considerations, Link decided not to reveal some of his secrets to them for the time being.

 Therefore, the Fairy King's soul attempted ambush in the Sea of Consciousness, intending to possess him. They must not discover this, at least not at the present moment.

 Only when meeting Sage Palo would Link spill the beans.

 If not, he could potentially be perceived as someone who was already possessed by the Fairy King.

 Lokan would certainly seize such an opportunity, unhesitantly making a move.

 That kind of turn of events, however, wouldn't align with Link's interests.

 Alright, Link admitted it. Once again, he didn't refrain from hypothesizing someone's intentions with his worst assumptions.

 Drawing a deep breath, Link retained a serene expression, quickly adjusting his condition.

 Assad, with his sharp senses, sensed something unusual and asked, "Have you discovered something? Or has something affected you?"

 As nonchalantly as he could, Link replied, "I haven't discovered anything. I was just reflecting on that absurd conjecture earlier and learning a lesson from it."

 "Is that so?"

 Assad was skeptical but didn't probe further.

 Everyone harbors secrets they don't wish to share.

 Unremittingly pursuing an answer from someone who's unwilling to share their secrets is frowned upon.

 Assad didn't want to be that annoying person, so he remained silent.

 "Betty, you scout. Onyx and Mark, you be on guard duty, everyone else, do what you need to do. We'll wait for the reinforcements before discussing anything else."

 Boss Otis cast a glance towards the location of the Inverted Pyramid's underground labyrinth and made the decision to let the squad, who has been working non-stop since their arrival, rest.

 In any case, the main objective of this mission had been achieved.

 No matter if the Fairy King escaped. He was like a grasshopper in Autumn, his days were numbered.

 The members of the special team set off to perform their duties as ordered.

 Unable to shake off his temper, Lokan sulked in a corner, uttering eloquent invectives in an undertone.

 His silhouette somehow gave off a silly vibe.

 "Black Cat" Betty operated the Biomimetic Hummingbird, setting up surveillance around the perimeter.

 The twins Onyx and Mark, each standing on either side, were on alert.

 Assad was pulled away by Boss Otis for another attempt to contact the Command Post and the reinforcement team.

 Link found a spot shielded from the wind, took out his miniature experimental equipment and decided to redo the blood test he had done in haste earlier.

 This time, there was no compromise on accuracy for speed.

 While waiting for the test result, Link multitasked as he plunged his consciousness into the Sea of Consciousness, monitoring the Fairy King imprisoned in the "Seed" with Franda.

 After some time of buffering, "Seed" began to exhibit its devouring nature.

 Like ants gnawing away at an elephant, it slowly tore apart the Fairy King's Spirit.

 The Fairy King's Spirit could do nothing about this Rule Power.

 Beyond futilely retracting his spirit in defense against the gnawing and attempting to slow down the rate at which it was being consumed, he was powerless to do anything else.

 The powerful ruler of the Fairy World, the Supreme King of all Fairy Clans had been reduced to such a pitiful state.

 How depressing! What a pitiful feeling!

 As the master of the "Seed,"

 Link sensed the satisfaction and pleasure that the "Seed" was expressing obliquely,

 and witnessed the blush gradually paint Franda, the "Spirit," the color of a wine-flushed face,

 His mood significantly brightened, transitioning from the alarm he felt when the Fairy King ambushed him and almost possessed him, into an exhilarating contentment.

 Just when he was worrying about where to find resources for the second phase of "Seed" cultivation, the Fairy King came gift wrapped into his hands.

 Such a pleasant surprise deserves a good cheers.

 A moment for celebration, indeed!
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 This would be akin to a real-life snake swallowing an elephant.

 What's unique is that the "seed", this snake, has a large capacity but weak digestion.

 While it won't suffer from indigestion,

 it will take a very, very long time to fully devour and absorb the soul of the level 4 extraordinary life form, the Fairy King.

 Neither Link nor Franda have the ability to accelerate this process.

 This means that for some time to come, Franda, as the "Spirit" of the "seed", will have no home.

 Within the Cultivation Secret Realm, through the unknown methods of unknown entities, Franda's life form has become incredibly unique.

 In the "seed" and in the real world, she is a real, fully alive being.

 She can also transform from solid to ethereal, living in Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 Link's current situation does not permit him to summon Franda and keep her by his side.

 So, Franda will have to reside in Link's Sea of Consciousness for quite some time.

 With the permissions granted by Link, Franda can move the existing "structures" within Link's Sea of Consciousness without touching the contents.

 She can also create new "structures" that are appearance-only, using them as her dwelling place.

 "Master, can I build a small house?"

 Before hastily building, Franda opted to seek Link's opinion first.

 "Yes, you can build it next to the library."

 Link had no reason to refuse.

 Having already fed Franda, he could not make her endure homelessness.

 If he did, he would truly become a heartless capitalist.

 "Thank you, Master. You're so wonderful."

 Franda's face blossomed into a big, sweet smile as she cheered excitedly.

 Soon after, she split her attention. While keeping an eye on the Fairy King's soul within the "seed" and happily building and tidying up "structures", she hummed a little tune.

 Seeing this, Link couldn't help but laugh.

 Certainly, only by being carefree can one feel true happiness.

 He just hoped that Franda was genuinely worry-free.

 And not hiding her emotions under a veneer of nonchalance.

 Even now, Link couldn't forget Franda's reluctance and pleading towards the God Slayer that day.

 He couldn't forget Franda's bitter tears after momentarily reuniting with her father, then losing him again.

 After the initial stages, the pain of losing a loved one becomes like water.

 Continuous and nuanced, silent when small, roaring when great.

 Link hoped that Franda wouldn't suddenly tear up at the drop of a hat someday - that feeling is unbearable.

 Putting aside these distracting thoughts, seeing that both his Sea of Consciousness and the "seed" are fine, Link stopped worrying too much.

 He returned his consciousness to the real world.

 After a period of patient waiting, the results of the Fairy King's blood test were now ready.

 Link picked up the results, reading and comparing them with care.

 The detailed report provided more solid evidence for the hypothesis of the Fairy King's changed physical form, compared to the hasty results obtained previously.

 However, this result didn't really have a significant impact on the current situation faced by the special squad.

 It did however provide some hints for Link's research topic.

 Before joining the special squad, Link had two ongoing research topics:

 One was to explore the nature of the Fairy's Inherent Ability;

 The other was to perfect enhancement bio-transformations and strengthening plans for the Fairy's Inherent Ability.

 Until now, these two topics still had many unresolved parts, and the results were yet to show.

 It should be known that Link's initial intention for joining the special squad and venturing into enemy territory,

 was to gather more material for these two topics, conduct more experiments, and collect more data.

 And not to blow up the "Biological Factory", or hunt down the Fairy King.

 We shouldn't confound the order of importance, right?

 With the Fairy King's soul now ensnared, Link could confidently work on his private interests.

 Therefore, after finishing his conversation with Boss Otis, Assad saw a Link who was increasingly obsessed with various biochemical experiments.

 "They say one must be mad to live."

 Assad shook his head and sighed, "Your fervor matches well with Elise's."

 Upon hearing this, Link was taken aback but didn't know what to say.

 After all, the other party was Elise's future brother-in-law, and had taken good care of him along the way.

 Elise Clark, potentially a fellow countrywoman, hadn't done anything bad to him either, and even offered to support him financially.

 There was absolutely no need for him to say something unpleasant.

 Unuttered, Link was the master of his words.

 But once spoken, he would become a slave to them.

 It would possibly lead to unwanted complications, resulting in unpleasantness for everyone.

 Swallowing the words that were on the tip of his tongue, giving an embarrassed smile to Assad, Link continued to focus on his experiments.

 Assad intentionally moved away a bit, not wanting to disturb Link's research.

 That is, until the support squad arrived to regroup.

 Following the directives from the Front Line Command Post, the two squads combined and came under the command of Boss Otis.

 The tier 3 wizard from the intelligence bureau, Valerian Boss assisted.

 The task was straightforward - to hunt down the fleeing Fairy King.

 This showed the Front Line Command Post's judgement - the current Fairy King did not have the power to stand against the two tier 3 wizards.

 Once the two squads combined, they directly began the hunt for the Fairy King under Boss Otis' leadership.

 The initial progress was smooth; they quickly found the Fairy King's fragmented body.
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 Unfortunately, the whereabouts of the Fairy King's soul remains unknown. (Link mutters under his breath: "I know where.")

 After preserving the somewhat research-worthy, broken down body of the Fairy King, the two squads continue their mission to hunt for his soul.

 At first, Link thought that the "seed" might need a very long time to devour the soul of the Fairy King, so he didn't mind.

 He figured they could keep searching, how much time could it really take?

 Perhaps at most one or two days, he could bear that.

 Who could have known, even after the end of the third campaign, the two squads received no permission from the Command Post to cease their search.

 Yes, the third campaign has ended!

 After the Fairy King remains missing and several key forts and the royal court fell, the resistance of the Fairy royal family plummeted.

 Apart from scattered small-scale resistance, the entire Fairy World is essentially under the control of the Palo's Sage army.

 Even the eldest prince, the second prince, and the third prince have been captured one by one.

 Except for a few nobles and generals with staunch resistance from the Fairy royal family and the Royal Family, who died in battle, the rest became captives.

 Several major Fairy Dukes who were quick to surrender were commissioned to establish a Five-Clan Coalition Government to manage the Fairy World.

 Yes, the Rainforest Fairies are no longer part of the royal family, but they are still one of the five major Fairy clans, and enjoy the same political status as the High Mountain, Grassland, River, and Ocean clans.

 This has led to considerable dissatisfaction among the Fairy Dukes of the other four clans, causing quite a commotion.

 But the situation is stronger than the people.

 The current situation in the Fairy World is in the hands of Palo's Sage army.

 When the Palo Sage Army speaks, the four clan's Fairy Dukes have to listen, whether they like it or not.

 There's no room for bargaining.

 If it doesn't work, they'll just replace the fairy.

 After all, there are many fairies coveting their positions.

 As the four clans' Fairy Dukes got a taste of even greater power, they also felt the vaguely visible shackles around their necks.

 The representative of the Rainforest Fairies, of course, cannot be chosen from the princes, the mainline of the royal family, or even the major branches of the royal family.

 In the end, the seat was claimed by a highly respected elderly commoner of humble birth.

 Such a choice would further pacify the Rainforest Fairy Clan.

 After ruling the Fairy World for nearly a thousand years, even if Palo's Sage Army has decimated the Rainforest Fairy clan's armies, they still have a deep foundation. With some mobilization, training, and arming, they can muster an army capable of contending with the other four clans.

 And allowing a strong, prestigious Fairy to represent the Rainforest Fairies would only create problems.

 Better to strangle this threat in the crib. It will save a lot of trouble.

 The first order of business after the formation of the Five-Clan Coalition Government was public trial.

 The people facing public trial were the absent Fairy King, the princes, the remaining members of the royal family, and certain Royal Clan nobles.

 There were heaps of charges, ranging from extortion and aggressive tactics, abduction, corruption, reckless disregard for life, to excessive indulgence, extravagant construction, provoking wars, wasting public energy, and so on and so forth, too many to count.

 The purpose was only one: to smash the positive image of the Fairy Royal Clan, Royal Family, and Fairy King, to paint them as the villains, in order to mitigate the effects of war and prevent possible rebellion.

 The participants in the prosecution and the hearing were mainly representatives of the impoverished from all groups.

 Nobles could observe, but they were not compelled to attend - it was entirely up to them.

 The public trial lasted for three days.

 By the end, the scene was somewhat out of control.

 Because the Fairy Royal Clan and Royal Family have indeed done too many horrible things.

 Many, many downtrodden fairies have suffered oppression from the royal and royal families.

 When so many victims gathered and recounted their experiences of oppression and persecution, it aroused the anger of many fairies.

 They wished they could tear these detestable parasites and vermin to pieces right there on the spot.

 Only under the strenuous efforts of the Five-Clan Coalition Government was order not completely lost.

 In the end, the princes, other members of the royal family, and some noble fairies who were put on trial were beaten to death.

 Their bodies, however, were still preserved.

 The Fairy nobles watching on the sidelines all turned pale out of fright towards the end.

 Especially the physically disabled third prince. Before his death, he cried out, "Today it's me, tomorrow it will be you. I'll be waiting for you," which caused many Fairy nobles to tremble with fear.

 Everyone knows that among the princes, the one with the most wisdom and insight is the third prince.

 Before his death, he must have had a purpose in yelling out like that, and he definitely must have seen a trend.

 Perhaps the social structure of the Fairy World will undergo even more radical changes.

 All clans' nobles hope that their status, power, and interests will not be impacted too severely.

 Thus, they all enthusiastically participated in the establishment of the Five-Clan Coalition Government.

 From central to local, at all levels, and in all institutions, the establishment work was extremely smooth.

 Palo's Sage's army's conquest of the Fairy World has thus smoothly entered a transitional stage, with the second phase thought warfare as the main and third phase indirect rule as the auxiliary.

 These were all read out loud every day by Assad, the True Spirit Wizard who could most suitably be described as a human radio, in order to relieve boredom.

 Link listened with half an ear, only interested enough to understand what was happening, but not concerned with these details.

 What he cared about now was when this search mission, destined to be fruitless, would finally come to an end.

 Even if the two squads search around the Fairy King's Forest for a long time, it would be completely meaningless.
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 Unfortunately, without the permission of the front-line command, the two squads could only patrol in the Fairy King Forest.

 Doing the same thing every day, with no technical substance, unable to show anything abnormal, was extremely boring.

 Link, with two projects that were about to yield final results, needed time for further research.

 Consequently, he felt even more bored and annoyed.

 If it wasn't for the "seed" being too attractive and bound to draw attention, Link would have come clean.

 He would have told everyone that he was just about to obliterate the soul of the Fairy King!

 Then there would be no need to roam around aimlessly in the Fairy King Forest all day!

 But he dared not, he could only grumble in his mind.

 Helpless, Link had to use the "Mind Closure Technique" to block out related emotions and painfully endure it.

 Like this, he wasted another 7 days.

 That day, a message was passed from the frontline command that Sage Palo had confirmed the Fairy King's complete death through a special method.

 The World's Mind of the Wizard World had completely infiltrated the World's Mind of the Fairy World.

 The two squads were allowed to terminate their hunting mission and return to the advance base for rest.

 Yes, the majority of the Sage Palo's army was still stationed at the advance base.

 Only a small part required to interact with the Five-Clan Coalition Government would station in the Royal Court or other places.

 The first thing upon returning to the base, of course, was to report.

 Boss Otis, as the special squad captain, was given an opportunity to report one-on-one to Sage Palo.

 This lasted for thirty minutes.

 Valerian Boss, albeit being a Tier 3 wizard like Otis, had the same opportunity to report one-on-one to Sage Palo.

 However, he rejected it and had Boss Otis deliver the briefing report on his behalf.

 This one was very reserved, and after the two squads combined, he didn't say more than 20 words besides giving orders.

 When the special squad finished reporting, Link's secondment ended, and he became "free" again.

 After saying goodbye to Assad, to Lokan who never liked him, and to all members of the special and auxiliary squads, Link turned around and entered the tent where Sage Palo was located.

 Link also had the qualification for a one-on-one report!

 This surprised everyone, but they also found it within reason.

 Already well-known among the army, Sage Palo valued Link Grande highly and treated him almost like his own son.

 A one-on-one report was nothing surprising.

 "Something to say? Spit it out."

 In the tent, Sage Palo leaned in his rocking chair, feigning sleep, with traces of fatigue on his face.

 Even a Fourth-Level Sage could not avoid the trouble of paperwork.

 "My research will soon be successful, but still lacks some experimental materials, corpses and living bodies."

 Link didn't beat around the bush; he stated his request directly.

 War had drawn to a close and so biochemical research could not be conducted brazenly anymore.

 He needed permission from the frontline command to acquire experimental materials, then quietly get to work.

 "Just apply normally, don't make it too special."

 Sage Palo was not opposed, merely reminding him.

 "Alright, I will."

 Link nodded, hesitated for a moment, and didn't mention the "seed" and the matter of the Fairy King's Spirit.

 Just like what Sage Palo had hinted before:

 Some things can be done but not said, some things can be said but not done.

 The matter of the "seed" and the Fairy King's Spirit could only be done, not said.

 "Go back to the rear Potion Department then, old man Morpheus has been missing you."

 Sage Palo waved his hand, dismissed him and gave Link his next appointment.

 "Thank you, Sage Palo."

 Link was eager to accept this arrangement.

 The work in the rear Potion Department was easy with complete laboratory facilities and equipment and with a nice boss. Where else could he find such a good job?

 After bidding farewell to Sage Palo, Link immediately informed old man Morpheus of his imminent return, then headed for the nearby portal.

 After a brief wait in line, Link stepped into the portal.

 A moment later, he emerged in a new place, from the Fairy World's frontline base to the rear camp in the Desolate World.

 As soon as Link stepped out of the portal, he saw old man Morpheus awaiting eagerly.

 Upon seeing Link's figure, old man Morpheus rushed over with his arms spread out.

 After a hearty bear hug, Old Man Morpheus shouted loudly:

 "I've missed you to death!"
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 "So, did you gain much?"

 Morpheus took a step back, quickly releasing his hold, and asked with concern.

 "Not bad, quite good actually."

 Reflecting on his behind-enemy-lines operation, aside from wasting a bit of time at the final stage, Link had made great gains elsewhere.

 Two projects were about to yield results, only needing some additional experiments and data.

 According to Link's experience, these two achievements could be worth a lot of "Academic Points" and Magic Stones.

 Also, more than one-fifth of the Fairy King's Spirit has been devoured by the "Seed", providing great nourishment on both the rule and energy levels.

 Indeed, the gains were considerable.

 "That's good."

 Morpheus felt truly pleased.

 A slightly distorted, chilling smile appeared on his battered face.

 Even though he was borrowed, Link did represent the rear Potion Department in this behind-enemy-lines mission.

 A boon for Link meant a good performance.

 The Potion Department could celebrate some secondary gains.

 And Morpheus, the Potion Department Head, could now speak with more authority.

 Well, this logic could barely be justified.

 "This isn't a good place to talk."

 Morpheus turned around and headed towards the floating car, speaking as he walked, "Let's head back."

 There were no objections from Link, who followed him at once.

 The two of them drove towards the Potion Department Headquarters.

 As soon as they were in the car, Morpheus started complaining:

 "Ah, luckily you were just borrowed, not transferred.

 If you had been, I'd have to find another good helper or two.

 During the time you weren't here, I was almost mad because of the personnel from the Medical Department.

 They are useless in everything except for snatching credit.

 If it wasn't for my firm stance, they would have given up long ago.

 I really can't understand how Salossal led his people. He somehow ruined a group of pharmacists and R&D Engineers that were well-trained by the Serene Wizard.

 It's truly an unforgivable sin."

 Link didn't understand the actual situation, so he just listened without rashly expressing an opinion.

 Fortunately, Morpheus was just venting and didn't expect to find comfort or support from Link.

 Seeing that Link wasn't very interested in this topic, he eventually stopped talking.

 The car fell silent for the time being.

 The atmosphere wasn't awkward, just silent.

 Soon, the floating car arrived in front of the shit-brown bungalow that housed the Potion Department Headquarters.

 "You seem pretty tired. Take the rest of the day off, relax back in your dorm, and come to report to me tomorrow."

 Seeing the tiredness Link couldn't hide, Morpheus sincerely advised just before getting out of the car.

 Usually tough, yet also understanding of his subordinates.

 A blend of tough and tender, Morpheus truly grasped the essence of administrative management.

 "Okay, thank you, Head."

 After thanking him, Link got out of the car, glanced at the slanted sign on the door, and noted that nothing seemed to have changed.

 Then he picked up his heavy backpack, said goodbye to Morpheus, and headed straight through the office area, crossed the courtyard, and came back to his dorm.

 After putting down his backpack and taking a relaxing hot shower to wash away his fatigue, he turned on the dorm's defense mode and tasked the diligent Franda with keeping guard. Then, Link fell into a sound sleep.

 Taking baths and sleeping soundly had become Link's routine means of relieving fatigue.

 While Link was sleeping soundly, his return sparked a heated debate in the Potion Department.

 Of course, the main character in this controversy was Link, and it originated within the Potion Development and Refining Teams.

 Up till now, Link was still the team leader of both teams.

 However, for ease of management, during Link's loan period, Morpheus appointed two acting team leaders to oversee the Potion Development and Refining Teams, respectively.

 No matter how small, a mosquito's leg is still meat.

 Don't underestimate the importance of being a team leader.

 If they could remove the "acting" prefix, it would reflect greatly on the career records of the two acting team leaders.

 Whether they continue serving in the Legion or return to their homeland, this could prove helpful.

 So, faced with Link, the official team leader of both teams, the two acting team leaders teamed up in an unspoken alliance to start a smear campaign against Link.

 They accused him of neglecting his duties by abandoning proper potion development and refinement to study fairies instead;

 They said he lacked a sense of responsibility; at the critical moment of Potion Department's restart, he took part in a borrowing task that could be refused.

 Some facts, some exaggerations, and some distortions.

 In short, there was just one purpose, to force Link to voluntarily resign.

 After a sound sleep, Link woke up refreshed.

 Having tidied up a bit, Link went to report to Morpheus.

 As he walked past the offices, all sorts of rumors drifted into his ears.

 After thinking for a moment, Link quickly understood the malicious intentions hidden behind these rumors.

 "Heh ..."

 Link laughed coldly, knocking on the door to Morpheus's office.

 "Come in!"

 Morpheus always answered energetically.

 Pushing open the door to the Minister's office, Link didn't waste any time, "After politely greeting, I would like to resign from both the Potion Development and Potion Refining Teams and focus on," he said directly after a polite greeting.

 Originally, Link had thought that if the people from the Medical Department performed well, he wouldn't mind listing a few more names in the upcoming heavy hitting "papers".

 Now, ha-ha, I'm done playing with you.

 You can play your petty tricks by yourselves.

 Disgusting.

 "Hmm..."

 Morpheus pondered for a while, sensing Link's determination, he didn't try to persuade him but nodded in agreement, "That's fine. It would be better to focus on your research without any distractions."
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 Morpheus turned the conversation; "Actually, I'll establish a new research group and still have you as the team leader."

 "I accept."

 Link agreed with the proposal.

 In this way, he could escape the two mires of both the potion development team and the potion refinement team.

 Alone in his group, he could close the doors, retreat into his tower, and take care of his own affairs.

 He could then avoid all the bullshit that he didn't want to get involved in.

 Once the two of them confirmed their plan, they started to take action.

 Office space and a fully equipped laboratory were already prepared; Link just had to pack up and move in.

 Morpheus would take care of the administrative procedures.

 In his newly proposed research group's lab, Link familiarized himself with the equipment and began to conclude two main research projects.

 First, he submitted a special request for further research to the front-line command post.

 While he was waiting for the application to be approved and for other required research materials, Link didn't waste time. He started organizing all the experimental data from past research and got to writing the outlines for some research articles.

 While Link was deep in his studies, a new startling rumor waves beleaguered the Potion Department.

 Link had been removed from position as team leader for both the potion development and potion refinement teams, and was instead appointed as the leader of a newly formed team.

 However, this change came as a surprise to very few people.

 No matter what, Link was considered a highly meritorious individual in the Potion Department.

 The Department was able to clear away undesirables, maintain the environment, restart business, all of which were closely related to him.

 Even if his removal from the positions of the two teams was due to public sentiment, he was entitled to a different compensation.

 No one could object to Link's new appointment.

 However, the choice of new leaders for the potion development and potion refinement teams was indeed unexpected to many.

 The new leaders were not the two acting team leaders who had been actively opposed Link, but two deputy leaders who were always quiet and diligent.

 Furthermore, Morpheus blindsided everyone by transferring the two acting team leaders back to the Medical Department!

 He reasoned that they were unsuited for the role as they were not united with their colleagues, practiced isolationism, and caused division.

 Indeed, Morpheus had struck a major blow to the acting team leaders.

 They not only failed to achieve their desired position, they also messed up their careers, which they valued most.

 They sheepishly returned to the Medical Department, only to be met with disdain and ridicule.

 This failure would not sit well with them.

 The two of them were desperate to continue the contention.

 Morpheus was having none of it, though, and ordered them to be taken out of here like trash, littering the Potion Department.

 He even threatened them, saying, "Dare step into the Potion Department again and your legs will be broken!"

 After experiencing this event, all personnel, old or new, in the Potion Department gained a deeper understanding of Link's position.

 Link was neither deaf nor blind and was of course aware of everything that Morpheus had done.

 He felt a sense of gratitude in his heart and subsequently received the experimental materials delivered by the front line command post, after they quickly approved his application.

 Included in the materials was some parts of the Fairy King's broken body.

 Link started a rigorous research process which lasted three straight days and nights.

 Despite the tremendous workload, the outcome was equally fruitful.

 Roaming around in the Fairy King Forest and simulating experiments in his mind had proven useful to curb boredom and ennui.

 To some extent, it improved the efficiency of Link's research this time.

 Having sorted out all experiments and collected all data, Link didn't continue overnight but instead chose to rest and clear his mind.

 He didn't even go back to the dormitory. Instead, he took a shower and had a good night's sleep right in the lab.

 Upon waking up, Link rolled up his sleeves and wrote three research articles.

 The main topics were: a comprehensive analysis of fairies (anatomy, physiology, biochemistry), the nature of fairy inherent abilities (soul, body) and the principles, flaws, and improvements in the biochemical enhancement and strengthening scheme for enhancing fairy inherent abilities.

 In addition to these three articles, Link had another groundbreaking accomplishment.

 During the improvement of the biochemical enhancement and strengthening scheme, Link had pondered how to transplant this approach to wizards.

 Notably, Link was inspired by the Serene Wizard's experiment that improved wizard qualifications.

 He was also grateful for the first deformed fairy he dissected and to Lokan, who was a body-refining wizard.

 Both allowed Link to understand the positive and negative effects of biochemical enhancement and strengthening more directly.

 Link's breakthrough achievement was a set of potions.

 These potions could be used for targeted improvement, or they could enhance all aspects of the wizard's physical qualities who accepts the enhancement and refinement.

 Targeted improvement means selecting from strength, endurance, damage resistance, speed, agility, reactions, or constitution, anything one needs or anything that is a weak point, to enhance in single or multiple areas (not exceeding four).

 All-around enhancement literally means what its name implies — a more comprehensive and balanced improvement though slightly inferior in terms of enhancements degree.

 You can't have your cake and eat it too.

 You gain some, you lose some.

 Actually, the initial version of this breakthrough achievement was much more potent than the final version.

 It could not only enhance physical qualities but also improve soul talents.

 Combined, these could comprehensively improve wizard qualifications.

 It achieved something that the Serene Wizard's experiment couldn't.

 He didn't adopt the initial version and chose to "castrate" it, resulting in the weakened final version.
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 It was the contrast between the Fairy King's damaged body and intact soul that made Link realize that his current understanding of the soul was not comprehensive and deep enough.

 Therefore, for safety's sake, Link went all in.

 Anything related to the soul was cut off, even if it meant reducing the degree of enhancement and advancement, he was willing to do so.

 Later, when he can better understand the soul, he can reverse it, and it would not be too late.

 Having organized his three "papers" and hard-core results, Link emerged from his laboratory after several days of seclusion, walking to the minister's office under the slightly strange gazes of the crowd.

 The door was open, and Link knocked and then walked straight in.

 "Yo, you finally came out."

 Old Man Morpheus seemed in a good mood, rarely speaking in a whimsical tone, and teased Link as soon as they met.

 Link smiled but didn't respond to his tease, he just said, "I need your signature."

 As he spoke, Link handed over his brainnet.

 There were three "papers" listed on the screen, with Old Man Morpheus's name filled in as the corresponding author.

 As long as he signed, Old Man Morpheus was equivalent to gaining "academic points" for free while sitting in the office.

 "Oh, interesting."

 Old Man Morpheus stretched out his finger and slid across the brainnet screen, browsing through the content of the "papers".

 The further he read, the more serious his originally casual attitude became.

 After reading the three "papers", Old Man Morpheus had no mood to tease Link anymore. He looked at Link with wide eyes, as if looking at a monster, and asked in astonishment, "Is this the result of your work over the past few days?"

 "No."

 Link shook his head, "Not just these days, but also includes my research before being transferred and the experiments during the operation."

 Upon hearing this, Old Man Morpheus's face showed an extremely weird expression.

 With a disdainful tone, he said, "You count it yourself, how long has it been since you were drafted?"

 "Er... "

 Link was taken aback, realizing that he had been a little boastful just now.

 With various experiences, he always felt as if a long time had passed.

 In fact, from the time Link was drafted and entered the Sage Palo's Army to today, it had been less than a month and a half.

 It seemed, perhaps, that the speed at which he delivered the research results was a bit fast.

 And the research results he had delivered were slightly heavy.

 "That's not important."

 Link waved his hand, shifting the topic, "The point is, will you sign it or not?"

 "Sign!"

 Old Man Morpheus said firmly, "Why wouldn't I sign? After signing, I'll arrange for the papers to be published, and you won't have to worry."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 Even in the battlefield of the Heavens' Front Line, you could still publish "papers".

 However, with Old Man Morpheus's intervention, it would give it more weight and speed up the review process.

 The co-author of these three papers was Assad Kenneth, which was the fruit of Link's gratitude for his care of him.

 As for the hard-core results, he did not share them with Old Man Morpheus and Assad.

 Back in his dormitory, Link contacted the Serene Wizard and sent the relevant information about the hard-core results.

 Soon, after Serene Wizard had studied Link's ideas, the general plan and corresponding data, she sent a request for a video call.

 Inter-dimensional video calls are extremely expensive.

 Clearly, Serene Wizard attached great importance to Link's hard-core results.

 Link accepted the video call.

 Serene Wizard's enchantingly beautiful face appeared on the screen, she bit her lip slightly, her expression seemed a bit troubled.

 She knew that the request she was about to make was a bit excessive.

 However, these results were perfect.

 It was as if they had been tailored specifically for a certain purpose.

 A moment later, Serene Wizard made up her mind and asked, "Link, can this result... be used for trials by Lokan?"

 "Sure, it can."

 Link responded with a bright smile, agreeing, but also proposed a condition,

 "Let him beg me."
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 "This..." 

 The Serene Wizard didn't expect Link to agree so readily, yet to set such difficult terms.

 Soon, she realized that it must be Lokan who had done something excessively outrageous again, arousing the temper of this peevish little fellow on the screen.

 She remembered that this little guy and Lokan had embarked on a mission together a few days ago.

 Gauging Lokan's increasingly insubordinate and extreme character, she reckoned that he couldn't help but commit some sort of indiscretion.

 And this little guy, if somebody pissed him off, he would retaliate.

 He truly bore a grudge!

 In amusement, she chided Link with her eyes, the Serene Wizard helplessly twisted her mouth slightly, repressing a laugh.

 Her reprimand was left unspoken.

 After all, it takes two to tango, and Lokan was the one at fault to begin with.

 It seemed good to have somebody teach Lokan a lesson, to let him learn from it. That's rather thoughtful.

 The Serene Wizard thought for a moment and decided to forget about it, too lazy to intervene in Link and Lokan's mess.

 Let them work it out themselves.

 "I will convey this information to Lokan; as for what he thinks and whether he agrees or not, that's for him to decide."

 With these words, the Serene Wizard closed the video call with Link.

 Adjusting her feelings slightly, she ensured the hint of a smile on her face was less visible, and then sent a communication request to Lokan.

 "Serene, have you been thinking about me? Great, I've been thinking about you too."

 The communication connected almost instantly, and Lokan's voice sounded out.

 When combined with his somewhat cheesy or, should we say, greasy words, it seemed very incongruous, giving someone an eerie feeling.

 It raised goosebumps on one's skin.

 "Don't call me sister, call me Teacher Serene. And don't talk like that, stop being slick and frivolous. Act properly."

 The Serene Wizard first glared at Lokan's face and rebuked him, then said, "I've just discovered a potion that aids body refinement. If the data is verified and genuine, it's very suitable for you in all aspects. It's much better than the potion you're currently using, and it won't affect your soul or cognitive abilities. However, there are two problems..."

 Upon hearing Serene Wizard's words, Lokan's face couldn't help but reveal a look of astonishment and joy.

 If not due to the drag of the potion, with his innate physical talent and numerous transplanted physical talents, he could have become a Tier-3 wizard a long time ago.

 The Serene Wizard's major in potion study leans more towards soul and elements, and she is not proficient in the development of potions for physical and biochemical directions.

 She once attempted to develop a body refinement potion for Lokan, but due to various reasons, it was not successful, and the research in this area was not restarted subsequently.

 The good and suitable body refinement potions available in the market around the West Coast are highly overpriced.

 With Lokan's income, he could just manage to afford it at a stretch.

 However, body refinement requires more than just potions; there are many other expenses.

 The treatment of hidden injuries on the body, the nourishment of the soul, protective gear...

 Each of them consumes a considerable amount of Magic Stones.

 After weighing the pros and cons, Lokan decided to use a slightly cheaper but flawed potion.

 In this way, although it would affect his intellect and temperament, the overall development would be balanced, and no significant weakness would occur.

 As a body-refining wizard, their greatest fear is to have glaring weaknesses that the enemy can target.

 Now there's a chance to get a body refinement potion that all aspects suit him, certified by Serene Wizard, and doesn't have side effects on the soul and mind.

 Lokan couldn't help but be overjoyed.

 It would surely accelerate his cultivation process significantly, helping him to become a Tier-3 wizard earlier and stand shoulder to shoulder with the Serene Wizard.

 Feeling inferior in status and strength, and being unable to appear alongside the Serene Wizard at official occasions was indeed a bitter pill to swallow.

 It hurts one's pride to perceive others' disdainful eyes as if a toad wants to eat swan meat.

 "What two problems? Serene, just speak out. What we can overcome must be overcome, even if it can't be overcome, we have to overcome it. This potion recommended by Serene, I must use it, and that's final."

 Lokan pounded his chest, making a booming sound, speaking with conviction.

 With the demeanor of a true gentleman, a firm stand, and a resolute decision.

 He portrayed a look of utmost trust in the Serene Wizard and was determined not to go back on his words.

 Holding back a laugh, the Serene Wizard said:

 "The first problem is that the potion was just developed, and all the data is from the laboratory. It hasn't been tested yet.

 The second problem is that the potion was developed by Link Grande, he agreed to let you test it, but he wants you to beg him."

 Finishing her words, the Serene Wizard didn't continue to watch Lokan's face, stiff with surprise and looking like he was constipated, and then she hung up the video call.

 With his nostrils flaring and panting, Lokan's chest heaved violently as he gritted his teeth, clenching his fists.

 The happiness he had earlier had now turned into double, if not triple, the anger.

 Beg?

 Beg who?

 Beg Link Grande?

 I, Lokan, have only begged Serene in my life, never anyone else.

 Even if I ended up being a musclehead, I wouldn't beg anyone else then.

 Especially not that pretty boy, Link Grande!

 Good lord, he sure holds a grudge.

 Was it such a big deal that I slapped him once and intimidated him a bit?

 He actually wants to tear off my face, throw it on the ground, and step on it.

 His intentions are wicked indeed.

 He is an utterly vile person!

 Lokan was seething with anger.

 Back at the camp, the Potion Department.

 After ending the communication with the Serene Wizard, Link glanced at the two well-packed final versions of the potions on the table - one specifically for providing a boost and the other for enhancing all aspects. The corner of his mouth curled up to reveal a somewhat creepy smile.
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 The initial version was developed to enhance wizard qualifications, particularly in the direction of the soul.

 The final version, in the process of eliminating soul-related factors, deliberately adjusted the research direction, focusing on strengthening physical qualities rather than enhancing physical talent.

 Wizard Serene was right in what she said.

 The final version of the potion is actually tailor-made for Lokan by Link.

 This hypothesis reflects Wizard Serene's keen senses as a talented potion development specialist.

 Link is a generous person.

 Lokan had shown malice towards him, but it hadn't escalated to hostility or even intent to kill.

 The only harm he had done to Link was a slap and a threatening statement of "I'll be watching you."

 So, Link's revenge was relatively mild, not extreme.

 It didn't escalate to killing.

 It simply made Lokan realize that after trying Link's developed potion, he no longer wanted to continue using the problematic body-refining potion of the past.

 It made the domineering and radical Lokan to humble himself and beg Link, not to cut off the potion supply.

 Link knew that given Lokan's temperament, he wouldn't agree immediately upon knowing the conditions to access the potion.

 Not to worry, Link was prepared.

 He tinkered with his smart brain and mailed the packaged potion sets to Wizard Serene.

 The objective was to have Serene verify the potion data, and in turn, let Lokan try them.

 Link was confident that once Lokan tried it, he would never want to use the problematic potion from before.

 This is just like how military enthusiasts, after experiencing the J20, began to look down on the J8 despite its remarkable service record.

 People naturally become tired of the old and prefer the new.

 That's human nature.

 Once the intelligent puppet took away the package, Link informed Wizard Serene of the news, and no longer worried about the matter.

 Let the bullets fly for a while.

 It's rest time now.

 After being busy for so long, it's time to relax.

 Having nothing to do, Link read "The Struggles of the Fairy King's Spirit" to entertain himself.

 He also pondered on the defenses of the Sea of Consciousness.

 The Sea of Consciousness had been punctured twice already, as if it were made of paper.

 It's time to reinforce some defense measures.

 Lacking the relevant information, Link asked Assad for some materials on the soul, will, and the Sea of Consciousness from True Spirit wizards.

 This was also to prepare knowledge reserves for the issue that he may encounter after practicing "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" Wizard Scroll again after "Seed" swallowed Meditation Sphere.

 Prepare ahead, and you won't panic later.

 If you anticipate it, you will succeed. If you don't, you will fail.

 Three days passed leisurely for Link.

 During this period, three "thesis" were successfully published.

 Especially the third one, "The Principles, Flaws, and Completion of Biochemical Transformation and Enhancement Plan to Enhance Fairy Inherent Ability," even made the cover of "The Heavens", an academic journal of the academy.

 The first author of the "thesis", "Link Grande", was presented in specially prominent font.

 After the magazine was released, Morpheus ordered a few extra copies, gave two to the potion development team and the potion refinement team, and sent two to the frontline Medical Department.

 The ones left in the Potion Department all had mixed feelings.

 If they had not sided with the two acting team leaders who were driven out, causing Link to resign from his team leader positions.

 According to tradition, these three thesis would have listed their names as the third or fourth authors.

 That would enrich their resumes and earn some precious "academic points".

 After becoming an official wizard, it's increasingly difficult to publish "thesis".

 Morpheus didn't think that was vengeful enough.

 He made a special trip to the Medical Department's base.

 In front of the Medical Department's door, Morpheus fiercely "praised" the "brilliant" leadership of Tier 3 Wizard Polo Salossal.

 He "complimented" how a perfectly trained Potion Development Specialist and Pharmacist under Serene's leadership, instead of following a course of research and academics, turned towards scheming and deceit under Salossal's leadership.

 This behaviour and comment pissed off Wizard Salossal so much that he called for a duel with Morpheus, who was making rash statements relying on his experience.

 Finally, it was due to the intervention of Sage Palo that this was settled.

 Only then Salossal withdrew his intent for a duel without making a fuss with Morpheus.

 Leaving the frontline base and returning to the rear camp, Morpheus held his head high, like a victorious general.

 He was proud and lofty.

 Link, through the "broadcast" shared by Assad, watched the climax of this "drama."

 That is, Wizard Salossal jumped up in anger and called for a duel, while Morpheus, with his thick skin, claimed that he was just a Tier 2 wizard who couldn't beat Salossal, thereby directly admitting defeat.

 After watching this, Link was dumbfounded.

 He thought that after learning from Sage Palo, his ability to provoke people was already quite good.

 But it turned out that there were masters among masters.

 Morpheus actually possessed such superb provoking skills.

 Admirable! Admirable!

 It seemed that he had to learn from Morpheus and borrow some new moves.

 It should come in handy when dealing with Lokan later.

 Wizard World, West Coast, Ravensmouth City.

 Wizard Serene looked at the two sets of potions in front of her and a potion explanation letter she had just read, speechless.

 "That kid is sulking, and he's unstoppable, isn't he?"
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 The Serene Wizard had no doubt in guessing what Link was up to, she was rather speechless.

 She knew very well that Link, a "special guest", a soul originally from another dimensional world,

 but persistently referred to him as lad and insisted on treating him like a real brat, there was a reason behind it.

 The mysteries of the soul are inexhaustible.

 The mysteries linking the physical body to the soul are also inexhaustible.

 These have been the subjects of studies by our ancestors from the Wizard World.

 When the soul of an ordinary person, aged about a hundred years, gets "reincarnated" to couple with a body of eleven or twelve years old, its mentality, emotions, and thinking pattern begin to rejuvenate.

 It doesn't keep decay or gloom one might associate with such old age.

 So, no matter how much Link believes in his maturity, many of his actions often reveal traits of a twelve or thirteen-year-old.

 Spry, impulsive, following his heart without hesitation.

 This only appears mature in contrast to his typical dealings with people.

 In the eyes of the Serene Wizard and Sage Palo, Link Grande is undoubtedly a brat!

 After her reflection, Serene Wizard proceeded to test the two sets of potions.

 The test results almost perfectly matched the descriptions on the potion labels.

 This evidenced that the Body Refining potion developed by Link was perfectly suitable for Lokan Morton.

 After some deep thinking, Serene Wizard decided to fulfill Link's wish: she sent a set of comprehensive enhancement potions to Lokan, enforcing him with a stern voice to give them a trial and provide feedback.

 On this matter, she sided with Link.

 Not to say, she was disregarding Lokan's pride.

 Rather, compared to advancing, losing a bit of dignity is not that significant.

 Lokan was originally at fault, and so he should pay this price.

 When Lokan received the potions, he was instantly overwhelmed.

 Just a few days ago he had vowed never to seek help from that pretty boy, Link Grande.

 However, his beloved Sister Serene sent him the Body Refining potion developed by that pretty boy.

 If he wasn't jealous of the pretty boy's innate talent for Potion Study, his favorable treatment by Sister Serene- the close relationships and praises, would he have taken advantage of the boy and broken his arm?

 Would he have tarnished the pretty boy's image by terrorizing and threatening him?

 No!

 So, Lokan was very clear that the Body Refining potion developed by Link Grande would surely suit him exceedingly well.

 But the clearer he was, the less he could use.

 If he started, he probably would not be able to stop.

 For a Body-refining wizard, the body's reaction never lies.

 If he could get a better and more suitable potion at a relatively low cost.

 Even if he was not willing, his body would resist.

 There are pros and cons to everything in this world.

 Looking at the seven potions in his hand, Lokan could already foresee the day of his utter humiliation.

 "Damn it!"

 After harshly cursing, Lokan touched his bald head, wishing he could bash the cunning pretty boy.

 Sadly, he couldn't.

 Lokan had no choice but to accept the trial of these potions.

 A set of seven vials, one vial per day.

 Seven days passed quickly.

 And soon, the set of potions was used up completely.

 Lokan didn't know how to express his feelings.

 Just judging by the effectiveness of the potion, it was undoubtedly, exceedingly good.

 But combining it with the condition that he has to assure a constant supply of potions, it was undoubtedly, exceedingly humiliating.

 While figuring out how to get past this, Serene Wizard sent a video communication request.

 After hesitating for a while, Lokan didn't accept it instantly, as he used to.

 "Don't want to ask for help?"

 Serene Wizard asked directly in a cold tone, "Can't let go of your pride?"

 Lokan had no words to say.

 "Sort it yourself then."

 After dropping that line, Serene Wizard ended the communication.

 Damn!

 Lokan cursed out loud.

 In this state of unwillingness to strive, it would have been better if he had lashed out some harsh words.

 Left with no other choice, to not damage his image in front of Sister Serene, Lokan reluctantly and slowly made his way to the Rear Camp, to the Potion Department.

 He located Link in an experimental laboratory that had been open for a short while.

 I..."

 Despite stuttering for a long time, Lokan couldn't utter a single complete sentence.

 Link just smiled at him, gesturing towards a box prepared to one side, filled with potions enough for two months use, and said casually:

 "No need for more words, take it."

 All Link wanted was for Lokan to take a blow to his pride.

 It was okay to take the potions, soft words were not necessary.

 After this event, would Lokan be able to stand his ground in front of Link?

 Impossible!

 The goal has been achieved, let's leave it at that and quit while ahead.

 Don't overdo it!
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 "I have only one condition."

 Ignoring Lokan's complicated expression, Link said, "You can use it for free, but you must provide feedback on its effects. If you have any suggestions or opinions, feel free to share."

 His tone was calm and the request was purely reasonable for a researcher, completely doing it by the book.

 Not a hint of trying to take advantage of Lokan's predicament out of personal grudges.

 He appeared very generous.

 "Hmmm."

 Lokan grunted in response, picked up the box holding the potion, and walked away.

 Every second he stayed here, was another second of torture.

 Often, being ignored feels worse than being despised.

 To a wild and unruly man like Lokan, Link's display of generosity was worse than seizing the opportunity to rub salt in his wounds.

 Lokan could assure that he would not retaliate on the spot.

 Link could say whatever he wished.

 He would not lose his cool.

 However, Link's "generosity", no insults, no damage, and no difficulties, instead left Lokan incredibly embarrassed.

 It felt like a bone was stuck in his throat, causing unbearable discomfort.

 From now on, if he were to target this fair-faced man, it would seem unreasonable.

 After all, he had already shown such generosity, what more did he want?

 If he continued to target him, how could he explain to Sister Serene?

 This man was really sinister.

 Such a despicable scoundrel!

 Lokan gritted his teeth in hate but felt helpless.

 He could only vent his anger by stomping more loudly as he walked away.

 Boom, boom, boom, boom...

 His heavy footsteps echoed down the corridor, causing the whole dormitory building to tremble slightly.

 Dust fell from many rooms, causing a round of cursing.

 Lokan sneered and roared, "Shut up! If you have the guts, face me one-on-one!"

 The explosive aura and the pressure of a Senior Second-Level Wizard spread out at the same time.

 In an instant, no one dared to make a sound anymore.

 If they cannot fight him, can they not avoid him?

 After such a round of venting, Lokan felt slightly less frustrated.

 Link watched Lokan's retreating figure with a meaningful smile on his lips.

 Was this a laugh that covered all past indignation?

 If Lokan is willing to let go of his inexplicable malice and no longer target Link.

 Link is willing to reconcile and not hold a grudge or seek revenge.

 What's wrong with laughing and letting the past go?

 The main purpose of doing this, aside from snubbing Lokan, was to obtain the trial feedback and relevant data for this body refining potion.

 Thus, Link could better optimize this refining potion and prepare for further large-scale trials.

 Only after several rounds of trials, feedback, and optimization, could he obtain the final version of the body refining potion best suited for promotion.

 Although the final version is quite different from the original version Link wanted, it still had reference value.

 Subsequently, once Link's understanding of the soul improves, he could use these data to improve the original version of the potion;

 Or based on the original version of the potion, develop a new potion that can significantly improve wizard qualifications.

 If he really achieves this, he could make a fortune, and it could also serve as a "benefit" for the core members of his own power.

 We'll see what happens then.

 After Lokan left, Link returned to his leisurely daily routine.

 The work in the Potion Department at the rear didn't require Link's involvement.

 Link didn't want to get involved either, too lazy to deal with those troubles.

 Keeping out of trouble was the most peaceful way.

 The "Seed" has not yet fully absorbed the Fairy King's Spirit, and it will take some time.

 It's not convenient to find out the problems that will come with practicing the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" based on the "Seed".

 So, he would wait for Lokan's daily usage feedback while focusing on studying the soul-related materials he got from Assad.

 Unfortunately, the good times didn't last.

 Just three days into his leisurely life, a notice from the front-line command post broke Link's peace.

 Sage Palo officially summoned Link through official channels.

 This meant that the summon was for official business of the legion, not a matter of personal affairs.

 Link didn't dare neglect this summons, he reported to Old Morpheus, tidied himself up, and immediately set out for the forward base in the Fairy World.

 After several rounds of strict inspections and commutations, Link finally entered the tent where Sage Palo was.

 "Sit."

 This time, Sage Palo wasn't standing in front of the holographic topographic map, instead, he sat in a chair with a smart-brain in hand, apparently reading some report.

 As Link entered, without raising his head, Sage Palo casually motioned Link to sit in the chair opposite him.

 "Thank you, Sage Palo."

 Link politely thanked and sat upright.

 In front of the big shots, one must behave properly and show respect to the big shots.

 Being arrogant is not good.

 "You handled the matter with Lokan Morton very well."

 Sage Palo didn't talk about the main matter directly, but started the topic with Lokan Morton, "We are on the same side. If we can't be friends, at least we shouldn't be enemies. It's always better to resolve conflict when it's minor than to let it escalate into hatred."

 "Yes, I think so too."

 With the top brass stating their stance, what else could Link say?

 Not to mention, Link himself had the idea to resolve the conflict, if they couldn't get along amicably, at least they could avoid targeting each other.

 Even if he didn't, he should have the idea after the meeting was over.

 The will of the top brass must be implemented!

 "Hmm."

 Sage Palo seemed satisfied with Link's response, finally raised his head and looked at Link, saying:
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 "I brought you here today to discuss an official matter.

 The three 'papers' you published in "The Heavens" magazine, especially the third one, are of certain significance for the legion's development of the Fairy World, and can provide considerable assistance.

 The legion wants to obtain the rights to use the related achievements and discuss the authorization with you."

 "No problem, as long as I can help the legion, and help you, I should do all I can."

 Link politely agrees, not even wanting to delve into specific discussions about authorization with Sage Palo.

 Especially not haggling about the specific costs.

 He conveys an attitude of full compliance, claiming that he wouldn't say no.

 Does this small matter require Sage Palo to intervene personally?

 An appearance from an ordinary second-level wizard to liaise with Link would already be showing great respect.

 Perhaps, in consideration of old man Morpheus, a department head or a deputy could come to negotiate.

 For Sage Palo to take the initiative, the respect shown is far too great, it's like reaching heaven.

 He should promptly agree. There really is nothing to hesitate about.

 "Good, it's good that you have this awareness. The legion won't let you go unpaid, the costs will be set according to the regular procedures."

 A smile appears on Sage Palo's face, appreciating and satisfied with Link's usual understanding.

 Of course, he won't let Link suffer. He will even give extra compensation and rewards.

 After all, he is one of us, there should definitely be some support.

 Then, Sage Palo mentioned the real reason for calling Link:

 "The remnant Rainforest Fairies caused a disturbance yesterday, corrupting about 60,000 fairies.

 The medical department is short-staffed and urgently needs to use your perfected plan.

 Salossal proposed to me that he wants to borrow you for assistance.

 What do you think?"

 This is a serious matter, it involves not only personal matters but also the relationship between departments.

 Unlike before, Link didn't immediately agree, he thought for a bit, and then tentatively asked, "Does Minister Morpheus know about this? What is his attitude?"

 "He knows and his attitude is for you to decide."

 Sage Palo replied with a smile.

 "Hmm…"

 After pondering for a while, Link said seriously, "If possible, I don't want to go there as an individual but on behalf of the Potion Department, to assist the Medical Department in dealing with this incident."

 "Hehehe…"

 Hearing Link's words, Sage Palo suddenly laughed heartily. He pointed a finger at Link playfully and said, "You sure love the spotlight."

 "Do I?"

 Scratching his head, Link looked puzzled, a picture of innocence and bluntness, as if he had no idea what Sage Palo was talking about.

 His expression and demeanor were so guileless and honest.

 As if he didn't have a bad bone in his body.

 He was a pure white lotus.

 Still, Link was a magnanimous person.

 He didn't hold a grudge against Lokan for his bullying, did he?

 How could he possibly take advantage of this situation to intentionally retaliate just because Wizard Polo Salossal, the head of the medicine department, specified that Lokan Morton should join the special squadron? It was petty, wasn't it?

 With these thoughts, Link was further convinced of his idea and emphasized:

 "Minister Morpheus has been kind to me, and I should at least do something for the Potion Department, for Minister Morpheus. This is how I justify my position and my salary."

 "Hmmm…"

 Sage Palo laughed to himself, accepting Link's request and instructed him, "Keep things in proportion, don't overdo it, and don't let it get out of control like last time!"

 "We won't, definitely won't. We dare not give Sage Palo any trouble."

 Link repeatedly promised, expressing his stance.

 "Hm."

 Sage Palo nodded, accepting Link's stance. Then smoothly changing the topic, he asked, "The conscription period is at most four months, and it's almost halfway through. What are your plans? Do you want to continue to stay with the legion to fight, or return to your homeland to continue studying?"

 Link tentatively asked, "Does the legion have a battle mission scheduled in the near future?"

 Sage Palo smiled, not giving a direct answer.

 Link realized at once.

 No answer was an answer.

 The academy did not arrange any immediate battle missions for the Sage Palo army, but Sage Palo could mobilize the legion for voluntary battle in the Heavens.

 Link thought of the Abyss Demon mentioned by Assad.

 From the smoothly concluded war, it could be inferred that the Abyss Demon that the Fairy King's Court asked for help must have been dealt with by Sage Palo.

 Most likely, it was captured instead of annihilated.

 According to many precedents in the Wizard World for dealing with captured Abyss Demons,

 If Sage Palo does not use this Abyss Demon to set a trap to hook in all the lower Abyss Demons from the Abyss World that are extremely suitable as "fertilizer," he would be laughed to death by his peers.

 Such a great opportunity, it would be a pity to waste it.

 So, Sage Palo is asking Link whether he wants to continue participating in this "fishing operation".

 If he wants to participate, he must find a way to extend the period of conscription.

 The legion could not possibly adjust the battle plan and timing for Link alone.

 Especially the Abyss World is a super civilization world at the same level as the Wizard World and the World of God, it is not so easy to deal with.

 Restraining demons as a wizard is not something achievable by everyone, it also requires full preparation.

 Spending two months training the army, formulating battle plans, reserving battle supplies and arranging battle venues is by no means an exaggeration.

 On the contrary, it's somewhat tight for time.

 "I feel that my current strength is still lacking. When the conscription period is due, I will stop following the combat of the troop, and return to my homeland for further study."

 After thinking carefully, Link chose to decline and sincerely said, "I wish Sage Palo a successful campaign and renown in the Heavens!"

 There are several things he hasn't finished yet.

 Especially the adjustment of the Meditation Technique, which will definitely require a lot of time and energy.

 Continuing to follow the army in combat is not the best choice.

 "Hmm."

 Sage Palo did not become angry because of Link's decision.

 Whether to follow in combat or to return to study, both are ways of growth.

 It's not clear which is better.

 "Peter and Zoran are no longer in their homeland, you can return in two months, just be a little more vigilant, there should be no problem."

 Sage Palo reminded and waved his hand, "There's nothing else, you may leave."

 "Thank you, Wizard Palo."

 Link respectfully saluted, and then stepped out of the tent.

 Without stopping, he made his way to the portal and returned from the lush Fairy World to the desolate Desolate World.

 Old Morpheus was actually waiting outside the portal.

 It looked like he had been waiting for a while.

 "Minister."

 Link overcame the discomfort caused by teleporting multiple times in a short period of time, steadied himself, and greeted.

 "What did you say?"

 Old Morpheus asked directly, "Do you agree to the transfer?"

 "No."

 Link shook his head, "I requested from Sage Palo, on behalf of the Potion Department, to assist the Medical Department in handling this event."

 "Ha!"

 Old Morpheus's face which was full of scars suddenly broke into a twisted smile and he grinned, "I didn't raise you in vain."

 Upon hearing this, Link shuddered and retreated constantly.

 He almost retreated into the portal again.

 No playing favorites!

 "You little rascal!"

 Old Morpheus was angered by Link's undisguised aversion. He patted Link's shoulder heavily in an attempt to vent his anger.

 He then turned around first: "Come on, let's go back and plan carefully on how to make things prettier than the Medical Department and annoy that guy Salossal again."

 Link caught up with him, twitched his mouth and reminded, "Sage Palo specifically asked you to measure your actions and not to go too far."

 Old Morpheus paused as he was about to get into the hover car, then said somewhat sheepishly, "Don't worry, I'll pay attention."

 Link didn't say anything else and just sat quietly in the car.

 The message has been conveyed. How to do it depends on Old Morpheus himself.

 Who knows what kind of grudge exists between Old Morpheus and Wizard Salossal.

 He won't let go of it, and slaps him in the face over and over again.

 The hover car is silent.

 Until they returned to the Potion Department, both of them were lost in their own thoughts and didn't talk to each other at all.

 As soon as they got off the car and entered the building, they went straight to the Minister's office.

 Just after they sat down, the order to send the Potion Department to assist the Medical Department at the front line had been issued.

 The sooner the better.

 Old Morpheus immediately took action, pulling together the core power and forming a team for "assisting" the Medical Department.

 The captain of the support team was, of course, Old Morpheus himself.

 There were two vice captains, the heads of the R&D and the preparation groups.

 Link was given the title of special consultant to the captain, but his authority was higher than that of the two vice captains.

 After assembling everyone, and looking at the team composed of eight potion development specialists and pharmacists in front of him,

 Old Morpheus was full of spirit, he didn't say much, he just waved his hand:

 "Come, follow me to crash the Medical Department's spot!"
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 Link was speechless. 

 Could he be any more straightforward?

 Couldn't he at least say something to encourage morale or inspire people?

 And your team is mostly medical department staff that you fooled into joining, right?

 They're still technically part of the Medical Department.

 He's using employees of the medical department to undermine the department itself.

 How could he even think of that?

 Not just Link, everyone was speechless.

 The five potion developers and potion masters from the Medical Department, including the two team leaders, had indescribable expressions on their faces.

 What the hell was that announcement?

 How could it be so shocking?!

 But old Morpheus didn't care, he disregarded everyone's reactions.

 He took the team and supplies, and with grandeur and high spirits, headed to the front line.

 After some transportation, the potion department assistance group successfully arrived at the camp hosting over 60,000 contaminated fairies in the fairy world.

 The Five-Clan Coalition Government made significant efforts to maintain order in the camps.

 Soldiers at the site enforced an orderly queue and prevented chaos.

 Fearing the citizens causing trouble and annoying this group of intimidating wizards.

 If they ended up inciting another oppressive crackdown and a breakout of killing, everything would be ruined.

 No fairy would dare to take the blame when faulted.

 When Potion Department's assistance group arrived at the Wizards' temporary camp, they found the medical department's potion makers and pharmacists extremely busy.

 Tons of raw materials constantly flowed in like water.

 Barrels of potion base flowed out continuously like water.

 They'd then dump it into a vat the size of a building for dilution. After, it'd be piped to lines of long queues.

 Each contaminated fairy, in turn, would receive a big cup to drink on the spot, not permitted to take with them.

 This was to prevent the fairies who were parents from preserving their share for their children.

 Morpheus assigned eight potion department employees to help out on the medical department's potion production line, and then went to discuss matters with Salossal.

 Meanwhile, Link observed the contaminated fairies.

 Based on their pupils and physical appearance, the deviation symptoms displayed by the contaminated fairies weren't very obvious, and the rate of deviation was slow.

 Apparently, the remnants of the fairy royal clan didn't take much of the finished products from the "Biological Factory".

 Only after dilution could it affect over 60,000 fairies.

 The treatment the Medical Department was producing at full force aimed to halt the deviation process and replenish some vitality, addressing the symptoms and root problems.

 The only flaw was that it couldn't revert any physical or facial changes that had occurred due to the contamination.

 Having roughly understood the situation, Link was puzzled. The Medical Department could have handled the current situation alone.

 It would have just taken a bit more time.

 Wizard Salossal didn't need to borrow Link from Sage Palo.

 Could there be changes that Link hadn't discovered?

 Just then, old Morpheus was motioning Link over.

 "Minister Morpheus, do you need something?"

 Link went over and asked first, then greeted Salossal, "Hello, Minister Salossal, I'm Link Grande."

 "I know who you are."

 Salossal spoke first in a low voice, "You're the genius potion master who's shamed my medical department time and time again. It's no wonder even the Serene Wizard admitted he's no match for you!"

 Morpheus countered immediately: "The shame is due to your incompetency. Who else can you blame?"

 After rebutting, Morpheus ignored the grim face of Salossal and told Link.

 "The Medical Department called for you because a fairy of significant status has also been contaminated.

 This fairy is quite crucial to our public influence and pacification measures, so it would be best if we could restore his appearance."

 The treatments proposed by the Medical Department fall short. They aren't perfect.

 So, they want to see if the renowned genius, you, who knows fairies so well, have any bright ideas.

 Don't worry about what the Medical Department is spouting. Weigh it yourself and see if you can do it.

 If not, we'll pack up and leave."

 Upon hearing this, Link fell into deep thought.

 Morpheus' words concealed alternative meanings, but the surface meaning was clear.

 This was a tricky task where failure might lead to blame, and success wouldn't earn much credit.

 The Medical Department was intentionally praising you, inflating your ego, and making you complacent. And then they'd pass this tricky task onto you.

 If you succeed, then you succeed. It doesn't matter.

 But if you don't, they'd start the mockery.

 Who told you to attract so much attention and incite jealousy.

 "Where is this fairy? Let's look at the situation first."

 Link's research on enhancing and perfecting the biochemical modifications from the very beginning prevented any physical deformation.

 He had never seriously studied reversing physical deformation.

 So he was quite interested in this sudden task.

 It was a challenge, albeit not too big or small.

 "Over here."

 Wizard Salossal personally led Morpheus and Link.

 They arrived at a makeshift surgery setup at the back of the camp.

 Inside, a fairy with a significant degree of deformation lay unconscious on the operating table.

 Only one wizard was there, observing the fairy's vital signs.

 Salossal, Morpheus, and Link each went through sterilization procedures and entered the operating room.

 "May I examine it?"

 After observing some of the fairy's characteristics and the data on the nearby medical instruments, Link asked, in a soft voice.
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 "Of course." 

 Wizard Salossal nodded in agreement.

 Given the permission, Link immediately started to perform a physical examination on the fairy. He then utilized the equipment in the operating room to conduct some targeted tests that could yield quick results.

 While waiting for the test results, after the Intelligent Puppet had prepared the fairy's skin, Link directly took up the scalpel and made an incision at the liver area of the fairy.

 Having conducted no less than 50 fairy autopsies, Link inherently knew that the most intuitive and conspicuous method to determine if a fairy had mutated, and to what extent, was to investigate the liver.

 On the premise of not harming the structure and function of the liver, Link carefully examined the fairy's liver.

 He clarified the degree of the fairy's mutation.

 Link placed the liver back in, sutured it, sealed the abdomen, then cast a first ring water system Healing Technique. Instantly, the incision healed itself, perfectly smooth as before.

 It was just that the half scale that had to be cut off would need time to regrow.

 Of course, this was just a minor detail, and did not matter.

 Link believed that the fairy on the operating table would not mind it either.

 Thereafter, Link fell into deep thought.

 As soon as the test results came out, he examined them immediately.

 After some deliberation, Link knew his next steps.

 This surgery could be done, and this matter could be handled.

 Link signaled Morpheus through a look and the two of them moved to a corner of the operation room. In front of Wizard Salossal, they began to conspire and confer.

 What could be the only aspect that was not too excessive, or you might even say was more excessive, was that Morpheus actually activated a Rune barrier to prevent eavesdropping.

 Hum...

 The facial expression of Wizard Salossal instantly became complicated.

 It was not pleasant.

 "What is it?"

 Morpheus completely ignored Wizard Salossal's resentment. He looked at Link and asked out of concern.

 Link's answer would determine whether or not Morpheus could, once again, insult Wizard Salossal or if anything could be "blackmailed" out of him.

 Having organized his statement, Link said, "I have more than 95% confidence that I can modify the mutation into being a part of a complete biological enhancement. The outer appearance of the part that has already mutated can be restored, but it might not necessarily be perfect."

 "How much can be restored?"

 Morpheus latched onto the point and pressed.

 "About 80% I suppose, there will certainly be some flaws," Link answered. "From the outside appearance, some traces may still be visible. If not, we can consider plastic surgery."

 "Plastic surgery? Hmm..."

 Morpheus mused for a while, "that's not impossible, but it lacks technical substance. Is there any other method?"

 "There is. I can try to reverse the mutation process. This would slightly weaken some bodily functions, but it will aid the restoration and handling of external appearances more effectively. I should be able to achieve more than 95% restoration."

 Link added.

 Subsequently, the two exchanged a knowing look, understanding each other's intentions.

 Link was quite eager to seize this opportunity to verify his newly conceived plan of reversing mutations.

 Morpheus was keen to ruin the scene, insult, or blackmail.

 The two were in perfect alignment.

 Link remained where he was.

 Morpheus dismissed the Rune barrier with a psychopathic grin plastered on his face, like a wolf ready to devour, as he walked towards Wizard Salossal.

 "What evil plan are you cooking up now?"

 Wizard Salossal immediately got on the alert, asking in a cold tone.

 "How can it be an evil plan?"

 Morpheus grumbled and said seriously, "I'm here to negotiate with you patiently and kindly."

 "Negotiate what?"

 Wizard Salossal didn't believe his bullshit for a single moment.

 With a stern and cold gaze, he looked abhorrent.

 Morpheus rubbed his hands together and laughed:

 "You see, many people say that we Wizards advocate equivalent exchange.

 Therefore, my Potion Department cannot be helping your Medical Department out for free, right?

 Eight of my subordinates have already gone to concoct potions for free, which could be seen as a gift.

 However, this bothersome surgery, you can't possibly not be willing to give anything in return, right?.

 You are, after all, the head of the Medical Department and a Tier 3 wizard, a person of importance. Surely you wouldn't skimp on Link's labor fees, right?"

 "Hmph!"

 Wizard Salossal snorted indignantly, "Am I petty? I will give the labor fee myself. It has nothing to do with you or the Potion Department. Don't think you can blackmail anything else from me. I have not settled the score with you about last time when two perfectly good Pharmacists were embarrassed by you."

 "Hehehe..."

 Morpheus chuckled mischievously, "Link is the head of my Potion Department research group, and I am the head of Potion Department. His affairs are naturally related to me and the Potion Department. Anyway, I already got Link's complete authorization to deal this matter in its entirety."

 "Impossible! I don't agree!"

 Wizard Salossal's eyes widened in fury, loudly protesting. "You, old Morpheus, stop messing around. The Front Line Command Post has called your Potion Department for assistance, not the other way around."

 "Really?"

 Morpheus gave a sinister smile. He turned and headed out of the operating room while motioning to Link, "Let's go--the Medical Department doesn't need us to be in their way."

 Link gave Wizard Salossal an apologetic smile and followed Morpheus out.

 Morpheus dared to do this and raise his stance so presumptuously, knowing well enough that Salossal would not dare to turn against him immediately.

 The people in the Medical Department, including Wizard Salossal, simply were not talented. They were merely hardworking "craftsmen" cultivated under the "indoctrinating" education of the Serene Wizard.
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 Potion making might work, that's possible.

 Managing the potion development, forget about a year, even in two years, three years or four years, can they produce a potion up to the same standard as the "Super Brain"?

 No, they can't!

 Their thinking has become rigid and their aptitude for potion studies is insufficient.

 They won't be able to handle this fairy's case.

 Eventually, wouldn't they have to come to Link, to the Potion Department?

 Old Morpheus is full of confidence that this time he will surely enjoy the benefits.

 At the operating room.

 Wizard Salossal's face changed like a sunny to cloudy day, exuding a cold vibe as if he were the abyss itself.

 The pharmacists from the Medical Department, standing at the side, didn't dare take a breath.

 They wished they could dig a hole and bury themselves inside.

 To avoid becoming a channel for releasing anger.

 "Come back!"

 Wizard Salossal suddenly barked, stopping old Morpheus and Link who were on their way out of the operating room. "Say your terms, but don't be outrageous. Worst comes to worst, I step down from this department head position and vent out my anger on you properly."

 Old Morpheus winked at Link, looking triumphant. Then he composed his expression, turning to Salossal:

 "I don't want much, just add some experimental equipment to the Potion Department funded by the Medical Department's budget.

 You personally give Link a Magic Tool, nothing else, just a vehicle type.

 The little fellow doesn't have his own fancy car yet, and it's hard to endure."

 Salossal, puffing and glaring for a while, pointed aimlessly at old Morpheus, reluctantly agreed.

 "Go on then, do your job well. Polo is a man of his word, he said he would give a vehicle-type magic tool, it won't be below the standard of a Second Ring item otherwise it would be a disgrace."

 Old Morpheus again made sarcastic remarks about Wizard Salossal, and by implication, touted Salossal.

 It enraged the already irritated Wizard Salossal even further.

 Link, holding back his laughter, walked to the operating table.

 After carefully inspecting it again, Link started working.

 First, he worked on the deformed parts of the fairy, shaving parts that couldn't be left and fixing the parts that could be left.

 Under the effects of the First Ring Healing Technique for Water System and the Life Recovery for Wood System, the surgery wounds were promptly stopped from bleeding and started healing.

 Neither did it leave scars nor affect the appearance.

 After the shaving and fixing, he moved on to the second stage of the surgery, vitality supplementation.

 Link didn't specially brew a potion of high specificity and used universal vitality supplementation potion available in the operating room instead.

 He used two bottles, one for intravenous infusion and the other sprinkled on the parts with serious deformities.

 After that, Link went to the small compartment of the operating room, where he asked the alchemist from the Medical Department to prepare some materials and a large bucket.

 His simple but solid groundworks of potion brewing held the alchemist from the Medical Department spellbound.

 The simpler and more basic the process, the better the understanding of potion study and Alchemy Pharmacy.

 No wonder this young one could possess such profound knowledge of Potions at such a young age.

 Less than a year into potion study and he's already launched the widely popular 'Super Brain' potion.

 Admiration, Envy!

 Link poured the potion into the large bucket filled with warm water, and then the intelligent puppet sent the warmed bucket to the operating room and placed the fairy in the bucket.

 Medicinal bathing, a relatively mild form of treatment.

 Together with some pain reducing techniques and vitality supplementing techniques, the fairy whose severely deformed parts have been removed quickly reversed the process of deformation.

 Its appearance and looks were slowly turning back to that of a normal fairy.

 "Give us the money!"

 Seeing this, old Morpheus knew it was time and directly gestured to Salossal, asking to be paid.

 Salossal didn't expect old Morpheus to be so shameless.

 Did he seem like the kind of person who would back out on his word?

 Annoyed, he pulled out a brand new third Ring Magic Tool from his pocket, originally customized for himself as a new vehicle, and threw it to old Morpheus saying, "This is for little Link. I don't mind giving this. But if you think your Potion Department could embezzle my Medical Department's funds, you're sorely mistaken!"

 Leaving these words, Salossal walked away hurriedly.

 He, Salossal, would never pay this bill.

 No one could change that!
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 'Hehehe...' 

 Old man Morpheus had anticipated this and laughed, not pursuing him.

 Doing so would seem too intimidating and completely uncalled for.

 Does the Potion Department lack the funds of the Medical Department for purchasing equipment?

 Nope!

 It's just a trick to chat up the price indeed.

 Being able to trick Link into getting a Third Ring Magic Tool standard transportation magic tool is already very remarkable.

 The old man gets to vent, the youngster benefits, everyone's satisfied.

 Only Wizard Salossal suffers a loss.

 Perfect indeed.

 "Here, keep it."

 Old man Morpheus walked over to Link, stuffed the miniaturized transportation vehicle into Link's pocket and said:

 "This is a vehicle specially customized by old man Polo, it's a great item — it's fast, can turn invisible, packed with firepower, resistant to beating, not to mention it can transform into a flight mode. The only downside is that it uses a lot of Magic Stones.

 But you, lad, shouldn't be short on Magic Stones. With all those 'patents' getting you dividends and the legion about to grant you rewards, you're a small tycoon.

 With all the gold you'll be raking in from continually researching new potions, are you scared of this bit of consumption?

 What a joke!"

 The small box fell into the pocket of the "Defender 3202" upper jacket, barely weighing anything.

 The shrinkage of the equipment means only the size was reduced, not the weight.

 However, the special little box containing the miniaturized vehicle managed to negate the weight of the equipment.

 This meant that all Link had to bear was the gravitational influence of the little box itself.

 No need to lug around the weight of the equipment.

 What a wonder of alchemical creation!

 Link sincerely thanked him: "Thank you, Minister Morpheus."

 He was originally thinking of saving up some magic stones over time to purchase a Second Ring Magic Tool stature vehicle for traveling, and also to put on a show.

 Not having your transportation vehicle could indeed be a bit of a hassle when going out.

 Taking the 11th bus every day, or using the official vehicle, did fall a bit short of the dignity of an official wizard.

 He didn't mind it himself, but other official wizards didn't see it in a good light.

 Take the representative of the good leader, old man Morpheus, for example.

 He disapproved of Link needing to call in a flying car from the logistics department every time he went out.

 As a result, the disapproving old man Morpheus grumbled around, and incredibly obtained a Third Ring Magic Tool stature vehicle for Link.

 It was even a privately customized model, with extremely high cost and powerful functions.

 Please pardon Link for his lack of knowledge in this area.

 He could only compare it with the four off-road vehicles of the special squadron that could transform into "Invisible Fighters."

 Even though he hadn't tried it yet, but listening to old man Morpheus introduce it so solemnly, it wouldn't be any worse than those four from the special squadron, right?

 In this way, Link could count himself as a car owner.

 And it is a luxurious vehicle amongst luxurious vehicles at that.

 Once he returns to the mainland in two months and gets a hold of a property, he will be a high-quality male wizard with both a car and a house.

 He could barely touch the fringes of the fringes of high society.

 It's a pity he's not old enough, or else he could marry a tender and delicate wife, fulfilling a regret from his past life. (╯□╰)

 (Ah... Poor single dog.)

 At this time, the fairy who was soaking in the tub woke up due to a great deal of vitality replenishment.

 The fairy forced his eyes open, rolled his eyes around to survey the surrounding environment.

 Noticing that he was in a clean and bright room, surrounded by three cold and austere wizards wearing white coats, masks, and protective goggles, he couldn't help but shiver in fear.

 As a fairy occupying a key position in the Five-tribe Public Office Government, he knew that even after the war, there were still a group of " extremely guilty" comrades being sent to unspeakable places to undergo unspeakable experiments, leading to an unspeakable ending.

 The fairy didn't want to become one of those consumables.

 He still has great things to aspire to in the future.

 "Don't be nervous."

 Link noticed the fairy's abnormality and comforted him, "You have been contaminated and mutated, we are treating you."

 The intelligent puppet nearby immediately translated it into the universal language of the Fairy World.

 "Mmm mmm."

 The fairy nodded repeatedly, his body trembling continuously.

 Can he not be nervous just because they said so?

 This is a situation where he feels like he could be disassembled at any moment.

 Seeing this, Link didn't say anything else. He finished up the treatment and left the operating room with Old man Morpheus.

 Wizard Salossal left.

 The pharmacist from the Medical Department is still here though, he can handle it.

 If he can't do innovative work, can't do technical work well, and can't even do the job of comforting fairies, he might as well bang his head against a rock and die.

 He's a First Level Wizard after all.

 No matter how incompetent he is, how bad could he get?

 On leaving the laboratory, Old man Morpheus looked at the dense crowd of fairies in the distance and suddenly asked: "Do you know why Salossal insisted on asking you to handle this matter?"

 Link shook his head.

 He really didn't know the reason.

 Old man Morpheus didn't beat around the bush and went straight to the point:

 "Because Salossal was the first student that Serene Wizard accepted.

 He had sufficient qualifications, sufficient level, and even though his academic ability in Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy were not enough, he still became the eldest disciple of Serene Wizard's faction, managing the students on Serene Wizard's behalf."

 After a pause, Old man Morpheus gazed at the distant horizon, as if he saw the distant past, and sighed with deep emotion:

 "I was the second student that Serene Wizard accepted, but unfortunately, my talent fell even shorter compared to Salossal's.

 Not only was I lagging in wizard level, my performances in Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy were a complete disaster.

 We all hoped that a gifted little disciple would come forth to assist Serene Wizard in climbing towards becoming a Master Potion Maker!"
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 Morpheus turned his gaze toward Link, asking seriously, "You won't let us down, will you?"

 Link was somewhat puzzled after hearing these words.

 Given the current situation, there was no point in hiding anything, so he asked:

 "Serene Wizard has already developed 'Regret', a potion that is enough to be engraved in history. According to many people's evaluations, as long as one ascends to become a sage, it is enough to be crowned with the title 'Master Potion Maker'.

 So why do you say there is a need?"

 Morpheus chuckled, saying, "A 'Master Potion Maker' must both pioneer their own academic school and be able to teach students who can inherit their academic lineage or build their own."

 With razor-sharp eyes as if they could peer into one's heart, Morpheus stared into Link's eyes: "You are the 'student' that we have been yearning for for many years, that little apprentice!"

 Link could discern the strong emotional undertones in Morpheus' words.

 It was typical of someone who was not up to the task entrusting their hopes to a successor.

 He mused, how could the minister of the Medical Department, even if a bit incompetent, repeatedly permit a small player like Link to "jump around" and shamelessly besmirch the reputation of the Medical Department without any attempt at retaliation?

 Even going as far as setting the stage for Link to shine brighter and draw more attention.

 Nothing in this world happens without a reason.

 Why is Morpheus so kind to Link?

 Why does Wizard Salossal tolerate Link?

 The answer is they pinned high hopes on Link.

 Link understood.

 However, he did not respond directly to Morpheus, choosing to remain silent instead.

 Frankly, he didn't quite agree with the approach and mindset of Morpheus and Wizard Salossal.

 Even so, he couldn't express his discontent openly and hence chose to hold his silence.

 After a good while, as the two were nearly leaving the temporary site of the Medical Department, Link spoke up:

 "If the Serene Wizard needs me, I will certainly assist wholeheartedly. However, it's not for your sakes, but for myself, and for the care and support the Serene Wizard has provided me."

 After saying that, Link ignored Morpheus, whose expression had become complicated, and he took out his newly acquired Third Ring Magic Tool class vehicle.

 As he tossed it, he childishly cheered in his mind:

 Transform!

 Witnessing the miniaturized vehicle swell back to its normal size,

 Link couldn't help but marvel:

 A man is a boy at heart until he dies;

 And,

 A car is indeed a man's second "home".

 Upon their first meeting, Link had already taken a deep liking to this vehicle.

 After his moment of admiration, Link moved toward the nobly designed, luxurious vehicle, a Third Ring Magic Tool class vehicle resembling a custom version of Mr. Bean's Phantom Coupe.

 Sensing that Link, who had completed the spiritual binding during the tossing process, was approaching, the car door swung open automatically.

 Link sat in the driver's seat.

 This vehicle supported both manual and automatic driving modes.

 Of course, Link chose the automatic driving mode.

 Having been away from the "car world" for such a long time, even if he was itching to drive, he couldn't risk his own life, right?

 After a low roar, the cool vehicle sped away from the temporary site of the Medical Department with Link onboard at an astonishing speed.

 After taking a joyful spin outdoors and enjoying the breeze, Link returned to the temporary site of the Medical Department.

 By then, Morpheus had already emerged from his intense emotional state.

 He greeted Link, speaking in a subdued tone: "There's not much to do here, if you are restless, you can go back first."

 Link chuckled, saying, "We came together, so let's leave together."

 Saying so, Link stowed the vehicle away and headed towards the Medical Department's potion production line.

 Morpheus made no attempt to stop him and allowed it to happen.

 After all, a sociable genius is always easier to get along with than an aloof one who thinks highly of themselves.

 In this way, the nine members of the Potion Department helped the Medical Department with their work for an entire day, processing over 60,000 contaminated fairies.

 By the time they returned to the rear camp in the Desolate World, it was already "sunset."

 Every place covered by the Wizard World, no matter how far apart, follows the same time rule!

 When dawn breaks in the Wizard World, it dawns in all other places.

 When night falls in the Wizard World, so it does in all other places.

 That's how absolute it is!

 After returning to his quarters, taking a bath, and reflecting on his experiences of the day, Link went to sleep.

 He woke up early the next morning with nothing in particular to do and set about his studies.

 The leisurely lifestyle continued undisturbed for one and a half month.

 The final version of the body refining potion, after such a long period of trial feedback and optimization, was ready.

 Link didn't want to deal with the hassle of running the production line and handling sales, so as soon as the version was finalized, he made contact with the Serene Wizard.

 "Little guy, did you miss your sister?"

 For some reason, upon seeing Link's youthful face this time, the Serene Wizard couldn't resist bantering.

 Perhaps she was trying to shake off the feeling of greasiness she had acquired from Lokan with Link's freshness?

 "No!"

 Link deadpanned, refusing to be played with by the older sister figure, and said seriously, "The final version of the body refining potion is ready, and I would like to transfer it to your potion shop for production and sales."

 "Hmph!"

 With a charming pout, Serene Wizard shot Link a captivating glare, saying discontentedly, "So you're done using Lokan for testing your potions?"

 Link calmly replied: "He didn't lose out, did he? The effect of my potion is significantly better than what he used before."

 "Yes, you're the best!"

 Serene Wizard gave a half-hearted response, then asked, "How much of the profits are you planning to share with me this time? Last time, I made a killing from the 30% profits of the 'Mind' potion."
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 Upon hearing that, Link couldn't help but counter, "You haven't given me my share yet, I don't even know how much I've made."

 The Serene Wizard chuckled, "Didn't you say that Jasmine takes care of the finances? I gave it to her."

 Link was speechless.

 He indeed had said that.

 However, his exact words were that Jasmine would handle the finances for anything 'freelance'.

 It didn't include his private finances!

 But having been teased by the Serene Wizard like this, there was no good response.

 Link could only pause and say, "Let's still do a seventy-thirty split, your potion shop is responsible for the materials, production, and sales."

 "Hehe, okay,"

 The Serene Wizard covered her mouth and laughed, "Little brother always gives sister money, how sweet. Big sister loves little brother."

 Link couldn't help but feel frustrated.

 This was definitely not the usual behavior of the Serene Wizard.

 Sure enough, a pleasant voice suddenly came from the side, asking, "Serene, who are you video chatting with? Palo that straight-laced man? Ignore him and come drink with us!"

 The Serene Wizard glanced towards the source of the voice and said, "It's not Palo... It's little brother Link."

 "Link!"

 Suddenly, a somewhat sharp shout was heard.

 Link found this voice quite familiar.

 Before he had time to think about it, Elise's face appeared on the screen, she chirped excitedly, "Link, how have you been? Are you having fun? Do you miss me? Because I miss you."

 Hearing that, Link felt frustrated again.

 Why are girls who have had some drinks so bold?

 They all go direct!

 Link calmly replied, "Thank you. I'm doing very well. I'm not unhappy."

 "Oh."

 Seeing Link's response, Elise's enthusiastic expression immediately dropped, and she responded dispiritedly.

 A woman as beautiful as the Serene Wizard, but with a more subtle and serene temperament, appeared on the screen. She furrowed her brows and glared at Link, "Are you Link Grande? Is this how you talk to my sister? You…"

 Before she could finish, the Serene Wizard covered her mouth.

 "Go, go, go…"

 The Serene Wizard started to 'chase' Renee and Elise away, "Stop interfering with my business."

 "That's business?"

 Renee insisted, continuing to vent the amplified emotions from drinking, "That's reminiscing about past Palo!"

 "Enough!"

 The Serene Wizard suddenly grimaced, shouted, and then immediately hung up.

 All Link saw was a fleeting sadness and loneliness in the Serene Wizard.

 "What…"

 As for what just happened, those conversations, Link felt a moment of unreality.

 A moment later, before Link could recover, the Serene Wizard sent a video chat request again.

 Link wasted no time in accepting it.

 The background was the same, but the Serene Wizard's demeanor had clearly changed.

 Her gaze no longer held the previous confusion and laxity, and was as intelligent and profound as usual.

 "Sixty-forty!"

 Suddenly, the Serene Wizard made a somewhat unreasonable demand, "I want forty percent of the revenue from this body refining potion."

 After a moment's pause, Link nodded, "Okay."

 The extra ten percent can be seen as a token of gratitude to the Serene Wizard.

 The Serene Wizard didn't really care whether it was thirty or forty percent, she was just a bit annoyed and wanted to make up for it.

 After bypassing the issue of the dividend ratio, the Serene Wizard looked at Link seriously and suddenly sighed deeply:

 "Link, don't be like Palo."

 "Don't cause others to suffer."
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 "..." 

 Link was left speechless.

 "Let's leave it at that."

 The Serene Wizard's interest seemed to wane and she ended the communication.

 As the screen gradually faded to black, Link didn't feel much. In the depths of his heart, there were only ripples.

 From his innermost feelings, he thought that some of Wizard Palo's actions were justified.

 Of course, there were also actions that he deemed inappropriate.

 After all, people are different.

 Different experiences, different standpoints, different personalities, and unique ways of doing things.

 The situations they face are even more diverse.

 Even when addressing the same matter, everyone will have their own thoughts and interpretations.

 It's impossible for everyone to respond in the same way.

 Link decided to continue on his path and worry about the rest later.

 A moment later, Link put down his personal AI brain, rested his hands behind his head, and lay on the bed.

 His consciousness sunk into his Sea of Consciousness, he took a usual glance at the "seed" inside, and noticed the Fairy King's Spirit seemed to be on its last breath.

 However, Link paid no particular attention to this, only glancing at it without doing anything else.

 For example, accelerating the process...

 In case he gave the Fairy King an opportunity for revenge.

 Just keep the Fairy King locked up and let the "seed" slowly consume him.

 There was no need to forcibly insert more drama.

 Franda was idly sleeping in the cottage.

 Sensing Link's consciousness, she only turned over and continued sleeping.

 The more she stayed in Link's Sea of Consciousness, the more casual she became.

 Returning from his consciousness, Link got off the bed, picked up some information related to the soul and Sea of Consciousness, and continued to read.

 Not long after, he received a notice from the old guy Morpheus, asking him to come to the minister's office.

 Put down his material, leaving the dormitory, Link went to see Morpheus.

 "The task is here, we need to work overtime to complete it."

 Morpheus waved the printed task list, excitedly saying, "The legion is finally going to fight a big, hard battle!"

 "Let me take a look."

 Link took the mission list from Morpheus and found that the Front Line Command Post had provided the Potion Department with the task of preparing potions mainly for removing evil harms and treating burns, supplemented by potions for healing physical wounds.

 He had known that the legion was preparing to bait Abyss Demons, and when he saw the list, he immediately realized that the Front Line Command Post had found out that the Abyss Demons that would be caught mainly featured Flame Demons.

 The attacks of Abyss Demons all carried evil damage.

 Only Flame Demons could cause burns without adding other property damage.

 To deal with large numbers of Flame Demons, they had to mainly use Water System attacks.

 That was precisely one of the specialties of Ravensmouth College.

 However, these weren't Link's concerns.

 After thinking for a moment, he put the idea aside.

 He only had half a month left until his conscription term ended, the big battle wouldn't break out before Link returned.

 And he had sufficient preparations.

 "I obey the arrangements."

 Before Morpheus could speak, Link immediately expressed his stance, "I am very willing to contribute to the Potion Department."

 "Very good."

 Old man Morpheus said loudly, "I plan to temporarily merge the research group and the refining group to fully produce these potions and complete the task as soon as possible. If you have spare energy, you can try to develop some potions against the Abyss Demons."

 Link spread his hands: "I don't know much about Abyss Demons."

 Old Morpheus stared at Link for a while: "You can learn about it."

 Link shook his head: "There's no time to learn now, my conscription will end in half a month, and then I have to go back to further studies."

 "Oh."

 Morpheus nodded, understanding the situation, waved his hand to dismiss the "useless" Link, "What use are you?"

 Link twitched his mouth.

 Huh, men!

 Darn it, hag!

 After complaining, he left the office and went straight to the potion refining "workshop".

 As long as his conscription hasn't ended, he is a part of the Potion Department and has to contribute.

 It's only natural, just and righteous, he wouldn't shirk his responsibilities or be lazy.

 He only needs to refine potions according to the formula, there's not much technical content.

 Everyday, he repeats the same work.

 It's actually quite tedious.

 Link repeated this tedious routine for half a month.

 Only on the day his conscription ended was he finally free.

 These days, it's honestly better to develop potions.

 Even if his hair falls out due to stress, it's much better than the dull and tedious repetition.

 Not long after completing the mission and returning to the forward base, Assad came to the Potion Department early in the morning. He planned to see Link off, to see things through to the end.

 "Look at your new car."

 When he saw Link, Assad immediately forgot about the farewell and started yelling excitedly, "I heard you took Minister Salossal's custom-made car, it's a pity I was out on a mission then, otherwise I would have come to experience it."

 "Sure."

 Standing in front of the Potion Department, Link took out the "Phantom Coupe" and threw it in front of him.

 A noble and luxurious Third Ring Magic Tool-level vehicle appeared in front of Link and Assad.

 Upon seeing this, Assad immediately put away his off-road vehicle.

 His intention was clear, he wanted to ride in Link's car.

 He waved his hand towards the direction of the minister's office, bidding farewell to Morpheus who was probably watching them through the monitor.

 Link got in the driver's seat and the "Phantom Coupe" zoomed away.

 Another goodbye.

 "Oh! Awesome!"

 Feeling the powerful force and the sensation of being pushed back, Assad cheered with delight.

 In terms of power, the "Phantom Coupe" was indeed much more powerful than the off-road vehicles used by the special squad.

 Personal customization, after all.

 Even if they were both Third Ring Magic Tools, there were differences.
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 It should look great, and perform even better. How else can you justify a high price?

 The Phantom Coupe drives super fast.

 We arrived at the teleportation portal in no time.

 Assad looked left and right inspecting the interior and decoration of the car, reluctantly got out of the car.

 What a pity, he was just a passenger this time, and didn't get to experience the thrill of manual driving.

 Next time.

 Next time he must extract a chance to test drive from that jerk, Link Grande.

 "Assad, thank you for your help and care all this while,"

 Link folded up the "Phantom Coupe". Before stepping onto the high platform of the teleportation gate, he sincerely thanked Assad.

 "(｡･∀･)ﾉﾞ Hey! Don't mention it,"

 Assad raised an eyebrow, laughed, and said, "You must have sensed Renee's temper last time, right? She must look very gentle, but unfortunately, she has a fiery character. If I don't carry out the tasks she entrusts me with, I will have a hard time when I return."

 Saying that, Assad cleared his throat, "Didn't you name me as the second author for your three papers too? Good lord, cover of 'The Heavens' magazine, I wouldn't even dare to think about that before."

 Link laughed and said, "Let's drop the formalities."

 Assad responded: "Sure."

 "Alright."

 Link nodded, and then said, "Well... goodbye."

 "Goodbye."

 Assad extended his hand and shared a light handshake with Link.

 Link turned around and walked up the platform, he adjusted the destination, and walked into the teleportation portal.

 Without hesitation, without looking back.

 The teleportation portal didn't explode.

 Whooosh! (X)

 In fact, there wasn't much of an effect.

 After a certain amount of time and space changes, Link returned from the barren and desolate amber world to the vibrant Wizard World.

 Looking up at the familiar sun, basking in the warm sunlight.

 Hmm...

 The temperature was a bit high, it was not just warm, but a little hot.

 He took off his faceplate and sucked in a lungful of the familiar sweet-smelling air.

 It smells like the freedom he longed for.

 Once he had adapted, Link stepped down from the platform, to the square, and took out the "Phantom Coupe".

 Under the envious gazes of several passing wizards, he drove off quickly.

 He had taken the bus there, but he drove a luxury car back. It was a unique "coming home in glory" experience.

 Link sped back to the academy, back to his own villa.

 "Welcome back, honorable Wizard Grande."

 The Steward greeted Link, the first thing it said almost rendered Link silent,

 "Lady Jasmine Kidman has 'stolen' my cleaning job 16 times during your absence for four months. Please persuade her not to rob even a smart puppet of its job."

 "Okay, I will."

 Link responded casually.

 These smart butlers, controlled by both villa owners and the Main Tower Spirit, provide a service that has a very high level of artificial intelligence and is almost indistinguishable from real people.

 Also equipped with an adjustable emotion system.

 The one serving Link occasionally liked to grumble.

 "Would you like me to inform Lady Kidman of your arrival?"

 A step behind Link, the intelligent butler attentively asked Link who was walking into the villa.

 "Notify her. Tell her I'll be waiting for her in the study."

 Link handed his backpack to a puppet assistant and responded.

 "Very well, please wait a moment."

 The intelligent butler immediately used the villa's smart center to connect with Jasmine.

 Link walked straight into the study, sat down on the soft rocking chair, and gently rocked it back and forth.

 Having been away for four months, Jasmine and the "Do Whatever You Please" crew were about to end their second year spring term, and enter the warmth of the summer holidays.

 It seemed that everyone would have drastically changed by now.

 Just as he was thinking, a figure suddenly jumped into the study and landed on Link.

 The familiar yet subtly changed scent allowed Link to quickly confirm that it was the same person.

 However, there indeed was a substantial change.

 Yeah.

 "That's enough."

 Looking at Jasmine, who seemed to be getting more and more out of hand because Link didn't stop her, Link couldn't help but yell 'stop'.

 Even if she hit puberty early, she is not of age yet.

 Young boys and girls should act their age.

 Love affairs at this age, absolutely out of question.

 "Hmph!"

 Jasmine pouted, with untaught instincts, she strongly pinched the soft flesh around Link's waist several times before getting up reluctantly.

 The old blockhead, still doesn't know how to treasure her.

 Despite grumbling in her heart, Jasmine was in high spirits and was not in the least affected.

 She wove in front of Link, and then twisted out a curvaceous pose before asking with a smile,"So, can you recognize me?"

 "Yeah."

 Link looked at the young girl who had grown a bit taller, nearly 170 cm tall, with legs that were nearly 100 cm long. She was becoming more and more beautiful and rolled his eyes, "I would recognize you even if you were ashes."

 "Nonsense!"

 Jasmine was immediately upset, she had wanted a bit of praise for her physique, appearance, or temperament at least, but this is all she got?

 Blockhead, always a blockhead!

 His words could infuriate!

 She clenched her fist and swung it ferociously, then threatened, "If you can't speak, shut your mouth. Do you believe I can beat the crap out of you?"

 "Sure! You're the boss after all, and you're really good at beating people up,"

 Link replied seriously.

 He then pretended to tremble with fear.

 With a chuckle.

 Seeing the seldom jesting Link, Jasmine burst into laughter, she looked delighted.

 After a few moments, one could feel no discrepancy, they still had the same rhythm as before.

 That's how it should be, that's just great.

 It would be awful if there existed a feeling of unfamiliarity due to not being together for a long time.

 After laughing, Jasmine was no longer as playful. She quietly sat next to Link on the rocking chair, watching him silently.
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 The sunlight shone through the window, throwing a diagonal light across Link.

 It didn't feel like the overwhelming heat of midsummer, but rather an unmatched tranquility.

 Jasmine's mouth curled up in a big grin, bursting with laughter as she watched.

 The cool breeze generated by the indoor Fresh Air System blew in, carrying a familiar and reassuring smell.

 Deeply inhaling, Jasmine greedily savored the tranquility and peace of mind that she hadn't felt in a long while, then drifted sweetly into sleep amid the quiet and harmony.

 Her lips stayed curled in a smile.

 Joy and happiness filled her brows and eyes.

 Link waved to his robotic steward, who had appeared at the study's door holding a thin blanket. He took the blanket and gently covered Jasmine with it.

 Feeling the movement, Jasmine's eyelashes fluttered a few times, but she didn't open her eyes. Instead, her hand found Link's with unerring accuracy, and she cuddled up his hand with her head.

 Lightly humming a few times, she wriggled her body a bit to find a more comfortable position, then nuzzled her face against Link's hand. After that, she rested her cheek on his palm and continued to slumber peacefully.

 Link did not withdraw his hand, opting to keep an awkward posture and stay quietly beside her.

 For a long time.

 The night fell and a bright moon rose high.

 Jasmine finally woke up, stretching luxuriously.

 Seeing Link, who had stayed by her side without moving, she raised her hands and naturally hugged him.

 Seeking a kiss, seeking closeness.

 "Alright, behave." Link stretched out his hand to press against Jasmine's smooth forehead, filled with cold rejection.

 "Humph, I still want it."

 Jasmine used her long forgotten Technique of Coquetry, twisting her body, her voice sweet and melodious, full of charm.

 Link responded with a cold face.

 Knowing that her special treatment could only go so far, Jasmine stopped her act.

 "Hungry, let's eat."

 She stood up, shaking her flustered head, and strode directly out of the study.

 The dining room.

 After washing up, Jasmine plunged into the meal without acknowledging the long-neglected Link beside her.

 She was still upset.

 The quiet atmosphere prevailed as dinner was finished.

 They left the cleaning of the dining room to their steward.

 They both returned to the study.

 Jasmine put away her girlish temperament and initiated serious conversation,

 She reported to Link the various developments with her "complete freedom" life, as well as the good news of her promotion to Third-class wizard apprentice, and the seemingly approaching "ceiling" of her spiritual power.

 After accepting the Serene Wizard's experiment to increase her Wizard Qualifications, Jasmine's Cultivation Speed was almost comparable with a genius of advance fifth rank qualifications.

 This speed far exceeded the expectations of the Serene Wizard.

 Even after several checks, no cause could be found for this massive increase.

 According to the general conversion method for Wizard Qualifications in the Wizard World, after the "transformation," Jasmine's qualification only reached the extreme end of the intermediate fourth rank, not quite the advance fourth rank.

 The speed of her cultivation far exceeded that range, indicating something different.

 The Serene Wizard had specifically discussed this issue with Link.

 This was also one of the reasons that Link trimmed a potion that was certainly upgradeable for Wizard Qualification, to a pure Body Refinement Potion, when his understanding of the Soul was inadequate.

 After listening to Jasmine's report, Link didn't show much reaction.

 He only repeatedly praised Jasmine's progress and growth, in all aspects.

 Receiving Link's praise, Jasmine felt very happy.

 She felt that her hard work in the past four months had not been in vain.

 As they had talked until late at night, neither had the desire to extend the conversation into the early morning and they returned to their respective bedrooms to sleep.

 When she received the notification from the robotic steward, Jasmine made up her mind to move back into the villa.

 As she said.

 No one could stop her.
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 "Boss!" 

 The next morning, Link, accompanied by Jasmine, visited the residence of the group "Do Whatever You Want."

 The Brotherhood Group, who hadn't seen him in a while, started shouting excitedly as soon as they saw him.

 "Boss, good morning! Boss Lady, hi!"

 The Social Phobia Group was noticeably more cheerful, even taking the initiative to greet him.

 "Good morning, Boss."

 The new blood recruited last term hadn't had much interaction with Link, but they weren't shy.

 "Good, good morning everyone!"

 Link responded, walking into the residence surrounded by the crowd.

 Like the moon held by the stars.

 The first place Jasmine took Link to was the honor room of "Do Whatever You Want."

 Since the academy didn't award trophies or similar items, Jasmine had some made herself.

 She displayed all the excellent rankings that "Do Whatever You Want" had achieved in the two-zone competition of each grade from when Link won the first place in the first-grade competition until this term.

 A portrait of Link, along with his resume, was also hung on the wall.

 What stood out was that Link had used less than a year to transform from an unknown Storm Sea New Blood to a First-Class Official Wizard.

 After visiting the honor room, Jasmine took Link to his designated office.

 The Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group, and the six new blood members all gave way, scattering away in merriment.

 "How is it? Did I do a good job!"

 Inside the office, Jasmine couldn't wait to ask. Like a little girl showing off her precious toy, she waited for praise.

 "Very good! Absolutely amazing!"

 Link gave her due credit this time, clapping his hands in appreciation.

 He was sincere. Especially the setup of the honor room and the display of Link's portrait and resume inside it helped augment Link's influence over "Do Whatever You Want" and strengthened the group's affinity to Link.

 Was this easy to do?

 Easy!

 But not many can do it well.

 Shaping the culture of a group is never an easy task.

 "Humph! Of course."

 Jasmine raised her chin slightly, looking smug.

 If she had a tail, it would probably be wagging up in the sky.

 Getting a sincere compliment from the expressionless Link wasn't easy.

 She was very pleased.

 Afterward, Link stayed at the residence of "Do Whatever You Want" for half a day, chatted warmly with the Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group, and the six new blood members, asking about their well-being and answering their questions.

 In summary, he wanted to increase his presence among them.

 Having participated in a recruitment and learned about the Palo Sage army and the Heavenly World, Link understood that in this Wizard World, the power one holds develops in stages.

 Even if one becomes a Sage, they can't do it alone. They need the support of others.

 These "other" people consist of superiors and subordinates, but mostly subordinates.

 A Sage commanding an army in the Heavens cannot do without the help provided by the direct line members of the organization they belong to.

 In other words, they cannot do without their services.

 As a new blood from the Stormy Sea, Link must follow in the footsteps of Sage Palo- create his own organization, recruit members, and train them.

 This is a path that needs continuous management for decades.

 An accumulation of primal capital.

 There can be no slack along the way.

 When Sage Palo was ready to promote, he focused on collecting merit from the academy to exchange for promotion resources for a few years. He called all his competent hands to his main force and neglected the control of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association.

 The rapid decline of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association is a very typical example of this.

 Since Jasmine had hit her limit at the third-class wizard apprentice level, the director of "Do Whatever You Want" needed to be replaced.

 This would enable Jasmine to focus on breaking through.

 The entire Brotherhood Group, all with lower fifth rank's aptitude, had become third-class wizard apprentices and should focus on advancing to official wizards. They should not waste time.

 Although the three members of the Social Phobia Group had become more open, their nature was still not enough to take up the responsibility of management.

 Especially given the upcoming expansion of "Do Whatever You Want."

 Therefore, Link had to select the next manager of "Do Whatever You Want" from the six new blood members.

 Link was chatting and lecturing, but he was also observing.

 Among these six, who would be a better leader?

 At noon, all members of "Do Whatever You Want" went to an in-school club for a team-building lunch.

 Link publicly appeared, so naturally people saw him.

 The news of the "missing person" Link Grande's return spread rapidly.

 In the South District New Blood, fewer people had been in contact with Link and more had heard of him. Reactions and discussions varied greatly.

 Lanny Taylor, who had become more fervent in her magic practice and academic studies after revealing her true self, remained calm, her eyes remained still.

 An initial advantage does not mean lasting superiority.

 Only sustained lead indicates superiority.

 She'll catch up soon!

 You just better not stop making progress!

 Mina Havcheck was relieved once again.

 Relieved that she had stopped targeting Link Grande early on and sought forgiveness.

 Relieved that she had gained a lot from helping Jasmine Kidman afterwards.

 Such as magic stones, the opportunity to work part-time at Serene Wizard's potion shop, and some precious knowledge of potion studies and alchemy pharmacy.

 Among the local apprentices in the North District, more people had dealt with Link.

 According to academy regulations, "Pure Blood Will" was dismantled, but "Pure Blood Glory" took over seamlessly.

 It was the same residence, the same higher-ups, and the same families.

 Hawk Lucia had no reaction.
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 Hmm... He is no longer in the North District, but instead, is pursuing higher education in the Senior Division and about to begin his internship.

 Sophie Lucia is expressionless, her eyes completely lifeless.

 With Link's growing achievements,

 Like the "Super Brain" potion, his outstanding performance during recruitment, and those three papers that topped "The Heavens" magazine...

 Sophie's position within Lucia's family became increasingly difficult.

 Zoran Archie's protection could only ensure her resources were constant, but it couldn't prevent the gossip of her family, especially those close in age.

 Tracey Lucia remained indifferent, with no particular reaction.

 She had no grudges or complaints against Link.

 The attacks during the two-district competition were just part of her mission.

 Elise had already known about Link's return for a while and still seemed mad, wanting to find time to throw Link another curveball.

 Monroe Brisegio's feelings were very mixed.

 He wish it was he, Monroe, who did all these things and achieved all these successes, not Link.

 Envy, jealousy, hatred!

 Particularly hated that guy's luck with women.

 Link didn't know about these people's reactions, and even if he knew, he wouldn't care.

 After the team-building event ended, back at the villa, Link discussed with Jasmine about the next manager of "whatever you want to do" issue.

 Jasmine understood and accepted Link's ideas, agreeing to select the appropriate successor as soon as possible, and gradually delegate power.

 She herself will focus entirely on her training and learning.

 After that, Link closed off the outside world and devoted himself to studying, reading the materials and documents that appeared quietly after his authorities were raised.

 Meanwhile, he also paid attention to the situation inside the "Seed".

 The Fairy King's Spirit, which was on its last breath, didn't die as easily as predicted.

 He stayed alive for nearly two more months, enduring till the college vacation, till the end of the summer vacation, and on the eve of Link's entrance into the Senior Division.

 Only then was the "Seed" consumed completely with a final effort.

 Watching the Fairy King's last struggle and distortion.

 Link was glad he had long since blocked the voices inside the "Seed", he couldn't hear the painful screams of the Fairy King.

 Otherwise, it would be easy to affect his mood.

 After devouring the Fairy King's Spirit, the "Seed" made up for its deficiencies on a rule level, but the second nurturing phase still hadn't ended, there was still a lack of some resources.

 Link didn't force the "Seed" anymore, and took out some Magic Stones from Jasmine for consuming generously.

 A large number of various supplies were sent into his study like water before disappearing.

 Jasmine watched this phenomenon the entire time, unsurprised by it all.

 No matter how "out-of-the-box" Link behaved, even if he killed a sage-level existence, she would not doubt him.

 After consuming materials valued at sixteen thousand standard level-one Magic Stones, the "Seed" finally felt fulfilled, and fell asleep for the digestion phase.

 As the "Spirit" of the "Seed", Franda automatically returned to the "Seed" to co-evolve with it.

 While waiting for the "Seed" and Franda's evolution results, Link conducted his seventh Krypton-type enhancement.

 "Jasmine, come here."

 Link suddenly remembered a regret, last time he forgot to take a breath of Qi when he drew a card.

 This time he remembered, and wouldn't miss it.

 "What's the matter?"

 Jasmine asked with doubt.

 "Close your eyes."

 Link lightly requested.

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine's breathing suddenly sped up, and her cheeks turned a bit flushed, and she stammered, "This... Isn't this too fast."

 With that, her hands began to fidget involuntarily, and her body twisted shyly.

 However, her bright eyes revealed intense anticipation.

 "No!"

 Link said decisively, "Just close your eyes."

 "Okay."

 Jasmine's voice was as soft as a mosquito as she gave her reply.

 Then she lifted her pretty face, closed her eyes, and pursed her lips slightly.

 Even her long eyelashes were emanating anticipation.

 Link leaned forward, bent his upper body, lowered his head, and quickly approached Jasmine's beautiful pink face.

 Just when the tip of his nose was about to touch Jasmine's, Link stopped, and then...

 Deeply inhaled a breath of Qi as if the God of Qi had really descended on him, and roared in his heart, "System, draw a card!"

 Jasmine waited for a long time, only hearing Link's warm breath, but not feeling the soft touch. She couldn't help but feel puzzled.

 What is this deadpan trying to do?

 When she opened her eyes to see, she found that this deadpan's face was close to hers, deep breathing.

 What kind of peculiar play is this?

 Jasmine was suspicious, and then immediately angry.

 What the hell had I been expecting!

 Fury welled up inside her, Jasmine tilted her foot and leaned in herself.

 If the mountain will not come, then I will go to the mountain.

 If this deadpan can't deliver, then I will do it myself!

 Just as Link was about to check his card draw results, he unexpectedly felt a light peck on his lips.

 Jasmine took a step back, glanced at Link, pursed her mouth, shook her head in disdain and said, "All talk but no action. Tsk, men!"

 Having said that, Jasmine slowly walked out of the study.

 Leaving Link alone in the cool breeze created by the Fresh Air System, in a state of disarray.

 What is going on here!

 That was my first kiss!

 You took it, and then you belittled me?

 Do you want to get smacked?

 Tsk, women!

 Link leaned back and ceremoniously pulled back, calling out the system panel.

 That incident just now was rather embarrassing, shouldn't think about it, it's better to check the card draw results.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard Qualifications: Intermediate fourth rank, Innate Spirit Power is 17, High Affinity with Water Elements, High Affinity with Wood Elements
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 Wizard's Level: First-Class Official Wizard, Spiritual Power: 165

 Zero Ring Witchcraft:

 Water System (28): ...

 Wood System (28): ...

 Destiny Witchcraft: Armor Orchid Battle Armor (Variant)

 First Ring Witchcraft:

 Water System (4 techniques): ...

 Wood System (4 techniques): ...

 General (1 technique): Telepathy (introductory)

 Card Package: "Multi-threading Thinking" Status Card, "Designated Talent" Upgrade Card

 Already Used: "Mind Closure Technique" Study Card, "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent" Talent Card, "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" Talent Card, "Wizardry Specialisation" Talent Card

 Draw Cards Times: 0 (1000 Standard Second-Class Magic Stones)

 The changes in the panel aren't significant, the existence and status of the "Seed" are not recorded yet, I wonder why.

 The general witchcraft "telepathy," was something that Link learned unintentionally when he was studying the material obtained from Assad.

 The First Ring Witchcraft "Telepathy" and "Spiritual Link" is commonly used on the battlefield by True Spirit Wizards.

 There is a clear difference between the two.

 "Telepathy" is like a radio. All official wizards within the range of the witchcraft can sense the fluctuation of spiritual power and receive the information conveyed by the fluctuation.

 Whether they can decipher the content or not is another thing.

 "Spiritual Link" is like a satellite phone, which can be used for one-to-one, one-to-many, or many-to-many contacts. Only specified individuals can participate and receive information.

 After Link finished reading the basic theory of "telepathy," his "Wizardry Specialisation" talent was triggered. Then he attempted to learn this witchcraft with the Mind Closure Technique as his foundation.

 Surprisingly, he mastered it the moment he started to learn it.

 This is indeed a pleasant surprise.

 Link plans to understand more about True Spirit Wizards during his further studies.

 If he could learn other practical witchcraft as well, like "Spiritual Attack," "Mental Frenzy," "Spiritual Maze," that would be even better.

 There is an additional "Designated Talent" Upgrade Card in the card package.

 It seems that the good luck I shared with Jasmine has been sucked back by her.

 Darn it! (￢︿￢☆)

 After much consideration, Link decided to upgrade the "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent" Talent Card.

 The reason is simple.

 For the study of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy, the "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" can handle it.

 However, as the attainment of Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy continually improves, the potion materials involved are no longer limited to plants.

 The main material for body refining potions is a kind of mineral!

 "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent" is also of great help but not comprehensive enough.

 Link had a thought in mind, the "Pomona Sprout's Botany Talent" Talent Card shattered, and a new card was born:

 "Material Specialization" Talent Card.

 By closely sensing it, Link immediately understood the function of "Material Specialization," which enhances his keen intuition for all materials.

 It's not just for potion materials, but also includes alchemy materials!

 This means that, if Link has the money and time, and isn't worried about spending Magic Stones, he could also try the Alchemy which is jokingly referred to as "money-wasting stuff" by many wizards.

 Uh...

 This idea only flashed by and was quickly dismissed by Link.

 Unless he draws the "Nick Leme's Alchemy Talent" Talent Card next time.

 Otherwise, Link would never touch Alchemy.

 This thing is even more talent dependent than Potion Study.

 It has too many terms such as "obviously," "easily obtained," "answer omitted," "self-evident," "similarly," "end of proof," and so on.

 It makes one confused and clueless. After putting down the material, one doesn't even know what they just read.

 Confused fruit on the confused tree, you and me under the confused tree.

 You've already given up learning it at the brain level.

 You would never have the illusion of "I've learned it."

 If you can, then you can. If you can't, then you can't.

 Forcing oneself to think they've learned it means the house is already ruined.

 Even a lot of Magic Stones aren't enough to burn.

 Putting aside his messy thoughts, Link focused on the changes in the "Seed" that had completed its evolution and in Franda.

 His consciousness entered the Sea of Consciousness and the moment he touched the "Seed" that had taken the place of the Meditation Sphere, a sudden change occurred.

 Link's entire body instantly disappeared from the study.

 It was as if he had been sucked in by a strong vacuum cleaner.

 Link felt his body being constantly folded, twisted, and mauled.

 In the end, he thudded to the ground with a splash.

 A surprised shout came to his ears:

 "Master!"
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 "Franda?" 

 Link cried out in confusion.

 "Yes, master, it's Franda," she replied.

 Franda's little face came in front of Link's, curiously asking, "Master, why are you lying on the ground?"

 "Ah!"

 Link's thoughts hadn't fully recovered from the twisting and contorting, and he responded absent-mindedly, hastily improvising, "The ground is cool, it's comfortable to lie down."

 "Really?"

 Franda blinked her eyes, pondered for a moment, and also laid down on the ground, "I will experience it too."

 A second later, Franda lay there and watched the blue sky, exclaiming in surprise: "Wow, the ground is indeed cool, it's really comfortable to lie down."

 "Really?"

 Link, who had somewhat recovered, felt a flash of awkwardness in his eyes. He quickly rolled over, got up, and looked around.

 "Master, why aren't you lying down anymore?"

 Franda got up and asked in confusion.

 "I've had enough. You can only lie on the ground for a while, not too long."

 Link answered seriously, while exercising his "Seed" owner's privilege to receive the "iteration description" of the "Seed" after its evolution.

 Soon, Link understood the changes that were happening to him.

 It turned out that after the completion of the second phase of cultivation, the term "Seed" was no longer appropriate, and it could be called a "Small World".

 As the owner, Link could enter his "Small World" freely.

 As long as it was a place covered by the will of the Wizard World, neither time rules nor space rules were locked by great power.

 By touching the sphere that represents his "Small World" with his consciousness, he could truly arrive in his "Small World".

 For an ordinary "Small World", or a complete "World" to do this, it is extremely difficult.

 The requirements are high for the master of the "Small World" or "World", especially in understanding the rules of time and space. The demands are quite high.

 It's not about having a complete understanding, but at least you should have some understanding of the rudiments, knowing a bit about the rules of time and space.

 Why Link achieved an alternative "inter-dimensional teleportation" so easily was entirely because he was just granted the ownership of the "Seed". Chosen by the will of the world at Sage Palo's promotion ceremony,

 And because Sage Palo obtained the complete Percy Sage's Diamond Wand, his understanding of time-space rules improved significantly. Later the resonance with the world will inclined toward the direction of time-space rules,

 The favor towards Link naturally tends towards time and space rules as well. The "Sun" in his "Small World" embodies this,

 Thus, he was granted the power of "inter-dimensional teleportation"!

 It's like a stamp on a blank sheet of paper.

 If others knew Link's situation, they would probably fume with rage:

 Privileged asshole, go to hell!

 However, this move is not suitable for use in combat or in wars.

 Link could use it to hide his tracks in advance, but he could not use it to escape in times of battle.

 No matter where Link enters his "Small World" from, if that place is disrupted by an attack method beyond a certain level, similar to a goldfish bag being punctured, Link will fall out and return to the original place.

 Therefore, this move can only be used ordinarily, or when completely cornered and need to try their luck.

 From being upgraded from a "Seed" to a "Small World", there are definitely more than these benefits.

 The ecosystem has evolved and improved to a certain extent.

 Parts of the "Small World" area can already be used for farming, raising livestock, and aquaculture. Either way, Link can be ensured not to starve.

 And there are three main benefits:

 "Small World" can store external inorganic substances for longer period of time, as long as the inorganic substance doesn't break down, it can be stored as long as it needs to be;

 "Small World" can also store external organic substances for a longer period of time. After 72 hours, the "Small World" would only then initiate its devouring characteristic;

 "Small World" can provide Origin Power, provide transformation into spiritual power, magic power, vitality, temporary transition for Link, the master.

 With these three benefits, from now on, "Small World" can play many roles and offer a lot of help to Link in many respects.

 Link is very fond of these changes and looked forward it.

 Now that he's come in, might as well see the overall changes after the evolution.

 With a thought, without using spiritual power, magic power, or witchcraft, relying on the power of the master of the "Small World' and the flexible use of the rules of the "Small World", Link began to ascend into the sky, flying toward the end of the sky.

 I have rules on me, using it freely, I rule the world.

 This feeling is wonderful.

 Feeling nearly invincible.

 "Master, what are you doing so high up there?"

 Franda popped up next to Link, blinking her eyes, curious like a child.

 "Master wants to see what this 'World' looks like now."

 Link put away his "invincible" attitude and replied earnestly.

 "It's just a sphere."

 Franda was puzzled, thinking what's so good to look at?

 Seeing Franda's confusion, Link didn't explain further his reason for doing this, because:

 I'm already here anyway.

 After a while, Link stopped ascending and reached up to touch his head.

 Just now, he felt a great resistance, as if it was extremely difficult to continue ascending.

 He reached out and touched, and sure enough, he touched a transparent but closed lid.

 The sky is like a dome, covering everything.
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 He dropped his hand and looked down.

 The world was indeed spherical, but relatively desolate.

 Low mountains, sparse forest, near-exhausted water flow, expanses of desert, patches of plains and grasslands.

 In general, it was still not suitable for larger creatures to survive.

 The "Small World" still requires a lot of resource nurturing, requiring further improvements

 Having satisfied his curiosity, Link did not linger and quickly descended to the ground.

 The feeling of being able to fly without relying on external objects was exhilarating.

 Unfortunately, even if a First Level Wizard has learned to fly, they can't sustain it for a long time.

 What a pity.

 Once he was steady, he signaled to Franda, then his consciousness entered the Sea of Consciousness and touched the sphere.

 With a whoosh!

 Link's figure instantly disappeared from the "Small World", folded, twisted, and contorted by the "Vacuum Cleaner", and returned to the Wizard World, his study.

 Once he had recovered, Link promptly got up and walked around the warehouse in his villa, transferring all the stored attack magic tools, experimental tools, and outdoor survival supplies into the "Small World".

 Franda would follow Link's wishes, build warehouses, categorize and store these supplies.

 Link will need to buy a large amount of supplies in the future.

 As long as there are enough magic stones, he at least needed to ensure that one person could survive for more than ten years in an extremely isolated case.

 Prepare for the worst.

 Who knows whether an accident or tomorrow, which one will come first?

 If one were to experience another sudden teleportation as before and the destination was not a friendly place like the "Small World", at least one wouldn't be dead on arrival, right?

 After all these, Link calmed his mind and started the deep meditation that had been on hold after being attacked by the Fairy King's Spirit.

 He needed to confirm whether replacing the meditation sphere with the "Small World" would cause any problem in meditation.

 Just starting on "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method" wizard scroll version, it didn't take long for Link to notice something was off.

 His meditation technique could run smoothly, very smoothly, without any hindrance.

 Even smoother than before.

 But the slight increase in spiritual power and magic power was not enough to fill the crevices of the brand-new meditation sphere - The "Small World".

 It was like a droplet of water falling into a dried up pit.

 It's not a matter of filling up the pit, it can't even moisturize the cracked land.

 The essence of the wizard scroll version of the meditation technique is the change in three states of spiritual power from gas to liquid to solid.

 When a first-level wizard practices the wizard scroll version of the meditation technique, his spiritual power is like water vapor, first filling up the entire Sea of Consciousness, leaving no stone unturned;

 Then it is compressed and condensed, creating the first droplet of liquid spiritual power.

 This is the promotion to a second-level wizard.

 A second level wizard practicing the wizard scroll version of the meditation technique, his spiritual power is like water, first filling the entire Sea of Consciousness, not missing a single corner;

 Then it is condensed and compressed, creating the first crystal-solid spiritual power.

 This is the promotion to a third-level wizard.

 A third level wizard practicing the wizard scroll version of the meditation technique, his spiritual power is like ice, first filling the entire Sea of Consciousness, leaving no cracks unfilled;

 Then to condense, compress... wait....

 Then to understand the Rule Power and attempt to resonate with the World Will.

 These three stages, clear and easy to understand, following the standard process, almost without errors.

 But something went wrong with Link's meditation.

 And it was majorly wrong.

 After the "Small World" replaces the spherical meditation rune structure, at the stage of a first-level wizard, Link has to first fill the "Small World" with gaseous spiritual power before he can condensate gas into liquid to contemplate the promotion to a second-level wizard.

 No matter how small the "Small World" is compared to the normal world, it is still a world.

 The amount of gaseous spiritual power it can hold is astronomical!

 Link immediately put on a mask of pain.

 With the rate of spiritual power growth from practicing the wizard scroll version of the meditation technique, how many years and months would it take to fill up the vast "Small World"?

 If the "Small World" is not filled up, does he have to remain a first-level wizard for life?

 Just like those in the immortal world who remain in the Qi training period for thousands of years?

 The realm remains unchanged, but the combat power keeps increasing?

 Then play dumb to catch others off guard and give them a slap in the face?

 Link didn't want it, so he was in pain.

 "Every cloud has a silver lining! When the car gets to the mountain, there must be a way!"

 After suffering for a while, Link's eyes gradually hardened, and he actively removed the mask of pain.

 There must be a solution.

 But before finding it, he can only practice like this for now.

 Link dismissed his distractions and carried through with this deep meditation without giving up halfway.

 After waking from the meditation, Link immediately started reviewing what he had learned, activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card, and began looking for a viable direction to solve the problem.

 An idea suddenly flashed, and Link had a vague stimulation.

 He summoned the system panel and found that some content on the panel he had just viewed had been updated.

 And it was incredibly important information.

 Link immediately started reading them carefully, contemplating the deeper implications.

 [Link Grande]

 Wizard Qualifications: Unknown, Full-Element Affinity (Acquired)

 Wizard's Level: First-Class Official Wizard, Spiritual Power: 185

 Zero Ring Witchcraft:

 Water System (28): ...

 Wood System (28): ...

 Destiny Witchcraft: Armor (Expandable)

 First Ring Witchcraft:

 Water System (4): ...

 Wood System (4): ...

 Universal (1): Telepathy (Beginner)

 Status Cards: "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card

 Used: "Mind Closure Technique" Learning Card, "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" Talent Card, "Wizardry Specialisation" Talent Card, "Material Specialisation" Talent Card
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 Draws remaining: 0 (1000 standard second-grade Magic Stones).

 There are three key changes:

 The Wizard Qualifications changed from being previously classified as "intermediate fourth rank," are now "Unknown" and have developed an affinity for all elements (matured later), an aspect that's worth emphasizing and scrutinizing.

 The spiritual power suddenly increased from 165 to 185, closing the gap with the limit of 199 for an ordinary First Level Wizard. However, Link doesn't feel as if he's about to hit the "ceiling".

 The Destiny Witchcraft has evolved from "Armor Orchid Battle Armor (Variant)" to "Armor (Expandable)".

 Let's start by understanding the sudden increase in spiritual power.

 The "Seed" evolves into a "Small World", absorbing the overflowing Origin Power from the digestion of the Fairy King's Spirit which is then transmitted back to its master.

 It makes sense.

 There's no need to overthink.

 That's it.

 Next, let's understand the interconnected changes in the Wizard Qualifications and Destiny Witchcraft.

 The "Unknown" suggests that, to the current knowledge of the Wizard World, the methods and classification system to determine Link's Wizard Qualities are insufficient.

 This is also quite reasonable.

 "Full-Element Affinity" implies that Link can now learn, master, and cast witchcraft from every elemental system, becoming a full Elemental Wizard.

 "Matured Later," is quite frightening to think about when taken literally!

 Does this suggest that, in the Wizard World, there exist prodigies who are born with a full Elemental Affinity?

 Or perhaps, before the reshaping of the Wizard World, the concept of Elemental Affinity did not even exist?

 Or are there other possibilities?

 After all, historical records before the reshaping of the world remain fainter compared to those after the reshaping.

 Many recorded events and characters are cryptic and ambiguous.

 Link can't help but reflect on many long-lost witchcraft and casting techniques.

 For instance, collective casting and cooperative combat techniques of the Great Sage level army. (See Chapter 48 of Volume 1)

 Could the reasons these techniques have been lost not simply due to the loss of the heritage itself, but changes in objective conditions as well?

 Link pushes aside his wildly jumping thoughts under a state of Multi-threaded Thinking and refocuses on the pertinent topic.

 The prototype of his Destiny Witchcraft, the first-ring Armor Orchid, is a hybrid witchcraft of both the Water and Wood systems.

 Link's Destiny Witchcraft initially became a Variant because the "Seed" devoured the Armor orchid seeds.

 Now, another change has occurred based on his new Wizard Qualification of "Full-Element Affinity".

 As per Link's understanding, "Expandable" means it can fully integrate more types of Battle Armor witchcraft to improve and evolve his Destiny Witchcraft "Armor."

 It's like the continuous evolution of Iron Man's Mark series armors.

 The only difference being that one is founded on technology and the other on witchcraft.

 Though their manifestations differ, the essence is virtually identical.

 Upon this realization, Link becomes extremely excited.

 The "Seed" evolving into "Small World" can be aptly described as an epic-level enhancement for him.

 Give Link some time to grow and adjust to these enhancements.

 Even if the issue with the Meditation Technique remains unresolved, making him a First Level Wizard for eternity, his power would still reach terrifying levels.

 It's as though one is not battling against him, but a world instead!

 In rough estimation, it'll take two to three years of maturing. After this period, not even a dozen or more First Level Wizards would be able to approach Link.

 If he takes the initiative, capturing some weaker Second Level Wizards should be feasible.

 The thought alone is exhilarating.

 Besides, the problem with the Meditation Technique is not insolvable.

 Just as Destiny Witchcraft can evolve and expand, what about the Meditation Technique?

 Our predecessors created the Meditation Technique through various studies, trial and error, perfecting it bit by bit.

 It wouldn't be right if the predecessors are the only ones who displayed brilliance, while the successors just waited for death, would it?

 Link decides to create his own Meditation Technique based on his real circumstances!

 In the meantime, there's a temporary solution.

 Which is to use the properties of Origin Power from the "Small World" to convert into spiritual power, consequently covering up the setback from the "slow" growth of spiritual power.

 Well...

 It's just that this way, there will be significantly more financial pressure.

 In the end, everything comes down to one word:

 Magic Stones!
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 Basking in pain and pleasure.

 That was Link's current mindset.

 As he ceased the "multi-threading thinking" state, Link reclined on his rocking chair and suddenly fell into desolation.

 He flopped down like a salted fish.

 Being bound by the curse of making money to support one's family was indeed inescapable wherever you went.

 "Link, what's wrong with you?"

 Jasmine, who finally repressed the flurry of emotions swirling in her heart, returned to the study to see an unprecedentedly dejected version of Link.

 He seemed none of the composed and ambitious person he usually was, appearing dejectedly gloomy, a personification of resignation.

 "Ah! It's nothing,"

 Link, lying bonelessly on the chair, answered listlessly, his mouth was the only part of him that seemed to be moving, "I just feel a bit upset when I think about how poor I am."

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine couldn't help but roll her eyes.

 She thought to herself, given his spending habits today, even an abundance of magic stones wouldn't be enough for him.

 230 standard second-level magic stones, that equated to 260,000 standard first-level magic stones, an amount most people never amass their whole lives.

 And, yet he had spent all of it in just one afternoon.

 And it wasn't even apparent where it all went.

 If it weren't because his "Super Brain" potion and newly introduced potent, non-damaging body refining potion — both sold with standard second-level magic stones as the currency of choice, he would be even poorer!

 After a round of internal ranting, Jasmine looked at Link, who was the epitome of dejection, and couldn't resist a mischievous thought.

 This intriguing idea was immensely tempting.

 Jasmine squirmed in anticipation, internally debating before deciding to let loose.

 After all, she had already expressed her true feelings today, this little prank wouldn't make much of a difference.

 Hence, emulating the enchanting gait and authoritative aura of the Serene Wizard, Jasmine sauntered over to Link. From above she pointed at Link's forehead and cooed in a teasing voice, "Hey little brother, call me sis and I'll take care of you!"

 At her words, Link instantly snapped out of his gloomy mood.

 With a quick jolt and a swift roll, he instantly straightened up, replying earnestly, "Don't demean me. As the dignified Link Grande, a first-class official wizard, how can I live off a woman's charity? And you even want to support me?"

 After speaking, Link purposely put on a solemn face and added, "You would have to pay more!"

 Jasmine cast aside all the coquettish gestures, authority, and unique language she had been trying to mimic, and broke into fits of laughter.

 With that playful interaction, Link's mood lightened, helped to ease his fluctuating emotions.

 He could once again be that bright and cheerful young man.

 Upon seeing this, Jasmine also ceased her teasing.

 The pair settled again into studying and reading.

 Jasmine was preparing for her destiny witchcraft, with the help of Link's previously sorted study materials and literature index, she tackled them one by one.

 The enhancement of a wizard's qualifications would only improve the speed of learning meditation techniques, reduce the difficulty of beginner witchcraft, accelerate spell-casting, and enhance witchcraft power.

 Diligent studying was mandatory to acquire necessary knowledge.

 Link pondered for a while, and decided not to go back to Level 0 Will Rune, Rule Rune, Elemental Rune of all systems, or the destiny witchcraft for all systems, plus Level 1 runes, and First Ring witchcraft.

 Instead, he continued studying information regarding his spirit and the sea of consciousness.

 After finishing the remaining resources, he planned to focus on the meditation technique-related materials and literature, and collect some relatively mild meditation techniques along the way.

 For instance, the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method", even a broken scroll would suffice as a reference.

 The last half a month of the summer vacation was spent buried in their books.

 With the development of the "seed" into a "small world", Link's original plan to visit the Serene Wizard was called off

 Not until this day, when both the junior division and senior division began the fall semester, did the Serene Wizard visit Link. She brought along Renee Clarke, who had only glanced at him before, and Elise Clarke, who fixed her wild gaze on Link the moment she saw him.

 They met outside Link's villa, ready to go to the senior division together.

 Jasmine, who originally planned on attending the "Anything Goes" election, sent a notification letting Buck and Linn take care of it.

 Instead of going, she stayed by Link's side, vigilantly guarding against Elise, also known as the green pond, from sneaking up on Link while she was away.

 She hadn't forgotten about the time Elise had kissed Link while she was absent.

 Seeing this, the Serene Wizard gave Link a deep, meaningful look with a faint smile.

 A moment later, it was Renee Clarke who broke the slightly awkward atmosphere, saying:

 "Elise was promoted to official wizard a few days ago and she also needs to advance her studies in the senior division.

 "Link, you are comparatively more experienced and mature, we hope you can look after Elise a bit."

 Pausing for a moment, Renee smiled, "Assad sends his regards."

 "Thank you."

 Link responding with a nod, "Please send my regards to Assad, tell him I look forward to having him experience my vehicle."

 "Alright, he will definitely be pleased."

 Renee was content that Link understood her words and was also pleased by his reply, her smile growing even brighter.

 With her demeanor and looks, she exuded a tranquil charm.

 There was not even a hint of the fierce woman who had sternly scolded him a day ago under the influence of alcohol.

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine gritted her teeth.

 This green pond has already been promoted?

 Damn!

 Wouldn't that make things harder to defend against in the future?

 Jasmine mentally pledged to get promoted quickly.

 She was already 15 years old, no longer a child.

 She wasn't as naive as when she first joined the academy.

 She couldn't waste more time on irrelevant matters. It was important to become an official wizard as soon as possible.
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 Jasmine sensed the crisis and made up her mind.

 Feeling the changing aura of the people around him, Link felt a slight joy in his heart.

 A little stimulation is indeed good.

 "It's getting late, let's go."

 To avoid too much stimulation, Link took the initiative to suggest.

 "You guys go, I have some things to do."

 Jasmine changed her mind and decided not to accompany them on the trip.

 Returning alone later would seem even lonelier and put her at a disadvantage.

 "My apologies, Serene Wizard."

 With an apologetic smile, Jasmine bade farewell to the Serene Wizard and turned to walk towards the "Free to do Whatever" base.

 Today the leader is in a bad mood, she needs to find someone to practice with.

 To vent a little.

 After Jasmine left, the group didn't foolishly stand around making small talk, they took a boat to the Senior Division on the other side of the lake.

 Link was not unfamiliar with the Senior Division as he had spent a lot of time in the library here.

 He had read every book he could find.

 Serene Wizard and Witch Renee had both studied at the Senior Division for a year, and revisiting the place brought back many memories.

 Even though these memories were mainly of research, experiments, and witchcraft practice.

 They might be dull boring, but they were also a part of youth.

 Elise, the only one who had never been here before, had her entire heart set on Link. She was mesmerized by the environment.

 Her eyes were focused on Link, shining like stars, showing a fan-girl expression.

 Serene Wizard and Witch Renee only took a round on the outer perimeter, then pulled a random excuse and left the Senior Division.

 Leaving time and space for the two young people.

 "Link, Link..."

 As soon as the two people who could barely calm her left, Elise couldn't hold back and excitedly asked, "Is fighting in the Heavens like a daily battle, with constant explosions? Have you been on the Front Line? Have you gotten any merits for killing the enemies?"

 Link looked at Elise with confusion: "Didn't Assad tell you?"

 "I asked him, but he wouldn't tell me, saying it's a legion secret!"

 Elise immediately pouted in discontent, "I even helped him come up with the idea to pursue my sister, and translated several classic love letters for him."

 "Uh..."

 Link deliberately ignored the words "love letters" and said seriously, "Legion secrets, they're not appropriate to reveal."

 "No fun!"

 Elise made a dissatisfied sound and sulked.

 Soon, her rational side took over, and she asked seriously, "What are you planning to major and minor in this year?"

 The course choices in the Senior Division were completely different from the Junior Division.

 In the Junior Division's four years, all compulsory courses were set to establish a solid foundation.

 In the Senior Division's one year, all were elective courses for advancing and upgrading.

 Here, one can attempt to switch from an Elemental Wizard to a True Spirit Wizard, Body-refining wizard, Intelligence Mechanism Wizard, and Beast Controlling Wizard.

 However, Ravensmouth College was still located on the West Coast, and the knowledge available for the other four types of wizards would be less.

 Wanting to rise to a higher position would be much harder than for an Elemental Wizard.

 These purely personal choices.

 The college only provides reminders and does not interfere, respecting the wishes of every official wizard.

 "I plan to major in all the Elemental Wizard courses and minor in the True Spirit Wizard related courses."

 Link confessed honestly.

 There was nothing to hide about this.

 After the start of the new semester, anyone paying attention would be able to deduce this from Link's schedule.

 "You're not going to take Potion and Alchemy?"

 The rational Elise was somewhat puzzled by Link's choice and couldn't help but ask, "I can understand Alchemy, but why aren't you taking Potion? What are you thinking?"

 Link laughed and said, "If there's time, of course I'll take it. You'll see."

 Elise looked at Link for a while, seeing that he had already made up his mind, she didn't say anything else but simply stated her own decision, "I also plan to major in all Elemental Wizard courses and minor in Alchemy."

 After a pause, Elise emphasized, "My other half likes explosions. The ones available on the market are always not powerful enough, and it's not always convenient to ask my sister to modify and add ingredients, so I decided to learn on my own."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded and didn't comment.

 Individual preference, individual decision, individual responsibility.

 The two of them walked all the way to the Administrative Building of the Senior Division and registered at the huge office computer screen in the lobby on the first floor.

 Not every official wizard who studied at the Senior Division could enjoy the living condition in a lakeside villa like Link.

 Although Elise had also been promoted in advance within four years and was already considered to be extremely fast before the fall semester of her third year.

 But in comparison to Link, her treatment was still somewhat lacking.

 She was given a high-end apartment.

 Although not by the lake, it was still not far from the lake and had a nice view.

 The slightly decline of rational Elise really wanted to invite Link to sit for a while, but unfortunately, Link firmly refused.

 He bid farewell to Elise who was planning to tidy up her apartment and turned towards the Senior Division Library.

 After his access rights were upgraded, he had not been to the library. He wondered if he could find more advanced information and documents in the advanced document library and "Academic Points" exchange page here.

 Especially those related to the Soul, the Sea of Consciousness, and the Meditation Technique.

 Link was open to all options.

 Unfortunately, there wasn't much gain on this trip.

 Leaving the library, he strolled to the lakeside, and looking at the tranquil and vast lake, Link fell into contemplation.

 He encountered a problem that was neither big nor small.

 There wasn't much related information and documentation available for Link to read and refer to anymore.
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 It's not that the college lacks knowledge reserves, but with the access Link currently holds, the "public" knowledge and information he can reach are only this much.

 Even if Link is not lacking in "academic points" now, he cannot find more resources and literature he wants.

 Link had two options:

 The first was to go hunting for them in the city of Ravensmouth, especially in the black market, where he could always find something;

 The second was to ask for help from Serene Wizard and (or) Sage Palo.

 They could definitely provide some real, high-level documents that Link could not find now no matter how hard he looked.

 After all, Ravensmouth College still has a unique headquarters.

 Only wizards above level two can enter.

 After some consideration, Link made his decision.

 Having too many lice does not itch.

 Anyway, he was already tightly bundled with Sage Palo's family, so why not tie it a little tighter?

 Being a ride-along on the big leagues, was not bad.

 They were just some resources and documents; he might as well ask them for it.

 Searching by himself would not only consume time and energy, but there was also no guarantee that he could find good goods.

 Deciding to act straight away, Link pulled out his portable computer and made an appointment to meet Serene Wizard privately.

 Serene Wizard and Witch Renee didn't walk far away; they were just chatting casually in Wizard Cody's office.

 Upon receiving Link's private letter, Serene Wizard did not hide it from her two close friends, and said with a smile, "You two go on chatting, that young fellow Link wants to discuss something with me privately."

 Wizard Cody didn't react.

 Witch Renee joked, "Serene, don't take Little Palo as the real Palo."

 Serene Wizard gave Witch Renee a glance: "Don't talk nonsense. What Little Palo, real Palo. It's all gibberish."

 After leaving this sentence, Serene Wizard left Wizard Cody's office and headed for where Link was.

 "Has Serene not given up yet?"

 Wizard Cody asked abruptly.

 He rarely tended to his companion's private matters, and today he casually asked.

 Witch Renee said, "How could she give up?! It's been decades, and I don't know how long they're going to be entangled. Palo is also weird, if he doesn't like her, then he just shouldn't string her along. It's so indefinite, sigh..."

 Wizard Cody, finding that the issue involved Palo, did not say anything further.

 Retirement for a better successor is just that. He had to be careful in all aspects.

 It was pretty hard to do.

 At the lakeside.

 Serene Wizard drove the levitating car and stopped directly in front of Link, opened a car door: "Get in."

 Link got in the car and sat in the front passenger seat.

 The floating car rushed vertically into the sky and immediately entered supersonic mode of flight after surpassing the height of all campus buildings.

 Just two minutes later, they arrived at Serene Wizard's villa in the North District of Ravensmouth City.

 If it weren't for this levitating car that had relevant authority, it would have been shot down by the anti-air system of either Ravensmouth College or Ravensmouth City.

 The two got out of the car and walked straight into Serene Wizard's study, and turned on the anti-eavesdropping mode.

 After doing all these, Serene Wizard asked, "So, what do you want to meet privately about?"

 Link answered earnestly, "I have recently been researching spirit, Sea of Consciousness, and the Meditation Techniques, and I am lacking a lot of literature and materials for reference; I'm hoping you can help me find some."

 "Spirit, Sea of Consciousness, and Meditation Technique?"

 Serene Wizard's brows furrowed slightly, then immediately asked, "Is something wrong with your soul?"

 Speaking of which, she denied, "You have even caught the attention of the World Will, it's impossible for something to go wrong with your soul. You're just a 'special guest'. About the Sea of Consciousness, and Meditation Technique... I see."

 Serene Wizard looked straight into Link's eyes, "I won't ask you what has happened to you, but I want to remind you that you can research Meditation Techniques, even create your own. Just don't change your practiced Meditation Technique too frequently within a short period of time; it's easy to get into trouble."

 "Yes, I understand."

 Link replied seriously.

 "That's good if you understand. Get out for a moment, I need to contact Palo."

 "Okay."

 After Link left the study room and casually closed the door, Serene Wizard took out an encrypted communicator from the drawer and sent a communication request to Sage Palo.

 "What's up? Speak!"

 A slightly harsh voice of Sage Palo came from the other side of the communicator.

 You could faintly hear the roar of the dying Abyss Demon:

 "Witch, you won this time, but don't be proud. The Abyss Will would avenge me!

 The Abyss is watching you, the Abyss is watching you...hahaha...you won't bounce for long!"

 "The Abyss is watching you!"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 92: Cutting Open the Heart, Black as Oil_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Have you encountered any trouble?"

 Serene Wizard could hear the roar of the Abyss Demon and immediately asked in concern.

 "Nothing serious, don't worry, it's just a minor issue," Sage Palo said lightly, looking down at the large hole in his abdomen.

 What mattered that he had been punched by an Abyss Demon, which was unwilling to die and had burnt its soul and dedicated it to the will of the Abyss, even at the cost of its own life?

 Besides watching the intestines squirm, it was not a big deal.

 Sage Palo looked again at the diced up Abyss Demon.

 Truly, it was a minor issue.

 He wasn't lying.

 "Really? Don't keep anything from me. I am not as fragile as you think, I was the leader of the main force!"

 Serene Wizard was extremely serious.

 Years ago, on the Heavenly Battlefield, she followed the legion, breaking through several worlds of level 5 or level 6.

 She was not a greenhouse flower who had never seen blood.

 She's not so delicate, unable to withstand adversities.

 But under Palo's strong insistence, she gradually stepped down from the position of leader of the main force and focused on the study of potions, gradually transitioning to logistics.

 Then, she retired from the front line to the homeland to open a potion shop.

 "Hmm."

 Sage Palo didn't want to delve further into this topic.

 Can those who fight in the Heavenly Battlefield rest easy?

 You live with your head in the waistband, and there is no guarantee of tomorrow.

 Since there is a specialty in potions, and the potential to become a Master Potion Maker, why live an unsettled life when you can stay at home or at the academy's headquarters?

 She is not the type of person who naturally seeks stimulation.

 On the contrary, she is weary of the extremity of competition and yearns for a peaceful life.

 Therefore, it's good to stay at home.

 Going to the Heavenly Battlefield?

 Don't even think about it.

 Serene Wizard could feel Sage Palo's anonymous persistence. She paused and said, "If you are busy, let's talk another time."

 Sage Palo glanced at the Star Destroyer Fortress, based on a discarded planet, and carefully modified, shooting a dazzling Light of Annihilation towards the Abyss World's portal.

 The Light of Annihilation broke all constraints of space-time based on gravity.

 It smashed the wormhole-style portal that the Abyss World had opened to communicate with the Fairy World.

 By doing so, it disrupted the Abyss World's means of getting the space-time coordinates of the Fairy World.

 The Abyss Will could only receive a pile of garbled codes.

 He glanced back at the battlefield where even the Personal Guard Army had to clear up, low-level demons that could be used as fertilizer were everywhere.

 He spoke casually, "I'm almost done here, I'm not busy, you go ahead."

 Serene Wizard then stopped delaying, and said, "Link recently came to me, asking for information and documents related to soul, Sea of Consciousness, and Meditation Technique. I guess he had read all the documents and materials he could find with his current privileges, and that's why he came to me."

 "Meditation Technique?"

 Sage Palo instantly caught the key point, "Give them to him. Whatever documents and texts he needs, including all the drafts that we tried to create for the Meditation Technique."

 "Is that okay?"

 Serene Wizard started to hesitate, "This path is not easy to walk and it's easy to have problems. If something really goes wrong, a good kid like him will be ruined."

 "Give it to him! If he asks, give it to him!"

 Sage Palo decided resolutely, then explained, "He is not the kind of person who loses his temper easily. Since he is considering creating his own Meditation Technique, it shows that a huge change must have happened to him. And this kind of change is most likely a good thing, an extremely good thing."

 This is the experience of someone who has been through it.

 "Alright then."

 Serene Wizard reluctantly agreed.

 After a pause, she said with concern, "Take care of yourself, don't…"

 She swallowed her words before she could finish.

 "Don't what?"

 Sage Palo asked, his lips forming a smirk, his eyes squinting.

 "Don't wear yourself out!"

 Serene Wizard snorted, "Even a sage is human. Humans get tired too. Don't think that you can go without sleep or rest for a long time, just because you have become a sage. Remember to rest!"

 "Yes, I will."

 With the wicked property damage of the wound in Sage Palo's abdomen removed, the wound began to heal gradually and was no longer painful. His tone finally softened a bit.

 "Well, that's it. Remember to take good care of yourself."

 Serene Wizard didn't take this opportunity to prolong the communication further and decisively hung up after saying that.

 She was afraid that if she continued talking, she might come across as too nagging and also worried about delaying Palo's work.

 After all, he's on a battlefield. How can he be okay just because he says he is?

 He's such a liar. He is always tricking her.

 She just doesn't believe him.

 Sage Palo put down the encrypted communicator.

 He hid the smile on his face and the subtle sense of happiness.

 He looked scornfully at the Abyss Demon who thought it could rebel before death but didn't clean up the shattered body. He simply let the boundary of the Fairy World swallow it up.

 In the future, the Fairy World will bear the mark of Sage Palo. Why should he care about the benefits of the body of a level-4 Abyss Demon?

 The bodies of low-level demons on the battlefield, together with the captured low-level demons, will all be used to nourish the Fairy World.

 To help the Fairy World develop and make up for some of its foundations.

 In this way, if he cannot find a suitable, newly-born world in the future, it won't be too bad to use the Fairy World as his "home world" to prepare for promotion to the Great Sage.

 A villa, in a study.
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 "Come in." 

 Wizard Selene interrupted her anti-eavesdropping for a moment to call out.

 Link, who had been waiting outside her study, came in as soon as he heard her.

 "Sit, wait a bit, there's quite a bit of material."

 She signaled for Link to sit back down at his previous position. Wizard Selene searched through her memory, and began to look through her study.

 She quickly found and summoned from corners of her study four disconnected smartbrains specifically used for storage of materials and documents. She stacked them up and handed them to Link.

 "The top two contain related materials and documents; the bottom two have some of the original research drafts from Palo and me, which are about creating meditation techniques."

 Wizard Selene emphasized, "A lot of the content here, whether it's the materials and notes, or our draft, are only for reference, not to be blindly trusted. Understand?"

 "Yes, I understand."

 Link nodded, responding solemnly, then earnestly thanked her, "Thank you, Wizard Selene. Please also extend my thanks to Sage Palo for me as well. I'm sorry for any trouble I've caused."

 Wizard Selene rolled her eyes and said, "You can tell him yourself, I'm not bothering with contacting that annoying guy unless I need to."

 Link remained silent.

 A boss's woman can vent about the boss however she likes.

 But he would not dare join in.

 "Alright, get out of here and go back in that ride of yours that I'm a bit envious of."

 Wizard Serene, too lazy to adjust her own mood, waved her hand dismissively and grumbled, "Go on, get out. You're really getting on my nerves, acting so much like that annoying Palo. Couldn't you just take the easy route instead of insisting on creating your own meditation method?"

 "Goodbye, Wizard Serene."

 Not wanting to hear more, Link immediately stood up to say goodbye and turned to leave.

 He was worried that if he lingered, he would have to hear more complaints.

 After leaving Wizard Serene's villa, Link took out his "Phantom Coupe" and drove off at a relatively safe speed.

 His privileges weren't as high as Wizard Serene's, so he wouldn't dare drive recklessly.

 From the North District Upper Ring City Boulevard, circling halfway around and going full speed towards the academy.

 All went smoothly with no dramatic incidents.

 After returning to the academy, Link began to pour his time and energy into two tasks:

 Study the materials and documents received from Wizard Serene, particularly the original research drafts from Sage Palo,

 And the two main courses he was taking in the senior division.

 Knowledge is true wealth, but is often buried in a myriad of books.

 "What is the essence of a wizard?"

 "What is the essence of a meditation technique?"

 "What is the essence of spiritual power?"

 "What is the essence of a rune?"

 These self-questionings at the beginning of Sage Palo's research drafts immediately offer insight.

 Link immediately understands where he needs to head in order to develop his own method of meditation.

 To create a meditation technique for yourself, you must understand the origins and essence of the wizard, the origins and essence of witchcraft, the origins and essence of runes and their development, and the origins and essence of the meditation technique and its development.

 Subsequent main tasks would involve learning about runes and constant trial and error.

 The main content of Sage Palo's research drafts are detailed records of multiple attempts and errors.

 This includes hypotheses put forward by Sage Palo and Wizard Serene, why they were proposed, how they were verified, the detailed verification process, verification results, and analysis of the reasons for failure.

 Yes, only records of failure, a brief mention of success.

 A unique meditation method suitable for Sage Palo's special circumstances was finally developed after three years of continual trial and error.

 With successful precedents, Link is even more confident.

 Especially as he has the advantage of standing on the shoulders of giants, giving him a better view.

 However, no matter how far he can see, Link must still move step by step and learn little by little.

 Starting with the origin of the wizard.

 What is the origin of the wizard?

 The first-year course "A Brief History of Wizard Civilization" mentions this slightly but does not adequately explain it.

 The origin of wizards originates from the ancestors of humans who, in order to free themselves from the control of powerful demon beasts, suffered a great deal to kill and research the weak demon beasts.

 This research includes, but is not limited to, dissection, eating, and making weapons.

 Whether by chance or necessity, human ancestors finally discovered the source of the power of the demon beasts, and discovered the presence of runes and rune combination structures on their bodies.

 Long-term consumption of demon beast meat resulted in the human ancestors' spiritual power not being illusive and untraceable anymore.

 The earliest wizards were then born.

 They could not meditate, had no witchcraft, they used their own spiritual power to stimulate the primal rough rune artifacts made from demon beast skin, bone, eyes, and horns, invoking the natural ability of that demon beast, for fighting, for survival.

 Only after the first Will Rune, which could be used to increase spiritual power, was discovered, did the human ancestors try to meditate and embark on the path of empowerment from within, rather than relying purely on external objects.

 It wasn't until the first complete witchcraft was stripped from a demon beast skin that the true wizard was born.

 Therefore, what is the essence of a wizard?

 In Link's view, the essence of a wizard is a "scientist" who recognises the world, influences the world and transforms the world.

 Witchcraft is the feedback from these "scientists'" recognition of the world and the strongest tool for influencing and transforming the world.

 The magic tools are second.

 Understanding the origins and development of wizards and witchcraft, it is not hard to understand what the essence of meditation is.

 The essence of meditation is the use of runes, mainly Will Runes, to increase and consolidate spiritual power.
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 To create a Meditation Technique, one needs to deeply understand spiritual power and Runes.

 What is the nature of spiritual power?

 Aside from all philosophical, psychological, and cultural definitions and explanations, we can view spiritual power as a substance, a very special, "electromagnetic wave," with concepts of "frequency" and "wavelength."

 The frequency can be adjusted, and so can the wavelength.

 What appears as a result is the difference between people and the difference between Meditation Techniques.

 Runes are the superficial manifestations of the world's underlying rules.

 A Meditation Technique is a method that, without deviating from the underlying world's rules, adjusts the "frequency" and "length" of spiritual power through the stimulation of different rune combinations and characteristics, and goes through cycle after cycle of repetition, to achieve the goal of increasing quantity and improving quality.

 Understanding this, Link had a clear direction on how to create a meditation technique suitable for him.

 Will Runes, especially the ones that increase the amount and enhance the quality of spiritual power, should all be learned first, regardless of whether they are useful or needed.

 All Rule Runes and Elemental Runes that appear frequently in various Meditation Techniques should also be learned first.

 These are the basics.

 Then, it was necessary to focus on his two unique characteristics-

 One was his full-element affinity, and the other was his "Small World".

 He would then attempt to build the framework of the Meditation Technique layer by layer.

 Take, for example, the First Layer of the Apprentice Chapter of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Technique".

 It only requires three Runes. They are the "Derivation" Rune that increases the amount of spiritual power, the "Water Element Aggregation" Rune that condenses and absorbs water elements into the body, and the "Wood Element Aggregation" Rune that condenses and absorbs wood elements into the body.

 This suits Link's initial water and wood element affinity.

 Once Link completed his full-element affinity, the First Layer of the Apprentice Chapter needs to have Runes for the aggregation of all elements.

 Then, how to match it with Will Runes, how to arrange them, how to connect them with each other would be technical work.

 It requires bold assumptions and careful verification.

 It involves continuous trials and errors.

 Regarding the fact that the capacity of the "Small World" far exceeds the Sea of Consciousness, Link had a targeted idea.

 The original essence of the world involves birth, growth, and destruction.

 Its state is not consistent, it can be changed.

 Then, can the structure layout of the Meditation Technique, referring to the form of Rune barrier and the high level magic tool, be engraved into the original essence of the "Small World"?

 The Rune Barrier is composed of Rune Arrays, the high-level Magic Tool engraves the Rune Array, and the structure layout of the Meditation Technique itself is a Rune Array.

 In this way, as the "Small World" grows and matures, it can learn to meditate autonomously, relieving the burden of its master.

 Even if the "Small World" can't autonomously meditate, there is still Franda, the "Spirit".

 She can completely urge the "Small World" to meditate.

 The inspiration for Link's idea came from the rotation of the earth, the orbit of the earth, the tide phenomenon, and the always moving state of the earth.

 The existence of the world Mind in a world of a certain level!

 Only by constantly validating his gains, ideas, and brain holes and confirming their feasibility with his "Multi-Threading Thinking",

 only after then had Link adjusted his state, without being overly distracted by the Meditation Technique, and devoted a certain amount of time and energy to the advanced courses in the Senior Division.

 Not to mention the near-first monthly exam, in case he doesn't do well, it would be embarrassing.

 In terms of the advanced curriculum itself, the main Elemental Wizard curriculum and the auxiliary True Spirit Wizard curriculum are both highly valuable and extremely beneficial to Link's strength improvement.

 One can't focus on one to the exclusion of the other, or favor one over the other.

 We need to pay attention to both, two hands need to be firm!
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 Time gently passed. 

 In a blink of an eye, two months had gone by.

 Half of the autumn semester was over, and on the eve of the mid-term exams, Jasmine completed her promotion.

 Thus, she truly matured in the Wizard World.

 She had surpassed the Brotherhood Group at a much faster pace.

 According to Link's estimate, the Brotherhood Group, all with lower fifth rank's aptitude, likely needed the whole semester to complete their promotion.

 And that was just a possibility!

 By this account, the unknown factors in Serene Wizard's experiment to enhance wizard qualifications appeared to be of utmost importance.

 Serene Wizard took this matter very seriously and searched endlessly, but she made no useful discoveries.

 The reason for Jasmine's exceeding expectations in her wizard qualifications upgrade seemed to have become a mystery.

 Considering the special timing, the institution did not allow Jasmine to transfer to the Senior Division mid-term. Instead, they arranged for her to self-study for a while.

 It was the same approach they had taken with Link.

 The self-study content consisted mostly of the remaining three semesters' courses, as well as books from the Senior Library.

 In this regard, Jasmine could effortlessly pick up the study notes and book index left behind by Link, making a quick start.

 Even though she may not grasp the knowledge as quickly as Elise with the help of her soon-to-be promoted Third Level Witch sister, allowing her to enter the Senior Division in the middle of the Autumn term.

 Jasmine's learning speed would still vastly outpace others.

 She wouldn't need much time to complete the self-study phase.

 Jasmine was pleased, even though she still couldn't attend classes in the Senior Division with Link.

 Because she could "keep an eye" on Elise's Green Pond at close range.

 In the past two months, Green Pond had invited Link to her apartment multiple times.

 Was it merely a strange invitation?

 Who was unaware of her dark, scheming thoughts?

 Pah!

 Shameless and unblushing!

 With these thoughts, Jasmine gripped Link's right hand even tighter.

 Link tried to move his arm, but it was firmly held in place.

 She seemed determined to make a bold statement of her prerogative.

 This led him to reflect on the strange thing about age.

 Jasmine was barely over fifteen years old, yet she had already grown into a graceful young lady.

 Her overall personality had caught up with her early physical development.

 No longer just a budding beauty, she had become an outright stunning woman.

 The immature fruit was nearing ripeness, juicy and tempting.

 But that meant Link had to keep more distance between them.

 He must not forget his gentleman demeanor.

 Link said earnestly, "Loosen your grip a bit; it's not good to hold such a tight hold."

 "Humph, no!"

 Jasmine pouted haughtily, showing no intention of loosening her grip.

 s far as she was concerned, all that mattered was if she liked it. It didn't matter if Link did.

 Link was left speechless, forfeiting any argument with the stubborn girl on this minor issue.

 They walked together to the Senior Division library like this, only parting ways once there.

 One went into the library for self-study, the other to take the midterm exam.

 Ever since entering the Senior Division, the difficulty and speed of the courses had increased tremendously, along with the exam frequency.

 There was a quiz every week, a test every fortnight, and a significant exam every month.

 This applied to both major and elective courses.

 The exam scores and rankings were printed and posted on the most conspicuous stone "screen" at the entrance of the teaching building for all wizards to see.

 Scoring poorly was genuinely embarrassing.

 Even in the Senior Division, apart from those who met during their time in the Junior Division, were still strangers.

 However, each other's identity, curriculum vitae, and background were still available.

 For instance, Link,a huge celebrity who had Class 1, had been recruited before he even began his studies, and had completed his internship before graduating, was recognized by all wizards in the Senior Division.

 If he couldn't get into the top three, the loss of face would be tremendous.

 Not to mention, if he scored well, the institution would likely reward him.

 He still remembered clearly how he had lost a few Magic Stones in the Junior Division due to one incorrect operation.

 Luckily, Link was naturally gifted. With his impeccable memory brought about by the "Mind Closure Technique" + "Hall of Memories" and minor help from "Multi-Threading Thinking,"

 With the full force of studying and the diverse and intricate content of the four major classes and six days of the week, he had firmly secured the first place in all previous tests, be it weekly quizzes, fortnightly tests, or monthly exams.

 Only then, was the honor barely preserved.

 There was no loss of face in front of more than three-quarters of the 400-plus wizards, most of whom were from the North District.

 It was rather the wizards from the former "Pure Blood Will," now "Pure Blood Glory," who couldn't save face.

 After seeing that Link was enrolled in many courses, they had mocked him.

 Having their taunts thrown back at them was their just desserts.

 These were trivial matters and Link only had a slight understanding, without delving deeper.

 What he focused on were the two important things: creating a meditation technique and realizing the potential enhancement brought about by the "Small World" upgrade.

 Creating a meditation technique was a long-term, meticulous task; it could not be rushed.

 As for realizing potential, the earlier the better.

 Regarding replenishing resources, apart from keeping some liquid capital, the dividends of these two months were almost entirely used to purchase necessary resources.
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 All Zero Ring witchcraft, all First Ring witchcraft, were also quietly studied and practiced under the cover of their main course.

 The more troublesome ones were the compound First Ring armor spells.

 For this part, Link had only found a gold and fire system compound "Molten Gold Battle Armor" spell, and a gold and earth system compound "Rock Iron Battle Armor" spell.

 Both spells, suitable as Destiny Witchcraft, were top-tier First Ring spells, and the spell casting materials were Molten Gold Ore and Rock Iron Ore respectively.

 The "Molten Gold Battle Armor" spell leaned towards attack, while the "Rock Iron Battle Armor" was more defensive.

 If he could incorporate these two armor spells into his Destiny Witchcraft, Link's strength would surely skyrocket.

 Fighting against three to five of his current selves wouldn't be a problem at all then.

 However, just like Armor orchid seeds are rare and almost unseen in the market, obtaining Molten Gold Ore and Rock Iron Ore is also quite difficult.

 Should he seek out the Serene Wizard and (or) Sage Palo again?

 Link thought about it, but it didn't seem suitable.

 Overstepping in asking for things is usually not a good thing.

 Even if he was going to ask for them, he would have to give something in return first.

 Mutual benefits make relationships.

 Anyway, this matter wasn't extremely urgent, so Link decided to search for it himself slowly.

 He'd try to find them in high-end stores in the North District or the Black Market in the West District of Ravensmouth City.

 For this purpose, Link specifically had Buck and Linn get in touch with those five thugs from before, informing them to pay close attention to related news.

 Why have those five thugs look for information instead of professional information dealers?

 The latter would be much more efficient.

 The reason is simple, Link was out of Magic Stones!

 All these two months of dividends were spent on his material reserve, almost running him broke.

 He couldn't be planning on freeloading now, could he?

 That said, there were indeed a couple of little rich girls who wanted to keep him.

 But as a man, one can't easily start freeloading without being on his last leg, right?

 Link decided to wait, and see how things would go in a while.

 Depending on his financial situation, he would either continue to stick to powerful allies, or... start freeloading (╯□╰).

 However, the True Spirit Wizard course, which he took as an additional subject, brought Link quite a few great surprises.

 The first one was that he managed to learn all the remaining First Ring witchcraft in the psychic series, including "spiritual link", "spiritual attack", "Mental Frenzy", "spiritual maze", and "Mental Relaxation".

 His plan to restructure his Sea of Consciousness defenses has made significant progress.

 The "Mind Closure Technique" + Hall of Memories + spiritual maze, layered together as the defense line.

 Setting up a trap with "Mental Frenzy" + "spiritual attack" for self-defense counterattack.

 Rather robust.

 Compared to initially only having the "Mind Closure Technique", the defense is now much stronger.

 In addition to Link learning all the psychic series witchcraft, Franda also learned them, and even displayed power comparable to Link's!

 If she is inside the Small World, with the enhancement of Origin Power, she is almost comparable to a senior Second-Level Wizard.

 With further development, she will undoubtedly be Link's capable assistant.

 During a battle, suddenly bursting out from Link's Sea of Consciousness could catch the enemy off guard.

 The second surprise was that after systematically learning the knowledge system of the True Spirit Wizard, Link's understanding of souls, the Sea of Consciousness, and spiritual power also deepened.

 This not only aided in the creation of the Meditation Technique, but also brought the development of the initial version of the "Fairy" potion for wizard qualifications improvement, which had been put on hold, back to the schedule.

 Uh... Link named it the "Fairy" potion himself to distinguish it from the "Body Refinement" potion that was already being sold.

 The day's exam quickly ended.

 Link left the Senior Division with Jasmine, who had been waiting, and headed to the large laboratory whose lease was about to expire.

 In these days, Link was continuously advancing the development of the "Fairy" potion.

 Calculated based on the time, the first batch of samples should be ready today.

 After collecting the potion samples, Link would have to move the laboratory.

 This large laboratory will be returned to the academy, and then he will move to a potion shop in the East District of Ravensmouth City.

 The shop is the academy's property but will be rent-free for three years, conceived as a reward for Link's excellent performance during his drafting period.

 After discussing with the Serene Wizard, Link prepared to open his own potion shop.

 The potions that had been previously granted to the Serene Wizard's potion shop will maintain the original cooperation agreement.

 But from now on, potions developed by Link himself, and those developed in his "Invent as you wish" research, will be exclusively released in Grande Potion Shop.

 As for sales outside the district, it will be entrusted to the academy's trading companies, just like the Serene Potion Shop.

 The Serene Wizard introduced her business partners to Link.

 Hearing Link Grande's name, they immediately agreed to collaborate.

 The cooperation condition is only slightly less than that of the Serene Potion Shop, but much better than other First-Level or even Second-Level Wizards' potion shops.

 After some more preparation, the Grande Potion Shop will be open for business.

 Link must have at least one signature potion for the shop.

 Under such circumstances, the development of the "Fairy" potion was completed.

 After collecting the samples, taking some personal items, and notifying the Tower Spirit of the laboratory building, Link left this large laboratory, one of the first-place rewards of the two district competitions, with Jasmine.

 "Time flies so fast!"

 Looking back at the well-lit laboratory, Jasmine suddenly sighed.

 At that moment, she felt as if it was only yesterday when she left the Quete Archipelago.

 More than two years had passed, and she, who was once a scheming little girl yet naive and juvenile, ended up playing and falling into her own trap.

 She fell into the trap of a dud.

 Reflecting upon that, it's truly lamentable.

 You thought he was your prey.

 In fact, hunters often appear as prey.
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 Link wasn't sure what Jasmine was brooding over, all he offered was a light: "Just look ahead."

 Jasmine quickly regained her composure, putting her sudden surge of emotion to rest.

 They returned to the villa and each rested.

 The next day.

 Link went to the Serene Wizard Potion Shop and collected five incredibly stringent confidentiality contracts from the Serene Wizard.

 These contracts, crafted under the witness of the World's Will by wizards of Grand Sage Level, were highly binding.

 Once signed, anyone seeking to breach their confidentiality would be subjected to the rule power controlled by the Grand Sage Spirit Wizard and the double restraints and punishments of the World's Will.

 In severe cases, it could cause heads to explode.

 Literally exploding heads.

 Instant death.

 Taking his leave after expressing gratitude, Link arrived at the yet-to-open Grande Potion Shop.

 The layout of the potion shop was nearly identical to the Serene Potion Shop.

 The basement served as a laboratory, primarily leaning towards biochemistry;

 the front of the first floor was the shop, the middle was the restaurant, bar, and changing room, and the backyard was the plant material handling room.

 The second floor housed the Potion Development Laboratory and Potion Refining Laboratory.

 Link headed straight into the Biochemical Laboratory on the basement floor.

 Buck and Linn were already waiting there.

 In addition to the two of them, there were also five eager street thugs from the West District.

 "Boss." "Hello, boss!" "Nice to meet you, boss."

 The greetings came in waves.

 The five thugs were bent over in an excess of assiduity.

 Their demeanor was humility itself.

 "You've worked hard, go upstairs and rest awhile."

 Link exchanged courtesies with Buck and Linn first, and once the two of them had gone upstairs, he turned to look at the five thugs.

 "Are you sure about this?"

 "We are sure!"

 "No regrets?"

 "No regrets!"

 "Sign away on the confidentiality contract then."

 "No problem, signing right away."

 After a brief conversation just going through the procedure.

 None of the thugs even bothered to read the contents of the contract, they just signed their names, stamped their prints, pricked their fingers, added their spiritual power frequency and magic power characteristics.

 This was full-fledged insurance of confidentiality.

 After putting away the five copied and signed confidentiality contracts, Link motioned towards the five customized restraining chairs in the Biochemical Laboratory.

 Without waiting for Link to say anything, the thugs took their own seats and even voluntarily restrained their limbs, torsos, and heads.

 "Let me stress again, in order to ensure the effectiveness, no form of anesthesia will be given. You'll have to endure the inevitable pain, only then the enhancement effect of the Wizard Qualifications can reach its best."

 Link prepared the "Fairy" potion while reminding them earnestly.

 "No problem, boss, as long as we can enhance our qualifications, we can endure."

 "Yes, no problem, we can endure."

 "Even if the pain could kill me, I still won't give up. Let's do it, boss!"

 "Boss, let's do it."

 The thugs' eyes were all red, and they were shouting at the top of their lungs.

 Link nodded and didn't say much.

 He just hoped the thugs followed the instructions and hadn't eaten or drunk anything for three days prior.

 If they dirtied the laboratory, he would teach the thugs a harsh lesson about cruelty.

 After preparing the five sets of "Fairy" potions, Link turned on all monitoring equipment that connected to the restraining chairs, then he sequentially injected the "Fairy" potion into each of the thugs.

 Afterwards, Link entered the soundproof observation room.

 After a moment, the "Fairy" potion began to take effect.

 Being skinned alive, bones crushed, souls torn, and various other agonies difficult for ordinary people to endure, launched almost simultaneously at the thugs.

 The shrieking echoed in the Biochemical Laboratory.

 However, no matter how excruciating the pain was, no matter how unbearable, the most the thugs did was scream louder and struggle more fiercely.

 None of them shouted out their surrender.

 In the Extraordinary World where supreme power was vested in oneself,

 The greatest suffering was not the lack of qualifications, but merely having extremely low qualifications while being perpetually under the "dazzling stars."

 Being born in Ravensmouth City with only low-end qualifications was the misfortune of the thugs.

 They had nothing to look forward to in their lives, they could only roam the streets, living in a very unhuman-like manner.

 But, was it their choice to live in such a humiliating, undignified way?

 They longed to live with more dignity too.

 They too wanted to be human!

 Soldier on.
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 Two hours later. 

 The howls and screams had finally subsided.

 However, the experiment was far from over, there was still much work to be done.

 Link first activated the laboratory's ventilation and sterilization systems, waited for a while, then entered the room.

 Fortunately, there were no strange smells.

 It seems that intimidated by Link's increasingly rising reputation, the thugs had actually stopped eating and drinking for several days in advance to empty their stomachs.

 Using a secondary Misty Rain Technique, he threw five water mist balls onto the thugs' faces to wake them up.

 Before they had a chance to react, Link injected them with the second set of potions to replenish their vitality.

 The "Fairy" potion was developed based on the concept of biochemical transformation and enhancement to increase the fairy inherent ability.

 A fairy's inherent special power involves both the spirit and the physical body.

 Whether enhancing the spirit or transforming the physical body, both require a large amount of vitality.

 The Fairy King's faulty plan, created by absorbing knowledge from the Abyss Demon, had a major flaw; it did not provide sufficient vitality in time.

 Learn from the past to guide the future.

 When Link developed the "Fairy" potion, with the goal of improving the wizard qualifications which involve both spirit and body, he naturally would not forget this point.

 The "Fairy" potion was composed of three components.

 The first potion caused the most stimulation and destruction, breaking down the stubborn original wizard qualification, heated it until red-hot, hammered out the impurities, and refined it into high-quality iron;

 The second was the gentlest, replenishing vitality in time to avoid overexertion;

 The third finished the process, mending any internal injuries and retaining any incomplete medicine power to prevent leakage and decreasing effectiveness.

 Once vitality was replenished, the thugs' twisted limbs and expressions gradually eased.

 Their minds also gradually cleared.

 Keeping precise time, ten minutes later, Link injected the thugs with the third potion.

 Afterward, he did not concern himself with the thugs' rapidly shifting emotions, and chose to single-mindedly check the various detailed monitoring data.

 From the data, the effects of the "Fairy" potion were quite remarkable.

 The thugs, with an average of second-rank qualification and who had passed their twenties still as second-rank wizard apprentices, all received significant enhancements.

 The gang leader with a second upper-rank qualification was directly promoted to third middle-rank;

 The two thugs with second middle-rank qualifications advanced to the third lower-rank, just about to break through to the third middle-rank level;

 The two thugs with second lower-rank qualifications also advanced to the third lower-rank, but were a bit short of reaching the third middle-rank.

 After taking into account the medicine power absorption in the subsequent period, the two thugs with second middle-rank qualifications might have a chance to advance to third middle-rank qualifications.

 However, this hope was not very big.

 This enhancement rate was much lower compared to the improvement plan developed by Serene Wizard based on the properties of the Chatterbone Worm.

 This is not to say that the potential of the "Fairy" potion developed by Link is just this.

 The Fairy King, being a Level 4 Extraordinary Life, was also able to undergo biochemical transformation and enhancement using that prototype plan.

 However, Link, aiming for security, did not lose control over the potion's stability in pursuit of too high an enhancement rate.

 Owing to the unexpected incident with Jasmine, the Serene Wizard had to seal away the Chatterbone Worm enhancement scheme.

 He began re-investigating the various properties of the Chatterbone Worm and retracing the breeding plan for the experimental Chatterbone Worm pair.

 If it were not for Link's weekly body check-ups for Jasmine, confirming that her spirit was stable and her body showed no signs of disintegration,

 Jasmine would not have been able to enjoy the great qualification enhancement benefits she had accidentally obtained so leisurely.

 She would have long been scolded and reviled.

 For now, Link did not think about Jasmine's matter, he unlocked the device restraining the five thugs, letting the fully awake and ecstatic thugs move freely.

 "In these few days, you will stay in the East District, live in the inn arranged for you, and do not return to the West District, especially the Black Market, understand?"

 Link pushed his gold frame glasses on his nose bridge, smiled politely and instructed gently.

 "Yes."

 "We will do as the boss says."

 "Boss, don't worry, we will certainly not run around."

 The thugs were hit by a sudden wave of fear, shaking off their ecstatic state and returning to calm.

 It was as though their heads were plunged into icy water, thoroughly chilled.

 They were cold to the core and their hearts were fluttering.

 The thugs did not dare to defy this polite and educated... boss, who could kill with a smile.

 "Go, go back and experience, see if there are any changes, and how many. Come here for a recheck tomorrow at this time."

 Link motioned towards the staircase.

 "Goodbye, boss."

 "Thank you, boss."

 "Boss, we will take our leave first."

 The thugs repeatedly bowed, looking as though they were bowing machines, leaving the laboratory one after another to climb up the stairs.

 Linn quietly came to the underground laboratory, waiting for commands.

 "Monitor them, if there is any abnormal movement, activate the backup plan in the contract using the method I've taught you, understand?"

 Link took out the original contracts from his pocket, handed them to Linn, and instructed indifferently.

 "Understood."

 Accepting the original contracts and carefully keeping them away, Linn responded and left the laboratory to carry out the boss's assignment.

 Although they felt that they were not far from advancing to official wizard, the five geniuses of the Brotherhood Group respected Link even more.

 They genuinely wanted to cling to this strong support and never let go.

 How many Storm Sea New Blood could be like them and the Social Phobia Group, already equipped with "Defender 3202" suits, during their apprentice stage?

 Not to mention the abundance of "Academic Points" and magic stones.

 They surely picked the right boss.
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 Link chose overlooked, inconspicuous lower-class thugs from the West District for his experiments specifically because they were easy to control.

 There was no need for Link to act personally, he merely sent out the Brotherhood Group, or even the Social Phobia Group, and they could handle the five thugs easily.

 However, Link did not drop his guard or become careless because of the ease of control.

 He not only sought a precious confidentiality contract from the Serene Wizard but also left more than one fallback within the contract.

 If the five thugs were pawns of someone or some people wanted to make a quick buck, the fallback would end their lives in an instant.

 As for whether or not the original contract given to Linn would be lost or stolen, there was absolutely no need to worry.

 Once the contract is signed, the original contract turns from a medium of Rule Power into a signal relay station.

 Only those whom Link grants authority in a special way can trigger the contract.

 This is one of the gains from studying the True Spirit Wizard Knowledge System, the advanced and refined use of spiritual power.

 Link continued to stay in the underground laboratory to look at the data for a while.

 He mainly compared the experimental data of the thugs with the experimental data of Jasmine which he obtained from the Serene Wizard.

 After a careful examination, he couldn't find any problems.

 The day he can't figure out why Jasmine's Wizard Qualifications have greatly exceeded expectations is the day when hidden dangers persist.

 It could erupt at any time.

 It might be calm forever, or it might happen the next second.

 So, the cause needs to be investigated as soon as possible to confirm whether it will cause harm.

 To avoid initial joy, followed by intense sorrow.

 Having properly stored the data, Link left the underground biochemical laboratory and went to the Potion Study laboratory on the second floor.

 Two more months, and the autumn semester will end.

 Other advanced wizards will intern at front-line battlefields.

 Link, having some free time, will start running the Grande Potion Shop.

 This is the conventional choice for the majority of First Level Wizards, staying at home, accumulating Magic Stones and power.

 Once they're promoted to Second Level Wizard, they go to the main academy for two to three years of further study, then enter the front-line battlefield, following the Sage Army into the Heavens.

 Or they take up a post or teach at the Junior Division.

 Only a very few First Level Wizards with various reasons choose to enter the front-line battlefield from the very beginning.

 They risk their lives in the battle, betting everything on the line to make a future.

 As of now, Link is not sure which path to take.

 Whether to stay in his homeland, opening a potion shop while nurturing a direct line of power that is "free to do anything,"

 Or return to the frontline battlefield, following the Palo Sage army, contending in the Heavens.

 It's not because Link lacks foresight and planning, but because he can't ascertain the tactics that the Lucia Family is using against him.

 Whether he has enough time to thrive at home.

 Zoran Lucia, along with a significant portion of Lucia's Family's elite, follows Peter Lionel in supporting the Lionel Family's conquest of the Treant World. (See Chapter 90, Volume 2)

 The Lucia family has been shrinking and keeping a low profile ever since.

 Even Hawk Lucia, who is studying in the Senior Division, ignores Link completely when he sees him.

 It seems like the Lucia family from top to bottom has completely forgotten about Link Grande, the person Zoran Lucia wishes to kill.

 The more it is so, the more vigilant Link becomes.

 A biting dog doesn't bark.

 Who can be sure that the hibernating Lucia family won't suddenly lay a deadly trap for Link?

 No one can determine whether Peter Lionel's support will be long or short.

 The Treant World is only a medium-sized civilization with a Level Five Sage as its upper limit.

 The Lionel Family has been conquering it for a full thirty years.

 Even if the upper limit of the Treant World is a Level Five Sage, there is a significant difference between it and the Fairy World, which has an upper limit of Level 5.

 The former is at least ten times stronger than the latter!

 But the army led by Peter Lionel may be the last straw that breaks the camel's back.

 At that time, Link's potion shop is booming, but it hasn't yet developed, and suddenly learns that Zoran Lucia is returning victoriously. Wouldn't he have to run away?

 Having no choice, Link now can only make plans for both possibilities.

 Therefore, he runs the potion shop, manages the direct line of power, and is prepared to run away at any time.

 Speaking of opening a shop, the "Fairy" potion, as the "treasure of the shop," cannot be openly advertised, it can only be subtly promoted within the potion shop circle.

 For the public and for the market, the Grande Potion Shop needs at least one attractive signature potion similar to "Super Brain" or "Body Refinement".

 Only in this way, one high-profile and one low-profile, one for the public and one for the background, can the market be quickly opened and a foothold be established.

 When the Serene Wizard opened her potion shop, she was also targeted by some potion shop owners who came to create a disturbance and measure her level.

 This kind of "bad practice" resembles the absurd rules of the martial arts world in the Tianjin film that Link once watched in his previous life.

 Link hates it but is powerless to change it, so he can only prepare in advance.

 The background to establish a foothold is already there, he can't lack the public aspect to open up the market.

 During the research and development of the "Fairy" potion, Link's "Magic Apothecary" talent was triggered, and an idea for research and development emerged in his heart.

 Previously, he was focusing on the "Fairy" potion, unable to divert his attention to this idea.

 Now that the research and development of the "Fairy" potion is complete, he can take out that research idea, contemplate it carefully, then quickly push it forward.

 This new potion, Link tentatively named it "Mind".

 It mainly targets spiritual power and brain computing power, enhancing the focus during learning, thinking, and casting spells.
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 Eating it with "Super Brain" potion would make it even more delicious.

 "Super Brain" enhances brain computational power. "Single-minded" constrains your mind, focuses attention, controls thoughts, and makes better use of the surge in brain computational power, preventing waste.

 Combine the two, and in an instant, an ordinary person can temporarily turn into Albert with a habit of sticking out his tongue.

 Thinking about this magnitude of improvement, it's quite attractive.

 However, these are still Link's conjectures for now.

 He needs to quickly develop the "Single-minded" potion, conduct experiments, collect data, provide feedback and optimization, then finally finalize it.

 This process will take some time.

 There are still two months left in the autumn semester, which should be enough.

 After doing some preliminary experiment preparations, Link left Grande Potion Shop and drove his "Phantom Coupe" back to the academy.

 He spent the rest of the day immersed in heavy studying again.

 For the next few days, Link went to the Grande Potion Shop on schedule every day.

 The first reason was to check on the status of the five ruffians and collect data;

 the second was to advance the development of the "Single-minded" potion.

 Both matters received good feedback.

 The five ruffians' Wizard Qualifications had indeed improved significantly. Whether it was the speed of meditation or the power of witchcraft, both had noticeably increased.

 Moreover, there were no noticeable adverse effects so far.

 After continuing to observe for a period of time, the "Fairy" potion can be launched within the circle of pharmacists.

 Ready to accept the joint "smashing" of the owners of the East District Potion Shops in Ravensmouth City.

 The development speed of the "Single-minded" potion has been rewarding, the main ingredients had been determined, but the supplementary materials were still lacking and needed further selection.

 The first batch of trial products, after testing, has reached the expected effects.

 It can be followed by continuous trial-production, testing, feedback, and optimization.

 Affirming that their Wizard Qualifications had indeed improved, the five ruffians became all the more committed to Link's task and volunteered to return to the West District to inquire about the information concerning the "Molten Gold Ore" and "Rock Iron Ore".

 Link inquired from the Brotherhood Group, taking turns to track the ruffians, and got a reply that the ruffians were behaving very obediently. Then, he accepted the report from the ruffians.

 He only requested that they must return to the Grande Potion Shop every day for a test.

 Concerns about their own lives, of course, made the ruffians readily agree.

 As a result, the ruffians, who had been reborn anew, returned to their chaotic life back in the West District, where they were born and raised.

 After a hard-fought battle.

 In less than ten days, the five ruffians, who had all upgraded from second-rank wizard apprentices to third-class wizard apprentices, acquired a territory.

 Even if this territory was just an off-beat, tiny alley, just slightly better than the derelict Spider Tail Alley.

 But it was their territory, their foundation.

 With a base, five ruffians can expand and strengthen, and create glory anew.

 However, the glory was a long time coming, the news about the two ores that the boss had ordered to find was obtained first.

 During the still maintained daily checks, the gang-leader of the ruffians excitedly reported this news to the boss.

 After the report, the gang leader secretly hoped in his heart.

 They always heard that the boss was very generous and never stingy with rewards.

 Remembering the past times when he had worked for the boss, the gang leader agreed with this statement, as he would always get Magic Stones each time.

 So now, the gang leader was hoping that the generous boss would not be stingy and increase his share of Magic Stones.

 Link's actions, meanwhile, did not disappoint the ruffians.

 Twenty standard first-level Magic Stones were given to each person.

 He distributed them on the spot.

 However, the ruffians, who were happily carrying away their Magic Stones from the underground laboratory, didn't see Link's suddenly fallen face.

 Delayed for so long, and just yesterday, he received the reward for the three "papers" that the Sage Palo's army "commandeered" from Link. Was he going to lose that now?

 Those lovely standard second-level Magic Stones, Link hadn't even had the time to warm them up.

 Could it be that I'm destined not to be rich in this life?

 Link clenched his back teeth:

 I don't believe it!
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 Let go. 

 Only by letting go, can we gain something.

 Link quickly let go of his reluctance towards the adorable Magic Stone and decided to secure the two mother ores as soon as possible.

 By doing so, he could expand his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor", which has evolved twice, to enhance his fighting ability and his ability to protect himself.

 Considering the threat of Lucia's Family, Link wasn't planning to act himself, but to play a sneaky move instead.

 He was looking to see if he could lure some people out and verify some things.

 Even if it turned out to be a wasted effort, there was no harm in outwitting the air.

 Of course, it would be much preferable if nothing went wrong.

 After carefully preparing for a whole day, Link even persuaded Wizard Serene and Wizard Cody to cooperate with his plan.

 The next night arrived.

 The "Snake Stirring" plan, which could be transformed into a "Please enter the urn" plan at any time, officially commenced.

 Link didn't even bother to disguise his traces. Under the observation of many, he drove the already well-known Third Ring Magic Tool level vehicle, the "Phantom Coupe", towards the West District at full speed.

 Almost at the same time, Wizard Serene was dressed up, accompanying Renee Clarke to a banquet.

 Wizard Cody rarely attended a meeting convened by the management of the Junior Division.

 If anything happened to Link, the two major reinforcements wouldn't be able to get away in time to extend a helping hand.

 Link blatantly informed those who were secretly observing him and their forces that if they passed by, they shouldn't miss this perfect opportunity.

 If they wanted to target or even kill Link Grande, now was the time to seize the perfect opportunity and strike hard.

 The intention of fishing with a straight hook was extremely conspicuous.

 Senior Division.

 In Hawk Lucia's luxury apartment.

 The two were sitting across from each other on the balcony, drinking good wine, watching the night scene, and paying attention to Link's movements.

 "What do you think?"

 Hawk, seeing his friend who seemed to calm his nerves, knew that his friend would enjoy wine and the view for the whole evening if he didn't start a conversation.

 "Watch it like you with your smart brain."

 Bobby Smith slightly raised his chin, hinting at the smart brain large screen at the top of the large balcony with a indifferent tone.

 "I was asking!"

 Hawk raised his volume, "What do you think of Link Grande's abnormal actions tonight! He hasn't been to the West District for so long, let alone going the Black Market tonight!"

 "Obviously, it's a trap. So, why think too much about it?"

 Bobby looked at Hawk in bewilderment and asked in reply, "He is going to the Black Market because he wants to buy something. He doesn't want to be constantly in Lucia's radar, yet he doesn't take action, which makes him uncomfortable. So, he just makes a blatant mistake and walked into a 'dead end' to provoke Lucia's family to attack him, then counterattack firmly, causing great loss to the Lucia's Family. Or use himself as bait to trap you away, let other people to purchase goods. Isn't it obvious that it's a trap, and you can't see it, Hawk?"

 Hawk took a deep breath: "I see it clearly, so I'm more puzzled. How can he trap us in a counterattack? With Wizard Serene and Wizard Cody unable to free themselves to help him, he, a First Level Wizard, can handle it all by himself?"

 After a pause, Hawk's tone faintly revealed a sense of family resentment: "Even if Lucia is now truly hibernating, it doesn't mean anyone can ever look down upon us or take advantage of us!"

 Bobby blinked his eyes and did not respond.

 He picked up a glass of red wine, looked at the color under the moonlight, shook it for a while to let out more aroma, then took a small sip, tasting its wonders.

 This leisurely attitude truly reflected his character as a nonchalant companion.

 He never fretted over what Hawk was anxious about.

 He even blatantly took up the posture of a spectator enjoying popcorn at a show.

 Lucia is Lucia, Smith is Smith.

 There's a difference after all.

 So was there anything for Bobby Smith to worry about? Let's just see where the wind blows.

 "Bobby!"

 Hawk looked directly into Bobby's eyes and said seriously, "I'm discussing something important with you. Could you please be serious?"

 Bobby valued Hawk as a good friend.

 So he put down his wine glass, sat upright, and said, "Alright, I'll be serious then."

 "What do you think we should do?"

 Hawk was quite satisfied with his friend's attitude and immediately asked.

 Being awake to the realities of life is not just about acknowledging that you're awake - you need wisdom to support it.

 Bobby Smith's views on many things and his comments on many people have proven his correctness.

 Hawk gradually came to trust Bobby's analysis and judgment.

 It wasn't blind obedience from the start.

 "Doing nothing is the best way to respond."

 Bobby responded without thinking, "But I estimate that even if some of you Lucias see through Link Grande's overt plan, you won't be able to stop those who don't want to make Link Grande succeed in his mission tonight in the West District. Even if they know it's a trap, they would still want to rush into it."

 "Ah!"

 Hawk sighed deeply at his words.

 Dragons don't dwell with snakes.

 As one who is awake to the realities of life, Bobby chose to associate with Hawk instead of dealing with those in the "Pure Blood Will" and now "Pure Blood Glory" who had better family history and were more talented than Hawk. There was a reason behind it.

 Hawk Lucia was also a man who was awake to the realities of life.

 However, he cared too much about his family. When he encountered something related to Lucia, he would always feel lost and lose his calmness.

 This resulted in his indecisiveness or reluctance to trust his own judgment on many matters related to Lucia.

 That's why he had to pull his buddy Bobby to ask for opinions and make suggestions.

 Suddenly, the smart device on the table vibrated once.

 Hawk picked it up and found that it was a private message from Tracey Lucia.
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 Upon clicking, he was stunned.

 Bobby didn't need to see the contents of the private message to speculate what Tracey had said.

 It was nothing more than the decision of one or some of the Lucias to take action against Link Grande.

 Their failure to achieve their goal was certain. The real point of Bobby's curiosity was whether they would be killed in retaliation.

 Ravensmouth City.

 Nearing the West District.

 Link suddenly twisted the steering wheel, manipulating the "Phantom Coupe" into a cool drift, creating a beautiful half-circle trajectory and spinning the car 180 degrees.

 The speed of the "Phantom Coupe" didn't slow down as it flew away from the West District towards the North District soon after adjusting its height and hovering closer to the ground.

 His sense of distance was impressive.

 If he moved a bit further, he would have entered the ambush zone.

 This sudden turn of events caught the Lucias, who were preparing to make a move in the West District and waiting for Link to get closer, off guard. Those secretly observing through various surveillance methods and reconnaissance magic tools were slightly surprised.

 What was this? Backing out at the last minute, or was it a part of his plan, a feigned attack all along?

 But there weren't any special movements from his men, or those of the Serene Wizard, or even the Wizard Cody.

 Very interesting.

 Keep watching.

 Let's see what happens next.

 Link drove the hover car into the Serene Wizard's villa and then everything fell silent.

 There was no sign of him leaving the villa.

 There was no activity at the front door, side door, back door, nor under the drain covers within the extensive area centered around the villa.

 Under the monitoring of high-level reconnaissance magic tools with many features activated, there was no cloaking or invisibility that could deceive them.

 This suggested that Link Grande had no intention of leaving the house.

 This made many speculate.

 It seemed that the actions of Link Grande tonight were really meant to provoke and test the Lucia?

 Then...why did he control five thugs from the West District to subtly inquire about "Molten Gold Ore" and "Rock Iron Ore"?

 He also gave a considerable deposit.

 Should the transaction continue tonight?

 Or was Link Grande himself just a distraction.

 And he arranged for unknown subordinates to make the purchase?

 But after purchasing, how would they withdraw from the encirclement of the Lucias who had reacted?

 Many people, many speculations.

 Anything is possible.

 In the hall of the first floor of the Serene Wizard's villa.

 Link was leisurely enjoying wine served by the intelligent steward, seriously reading the materials prepared by the Serene Wizard.

 He wasn't at all bothered by the reactions all over the world due to his operation.

 Going back in time by twenty minutes before Link set out tonight.

 Franda appeared out of thin air in a deserted alley relatively far from the Grande Potion Shop.

 The city-wide surveillance and Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets detected her immediately.

 After verification, they established she was a summoned creature belonging to Wizard Link Grande, and had been registered through a secret channel. They lost interest and allowed her to act freely.

 As long as she didn't damage public utilities, cause chaos in the North and East Districts, or riot in the Southern District, the management of Ravensmouth City was relatively relaxed and free.

 "Is this the world where the master lives?"

 Franda looked at the city that was as bright as day even at night, took a deep breath of the heavily concentrated air of free magic, and felt her body becoming excited.

 "Indeed, it's a world fit for the master."

 After greedily breathing in a few more times, Franda started extolling enthusiastically.

 A moment later, she put her excitement aside and started her work.

 She brought up the city map from the memory shared with her by the master.

 Franda chose the least conspicuous route and headed for the West District.

 On her way, there were no issues.

 Franda easily reached the West District.

 She even walked past those who were preparing ambushes, unnoticeably.

 Once she entered the West District, Franda walked directly to the Black Market.

 Her fair face expressed an overflowing anticipation and excitement as she muttered to herself:

 "I really wish someone would jump out and rob me."

 Franda's demeanor and muttering instantly cooled down a group of thugs who considered her a fat lamb ready to be exploited.

 This kind of person was not to be messed with.

 It was better not to interfere with her.

 Who knows, even if they only harmed a single strand of hair, their ashes couldn't be preserved.

 Only those major evil forces entrenched in the West District had the strength to seize this juicy meat.

 "Oh dear, why isn't anyone robbing me? "

 After walking through several streets of the inner West District and just before entering the Black Market, Franda looked troubled as she talked to herself.

 She had already prepared herself, if anyone tried to rob her, she would use the Psychic Series Witchcraft she recently learnt from the master to teach these villains a lesson.

 But it was a pity these thugs lacked insight.

 They weren't cooperating at all.

 What a letdown.

 Franda, pouting, and looking unhappy, stepped into the Black Market.

 Her behaviour stunned the thugs who had been continually observing Franda, and embarrassed the gangs holed up around the Black Market.

 When did the bullies of the West District become soft persimmons that everyone wanted to squeeze?

 Even a lady, who was obviously visiting the West District and its Black Market for the first time without any experience, wanted to teach them a lesson for her amusement.

 The life they lived…
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 How pitiful. 

 Completely devoid of dignity!

 Upon entering the Black Market, Franda did not head straight for the booth selling the two ores.

 She wandered around, picking and choosing, spending some Magic Stones on various flower seeds that caught her fancy, and a few attractive trinkets.

 After all, her master had given her a substantial amount of Magic Stones to splurge on whatever she wanted for their outing today.

 However, maintaining the "Small World" was already straining her master's budget.

 Franda did not want to impose too much economic burden on him.

 Just a few whims here and there was enough.

 After all, Magic Stones are hard to come by.

 Now, it's time to find the two ores her master needed.

 Eventually, Franda reached a temporary booth where a vendor, draped in a dark cloak with a hood that barely revealed his chin, was stationed.

 Both the "Molten Gold Ore" and the "Rock Iron Ore" were displayed centrally at the booth.

 Franda didn't beat around the bush, she pointed directly at both ores without negotiating the price and said boldly, "I'll take both."

 The vendor slightly lifted his head, glanced at Franda, and said in a hoarse voice, "I'm sorry, but these have already been reserved. I can't sell them until the agreed time has passed."

 Franda quickly pulled out an order from her small pocket.

 These were transaction documents obtained by five thugs who had sought out the vendor and paid a deposit under Link's instructions the day before.

 "Hmm... okay then."

 After looking at the order he'd written up, the vendor hesitated for a moment and said, "Hand over the Magic Stones and you can have the goods."

 "Here you go."

 Franda then pulled out the prepared 220 standard second-level Magic Stones from her pocket.

 The so-called small pocket was actually an illusion.

 In essence, as a "Spirit" of the "Small World", Franda had the ability to store and retrieve items from the "Small World" at any time.

 Each ore was worth 120 standard second-level Magic Stones, making the pair quite expensive!

 The deposit alone amounted to 20 standard second-level Magic Stones.

 After the vendor checked the Magic Stones, he allowed Franda to take the two ores away.

 "Alright, Master's errand has been completed."

 Franda excitedly clapped her hands, looked around at the bustling Black Market, hesitated to leave, and decided to stroll around some more.

 Given the rare opportunity to go out and her Master's permission, she should take the chance to see the world.

 She was confident that her adorable behavior would be understood by her Master.

 Hehe...

 After Link turned around and left, the Lucia who had planned to ambush him realized that they'd been fooled.

 He never intended to go on this dangerous mission himself. He just used himself as a distraction and sent someone else to complete the transaction.

 The Lucia had informants positioned in the Black Market from the start.

 While they were reluctant to disturb the vendor, they dared to observe from a distance.

 The moment that Franda bought the two ores, the Lucia received the news.

 "Hmph!"

 One of the Lucia expressed anger before leaving the ambush circle and heading into the central West District.

 If they couldn't catch Link Grande, they'd kill his accomplice, seize the goods, and vent their frustration.

 This was one of Lucia's original plans.

 They had planned to make the person who dared to act on behalf of Link, and the five thugs acting as backup, pay with their lives if they purchased the two ores.

 The Lucia had always had people keeping track of Link Grande's subordinates, precisely to prevent this kind of diversion.

 However, what they hadn't expect was that one of Link Grande's subordinates was a little girl, not listed in Lucia's intelligence database.

 "What on earth does the Intelligence Department do?"

 One of the Lucia raged as he walked, venting his anger, "We've searched for so long, yet we've missed someone. This is outrageous!"

 "We can't blame them."

 Another Lucia stood up for the intelligence department, "I just checked. This little girl is not registered in the Ravensmouth household registration, but was secretly listed as a summoned being by Link Grande not long ago!"

 "A summon?"

 The previous Lucia suddenly seemed to realize something and shouted, "Hurry up!"

 The other Lucia reacted and quickened their pace toward the Black Market.

 But they only managed to witness how Franda just walked out of the Black Market and disappeared into the "Small World" the moment she saw a mob approaching.

 Lucia came too late.

 Their ambush had failed.

 Unaware of the damage her behavior tonight had caused to the Lucia, Franda, who'd been out playing for some time, disappeared from the West District right under their noses, and escaped successfully.

 Everything was done openly in front of them.

 No consideration whatsoever.

 What a humiliation!
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 "Master, Master, Franda is back."

 As soon as Franda returned to the "Small World", she immediately started calling out.

 Link chose to summon Franda immediately.

 After all, during the discussion with the Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody about tonight's mission, Franda's existence had already been revealed by Link.

 Therefore, summoning Franda while at the villa of the Serene Wizard was not a big deal for Link.

 Why would he reveal Franda's existence?

 Has Link lost his smarts?

 Not at all.

 The reason for the revelation is simple.

 With continuous cultivation, the "Small World" would provide more and more assistance to Link.

 Being the "Spirit" of the "Small World", Franda's appearance frequency would also increase over time.

 Franda, who has the potential to develop into a True Spirit Wizard, can now help Link in battles;

 Franda, who can share Link's knowledge, can now concoct potions according to recipes.

 In the future, once Franda evolves again or several more times, she will be able to do much more and play a more crucial role.

 Rather than having trouble hiding her existence in the late stages and having to explain it,

 it's better to be transparent from the beginning to avoid potential misgivings.

 Link honestly revealed that Franda was an additional reward from placing first in the annual competition of District Two, and was a recently awakened summoned entity.

 This was the truth, just with some verbal artistry.

 It couldn't be considered deceitful at all.

 Both Wizard Cody and Sage Palo were past champions of the annual competition of District Two, and knew about the additional prizes.

 Thus, the origin of Franda seemed reasonable.

 Well, at least on the surface it did.

 Even though everyone inherently knew that there must be secrets surrounding Franda, no one would investigate.

 It was an unspoken understanding.

 After all, what kind of outstanding wizard doesn't have secrets?

 "Master, Master, look, Franda has bought back the items."

 As soon as Franda landed, she immediately held up two pieces of fist-sized mother ores like treasures, presenting them to Link, anticipating his praises.

 "Well done! Franda is amazing!"

 Of course, Link would not stint on praises that don't cost Magic Stones, giving her a big thumbs up.

 "Hmm..."

 Franda responded cheerfully, then put the two pieces of mother ores on the coffee table next to Link, started counting on her fingers,

 "Master, I myself spent 57 standard first-level Magic Stones.

 I bought seeds for 9 types of flowers and 6 types of grasses, which can add some colors to your garden.

 I also bought two pretty little dresses for myself to change into, along with two hairbands and two necklaces to switch up."

 "Master, what do you think of the things that Franda bought?"

 "Great, get more when you have the chance next time. Especially the pretty little dresses and accessories, Master has plenty of Magic Stones to spare, no need to save."

 Link, looking at the little girl in front of him who seemed to have transferred some sort of emotion onto him like a sprite, said gently with a smile.

 "Hehe..."

 Franda smiled, showing her teeth, but didn't respond directly, instead said, "Master, I am going back to plant flowers and grass."

 "Ok."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 Once Franda returned to the "Small World", Link picked up the "Molten Gold Ore" and "Rock Iron Ore" that he had attained after much effort. He fondled them in his hand while gazing into the distance thoughtfully.

 Franda could share Link's vision, and similarly, Link could also share Franda's vision.

 Through Franda's eyes, Link saw the ambush team from Lucia's family that appeared at the entrance of the Black Market.

 Based on the data on Lucia's family that he had previously investigated, Link recognized the identities of those people.

 Two senior second-level wizards and six first-level wizards.

 The composition of this team was aimed at ensuring Link's death, they gave him no room for survival.

 It seemed that Lucia's family has not given up on harming him.

 The reason for Lucia's family's lack of action since Link's return to his homeland was not only related to their internal adjustment and contraction, but also related to Link's daily routine and itinerary.

 Unless necessary, Link does not leave the academy, and when he does, he does not go to the chaotic areas.

 This has made it difficult for Lucia's family to find a suitable opportunity.

 With a third ring vehicle level carrier available, it is not very realistic to ambush him on his way between the academy and Ravensmouth City.

 The carrier's inherent defense is difficult to break through in a short time, and it requires a third-level wizard to take action, or use a high-power attack magic tool.

 Its ability to transform into a supersonic flying mode and escape from the battlefield is also formidable.

 Forcefully ambushing it halfway would create a huge commotion.

 The academy is not blind or deaf, soon a multitude of Intelligent Law Enforcement Puppets would be dispatched, surrounding the troublemakers.

 When the time comes, not only will they fail to kill their target, but they would also face the academy's punishment. That would be truly distressing.

 Only in chaotic places like the West District and the Black Market could Lucia's family find a suitable opportunity and location to ambush and kill Link.

 Lucia's family, who originally thought that Link would continue to hole up, was actually close to giving up the plan to kill Link in the short term.

 Who knew Link would instigate a conflict and leave a seemingly fatal loophole tonight.

 Even though they knew there must a trap, some members of Lucia's family who favored Zoran could not resist the temptation and decided to take action.

 If they succeed, wouldn't they leave a good impression in the heart of Zoran who is about to get promoted to the rank of a sage?

 With such a gambling mentality, they formed this elite team with two senior second-level wizards leading the attack and six first-level wizards assisting.

 Such a strong killing intent caused Link's hair to stand on end.
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 This is Lucia's Family when Zoran Archie is not around.

 What tactics would Zoran employ against Link upon his return?

 Without much thought, Link knew, it would be far from anything he is facing now.

 Intensely wild and violent, aiming nothing less than his death.

 Zoran personally taking action isn't out of the question.

 Because Link's demonstrated abilities and potential are becoming increasingly formidable.

 Left unchecked, he would inevitably become a threat to Lucia's Family.

 At least to the branch that Zoran leads.

 The time has come to start thinking about a counterattack.

 And when striking, it must be lethal.

 Otherwise, it puts them at risk of their own devices.

 "It seems I'm doomed to a life of labor," Link mused.

 With a heavy sigh, he gave up his longtime dream of developing on his homeland.

 Grande Potion Shop shall continue, but only as a money-making venture, not getting too involved.

 This way, it wouldn't hurt too much to abandon it if he had to run.

 The "do whatever you want" cultivation certainly couldn't be stopped either, but someone else, like Jasmine or another, must take it over.

 And Jasmine, she must find refuge under Wizard Selene.

 Having Jasmine work at Wizard Selene's potion shop once she finishes her advanced studies would ensure more safety than running Grande Potion Shop by herself.

 "We have to speed things up now!" Link mutters to himself.

 Although his power had been growing exponentially, it never felt enough.

 Facing Lucia's Family alone was proving to be quite a challenging task.

 Link clenched his fists around the two parent ores.

 While waiting for Wizard Selene, he took the opportunity to consider the feasibility of melding his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" with the First Ring witchcraft "Molten Gold Battle Armor" and "Rock Iron Battle Armor".

 Having had the experience of ingesting the Armor Orchid seeds to craft the Armor Orchid Battle Armor,

 Link had long perfected a high-potential synthesis strategy.

 It was just that without parent ores, the plan was impossible to put into action.

 Exercising the strategy now served two purposes: to spot for gaps and to make the most of time.

 After leaving Wizard Selene's, he could start on extending his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" right when he returns to his villa.

 Nearing midnight, Wizard Selene returned to her villa, slightly intoxicated.

 Upon seeing Link, she laughs melodically, "Link, you were fantastic tonight!"

 "Oh? How so?" Link asks, intrigued.

 "Hehehe..."

 With a cup of sobering hot drink handed over by the steward, Wizard Selene took a sip, laughed for a while before she explained, "Many people at the banquet were curious to see if Lucia's Family's actions against you would really succeed. Hence they used their authority to access some city surveillance system, and spied upon Lucia's Family's actions throughout…"

 "Hold on."

 Link interjects, "Surveillance? Are the people from Lucia's Family not aware they're being watched?"

 With a teasing smile, Wizard Selene replies, "Of course they do. But so what? If the Academy wishes it, nothing in Ravensmouth City remains a secret."

 This thought terrifies Link.

 The Academy?

 Who represents the Academy?

 "So you see, there are justifiable reasons people don't want to stay in the city," Wizard Selene gives a faint explanation, then gets back to the topic,

 "Everyone at the banquet, including the people from Lucia's Family, witnessed your summoned creature boldly enter the West District under their watch and then disappear with ease."

 "They clapped for quite a while acknowledging your move."

 "Lucia's Family lost a great deal of face tonight."

 "Did they? That's good."

 Link is not too bothered about this, he's just listening for Wizard Selene's sake.

 "Alright, you should leave now. There won't be any trouble tonight. Lucia's Family won't bother you right now, they're dealing with their internal conflicts."

 Wizard Selene waves him off.

 As she walks upstairs to the bathroom, swaying her remarkable curves, she kicks off her high heels.

 Link silently leaves Wizard Selene's villa and drives the "Phantom Coupe" back to the Academy.

 True to her words, he doesn't encounter any issues during the journey.

 Upon reaching the villa, he briefly chatted with a worried Jasmine to soothe her nerves.

 Then, Link heads for the Magic Practice Room in the basement of his villa.

 Once he settles down, the two parent ores that he's been clenching onto disappear and reappear in the "Small World".

 With a mere thought, the "Small World" swallows and absorbs the two parent ores.

 In a moment, the "Small World" digests the two parent ores, inheriting their characteristics.

 Now, it's time to blend and extend the Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor".

 The magic blueprint of Armor Class Witchcraft doesn't vary much in appearance.

 The crucial structure is a consistent hexagram.

 What truly distinguishes them are the Runes.

 Some Runes are universal, some differ, and some contradict each other.

 Link employed tactics like "improving strengths and mending weaknesses", "merging alike", and "detail filling" on the original "Battle Armor" magic blueprint, eliminating and integrating where needed to form a rough new Magic Blueprint.

 Putting his "Mind Closure Technique" into motion, activating the "Multi-Threading Thinking" function, and stacking it with computations from Franda, Link then meticulously works on this rough new Magic Blueprint.

 He makes some progress, but not significant.

 Merging Witchcraft isn't something that can be completed in one go.

 It must be done slowly.

 Link has the patience he needs.
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 Having exhausted his state of "Overclocked Brain," Link felt somewhat tired and went upstairs to freshen up and rest.

 For the remaining two months of the autumn semester, Link did not leave the academy.

 He didn't even go to the Grande Potion Shop again.

 The testing of the five ruffians was taken care of by "FreeDo."

 All Link had to do was check the data once a day.

 He spent most of his time and energy on four things:

 Compulsory and elective courses for further study in the Senior Division;

 The research and development of the "Mind" potion;

 The fusion, expansion, and refinement of his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor";

 Creating a new Meditation Technique.

 The only distraction in life was Jasmine and Elise's daily squabbles.

 Since Jasmine entered the Senior Division for self-study, there was no room left for Elise's mischief.

 The two girls could not stand each other and would squabble whenever they met.

 If she didn't win the verbal disputes, Elise would, based on her longer period of advancing, propose a fight.

 Who would have thought Jasmine would readily agree, only to counter with a restriction that only witchcraft could be used, and not Magic Tools.

 Elise didn't even think twice before agreeing to this condition.

 In the end, both of them gave it their all, but neither could knock the other down.

 Elise had her sister to spar with and had access to numerous family resources and case studies for reference.

 Jasmine, on the other hand, had accumulated a great deal of experience in witchcraft combat during the two to three weekly witchcraft training sessions that "FreeDo" still maintained.

 Neither of them could get the upper hand over the other.

 After that agreed fight, Jasmine and Elise began to compete, fighting almost every day.

 Link was conveniently ignored by both of them.

 A stinky man, what was there to care about him?

 He was left to play on his own.

 Link was happy for the peace, watching the two girls' "playful fights" with a smile every day.

 There were distractions in life, as well as achievements in study, research, and career.

 After a series of weekly tests, fortnightly exams, and monthly examinations, Link grabbed the first place again and again.

 The "Mind" potion research was successful, with remarkable results.

 Under the platform of the Serene Wizard, Link held a press conference to officially launch the "Mind" potion, causing a sensation on par with the "Super Brain" potion.

 In the heat of public discussion, Lucia's Family was brought up once again to be collectively mocked.

 The "Fairy" potion was also showcased when the owners of East District Potion Shop came to "smash the venue." It successfully convinced many owners and firmly established its footing in the East District.

 The fame of the Grande Potion Shop, both within the industry and towards the market, had already been established.

 All they needed to do now was wait for the shop to open soon, and they could rake in a lot of Magic Stones.

 Aside from the "Mind" potion, Link developed nearly ten kinds of ordinary potions as supplemental products for the Grande Potion Shop.

 Well...

 What Link considered ordinary might be equivalent to some special potions in some potion shops.

 His Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" successfully underwent two expansions, integrating the characteristics of "Armor Orchid Battle Armor," "Molten Gold Battle Armor," and "Rock Iron Battle Armor."

 At first, it was hard to form a balance among the three prototype witchcraft, which were a combination of water and wood, fire and gold, and earth and gold.

 This made it difficult for the "Battle Armor" to sustain for the whole day.

 Consumption of spiritual power and Magic Power also greatly increased, unfavoring sustainability.

 One night, while stargazing, Link's talent for wizardry specialisation was triggered, and he thought of a solution.

 He first utilized his authority as the master of the "Small World," consuming some Origin Power to adjust the starry sky of the "Small World" according to the layout of the Solar System from his previous life.

 Then he changed the common core structure of the Battle Armor witchcraft model from a Hexagram to a Regular Pentagon Star.

 The Will Rune was at the center, symbolizing the body of the "Small World," that is, the "Earth";

 The Elemental Runes, in order of wood, fire, earth, gold, and water, were placed at the vertices of the regular pentagon (the intersections of the five lines forming the pentagon star), symbolizing the five planets visible to the naked eye;

 The Rule Runes were at the five vertices of the pentagon star, symbolizing the operating rules of the "Solar System."

 After such adjustment, surprisingly, everything harmonized wonderfully.

 Once the Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" was cast, the armor surrounding Link, dyed in azure with a colorful pentagon star embedded in the forehead, was both beautiful and powerful.

 For defense, it combined the flexibility of the "Armor Orchid Battle Armor," the hardness of the "Molten Gold Battle Armor," and the heaviness of the "Rock Iron Battle Armor";

 In terms of attack, it also formed characteristics of elemental rotation, nurturing endless life.

 For combat using only Destiny Witchcraft, Link was not being arrogant when he thought he had already reached the peak of First Level Wizards and was touching the edge of the Second Level.

 In terms of creating his own Meditation Techniques, he was also greatly inspired by this Destiny Witchcraft integration and expansion, resulting in substantial progress.

 He was on the verge of a major breakthrough.
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 The idea of creating a new meditation method had already shifted several times.

 The idea that Link had once had, of imprinting a rune array at the origin of the "Small World," had long been dismissed.

 Let alone the difficulty of imprinting a rune array at the world's origin.

 Not to mention, after the world origin had been engraved with a rune array, with the accumulation of knowledge, increase in power, and promotion in level, what should be done if other situations arose that needed meditation adjustments?

 When a great tree was still a seed, it could be grown in specific ways;

 When it had sprouted, you could change the soil and water environment, selectively fertilize;

 When it had grown into a sapling, you could change the conditions of light and the atmosphere, reinforce, and shape it;

 However, once it had grown into a towering tree, moving it could easily kill it.

 Not to mention an already mature world.

 Reckless alterations could result in landslides, the reversal of rivers, changes in climate, celestial collisions, the rending of the earth's crust, and shifts from oceans to fields.

 The impact was immense, the damage even greater.

 Thus, the idea of engraving a rune array at the origin of the "Small World" thoroughly bit the dust.

 During the time that followed, Link had a few ideas that felt promising.

 But after careful verification, they were one by one eliminated.

 If they weren't too hard, they were likely to collapse later.

 In short, they were inappropriate.

 It wasn't until the night he studied the stars, when his "Wizardry Specialisation" talent was triggered, offering a solution to the incompatible problem of three armor-type witchcrafts in one fell swoop.

 The stones of other mountains can be used to polish gems.

 In understanding through analogy, many problems Link had encountered in the meditation method were conveniently solved.

 A brand-new idea quickly took shape.

 After verification, it had high feasibility, and almost all side effects could be completely avoided.

 It was practically in a state of absolute perfection.

 The insights gained from observing the night sky was indeed a flash of divine inspiration.

 The new line of thought still started from the point that the structure of a meditation method was a rune array.

 Link's mind buzzed as he perceived the three-dimensional rune array as a celestial body system, treating the many rune structures as flecks of stardust scattered across the sky.

 The core rune structure was seen as a main sequence star, the primary rune structure was viewed as a planet, the supporting structure was seen as a satellite, a dwarf planet, comet or asteroid, and the lines linking the core structure, primary structure, and supporting structure were hidden, turning into the rules that maintained the operation of the celestial body system.

 The creation of the apprentice method of meditation was constructing an embryonic form of a "Solar System";

 The wizard's phase was perfecting the various rules of the "Solar System";

 The sage's part was temporarily envisioned to be the "Milky Way System", or a lower level like the "Orion Arm".

 As for the higher levels of the Great Sage and the Saint, there was no need for such distant aspirations for now.

 Link chose firstly to complete the apprentice part and then gradually work on the creation of the wizard's part.

 If his idea could be realized, it would have a great impact on his Destiny Witchcraft, "Battle Armor".

 After all, the core structure of the "Battle Armor" witchcraft model—the Regular Pentagon Star, corresponds to the astronomical pattern of the "Solar System".

 In subsequent integration and expansion of more armor-type witchcraft, or other types of witchcraft, as long as it could be adapted to the celestial body structure, there would be no compatibility problem.

 Even more so, Link could create different versions of his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor".

 This concept was like turning Link's Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" into an open-sourced Linux operating system, deriving different versions to meet different requirements.

 When the time comes, he would choose the version with the strongest targeting, or modify the parameters on the spot and build a "Battle Armor".

 Thinking about it, it was becoming more and more like Iron Man.

 Um... Link's initial idea of creating an "Anti-Loken Battle Armor" or "Anti Body-refining wizard Battle Armor" was also consistent with Iron Man's "Anti Hulk Armor".

 Or to put it another way, he was inspired by Iron Man.

 Before the final examination of the autumn semester arrived,

 Link finally completed the apprentice part of his self-created meditation technique, temporarily named the "Universe Meditation Method".

 But theory is just theory, it still needed practice.

 After finishing the final test and claiming another first place,

 Link chose to enter the second-floor magic laboratory of the villa that night, secluding himself to switch to practicing the "Universe Meditation Method" apprentice part.

 Before the retreat, Link contacted Serene Wizard. Should anything come up, he told her to directly reach out to Jasmine.

 He activated the highest-level internal defense measures.

 Link sat cross-legged in the center of the spacious magic laboratory, on a wooden floor, calming his mind and breath.

 He first ran through the Mind Closure Technique, ensuring all distractions were eliminated, and nothing else occupied his mind.

 His mind then sunk into the Sea of Consciousness, beginning the first step of conversion:

 Change the layout within the Sea of Consciousness.

 The lake, the structures by the lake, the phantom over the lake, and the entity under the lake, all disappeared under the voluntary destruction triggered by Link's consciousness.

 After carefully cleaning to make sure there were no residues left in the Sea of Consciousness, he returned it to the dark and quiet state it was in at the beginning.

 Link began the second step of conversion: constructing an embryonic form of the solar system.

 After a long process that took a lot of time and energy, a static model of the solar system appeared in the Sea of Consciousness.

 In the empty cosmos, a great sun hung high, spreading light and heat, illuminating the Sea of Consciousness.

 Mercury, Venus, "Small World", Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, and Neptune were respectively in their orbits.

 The "Small World" and the moon formed the Earth-Moon system.

 Other celestial bodies, such as dwarf planets, comets, and asteroids, had not yet been constructed.

 The Solar System in the apprentice part was just an embryonic form, still incomplete.
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 All sorts of operational parameters had not been fully set, the needs for constant recall and meticulous refinement still existed.

 But the moment this setup was completed, and the meditation technique of the Apprentice Scroll was just mastered, something miraculous happened.

 In the "Small World", the "Sun" formed by the favor bestowed by the Will of Wizard World, suddenly sprang out and hit the grand Sun suspended in Link's Sea of Consciousness with an unstoppable might.

 As one tangible and one semi-tangible entity collided, the two overlapped, and the "Sun" swiftly took the initiative, absorbing the grand Sun constructed by Link through the core rune structure of the Cosmic Meditation Method, thereby firmly occupying the central position of the Solar System.

 After a brief moment, the "Sun" again exerted a strong gravitation, attracting and gathering the other scattered "favors" in the Sea of Consciousness, becoming even stronger.

 The spherical meditation rune structures of the Apprentice and Wizard Scrolls of the Waterwood Meditation Method absorbed by the "Small World" were also stripped, absorbed, and assimilated due to the irresistible gravitational force exerted by the "Sun".

 This was indeed a wonderful occurrence.

 As the "Sun" grew in strength, the "Small World" became somewhat purer.

 Even if the "Small World" had a strong ability to devour and assimilate, it couldn't devour everything.

 The spherical meditation rune structures were not the objects that the "Small World" liked to devour.

 This was purely an involuntary act as a result of desperation.

 At the beginning of these miraculous changes, Link was entirely restrained by the invisible Rule Power, he couldn't even think.

 He could only watch these events unfold, utterly unable to oppose or change anything.

 After the "Sun" had carried out all these operations, it began its self-rotation.

 The originally stationary model of the Solar System began to rotate, following numerous parameters that Link had set according to the memories of his previous life, as the "Sun" spun.

 The seven planets - Water, Venus, Mars, Jupiter, Earth, Uranus, and Neptune - all began to rotate and revolve around the "Sun".

 After the Solar System had been in motion for a while, the "Moon", formed by an unknown means within the "Small World", obediently took its place at the moon's position and fused with it.

 A crude yet proportionate Solar System, lacking many intricate rules, was established within Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 Only then did Link regain his ability to move.

 After repeatedly inspecting his Sea of Consciousness and being certain that not only did the Sea of Consciousness not make any mistakes but received significant benefits, Link finally breathed a sigh of relief.

 Wiping the cold sweat off his forehead, he felt conflicted.

 If he hadn't been mistaken, the reason why he'd been unable to think could be that the completion of the Apprentice Scroll of the Cosmic Meditation Method had attracted the favor of the Will of Wizard World, which led to its arrival.

 Perhaps the Will of Wizard World found Link's Cosmic Meditation Method interesting, or there were other reasons, but it granted another blessing, pushing Link's self-created Cosmic Meditation Method to a level Link had once thought of, but felt it would take a long time to achieve.

 From a stationary celestial body orbit model, it transformed into a prototype of a Solar System identical to reality.

 It was almost as if he had transformed the illusion into reality and forged falsehood into truth.

 The rune structures of the five planets of Water, Metal, Fire, Wood, and Earth were even continually automatically optimized as the "Solar System" spun.

 The Water Element Runes, as well as the related Rule Runes, automatically converged towards Mercury;

 The Metal Element Runes, as well as the related Rule Runes, automatically converged towards Venus;

 The same happened with the Fire/Mars system, the Wood/Jupiter system, and the Earth/Saturn system.

 Uranus and Neptune were exceptions for the time being.

 The to-be-created Wizard Scroll of the Cosmic Meditation Method did not require a lot of thought.

 By continually refining the operation of the Solar System in the Sea of Consciousness, correcting the flaws and filling in the gaps, as simple as that.

 As all things followed their natural course, the Wizard Scroll was born.

 After carefully observing the operation of the Solar System in his Sea of Consciousness for a period of time and repeatedly ensuring no problems, Link ended his seclusion.

 After flexing his limbs a bit, Link walked out of the underground second-floor magic laboratory where he'd spent the night.

 Just as he was about to reach the staircase, Link noticed that Jasmine was waiting anxiously there.

 Her face held an urgent matter, yet she didn't dare disturb Link.

 "What's the matter?"

 Link, suppressing the complex emotions in his heart, asked with concern.

 "Phew..."

 Jasmine let out a sigh of relief. Seeing Link, she wasn't as anxious as before.

 Once she collected her emotions, Jasmine said, "Serene Wizard has asked me to notify you that the academy is about to organize an exchange program and needs to select two First Level Wizards as leaders. She wants you to prepare and strive to secure one of the spots."

 "Why did an exchange program pop up suddenly?"

 Link asked in confusion, "Where is this exchange program? What are the responsibilities as a leader? And what are the benefits?"

 Although he was sure that Serene Wizard wouldn't deceive him, Link still needed to understand the situation fully.

 He couldn't do things blindly.

 "According to Serene Wizard, this matter had been on the agenda for a long time. However, due to some issues, it was delayed and only approved a day before yesterday at an administrative level meeting. The notice was issued yesterday evening.

 Serene Wizard only received the message after your seclusion.

 As for the details, the academy plans to organize some top students from the third year of the junior division for an exchange program in Shadow City for two months during the winter vacation.

 The responsibility of the leader is to coordinate with the wizards responsible for the exchange program in Shadow City and arrange the relevant events.

 As for the benefits, according to Serene Wizard, they haven't been decided yet.

 But, it's absolutely something that all First Level Wizards would dream of having."
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 With it concerning Link, Jasmine evidently could not let it rest without investigating.

 Every piece of information she could find, she combed through, pinpointing the crucial contents to relay to Link.

 "Mhm."

 Link patted Jasmine's head as a way of appreciation, "Thank you for your hard work."

 "Annoying."

 Jasmine grumbled, raising her hand to make a faint waving motion, yet didn't in reality swat away Link's hand.

 "Did you find out about the registration process?"

 Link chuckled, gently stroking her head as he asked the question.

 "Mhm."

 In response to Link's prodding, Jasmine rolled her eyes, immediately answering, "There are only two rounds, preliminary and final. Any wizard enrolled in the Senior Division is automatically registered. The standard for preliminary selection is based on exam results while the final round is divided into two stages: an interview and a combat test. The Serene Wizard states the combat test weighs heavily overall."

 Given these regulations, Link, who achieved first in all exams for this fall term's class, didn't need to worry about the preliminary round.

 The interview segment of the final round to Link, likely to be nothing more than a formality.

 The only potentially challenging part was the combat test.

 "Understood."

 Link nodded, fully understanding why the academy placed so much importance on combat performance.

 As a wizard, their power comes from within, that's why, regardless of academic achievement, one should not neglect their combat abilities.

 "No rush, we'll get there and see."

 Link dropped his hand, heading upstairs.

 Jasmine followed behind him.

 Upon reaching the first floor of the villa, Link took a seat in the dining room and ordered the steward bot to prepare afternoon tea.

 "You really have a lot of patience. In half an hour, the final round will begin."

 Jasmine noticed and remarked sarcastically, "Don't you want to look at the battleground in advance and mentally prepare?"

 "Don't rush me, let me think for a moment."

 Link gestured for Jasmine to sit down, enjoy some tea, and not to be hasty. He then began to ponder.

 There must be a good reason why The Serene Wizard attaches so much importance to this exchange study.

 Especially with the Grande Potion Shop opening the day after tomorrow, the fact that she specifically notified Jasmine to ensure that Link should definitively secure one of the spots shows even more so that The Serene Wizard believes that there is an essential reason that compels Link to do so.

 Of course, awards are a factor.

 But more than that, it's presumably due to the conflict between Link and the Lucia Family.

 Link has heard that the Lionel family has fully conquered the Treant World.

 Ordinarily, the two Sage Armies that have been trapped in the Treant World for thirty years should get to return home first to recuperate, and then the Sage Lionel's Army would be the last to return.

 However, Zoran Lucia and the Lucia Elite group he led are just reinforcements, functioning as allies.

 It wouldn't be appropriate to make allies stay too long on the frontlines, they should be allowed to recuperate earlier than others.

 Zoran Lucia's return is imminent.

 Link suspected that Serene Wizard might also want him to steer clear of this affair.

 Maybe out of consideration for Link's dignity.

 After all, he is now a first-level wizard, a renowned Genius Potion Master, which is why unlike during the last conscription, she did not directly inform him.

 "She's very considerate!"

 Link sipped his tea and stood up, calling out to Jasmine, "Let's go see what our classmates are made of."

 "Alright."

 Jasmine frowned, she took a sip of the bitter tea, and stood up to follow.

 She really couldn't understand why Link roasted plant leaves then mixed them with hot water for tasting.

 Both bitter and astringent, how could he stomach it?

 She had reluctantly tried it a few times but still could not adapt to the taste.

 "Next time I'll prepare you a cup of milk tea."

 Link, noticing Jasmine's discomfort with tea, activated the phantom coupe while speaking to Jasmine, seated in the passenger seat.

 "Fine."

 Jasmine had no real interest in this milk tea, she just didn't want to dampen Link's spirit.

 The only thing she was interested in now was one thing.

 And that was Link's current combat power.

 She hadn't seen Link fight since the end of the first-year section group competition.

 However, she often heard Link mumbling about how he's gotten more powerful ever since, and could beat several of his past selves.

 He'd just made a bold declaration that he would weigh up the classmates' abilities.

 Let's wait and see whether he's bluffing.

 Or whether he's genuinely powerful.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 98 Who Else_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The re-examination was held in the Central Square of the Senior Division.

 There were over four hundred wizards, including Link, furthering their studies at the Senior Division this term.

 Only the top thirty met the Academy's initial screening standards.

 However, not everyone who met the initial screening criteria wanted to become the so-called team leader.

 Link glanced around, there were less than twenty present.

 All eight of the top thirty who came from the Southern Region Storm Sea New Blood, including Link, were present.

 Some local wizards born in the North District chose to give up.

 The reasons varied.

 Link's arrival triggered a small ripple of reaction.

 A few were anxious and fearful, most were eager to fight.

 Everyone was a top-grade talent, just because there were slight differences in exam scores, it doesn't mean there will be a disparity in combat power.

 After all, the courses everyone major and minor in are not the same.

 The Academy's ranking compares individual performances in courses with the same total score but does not consider if the courses are the same.

 If the total score is the same as 100 marks, the one studying Arabic and scores 99 marks ranks higher than the one who studies Latin and scores 90 marks.

 It's only fair to say that scores are different, not the people who scored them.

 "Why has he come too?"

 In a corner, Hawk Lucia and Bobby Smith, who were preparing to take up the job of an assistant researcher at the Senior Division, came to watch after hearing the inside story of this exchange study.

 Seeing Link, who had tricked Lucia's family two months ago, Hawk frowned slightly, asking Bobby, his sarcastic friend, in a self-talking and questioning tone.

 "Why has he come too? Shouldn't you ask your Lucyas that?"

 Bobby Smith snickered, "After testing your Lucia's stand towards him last time, for these two months, he has only left the Academy to hold a press conference and launch the 'One-Mind' potion.

 To avoid your Lucia family, he even vaguely planned to abandon the Grande Potion Shop, which he had prepared for a long time.

 A few days ago, the news of the Lionel Family completely taking over the Treant World was spread.

 He's afraid of Zoran Lucia, who will soon be promoted to a Sage, returning and causing him trouble.

 His real supporter, Sage Palo is at the battlefield far away, Serene Wizard lacks intimidation, and Wizard Cody is indifferent to fame and wealth.

 With your Lucia's increasingly pressing desire to eliminate him, he can't do without running far, can he?"

 For some reason, Bobby sounded mocking when he said these words.

 Hawk moved his lips slightly, he wanted to argue, but he couldn't find the words.

 Recently, the public opinion of the Lucia family has not been positive.

 Especially when the "Ravensmouth Forum" revealed that Link Grande, who was on the Academy's focus development and protection list for a year, chose to accept the draft to avoid being targeted by Lucia's family.

 This report directly aroused the dissatisfaction of many wizards who were born in New Blood.

 Even some wizards from Half Blood families, who had a good relationship with the Lucia family, were quite critical.

 The Lucia family was simply too bullish!

 The key to the problem is that the Lucia family does not have the power to support this bullish style.

 With just one Sage in the family and Zoran who is likely to become a sage, this is how they act.

 If they have two or even three sages in the future, what will they do then?

 Oppressing the New Blood now, wouldn't they lord over the Half Blood Families in the future?

 Many cooperation arrangements with the Lucia family haven't been completely broken off, but there is already a trend to reduce the scale and frequency.

 Having the family's interest at heart, Hawk watched all this with great concern.

 Seeing this, Bobby reined in his sharp tongue and advised, "You're neither the clan leader nor the elder, so don't dwell on your family all the time. It's useless anyway. It's better to take care of yourself first."

 Hawk sighed deeply, not responding to Bobby's words.

 Of course, he knew Bobby was right.

 But he could only appreciate the good intentions, but could not adopt them.

 Such were his personal traits. He couldn't change them.

 After getting off the "Phantom Coupe", Link also noticed Hawk Lucia and Bobby Smith, but did not care.

 A temporary shelter and a 100m x 100m ring were set up in Central Square.

 The first part of the re-examination interview was held in the shelter.

 The second part, the practical combat, was held on the ring.

 Jasmine sat on the "Phantom Coupe", not getting off.

 Link walked into the shelter alone, ready for the interview.

 "Yo, you're here too."

 Those in charge of the interview were three senior second-level wizards. One of them, very familiar with Link, joked, "Are you going to run away again?"

 This senior second-level wizard was named Karim Usman and had interacted with Link many times.

 After Link was promoted to an official wizard, the Academy arranged for him to study independently, and also arranged one-on-one teaching and problem-solving sessions.

 Karim Usman was the one responsible for privately tutoring Link.

 When Link entered the Senior Division division for further studies, Karim Usman also took up the role of teaching the course on Emergency Resuscitation.

 One thing led to another, and naturally, the two got along well.

 Most importantly, Karim Usman was a trusted old man of Wizard Cody - Sage Palo lineage.

 Although after Link came to the forefront of this lineage and became the new leader, Karim retired from the front-line battlefield and returned to teaching in the Senior Division, preparing to break through to become a Tier 3 wizard.
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 But they held a particular fondness for Link, the rising star of their lineage, and took great care of him.

 They were also quite familiar with Link's experiences.

 Indeed, it was Karim Usman who informed the Serene Wizard about some of the insider details of this exchange program the previous night.

 Link was not bothered and smiled, "I had no choice but to run."

 The other two senior second-level wizards were both instructors from the Senior Division, one from a pure blood family and the other from a half blood family. They were indifferent towards Link.

 Neither detested nor admired him.

 Following their business-like approach, they interrupted the casual conversation between Link and Karim Usman.

 The Pure Blood Wizard said grimly, "Since he's here, let's begin the interview."

 The Half Blood Wizard scrolled through his intelligent device, expressed surprised, and said, "Seems like we don't need an interview after all. The institution specifically noted that if Link Grande participates in this exchange program's leadership competition, he doesn't need to retest and will automatically receive one of the spots."

 Upon hearing this news, not only was the Half Blood Wizard surprised, even the other two including Link himself were somewhat puzzled.

 Why would they automatically receive a spot without retesting?

 The Pure Blood Wizard immediately questioned, "Could there be a mistake?"

 The Half Blood Wizard moved the office tablet in front of the Pure Blood Wizard and unhappily said, "You can ask the Main Tower Spirit yourself. This announcement was made directly by the Main Tower Spirit bypassing the tower spirits of the Senior Division."

 "Nevermind."

 The Pure Blood Wizard looked at it and immediately conceded defeat.

 The Main Tower Spirit, which governs both the Junior Division and Senior Division tower spirits and the spirits in many other buildings to serve the wizards and their apprentices, its main body is located in the institution itself.

 This meant that the decision to let Link automatically receive one of the leadership spots came directly from the institution itself!

 As an ordinary teacher in the Senior Division, he wouldn't dare to question it.

 "Ha! Great news!"

 Karim Usman laughed and seriously said to Link, "For you, this is really good news. At this crucial time, the fewer unnecessary battles you get involved in, the fewer chances your enemies have to figure out your true abilities and come up against you with targeted strategies."

 "Thank you for your advice, Brother Usman."

 Link himself also realized this point, he sincerely thanked him and addressed him as they did in their private interactions.

 "In that case, you can leave now."

 The Pure Blood Wizard couldn't stand watching the friendly interactions taking place between these two people from the same camp, finding it irritating, so he promptly interrupted their conversation.

 "Don't go around talking about it, or you might cause unnecessary trouble."

 The Half Blood Wizard's attitude was slightly better and kindly warned him.

 Regardless of how one sees it, the Half Blood Wizard, who stood firm, didn't flatter or bend to the pure bloods, and the New Blood Wizard were always naturally supporting each other.

 "Understood."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately exited the tent.

 He didn't bother with the gazes coming from his peers who were either in groups or alone, surrounding the arena. He went straight to his vehicle.

 As it turned out, Jasmine wasn't in the passenger seat.

 Instead, she had moved to the back seat and was exchanging skincare secrets and make-up tips with Elise Clark who showed up out of nowhere.

 Hmm...

 The two girls, while fencing with each other, actually became friendly.

 Jasmine was still very guarded against Elise, not allowing her to have much intimacy or contact with Link. But that didn't stop Jasmine from becoming friends with Elise.

 Such a relationship was so convoluted that it gave Link a headache.

 On one hand, I consider you as a potential love opponent, but on the other, we can be best friends.

 Perhaps only girls can understand this kind of relationship.

 Link opened the car door, sat in the driver's seat, lost in his thoughts about the conversation he just had in the tent.

 "So, did you pass?"

 Without looking up, Jasmine, on one hand, was admiring Elise's newly done nails and on the other, she asked with concern.

 "Link brother, you must have passed the interview, right?"

 Elise's personality was highly variable, suddenly she turned into a cutesy little girl, full of girlish charm.

 "Don't call him brother!"

 As soon as it came to a principle matter, Jasmine instantly got frustrated; her face turned serious.

 "I will call him."

 Elise disagreed.

 Seeing the two were about to have a childish argument again, Link quickly excused himself and stepped out of the car.

 By this time, the first round of the interview had ended.

 The three senior second-level wizards came out of the tent and ascended onto the platform.

 The Pure Blood Wizard was the first to speak:

 "This exchange with Shadow City has been a long time coming due to several twists and turns. The decision was only finalized a few days ago and was hastily notified last night.

 Despite the rush, this exchange is a matter of great importance to the institution's reputation and dignity, we must take it very seriously.

 Being the potential leaders, you should firmly establish the idea of bringing honor to the institution, you should…"

 "Let's cut the crap."

 The Half Blood Wizard unexpectedly interrupted, not sparing any face for the Pure Blood Wizard, "The second round of the retest: actual combat will begin shortly. There's a decision from the institution itself that needs to be announced beforehand.

 In acknowledgment of Wizard Link Grande's exceptional academic performance and impressive fieldwork during his early responses to assignments, he is granted an exemption from retesting and will automatically receive one of the leadership spots."

 New Blood Wizard Karim Usman proudly announced, "This means that the institution itself believes Wizard Link Grande is capable of directly taking on one of the leadership roles. As for you all, you must compete for the remaining spot."
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 As his words fell, a buzz of surprise swept across the crowd.

 "I refuse to accept this!"

 In the crowd below the stage, a First Level Wizard, once from the "Pure Blood Will", now from the "Pure Blood Glory", immediately rose to challenge. "Link Grande, if you are a man, accept my challenge and prove your worth for this place!"

 As he turned to face Link, an air of supreme contempt surrounded him. "I wonder if you have the guts?"

 The three Senior Second-Level Wizards on the stage, Hawk and Bobby, observing the duel from a corner of the Central Square, and the scattered examination candidates around the stage, now focused their attention on Link.

 Everyone waited to see how Link would respond.

 Would he rage out, revealing his true strength; or would he make some excuse to dodge the challenge?

 Link smiled faintly and asked seriously, "Are you ready?"

 "What?"

 The Pure Blood First Level Wizard was slightly surprised, as he struggled to understand the meaning behind Link's words.

 "Are you ready?"

 Link asked again. This time, he elaborated, "Are you prepared to die?"

 "You…"

 The Pure Blood First Level Wizard was suddenly enraged. Who talks like this?

 However, before he could continue, he was stopped abruptly.

 Link, who was previously calm and composed, had now transformed, emanating an intense aura of cold murder.

 Even the air around him seemed to ripple with intensity.

 It was only then that the Pure Blood First Level Wizard understood the significance of Link's question. Though irritated, he dared not drop his guard and immediately activated his Destiny Witchcraft.

 With a 'whoosh' sound, the Shield of Diamond Travels, a First Ring defense witchcraft that combines Gold, Earth, and Wood Systems, was launched.

 An eight-sided shield of unparalleled hardness shone brightly before him, rotating in a curious trajectory.

 Sometimes, the panels combined to form a larger shield for greater defensive area,

 At times, they were layered upon each other, forming a shield of the same size but greater strength.

 And occasionally, they would link together, forming an eggshell-like structure, defending from all angles.

 Link waited patiently for the Pure Blood First Level Wizard to finish his defense, only then did he start to make his move.

 With a mere thought, his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" was stimulated, taking the form of "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" and cladding his whole body almost instantly.

 As soon as the armor was in place, powerful flames shot out from under his boots.

 With an explosive motion, Link propelled himself towards the sky at nearly the speed of sound.

 "What the hell?"

 This thought flashed across the Pure Blood First Level Wizard's mind as he craned his head up, trying to track Link's trajectory and ready himself defensively.

 "Watch out!"

 A sudden cry of alarm rang out from his fellow comrades.

 At this point, the Pure Blood First Level Wizard realized something. The sky was clear and blue, free of any clouds where Link could be hiding.

 Moreover, he was in the middle of a battle, so it was a basic mistake to try and track the enemy using only his eyes.

 Before the wizard could lower his head or make any sense of the situation, a black shadow appeared before him at an imperceptible speed, with a powerful punch ready to swing.

 Infused with Link's whole strength, amplified tenfold by the combat suit - a deceptive "Armor Orchid Battle Armor" but actually an "Anti Loken Armor", and further amplified by the billion points of raw physical strength, the punch landed squarely on the Pure Blood First Level Wizard's chin, sending him into the sky.

 "Rocket launch!"

 With blood spraying out of his mouth, the Pure Blood First Level Wizard shot into the air with an acceleration that would put even a Ferrari LaFerrari's 2.8 seconds for a hundred kilometers to shame.

 His Destiny Witchcraft "Shield of Diamond Travels" did indeed react subconsciously, placing three lines of defense around his chest,

 But Link's punch smashed through it easily, like piercing tofu with chopsticks, without compromising the speed and strength of his punch.

 With his left leg supporting his body, Link lifted his right leg high over his head and with a swing of his heel, he hammered the already fast-ascending Pure Blood First Level Wizard into the ground.

 A series of cracking noises resounded.

 The ground, under a sudden burst of brutal force, had a spider-web-like crack extending from the point of impact, making the same sound as the shattering of the Pure Blood First Level Wizard's bones.

 With a casual throw of a Water System First Ring Witchcraft "Healing Technique" and a Wood System First Ring Witchcraft "Life Recovery", he barely managed to save the life of the First Level Wizard, who lay crumbled in the crater, blood spurting out in pulses and at the brink of death.

 Link glanced at the incapacitated Pure Blood First Level Wizard disdainfully and mocked, "I didn't even use any other witchcraft and yet you're down. Truly, besides your mouth, you've got no hard spots."

 Not only hit the body but also the spirit.

 Just like Link had just committed a brutal act of witch etiquette, he first struck with a "Spiritual Attack" and a "Mental Frenzy", disrupting the Pure Blood First Level Wizard's thoughts.

 Subsequently following that up with a rapid surprise attack of a powerful punch and a devastating kick.

 Seeing this one-sided beatdown that didn't even last two seconds from start to finish, all his classmates were shocked by Link's strength.

 Link adjusted his slightly loosened Gold Frame Glasses, his face split into a smile:

 "A bunch of dogs and chickens."

 "Who else is there?"
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 Link's words and actions were extremely arrogant.

 It was quite inconsistent with his usually low-profile style.

 The shock produced by such a great contrast was even more intense.

 The stronger the shock, the more the watching wizards could feel Link's strength.

 On the ground, near death, was a First Level Pure Blood Wizard, not just an unimportant character.

 He was Scott Colonna, the younger brother of Tiffany Colonna, the last president of the "Pure Blood Will," from a family no less prestigious than the Lionel Family.

 Among the more than four hundred wizards studying in the senior division, he held a real sixth place in overall ranking, having achieved ten consecutive victories in witchcraft combat lessons multiple times.

 His witchcraft combat strength alone could place him among the top five, even top three powerful figures.

 Such person couldn't withstand Link's attack for even 2 seconds

 The dozens of First Level Wizards listed in the top thirty didn't even fully understand:

 How Link disrupted Scott Colonna's thoughts,

 What were his quick and unnoticeable advances,

 How he could swing a punch and a kick that were more terrifying than a First Level Body-refining wizard,

 How he was able to neatly win the sudden duel.

 From this, it is clear that Link's battle power has far exceeded theirs, becoming a unique existence.

 Therefore, when Link called them with disdain as "chickens and dogs," they didn't feel much.

 Even vaguely felt that if Link didn't keep such a low profile on a daily basis,

 Other than admiring his academic achievements and talent for potion study,

 Other aspects, such as combat capabilities, were underestimated by everyone. Scott Colonna would never impulsively challenge.

 Scott's defeat was deserved.

 "You… you were a bit too ruthless."

 On the stage, the Pure Blood Wizard among the three senior second-level wizards responsible for the team leader selection was the first to react.

 He got to Scott, who was vomiting blood and his face pale as paper, checked his injuries, found mainly skeletal fractures and visceral injuries, besides the constant loss of vitality, there were no other issues, which wouldn't impact his continued practice.

 With the academy's accomplishments in extraordinary medic, there was no need to send him to the "hospital." As long as he was sent to the "Clinic" of the senior division, he would be cured in a few days.

 Guaranteed that he would be bouncing with life when he came out, despite being at his last gasp when sent in.

 The Pure Blood Wizard summoned the intelligent puppet, arranged the transport of the injured, and then got up and looked at Link. He swallowed his harsh words and gave a lukewarm reproval.

 Such genius, such a hardened man, still, it is better with peace.

 Link spread his hands innocently: "Who knew he was so weak and unaccustomed to fighting. If I hadn't controlled my power, he would've been dead. For this, he needs to thank me!"

 The Pure Blood Wizard shook his head and didn't delve into the matter further, turned and went back onto the stage.

 He knew that Link Grande was intentionally using Scott Colonna to establish authority, to avoid further trouble from becoming the team leader.

 He also vaguely guessed that Scott, who had no insight, had become the punching bag for Link.

 Who wouldn't be angry if their well prepared potion shop was about to open for big business, but had to abandon their foundation to flee from disaster?

 Could only sigh that Scott was asking for trouble, drawing the fire of the wrong person.

 What else could be done?

 To stand up for Scott?

 Forget it, he wasn't Colonna, but a Percival.

 "Link, you can go."

 Karim Usman, who had been entertained by the show, spoke up, not wanting the atmosphere to continue to tense, he wanted to push forward the team leader selection work, "The details, procedures, schedules, responsibilities, rights, and benefits of the team leader, I will send them all to you later."

 "Okay."

 Link agreed.

 This face had to be given.

 He was after all the oldest in the same camp, and took very good care of him.

 After looking around at the dozen or so First Level Wizards in the field, making eye contact with each of them for one or two seconds, Link lastly glanced significantly at Hawk and Bobby in the corner, retracted his Battle Armor form, and turned to walk towards the "Phantom Coupe".

 "Link, you were so cool just now!"

 As soon as he opened the car door, Elise, still tasting of tea, praised him in her sickeningly sweet voice.

 "Yuck! Aren't you disgusting," Jasmine, who was snatched first, immediately glared at Elise, "Behave yourself, girl, he doesn't fall for your tricks. It doesn't matter if you disgust him, but don't disgust me."

 Link directly ignored the two girls, who seemed to have gone slightly berserk, sat down, immediately started the "Phantom Coupe," and quickly left Central Square.

 Well...

 Elise, a violent maniac, a study slacker, didn't make it into the top thirty, didn't meet the initial screening standard.

 Without even asking, he knew, she came to Central Square purely because she saw Link's car, and specially came over to monitor Jasmine.

 Force is mutual.

 Big Brother. Surveillance is the same.

 Jasmine is watching Elise, so Elise can in turn watch Jasmine.

 In any case, no one would be able to take any advantage sneakily!

 The "Phantom Coupe" dashed all the way and left the Senior Division.

 The team leader selection was at this time back to its normal rhythm under the push of the three Senior Second-Level Wizards.

 However, the atmosphere was somewhat tainted.

 Having tasted luxurious foods, even though some people love radishes and cabbages, the flavor was still somewhat bland.

 Having witnessed Link's rapid strike that was as calm as a maiden and swift like a rabbit, resulting in an instantaneous victory.

 The vibrant witchcraft battle on the stage felt like child's play.
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 Not the least bit stimulating, devoid of any decisiveness.

 In the corner, Hawk's face was gloomy, and Bobby was expressionless.

 "What does he mean?"

 "How would I know what he means?"

 "He specifically looked at me before he left, what does that mean?"

 "How would I know what it means that he specifically looked at you before he left?"

 The two carried out a conversation that seemed nonsensical, and indeed it was.

 But despite the nonsense, it had the desired effect.

 After their conversation, Hawk's face lightened a bit, no longer as dark as before.

 It was only then that Bobby seriously said:

 "What on earth is your family thinking now?

 If you want to fight, don't hesitate, if not, seek reconciliation.

 It was just a trivial conflict between two kids, how did it escalate to this level?

 I sincerely advise you not to get involved again.

 Link Grande is the kind of unconventional genius who cannot be judged by the typical Wizard Qualifications.

 Not only are his academics excellent, his potion study talent is high, but his combat ability is also extremely strong.

 Do you think you could have withstood that move just now? What about me?

 Both of us together couldn't have withstand it!

 Majoring in Elemental Wizard and minoring in True Spirit Wizard, is this something that any random genius could achieve?

 Could you do it, or me, or even Tiffany, the most talented of our generation?

 No one can!

 At most, she practiced a few witchcraft arts of the Intelligence Mechanism Wizard, it doesn't count as minoring.

 You have seen the method Link Grande used to instantly kill Scott.

 Even if we understand every move, we still can't comprehend how he used them!

 Not to mention blocking them.

 People could die!"

 Rarely able to have a good friend to talk with, Bobby Smith genuinely does not want to lose one.

 Grasping this rare opportunity, he made one last attempt at mediation.

 If Hawk still does not take advice, then there's no point in having this friend.

 Bobby worries that one day, the fire will spread to him.

 Hawk was silent for a long time, then sighed faintly: "Forget it, I won't join the college, nor be an assistant researcher. I'll apply to go to any front-line battlefield and stay away from these disputes."

 "Hey! Wouldn't it have been good if you thought about this earlier?"

 Bobby clapped his hands, regretfully saying, "If you had thought of this earlier, we could have applied to join the Palo Sage Army. I heard they just lured a group of Abyss Demons and won a big victory. The spoils of war were extremely abundant, everyone got rich."

 "You actually want to go to a New Blood Wizard-led army, what are you thinking?"

 Hawk was stunned when he heard this, somewhat misunderstanding Bobby's train of thought.

 "Above Sage level, is there such thing as Pure Blood, Half Blood, New Blood? We are all wizards of the college, all part of the Wizard World. Hawk, do not limit your vision, do not become narrow-minded!"

 Bobby patted his friend's shoulder, speaking earnestly, "The reason the college is trying to provoke conflict between Pure Blood, Half Blood, and New Blood has many aspects. Things that I shouldn't say, I dare not say. All I can tell you is that if it wasn't for the stimulation of Half Blood and New Blood, the so-called Pure Blood would have rotted away a long time ago!"

 Hawk fell into deep thought, reflecting on his own family's behavior over recent years, as well as the obviously biased treatment of Link Grande by the college.

 Every time Zoran Archie had a killing intent, they either diverted Zoran or "hid" Link Grande.

 All kinds of coincidences, details everywhere, thinking too much makes you shiver with fear.

 By now, Link had returned to his lakeside villa.

 Jasmine was furious with Elise's pretentiousness just now, daring to flirt with Link in front of her. As soon as she got off the car, she dragged Elise down to the underground second floor magic laboratory for a fierce showdown.

 She asked the steward to prepare two servings of "Brown Sugar Deer Ball Milk Tea", ready to be served to Jasmine and Elise after their confrontation.

 Link himself ordered a pot of "Green Tea", entered the study, and looked over the detailed information of this exchange study.

 After reading it thoroughly, Link couldn't help but frown slightly.

 The background of this exchange study was quite complicated, with many twists and turns.

 A year ago, the senior division's internship team at Ravensmouth College, while pioneering in Different World, accidentally found a Small World that was leveling up from Level 4 to Fourth Level Sage.

 They were about to put the mark of Ravensmouth College on it, waiting for future development.

 But they suddenly discovered that an internship team from Shadow City also found this Small World almost at the same time.

 Upon retrospection, there was no difference in time between the two internship teams discovering it.

 The ownership of the Small World sparked an argument.

 Half for each family?

 The Small World was too small, after leveling up, the maximum capacity will be a Fourth Level Sage.

 After splitting equally between the two families, how much could each take?

 It wouldn't even enough to fill a gap between teeth.

 One family takes all and compensates the other?

 This kind of Small World is very special.

 If willing to invest resources, it might help wizards who failed to advance to Sage's in the past to re-enter the Metamorphosis Period and attempt to advance to Sage again.

 Whichever family takes it all, they can't provide an equivalent compensation.

 Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College and Shadow City have been allies for many years.

 Naturally, they can't let a somewhat special Small World create friction between them.

 After friendly negotiation and long-term wrangling, the two parties agreed on this exchange study.

 The so-called exchange study,

 Is not about Ravensmouth College sending a team to Shadow City, and Shadow City sending a team to Ravensmouth College,

 But both parties sending a team each, and going into a very special Ruin World for exploration and pioneering.
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 In the end, the ownership of the special Small World would be determined by the value of each party's exploration and pioneering efforts.

 As one of the two leaders and the main leader at that, Link's responsibilities were threefold:

 First, to on time gather the outmost students among the third- and fourth-year Wizard Apprentices in the Junior Division organized by the academy, forming the team for this exchange study;

 Second, to safely lead the Wizard Apprentice Team to the designated location, entering the Ruin World;

 Third, to ensure the safety of the Wizard Apprentice Team during the exploration and pioneering activities.

 As for the gains from the exploration and pioneering activities, the Wizard Apprentices would have to secure on their own.

 Neither of the leaders could help in any form.

 However, in principle, mutual assistance between the two parties was not opposed, nor was mutual attack.

 The leader could also attack the other party's Wizard Apprentice Team if they can swallow their pride.

 As the main leader's privilege, Link had the ability to appoint one leader and two vice leaders, extending his own will into the Wizard Apprentice Team through these appointments.

 The reward was a partial Magic Stone subsidy and a mysterious reward.

 Having finished reading this information, Link quickly distilled an unelaborately explained key point: the special Ruin World, where lies its specialty.

 Noting this quietly, Link temporarily ignored the matter.

 Waiting silently for 1:30 in the afternoon to assemble the Wizard Apprentice Team.

 With the rest of the time, he steals half a day of leisure, enjoying a cup of tea comfortably.

 After a long search and cultivation, Link was finally able to produce three varieties of tea in the Wizard World version.

 The first was the green tea that Link was currently drinking, which had similar appearance, texture, and flavor to Bi Luo Chun;

 The second was the black tea used for Jasmine and Elise's "Brown Sugar Boba Milk Tea", similar to Yanshan River black tea;

 The third was a lightly fermented tea similar to white tea, but it wasn't the time to drink it yet.

 In terms of his favorite, Link liked the "Yanshan River Black Tea" the most.

 The reason why he was drinking "Green Tea" now was mainly because the yield of "Green Tea" was high, while the yield of "Yanshan River Black Tea" was low, and it was suitable for making milk tea.

 Approaching lunchtime, the two girls finished their fighting in the underground second floor magic laboratory, refreshed themselves, dressed up beautifully, and came to the first floor restaurant for a meal.

 The lunch started in silence and ended in silence.

 The Steward brought two cups of milk tea with perfect temperature and sweetness for the two girls to taste.

 "Mmm...delicious."

 Jasmine tasted a sip with a frown, immediately broke into a smile, and started praising it enthusiastically.

 She didn't like drinking the bitter "Green Tea" in the morning, but she instantly fell in love with the sweet "Brown Sugar Boba Milk Tea".

 Holding the big tea cup, she gulped down the drink non-stop.

 The chewy boba was also delicious.

 With her little mouth pouted and her cheeks bulged, she was like a hamster, chewing non-stop.

 Elise took a light sip, and a complex look flashed in her eyes.

 It was a little sweet, a little melancholic, a little painful.

 Various fragments of images flashed in front of her eyes.

 There were laughter and cheer, alone by the window, as well as holding a cup strolling down the street.

 She shook her head to put aside those intermittent images that couldn't form a whole.

 Elise bowed her head and slowly savored the milk tea with a familiar yet strange taste, chewing the boba with a faint bitter and sweet taste.

 It seemed that she was affected by the heat of the milk tea. Elise's eyes were misty and watery.

 "It's good."

 Sniffing her nose, Elise softly praised.

 It's been a long time since I had it last.

 The other Elise in her heart sighed.

 Link noticed this scene and sighed inwardly. Was she really like a fellow traveler?

 And...

 With his deepening understanding of the "transmigrator" and the Wizard World's attitude towards the "transmigrators", Link was no longer afraid of his transmigrator identity being exposed.

 Therefore, he used a more subtle method today to respond to Elise's "probe" last time.

 But who the hell knew that a cup of milk tea, which was just conveniently made because he had the right ingredients, would evoke not-so-pleasing memories of a fellow traveler?

 "Drink more if it's good."

 Link could only pretend that he didn't notice, "There's more in the kitchen, if you want more, ask the Steward. I have to handle the exchange, make yourself at home, don't be polite."

 After dropping this sentence, Link got up and left the villa.

 What he hated the most was when a girl looked at him with teary eyes and a pathetic look, but didn't cry or make a fuss.

 It made Link feel like a jerk.

 Dying ten thousand times wouldn't be too many.
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 "Have you heard?" 

 The meeting point specified by the academy.

 Six New Blood from the South District, eight Pure Blood apprentices from the North District, and six Half Blood apprentices from the North District.

 A total of twenty third-year students from the Junior Division, brushing the edge of being Official Wizards, as Peak Third-class wizard apprentices, gathered here.

 According to their own small circles, they scattered and stood waiting for the arrival of the two team leaders.

 Six South District New Bloods, divided into the Brotherhood Group and Lanny Taylor being alone.

 Lanny Taylor could actually have completed the promotion before Jasmine, becoming an Official Wizard.

 Yet for some reason, she delayed until now.

 The six Half Blood Apprentices from the North District stick together.

 Eight Local Pure Blood Apprentices in the North District divide into three groups.

 Tracey Lucia is in a team alone; Luna Colonna, Nash Johnson, and Parry Percival form a group.

 The same comes from the former "Pure Blood Will", now "Pure Blood Glory", both sides are clearly distinguished, with no signs of convergence.

 Furthermore, the latter three specifically exclude the former.

 A feminine man, a fair chubby man, a cold woman, and a burly man have carved out their own territory.

 After the fair chubby man asked, he saw the feminine man did not respond; he prodded the other's elbow with his arm, and his voice increased a little, yelling, "Have you heard? They say our team leader for this exchange study is Wizard Link Grande. It's said that the academy directly appointed him as the team leader."

 The feminine man glanced unintentionally at Luna Colonna from the corner of his eye and replied seriously, "How could I not inquire about such a thing? It is said that a wizard challenged Wizard Grande on the spot. As a result, he couldn't even last two seconds, and was beaten so badly that he could not take care of himself. Now, he is still lying in the 'clinic' of the Senior Division."

 "Hmm, it's not just that he can't take care of himself."

 The fair chubby man laughed out loud, "I heard that all the bones below his neck are shattered, and his internal organs are falling apart. This is with Wizard Grande showing mercy; he gave a healing spell in time, saved his life, so that he could be sent to the hospital. "

 Although the names were not specified, most people present knew that the two were talking about Scott Colonna.

 And also knew that the two wanted to use this incident to embarrass Luna Colonna.

 Luna Colonna, however, had no expression on her face, nor any ripples in her heart.

 What does the shame Scott Colonna brought have to do with her, Luna?

 They were not from the same branch or lineage.

 Although they were not complete strangers, they truly had no interaction.

 Sneer, sneer as much as you want.

 Luna thought, if I give any response, then I lose.

 Seeing this, the feminine man and the fair chubby man simply dismissed the idea of sneering for a moment.

 Being of Pure Blood Family, they do know what the other's reaction is about.

 If they have the opportunity, they have to try it, else they would always feel at a loss.

 After trying and not getting the expected effect, then just stop.

 There isn't any sunk cost anyway.

 Also, it can send a signal that they, the quartet, hope to be forgiven by Link.

 For the encirclement in the first-year competition between the two districts.

 Idle chat is always like the floating scoop that follows the sinking gourd.

 With the North District quieting down, the five members of the Brotherhood Group wouldn't just let the opportunity slip by.

 They astutely understood the subtle thoughts of the effeminate, chubby, cold, and rough foursome, and looked at each other.

 Buck immediately clamored, "Boss is awesome!"

 Linn glared at Buck, who used vulgar language, and corrected it seriously, "Boss is dominant!"

 Ezio, Digee, and Dalton yelled in unison, "Boss is dominant!"

 Lanny Taylor, not far away, watched the five men as if she was watching a bunch of fools.

 She really didn't understand the thought process of these five.

 They were all geniuses with extraordinary talents, yet they had to put on such a silly appearance.

 Three years in the same class, even if separated by the South and North districts, would one not have some understanding?

 Whom are you pretending for?

 Who would believe it?

 What a group of childish ghosts.

 The six Half Blood apprentices stood silently to one side without making a sound.

 The ruckus was by the Pure Blood and New Blood; the Half Blood have nothing.

 At this time, Link and the newly elected Vice Leader, who were just decided after many battles, came together.

 It was just now that they both met officially, after being introduced by Karim Usman.

 Speaking of which, it was indeed fate; the Vice Leader, Peck Murphy, turned out to be Old Man Murphy's grandson, his own grandson!

 Link only just found out about this when Karim introduced them.

 An entire Autumn semester passed, and Link and Peck Murphy never really interacted.

 Not to mention establishing a relationship using Old Man Murphy's influence.

 Peck Murphy was introverted, not talkative, and a very dull person.

 Walking down the road, the two didn't even say more than five sentences.

 "Boss, hello!"

 As soon as the Brotherhood Group saw Link approaching, they immediately began their antics.

 Five people bowed and saluted neatly, and greeted in unison.

 This pomp and circumstance, if it had been in Link's previous life, they would have been beaten out of the gang for being wicked.

 Link shot them a sidelong glance.

 The Brotherhood Group immediately stood straight, eyes looking at the nose, nose observing the mind, adopting a serious person's posture.

 As if the people who were just acting weird weren't them.

 "Line up."

 Looking at the twenty Peak Third-class wizard apprentices from the South and North districts who entered the Junior Division together with him, Link commanded in a deep voice.

 The ages are the same, but the Wizard's Level is different; this is a symbol of status at this time.
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 Needless to say, Link is the main leader of this exchange study program.

 At his command, the scattered apprentices quickly arranged themselves in order of height, forming two neat lines.

 "In a nutshell, no matter how rushed the exchange program scheduled by the academy is, you should all firmly resolve to give everything you have and bring glory to the academy. We depart now, and the specifics will be handed out after we arrive," he said.

 After a brief mobilisation, Link swung his hand and led the way to the "bus" hovercraft parked not far away.

 After getting on the bus, Link directly sat down in the compartment at the front of the bus.

 Peck Murphy took it upon himself to handle the task of counting heads and confirming names.

 The role of a Vice Leader, after all, is to assist the leader.

 After completing the count and confirmation, Peck also entered the compartment.

 Soon, the bus started up, its destination being the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Frankly speaking, Link still didn't have a full understanding of the exchange study program.

 Among all the unknowns, the Special Ruin World, which was barely mentioned in the introduction, was the most confusing.

 However, for some reason, when Jasmine mentioned the exchange program in the morning, Link felt compelled to participate.

 This feeling was odd.

 It was like an intuition, or a kind of premonition known as "The way of sincerity that can foresee the future."

 It was also like he had been inspired by some presence in the universe.

 Whether it was intuition, premonition, or inspiration, in this Extraordinary World where the mind and material are seen as equally important, they all held significant reference value.

 Link decided to follow his intuition, premonition, or inspiration.

 He was quietly looking forward to what this exchange study program would bring him.

 With his eyes fixed on the rapidly receding scenery outside the window, Link's mind wandered.

 The bus was fast.

 It quickly arrived at the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 After leading the twenty apprentices off the bus, Peck naturally communicated with the Tower Spirit responsible for the daily operation and perimeter defence of the Portal to set the destination for the teleportation.

 "We're ready to go, Leader."

 After negotiating, Peck came to Link's side and reported solemnly.

 "Good job."

 Link nodded at Peck and then turned to the twenty apprentices. "Our main leader and two vice leaders are Lanny Taylor, Luna Colonna, and Gillian Clark respectively. Any objections?"

 New Blood, Pure Blood, Half Blood; the distribution of the three leader positions was even-handed, neither biased nor partial.

 Link believed that there was no problem with this appointment.

 Especially Lanny Taylor, with her highest Wizard Qualifications and best overall performance, was absolutely qualified to be the main leader.

 The reason he didn't nominate Linn as a main or vice leader was due to Link's own considerations.

 If not publicly appointed, selfishness can thrive.

 If publicly appointed, fairness is necessary.

 This wouldn't bode well for Linn, who was cunning and liked to play tricks.

 "Any objections?"

 Link asked again, "If there are none, let's set off. After departure, the leaders will have to take responsibility. Don't let me down and warrant punishment."

 None of the twenty apprentices said a word.

 Under the current circumstances, the Brotherhood Group definitely wouldn't voice their objections.

 Others who were somewhat disgruntled, such as the effeminate man, the fair fat man, the cold woman, and the burly man, felt they were not inferior to Luna Colonna but didn't dare to voice their dissent.

 They were kind of scared of Link bringing up old scores; they didn't dare to provoke trouble deliberately.

 "Let's move on."

 After waiting for a while and still hearing no dissent, demonstrating a full display of democracy, Link waved his hand and first entered the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Following a familiar sense of dissociation from time and space, Link found himself at a transit hub of a star fortress.

 The Intelligent Puppet arranged by the academy had been waiting nearby for a while. Upon seeing Link, it immediately handed him an encrypted cerebral brain.

 Gesturing for Peck and the twenty apprentices who were following him to wait, Link used Karim's private decryption method to unlock the cerebral brain and review the contents within.

 The more he read, the more shocked he was, furrowing his brows in concern.

 Handing the cerebral brain to Peck, he said, "Tell them what's inside."

 Link then walked to the starboard window next to the transit hub and silently observed the Special Ruin World, which the Wizard World had been monitoring for a full six thousand years, located in front of the star fortress.

 Peck's voice rang out:

 "As we all know, the universe is multifold, with multiple similar parallel universes in existence.

 Our Wizard World is no exception.

 In some parallel universes, there are parallel worlds similar to our Wizard World, yet vastly different.

 The Special Ruin World we're about to visit is a parallel world that has been utterly destroyed due to endless destructive wars.

 This parallel world has become an extraordinarily unique celestial body due to a yet unsolved mechanism that caused it to break away from its universe.

 When it's observed, it truly exists in our universe;

 When it's not observed, it doesn't exist in our universe.

 The origin of Intelligence Mechanism Wizards came from the continuous exploration of this Special Ruin World.

 The content of your exchange study this time is to explore and pioneer a newly discovered area in this Special Ruin World, searching for valuable knowledge, items, and so on.

 Some dangers might occur during the exploration process.

 You can choose to cooperate with the team from Shadow City, or you can choose to attack them."
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 All actions depend on you.

 The College only cares about outcomes.

 As the Vice Leaders, Wizard Grande and I will not intervene readily.

 Therefore, after formal learning exchanges have commenced, the three captains and vice-captains must assume responsibility, unify their teams, and command exploration…"

 Listening to Peck's words, looking out of the porthole at a planet with a faint hint of blue and a familiar outline. Some parts of the terrain are vaguely familiar when seen from above. Link was overwhelmed with complex thoughts.

 An idea that he was unwilling to believe sprung up in his heart.

 Could this be the planet he lived on in his previous life?

 Has it been reduced to ruins, entirely devoid of vitality due to endless warfare?

 "Captain, the people from Shadow City are here."

 Having finished reading the instructions, Peck found a new situation and promptly reported to Link, interrupting his train of thought.

 "Let's go, meet them."

 Link performed the "Mind Closure Technique", concealed all emotions, adjusted his status, and headed towards Shadow City's team.

 Similar to Ravensmouth College, Shadow City's team also consisted of two leaders and twenty peak third-class wizard apprentices on the verge of becoming official wizards.

 That was the agreed terms between both sides.

 The closer Link approached, the more familiar Shadow City's team leader seemed.

 After searching through his mind, Link quickly recognized the other party.

 "Christina, long time no see."

 Link revealed a genuine smile and extended his hand from afar.

 Just now, he saw a possible former homeworld, and now he was meeting someone from his current world. Between the moments of joy and grief, the contrast was stark.

 "Hmm."

 But Christina didn't reach out her hand. She simply responded with a voice that was extremely hoarse and grating, like the sound of two rusted irons grinding against each other.

 Link knitted his brow slightly.

 It wasn't because he felt embarrassed due to being snubbed.

 But because Link found something wrong with Christina.

 Her voice was off, her expression was off, her soul was off, her physical body was off, everything was off.

 After deep contemplation, Link realized what was wrong.

 Christina had undergone biological transformation!

 This also explained how Christina, with her third-class wizard qualifications, was able to advance to an official wizard so early and why she was chosen as Shadow City's team leader for this exchange study.

 Every gain comes at a cost.

 The only difference lies in the size of the cost, and Christina's was particularly heavy.

 The biological transformation she underwent was too much riskier and had more lasting effects compared to Serene Wizard's "Chatterbone Worm" program and Link's "Fairy" potion.

 Christina gave Link the impression not of a lively human, but more like a cold, venomous snake.

 The slight joy of reuniting with someone from home instantly dissolved.

 Deeply inhaling, Link gave Peck a sign, indicating him to liaise with the vice leader of Shadow City.

 Link asked: "Can we talk on the side?"

 "No...need."

 Christina spoke with some difficulty, revealing a snake-like tongue.

 Similar to her pair of snake-like eyes, and the cold aura emitted from her body, everything about her was "matching".

 "I specialize in biological research and Potion Study, and I'm highly skilled. If you need help, feel free to ask."

 Link tried again.

 He did not suddenly become a saint.

 There was slight fondness rooted in their shared hometown, genuinely wanting to help Christina;

 However, he also had ideas of researching and learning from Shadow City's biological transformation technology and methodology to advance one's wizard qualifications.

 "No...need."

 Christina opened her mouth with difficulty again and rejected again, "Thanks... for... your... concern."

 Perhaps because she thought her voice was too grating, halfway through her speech, Christina simply used witchcraft skills to replace her speech.

 A wisp of black smoke appeared in the air out of nowhere and formed a few simple lines of words.

 "I'm doing well, and there's nothing I need help with."

 "I've avenged my brother."

 "The person who killed my brother, the person who transformed me, I've swallowed them."

 "Additionally…"

 "Jimmy is dead."
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 "Hmm?" 

 Link fell silent, an increasingly grim expression overwhelming his face.

 Since arriving at the Starry Fortress, nothing had put him at ease.

 "How did he die?"

 After a moment, Link broke the silence with his question.

 Christina shook her head, signaling that she also didn't know the specifics.

 The smoke in the air formed a sentence: "I just received Jimmy's suicide note and news of his death. I'm not privy to the details."

 "Alright."

 Link nodded, signaling his understanding.

 Even after becoming an official wizard, he didn't have much free time.

 He was so engrossed in learning and research that his business took up too much time; there was hardly any time to be spared.

 Up to now, apart from his various excursions to different worlds, in the Wizard World Homeland, Link's movements were confined within the Ravensmouth Special Area.

 Forget about exploring the Tudor region or the entire West Coast, he hadn't even set foot in the Mitchell District.

 If he wanted to see more, he'd have to venture out with tradepersons, like Jimmy did.

 Thinking of Jimmy, a touch of desolation flashed across Link's face.

 Another one of the five lads who left the Quete Archipelago together had perished.

 Only three remained.

 Another transient presence in his life was gone.

 Link vividly recalled the blissful countenance of Jimmy that evening, when he tilted his head back to enjoy the crumbs that were in his palm.

 Such a simple and honest young man he was.

 Perhaps the recent sighting of a ruin world, resembling his homeland from his past life, had struck a heavy blow to him, causing emotional waves to ripple once the Mind Closure Technique paused momentarily.

 This wasn't good.

 Taking a deep breath, Link adjusted his state of mind again, deciding to put these thoughts aside and focus on the main task at hand — learning and communicating. The rest could wait.

 "Peck, are we all set?"

 Link turned towards Peck, who looked more confrontational than communicative with the Shadow City Team across from him, leading the 20 apprentices from the College.

 "Captain,"

 Peck, still fixated on the vice-leader of the Shadow City Team, replied loudly, "We're ready, but they have an issue."

 "What issue?"

 Link's brows furrowed; he sure did not want any drama.

 "Shadow City says we must enter the Ruin world behind them."

 Peck shared the reason for the standoff, emphasizing, "They don't even wish to enter with us!"

 Link turned back to Christina and asked, "What do you think?"

 "Go...in...together."

 Christina managed to get a sentence out, then turned to face the Shadow City team and walked away.

 Thus, a dispute charged with alluding intentions came to a peaceful closure.

 The competitive learning or rather rivalry began the moment they met.

 The scramble to be the first to enter the Ruin world was Shadow City apprentice team's preliminary aggressive attempt.

 If you concede once, you may concede a second time, a third time, or countless other times.

 That's how the saying "give them an inch and they'll take a mile" goes.

 Under the leaders' supervision, both apprentice teams stopped their obstinacy and started preparing for the journey ahead.

 On the College side, Lanny Taylor started to execute her responsibilities as captain after consulting with Link and Peck.

 She first called the two vice-captains, Luna Colonna and Gillian Clark, over to one side.

 To align their thoughts, figure out task distribution, and create a detailed strategy and direction for the team.

 Lanny had clearly given this a great deal of thought during the journey to the Starry Fortress.

 She planned to divide the eighteen team members into four groups. One for surveillance, a second for reconnaissance, a third for scavenging supplies, and a fourth to cover all the bases.

 Vice-captain Luna would lead Groups 1 and 2, whereas Vice-captain Gillian would manage Groups 3 and 4.

 Lanny would take charge of coordinating everyone.

 This plan met with approval from Luna and Gillian.

 Subsequently, the three leaders started implementing the division plan.

 They broke down all the existing small groups, reshuffled the team members, and formed four new groups.

 Over at Shadow City, they implemented a similar method, with just a few minor differences in the details.

 Once the preparations were finished on both sides, it was time to officially kick off the learning exchange.

 Link, in tandem with Christina, applied to the Transport Spirit who managed the hub, to use the transportation gate to access the Ruin World.

 The Starry Fortress belonged to the entire Wizard World, and any Wizard Organization registered with the Supreme Council could utilize it for a fee.

 However, unless officially authorized by the Supreme Council, members of a Wizard Organization could not 'hang around' the Starry Fortress, and could only transit through the transport hub.

 This was the nature of the application jointly submitted by Ravensmouth College and Shadow City.

 Once the Shadow City Team arrived, the Transport Spirit adjusted the teleportation gate's parameters immediately, but permissions to operate it had yet to be granted.

 Upon receiving permission from both Link and Christina, the gate that dimmed once Shadow City arrived began to glow brightly again.

 "Prepare! Let's move out!"

 After confirming the teleportation coordinates with the automated Intelligent Puppet arranged by the College, Link signaled the apprentice team.

 Everyone put on their containment suits without any delay.

 This time, Peck took the lead, and Link covered the rear as twenty-two of them filed into the teleportation gate.

 "Move...out."

 On the Shadow City side, Christina gave the order simultaneously, deliberately slowing down her speech to keep pace with Link.

 They, too, had their vice-leader leading the way, with Christina bringing up the rear.

 Both teams entered the teleportation gate almost simultaneously.

 And then came the familiar sensation of spatial dislocation.
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 Cloaked in his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor", with the "Defender 3202" suit inside and the isolator outside, the heavily armed Link stabilized his shape and discovered that he was standing on the rooftop of an abandoned skyscraper.

 The Apprentice Team was not far ahead of him.

 Under the direction of Lanny Taylor, Luna Colonna, and Gillian Clark, four teams were clear in their duties, either on guard, reconnoitering, gathering information, or filling in gaps.

 Peck was already floating in the air, his figure invisible, with only Link seeing some traces.

 Link similarly rose into the air without spectacle, rendering himself invisible.

 From now on, it all depended on the Apprentice Team's abilities, whether they could find valuable items whose total value exceeded that of Shadow City.

 As leaders of their teams, both Link and Peck were definitely not allowed to interfere.

 Though the academy did not explicitly state it, they could easily deduce that any interference by the leaders in the search for supplies would result in deductions.

 The main task of the team leaders was to ensure the safety of the Apprentice Team and guard against the Shadow City leaders' shameless, bullying attacks.

 The Shadow City Team appeared on the rooftop of another abandoned skyscraper.

 The distance between both sides was not far, intimately visible, looking at each other from across the space.

 The actions taken by Christina and her Vice Leader were identical to those on Link's side.

 They were both suspended in the air, invisible, yet following.

 After exchanging a glance, the four had no communication, yet there was a certain tacit understanding between them.

 For quite a while, neither side would act against the other's Apprentice Team.

 Unless something unexpected occurred, such as one team discovering an item of exceptional value that could determine the outcome of this exchange study in one stroke.

 This was the significance of a balance of power.

 Having a sword and not using it, and not having a sword at all, were two completely different things.

 If only one team had an official wizard following them, or if the team with an official wizard had more official wizards than the other, the balance would be shattered.

 Whether the Apprentice Team would suffer a dimension-reducing attack from an official wizard depended entirely on the goodwill of the extra official wizard on the other side.

 They could fight if they wanted to, and not fight if they didn't.

 The apprentice team that is intimidated will always be in a state of anxiety.

 This would lead to an unequal competition!

 (Nucle...)

 As the Apprentice Team continued to search downwards in the building, Link saw more and more traces of the previous world.

 Somehow, this Ruin world was not affected by time.

 More than six thousand years had passed, yet the buildings, decorations, and furniture showed no signs of weathering or decay.

 Looking at the familiar styles of decoration, watching the workstations that looked like many small cells, observing the desktop computers, Link felt that he was back in the modern world of the 21st century.

 It just seemed like a 21st-century modern world with no people.

 Just like in "I Am a Legend", virus scientist Robert was living alone in the desolate New York, with no one around, no one to respond.

 Link recognized that if this Ruin World was really his former homeland, then this just-discovered area was Shanghai!

 The skyscraper where he now stood was the world's third tallest building, the Shanghai Tower.

 The skyscraper where the Shadow City team was located was the Shanghai World Financial Center.

 In his previous life, Link had never been to Shanghai, but as someone who enjoyed studying all sorts of maps, he had a detailed understanding of Shanghai's topography and various structures.

 As he was reminiscing about the past, a few large maps appeared before Link as he turned a corner.

 World map, national map, Shanghai map; they were lined up one by one.

 Three groups of the Apprentice Team had already assigned personnel to photograph the maps.

 Valuable objects and items included information and knowledge.

 He glanced at the three maps, and the name of a building caught Link's eye and lingered.

 Shanghai Planetarium!

 Not that the building itself was particularly special, but the words "astronomical" sparked a thought in Link as he remembered the "Universe Meditation Method" he had established.

 He was currently missing specific data related to cosmic celestial bodies.

 Now that he had the chance, he had to seize the opportunity to collect the relevant data, so he wouldn't need to "rack his brains" and scrape up memories from his limited knowledge of astronomy in his previous life.

 "I'm going to check out some other places. Keep an eye on them."

 No sooner said than done. Link used telepathy to convey this sentence to Peck, then turned and floated toward the fire exit.

 He closed the fire door, blocking Peck's and the Apprentice Team's line of sight.

 Link called out to Franda, sharing all the knowledge he had about Shanghai, including the addresses of the Shanghai Planetarium and some well-known colleges and research institutions, as well as all the memories of his previous life.

 Without the need for telepathy, Link was able to communicate with Franda on a mental level.

 "Do you understand now?"

 "Yes, Master, Franda will surely find the knowledge and information you need."

 Franda patted her little chest, nodded decisively, pledging her word.

 "Then go, be careful, if you encounter danger, immediately return to the 'Small World', don't force yourself."

 Link reminded her once more, like a father worrying about his little daughter's safety as she set off on a long journey.

 "Um, thank you for your concern, Master."

 A brilliant smile bloomed on Franda's face as she happily agreed.

 The Master really cares about her.

 "Go on."

 "Yes, Master, Franda's going."

 He watched as Franda turned into a shadow, seeping through the wall of the building, and then transformed into a breeze, immediately drifting toward the first stop, the Shanghai Planetarium.
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 Link abruptly spun around, his gaze piercing into the corner where Christina had stealthily moved after Franda had left.

 After a moment, Link gave up on his plan to strike.

 The figure before him was not a real person.

 "What's the matter?"

 "Telepathy" was used again.

 It's not that Link didn't want to use the more secretive "spiritual link," but the course of True Spirit Wizard in the Senior Division did not teach this witchcraft.

 Regular channels also couldn't find any related materials or literature about "spiritual link."

 It is said that you must join the True Spirit Wizard Union, a relatively loose organization, in order to get all the learning materials and learning permissions for "spiritual link."

 Christina nodded.

 A wisp of black smoke appeared in the air, twisting and winding like a snake, outlining a few lines.

 "This is my phantasmal clone, the duration is very short, so I'll keep it brief."

 "I can give you all the information on the biological modifications I've undergone, and even a part of my flesh and blood for your research."

 "I only have one favor to ask you to help with."

 "Let my child be a normal person."

 As the black smoke writhed, Christina's hands gently stroked her abdomen, her eyes radiating a motherly glow.

 When they first met at the Starry Fortress, Link already sensed that Christina was pregnant.

 He was initially surprised. Did Christina meet a good man she could entrust her life to?

 It wasn't until he saw the phrase "the one who modified her was swallowed by me" that Link was able to guess the rough details of the situation.

 He chose not to delve into specifics, considering them merely distasteful affairs of the world.

 Sins, disgust, indignation that could only be quelled by retribution.

 Link thought for a moment before answering, "I can only do my best, but I can't guarantee anything. As you know, reversing biological modifications is very difficult."

 Uh...

 Indeed, it is very difficult to reverse.

 For example, the Medical Department of Sage Palo's army at the front line in the Fairy World was unable to reverse the deformity of the Fairies.

 It wasn't until Link took action that this was finally resolved.

 "Okay."

 The black smoke outlined this word before it and Christina's illusion disappeared together.

 Link turned around and left the fire escape, finding the team that had moved forward considerably in his absence. Standing shoulder-to-shoulder with Peck, he watched the orderly search carried out by the Apprentice Team.

 It was undeniable, Lanny Taylor was exceptional, even the Peak Third-class Wizard Apprentices who were on the verge of becoming Official Wizards were exceptionally outstanding.

 Once in action, they all demonstrated their astute abilities and extensive knowledge.

 Anything of value, especially carriers of knowledge and information, was completely confiscated.

 Thankfully, the Academy was thorough in its planning, having provided a Space Storage Equipment for the Apprentice Team.

 Otherwise, the final load would have overwhelmed all the members of the Apprentice Team.

 There was a sudden loud bang.

 Then the deafening sound of continuous explosions came from the direction of the Shadow City Team.

 Lanny immediately reacted, issuing instructions: "Group one, expand the alert range; group two, move closer for reconnaissance; group three, continue the search; group four, be on standby to reinforce whichever group that falls short."

 "Yes."

 The team members answered in unison.

 The Academy's education system always had various ways to strengthen teamwork.

 Either in courses or in extracurricular practice.

 A classic example would be the annual competition for each grade in the Junior Division.

 Except for a few one-on-one contests, most of them emphasized teamwork and confrontation.

 When it came to the stage of the Senior Division, the internships conducted halfway through the advanced studies were all carried out in small groups.

 Therefore, once the Academy's Wizard Apprentices or Official Wizards entered task mode, they could quickly disperse and collaborate on execution.

 The eighteen team members acted promptly according to the instructions.

 Lanny then gathered the two vice-captains and said in a low voice, "We don't know what's happened on Shadow City's side, but we must heighten our vigilance to prevent the worst-case scenario."

 After a pause, Lanny stressed, "I believe that from now on, we three need to be of one mind and be prepared to strike at any moment."

 She perceived the commotion on the Shadow City side as an important discovery rather than a danger.

 And prepared for battle.

 "Agreed."

 Luna and Gillian agreed with Lanny's worst-case scenario.

 Strike first and gain the upper hand, or strike later and face destruction.

 Even if there were no significant discoveries on the Shadow City side, and even if Shadow City was in danger, preemptive attack could always secure an advantage.

 As for the two leaders on the opposing side, they had their own leaders to deal with, no need for them to worry about it.

 What they needed to do was to win this exchange learning.

 The regular way was to compete for whose collected materials were more valuable.

 Launching an attack and eliminating the opponent was also a victory.

 The academy only looked at the results, so they would deliver results.

 No matter how it was achieved.
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 The foundation of a wizard is rationality and cold-bloodedness.

 With deeper learning and more experience, Lanny Taylor, a third-year student, has changed greatly.

 She is increasingly resembling an image of a qualified wizard.

 The Brotherhood Group, Pure Bloods, and Half Bloods are no exception.

 They all share one thing in common, that is, regardless of what they do, they have started to only pursue the results, deliberately ignoring the process.

 The members of "Do Whatever You Want," under Link's explicit or covert guidance and restrictions, are not that extreme.

 But they also subtly show signs of unscrupulous behavior.

 Link noticed this a while ago, but he didn't intervene, and he didn't want to intervene.

 Because he couldn't intervene.

 He himself had conducted many corpse dissections and live studies in the Fairy World, and did he ever consider whether his methods were just?

 He used five hooligans to test the effects of the "Fairy" potion, essentially treating them like lab rats, did he ever consider whether his motive was ethical?

 If the upper beam is not straight, how can he control the lower beam?

 So, seeing Lanny determined to kill because of a stimulus, and Luna and Gillian did not object, but immediately agreed, Link was not surprised.

 He just watched quietly, with no intention to stop it.

 Peck also thought that the decision of the three captains of the Apprentice Team was very correct and natural.

 After all, what kind of wizard wouldn't kill at least a few people?

 The second team, controlling the Reconnaissance Magic Tools, approached for reconnaissance, broke through the image shield of the Shadow City Team, and successfully obtained the real-time image of the Shadow City Team.

 Inside the 86th floor of the Shanghai World Financial Center, a fierce battle was taking place.

 The enemies of the Shadow City Team turned out to be humanoid combat robots.

 These combat robots use high-power thermal weapons, which are very destructive to the surrounding environment but pose no threat to third-class wizard apprentices.

 They could not inflict even a little damage on the Shadow City Team, they only destroyed a lot of furniture and internal structures of the hotel.

 The Shadow City Team did not counterattack, only defended.

 Their plan was very clear, just to deplete the ammunition of the combat robots, and then "capture alive" the combat robots.

 The origin of the Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, indeed, should not be underestimated.

 Just after "landing", the Shadow City Team encountered the prototypes of various intelligent puppets widely popular in the Wizard World.

 These prototypes, if placed six thousand years ago, when the Wizard World just discovered this Special Ruin World, would have been extremely valuable.

 At the time, the Intelligence Mechanism Wizard faction in the Wizard World was just starting, and alchemy was very primitive, desperately needing reference and direction.

 According to the rules of this exchange study, if they could "capture alive" these combat robots, the gains of the Shadow City Team would certainly skyrocket.

 "Accelerate the search process."

 After watching the real-time image, Lanny immediately gave orders to the third team.

 She had made a judgment in her heart.

 Although they had a lot of gains, the equipment—which resembled intelligent brains stored inside the computers—held a lot information. The three maps were very valuable and some other scattered items were also quite precious.

 But even combined, all of these were not as good as even one combat robot.

 Counting the current gains, they were far less than the other side.

 After all, Ravensmouth College and Shadow City agreed to judge the total value of the final gains of the two teams.

 It was not specified that the materials obtained from exploring and pioneering must be new, things the Wizard World had never discovered before.

 Finally, this exchange study was just for determining the ownership of the Special Small World, rather than real exploring and pioneering.

 Even if Shadow City brought back those few combat robots to the Wizard World and could only let them gather dust in the warehouse, it would be useless.

 They must still be judged by the initial value of similar items that have never been discovered in the Wizard World, and not by their current real value.

 So, the academy team must respond accordingly.

 Upon receiving the orders, the third team accelerated the speed of searching for valuable materials.

 And under the indication of Lanny, the team mainly collected information carriers, and gave up bulky and less valuable items.

 "Try it, and fire a few rounds."

 Lanny gave Luna another look.

 She had actually made two plans, searching for materials and preparing to disrupt the other side's rhythm.

 Luna understood, and immediately commanded the first team, which she led, to switch from being responsible for alerting to attacking.

 Several Disposable Magic Tools similar to PRG were quickly assembled.

 After some operations, the RPG linked with the Reconnaissance Magic Tools, obtained real-time reconnaissance data, entered precision guidance mode, and aimed at the 86th floor of the Shanghai World Financial Center.

 Target: Combat robots.

 Purpose: Destroy or damage the combat robots, eliminate or reduce their value.

 It was not only the apprentice team from Ravensmouth College who knew about reconnaissance of the enemy.

 The Shadow City Apprentice Team was also keeping a close eye on the activities of their competitors at all times.

 As soon as they started setting up the cannon here, the other side detected the abnormalities and quickly responded.

 A small team was dispatched to get close to the glass curtain wall and set up a defense;

 Another small team was dispatched to prepare for a counterattack.

 The fact that our own attack was found by the other party is a matter of course.

 No one is a fool.

 Lanny, Luna, and even the members of the first team who were executing the orders all had prepared for this mentality.

 They never thought they could sneak attack on the other side and succeed.

 The attack will not be suspended because the Shadow City Apprentice Team has timely taken response measures.

 A couple people from the first team dismantled a piece of glass curtain wall using witchery, clearing the firing range.

 Several sharp sounds.

 The RPG was launched with a flame tail.

 Seeing this scene, Link seemed to hear Elise's crazy laughter ringing in his ears.
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 These were once Elise's favorites.

 The distance between the two buildings was not too far.

 In less than a second, the RPG reached the Shanghai World Financial Center.

 The Shadow City Team in charge of defense promptly activated the shield of the Defense Magic Tool, preventing the RPG from successfully entering the building.

 The RPG tangled and collided with the defense shield before exploding.

 There was a loud rumble, fiery sparks, and shrapnel flying about.

 However, it merely shattered the glass curtains of several floors, causing a slight shake in the building, but there was not much impact on the inside of the building.

 The Shadow City team, which was in charge of "capturing" the combat robots, didn't even stop.

 Other than the glass shards falling to the ground, there were basically no results.

 Watching this, Lanny signaled Luna to continue the attack while asking Gillian to lead the fourth team in preparing for a defense against a counterattack.

 As expected, before the first team could launch their second attack, the counterattack came.

 It was also a powerful Disposable Magic Tool.

 Unlike the college's RPG, Shadow City employed a "Suicide Mini Drone".

 Dozens of fist-sized flying puppets, shimmering with a dangerous green light, launched an assault on the Shanghai Tower at high speed.

 With a sharp eye, Link saw a very inconspicuous shadow beneath the green light.

 Considering that Shadow City primarily recruits apprentices with shadow element affinity, this shadow could not be taken lightly.

 "Leader..."

 Peck had also noticed it and was about to ask if they should raise an alarm.

 Link gestured with his palm up, stopping Peck in his tracks.

 Even if they did interfere, now was not the right time. They should observe a little longer.

 He trusted that these peers would respond appropriately.

 If things got out of hand, they would just have to swallow their pride and clean up the mess.

 It all happened so quickly.

 The fourth team, following standard defensive procedures, activated the defense shield.

 However, having been bombarded by Elise too many times before, Gillian had developed a cautious habit and ordered the fourth team to forcibly activate a total of five layers of shields.

 Such an expenditure was somewhat excessive.

 It would put an enormous strain on the reserves of the Magic Tools assigned by the college.

 Even though they didn't understand, the fourth team faithfully executed Gillian's orders.

 As if their Magic Tools were free, they activated five layers of defense shields one after another.

 Soon after, puffs began to sound.

 Fist-sized flying puppets, one after another, in staggered rhythm, impacted the defense shield.

 The green light exploded violently, spraying large amounts of corrosive liquid that directly penetrated the first layer of the defense shield and weakened parts of the defensive strength of the second layer shield.

 The shadow hidden beneath the green light turned into a giant python the moment the green light exploded. Its sinister head was high, and it fiercely swooped down.

 Bang, bang, bang, thud!

 The three subsequent layers of shields were as fragile as paper under the impact of the giant python-like shadow, they were directly broken through.

 Luckily, after the second, third, and fourth layers of defense shield had absorbed most of the shadow's impact force, speed, and corrosiveness, it broke under the fifth layer of the shield.

 It disappeared along with the fifth layer of shield, splashing some highly corrosive acid.

 Thankfully, it didn't cause any damage to the building, but it did create a few gaps. It didn't hurt the fourth team members or the first team members who were closest to the glass curtain wall.

 However, such power and noise still had people breaking out in a cold sweat.

 Link estimated that the destructive power of the snake-shaped shadow was not inferior to the great weapon he had used three times before.

 This level of power could kill a defenseless Official Wizard.

 The Shadow City Team actually started with their killing move, which was not only surprising but also infuriating!

 The members of the fourth team looked back at Gillian with a hint of respect in their eyes.

 Without Gillian's seemingly wasteful order, they would have definitely suffered great losses!

 The members of the first team responsible for the attack, seeing this, became furious and decided to up the ante.

 Damn it, they wanted to attack your "Spoils of War", but didn't intend to hit you. But you want to kill us?

 Come on!

 Who's afraid of whom?

 Let's see who can kill whom first!

 Link immediately pulled out his great weapon, which he had just thought of.

 And he pulled out two of them.

 "Kill them for me!"

 Luna roared loudly, her face a mix of shame and anger.

 The first attack was not meant to be fatal, and this was due to her suggestion.

 Since the other party wouldn't show mercy or save face, then let's see who's more merciless and cruel.

 Lanny only cared about the results, not the process.

 She didn't mind Luna's emotional ups and downs, or the change in attitude of the members of the first and fourth teams.

 Her eyes were fixed on the Shanghai World Financial Center, which had calmed down under the effect of the damper.

 She was calculating in her heart how much destructive power is needed to destroy the combat robots inside the building.

 Soon, she came to a conclusion:

 Two great weapons, each claiming to be powerful enough to kill a First Level Wizard, could probably make the opposition shake more violently, but their power was still lacking, and they couldn't achieve the effect she wanted!

 "That's not enough, keep adding, double the attack!"

 Lanny decisively gave Luna the latest order.

 "Yes."

 Luna shouted loudly.

 She then commanded the third team members to bring out more great weapons, directly pulling out half of their reserves.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 102: You Come and I Go, Overestimating One's Abilities_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Combining with the previous two, a total of ten great weapons were used for the second wave of attack.

 Under Gillian's command, the fourth group started to build a more robust defense.

 They selectively brought out defensive magic tools that were more resistant to corrosion and penetration.

 At the same time, Gillian organized the members of the fourth group to use their most proficient defense witchcraft while using their defensive magic tools to compensate for the weaknesses in their defense system.

 These steady performances ensured that the second attack by Shadow City, which had significantly intensified its attack, was once again repelled ineffectively.

 The group that had twice prepared for this, resulting in an inability to follow up promptly with the attack rhythm, finally launched their second wave of attack.

 A total of ten great weapons were launched with a howl.

 If the full force of this wave of attack is released, it might directly destroy the building opposite.

 It was like the world-shocking explosion on 01.09.11.

 The vice leader of Shadow City assessed the strength of the attack by the Ravensmouth College apprentice team and couldn't keep still.

 Damn it, have we encountered a bunch of madmen?

 You guys want to bury us alive just because our attack intensity is slightly larger?

 Do you need to react so excessively?

 In his haste, the vice-leader did not even wait for instructions,

 Or, more accurately, he never respected Christina, a woman who climbed to a height she did not originally belong to, and is now above him, through sexual allure and biochemical modifications.

 Without saying a word of farewell, he flew out from the darkness, waved his hand handsomely, and used his destiny witchcraft.

 A shadowy giant hand, appeared to obscure the sun and sky, suddenly appeared between the two buildings.

 With a light squeeze, it caught the ten great weapons, and then swiftly faded.

 It disappeared from the eyes of many third-class wizard apprentices in the academy as if it was erased by an eraser, and entered the Shadow Plane.

 The ten great weapons naturally disappeared without a trace and couldn't cause any harm to the Shadow City apprentice team.

 Link had noticed the change in the vice-leader of Shadow City long ago.

 He waited intentionally until the other party had eliminated this wave of attack which could potentially demolish the Shanghai World Financial Center in its entirety before making a move.

 "Bastard!"

 A loud reprimand surged towards the vice-leader of Shadow City from all sides.

 The sound was repeated and echoed, reverberating without knowing its source.

 This was a "spiritual attack."

 A wave of spiritual power subtly to the extreme comes rushing in, knocking on the barrier of the vice-leader of Shadow City's Sea of Consciousness.

 This was "Mental Relaxation."

 The vice-leader of Shadow City suddenly felt the entire Ruin world started to rotate and fold, and he himself was like a bug caught in a hurricane, losing all resistance.

 This was "Mental Frenzy."

 "Bad!"

 The vice-leader of Shadow City let out a cry in his heart, knowing that he was under a spiritual attack.

 Just as he tried to escape the influence, he suddenly forgot where he was and what he wanted to do.

 "Who am I?"

 "Where am I?"

 "Where do I come from?"

 "Where do I want to go?"

 One question after another popped up in his mind, making the vice-leader of Shadow City's thoughts completely chaotic.

 He could not even maintain his levitation witchcraft, his body plunged towards the ground at high speed.

 This was the flexible use of the "spiritual maze."

 Link, using the technique of his Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft "Continuous Casting," cast his Psychic Series Witchcraft one after another in less than 0.2 seconds,

 Without any respect for witchcraft, he successfully attacked and took down the vice-leader of Shadow City while everyone couldn't react in time.

 A loud "bang."

 Despite having undergone a Life Essence Transition, the vice-leader of Shadow City suffered severe injuries from falling over 400 meters without any defense measures and depending only on his suit's passive defense.

 He was not instantly killed but completely lost the ability to move and think.

 His injuries were worse than those of Scott Colonna, and his condition was more miserable than Scott's.

 All the bones in his body, including his skull, were crush fractured, his internal organs ruptured, bleeding heavily, and he fell into a coma due to the loss of will.

 The only instinct left was his trembling, and he kept spitting out large mouthfuls of clotted blood.

 Christina was late, only appearing in front of the vice-leader at this moment, and lightly extended her slippery arm, which resembled an octopus's tentacle, to block Link's stomping attack from on high.

 "Enough…"

 Christina eliminated Link's impact, quickly withdrew her disturbing arm, and opened her mouth with difficulty in a harsh voice created as if two rusty iron pieces were grinding together, "I…can't…let…you…kill…him."

 "Why? Give me a reason."

 Link pulled back and hovered, looking down at Christina from a high position and asking coldly.

 "He...still...has...use."

 As Christina was speaking, she rummaged around in the vice-leader of Shadow City's chest, pulled out a pocket watch, and threw it to Link.

 The black smoke that gave people the feeling of a cold snake silently appeared again, outlining a sentence.

 "Storage Magic Tool, ransom."

 Link caught the pocket watch, flipped it in the air, and carefully checked it.

 Confirming that it was indeed a Storage Magic Tool, and its internal space was not small, with a capacity roughly the size of two shipping containers. It belongs to the rare and valuable kind.

 However, for some reason, it was empty inside without anything.

 Maybe the middle merchant made a profit?
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 "Alright." 

 After thinking for a moment, Link decided to give Christina a break.

 He, himself, had no real intention of killing the vice leader of Shadow City.

 It was merely a friendly exchange of learning, no need to kill someone over a small matter.

 A lesson was enough, let the other party remember not to show off blindly in the future.

 If they wanted to show off, they should at least choose the right occasion.

 Similarly, Link did not pursue the question of where the supplies that should have been stored in the pocket watch had gone.

 His demand for Magic Stones was high, but he was not lacking in what could be valuable supplies.

 If he had them, it was a pleasant surprise. If not, it didn't matter.

 People should rely on their own hands and wisdom to become rich.

 Killing and looting, typical behavior of "one cannot get rich without windfalls", Link deeply despises.

 Moreover, it's better to be ignorant sometimes.

 Don't make everything clear.

 Where the water is too clear, there are no fish.

 "Thank...thank..."

 Christina let out a sigh of relief and thanked him with difficulty.

 Just by looking at how Link easily defeated the vice leader of Shadow City in 2 seconds,

 she knew that she was able to block Link's attack so easily not because she was strong, but because Link had held back.

 It was Link who wanted her to block that kick, not that she could block it.

 There is a big difference between the two.

 Like heaven and earth.

 Once she took the supplies stored in the pocket watch, Christina's heart was hanging in her throat.

 She was afraid that Link would turn his face and hit her regardless of the negligible friendship.

 But, her body had a big problem and needed to absorb a lot of vitality.

 Otherwise, she wouldn't be able to protect herself, let alone her child.

 So her need for Magic Stones and supplies was particularly urgent.

 Fortunately, although it seemed that Link had already noticed the emptiness of the pocket watch, he did not pursue it, and he did not even expose it.

 This not only gave her great benefits, but also gave her great face.

 She kept her face intact.

 Christina kept these in mind.

 If there is a chance in the future, she must repay him well.

 "No bragging, I am really talented in biochemistry and potions. If you don't believe me, you can ask around. If you have any problems in this area, feel free to find me, don't feel embarrassed."

 Link left these words before he left.

 Through several continuous contacts, he felt more and more that the changes that had occurred on Christina were worth studying.

 So he wanted to try again.

 Not only to satisfy his own needs but also to try to solve Christina's problem.

 Why not?

 Christina's snake eyes were deep, she kept Link's words in mind and planned to seriously inquire after leaving the Special Ruin World.

 If it's true that Link has a good achievement in biochemistry and potions, then she will ask for help.

 Isn't it just to give up dignity in exchange for survival?

 As long as she can survive and live to the time when she can kill all the people who caused her to fall into such a situation, she can do anything.

 Even if it's being a lab rat!

 Pressing down on her tumultuous thoughts, Christina glanced at the dying vice leader, took a sphere out of her waist pocket, and threw it on the ground.

 The sphere fell to the ground, turning into a complex rune array.

 A beam of white light fell from the sky, shining on the vice leader of Shadow City.

 Soon, the white light disappeared, and the figure of the vice leader of Shadow City was also gone.

 This is a signal for Starry Fortress's assistance.

 Each one is worth 10 standard Level-2 Magic Stones.

 After use, a Guiding Rune Formation will be formed within 3 seconds, guiding the transfer beam of the Starry Fortress.

 Move the injured or those who give up exploring and pioneering to the medical cabin of the Starry Fortress.

 Treat the wounded, and sterilize those who are uninjured.

 Hmm...

 Christina, who wished she could split a Magic Stone in two to use, would not pay out of her own pocket to save an ingrate.

 The signal device also belonged to the reserved item in the space storage magic tool, the pocket watch, which originally belonged to the vice leader of Shadow City.

 Moreover, the signal device is purchased, the guiding light column is one price, and medical treatment is another price.

 You want to seek the rescue of the Starry Fortress with just 10 standard Level-2 Magic Stones?

 Wishful thinking.

 Only hope that the vice leader of Shadow City will not faint when he sees the bill after waking up.

 While so many things happened here, although the rhythm was super fast and the rabbit rose and fell, there were several reversals.

 But in the two buildings, the two apprentice teams from Ravensmouth College and Shadow City, noticed and tacitly stopped their actions.

 Waiting for the result of the duel between the two leaders.

 Everyone saw the scene of the vice leader of Shadow City falling.

 But who can be sure that he can't counter-kill until the last moment?

 When the transfer beam fell, everyone's hearts clenched.

 This means that a leader has been completely defeated, defeated to the degree that he must accept aid.

 How long has it been?

 Is it 30 seconds?

 As a First Level Wizard, is the gap really so big?

 This is simply outrageous!

 "What are you staring at, continue."

 On the side of Ravensmouth College, they only hear the sound, not see the person. But it also made the twenty Third-class wizard apprentices erupt into a loud cheer.

 Especially the Brotherhood Group shouted the loudest.

 Even Lanny Taylor and Tracey Lucia unknowingly shouted a few times.

 When they reacted, they awkwardly closed their mouths.

 Then, everyone erupted with stronger passion, under the command of Lanny, Luna, and Gillian, they continued the task of searching for supplies.
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 Lanny outright canceled the plan to attack the Shadow City Team.

 The plan was simply to maintain a continuous reconnaissance on the Shadow City Team.

 Their own leader, Link Grande... a wizard capable of eliminating the person trying to attack in seconds.

 Whether that person was the leader of Shadow City or the Vice Leader, it represented that Wizard Grande had the ability to intercept their opposition.

 Since Wizard Grande hadn't intercepted, but instead allowed the other side to confiscate ten great weapons.

 It proved that Wizard Grande also didn't want to see so many great weapons exploding together, causing casualties to Shadow City Team and rampant destruction of buildings.

 So, it is better to temporarily collect resources for now.

 Wait until later, to find a suitable opportunity, a suitable method, to carry out a suitable fight.

 The grievance of being ambushed must be vented.

 If it's not vented, it's unbearable.

 Contrary to Ravensmouth College's joy and exhilaration, the atmosphere of the Shadow City Apprentice Team wasn't very good.

 Even if the Vice Leader was an arrogant person with a high opinion of himself, he was still their Vice Leader.

 Even if the Vice Leader was defeated instantly, he was still defeated while trying to block a potentially fatal attack for them.

 How could they laugh at such a sad moment?

 "Pfff!"

 "Hahaha…"

 "The Vice Leader really is like a dog!"

 Suddenly, a female wizard apprentice in charge of reconnaissance laughed out loud, and she was very happy.

 She not only wanted to be happy herself but also wanted everyone to be happy together.

 She projected the embarrassing image of the Vice Leader barely hanging on, which was captured by the Reconnaissance Magic Tool, and even zoomed in on his face.

 Letting everyone see clearly, the Vice Leader lost consciousness, but was constantly vomiting blood, a horrifying sight.

 "Hahaha…"

 "Yes, he really does look like a dog!"

 "He deserves it, it's retribution!"

 The other female apprentices who had also been verbally and physically harassed by the Vice Leader all started laughing.

 The other wizard apprentices did not join in the ridicule, nor did they stop it.

 Apprentices with dark-element affinity, as they delved deeper into their studies, increased their ranks, and researched witchcraft, their character would become more sinister, bloodthirsty, indifferent, and ruthless.

 If something didn't concern them directly, they would ignore it.

 Not to mention the Vice Leader didn't die, even if he had died, they wouldn't meddle in these female wizard apprentices' ridicule.

 "Con...tinue...work..."

 Not until Christina's hoarse and piercing voice echoed again, did the rhythm of the Shadow City Apprentice Team return to normal.

 Confirming that the Ravensmouth College Apprentice Team had no plans to attack again, they also dispelled their retaliatory thoughts, withdrawing the two teams responsible for attacking and defending, and started capturing combat robots with peace of mind.

 After that, both sides maintained restraint and each continued scavenging for valuable materials.

 Link, following the college team as their caretaker, felt extremely bored.

 Having nothing to do, he shared Franda's vision and communicated with her at the mental level.

 Commanding Franda, she transformed into the Spirit of the Wind and traveled everywhere.

 It must be said, when a "Seed" evolved into a "Small World", the benefits Franda gained were truly large and numerous.

 Not to say that the ability to freely convert between real and illusionary forms was strengthened.

 She also gained the new ability to morph into the Spirit of the Wind. Wherever she wanted to go, she could instantly, which was extremely convenient.

 It could clearly be said that it was the god skill of choice for running errands.

 Franda had almost run through the entire Shanghai City, successively gathering countless knowledge from the Shanghai Planetarium, Shanghai Jiao Tong University, Zhendan University, and other research institutes and famous schools.

 Not just related to astronomy, as long as it could be gathered, whether it was humanities, social sciences, or natural sciences, nothing was left behind.

 All of it was converted and transmitted into the "Small World," temporarily stored at the origin.

 When Link was free, he could sort it out.

 It may not be of much use, but it could serve as a reference.

 By the time Link felt there was nothing left to gather, the college apprentice team had already swept to the fifth basement level of the building.

 There was a massive vault here.

 Seeing this vault, Lanny thought that in terms of the value of materials collected, their side might be able to overtake Shadow City.

 "Act freely, quickly!"

 Though they didn't have any unlocking spells like "open sesame,"

 However, the vault's ridiculous security measures intended for ordinary people certainly didn't stand in the way of twenty third-class wizard apprentices who were determined to get in.

 Mechanical lock?

 A probe with spiritual power revealed everything clearly.

 They didn't even have to drill, listen, or test turns, they just turned it a few times, and it was directly opened.

 Electronic password lock?

 The intelligent brain brought out the password cracking program and attached it.

 The door clicked open.

 Biometric locks such as palm print, iris, and others?

 Directly blasted open, can't be bothered with them.

 Like that, the twenty third-class wizard apprentices barged into the massive private vault like robbers and began looting.

 Link wasn't interested in this scene, in fact, he was somewhat disgusted.

 He alerted Peck with "telepathy" to keep an eye on things and call him if something happened. Then Link left the fifth basement level, came to the first floor, and walked out of the building through the open door.

 Walking around the plaza at the bottom of the building, Link frowned in thought.

 He always felt that this exchange study couldn't be that simple, and there seemed to be some veiled meanings behind it that he couldn't understand for now.

 This special Ruin World, which couldn't yet be confirmed as his homeland from his previous life, had already been discovered and monitored by the Wizard World for over six thousand years.
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 Given enough time, even the deepest secrets can be uncovered.

 Recently, the area known as Shanghai was newly discovered, as introduced by the Academy.

 Given the importance that the Supreme Council of the Wizard World attaches to this Special Ruin World, they would definitely dispatch elite teams under their direct control to explore it immediately.

 However, upon arrival, Link found that the two buildings where the Apprentice Teams from the Academy and Shadow City had landed showed no signs of being searched.

 How could it be that such prominent skyscrapers have not been searched? Is this reasonable?

 No, it isn't!

 After concealing his figure, Link stepped off the square and onto the main street.

 Standing on the deserted street, littered with randomly placed vehicles, Link looked up at the hazy sky.

 His dark eyes reflected the turbid, azure sky, leaving him lost in complex thought.

 Wasn't this Special Ruin World supposedly laid to waste after endless devastating wars?

 Why is there no sign of war here at all?

 No holes from artillery shells, no bullet holes, no skeletal remains.

 All traces associated with conventional warfare in Link's memory are absent.

 Yet, the combat robots that the Shadow City's Apprentice Team had previously encountered were without a doubt equipped with conventional weapons.

 This contradiction confounded Link. How could it be that the entire population of the sizable Shanghai, over twenty-five million people, disappeared without a trace?

 It doesn't hit the mark from the standpoint of science he knew in his past life, nor from the system of the supernatural in his current life, especially following the Wizard System.

 Moreover, having operated the Mind Closure Technique for a long time, Link finally noticed a hint of strangeness.

 Since entering this Special Ruin World, everyone, including Link himself,

 seemed to have been mind-controlled into believing that the initial stage of exploring this new territory was to clear the buildings they had arrived in.

 They felt they couldn't explore the other parts unless they thoroughly searched the building they had landed in.

 But the place they first landed was the rooftop of two skyscrapers, which could overlook the entire Shanghai. They could have checked the whole city landscape!

 They saw the map of Shanghai while clearing the building. Why didn't anyone propose the standard procedure of first identifying key areas and then carrying out targeted searches?

 Upon closer thought, it sent chills down Link's spine.

 "So, what kind of secret is hidden here?"

 Link pondered deeply.

 "Master, Master...."

 At this moment, Franda called out through their mental connection, "Master, come quickly, see what Franda has found!"

 "What have you found?"

 Link responded quickly to Franda's surprised exclamations, and then calmly shared Franda's vision.

 A huge underground workshop that manufactures various types of robots came into view.

 The workshop was brightly lit and impeccably clean, with a constant supply of energy.

 The production line was piled with many formed and waiting-to-be-assembled parts.

 Through a nearly fifty meters wide and ten meters high floor-to-ceiling window, one could see a massive warehouse outside, which was the size of more than a dozen football fields.

 Row after row of combat robots equipped with a full set of weapons stood neatly, waiting to be activated. There were about five thousand of them at a glance.

 Behind the robot formation was an aircraft which closely resembled the An-225, and several bombers similar to the Tu-160M were parked neatly behind it.

 Link's "gaze" was firmly fixed on the An-225, he sighed in admiration:

 "It's truly beautiful!"
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 "The little fellow seems to have discovered something."

 In the Ravensmouth College headquarters where the space-time coordinates were absolutely confidential, the Great Sage Revo and the Great Sage Seuss, who had not been out for many years, sat across from each other.

 The Great Sage Revo, with white hair casually draped over his shoulders, looked like a twenty-year-old despite being nearly nineteen hundred years old.

 "What can he do about what he's discovered? What can he change right now? Isn't everything under your control?"

 Great Sage Seuss responded casually.

 She was beautiful, slender, and had exceptional temperament.

 It didn't seem like she was a predecessor who also lived for nearly nineteen hundred years.

 She teemed with the luster of youth.

 More enticing than young girls, but displaying more youthful vibes than mature women.

 She was both seen as a young woman and as a regal lady, both sweet and salty.

 Her appearance, temperament, and age presented a great contrast.

 For wizards, especially high-level wizards, the methods to remain young or rejuvenate were countless.

 However, temperament had a deep connection with a person's soul.

 It was remarkable and almost a miracle for the Great Sage Seuss to have maintained such a youthful spirit for so long.

 "That's true, but I quite like this little fellow."

 Great Sage Revo had known, loved, and accompanied Great Sage Seuss for nearly nineteen hundred years, how could he not understand her character and way of speaking?

 It was easy to resolve disagreements on less important matters.

 She spoke her mind, he spoke his, no need to forcibly agree

 Each had their own opinion.

 "He's just average, not ordinary, but not particularly prominent either."

 For some reason, Great Sage Seuss was at odds with Great Sage Revo, contradicting him in every way.

 Even though she didn't think this way, she felt the need to say it.

 Seeing this, the Great Sage Revo simply changed the topic:

 "The time mentioned in the last prophecy before the demise of the Saint of Nostrodamus is approaching, but the 'Alien Guest' who can stabilize that ruined world and open a path to the parallel universe behind it hasn't appeared yet.

 This has made many people grow anxious.

 The Supreme Council has even issued a decree jointly signed by five saints. The wizard organization that can discover the 'Alien Guest' mentioned in the prophecy will be rewarded with abundant high-level resources.

 If we can find that 'Alien Guest', we can get the resources we desperately need.

 You've been a seventh-level witch for too long, it's time to level up.

 Then, both of us will be Level Eight Great Sages.

 Our college will not be confined to the Mitchell District and can welcome further development."

 Great Sage Seuss replied, "We're slowly accumulating what we need and should be able to gather it before the prophecy's time arrives. There's no urgent need to find an 'Alien Guest'."

 "We're not going to intentionally look for it, it's just an incidental matter."

 Great Sage Revo explained his intention, "I noticed this little lad because of Rosenthal."

 "Rosenthal?"

 Great Sage Seuss was taken aback, "Didn't he fall into despair, choose to return to his homeland, protect the Cultivation Secret Realms and is waiting for death? How is he involved again?"

 Great Sage Revo smiled and said:

 "Walters wanted to use the special qualities of this young lad's 'Alien Guest' soul to nurture a 'seed' formed from the essence of a ruined world, as a second backup plan for advancing to become a Great Sage. (Chapter 38, Volume 3)

 However, Rosenthal discovered this by chance, and probably on a whim, thwarted the backup plan of Walters. (Chapters 54 to 56, Volume 3)

 Walters, not daring to argue with Rosenthal who was willing to embrace death, and fearing the loss of face, had brought this issue to me instead."

 "Hmph!"

 Hearing this, Great Sage Seuss' face turned dark and she said angrily, "He's a disgrace! He's already a level six wizard but still pulling such a disgraceful stunt, manipulating a first-level wizard, what a humiliation to all wizards!"

 "At that time, the little lad was still a wizard apprentice, and had not yet become an official wizard."

 "Hmph!"

 Great Sage Revo added an explanation, successfully arousing even more anger from Great Sage Seuss.

 "Ha, ha...."

 Great Sage Revo laughed and continued, "I guess Walters was aware of his unreasonable actions and still wanted to save face, therefore he didn't want to give the young lad any trouble."

 "Even if he didn't stoop too low, it's still disgraceful!"

 After a while, Great Sage Seuss calmed her feelings and casually asked, "Since he's not the 'Alien Guest' that you're looking for, how are you planning to handle him?"

 "Handle him?"

 Great Sage Revo laughed and replied, "Why should I handle him? No matter what, the lad is a rising star of our college. The better he develops, the more it would benefit us. Why would I handle him? Not only will I not handle him, but I will also reward him, and help him grow even faster!"

 "Alright, let's leave it at that."

 Great Sage Seuss seemed less enthusiastic upon hearing this.

 After all that talk, it still comes down to benefit.

 The secret to maintaining her youthful spirit is to avoid machinations as much as possible.

 Whether it's calculating benefits or people's hearts, she'll sidestep whenever possible.

 She didn't even make any visible moves, yet the light that reflected the situation of Shanghai in the ruined world disappeared.

 Along with it, the special Rule Power that guided and manipulated the minds of the forty-four people also vanished.

 Then, her figure turned into a ray of light, disappearing to an unknown place.
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 The Great Sage Revo sat in place for a while, muttering to himself, "Where are you hiding?"

 In the end, the Great Sage Revo still wanted to find the unique "special guest" prophesied.

 The Great Sage Seuss had been at the peak of the seventh level of wizardry for too long.

 If he were to wait longer, he would completely lose his resolve for advancement.

 Slowly gathering resources, but until when?

 Even if he doesn't try to find the special "guest" like finding a needle in a haystack, he must find other ways to speed up the accumulation of resources.

 Time waits for no one.

 The Special Ruin World.

 Deep underground on Chongming Island, Shanghai.

 Franda's figure appeared in the vast warehouse, patrolling back and forth to inspect the situation.

 Through Franda's view, Link found the Combat robots to be in excellent condition.

 As long as there's power to awaken them, they can be mobilized for battle.

 The only regret is that the Combat robots use technology-based thermal weapons.

 Of course, Link doesn't despise the power of thermal weapons.

 In a world where the rules are suitable, if a wizard does not dodge or evade and chooses to withstand the damage:

 A regular missile can kill a First Level Wizard;

 A tactical nuclear bomb can kill a second-level wizard;

 A large nuclear bomb can kill a Third Level Wizard;

 The destructive power of strong thermal weapons is quite impressive.

 What Link found regrettable was the lack of compatibility.

 Thermal weapons on the technology side have high requirements for the usage environment and conditions.

 Even with Link's current relatively shallow experience in conquering the Heavens, it can be seen that thermal weapons entering other worlds, such as the Fairy World, would be useless.

 Not to mention the All Heavens and Realms, which have different rules.

 You must know that even when the Wizard Army of the Wizard World expeditions to other worlds, they often have to rely on the will of the Wizard World.

 Otherwise, they would face awkward situations where the Magic Tools would fail to work, and the Wizardry couldn't be performed.

 After careful consideration, weighing the pros and cons.

 Link suppressed his desires and didn't let Franda open the "Small World" to pack up all the recoverable materials for combat robots, An-225, and Tu-160M.

 Instead, he allowed Franda to visit other places.

 Out of sight, out of mind.

 Some gains can be taken, such as copying a large amount of knowledge;

 Some gains cannot be taken, such as the combat robots, An-225, and Tu-160M stored in the warehouse.

 After all, Link was only entering this Special Ruin World as the leader and did not have the permission to ravage resources.

 Although the Wizard World does not believe in causality or fate.

 However, many things should be treated with caution.

 Link did not want his desire for small gains to plunge him into bigger trouble.

 The consciousness disengaged from Franda's field of view and returned to the main body.

 Link took a leisurely walk around the street, continuing to think about the previous problem.

 He suddenly realized that the "cloth" covering his mind had disappeared without him knowing.

 His thinking was no longer limited and awkward.

 Looking back, the previous state that made Link uncomfortable,

 Was quite similar to the idea of famous physicists being unable to breakthrough due to the theoretical physics limit set by Trisolaris in the famous science fiction novel "Three-Body Problem" he read in his previous life.

 Link, feeling relaxed now, didn't dare to think about why these sudden changes were happening.

 He chose to focus on his responsibility as a team leader and quickly returned to the vault on the fifth underground floor.

 The Apprentice Team was still enthusiastically searching for high-value materials.

 Lanny Taylor frowned in deep thought, seeming to notice something unusual.

 When Peck saw Link, he immediately greeted him and whispered, "Leader ..."

 Seeing Peck's expression, Link guessed what Peck was going to say.

 He was somewhat speechless.

 Can this be said casually?

 Don't you understand what caution is?

 Link quickly raised his palm to stop Peck and sent a telepathy message: "The more you speak, the more likely you are to make mistakes. Think carefully before you act."

 Peck's eyes widened suddenly, then he understood and corrected his somewhat unbalanced mentality after discovering the anomaly.

 Those who can unknowingly put them in a state of confusion without them realizing it must be a Sage, right?

 The purpose and attitude of the person who did this are unknown, and it is even more confusing why he suddenly stopped.

 Once they discovered it, they should act as if they didn't notice it, or simply treat it as if nothing happened.

 Complete the mission honestly, don't worry about anything else, returning in one piece is the primary task.

 After understanding this, Peck gave Link a grateful look.

 His heart filled with jealousy and resistance since his grandfather always praised Link but never him, gradually dissipated.

 He didn't expect Link Grande to be a nice person.

 At this time, Link turned his attention to Lanny Taylor, wanting to see her reaction since she obviously noticed.

 After cultivating the "Universe Meditation Method", Link's already strengthening intuitive abilities had been upgraded significantly.

 Especially in terms of intuition and premonition.

 There was a faint hint of the advanced "consciousness" of Buddhism's Sixth Sense in his previous life.

 As soon as Link returned to the underground vault and saw Lanny, he intuitively felt that she had noticed the changes at the mental level.

 Therefore, Link wanted to see how this intelligent peer would react.

 Lanny's reaction was that there was no reaction.
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 She ended her contemplation, relaxed her brows, and continued to focus on orchestrating the bank raid.

 The only noticeable action she took was to pull out her smart brain and display two sets of previously taken maps of Shanghai, looking at them as if nonchalantly.

 "This spot."

 Link was quite satisfied with what he saw here, and decided to give the academy team a hand.

 As the team leader, if his team couldn't win the exchange study with Shadow City, it would certainly bring shame upon Link.

 So he resorted to "telepathy," whispering into Lanny's ear in a hushed tone.

 At the same time, he marked the location of the underground factory on the map.

 The place was approximately 38 kilometers in a straight line from Shanghai Tower, quite a distance away.

 It would take some time to get there.

 But according to the rules of this exchange study, the academy team sweeping away those combat robots, An-225, Tu-160M, even if they couldn't secure a sure win, their chances of winning would at least increase considerably.

 Lanny's hand, holding the smart brain, trembled slightly, but quickly calmed down.

 She carefully examined the route between the two spots, resolved to scour the vault for high-value items, and then head directly to the place Wizard Grande had told her about.

 If Wizard Grande had gone out of his way to inform her of this place, then it was assuredly no ordinary place.

 Chances were, it could determine the outcome of this exchange study.

 Just as Lanny had made this decision, Luna walked over and said, "Captain, the Shadow City Team's second group has left that building and is heading our way at a high speed, ready for battle."

 Lanny decisively ordered, "Gather your team with Gillian, and prepare for a defensive counterattack."

 "Yes."

 Luna responded loudly and immediately turned to execute the order.

 The first and second groups, at Luna's call, quickly stopped what they were doing, preparing for reconnaissance as well as an attack.

 The third and fourth groups, under the command of Gillian, especially the third group, shifted their tasks from scavenging to defensive counterattacks, taking advantage of the building's surroundings and quickly constructing a solid defensive line.

 Through the real-time images provided by the second group, Lanny found that the Shadow City Team's goals were very clear - they were heading for the fifth basement level.

 What's going on?

 How did they suddenly become so bold?

 Did they think they had collected enough valuable goods and didn't intend to continue collecting, but stir things up to upset the rhythm?

 Or did they intend to launch a team wipeout directly?

 Lanny bit her lip, well then, let's just give up on collecting and jump into the fray.

 The sooner the fight was over, the sooner they would get off work.

 Link gave Peck a look, signaling him to be on alert.

 Then he floated out of the underground building, went to the surface, and stopped Christina.

 He used "telepathy," whispering, "What's going on over there? Are you guys giving up on gathering resources and deciding to fight directly?"

 A snake-shaped black smoke appeared, outlining a sentence, "Someone noticed a change and took it as a hint that the task had entered the second stage, from limited gathering to unlimited chaos, so…"

 Having read this, Link's forehead was as if adorned with three black lines.

 A hint for a phased change of focus in the task?

 Can mental changes be interpreted this way?

 What kind of thought process does one need to have to come to this conclusion?

 After thinking a bit, Link still asked directly, "Doesn't anyone have other opinions?"

 Christina shook her head, her snake-like eyes confused, looking at Link. The black smoke outlined words, "What other opinion could there be?"

 Emmm...

 Link was speechless and bemused.

 It turned out that on the Shadow City side, not only did the apprentices think this way, even Christina, the team leader and a First-Level Wizard, saw the sudden mental changes in this way.

 Are the thought processes of all Shadow Series Wizards this unique?

 Link didn't understand; he was greatly taken aback.

 "Never mind, as long as you guys are happy."

 Link too shook his head, he recounted with a bit of resignation.

 The sooner they started fighting, the sooner the result, and the sooner this exchange study would be over. That would also work and was acceptable.

 It was regrettable though, to have missed such a rare opportunity.

 After all, Franda was still roaming around Shanghai in hopes of discovering unexplored historical records.

 Link intuitively believed that this special ruin world was unlikely to be his homeland from the past world.

 Even though many, many things here were eerily similar or even identical.

 For various reasons, he wanted to learn about the history of this special ruin world.

 Not for anything else, just to satisfy his curiosity.

 It's a pity that Franda, despite having copied so much knowledge earlier, had a glaring lack of history.

 It seemed as if it had been wiped out completely.
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 "Let's leave it at that."

 Link held back all that he had to say.

 If the Shadow City apprentice team wants to fight, the academy apprentice team doesn't plan to back down.

 So let's fight and break open a big watermelon.

 After calling back Franda from her wandering around Shanghai City, Link no longer wanted any complications.

 He planned to just do what a leader should do.

 For example, he earnestly said to Christina, "You cannot defeat me, concede already and don't make it hard for me."

 "I won't fight you, I concede."

 Christina, very self-aware, swiftly raised the white flag carved with patterns of black smoke.

 It saved Link a lot of trouble.

 By this time, the Shadow City apprentice team had already infiltrated the Shanghai Tower.

 When the two forces collided, an intense battle immediately erupted.

 The underground fifth level's vault was instantly reduced to ruins.

 Link raced back to the fifth underground level to preside, directing Christina and Peck.

 The two were highly focused, giving everything they had. Whenever they found a third-class wizard apprentice in danger, they promptly rescued them, suppressed their ability to fight, and tossed them aside to wait.

 The wizard apprentices blinded by the intensity of the battle, knowing they were not in mortal danger, kept ramping up the intensity of the fight.

 They indiscriminately threw their magic tools and spells around, making their attacks as damaging as possible.

 Their own lives and those of their opponents meant nothing to them at this point.

 They wouldn't mind killing a few.

 Christina and Peck were busily rushing about, frequently having to intervene to save people, suppress them, and then leave them to one side.

 Meanwhile, Link was free and easy, acting like a detached observer, munching on melons from his high vantage point.

 When it came down to the end, both sides were severely battered, an equal fifty-fifty situation.

 Both sides ended up extremely depleted, with all the wizard apprentices wiped out.

 Looking at the outcome of the battle, there was no victor at the level of the third-class wizard apprentices.

 But in the end, it was Ravensmouth College that prevailed.

 Not to mention the leader ratio of 2:1.

 Link's existence was too transcendent among the First Level Wizards.

 If a real battle broke out, Christina would have no chance of resistance and would be suppressed instantly.

 In this case, the valuable resources they had previously collected would be useless.

 No one from Shadow City could handle these resources now and no one was there to evaluate their value.

 So, Christina had conceded early on.

 The winner of this exchange study was Ravensmouth College.

 That unique world now belonged to Ravensmouth College.

 It's just unclear which failed sage cadet Tier-3 wizard got lucky.

 If it was Wizard Cody, Link didn't know whether it would be a good thing or not.

 After taking care of the aftermath, before returning to the Starry Fortress through the transportation beam, Link once again looked up at the gloomy sky with awe.

 This somewhat rushed exchange study, the vaguely absurd exploration of the special ruin world, and the fiery battles fought on a whim,

 Under the manipulation of an invisible hand, it suddenly started, and suddenly ended.

 The strange thing was that apart from Link, none of the other "chess pieces" participating seemed to notice anything amiss.

 He asked himself a very simple question.

 If the wizard apprentices and wizards of Shadow City genuinely had such peculiar ideas, how could Shadow City have withstood crisis after crisis, how could it have lasted for so long?

 The answer is definitely negative.

 So why is it that the wizard apprentices and wizards of Shadow City, having sensed changes in their mental realm, all took it as a mission critical update and had no other views?

 Do they truly believe that, or is there something that makes them sincerely believe that they truly have such beliefs?

 It was terrifying to think about. Not daring to think about that anymore!

 Upon their return to the Starry Fortress, it seemed that the Shadow City vice leader's injuries were already healed, awaiting them at the transit hub area.

 The two factions materialized one after the other.

 The Shadow City vice leader immediately trotted up, puffing up his chest.

 Ignoring Link, he went straight to Christina and demanded indignantly, "Where is my pocket watch? Give it back!"

 Christina glanced at the vice leader, said nothing, and directly summoned a shadowy snake to bind the temporarily incapacitated vice leader and gagged him.

 The vice leader's bones and organs were healed, not his powers.

 Really has no insight.

 You must pick the right moment if you wish to explode in anger.

 Well, now, he just embarrassed himself in front of twenty Shadow City wizard apprentices again.

 "Goodbye, remember to contact me."

 Standing at the already parameter-adjusted portal, Link made a point to say a word to Christina.

 He was still hoping that Christina, who had volunteered to share all the data and tissue samples from her accepted bioengineering enhancements, would ask for his help after finding out about his reputation.

 Link really wanted to study the various changes in Christina's body.

 "Okay!"

 With difficulty, Christina responded.

 This time, when her tongue uncurled to speak, in addition to the grating sound, there was an ominous hissing.

 Ending the conversation, Link was the first to walk into the portal.

 When the sensation of spacetime separation ended and he steadied himself, Link didn't delay, striding toward the academy's floating bus.

 He didn't bother with the apprentice team, which was essentially disbanded upon returning to their homeland, and simply sat down in the cabin, closing his eyes in contemplation.

 In this exchange study, apart from the many strange occurrences, Link had gained quite a bit.

 Not to mention he gained another reference for increasing wizard qualifications through bioengineering.
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 Just talking about the knowledge that Franda has gathered, it's an invaluable treasure.

 Link's consciousness immediately sank into his Sea of Consciousness at the thought of that knowledge, moving into the "Small World".

 He planned to meticulously organize the diverse knowledge that Franda had collected, categorizing and storing it for future gradual study and reference.

 But the moment his consciousness entered the origin of the "Small World", he noticed something unusual.

 "Franda."

 Link called out.

 "Master, I'm here."

 In a flash, Franda appeared by Link's side.

 "Where are those documents?"

 Link asked lightly, his tone warm, without any trace of blame.

 "They're over there... Ah!"

 Franda pointed and was halfway through her sentence when she suddenly exclaimed in surprise, "How come they're gone? I clearly left them there, how could they just disappear? Was there a thief?"

 The place in the origin of the "Small World" where Franda had temporarily stored the many systems of knowledge was now empty.

 Not to mention the documents, there was not a single hair.

 "Don't worry."

 Link comforted Franda, who was on the verge of tears, saying, "Think it over carefully, did something unexpected happen along the way?"

 "Emmmm..."

 Franda thoughtfully sucked her thumb, frowned for a moment, then dejectedly said, "I remember, there were no accidents. I copied them myself and personally placed them there."

 "Communicate with the 'Small World'."

 After thinking for a while, Link gave a suggestion.

 Even as the owner of the "Small World", when it comes to communicating with the "Small World", Link was not better than Franda, who was a "Spirit".

 This can be likened to Iron Man as the developers and owners of the battle armor, needing to use artificial intelligence J.A.R.V.I.S to better "communicate" with the armor.

 "Alright, master, I will communicate now."

 Franda obediently agreed with a sob in her voice.

 She gently closed her eyes and earnestly communicated with the "Small World", asking and listening.

 A little while later, Franda opened her eyes, full of bewilderment and doubt, and said, "Master, the 'Small World' told me that it has never received those documents. What's going on? Master, did I fall into an illusion when I was doing it?"

 Link was stumped by her question.

 When Franda was copying and storing those documents, Link had been keeping an eye on her whole process.

 If Franda had fallen into an illusion, then he should have as well.

 Link sifted through his memories, comparing them frame by frame in the Hall of Memories to what had happened.

 Soon, Link confirmed that neither he nor Franda had fallen into an illusion.

 Those documents had indeed been copied.

 The carrier for storing the documents had indeed been placed in the "Small World".

 Therefore, the vast knowledge that Franda had painstakingly gathered had indeed been stolen.

 And it was stolen right from their well-protected base.

 However, the entity who stole the documents was rather unusual.

 So unusual that Link found it absurd.

 Franda felt upset that she failed to accomplish the task assigned by the master.

 She hung her head low, constantly sniffing, her small teardrops flowing down, while she sobbed quietly.

 "Franda, don't cry. This is not your fault."

 Link gently stroked Franda's hair, softly comforting her, "This has nothing to do with you. I've figured out the reason."

 "Master, what's the reason?"

 Franda lifted her head, her eyes misty from crying as she asked softly.

 "It's because I didn't fully consider it at the time."

 Link sighed lightly, "I only knew that in the Special Ruin World, like Schrödinger's cat, it existed in reality when being observed and disappeared when not observed.

 I didn't realize that everything in the Special Ruin World, whether they were physical objects or information, also shared this peculiar quality."

 If we keep observing the knowledge we gathered, it will continue to exist in reality.

 Unfortunately, I didn't consider this at the time and neglected to make the necessary arrangements, leading to the waste of Franda's hard work. I'm sorry, Franda—the fault lies with me."

 Franda sniffed and swallowed her sob, and mumbled, "The master didn't make a mistake. The Ruin World was the one that did. It's too awful for bringing up such strange rules."

 With that, Franda grew angry, "We won't go there next time, or if we do, we'll make trouble! Smash everything inside into bits! Let's see if it dares to bring up strange rules again!"

 "Hahaha!"

 Link laughed heartily at her words, his earlier gloom instantly swept away.

 Franda was too cute, saying such hilarious threats.

 How could they just go to a place that the Supreme Council placed so much importance on?

 Putting aside this matter, Link let Franda go and have fun, whether it was taking care of the flowers and plants or arranging the palace, the point was to forget all those unpleasant things.

 Leaving the "Small World" with his consciousness and returning to the Sea of Consciousness, looking at the "Solar System" structure of the "Universe Meditation Method", Link couldn't help but sigh.

 However, his consciousness, which was situated in the Sea of Consciousness, was still just a vague cloud without a human form.

 It was not like when it was in the "Small World", where everything was as real as a human.

 As he continued to look, Link sensed something was wrong.

 How did the layout of the "Solar System" structure become more detailed and reasonable?
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 Moreover, celestial bodies such as dwarf planets, comets, and asteroids that Link had not constructed were all one by one created.

 All the shapes, sizes, rotation speed, revolution speed, orbits, gravity, and so on of the celestial bodies in the "Solar System" have been optimized!

 Everything seemed just like the real Solar System from Link's previous life.

 After carefully sensing, Link found that he no longer needed to think about perfecting the content of the "Universe Meditation Method" Wizard Scroll.

 All the rules of the "Solar System" have been reasonably optimized.

 The Wizard Scroll was completely perfected.

 Link only needed to practice in order, until the opportunity for promotion to the Second Level Wizard came.

 There would be no obstacles during this period.

 Link stared at the wizard world's will, transformed into the "Sun", with a complicated mood.

 It turned out that while Link hadn't noticed, World Will's Mother had quietly loved Link again, silently helping to perfect the layout of the "Solar System".

 This love was heavy.

 Link worried that if he continued to be loved this way, he would be crushed by more and more, and heavier love.

 Link sighed as his consciousness withdrew from the Sea of Consciousness and returned to reality.

 He decided not to worry for the time being, and considered this as a great thing.

 How many wizards sought the favor of World Will and couldn't get it.

 If those people knew about Link's worries, wouldn't they directly chop Link up and feed him to the dogs?

 The speed of the floating bus was very fast.

 At this point, they had returned to the academy.

 "Goodbye, Wizard Grande, Wizard Morpheus."

 Without organization, the twenty third-class wizard apprentices all politely greeted before leaving.

 The five members of the Brotherhood Group who were with Link also returned to rest as per Link's eye signal.

 Any issues could be discussed later when they found the time.

 "Goodbye, Peck."

 Link reached out his right hand and lightly gripped with Peck Murphy, "We should stay close in the future, let's not be strangers. After all, we're on the same side, aren't we?"

 Peck's face turned slightly red, and he nodded and responded, "Alright, no problem, goodbye."

 For some reason, his words were a bit incoherent when he spoke.

 Link didn't mind, took out his Phantom Coupe, and drove straight to his lakeside villa.

 As soon as the car stopped in the yard, Jasmine, who had been reminded by the smart housekeeper, bounced out excitedly, shouting, "Link, you're finally back!"

 Then, Jasmine pouted and complained, "What kind of boring exchange program is this? It takes so long, a month and a half, the holidays are almost over."

 Link was shocked at her words.

 A month and a half?

 From his perspective, it hadn't even been 12 hours.

 He arrived at the interdimensional portal at 13:45 yesterday afternoon and then teleported to the Starry Fortress.

 At the Starry Fortress traffic hub, he was delayed for less than 10 minutes.

 No matter how you count, he had arrived at the Shanghai Tower roof in the Ruin World before 14:00 in the Wizard World.

 Cleaning the building plus two battles, then leaving. The whole process added up, it took less than 10 hours.

 How had a month and a half passed in the Wizard World Homeland?

 Different worlds have different time flows - this is something Link understood.

 But why was it that the Wizard World's time flow had always been slower than other worlds', but this time it was the other way around?

 Link was incredulous; he was shocked.

 Then, he realized and understood some things.

 That's why the Wizard World paid so much attention to the Ruin World, after understanding the "Observer Effect", they only sent one Starry Fortress to monitor the Ruin World, but there weren't any resident wizards on the Starry Fortress.

 That's why the one manipulating the "chess pieces" would abruptly end this exploration after probing some things.

 The problem was the excessively fast flow of time.

 Could a wizard's time be wasted casually?

 If what the Serene Wizard said was true, that the benefits the academy provided to the leader were not enough to satisfy all First Level Wizards,

 wouldn't Link have suffered a great loss?
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 "Let's go in first." 

 Link came back to his senses, heading towards the villa and gesturing for Jasmine to follow.

 "Oh."

 Jasmine, holding Link's right hand with both of hers, hopped along into the house.

 Her lips constantly spread into a radiant smile, her eyes squinting slightly from laughter.

 Even the air seemed sweeter than before.

 Entering the house, they headed straight to the dining room. Jasmine called for the intelligent housekeeper to bring hot drinks and snacks.

 She acted as though she was the master of the villa.

 The two of them sat down on soft chairs. Seeing that Link still seemed preoccupied, Jasmine asked with concern, "You seem preoccupied. Is something wrong?"

 Link replied honestly, "We were only over there for about half a day."

 "Half a day?"

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine abruptly stood up.

 As a top student, she knew that different worlds had different passage rates of time.

 When she first learnt about this concept, there was so much information about space-time view, relativity, reference frames, metrics, etc. which sounded overwhelming.

 Just looking at all the complex formulas alone made her scalp tingle, not to mention delving deeper into understanding them.

 It felt as if figuring this out was doubling the size of her brain and there wasn't necessarily any guarantee of fully grasping it.

 Jasmine also knew that time in the Wizard World, as a civilization of the superior class, was considered one of the most precious commodities amongst all heavens and realms.

 There was someone who had once tried practicing in a world of medium civilization where three years was equivalent to a day in the Wizard World, for ten years.

 He had thought that he might stun the world with his secret efforts.

 Upon returning to the Wizard World, however, he discovered two facts that completely shattered him:

 Firstly, his ten years of hard work in the medium civilization world had been reduced to ashes;

 The will of the Wizard World did not recognize it.

 Secondly, his peers were still potential-filled teenagers with endless possibilities, while he had been deemed to be part of the bottom layer of society with no future prospects;

 Never mind stunning the world, he didn't even have a future to speak of.

 Since then, unless the world is "infected" by the will of the Wizard World and has a unified time flow and certain rules, allowing normal cultivation with effects no different from that of the homeland, no wizards were willing to stay long in strange, undeveloped different worlds.

 If they had so much time, they would rather choose to stay in the homeland for gradual cultivation if the returns weren't sufficient.

 Besides, the passage of time in the Wizard World has always been slower than in other worlds.

 Jasmine had never heard of any other world with a slower passage of time compared to the Wizard World.

 According to Link's words, the world where the academy had exchanged learning experiences with the Shadow City this time was indeed quite special.

 So special that it seems to all participants, including Link, had wasted an extremely precious month and a half.

 If this one and a half month had passed in the homeland, the Brotherhood Group might have all been promoted to official wizards by now!

 But now, they were still third-class wizard apprentices.

 "How were the benefits provided by the academy?"

 After the shock, Jasmine focused on a key point, "Could it compensate for the loss?"

 If the benefits or compensations provided by the academy weren't good enough, the losses would be substantial.

 "I don't know yet."

 Link glanced at his personal smart device, made sure there were no new notifications, and shook his head.

 Soon after, he felt that continuing to talk about this topic was pointless.

 Given the situation, what benefits could complaining or condemning bring besides venting emotions?

 Link took the initiative to change the subject, asking, "Has anything of significant impact or that I need to aware of happened this month and a half?"

 "There is!"

 Jasmine sat back down, picking up the "ice cream black tea + bubble tea" made by the intelligent housekeeper according to Link's recipe, took a small sip and savored its delicious taste.

 She then said leisurely:

 "There are two things related to you.

 The first is that Zoran Lucia returned to the homeland on the third day of your exchange trip, but was urgently recalled by the academy after hosting an internal meeting and sent to the front line battlefield;

 The second is that the Lucia family, the day after Zoran was summoned, sent a message through the Serene Wizard wanting to make amends with you."

 Hearing this, Link immediately became serious and asked, "Are details known?"

 Jasmine shook her head: "I asked the Serene Wizard, and she said there were a lot of things involved and asked me not to inquire more to avoid distractions, suggesting that I should wait for you to return and ask her personally."

 "I see."

 Link fell into deep thought.

 Vital information that the Serene Wizard considers important must be unusual.

 Seems like he needs to contact the Serene Wizard as soon as possible.

 Turning around, Link looked through the floor-to-ceiling windows at the dimming sun in the west, deciding to have an in-depth talk with the Serene Wizard after finishing this afternoon meal.

 He picked up the translucent glass cup, blew off a few tea leaves, gently tasted the liquid, initially slightly bitter, enjoying the pleasant aftertaste of the "green tea".

 He felt completely relaxed, from the inside out.

 All pressure, thoughts, and worries went on a hiatus.

 As a decent pharmacist, how could the tea leaves processed by Link merely satisfy his taste buds?

 They must also posses additional, potion-like special effects.

 Green tea clears the mind, black tea pleases the heart, and white tea nourishes the internal organs.

 Each type of tea has its own function.

 Once the research on tea drinks matures, the Grande Potion Shop may even consider tea drinks as a major product for sale.

 Thinking this, Link swallowed the tea, enjoyed the lingering taste as he asked, "How's the business at the potion shop?"
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 "Are you asking about the Serene Wizard's potion shop or Grande Potion Shop?"

 Jasmine blinked, mischievously counter-asking.

 "Of course, it's the Grande Potion Shop. Don't forget, you own 15% of the shares in there!"

 Link rolled his eyes at Jasmine in annoyance.

 "What's the point of having shares if you don't let me be a part of the management?"

 Jasmine pouted, chuffily grumbling.

 "Is that even relevant? Stop making a fuss."

 Link sighed, finding it indeed difficult to appease women and the petty-minded.

 It was out of concern for her personal safety that he arranged for Jasmine to work in Serene Wizard's potion shop, instead of letting her manage the Grande Potion Shop.

 Yet, Jasmine had spun it as if Link was financially suspicious of her.

 "Hehe..."

 Jasmine was only teasing him, she quickly gathered her playful demeanor and seriously reported, "The business can't be called great, but it's doing pretty well. The sales of all potions are good, especially the 'Unique' potion. However, there have been a few customer complaints."

 "What complaints?"

 "Several customers have complained that the production of 'Unique' potion is too low, they can't even grab any."

 "Hmm..."

 This was not a production issue.

 The 'Unique' potion was not one of those common potions that could be mass-produced in factories, but a high-grade potion that needed to be crafted by a pharmacist.

 No one in the 'Freedom in all Doings' team, including Jasmine, had the level of Potion Study mastery to craft the 'Unique' potion proficiently.

 The 'Unique' potions on sale at the Grande Potion Shop were all prepared by Link beforehand.

 The sudden organization of the exchange study event, added with the fact that nobody knew there would be a time difference, too much time had passed since the last batch was made.

 Even with ample 'Unique' potion inventory, it couldn't support continuous selling for a month and a half.

 Yet, a shortage couldn't be afforded as it would seriously affect the foot traffic in the Potion shop.

 The Social Phobia Group managing the Grande Potion Shop decided to adopt a strategy of daily quota selling after discussing with Jasmine.

 Moreover, each customer could only purchase up to five bottles per day.

 As a result of these buying limits, there was actually a buying frenzy.

 The so-called customer complaints Jasmine mentioned were produced against this backdrop.

 After listening to Jasmine's detailed account, Link added potion refining to his schedule.

 After discussing these matters, the warm tea and snacks were almost finished.

 Link, not wanting to waste time, immediately arranged a meeting with the Serene Wizard on his smart device and started heading out.

 Having not seen Link in a long time, Jasmine was unwilling to part so soon and followed him.

 After all, she knew the Serene Wizard quite well, so she wasn't considered an outsider.

 The "Phantom Coupe" sped off, leaving the academy, entered the North District of Ravensmouth City, and headed straight to the villa of Serene Wizard.

 They reached their destination shortly.

 Before getting out of the car, Jasmine casually mentioned as if she just remembered, "Elise went for an internship, before she left, she asked me to pass a message to you."

 "What's the message?"

 "A pretty strange one."

 "What is it?"

 "Elise said she likes to drink 'Cheese Berry.'"

 Jasmine gazed straight into Link's eyes, awkwardly pronounced "Cheese Berry," then asked very seriously, "What is 'Cheese Berry'? Why did she tell you she likes to drink it? Is there some secret I don't know about, or should I not know?"

 As Link was about to get out of the car, he paused, thought for a moment, and solemnly replied: "There indeed is a secret that you don't know about, I'll explain it to you later."

 "Ha!"

 Jasmine broke out in laughter, excitedly exclaiming, "I knew you would tell me. Elise also said that you definitely don't want anyone to know about this."

 "Hehe..."

 Link laughed but didn't say a word.

 If it had been before, Link indeed wouldn't want anyone to know.

 But now...

 Not to mention that the academy's senior management, Sage Palo, and Serene Wizard already knew that he was a "special guest."

 It's just that after seeing the Special Ruin World, which was extremely similar to his homeland and most likely a parallel world of Earth.

 Link had significantly fewer concerns about his identity as a transmigrator.

 He wouldn't necessarily broadcast it to the world, but he wouldn't shroud it in secrecy either.

 "Let's go, go, go, hurry in, don't make Serene Wizard wait too long."

 Jasmine, filled with joy, quickly got out of the car and circled around, voluntarily holding Link's hand as they walked into Serene Wizard's villa.

 "Oh, aren't we clingy?"

 However, as they walked in, they were met with a sarcastic remark.

 Elise's sister, Renee Clarke, already promoted to a Tier-3 Witch, was watching them intently.

 Jasmine slid half a step back, hiding behind Link to avoid Renee's gaze.

 But her hands were still tightly holding onto Link's, not letting go.

 Scared but still bold.

 "Alright, don't scare Jasmine."

 Serene Wizard intervened and then motioned to Jasmine, "Come, sit next to me."

 "Ok."

 Jasmine obediently released her grip and sat down next to Serene Wizard.

 With this maneuver, she managed to save Renee's face and prevent Jasmine from being "frightened."

 "You guys chat, I'll go."

 At this point, Renee stood up to leave, saying as she walked, "Cody, I hope the next time I see you, I'll see the spirited 'Human Butcher' who single-handedly faced against five direct members of the Pure Blood Family, rather than the gloomy head of the Academy's Law Enforcement Department."

 Cody, who had been silently sitting nearby, met Renee's gaze and lightly nodded.
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 Link, who knew the "background story" of Wizard Cody, thought to himself. He fully understood that if his team won the right to the special world, Wizard Cody would be the biggest beneficiary.

 This Wizard Cody was the former leader of the Sage Palo faction.

 A dazzling talent who once enjoyed boundless success.

 A tragic figure who was sabotaged and forced to halt his promotion to Sage at the crucial moment.

 Knowing that the outcome of the learning exchange could grant the right to a special world that would allow a wizard who failed to ascend to Sage to attempt again, Link had thought of this possibility.

 At that time, he did not know whether it was a good or bad thing if Wizard Cody succeeded in becoming a Sage.

 He still doesn't know.

 Suppressing his anxiety, Link sat down opposite the Serene Wizard, to the left of Wizard Cody.

 Before Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody could ask him anything, Link spoke first, "There is something I need to report to you. The ruined world I visited during the learning exchange with Shadow City was unique. I hadn't stayed more than half a day there, but when I returned I saw that half a month had passed in our homeland."

 "Half a month?"

 "You went to that place?"

 Before he could finish, the Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody almost spoke at the same time.

 But the information conveyed by their words was significantly different.

 The Serene Wizard was shocked by the speed of time, whereas Wizard Cody immediately guessed the location.

 By the time the words of Wizard Cody had fallen, the Serene Wizard reacted and frowned slightly, "When I received the news of this learning exchange, I was never told about this."

 Wizard Cody waved his hand, calmly saying, "Don't worry, no matter what the academy's motive was for sending Link and the third-class wizard apprentices to that special ruined world, they will be adequately compensated. They won't let them waste a whole half month of time."

 "That's a relief."

 The Serene Wizard nodded, her eyebrows relaxed.

 After all, she strongly suggested that Link participate in the squad selection. If it caused Link to suffer a great loss, it wouldn't do.

 Link continued, "After returning, Jasmine told me about Witch Zoran Lucia and Lucia's family seeking a compromise. I'm not clear about the details, so I came to ask the Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody to enlighten me."

 "Hehehe…"

 Unexpectedly, as soon as he finished speaking, the Serene Wizard burst out laughing, shaking and laughing righteously.

 Wizard Cody also had a faint smile on his mouth, explaining:

 "The Lucia family is too impulsive, and Zoran Lucia is too impulsive as well.

 On the second day of Zoran's return to his homeland, he called for an internal meeting.

 The whole content is unknown, but there is confirmed news that at the end of the meeting, Zoran made a statement, supporting the strategy of completely eliminating you.

 But that night, he received an urgent deployment from the academy and was sent away the next day.

 The Lucia family, no matter how dull, could perceive that this was a warning from the academy's high-level.

 If they continue to make trouble, Zoran would probably be summoned here, dispatched there, and won't have any tranquil time to cultivate. He would never find an opportunity to enter the Metamorphosis Period.

 The Lucia family, top to bottom, are hoping for Zoran to ascend to Sage, enabling the family to advance further.

 How could they let a 'trivial matter' like that drag Zoran down?

 So they sent a message to me, wanting to reach a compromise with you in order to persuade the academy's senior executives to stop their punishment.

 The main thing is to stop the torment of Zoran."

 Link listened and pondered, muttering to himself, "So that's how it is."

 A moment later, Link earnestly asked, "Wizard Cody, what do you think I should do?"

 "Ask my opinion? Are you willing to listen?"

 "Of course! It's my honour to receive your guidance."

 Wizard Cody smiled faintly and said, "The compromise must be made, that's for sure. The question is how to make it, what you can gain from it, and what our faction can gain from it."

 "How do you think we should handle it?"

 Link asked immediately afterward.

 At this moment, the Serene Wizard stopped laughing and regained her calm, interjecting, "Link, if you trust Cody and me, leave this matter to us to negotiate."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately sat upright, solemnly stating, "Of course, I trust both you and Wizard Cody."

 After a pause, Link added, "I just hope that when we reach a compromise with the Lucia family, there are two conditions that must be met."

 "What conditions?"

 "One is compensation for losses. I don't need to say much about this; both of you must know.

 Claim whatever is necessary to make the Lucia family feel the pain!

 After all, I have completely offended them. The compromise is only on the surface.

 I don't believe they won't want to get rid of me if they have the chance."

 "Another condition is to make Sophie Lucia apologize to me."

 "Regarding the 'Silver Star flower new germination method'."
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 "Have you thought it through?"

 Wizard Cody inquired, sounding a bit more serious.

 If it's just compensation for the benefits, it's all a numbers game no matter how it's discussed.

 Acknowledging an error, especially one in academia, is a different matter altogether.

 "I have thought it through."

 Link gave a firm response.

 He was a magnanimous person.

 He had long since let go of the article "On" that Sophie Lucia had written, explaining how she had completed the experiment and published her findings based on her own wisdom first.

 After all, he had his revenge.

 However, they have not turned the page yet on the "paper" and patent related to Jasmine's new germination method of the Silver Star Flower.

 To this day, Sophie Lucia is still collecting dividends from that patent.

 It's like a thorn in your food--it doesn't hurt too much, but it's really annoying.

 You don't feel comfortable until you remove the thorn.

 Since the opportunity arose, Link certainly wouldn't show mercy, he was determined to get even.

 By doing this, he was telling the Lucia family that despite the fact that Link Grande is still weak, they can't bully him around or make peace with him as they wish, he isn't a "soft bone".

 Link Grande has his own temperament.

 Although forced by various situations, a resolution had to be reached.

 Even so, Link had to make his stand clear.

 He had to tell the Lucias that Link Grande wasn't easy to manipulate, there were thorns hidden beneath the surface.

 Wizard Cody could feel the determination in Link's words and admired his tenacity.

 "Excellent!"

 He gave a hearty slap of his palm and praised, "This is how it should be! Don't worry, we'll make sure this condition is met!"

 Serene, the wizard echoed, "Indeed, reconciliation shouldn't just be about benefits, it should also display our stance and principles. This point is well made."

 "Thank you, Serene Wizard, thank you, Wizard Cody."

 Link expressed his gratitude sincerely.

 He knew that many things weren't just as they appeared.

 At face value, the leading figures in the consortium of Sage Palo, Serene Wizard, and Wizard Cody hadn't protected Link well.

 They either conscripted him or proposed he lead the team, persuading Link to flee and dodge the heat in a multitude of ways.

 But behind the scenes, they've done quite a lot.

 For instance, why the higher-ups at the academy noticed the issue and resorted to such severe measures against the Lucia family resulted from their relentless efforts.

 In showing respect, Link took a customary approach, addressing Serene Wizard first and Wizard Cody secondly, just as he used to do.

 Despite the fact Wizard Cody was about to make another attempt at the Metamorphosis Period, hoping to upgrade to the rank of Sage, nothing had changed.

 It did not anger Wizard Cody.

 On the contrary, he rather appreciated Link's consistency.

 Without absolute loyalty, there is absolute disloyalty.

 Although the term "loyalty" wasn't applicable to the relationship between Link, Serene, and Sage Palo.

 But he shouldn't "get quickly tired of old friends and look for new", or "prefer rich friends over poor", becoming a GPS fancier.

 Hisssss...

 At this moment, Link's personal intelligent terminal started vibrating.

 He had set this up before heading here, so he could be notified immediately of the academy's messages.

 Pulling out his intelligent terminal, he opened it and found that it was indeed the academy's team leader benefits notification along with a detailed list.

 "It's the benefits that the academy offers to the team leader."

 After informing Serene Wizard, Wizard Cody and Jasmine about this, Link opened the benefit list, projected it out, and reviewed it together.

 "Wow! Not bad at all."

 After a quick glance, the Wizard Serene completed reading the list and exclaimed, "The academy is being generous this time."

 "These benefits are genuinely good and more than adequate to offset the loss of a month and a half for a First Level Wizard."

 Wizard Cody had the same attitude after reading through the list.

 Jasmine looked enviously at the projected list for a long time, unable to shift her gaze away from it.

 The list contained only three items:

 First was a North District Villa; second was one-time use of the Official wizard-level Secret Realm for cultivation, and finally a newly-minted Hummingbird-class Interstellar Warship.

 The immediate commitment would be the North District Villa.

 The cultivation secret realm could be used at will.

 They would have to wait for the delivery of the interstellar warship.

 Link, given his current level, status, and income, could barely afford the North District Villa.

 The secret realm for cultivation wouldn't be necessary for Link, who had already perfected the "Universe Meditation Method" scroll for apprentices and wizards.

 Even if it could accelerate his cultivation progress, Link didn't want to enter it.

 He had enhanced too much too fast recently, and it was time for some settling down to consolidate his foundations.

 For a newly promoted First-Level Wizard like Jasmine, entering the cultivation secret realm once would yield significant benefits.

 The most valuable thing was undoubtedly the starship.

 Even the smallest "Hummingbird" class was still a starship.

 Although small, the "Hummingbird" was fast and flexible, ideal for First and Second Level Wizards accompanying the army on expeditions.

 If Link wanted to buy it himself, he'd have to run the Grande Potion Shop for at least one year to save enough Magic Stones.

 Even then, he would probably only be able to buy the basic model.

 The academy offered the latest model with the highest specifications.

 Forget about one and a half months of compensation, even if it were one and a half years, many First and Second Level Wizards would be crying out for an opportunity from the academy.

 Link's several trips to the different world had all been within the world itself.

 In fact, marching to Heavens involved more time traveling or fighting in space.
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 Having one's own interstellar warship not only improves combat power but also increases the margin of error for survival.

 "The villa is not far from here. Shall we go take a look together?"

 After viewing the information about his North District villa that had just arrived, Link extended the invitation.

 "I can go."

 The Serene Wizard was the first to agree.

 "I have no problem with that either."

 Wizard Cody nodded his agreement.

 So, the four of them got up, left the Serene Wizard's villa and without taking a car, walked for a few minutes until they arrived at the North District villa provided to Link by the academy.

 Link enacted some operations on the tightly closed gate of the villa, verified the security-related information, and the gate of the villa slowly opened.

 From a bird's-eye view, the layout of the villa was no different from the many villas in the North District.

 In front was a courtyard, with a flower bed, a path paved with goose soft stones, a circular fountain landscape, and a parking lot;

 In the middle was the main building of the villa, a small castle with three floors above ground and three floors underground;

 At the back was a large lawn, and a ring of trees serving as a fence.

 The four of them entered the villa's gate, walked along the goose soft stone path to the micro-castle, and entered the first floor of the castle.

 An intelligent steward immediately greeted them and offered to serve them.

 The academy's arrangements were very precise.

 The intelligent steward of the North District's castle had the same "software" as the intelligent steward of the villa by the academy's lake.

 "Welcome home, Sir."

 The intelligent steward first saluted Link and then turned to Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody, bowing, "Welcome to Grande Castle, esteemed wizards. I am Hamid, if there are any needs, you both may call on me at any time."

 Next, under the lead of the intelligent steward Hamid, the four of them toured the micro-castle in detail.

 After Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody had tasted a cup of tea that intelligent steward Hamid had specially brought from the villa by the academy's lake, they praised Link's innovative ideas and then left on their own.

 Wizard Cody had to go to receive the special world.

 Renee Clarke did not leisurely arrange a meeting with him at Serene Wizard's villa, instead, she was there to inform him about this on behalf of the academy.

 Serene Wizard went back to her own villa to prepare for the negotiations with Lucia's family.

 As it was already late, Link decided to stay at the North District villa for the night.

 He did not need to bother steward Hamid with arranging supplies from the villa by the academy's lake. Link simply got some supplies from the "Small World" and quickly set up two bedrooms.

 After having a simple dinner and a brief chat, Link and Jasmine each went to wash up and rest.

 After entering his room and deeply meditating, exhaustion suddenly hit him.

 It felt as if he had not rested for a month and a half; his eyelids were very heavy.

 As soon as Link laid down, he quickly started to snore.

 No matter how much the World Will's Mother loved him, she would not 'go easy' on him in matters at this level of rules.

 The expected time difference feedback was still given.

 Physical fatigue was just the least noticeable, least important feedback.

 The "aging" of a month and a half out of nowhere was the most "deadly".

 This one and a half months was directly deducted from the upper limit of his lifespan, permanently lost.

 No matter how much vitality was replenished, it would be in vain.

 The next day he woke up feeling refreshed.

 After stretching his body a bit, Link started to get busy.

 He first went down to the laboratory on the first underground floor, checked out the configuration of the facilities and equipment there, and found that it was identical to the configuration of the villa by the academy's lake.

 The academy was indeed very generous in terms of material resources.

 If they could give the best, they would not give the worst; if they could give the whole, they would not give less.

 The second underground floor was the magic laboratory; there was nothing interesting there.

 Estimately, once Elise finished her internship and returned to her home, it would once again become a good place for the two women to enhance their friendship.

 Link focused more on the tour of the biochemical laboratory on the third basement floor. After confirming that the security, disinfection, and isolation aspects met the standards and were even far above the standards, he went back up to the first basement floor.

 Jasmine was very aware of her role as a hostess.

 Early in the morning, she had already gone to the Grande Potion Shop and held a meeting with the Social Phobia Group responsible for managing the potion shop.

 Even though she did not explicitly mention it, how could the Social Phobia Group not know that this was the big sister emphasizing her role as the "boss's wife"?

 While acknowledging this, they couldn't help but chuckle secretly. The big sister always seems a bit indecisive and over cautious when encountering things related to the boss.

 After a brief meeting, Jasmine personally delivered various raw materials needed for the preparation of the "One-Intent" potion to Link.

 At this time, Link had already started the facilities and equipment and was prepared for the production, which seamlessly connected with the start of making the "One-Intent" potion.

 While Link was preparing the potion, Jasmine didn't idle around either.

 She instructed the intelligent steward Hamid to quickly set up the castle.

 The North District villa was transformed from just a building into a home.

 It was filled with a plain but warm atmosphere.

 Meanwhile,

 Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody began to negotiate through intermediaries with Lucia's family, discussing the conditions for a settlement.

 This was not something that could be settled in a short while.

 No matter what, it would require a bit of back and forth.

 Link patiently waited for the negotiation results, while also furiously preparing potions.

 In two days, the Grande Potion Shop suddenly started a customer appreciation event.

 The threshold for the "One-Intent" potion was lowered, and the purchase limit was increased to ten per person per day;

 Additionally, many new products were added to encourage sales.
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 If anyone were familiar with the leading products of various potion shops in the East District, they would notice:

 The promotional new product introduced by Grande Potion Shop was directly competing with the main product of Lucia Potion Shop.

 And they were starting a price war.

 The efficacy of our potions is no less than yours, and, hey, we're not even making a profit, just covering costs.

 If you can, follow suit.

 After all, I don't mind, one person... two people can eat their fill, and the entire family won't go hungry.

 Your Lucia's family has many members, and you use a lot of magic stones.

 Let's see who can outlast whom.

 As soon as the news of the promotion was released, a long queue quickly lined up in front of the Grande Potion Shop.

 Business at the Lucia Potion Shop, meanwhile, plummeted.

 How could the Lucia's family fail to detect such obvious signals?

 Lucia, who is in charge of negotiating with Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody, is extremely annoyed by this.

 It's like eating a cake to which a fly had settled on for a long time; nauseating.

 Yet, he had to endure this nausea, speeding up the negotiations unconsciously in the face of Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody who were both amused and silently praising Link for his brilliant move.

 Given this stimulus, the negotiation soon yielded results.

 The Lucia's family would pay a large sum of Magic Stones to Link and the faction behind him.

 At the same time, Sophie Lucia would publicly apologize to Link for the academic plagiarism on the "Ravensmouth Forum".

 This was the will of the entire Lucia's family.

 No matter how unwilling Sophie Lucia was, no matter how much Zoran Lucia took care of her, she could not resist.

 As long as she was a Lucia, she had to publicly admit that she was deficient in academic morals.

 This would have a profound impact on her future.

 It could even be said that she has lost more than half of her hopes of pursuing a research position.

 Despite the humiliation, Sophie had no choice but to record an apology video and post it on the "Ravensmouth Forum" before the deadline.

 With the circulation of the video, Link Grande's name once again entered the public's view.

 Many wizards are wondering what magic power Link Grande possesses that the college is willing to support him and "force" the Lucia's family into such a disadvantage.

 Not only did they initiate reconciliation, compensate with magic stones, but also let a member of their direct line suffer such humiliation.

 This was simply unheard of, and it sounded absurd!

 Link had removed the thorn in his flesh, but he felt dull.

 There was no feeling of successful revenge.

 It was just a feeling of clarity, as if a grain of sand had been swept away from his soul.

 The only gain was the valuable time for development at home.

 He could focus on his studies, manage his shop, and cultivate his direct line.

 In this context, Christina showed up.

 She brought all her data, her tissue samples, and herself, and appeared unexpectedly at the Grande Potion Shop.

 When Jasmine heard that a pregnant woman had come to see Link, she was somewhat taken aback.

 Only after forcefully calming her turbulent emotions, confirming the cause and effect of the matter, did she change her attitude.

 She gave Link a blank look and warmly invited Christina to the North District Villa to receive her properly.

 "Thank you for your trouble."

 In the underground laboratory of the North District Villa.

 Link, Jasmine, and Christina were all looking at the various documents projected by the office computer.

 Since seeing Jasmine, Christina had not spoken a word, communicating with them by shaping letters with black smoke.

 "No problem, it's not trouble, I'll research it first."

 Link was staring at the research approach, experiment design, experiment records, and detailed experiment logs projected, and replied casually.

 The academic approach of Shadow City, especially in biochemistry, differs from that of Ravensmouth College.

 The Ravensmouth College goes for screening and optimization, whereas Shadow City goes for transplant, "genetic modification", and cross-species hybridization.

 The biochemical transformation that Christina underwent was to implant the "bloodline" of a Shadow Demon Snake, altering her Wizard Qualifications at the "genetic" level.

 Moreover, it allowed Christina to acquire the racial ability of the Shadow Demon Snake, Shadow Vaporization, which allows her, as a First Level Wizard, to completely integrate into the Shadow Plane to hide, ambush, and evade damage.

 This effect of body Elementalization is only achievable for a Tier 3 Wizard.

 This approach and its result gave Link a sense of deja vu.

 He seemed to have seen something similar somewhere.

 After thinking carefully, Link suddenly realized.

 The Innate Special Power of a fairy!
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 "Jasmine, please take care of Christina."

 With inspiration striking, Link didn't care about manners or pleasantries any longer.

 He believed that Christina would not only not mind but also fully understand his approach.

 She came to visit him, to seek a solution to her problem, so why would she care about such unnecessary courtesies?

 As expected, Christina immediately left the underground third-floor Biochemical laboratory with Jasmine, without any reluctance.

 Link continued to scrutinize the biochemical modification documents Christina brought, occasionally comparing some data with the many autopsies and live-body research he conducted in the Fairy World.

 He was looking for both commonalities and differences.

 As for information on the Shadow Demon Snake, he didn't limit himself to the records of Shadow City, but also consulted Ravensmouth College's records through his personal smart device.

 He compared the two, not leaning towards one or the other.

 After reviewing all the data, Link had a general understanding of the biochemical modifications—cross-species gene transplant—that Christina had undergone.

 Link contemplated and listed three research projects of higher priority:

 First of all, protecting the fetus.

 According to her, Christina's baby is already three months along, so on a genetic level, there might be a conflict between human genes and Shadow Demon Snake genes.

 Morphological mutations and deformities would be among the better outcomes.

 The most severe result would be complete genetic collapse, causing the fetus to die in utero.

 Christina's appeal was first and foremost to preserve the life of the fetus, allowing it to be born normally. Secondly, to keep her as human as possible rather than deformed, and thirdly, for the wizard qualifications to be as high as possible.

 This part is quite challenging.

 Link found it quite tricky.

 Next was understanding the biochemical modification ideas and plans of Shadow City, especially regarding cross-species gene transplantation.

 For some reason, seeing the research materials on this point, Link always felt similar to the Fairy King's biochemical modification and enhancement plan got from Abyss Demon.

 If a specific connection can be found, of course, it would be better.

 Lastly, take lessons from others' experiences to enhance the effectiveness of the "Fairy" potion.

 The conventional way of cultivating direct lineage should be continued.

 This is the core of the core.

 Just like Sage Palo, who carefully ran the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association" for decades, he was able to form a main force at the Tier 3 wizard stage.

 After promoting to the sage, he could bring his direct lineage into the college to control the mixed and reorganized army, completing substantial control.

 The unconventional way of cultivating enforcers should not be neglected either.

 The five hooligans mixed in the West District are examples.

 Although they haven't been useful yet, as informants and peripheral personnel for the "do whatever they want" Grande Potion Shop, they can be of some help.

 At least in collecting movements from various forces in the West District, the black market's material in and out, they can promptly deliver information.

 Link had a premonition the moment he saw the college's latest "Hummingbird" class interstellar battleship as "compensation":

 He would not be able to stay safe for long and would have to go to the front line battlefield and fight in the heavens.

 So, preparation had to be made early.

 When the time was right, he could directly cultivate a batch of enforcers and cannon fodder for attacking and overcoming difficulties.

 After listing these three major research projects, Link decided to start one by one, first focusing on protecting the fetus.

 Upon thinking, considering that Serene might be interested in these studies, and considering her extensive knowledge and experience would be beneficial for the research, he tried to send an invitation.

 Serene quickly arrived at Link's villa in the North District.

 Upon entering the castle, she gestured to Jasmine, who got up to greet her, that there was no need for hospitality, and she headed straight to the underground third-floor Biochemical laboratory.

 "Where's the data? Let me take a look."

 After changing into protective clothing and stepping into the lab, Serene immediately asked.

 Given her expressions and manner, it was clear that she was genuinely interested in the biomedical research direction of Shadow City.

 Maintaining a strong curiosity and pursuing novel knowledge is a key secret to a wizard's continuous progress.

 The so-called pursuit of truth is continuous learning, research, and experimentation, and then converting the results into personal power.

 "Here."

 Link raised his hand, calling out at the same time he brought out all the data, arranged it in order, and projected it in 3D.

 It made it easier for Serene to watch.

 "Hmm...."

 Serene, with her left hand holding her chest, her right elbow resting on her left palm, and her right index finger subconsciously tapping on her cheek dimple, looked at the detailed data, murmured, and thought.

 After a while, Serene said:

 "A typical method of Shadow City's cross-species transplantation and hybridization.

 However, it is rather crude. The researchers don't seem to have much knowledge or ability, and there are many oversights.

 Directly carrying out live trials at this level, there are sure to be many problems with the subjects.

 Your fellow townsman was lucky to survive the trials and even managed to benefit from it.

 Not only are her wizard qualifications improved, but she even fortuitously acquired the racial ability of the Shadow Demon Snake.

 How...lucky.

 This case is interesting and worth digging deeper."

 After a pause, Serene asked: "Your fellow townsman, would she mind undergoing examinations, in all aspects, including the soul?"

 Link replied, "As long as her problems are solved, she doesn't mind these. However..."

 Changing the subject, he said seriously: "She's already provided flesh and blood samples, so let's start there, and subsequently do targeted inspections as needed."
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 "That would be fine." 

 The Serene Wizard agreed directly.

 For a formal wizard, the soul is of utmost importance and one does not dare to damage it lightly, let alone expose it completely.

 If anyone with a malicious intent learns the specific information of the soul and tries to curse it using a medium, it would be a great shame to die unnoticed and unexplained.

 Therefore, for Jasmine to undergo a check-up every week, exposing everything from her physical body to her soul, revealing every detail without any cover, was undeniably a great trust in Link.

 The only disadvantage was that every time before a checkup, she would always flush her cheeks and blush, wasting time. ┑(￣Д￣)┍

 The knowledge reserve of the Serene Wizard was clearly unmatched to Link's present knowledge.

 She just scanned it once and almost grasped the essence of the Shadow City's biochemical transformation program.

 She started to operate skillfully very quickly, carrying out various checks on Christina's flesh samples.

 However, Link had a lot of doubts, so he took this opportunity to ask them all.

 The Serene Wizard did not find it bothersome and explained whilst operating.

 An entire morning was spent in continuous testing and answering queries.

 They stopped only when Jasmine came down and invited them for a meal upstairs.

 The Serene Wizard was also a great foodie.

 Being a Tier 3 wizard, she could entirely sustain her life without relying on food, yet she still maintained a habit of having three, sometimes even four meals a day.

 She particularly enjoyed having a hot drink leisurely before starting her work in the morning.

 Link detested the time wasted in grooming and after becoming an official wizard, he immediately learned witchcraft skills to cleanse himself.

 However, he was never frugal when it came to delicacies.

 As soon as he moved into the lakeside villa of the academy, he gave a lot of food descriptions to the home automation steward Hamid, instructing him to ponder over the recipes.

 After continuous iterations, home automation steward Hamid was able to create a unique and delicious set of new cuisines, combining the food descriptions given by Link and the features of various local cuisines.

 The Serene Wizard had eaten at the lakeside villa a few times and was deeply impressed.

 Today, she was full of expectations, eager to see what new innovative dishes she would be getting.

 There were no disappointments for the Serene Wizard.

 From the appetizers at the beginning to the soup, side dishes, main course, to salad, dessert, and hot drinks, everything was an exquisite delicacy carefully prepared.

 These creative dishes, blending classic cuisines of both Chinese and Western traditions with characteristics of the West Coast cuisine of the Wizard World, were served in a sequence according to the dining habits of the Serene Wizard.

 Both the host and the guest enjoyed the meal.

 The Serene Wizard was particularly satisfied with the hot drinks.

 "When are you going to complete your research on the tea series and introduce it to the market? I need to stock up a lot," she asked abruptly whilst resting after the meal.

 "Soon, very soon."

 Link was also troubled by this. It was difficult to find a suitable substitute for tea leaves, which had seriously slowed down the research and development of the tea series.

 "Do your best."

 The Serene Wizard, yet again spurred the progress and then further inquired, "How have you planned your time for the next few years? Will you stay in your homeland and develop quietly, or will you seek new opportunities and go to the front-line battlefield? Once Cody completes his promotion, he might invite you to join his legion."

 Link knew that the Serene Wizard was asking this question on behalf of Sage Palo.

 Once Wizard Cody successfully ascends to the status of a sage, the previously tightly-knit faction of Wizard Cody and Sage Palo would certainly split into two factions.

 Although their relationship will not spoil, or they may even continue to collaborate closely.

 However, in terms of affiliation of the human resources, there will certainly be disputes.

 It's not about lack of manpower, they can always be replenished, what's lacking are talents who can stand on their own!

 Seizing the possession of Link Grande, who is outstanding in various aspects, such as biochemical research, potion development, personal combat power, and team cultivation and command, is a must.

 Without any hesitation, Link immediately made his stance, "I will respond to the summons of Sage Palo at any time."

 Given the choice, he would naturally follow Sage Palo over the not-so-close Wizard Cody.

 Waffling or switching midway would not be good.

 A firm position is what's needed.

 "Hmm."

 The Serene Wizard nodded and didn't say much about this topic. Instead, she took the initiative to head to the underground third-floor Biochemical laboratory.

 Link immediately followed her.

 The two spent the entire afternoon in the laboratory until all the tests were completed and they had recorded all the results. Only then did they stop their busy work.

 After reading the results of all the tests, the Serene Wizard in a rather pessimistic tone said,

 "If you wish to keep the fetus human, it's easy; just cut off the Shadow Demon Snake gene.

 This will also eliminate the risk of genetic collapse, allowing the fetus to be born smoothly.

 But it's not so easy if you wish to maintain the human form while having higher wizard qualifications at the same time.

 Your fellow townsman does not have high wizard qualifications. If her genes are inherited alone by the fetus, even if the wizard's qualification of the fetus gets affected to some extent by the Shadow Demon Snake gene and gains a certain amount of shadow affinity, it won't make much difference."

 Link listened to the judgment of the Serene Wizard and looked at the various test results, his mind suddenly sparked with an idea.

 He was reminded of the good neighbor of New Yorkers, the garrulous Spiderman.

 He pushed the 'Mind Closure Technique' to its limits, making himself enter a state of extreme rational indifference.

 Then, by stimulating the 'Multi-Threading Thinking' state, he turned into a humanoid supercomputer.

 He began contemplating the feasibility of the spark of thought he had.

 A moment later, Link said, "Serene Wizard, If we separate the soul and the body of the fetus with the soul remaining purely human, cutting off the beastly influence of the Shadow Demon Snake; and consider the body as two separate parts, the shell being human and the core as Shadow Demon Snake, would it work?"
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 Serene Wizard, upon hearing this, had a slight change in expression and pondered before replying, "Indeed, it's possible, but during the subsequent development process, the inherent nature represented by the abilities of the Shadow Demon Snake Race will still impact the fetus's soul. Wouldn't all our prior efforts be in vain then?"

 She paused for a moment, then emphasized, "A humanoid Shadow Demon Snake is no different from a human shaped like a snake!"

 Link didn't immediately respond to Serene Wizard's words. Instead, he started working on his office brain computer.

 He called up all his research records from the Fairy World, brought up the development records of various versions of "Fairy" potion, and projected them one by one.

 Once Serene Wizard had finished reading this information, Link explained:

 "Consider the racial abilities of the Shadow Demon Snake as the innate power of the fairy. By converting this via the potion, integrating it into the physical body as the body's innate power, rather than a witchcraft-like ability at the soul level.

 In such a case, the impact on the soul should be minimized.

 If handled properly, it could even result in some enhancement."

 "Cross-species hybridization?"

 "Cross-species hybridization."

 "Autotransplantation?"

 "Autotransplantation."

 After conducting two rounds of conversation with Link, Serene Wizard fell into deep thought.

 It had to be said, Link's idea was rather fresh and reasonable.

 If this thought process was refined, and all aspects were properly handled, it might indeed be feasible.

 But the only problem is....

 Serene wizard voiced her concern: "By doing this, the likelihood of the fetus dying in the womb will greatly increase, to the point of possibly ending up stillborn!"

 "That is indeed a probability."

 Link had to admit this.

 How could he put it?

 The analogy of a calf pulling a heavy cart doesn't even begin to describe the disparity in strength between the soul of the fetus and the enhanced physical body.

 Perhaps it could be likened to using a second generation avionic system to control a sixth generation aircraft.

 Forget about taking to the skies, even getting off the ground would be a major problem.

 "I do have an immature idea."

 Serene Wizard suddenly started speaking again but her tone wasn't firm, "Could we borrow a method from the Intelligence Mechanism Wizards' study, having the soul and the physical body nurtured separately. We only need to keep in mind not to sever their connection and prevent the physical body from gestating an intelligence that isn't from the soul."

 Upon hearing this, Link found it quite reasonable.

 The so-called Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, as per Link's understanding, are Cyberpunk Wizards who ascended to become machines because of the frailty of their flesh and blood.

 They major in soul and Alchemy studies, gradually transplanting various mechanical body parts and organs and replacing the original flesh.

 They then constantly upgrade themselves until, in the end, only the pure human soul remains, and the physical body has become an entirely mechanical body governed by the soul.

 Moreover, Intelligence Mechanism Wizards have an unparalleled advantage when it comes to controlling intelligent machinery and Intelligent Puppets.

 Powerful Intelligence Mechanism Wizards are comparable to an army.

 The fighting style of the Intelligence Mechanism Wizards has always been to fight in groups.

 It is recorded in the history of the Wizard World that there was once a level six sage Intelligence Mechanism Wizard who single-handedly wiped out the Undead Army known as the Catastrophe.

 What Serene Wizard means by borrowing from the practice of Intelligence Mechanism Wizards is to look at the enhanced body of the fetus as an Intelligent Puppet.

 Upon hastily thinking about it, Link found it entirely feasible.

 However, the real question is whether Christina would accept this plan.

 Knowing there's no use in guessing, Link immediately calls Christina down and recounts the problem they're facing, the idea to solve the problem, and the risks involved.

 After hearing everything, Christina fell into deep thought.

 Of course, the plan was risky, and the risk was indeed high.

 But then, is there anything in the world that's guaranteed to succeed?

 If the expected returns are high enough.

 It's a risk that needs to be taken.

 Just like when she risked her life, caught her enemy off guard, transformed into a Shadow Demon Snake, and finally swallowed her foe in one bite, completing her thrilling revenge.

 A snake-shaped black smoke manifested and shaped itself into words.

 "Let's do it this way then. I'll do whatever I need to. I'm all for it."

 "Taking the plunge!"
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 "Let's give it a shot.

 Since Christina, the involved party, is willing to take the risks, why should Link hesitate?

 The Serene Wizard cares even less.

 At least, there's some camaraderie between Christina, Link, and Jasmine.

 To Serene Wizard, they are all absolute strangers, who need not be accounted for.

 If necessary, she wouldn't hesitate to attack and kill them directly.

 "Do you have enough spare time? This is not a problem that can be solved shortly."

 Link glanced at Christina's belly, which was not yet showing signs of pregnancy.

 She was only three months into her pregnancy now, and it would be at least six months before she could give birth.

 This research requires daily monitoring of various data from Christina and her unborn baby.

 If Christina needs to return to Shadow City and can't stay at the college for a long time, everything would be in vain.

 "I have plenty of time.

 The serpent-like black smoke shaped Christina's answer, "I have a half-year leave."

 The system in Shadow City is different from that of Ravensmouth College.

 The former is like a company, and the latter is an institution. Naturally, there are differences in member management.

 As far as Ravensmouth College is concerned, Wizard Apprentices receive education and assessments, Wizards go in-depth, further their study, and carry out tasks. As long as they do their jobs well, they have a lot of free time.

 Well...

 If one goes out, it's best to die within the radiation range of the college's influence.

 In this way, they can collect the body in time, dissect it for utilization, and recycle resources.

 For Shadow City, both apprentices and wizards have their time belong to Shadow City, not themselves.

 Want to do your own thing?

 Yes.

 Take a leave.

 It's not like you can take as much time off as you want.

 All decisions are in the hands of Shadow City's management at all levels.

 How long the management allows, how long the leave will be.

 Link had heard something about these policies.

 He was quite surprised when Christina managed to take a half-year leave.

 But then it occurred to him that this might be Shadow City's compensation for Christina wasting a month and a half's time.

 Therefore, he didn't think much about this insignificant detail.

 After considering, Link said solemnly, "Considering various factors, to increase the success rate, we need to examine you comprehensively, including your soul and the soul of your unborn child. Additionally, we need to sign a confidentiality agreement. All research findings belong to me and Serene Wizard. You have no rights or interests and cannot leak any information in any form to anyone."

 This condition could be considered extremely harsh.

 From a universal value point of view, it seems that Christina has no human rights.

 But in the Wizard World, it seemed reasonable and even overly favorable for Christina.

 Link didn't charge Christina. He treated her like a fellow villager and acknowledged her contribution in providing the data and being part of the "research material."

 Serene Wizard, however, didn't mind this little "mosquito leg meat."

 "That's fine. I don't object," Christina replied without any hesitation.

 Before coming to ask for Link's help, she had investigated Link Grande's reputation and deeds in the Ravensmouth Special Area over the past few years and made the necessary psychological preparations.

 Through several of Link's deeds, Christina had long understood that Link Grande is not a good Samaritan.

 He wouldn't help her for nothing.

 Now this situation is a good outcome that Christina even dared not to think about.

 Serene Wizard took out a blank confidentiality agreement, filled in the contents that highly restrict Christina in front of her, and stipulated that all the output of this research is jointly owned by Link and Serene Wizard.

 After they confirmed the contents of the agreement, they signed their names, leaving their biological information and spiritual power imprints.

 The agreement was formed and was originally kept by Serene Wizard.

 As it was late today and all arrangements for the research had not been sorted out, they decided to call it a day.

 Serene Wizard had dinner and went home afterward.

 The next day, Link officially handed over all the work of the Grande Potion Shop to Jasmine.

 That included the concoction of the "Single-minded" potion.

 Even if Jasmine's success and quality rate for concocting the "Single-minded" potion were to drop and it caused a lot of waste of raw materials, that was fine.

 Besides innate talent and bragging, which pharmacist isn't made up of raw materials?

 Such a little waste is affordable for Link.

 As long as Jasmine could be trained well, in the future, there would be many opportunities to earn Magic Stones and easily make up for the loss.

 Link and Serene Wizard dedicated themselves to human-making research.

 Christina refused Jasmine's invitation to live in Link's North District Villa.

 She rented a high-grade apartment with a Magic Laboratory in the Eastern District through the official channel of Shadow City and settled in peacefully.

 She cooperated wholeheartedly with the research requirements of Link and Serene Wizard.

 This was not only for the preservation of the fetus, but also in hopes to change some unfavorable traits of herself

 Like her voice that was as harsh as rusted iron plates grinding against each other;

 and her creepy snake arms that were as smooth as octopus tentacles.

 Time flew by.

 Six months have passed in a flash.

 In this half-year, neither Link nor Serene Wizard could invest all their time in human-making research.

 They both had loads of things to do.

 Serene Wizard had to manage various businesses for Sage Palo, handle interpersonal relationships, run her own shop, develop and concoct potions. She was incredibly busy.
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 How could he fully devote himself to this research?

 Link felt the same way.

 Less than half a month after the holiday ended, Link returned to the Senior Division to continue furthering his education.

 The main focus was on Elemental Wizardry and the subsidiary - True Spirit Wizardry courses, both of which had entered the "Deep Water Area".

 The knowledge involved was becoming more and more profound, and the recommended witchcraft was becoming increasingly complex.

 Every day, a large amount of time and energy had to be devoted to learning and absorbing new knowledge.

 Moreover, Link still needed to seek the opportunity to expand the "Battle Armor" of his Destiny Witchcraft, constantly matching various witchcrafts and perfecting the combat system based on different versions of "Battle Armor".

 Therefore, the time Link and Serene Wizard actually spent on this research was not even up to three hours a day.

 That was, in fact, more than enough.

 The key hurdles in the research that needed to be overcome were all concentrated in the early stages.

 The first was the cutting of the fetus's soul.

 Incidentally, Serene Wizard has conducted in-depth study on the plan to improve Wizard Qualifications. Her achievement in the soul might not be that high, but at least it was above a typical Level Three Elementalist;

 And Link, having studied the course of True Spirit Wizard, was no novice in terms of the soul as well.

 The two of them joined forces and managed to cut off just a tiny part of the Shadow Demon Snake from the fetus's soul, though not without difficulty.

 Following that was the handling of the fetus's physical body.

 The hereditary strength of the Shadow Demon Snake was still very strong.

 Even though the fetus was only three months old, it had already started to show signs of deformation.

 Link and Serene Wizard extracted some biological tissues from the fetus, quickly cultivated, studied, and experimented;

 They extracted Christina's biological tissues for the same project;

 and through a special channel, they bought a Shadow Demon Snake as the control group.

 Through a series of efforts and twists and turns, they finally managed to concoct a highly targeted potion,

 successfully transforming the Shadow Demon Snake Race abilities of Christina's five-month-old fetus, from the spiritual level witchcraft abilities into abilities akin to a Fairy's Innate Special, integrating it into the fetus's physical body.

 Afterwards, it was primarily Christina's responsibility.

 She had to carefully nurture the fetus, help the ignorant fetal soul adapt to the overly strong physical body, and fight for survival.

 The main task for Link and Serene Wizard during this stage was to ensure the safety of both mother and child using various methods.

 and referenced the cultivation method of Intelligence Mechanism Wizard, integrated some methods of True Spirit Wizard, they designed a set of special methods that seemed to separate yet connect the fetus's soul and physical body, almost like a broken thread still holding on.

 At the beginning, these methods will be operated by Christina. Once the fetus has a certain level of wisdom, they will be taught to her.

 Through a large amount of research, Link and Serene Wizard have each reaped substantial rewards.

 By way of analogy, Serene Wizard found unknown influencing factors in the "Chatterbone Worm" scheme, and after perfecting the scheme, resumed the live experiment.

 As for the experiment's subject, in reference to Link's practice, she used low-level hooligans from the West District.

 After conducting two rounds, the process and results were all under control and nothing happened beyond expectation.

 With a few more years of tracking, once it is certain that nothing unusual will happen to live experimental subjects,

 This Chatterbone Worm scheme for improving chances of being a Wizard can become one of the core competencies of the Palo Sage branch.

 It can provide hope of constant improvement to loyal members of the direct line whose qualifications as a wizard are not high enough.

 At last, the shadow hanging over Jasmine's head greatly dispersed.

 She only needed to continue with a certain frequency of check-ups as a precaution.

 There was no longer a need to always be on tenterhooks, worried that a large problem may arise at any time.

 Meanwhile, Link further enhanced the effect of the "Fairy" potion.

 Even though it still couldn't compare to Serene Wizard's "Chatterbone Worm" scheme, it was enough.

 Furthermore, Link, combined with Shadow City's cross-species transplantation and the distinctive characteristics of the original Fairy bio-transformation and enhancement scheme, developed two new potions separately.

 The first potion is called "Empowerment", and its effect is to endow humans with Wizard Qualifications with the racial abilities of Extraordinary Creatures, thus establishing supernatural abilities similar to a Fairy's Inherent Ability.

 In other words, the "Empowerment" potion is actually the "Gene Fluid" version for wizards.

 The downside to this potion is that it consumes the user's potential and limits the upper ceiling of development for the user.

 It is suitable for accelerating the development of fighters and cannon fodder, but not suitable for cultivating direct line members.

 The second potion is called "Sublimation", which entirely eliminates all the defects and sequelae of the original Fairy bio-transformation and reinforcement scheme, and can greatly improve a Fairy's Innate Special Power without causing damage.

 It won't change the Fairy's appearance, nor affect its sanity.

 After verifying all sorts of data for the "Sublimation" potion, Serene Wizard immediately sent the test report to Sage Palo.

 Fairy World is the first Servant Soldier Origin World that the Palo Sage Army controlled.

 In the future, Sage Palo will continuously conscript servant soldiers from Fairy World during his battles in the Heavens.

 And no more buying or leasing from the academy will be needed.

 If it is possible to improve the quality of servant soldiers from the root, it will bring about many benefits to the army's expedition.

 Sage Palo's reaction was extremely decisive.

 He outright purchased all the rights and benefits of the "Sublimation" potion in the name of his army, along with all the original data.

 The pity was that Sage Palo didn't pay Link Magic Stones.

 Instead, he used a World Nucleus from a depleted world to make the payment.

 If not for the "Small World" showing a strong desire for the World Nucleus, Link might have also asked Sage Palo for some Magic Stones.
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 He was using more and more magic stones now.

 Training the members of his direct line like "Free to do anything," required magic stones;

 Nurturing "Small World" required lots of resources, but even more magic stones;

 He also had to save magic stones for Krypton Gold Draw Cards.

 Even so, Link had a feeling he would need to save up more magic stones in the future, to buy more villas for some peace and quiet.

 This was during the four months between Elise finishing her internship and Jasmine starting hers.

 The two were always together, sometimes being affectionate, sometimes fooling around.

 This left Link caught in the middle, giving him a headache!

 What was worse, Link felt no romantic feelings for Elise.

 He wanted to avoid it clearly but he just couldn't.

 The fact that Elise was always pestering Link didn't stem from romantic feelings either.

 More often, she sought comfort.

 In the vast sea of All Heavens and Realms, it was really hard to find even half a kindred spirit.

 Those who have been lonely for a long time crave company.

 If they find it, they don't want to let go.

 "Small World" absorbed the World Nucle, advancing its third stage of cultivation by a third.

 Seeing this, Link believed he should research more potions.

 Make other wizards suffer financially to feed "Small World."

 In addition to Jasmine completing the first stage of advanced study and starting her internship, there were also changes in the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group.

 They had been promoted to official wizards one after another, coming to the Senior Division in advance.

 Another piece of news surprised Link, Lanny Taylor had disappeared.

 No one knew where she went, but the academy never announced her death.

 Link had asked the Serene Wizard about this, as well as Wizard Cody who was in his Metamorphosis Period.

 Both appeared elusive, not answering Link directly.

 This made Link secretly worried.

 Summer came and went.

 Another autumn semester was about to begin.

 Link officially finished his advanced study at the Senior Division, rejected invitations to teach at the Academy and to hold a research assistant position, and was ready to concentrate on managing the Grande Potion Shop for some time.

 To earn more magic stones.

 One day, Link was in the second-floor laboratory of the potion shop, making the final taste determination for the tea drink series.

 Suddenly, Christina sent a message saying her water had broken.

 Link hurriedly put down his work, driving his "Phantom Coupe" to Christina's house and notifying the Serene Wizard.

 By the time Link picked Christina up and returned to the North District Villa, the Serene Wizard was already prepared for the birth.

 When witches give birth, there's no such thing as a cesarean section, only natural births.

 And the process isn't difficult.

 Given a wizard's physique, it's almost impossible for complications such as major blood loss to occur.

 The only potential issue would be the mother's brain instinctively gathering more vitality to protect her body during childbirth.

 This could neglect the baby's nourishment, leading to congenital deficiencies.

 The Serene Wizard needed to provide enough life force from outside to support the baby that is trying to make its way into the world.

 Link, waiting outside the lab, looked rather nervous.

 After six months of hard work, the success of the human creation research depended on this moment.

 Soon, Link heard a loud cry.

 It was the first wail of life, announcing a newborn's arrival to the world.

 After waiting patiently for a while, Christina, with her body cleaned up and holding her wrapped baby, followed the Serene Wizard out of the lab.

 As Link peeked inside, he found the baby's skin wrinkled and hair sparse.

 It was a humanoid, as expected.

 The only legacy of the Shadow Demon Snake bloodline was those snakelike eyes that resembled Christina's.

 The creation of life was successful!

 "It's good,"

 Link said seriously to Christina, "After going back, you must insist on using that method to protect your daughter's soul."

 Christina nodded, and then bowed to Link and the Serene Wizard in thanks.

 A snake-shaped black mist outlined the word.

 "Thank you!"

 Link accepted the gratitude gracefully, reminding her:

 "Don't stop taking the potion."
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 "Alright." 

 Christina agreed immediately.

 The medicine Link referred to was a potion named "Reversal", which he had not been able to fully develop.

 The intended effect was to reverse the physical deformities resulting from biochemical modifications.

 The research approach was flawless; it was merely that many destructive tests and stimulating experiments could not be completed due to Christina's pregnancy, resulting in a lack of supporting data.

 Therefore, the "Reversal" potion was only a semi-finished product.

 Six months had already passed, Christina didn't have more vacation time and had to hurry back to Shadow City.

 There was no time for Link to continue developing the "Reversal" potion.

 However, even though it was semi-finished, Christina was quite satisfied.

 The visit to seek help from Link was worthwhile.

 Apart from the costs for food, clothing, housing, and investing in vitality in Ravensmouth City, she had spent many magic stones.

 In the matter of preserving her pregnancy and raising her daughter, she did not lose anything but achieved her goal.

 Well...

 Regarding the matter of being an experimental subject, Christina didn't think much of it.

 She had gotten used to it.

 After expressing sincere gratitude to Link and Serene Wizard once again, Christina returned to her rented place with her daughter in swaddles, started packing and prepared to leave.

 What she needed to pack was not much, mainly the semi-finished "Reversal" potion, and some regular potions for her daughter, like the Glasswort Series.

 These kinds of potions that assist in the meditation can somewhat consolidate a baby's spirit and consciousness.

 After Christina left, Serene Wizard took out a box from her pocket, not from a spatial storage magic tool, handed it to Link and said, "I just got it yesterday."

 Link accepted the box, opened it, and saw a necklace inside.

 What was peculiar was that the pendant was actually a ladies' ring, and it was in the style of a wedding ring.

 "This..."

 Link closed the lid, holding the box not knowing what to say.

 He got the spatial storage magic tool from Christina which was a pocket watch. He didn't need it and was sure to gift it to someone.

 The first choice was Jasmine.

 However, giving someone a used item, especially something a man has intimately used, no matter its value, it's challenging to offer it.

 The pocket watch had to be swapped for a spatial storage magic tool of similar value, or just be reforged into a new one.

 In the field of alchemists, Link had no connections and could only seek help from Serene Wizard.

 Who would have thought, Serene Wizard did help, the alchemist she had asked was so busy but managed to transform the pocket watch into a necklace.

 "So, you don't like it?"

 Serene Wizard had a smile at the corner of her mouth, her tone carried a teasing flavor.

 "It's not that, it's just..."

 "It's just what? Too bashful to give it away?"

 "How can it be? I just find it not that good."

 "How can it be not good? I guarantee you give it in the morning, and she will crawl into your bed at night."

 "Stop teasing me, Serene Wizard, we're still young."

 "Really? Young, where?"

 Serene Wizard giggled. She looked Link up and down, then she took another glance at Jasmine who had just entered, and teased, "From what I see, you guys are not young at all. You're quite grown up."

 Link retreated silently.

 When Old Silky Princess started talking, the wheels kept rolling over your face.

 Grown up?

 Which part are you referring to that's grown up?

 Where?

 "What are you guys talking about? What's this big and small stuff?"

 Jasmine asked with confusion.

 "Nothing."

 Link quietly slipped the box he was clutching in his palm into the pocket of his jacket.

 "You can ask Link yourself."

 Serene Wizard swayed her wriggling hips and started walking out, preparing to leave.

 With Sage Palo's army becoming increasingly active at the front lines of the battlefield, the logistical pressure was becoming heavier and heavier.

 Not only did she have to manage industries to earn magic stones, but she also had to sell the spoils of war brought back to the homeland at a high price. Serene Wizard was getting busier and busier.

 Of the three people who initially worked in the shop, Sharia, Ayla, and Tina, only Tina remained in the shop, becoming an official pharmacist.

 Sharia and Ayla had each moved to new units suitable for them.

 Ayla was handling interpersonal relationships, stabilizing old members and digging up new ones.

 Sharia was managing the industry and selling the spoils of war.

 Aside from these three people, Serene Wizard hardly had any capable subordinates that she could use freely.

 In the end, Sage Palo's army had been established for too short a time, and the front lines required too many talents.

 All the direct line members raised over the years were pulled to the front lines of the battlefield, there was none to spare.

 The couple of years just before his promotion to sage were spent neglecting the supervision and guidance of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association", thus causing a rapid decline in performance, producing only three talented individuals: Sharia, Ayla, and Tina.

 Link saw this and kept it in mind as a reminder.

 "Has Christina left?"

 Jasmine stared towards the leaving Serene Wizard and then made an inquiry.

 "She has."

 Link nodded.

 "So what's your plan next? Will you seriously run the shop?"

 There was confusion in Jasmine's eyes and brow.

 Her internship had ended, and advanced studies were about to enter the second phase. After another fall term, she would graduate.

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group are about to enter the first phase of advanced study.

 All the members of Link's lineage were ready to make their debut.

 Jasmine didn't believe that Link had no other ideas and would stay in the homeland to run a pharmacy shop in peace.

 Link didn't hide it from Jasmine, and solemnly stated, "It's not a matter of what I plan to do, it's a matter of what needs to be done."

 Everything was left unsaid but understood.

 Jasmine held her mouth shut, pointed upwards with her finger, her eyes full of confusion and worry.
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 Link silently nodded, confirming Jasmine's guess.

 Immediately, a trace of worry wrinkled her brow. Jasmine asked seriously, "Is there definite news, or?"

 Link replied, "My intuition, or you could say, a premonition."

 "I see."

 Jasmine pondered upon hearing this.

 She had some understanding of Link's perceptual abilities and had studied related knowledge.

 She knew that among the four Saints who were already annihilated, there was one who established the Mysterious System Saint, which mainly relied on prophecy and curse witchcraft.

 With the fall of the Mysterious System Saint, they devoted themselves to the will of the world and rebuilt it.

 Prophecy witchcraft completely disappeared from the Wizard World.

 Scattered curse witchcraft was passed down, but it was drastically different from the original curse witchcraft. It was no longer cursed based on mysterious connections, but cursed according to biological information and spiritual power imprints.

 In terms of effects and stealth, it was greatly inferior.

 Link's perception, intuition, and premonition, in the past, were all attributed to the category of the Mysterious System that had once had a Saint.

 Therefore, not only did Link believe in his perception, intuition, and premonition, Jasmine also believed in Link's perception, intuition, and premonition.

 With a heavy heart, Jasmine followed Link out of the underground laboratory to the first floor.

 Seeing this, Link asked the intelligent butler Hamid to prepare all 24 types of tea for Jasmine to taste and provide suggestions or opinions.

 Jasmine also very cooperatively suppressed her emotions and tasted 24 types of tea.

 Except for a few brewing teas based on green tea that Jasmine didn't like, all the others were great, including matcha.

 Both derived from green tea, the evaluations differed greatly.

 Link had anticipated this.

 The intended customer groups were different, so having this difference was a normal thing.

 Waving for Hamid to clean up the dining table, Link took out a box, casually pushed it in front of Jasmine, and casually said, "This is for you."

 "What is it? Why do you suddenly think of giving me a gift?"

 Jasmine asked with confusion, quickly picked up the box as if afraid it would fly away.

 "See for yourself."

 Leaving a sentence behind, Link got up and headed towards the upstairs study.

 "Yah!"

 Just a few steps forward, behind him came a surprised call.

 Immediately after, a soft body crashed into his back.

 Two arms as tender as white lotus roots, carrying a faint fragrance, tightly wrapped around his neck.

 Smooth, warm lips forcefully planted a kiss on his cheek, making a "mua" followed by a "pop" sound.

 Jasmine flung herself onto Link from behind, hugging him tightly, kissing him passionately which was insufficient to express her current emotional state.

 Her legs were kicking frantically, her body was securely pressed against Link's back, both hands firmly grasp onto him to prevent herself from falling.

 Fortunately, Link was very sturdy and didn't fall.

 "I do!"

 As her lips left Link's cheek, Jasmine immediately shouted out, "I do! I do!"

 Link slightly closed his eyes in pain, took a deep breath, and calmed his mood.

 From the moment he saw the pendant in the style of a wedding ring, he had guessed that this scene would happen.

 The problem was, it wasn't grand enough.

 "Get off. What's this about? Stop talking nonsense."

 Link gently shook Jasmine off, said with a straight face, "This is a Space Storage Magic Tool, consider it as a reward for you."

 After speaking, he didn't look at Jasmine's face that was teasingly smiling. He dashed up the stairs, intending to go to the study.

 Jasmine didn't care what Link said, she turned towards his retreating figure and shouted again, "I do!"

 Link almost stumbled.

 "Can she not stop?"

 Afterward, for the few days before the start of the autumn semester, everyone saw Jasmine looking delighted and beaming with smiles.

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group often saw their leader, fondly stroking her beloved necklace.

 Looking at the pendant in the style of a wedding ring, how could they not know what had happened?

 They highly praised the decisiveness of the boss and the deep love of their leader in private discussions.

 The only girl, Betty, expressed her envy for Jasmine, wondering when she would meet a boy like their Big Boss.

 Digee Finley couldn't help but give Betty a few more glances. He wanted to say something but didn't dare to speak in the end.

 When they ended their idle chats and dispersed, Betty muttered to herself with her back facing Digee, "Coward!"

 Then she became annoyed, wondering why this guy couldn't get a clue.

 If only he could learn from Big Boss Link!

 After receiving Jasmine's boastful video, Elise angrily cut off contact with Link and Jasmine.

 She ended her advanced studies and was led by her sister Renee to the Clark Family's legion for more experience.

 However, she maintained contact with Jasmine.

 With the current situation, it would probably take a long time to recover.

 The autumn semester started on time.

 Link also received a notification, after waiting in line for more than six months, the latest "Hummingbird" type interstellar battleship was finally ready to be handed over.

 With anticipation, Link took Jasmine, called upon the seldom-idle Serene Wizard, and went to receive the battleship together.

 West District, the airfield.

 This was Link's first time here.

 He thought the handover would be grand. But in the end, only an intelligent puppet held out a tiny box.

 "Is that it?"

 Link asked in doubt.

 He didn't quite understand, why for such a casual handover, he had to wait more than six months?

 "That's it."

 The experienced Serene Wizard confirmed.

 On the way here, she hadn't shattered his illusion because she wanted to watch Link be flabbergasted.
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 That is quite interesting. 

 "Alright."

 Link forced down his slightly disappointing emotion, "Then let's unseal it back home."

 Serene Wizard shook her head and said, "Let's unseal it here. It won't be convenient back home."

 Hearing advice will satisfy your hunger.

 Link immediately opened the box, using the special method included in the delivery notice to bind and activate the model-like interstellar battleship.

 A sleek black shuttle-shaped battleship appeared instantly on the spacious docking berth of the airport.

 It was 103 meters long and 22 meters wide at its widest point.

 Both ends were cockpits, allowing it to move forward, reverse, and switch directions freely.

 The "Hummingbird"-class interstellar battleship was designed with a maximum capacity of only ten people - its main advantages were high speed, agility and stealth.

 "It's so beautiful."

 Jasmine exclaimed in surprise, deeply enamored with the battleship at first sight.

 "It is quite beautiful."

 Serene Wizard echoed her sentiment, she too had always wanted a "Hummingbird".

 Unfortunately, her finances didn't allow it, so she tearfully settled for an interstellar battle cruiser, three tiers above the "Hummingbird", that could accommodate an entire primary group.

 Ugh, all because of excessive magic stones.

 "It is very beautiful."

 Link was not overly excited though, because he abruptly remembered the terrifying costs of an interstellar battleship, as well as the high maintenance costs.

 He now had another big consumer of magic stones.

 "Let's go home and officially launch the tea drink series!"

 Thinking of the increasing demand for magic stones, Link lost his mood to continue admiring the battleship.

 He minimized the "Hummingbird" interstellar battleship, put it into a specially-made box, pocketed it, and took the lead to get into the car.

 "Running low on magic stones?"

 Serene Wizard, who didn't drive but took a back seat in the "Phantom Coupe", asked with a playful smile after getting in the car.

 "Not really running low, but it's not enough."

 Link responded candidly.

 It wasn't something to hide.

 "I'll support you."

 Ever since she received the necklace, Jasmine felt increasingly unrestrained, blurting out the suggestion.

 "You can't afford it."

 Serene Wizard washed Jasmine's enthusiasm down with a cold splash, "Which woman can afford a man like them who only aim for the top and the distant? Even the most abundant magic stones won't be enough."

 While speaking, Serene Wizard looked slightly melancholic, "What's more, they'd rather struggle hard on their own than accept the magic stones that they could easily get."

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine remained silent.

 It was indeed the case.

 Even if Serene Wizard's comment was targeted at Sage Palo, how much better could Link be?

 The atmosphere in the car suddenly became heavy.

 As the one being complained about, Link didn't know what to say and merely kept driving.

 Before long, the "Phantom Coupe" parked in front of Grande Potion Shop.

 Link, as if nothing happened, got out of the car, immediately gathered all the employees of the potion shop, including the part-time staff who had freedom in what they did and worked in rotation, and announced the official launch of the tea drink series.

 Later, Link asked Linn to notify the five local thugs who had a strong presence in the backstreets of the Western District. He asked them to spread the news in the Western and Southern Districts,

 That the tea drink series from Grande Potion Shop could be distributed.

 As long as a certain deposit was paid, a fixed quantity of tea drinks could be obtained daily for sale in the Western and Southern districts, where the profit would be made.

 What is a tea drink?

 The apprentice wizards and wizards of Ravensmouth City expressed that they hadn't drunk it before, so they didn't know.

 But considering Link Grande's reputation as a genius potion master, they were willing to give it a try.

 After all, everyone could taste a cup for free during the first three days.

 Once they tried it, they couldn't stop.

 The price wasn't high, the cheapest was only half a standard first-tier magic stone, and the most expensive only five standard first-tier magic stones.

 Not to mention the taste was great, and the effects were also diverse and unique.

 Some moisturized the body, some calmed the spirit, some suppressed desires, some invigorated the mind…

 Everything you can think of was available.

 With 24 varieties of flavors, there would always be one that suits your taste.

 It could be drunk as a beverage to satisfy cravings, or used as a potion.

 In a short time, it caused a buying spree.

 Of course, the credit wouldn't be complete without the Internet marketers that Link hired.

 "Pretending to be casual commenters on the forum, strongly recommending; Queuing up in real life, arousing people's curiosity."

 The hundred-use method of promoting sales, while being common, was effective.

 The main principle was simple:

 Come and be cheated, come and be ambushed!
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 The tea drinks sold exceptionally well, as expected.

 Although they were only sold for the price of a standard Level One Magic Stone, small streams make great rivers.

 Even if other potion shops follow the trend and introduce their "tea drinks", "milk drinks" or "fruit drinks".

 As long as Grande Potion Shop does not disgust customers and maintain a good relationship, it can keep its business running.

 Introducing a few new styles or new flavours every month or two would be enough.

 To maintain freshness, retain old customers, and attract new customers.

 Naturally, the Magic Stones accumulated over time.

 Moreover, Link summarized all the data from tea drink research and let Jasmine and the members of "Do Whatever You Want" who are interested in Potion Study and indeed have some talent to learn.

 The subsequent development work of the tea drink series was handed over to them.

 With such a good start, managing the team was really easy and not difficult at all.

 Under the suggestion of Serene Wizard, Link focused on perfecting his combat system, leaving trivial matters aside.

 Every day he took out some time to pilot the "Hummingbird" interstellar battleship from the airport to outer space to get used to operating the battleship.

 The Academy never does anything meaningless.

 Since they gave Link an interstellar battleship, there must be a time when it will be used.

 Learning ahead of time ensures you won't panic when you need it.

 It's always good to be prepared.

 Jasmine clamoured for Link to give a nice name to the warship, Link pondered it seriously, and decided to name it "Celestial Shuttle".

 Which suits the streamlined shape of the interstellar battleship as well as its aerospace function.

 It's simple and nice to hear.

 For two weeks straight, Link piloted the "Celestial Shuttle" every evening, soaring in the outer space of the Wizard World.

 The Magic Stones were burning madly, but the harvest was massive.

 Just getting familiar with the various operations of the interstellar battleship "Celestial Shuttle", such as movement, stealth, and combat, was enough to compensate for those Magic Stones.

 Not to mention Link could overlook the Wizard World Homeland from outer space.

 After visiting Special Ruin World, Link established a cognition:

 The Wizard World Homeland and Earth from Link's past life are actually parallel worlds.

 In the past when observing the stars, Link did not have any associations.

 Only when looking for clues with the answer in mind, did he discover some similarities.

 Moreover, they are just barely similar.

 They are so slightly similar that you can hardly find them without the answer.

 The Wizard World Homeland, originally, should be the third planet in the Solar System of the Orion Arm in the Milky Way, like Earth in the past life.

 The absence of this sign in the current star phenomena has its reasons.

 The civilization of the Wizard World is highly developed, and at its peak, let alone the Orion Arm, the footprints of wizards are spread all over the Milky Way.

 The Wizard World, in a narrow sense, means Homeland.

 In a broader sense, the Wizard World is a collection of Homeland+ many star systems that are subdued and controlled.

 However, a grand war with a God World ruling another spiral star system led to the fragmentation and reorganization of the respective civilizations and many star systems of both sides, causing many differences in the star phenomena.

 Link, piloting the "Celestial Shuttle", was strolling in the outer space of the Wizard World Homeland, overlooking the Wizard World Homeland that was as blue as Saturn in his past life.

 Apart from the colour, there really is no trace of Earth from his past life.

 The difference is simply too huge.

 One day, Link once again burned a lot of Magic Stones and wandered around in outer space.

 Upon returning to the North District Villa, even before sit down and relax, he received a special notice from the Academy.

 A newly formed mini-legion from the Academy headquarters issued a draft order to Link.

 The hanging shoe finally hit the ground.

 At the same time as Link breathed a sigh of relief, he also had many doubts.

 He immediately took out his portable smart computer and sent a video communication request to the Serene Wizard.

 The video was quickly connected.

 Without hesitating, Link said directly: "Serene Wizard, a mini-legion from Academy Headquarters issued a draft to me, the position is Biochemical Researcher. The identity of the legion's chief is special, I have no room to refuse, I must respond to the draft."

 "What kind of special?"

 Serene Wizard saw that Link was quite serious, and she could not help but take it seriously.

 "The daughter of the designer and builder of the Ravensmouth City Main Tower."

 Instead of calling out the name directly, Link used a circumlocutory pseudonym.

 Who is the person who designed and presided over the construction of the Intelligent Management Center Tower in Ravensmouth City?

 It's the only granddaughter of Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss! (Chapter 69 of the first volume)

 Therefore, the one who drafted Link this time is the truly powerful person in the Ravensmouth Special Area, the great-granddaughter of Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 Link has never had any contact with her, but received her draft, there must be a reason behind it.

 There must be something Link knew nothing about.

 Serene Wizard frowned upon hearing this.

 She couldn't figure out the reason either.

 Not to mention Link, even she and Sage Palo who has been promoted to Sage and Wizard Cody who is about to be promoted to Sage have not been in contact with her.

 From the last time the Academy "compensated" the interstellar battleship to Link, Serene Wizard deduced that the upper level of the Academy had other arrangements for Link.

 But she didn't expect such an eccentric arrangement.

 This draft was truly bizarre, which made it difficult for her to understand.

 After thinking for a while, all Serene Wizard could say was: "On this matter, I can't give any advice, I can only say, be cautious in your words and actions, don't offend anyone easily."

 After a pause, Serene Wizard emphasized:

 "The interpersonal relationships in the Academy headquarters are completely different from those in the Homeland.
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 What Lionel Family, what Lucia Family, in front of the truly rooted families in the main academy, they're nothing.

 She, as the beloved granddaughter of the two deans, leads her legion, however small, containing members certainly from the academy's main family members.

 Once there, you must restrain your temper, be polite to others.

 Even if you feel oppressed, as long as it's not too extreme, endure it if you can, don't be envious."

 Link nodded seriously.

 He thought the same, not to jeopardize everything over trivial matters.

 After all, a nobleman should act like a dragon, flexible and adaptable.

 "Alright, you go and prepare now, I'll inform Palo of this,"

 Said Serene wizard with a worried expression, "He was thinking a few days ago about sending you to oversee the Fairy World enhancement project. Polo Salossal is proving to be useless, he can't even copy the answers correctly."

 Link ignored Serene Wizard's grumblings at the end, waiting quietly as she ended the call.

 All the information and research records for the "Sublimation" potion were submitted, no secrets were withheld.

 However, let me put it this way.

 Just as having blueprints doesn't mean one can build an aircraft carrier, large-scale bio-enhancement and reform is not simple, especially without errors.

 The talent and level of the frontline Medical Department is inadequate, errors are inevitable.

 Unless the Serene Wizard drops everything to lend a hand, the bio-enhancement and reform will not go smoothly.

 In the field of scientific research, a good leader can have such a massive impact.

 Collecting his scattered thoughts, Link meditated for a while and then set his operation on his intelligence brain to respond to the draft order.

 He soon received the coordinate information.

 Jasmine walked into the study, quietly sat in front of Link, remaining silent.

 After a long while, Jasmine softly spoke: "I'll handle the Grande Potion Shop, as well as 'Do Whatever You Like', don't worry about leaving, I have your back."

 At this moment, Jasmine finally understood Serene Wizard's dilemma.

 Wanting to go to the battlefield at all costs, fighting side by side with their loved one, but also worrying about the rear, fearing their beloved one's main base will be attacked, cutting off supply lines.

 In such a dilemma, one can only make a reluctant choice.

 "Don't worry, it's not a bad thing."

 Link gave a comforting grin, "Maybe the higher-ups of the academy have taken an interest in me, and just want me to prove myself."

 "You're just trying to console me."

 With a slap, Jasmine pushed away Link's hand from her head and huffed, "Anyway, be careful out there, don't fool around. One Elise is already enough trouble."

 "What did Elise do to upset you? Everything between us is above board,"

 Link asked in confusion, then seeing Jasmine's reaction, quickly tried to explain.

 "You're thinking of getting involved!"

 At his words, Jasmine glared at him, her anger palpable.

 She suddenly stood up, charging at Link, head down and biting down hard on Link's shoulder.

 She bit hard, refusing to let go.

 Not until leaving a deep bite mark, did she release her teeth.

 Lying in Link's arms, she rested her head on his shoulder, revealing her weight, unwilling to get up.

 Time slowly passed.

 The moon was overhead, deep into the night.

 Jasmine finally rose, her face red, planting a strong kiss on his face before going to her room.

 Thankfully Link has a good physique, holding a position for a while wasn't an issue, not causing any discomfort or hindrance.

 That night, Link found himself suffering from rare insomnia.

 The next morning, without waking Jasmine, Link drove the "Phantom Coupe" out of the villa.

 From the second floor, Jasmine watched Link depart from the balcony glass door.

 She stayed still for a long time.

 Once again at the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Link, based on the coordinates received after responding to the draft order, communicated with the Tower Spirit to set the teleport coordinates and stepped through the Light Gate.

 He was familiar with the feeling of space-time dislocation coming and going.

 Alert as always, Link steadied himself before tilting his head, narrowly dodging a cold arrow ambush.

 Franda timely triggered his destiny witchcraft "Battle Armor" the most agile version of "Wind Shadow".

 A gentle breeze held Link's body, at an unexpectedly fast speed, carrying him upwards.

 To avoid the incoming storm of arrows.

 "Enough."

 A reprimand rang out.

 The imminent storm of arrows froze mid-flight.

 Link's upward momentum was interrupted as he fell uncontrollably.

 After gauging the strength of the restraint and guidance, Link felt he could break free, but didn't attempt it.

 Being new, it was normal to receive a show of force.

 Furthermore, the attackers seemed to have no malicious intent, using a Zero Ring witchcraft, its shooting speed was slow and wasn't aimed at vital spots.

 The hidden ambusher and the one who called for a stop appeared, coming before Link, who was standing atop the high platform of the teleportation gate.

 Both of them were witches, one of them was someone Link knew, Lanny Taylor.

 The one who took advantage of his unpreparedness and assaulted him, was her.

 The other witch, Link did not know.

 However, judging from the perceived threat level, she was a Senior Second-Level Wizard, no less capable than Assad.

 At full strength, Link could perhaps escape with his life from her, but to harm her, he was slightly incapable.

 "Hello, I am Sandra Diomand, the one who issued the draft order to you."
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 The unfamiliar witch began to speak, introducing herself.

 Her tone and attitude were quite amiable, she did not come across as someone who was used to being superior.

 Link was mildly surprised at this revelation.

 Indeed, the woman in front of him was the great-great-granddaughter of the Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 A commander of the Mini-legion!

 That she came to meet him in person was truly astonishing.

 When did I, Link Grande, become so important?

 Although countless thoughts raced through his mind, on the surface he properly responded.

 Link did not take advantage of Sandra Diomand's approachability, instead, he seriously reported back: "Reporting to the commander, Link Grande is ready."

 "There's no need to be so formal."

 Sandra waved her hand, smiling. "You don't have to call me Commander, Wizard Diomand or Wizard Sandra would suffice."

 "Yes, Wizard Diomand."

 Link immediately replied.

 He wasn't as formal as before, but still maintained a respectful demeanor.

 The disparity in their statuses was clear, he had to act this way as a result.

 Sandra seemed accustomed to this as many, like Link, were always prudent and did not dare cross the line because of her personal status. She did not take it to heart.

 She continued to speak, "I hope you didn't take to heart the joke Lanny had with you earlier. Speaking of which, my request for you is closely related to Lanny."

 Pausing, Sandra's tone became somewhat more serious: "I was curious about what kind of person Link Grande, who surpasses a rare five rank talent like her, could be. I examined your file and indeed found you to be very special. Lanny did not lose unfairly."

 Listening to these words, Link remained silent.

 What could he say?

 He had nothing to say. It was enough that he listened in silence.

 Sandra continued, "I'm putting together a mini legion this time, not led by a Sage-level wizard. The team is quite simple, twelve people. Eight in charge of reconnaissance and battle, two for logistics and medical care, and two for research. Your main duty is to conduct bio-related research."

 Speaking so, Sandra turned and began walking towards a flashy sports car styled transportation vehicle parked below the podium.

 As she walked, she continued explaining the details of the mission without interruption.

 "The team has been assembled and we'll rest today. Tomorrow, we depart for our mission to an insect world where strange things are happening. Our principal duty is to investigate the ecological structure of this Insect World and the cause of the abnormality. Your responsibility is figuring out that cause."

 By now, the trio had reached the car.

 With one look at the two-seater sports car, Link promptly took out his own Phantom Coupe.

 "Nice vehicle."

 Sandra threw a glance at it and blandly complimented it, her tone then switched, "I used to have something similar. Unfortunately, I forgot where I put it. I haven't driven it in a while."

 Such extravagant words.

 If Polo Salossal heard this, he'd probably faint in the bathroom.

 When he gave the customized Phantom Coupe to Link, he had been miserably reluctant.

 Link was again made painfully aware of the disparities in their stations.

 The car sensed Sandra's approach and automatically opened the scissor style door.

 Sandra and Lanny, who had been quiet since their encounter, each took a seat in the driver's side and the passenger's side.

 The roar of engines broke the silence, and the sports car swiftly sped away.

 With his Phantom Coupe, Link kept closely behind.

 In a short while, they arrived at a temporarily erected camp.

 Only during the drive, did Link leisurely survey the surroundings.

 Like other locales, this rear camp was also constructed in a desolate world.

 The Wizard World had a tradition of advancing into the Heavens like this.

 Establish rear camps, star fleets, forward bases – advancement by degrees

 Before disembarking, when he glanced at Lanny Taylor whose relationship with Sandra Diomand was intimate, a question flashed through Link's mind.

 What exactly is Lanny Taylor's status?
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 The bewilderment vanished in an instant.

 Link chose not to speculate further, but to remain vigilant.

 If there was an opportunity, he would explore and investigate.

 But without such an opportunity, he would turn a blind eye and maintain his distance.

 After parking the "Phantom Coupe", he followed Sandra closely, observing the layout of the camp as he stepped out of the car.

 The layout of the camp was very simplistic.

 Unlike the sprawling space occupied by the Rear Camp of the Palo Sage army, this campsite was not vast.

 Nor were there many logistics personnel working around the camp.

 It appeared rather compact.

 But even though it resembled a small sparrow, it had everything necessary.

 All functional areas within the camp were well-equipped.

 Inside the camp, there were scarce human figures, and the most active were various types of intelligent puppets and intelligent machinery.

 Automation and intelligence were the most fitting labels for this camp.

 "You'll stay here," Sandra said.

 After a brief walk, the three of them arrived at the tent zone in the center of the camp, which was arranged in a hexagram layout.

 At the top and intersection points of the hexagram, making 12 spots, 12 tents were set up for accommodation and living purposes.

 Pointing at a tent at the lower right vertex, Sandra Diomand said to Link, "Settle down first, there's a detailed introduction about this task. Review it so that you won't be entirely clueless when we meet up later."

 "Alright."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 After that, he watched as Sandra and Lanny bypassed the tent at the center of the hexagram and entered the tent at the upper vertex.

 He then lifted the tent flap and stepped into the tent that had been assigned to him.

 The interior of the tent was spacious, greater than the floor area of a yurt, divided into several different functional areas.

 It met every aspect of daily living requirements.

 A low table was set up in the guest/office area near the tent flap, and an office tablet was placed on top of it.

 Cross-legged, Link sat on the soft cushion on the inner side of the low table, picked up the tablet and awakened the screen.

 The tablet wasn't locked and could be opened directly.

 Once the screen saver dispersed, it immediately showed a briefing on the details of this task.

 The Insect World, once a Super Civilization World in line with the Wizard World, the World of God, the Undead World, and the Abyss World, all standing at the pinnacle of all Heavens and Realms.

 At its zenith, it occupied one and a half Barred Spiral Galaxies, and was still in a constant state of outward expansion.

 If it had been carefully managed, it could definitely have become one of the major overlords among all Heavens and Realms.

 However, the Insect Race was simply too offensive and managed to offend the Wizard World, the Undead World, and the Abyss World, three Super Civilization Worlds with incredibly aggressive expansion.

 After nearly one hundred years of conniving and conspiring, the Wizard World, along with the Undead World and the Abyss World, boldly launched a full-scale punitive expedition against the Insect World.

 It was three against one, with the Alliance already having an upper hand.

 The faction of Intelligence Mechanism Wizards and the Elemental Wizards in the Wizard World, were a natural nemesis to the Insect Race.

 The Intelligence Mechanism Wizards controlled more puppets and machines than the number of Insects, while the Elemental Wizards had the ability to execute extraordinarily powerful large area group attacks.

 The Undead World and the Abyss World might lack in various areas, but never in cannon fodder.

 These two worlds had never been afraid of a battle of numbers.

 Hence, this battle, right from the beginning, ended up being completely ruthless, with no phase of deadlock.

 Swift and brutal, like the autumn wind sweeping fallen leaves.

 And thus, the Insect World, a Super Civilization with a glorious history, was totally crippled and fragmented.

 The different clans were scattered among countless smaller Low Civilization Worlds and Medium Civilization Worlds.

 They lost the ability to unite and form a might, and sweep across all Heavens and Realms.

 It was in this battle that the Wizard World, showcasing unmatched combat power, became a thorn in the side of the World of God, which always believed itself to have the highest standing and combat power in all Heavens and Realms.

 Ever since then, the World of God had been trying to suppress the rising trajectory of the Wizard World.

 Several intense clashes later led to the cataclysmic war, which broke both worlds to pieces.

 Returning to the subject of the Insect World.

 Since the Wizard World contributed the most to the punitive expedition, it also gained the most benefits.

 Therefore, after the war, the Wizard World's surveillance over the Insect World was the most stringent.

 This time, Sandra Diomand's assembly of a mini-legion.

 Not only was it an experience for her organizational capabilities, leadership skills, and command abilities, it was also in execution of an unconventional task issued by the Supreme Council.

 The target was a low civilization world with a limit of Level 3 Extraordinary.

 A branch of the once super civilization - the Insect World's Royal Clan, had been thriving in this Low Civilization World for almost a thousand years.

 They had always been low-key during the period, living to survive without any unusual actions.

 Three years ago, during the Wizard World's routine monitoring of this Level 3 Insect World, some unusual signs were found.

 When the check was done two years later, the signs of abnormalities had significantly increased.

 After another check a year later, it was confirmed that some kind of unknown mutation had occurred in the Level 3 Insect World.

 It seemed possible that the insects living in this Level 3 low civilization world might start to gather power again.

 The task of inspecting the source of the mutation in the Insect World was subsequently released by the Supreme Council of the Wizard World.

 After multiple transfers, it ended up on the plate of Ravensmouth College.

 Just as Sandra Diomand was preparing to be promoted to a Third Level Wizard and needed an opportunity and some resources, the assembly of this mini-legion was initiated.

 Link understood the importance of nurturing his own direct line members.

 As the Great-granddaughter of the Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, Sandra naturally understood it too.

 Refusing her mother's arrangement - the only granddaughter of the Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss - Sandra chose to cultivate her own team personally.
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 Therefore, she turned her attention to the promising young generation from the college's clans, local West Coast clans, and the Storm Sea New Blood.

 Lanny Taylor was a genius who captured her attention at first sight.

 Link Grande, however, only later came into her view.

 The cause indeed was Lanny Taylor.

 But Sandra made up her mind to recruit Link because of a statement from his mother.

 "Your great-grandfather and great-grandmother have both paid attention to him."

 As co-owners of Ravensmouth College, one was a Level Eight Great Sage, and the other a Peak Level Seven Great Sage.

 Both these top figures paid attention to Link Grande, giving Sandra absolutely no reason not to include him in her recruitment plans.

 Link, of course, was unaware of these behind-the-scenes details of his recruitment.

 What he was currently reading was the background introduction of the Level 3 Insect World.

 This world was also a planet, its size, density, and gravity similar to the moon from his previous life.

 The Insect Race excelled at burrowing, creating a complex network of caves and pits in the planet.

 If one wasn't familiar with the terrain, entry into the burrow might mean that no help would come, even if one screamed towards the skies or the earth.

 But every complicated maze has an exit for the wise, and nothing can stump the wisdom of a wizard.

 The Nest, an important cornerstone of every race in the Insect World, needed to be guarded at all costs.

 In absence of a Nest, the production of new insects is impossible.

 After the war, the wizards marked each Nest from every world in the Insect World within the all heavens and realms.

 No world was left out, not even a low-level civilization with a maximum capacity of level 1 extraordinaries.

 As quick as wildfire to catch, as easy as weeds to grow, the vitality and reproduction speed of insects are far superior.

 The Wizard World had refrained from implementing an extermination policy so as not to appear overly brutal, as they feared it might scare all other Worlds and races within the all heavens and realms.

 Because, if that happened, the invasion targets of the Wizard World, apart from resisting to the dying breath, would opt not to surrender.

 The resulting unnecessary death and damage would dramatically increase.

 Such results are contrary to the interest of the Wizard World.

 Because of the annotations left by the wizards, the mini legions, upon arrival in the Level 3 Insect World, would not be distracted by these cave and pit systems.

 They only have to follow the signs, strike directly at the heart, to locate the Nest.

 The task of Link, as Sandra had mentioned earlier, is to study the ecological structure of the Insect Race, the causes of anomalies, and changes.

 The work he needed to do was no different from what he had done in the Fairy World in reality.

 The only difference was the object under study.

 Being adept, this posed no difficulty for him.

 Just as he finished reading the briefing, footsteps approached from outside the tent.

 "May I come in?"

 Lanny Taylor's voice immediately followed the footsteps.

 Polite and courteous in tone, completely opposed to her initial surprise attack.

 "Yes, come in."

 Link then set the smart device down, straightened himself up, and quietly waited.

 He was quite curious about what Lanny would have to say next.

 Lanny lifted up the tent curtain and walked in, glanced around, then sat down opposite link, across a low coffee table.

 After a moment of silence, Lanny began the conversation, "Don't you have any questions?"

 "Such as?"

 Link calmly parries.

 "For instance, why I am here or why I attacked you."

 Lanny gave two examples.

 Link softly laughed, remaining calm, "Do I need to know?"

 "Don't you?"

 Lanny slightly frowns in her return question.

 "Do I really need to?"

 Link quickly returned with another question.

 After a few more rounds, of seemingly meaningless exchanges, both parties understood each other's attitudes.

 Lanny decided not to beat around the bush longer and went straight to the point.

 "I presume you must already know Miss Diomand's identity. I believe this is a rare opportunity where you can gain a lot if things go well.

 We share similar origins, both children of the ever-floating Storm Sea New Blood. Whether it be our family backgrounds, backstories, or resources, we are no match for the children from the West Coast clans, much less the descendants of the major families in the college.

 For better progress and to avoid being belittled or ignored within the legion, we should come together.

 Only when we unite can we gain the right to speak.

 Be real wizards, not somebody else's puppets!"

 She paused for a moment before emphasizing, "I can follow your commands, forward and back."

 Once again, Link was faced with a request from Lanny Taylor to form a team.

 But this time, Lanny showed much more sincerity than the previous occasion during the divisional competition in their first year.

 At that time, Lanny had harbored thoughts of surpassing Link and had not wholly accepted him.

 However, over the past three years, as she had continuously witnessed the deeds and achievements of Link, Lanny had slowly abandoned the idea of competing with Link in the short term.

 Her ambition had never wavered.

 Just having set sight on a more distant goal.

 Upon receiving the invitation from Sandra, she immediately responded and quietly vanished from the Junior Division to carry out Sandra's orders.

 To learn more advanced knowledge and master suitable witchcraft, she didn't mind some disdain, neglect, and occasional verbal abuse.

 Growth has always been a difficult path for non-privileged.

 Upon learning that Link also responded to Sandra's call, Lanny immediately started thinking about forming an alliance with him.

 No matter if it was for mutual benefit or warmth, it's always better than struggling alone.

 The attack at the teleportation gate wasn't her genuine intention but was actually suggested by Sandra.
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 The goal was simple. Sandra wanted to probe Link's vigilance.

 The seemingly pointless conversation with Link was actually Lanny trying to explain something, and Link indicating that there was no need for explanation.

 Some things do not need to be fully explained, as long as one understands what is implied.

 "Okay, I agree."

 Without giving it a thought, Link agreed to Lanny's request for alliance after hearing it.

 In a new team, having an ally with familiar origins is always beneficial, especially when standing alone is tough.

 "During the meeting later, you might be challenged. Just ignore them."

 Lanny's face lit up with joy. She immediately shared an intel, "The one who will be in charge of biological research with you will be Tiffany Colonna from the pure-blood family of the local West Coast."

 "Hmm... Colonna?"

 Link pondered to himself, quickly recalling Scott Colonna whom he'd beaten into a disabled state.

 He understood why Tiffany Colonna, whom he had never met before, might be hostile towards him.

 He couldn't help feeling somewhat speechless.

 These large families were indeed annoying.

 Just because he had beaten up a reckless member, he got involved elsewhere.

 It all felt like a tight spider web. Dense and complex.

 "I see, thank you for the warning."

 Link nodded, thanking her.

 "Let's go. Let's go to the meeting together."

 Without any comment, Lanny stood up and walked out.

 Link followed her out.

 A tent had been set up in the centre of the Hexagram.

 The temporary command centre was situated in this tent.

 Lanny led Link into the empty tent to wait for the start of the meeting convened by Sandra.

 The rest of the members of the mini legion gradually arrived.

 All eight members in charge of reconnaissance and combat, including Sandra herself, belonged to major families from the headquarters of the academy.

 Their demeanor and impressions gave off no sense of haughtiness, but instead made one feel respected and valued.

 On the other hand, Tiffany Colonna from the pure-blood family of the local West Coast, and Fred Percival, someone Link had not seen or heard of before, both embodied a condescending and domineering air.

 "Everyone's here. Let's start the meeting," Sandra said as she stood in the center of the camp, clapped her hands gently to attract attention, and called up a holographic projection of the terrain and topography of the Level 3 Insect World as a backdrop, beginning to speak.

 "We'll skip the introductions for now. Once the mission is over and I've decided who can remain in my team, then it will not be too late for introductions at that time."

 "Otherwise, it's just a waste of time."

 "For this mission, the objective given by the Supreme Council is to investigate the ecological structure, abnormal changes, and cause of anomalies in the Insect Race of this Insect World."

 "Personally, I have added three more objectives. First, I want a nest; second, I want a method to control the Insect Race; and lastly, I want a method to strengthen the Insect Race."

 "I hope, everyone can work together to complete these six objectives."

 "Now, let me clarify everyone's roles and responsibilities."

 "Myself and the seven of you will take care of reconnaissance and combat. If nothing else, at least we would be able to go in and out unscathed."

 "If anyone, whether due to subjective or objective reasons, causes a lapse leading to loss of life..."

 "I'm sorry, you're not welcome in my team."

 "You two, Lanny Taylor and Mr. Percival here, you're in charge of logistics and medical."

 "You two, Ms. Colonna and Link Grande, are in charge of biochemical research. I know there may be some conflict between you, or there might not be. But I hope, there really wouldn't be."

 "I've said all that I need to."

 "Who agrees? Who disagrees?"
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 What does it mean to exude dominance?

 This statement is the perfect definition of it.

 Everyone was in agreement, there was no opposition.

 There were two key points Link was concerned about: the elimination system and the accountability system.

 In addition, judging by this mission's original three objectives and the additional three targets, biochemical research appeared to be the key focus.

 The ones responsible for biochemical research were only Link himself and Tiffany Colonna.

 So, could it be interpreted that the primary targets of evaluation in this mission were Link and Tiffany Colonna?

 At that moment, Lanny gave Link a seemingly casual glance, making brief eye contact before quickly moving her gaze away.

 How much information could a fleeting glance convey?

 All Link could decipher was shock.

 Apparently, even though Lanny had made contact with Sandra earlier than Link and had learned about the mission in advance, she was still unaware of what Sandra had just said.

 Or, at least, not wholly aware.

 That was quite normal.

 After all, Sandra was the great-granddaughter of two Great Sages and must have received education in handling people from a young age.

 No matter the reasons, Sandra was willing to let Lanny get close to her.

 But that didn't mean Lanny would be let in on every single detail.

 Regardless of how important Lanny was deemed or how she was treated like a direct-line subordinate, she was still just a subordinate.

 There were hierarchies, and ranks mattered.

 Link understood this.

 He didn't blame Lanny, his ally, for not letting him know this beforehand.

 Scanning the 11 carefully selected semi-direct line base members of the camp, Sandra said, "We've laid out the rules upfront for work matters. But when we're not working, let's keep things casual. We need to maintain a lively team atmosphere."

 Having said that, Sandra turned around, gesturing at the holographic projection:

 "Back to business.

 We haven't set up a forward base in the mission world, and there are no portals available.

 So, we need to depart from this campsite, and travel to the mission world through interstellar navigation.

 The interstellar journey will take about three days, as per the time rules of Wizard World Homeland.

 We will leave promptly tomorrow. Use the rest of the day to prepare."

 Sandra clapped her hands and asked, "Does anyone want to share any thoughts?"

 Link quietly waited for a moment. Seeing that the others remained calm, he refrained from asking the question he wanted to ask.

 In an unfamiliar team, it was better not to stand out.

 To his surprise, Sandra directed the question at Link and Tiffany, saying, "You two are in charge of biochemical research, which is very important. Start with you, Tiffany. Feel free to share any thoughts."

 "Hmm."

 Tiffany nodded and stood up, speaking loudly, "I want to ask, in this biochemical research, should we work individually, or should we cooperate at every step?"

 Instead of answering directly, Sandra turned to Link, "What's your opinion?"

 Link stood up immediately and calmly said, "I think we should do our work separately. We are not familiar with each other and the lack of coordination could lead to mistakes. Also, efficiency might not improve if we collaborate. Instead, we could hold each other back and slow down the mission progress."

 "What's your opinion?"

 After listening to Link, Sandra inquired Tiffany's view.

 "I agree with working individually."

 Tiffany replied promptly.

 "Good!"

 Sandra made the decision, "Let's each do our own work. Since we'll be working separately, we have to compare who's faster and who's better."

 She didn't go on to complete her sentence.

 However, everyone in the room knew she had fostered a competitive atmosphere.

 And it was bound to be a healthy competition.

 The two could only focus on their research, striving to surpass the other in research progress and outcomes.

 They wouldn't dare mess with each other, delay each other's progress, or sabotage each other's results.

 After all, Sandra had set the rules beforehand.

 The eight people responsible for reconnaissance and combat, regardless of subjective or objective reasons, would be held accountable if errors resulting in casualties were made.

 Why should biochemical research be an exception?

 This was the case for members of the clan of the academy's headquarters.

 Why should there be special treatment for the Storm Sea New Blood and West Coast Pure Blood?

 After some thought, Sandra said with a hint of a smile:

 "The workload for biochemical research is huge for a single person, so an assistant is necessary to share the load.

 Logistics and medical duties aren't too demanding.

 In this case, Lanny could be Link's assistant, and Fred could be Tiffany's assistant. By pairing them up like this, they have a balanced team!"

 With just a few words, Sandra had settled another personnel arrangement.

 With this adjustment, the situation seemed all the more interesting.

 It was now a showdown between two Storm Sea New Blood members and two West Coast Pure Blood members.

 The eight children from the major clans of the academy headquarters, including Sandra herself, were left as "onlookers".

 The resemblance to an interview and practical test assessment was striking.

 Lanny and Link, Fred and Tiffany, these were the two groups sitting for the interview and assessment.

 Sandra was the chief evaluator, and the seven members from the major clans of the academy headquarters were also judges.

 They would observe, rate, and judge.

 Link had a feeling that despite their modest exterior, the wealthy youth were in essence still in a position of superiority. They generously threw out an opportunity to become their followers and enjoyed watching two groups compete for it.

 It was reminiscent of the scene in the Flirting Scholar where a position for a pageboy at the Hua mansion could attract many scholars and talents. Despite the risk of humiliation, they would still compete for the job.

 However, the wealthy youth never asked about the opinion of the parties involved.

 Some might be very willing to compete, like those scholars and talents.
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 After all, this is a promising path to the top.

 It's a universal truth that clinging to a rising star is beneficial.

 Some people might resist this.

 But what can they really do against it, no matter how unwilling they are?

 Storm out in a huff?

 Their status and strength simply wouldn't allow it.

 Maybe even consider intentionally underperforming?

 Nobody is foolish enough to do that right under the watchful eyes of others, who can clearly see every move.

 The difference between genuine incompetence and deliberately going through the motions is quite clear.

 Caught between a rock and a hard place, they struggled to make a decision.

 Link quietly mulled over this and decided to take things one step at a time.

 "That's all for now. Dismissed!"

 Sandra waved her hand and was the first to leave the gathering.

 Link stood still, not moving until everyone had left the room.

 Seeing Link like this, Lanny, who had already left the room, returned to his side and asked curiously, "Is there something else? Why are you still standing here?"

 Link pointed to the holographic projection of the mission world's geography, "I need to memorize the map. What if we get to our destination and the smart brain fails? What will we do without a map?"

 This wasn't just scaremongering.

 It was a common occurrence in the battle against the Heavens.

 It was a repeating point the academy had emphasized.

 In remote and unimportant corners, the Wizard World Will's response to a wizard's requests could potentially be delayed.

 What it meant, essentially, was the failure of the Magic Tool, the inability to perform witchcraft.

 At that time, wizards had to rely on their own comprehensive abilities to hurdle the difficulties until the Wizard World Will responded again.

 In the end, power comes from within, and everything still depends on oneself.

 Link's eyes were glued to the holographic projection, seriously memorizing the geography of the mission world, even the underground passages revealed in past explorations.

 His "Mind Closure Technique" + Hall of Mind constructed from the theory behind the Hall of Memories got an upgrade after the completion of the Apprentice and Wizard Scroll levels of the "Universe Meditation Method".

 It had evolved from a lakeside library to a towering skyscraper on "small world" / Earth.

 Memorizing the map of the mission world was time-consuming, but not difficult.

 Lanny also tried to do the same, but eventually gave up in frustration.

 Her memory was actually pretty good.

 However, memorizing the geographical features of a planet the size of the moon in a short time proved to be quite a challenge.

 "I'm counting on you for this part, I wasn't able to remember it all."

 Since they had already formed an alliance, Lanny didn't mind admitting her shortcomings. If someone needed to be relied on, she would rely on him without feeling ashamed.

 An ally complements and supports you.

 "Mm-hmm."

 Link nodded, continuing to memorize the terrain.

 Their actions were made in the open.

 The tent's curtain was wide open.

 The other 10 members saw everything clearly, each person having their own perspective.

 Sandra looked appreciative, but everyone else had their own thoughts.

 Some secretly took out a special magic tool to replicate a copy of the mission map.

 Some sneered and ignored them.

 Most simply ignored them and went about their own tasks.

 All of these had nothing to do with Link.

 After a while, Link finally memorized the entire map.

 "Let's go, back to rest and rejuvenate."

 With a holler, Link exited the tent, heading straight for his own.

 Upon reaching the curtain, he paused and asked softly, "Who's in there?"

 That was the downside of the camp's tents. They couldn't be locked, anyone could enter at will.

 "It's me."

 The voice of Tiffany Colonna came from inside.

 After thinking for a moment, Link didn't bother avoiding her and stepped inside after lifting the curtain.

 Tiffany was sitting on a cushion on the outer side of the low table, her side facing the curtain.

 "What is it?"

 Sitting cross-legged on the cushion on the inside of the table, Link took on the demeanor of the host, initiating the conversation.

 "I want to talk to you."

 Tiffany began softly, "I've never cared about what happened to Scott. Him getting his comeuppance is good, and it pleases me. We have no beef. So, during this mission, I won't harm you. There's no need to be on guard against me."

 "Really?"

 Link chuckled.

 His tone was playful. It was unclear what he was trying to convey.

 Or perhaps he wasn't trying to convey anything at all, merely trying to disrupt Tiffany's rhythm of conversation and prevent her from controlling the flow of the discussion at will.

 "Yes."

 Tiffany surprisingly affirmed seriously before continuing, "No matter whether you want to accept Wizard Sandra's invitation or not, I hope you will do your best in this mission. Both to complete the mission and to gauge our respective strengths."

 "Is it so important whether one is superior or inferior? Is it really that significant?"

 Link asked with a smile.

 "It's important."

 Tiffany responded, "Your progress is too fast. No one among both Half Blood and Pure Blood natives in your generation can match up to you. They can only look to the older generations for someone who can suppress you. Just like how the academy headquarters always has to find someone who can suppress the talented offspring of native families."

 "I see."

 Link put away his feigned smile, nodding earnestly.

 "Take care of yourself!"

 Tiffany is decisively action-oriented. After saying what she wanted to say, she left a meaningful warning and got up to leave.

 Link watched her leave before falling into contemplation.

 How would an established elite class that has tasted the benefits of power react to a new challenger to their order?

 They could invite them, behead them or subordinate them.

 These were the only three routes they had.

 Determine their intentions and standings during the meal to see if they are on the same side and if there are any possibilities.

 If there isn't a chance because they aren't on the same side, they would behead them for peace of mind.

 If there's a chance and they are on the same side, they would subordinate them.

 After training, they would be unleashed to bite others.
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 Link was thankful that he was able to initially rely on the might of Sage Palo. He was not beheaded by anyone, nor was he taken in as a dog by anyone.

 Subsequent developments turned out quite well.

 He was able to attribute himself to the lineage of Sage Palo, and also maintain his independence.

 But now, a new, even bigger cycle of invitation, beheading, and taking in as a dog seemed to be hanging over Link's head again.

 This mission, this conscription, this confrontation between the Storm Sea New Blood and the West Coast Pure Blood, the more he thought about it, the more it seemed like an invitation, like a feast to probe hearts and stances.

 Taking a deep breath, Link suppressed his chaotic thoughts and cleared his mind.

 Even if he saw through all of this, what could he do?

 It would be better not to think about it and simply rest.

 Time passed quickly.

 The twelve people showed up punctually at the camp airport.

 A privately customized interstellar warship parked at the airport dock, which Link couldn't recognize its level or model.

 It was about three hundred meters long, sixty meters wide, and over thirty meters high. Its shape resembled a naval destroyer from the ancient world, equipped with a large number of magic tools for attacking, defense, reconnaissance, and escape.

 It could easily accommodate not just a small legion of only twelve people,

 But even a main force regiment.

 "Board."

 Sandra waved her hand, leading the way up the automatic gangway and onto the interstellar battleship.

 The others followed suit.

 Bypassing a variety of districts with different functions, Sandra led the group straight to the cockpit and command center.

 "Welcome back to the 'Cloud Rainbow' interstellar warship, respected Captain Sandra Diomand."

 "The entire crew of the 'Cloud Rainbow' is awaiting your orders."

 As Sandra arrived, the voice of the Tower Spirit automatically resonated.

 The holographic image of the Tower Spirit was a gentle woman with a certain emotional color to her facial features.

 "Depart."

 Sandra issued an order to the Tower Spirit.

 Link followed the actions of the others, chose a seat, and fastened the seat belt.

 After a moment, a deep rumbling sound erupted.

 The engine of the "Cloud Rainbow" interstellar warship started, emitting powerful propulsion, transforming the "Cloud Rainbow" from a static docked state to a dynamic lift-off mode.

 In a very short span of time, it accelerated to a state where it could escape the gravity of the Desolate World.

 It broke through the cloud cover and the atmosphere to reach outer space.

 After briefly stalling to adjust the coordinates and choose the travel path,

 The engine of "Cloud Rainbow" starship fired with even greater power, driving the vessel to move forward at sub-light speed, nearly at warp speed.

 Link looked at various data on the dashboard, quite envious.

 The fastest speed of the "Hummingbird", known for its speed, agility, and stealth, is the sub-light speed.

 However, it couldn't sustain normal flight and was only used in critical moments.

 The normal flight speed of the "Cloud Rainbow" was actually sub-light speed.

 It could be easily inferred that warp speed or even faster was not difficulty for the "Cloud Rainbow".

 How many Magic Stones would it take for this trip?

 After a rough calculation, Link winced at the cost.

 It was enough to coat his eighth and ninth pools together.

 The wealth was damn impressive.

 Clap, clap, clap.

 As the commander of the Mini Legion, Sandra started to perform her duties after her duties as ship's captain were completed. She set all parameters of the starship's navigation with the help of the Tower Spirit.

 She clapped her hands to attract everyone's attention and pointed to the 36 briefcases that the Intelligent Puppet brought. "The atmospheric environment of the mission world is vastly different from the Academy headquarters and home soil. Even though everyone here is an official wizard, capable of extreme survival, it is not recommended unless necessary. I have prepared three Protective Suits for each of you."

 With that said, Sandra led by example, picked up three briefcases, and without any visible movement, stored them in her Space Storage Magic Tool.

 Link, of course, wouldn't be polite with such a wealthy person. He picked up three briefcases and sent them into the "Small World".

 Lanny did the same.

 He wasn't sure where her Space Storage Magic Tool came from.

 Most likely, it was given by Sandra.

 If that was indeed the case, Link could only sigh:

 So damn generous!

 No wonder Lanny had such keen desires to cling to Sandra's coattails.

 There were great profits to be had from it.
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 Traveling in space was initially fascinating.

 Because every day involved performing the same task.

 Being able to view the same brilliant yet uniquely shaped galaxies just beyond the porthole window.

 Admiring such astonishingly beautiful views.

 However, after a while, it becomes as monotonous and tedious as other things.

 The most straightforward analogy is sailing.

 Going out to sea on a yacht, fishing, throwing parties, spinach;

 Being a sailor, living on various ships year-round for your profession, that's a different story.

 Fortunately, this interstellar journey lasted only three days, and didn't bore Link in the slightest.

 He still maintained a good impression and fondness for interstellar travel.

 The three days passed in the blink of an eye.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" successfully arrived in the star system where the mission world was located.

 Even though this star system was isolated from the Milky Way System and formerly part of the supercivilized Insect World's territory.

 Now, it falls within the scope of the Wizard World.

 As such, it would be hard for the "Cloud Rainbow" to encounter any obstacles during this voyage.

 What?

 Interstellar pirates?

 Which Wizard Organization would want to play the role of pirates that cannot be brought into the open?

 Low profits, no prestige, and easily liable to be counter-robbed, sanctioned by the Supreme Council, and losing the protection of the Wizard World Will.

 Which pirate from other civilized worlds would dare to rob a Wizard?

 Are they tired of living?

 Even if the retaliation from the Wizard World is disregarded, those who intend to rob don't possess the strength to do it.

 Upon entering the star system, the "Cloud Rainbow" began to decelerate.

 Very quickly, it arrived near the mission world.

 Sandra did not arrange for the "Cloud Rainbow" to land on the mission world, which was an ugly planet full of dents with sparse atmosphere and not a single plant on its surface.

 Instead, she led the 11 mini legion members to the lower compartment of the "Cloud Rainbow".

 A few shuttles were docked here, which could be used for commuting between the planet and interstellar warship.

 Thus, the "Cloud Rainbow" interstellar warship wouldn't need to land and can stay entirely in a safe zone, ensuring the retreat of the mini legion.

 In an emergency, it could teleport the Wizards who were in danger directly inside the warship using the teleportation rune formation.

 "Let's go."

 Sandra waved her hand to give an order, quite spiritedly.

 Being the youngest granddaughter of two Great Sages, she grew up cocooned and protected, exposed to no danger.

 These experiences, however, cultivated her enthusiasm for exploration.

 The formation of this mini legion to investigate the anomaly in the Level 3 Insect World could be considered her first real solitary exploration in her lifetime.

 She's pretty excited about it.

 The group boarded a shuttle.

 This time, Sandra didn't pilot the aircraft herself but left it to a round-faced family member from the academy, who always had a smile in his eyes, to control the shuttle.

 The young man took the order very cooperatively, without any delay.

 To accompany the crown prince in studying demands a lot of attentiveness.

 He took his place in the cockpit and quickly started the shuttle engine, preparing to depart from the "Cloud Rainbow".

 After asking for Sandra's permission, he got confirmation from the Tower Spirit of the "Cloud Rainbow".

 The shuttle was then ejected straight out, drawing a straight line straight towards the pitted Insect Planet.

 "Put on your protective suits."

 Sandra herself demonstrated how to do it, taking out a briefcase, placing it on the floor, and stepping on it.

 The special fluctuations of spiritual power and Magic Power emanated, activating the briefcase's transformation function.

 The briefcase opened in all directions, first securing the feet and moving upwards gradually until Sandra was completely enclosed.

 The process was seamless and appealing.

 The protective suit was not thick and was designed reasonably, not impeding joint mobility.

 The face shield was transparent and did not obstruct the view.

 It offered the most important protective functions against radiation, bio-chemical viruses, toxic air, and most importantly, the low-temperature faux-death hibernation function.

 After putting on the protective suit, Link tried his Destiny Witchcraft, "Battle Armor", which can still be used normally.

 And it had two modes.

 One was to wear it against one's skin, hidden inside the protective suit;

 And the second was to wear it on the outside of the protective suit.

 After some thought, Link decided to wear the "Battle Armor" outside in order to protect himself as well as the protective suit.

 What he valued wasn't the protective function, but the life-supporting function.

 Link's move wasn't conspicuous, as many people were doing the same.

 When it came to matters of life and death, one could never be too cautious.

 Those whose Destiny Witchcraft were also of the "Battle Armor" type, like Link, had a triple layer of defense, from inside to outside: defense suit, protective suit, and Battle Armor.

 Those whose Destiny Witchcraft were not of the "Battle Armor" type chose to wear an exoskeleton device outside the protective suit.

 This was what Lanny Taylor did.

 This exoskeleton device could provide a significant speed and strength boost, and an extremely thin but highly defensive membrane.

 Everyone was fully prepared.

 At this point, the shuttle had also reached the surface of the Insect Planet.

 "Remember to adjust the gravity coefficient."

 Before opening the cabin door and officially starting the mission, Sandra reminded everyone.

 It was one of the auxiliary functions of the protective suit, adjusting the gravity coefficient.

 It allowed Wizards to adapt to the gravity of the Insect Planet, making it feel no different from being on their home planet.

 This way, they could avoid moving like a frog, bouncing whenever they were touched.

 Hopping around is not cute at all, and quite embarrassing.

 The group of 12 people, who had activated their invisibility effects in advance, exited the always invisible shuttle and stepped onto the surface of the Insect Planet.
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 The shuttle remained idle, continuously maintaining its invisibility, staying put and always ready to take off.

 Should the Mini legion encounter any emergencies requiring retreat or shift of position, they wouldn't necessarily need to move into the "Cloud Rainbow" interstellar battleship.

 The Mini legion could opt to return here and board the shuttle.

 Be it advancing or retreating, their actions were flexible and unconstrained.

 "Proceed with search."

 The door of the shuttle behind them closed, and Sandra promptly established a "spiritual link", drawing everyone into mental communication mode and issuing instructions.

 It was unclear whether Sandra had minored in True Spirit Wizard studies or had entirely transitioned from the Elemental Wizard faction to the True Spirit Wizard faction.

 Viewing from the proficiency of her witchcraft exertions, she was in no way inferior to Assad.

 The entire Mini legion immediately obeyed and assembled into a search formation.

 Eight members responsible for reconnaissance and combat advanced, one standing out at the front to lead the way;

 Followed by 3 members side by side, performing surveillance on both sides, and reconnaissance in the middle;

 Next came another group of three, also on surveillance on the flanks and central reconnaissance;

 Finally, one member trailed behind, covering the rear.

 Two groups responsible for biochemical research were sandwiched between the two groups of three, relishing protection.

 Sandra was positioned in the center of the first group of three, responsible for both command and reconnaissance.

 Rank, status, background— she swiftly cast them aside the moment they entered mission mode.

 At this moment, Sandra saw herself genuinely as a member of the Mini legion, not as the esteemed grand-daughter of the two Great Sages.

 She was stringent towards others, and even more so to herself.

 After glancing at her wristwatch to ascertain the route, Sandra issued an instruction: "Turn towards 2 o'clock, go straight for 100 meters, enter the pit."

 The team forthwith moved silently in the direction Sandra indicated.

 The most detestable thing about the Insect Race was its propensity for destruction, never for construction.

 Whether it be plant or animal, or even minerals, the Insect Race could and would consume them.

 Having devastated one planet, they moved onto the next.

 Having exhausted one star system, they shifted to another.

 With all the things the Insect Race consumed, they naturally produced outputs.

 They only produced three valuable outputs— their feces, the mucus they secreted, and their discarded exoskeletons.

 The Insect Race's feces were a natural soil fertilizer, immensely nourishing the land and promoting plant growth.

 Based on this fact, the worlds inhabited by the Insect Race could never be devoid of green plants like the planet they currently stood on.

 Unfortunately, the Insect Race reproduced and consumed so voraciously.

 In the end, as the soil become increasingly fertile, plants became increasingly scarce, leading to their eventual extinction.

 Just like how goats, if allowed to graze in a pasture, could devour the grass roots, and ruin the entire pasture.

 The mucus of the Insect Race functioned as a natural high-strength protective coating.

 Their Nest was built through layer upon layer of mucus, providing substantial defensive capabilities.

 The discarded exoskeletons of the Insect Race served as natural cleaner energy.

 The dense, sprawling Nests of the previously supremely civilized Insect World spanning across all the Heavens and Realms were established by burning countless discarded exoskeletons of the Insect Race, enabling them to perform long-distance space travel.

 As for interstellar warfare, numerous clans of the Insect Race inherently possessed the ability for short-distance interstellar travel and space survival.

 This planet was close to being depleted by the Insect Race.

 The surface soil was deep, dense, and shiny black.

 Stepping on it would definitely create a deep pit.

 The 12 members of the Mini legion hadn't walked on the ground at all.

 They had been hovering, anti-gravity step by step, leaving no traces.

 Sandra had done her homework quite thoroughly.

 Once they had reached the tunnel, the route was clear, the goal was explicit, and as a result, their speed was incredibly fast.

 Within less than an hour, the Mini legion arrived at the first target location - a small Insect Race settlement that had undergone abnormal changes and was on the brink of extinction.

 "Reconnaissance, remain vigilant."

 Sandra issued an order, simply and concise.

 Eight descendants of prominent families including herself, from the academy's headquarters, promptly entered the Insect Race settlement first, scouting inside and out, ensuring there was no danger or traps.

 They subsequently occupied various crucial positions, remaining vigilant.

 They were creating safe and advantageous conditions for the two groups in charge of biochemical research.

 "Research group, enter."

 Sandra's voice echoed once more.

 Link and Tiffany exchanged glances, each choosing a direction, before entering the Insect Race settlement.

 They each began their research, trying to accomplish the three original objectives of this mission:

 Investigate the ecological structure, abnormal changes, and causes of the mutations.

 "First, collect samples of soil, water, food residues, and air, make backups and conduct tests," Link suggested to Lanny, who was assisting him, as he stopped at a relatively flat and open area, taking out a series of miniaturized testing equipment from his "Small World".

 Link chose to start by immersing himself into the ecological structure.

 "Understood."

 Lanny was undoubtedly a top student.

 Her comprehensive scores had once equaled Link's!

 Even if her specialized knowledge in biochemical research and Potion Study wasn't as profound as Link's,

 but she had a thorough grasp of the basic functions involved in these experiments and research.

 Both of them defined their respective areas, starting with various samplings.

 As long as it was deemed necessary, no matter how peculiar or inconspicuous, at least three samples needed to be preserved.

 After collecting the samples, on-site testing was carried out immediately.

 As long as Sandra didn't call for a halt or an emergency occurred, Link would continue to work at his own pace, not leisurely, but orderly.
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 "Security? 

 That's someone else's responsibility.

 An hour and a half later, Link and Lanny finally finished the sampling process.

 Along with the sampling, some test and inspection results had yet to come out.

 Let it be for now.

 "Collect some corpses for dissection."

 After viewing a few test results, without investigating deeper, Link ordered.

 "Understood."

 Lanny promptly agreed.

 Then, together with Link, she started searching for relatively intact, fresh insect-race bodies within the colony for dissection.

 Tiffany and Fred had their own research methods and rhythms, but they also reached the stage needing corpses.

 The two groups searched around the rather small insect-race colony and soon encountered each other.

 "Have you discovered anything? Can we exchange insights?"

 Tiffany had no qualms about her competitive relationship with Link and straightforwardly asked for an academic discussion.

 Link responded, "A little. Are you willing to exchange information with me?"

 Tiffany nodded, "Why not? Focusing on our respective tasks shouldn't prevent us from sharing information."

 "Hmm..."

 After pondering for a while, Link said, "Based on the available data, there's no sign of a high concentration of toxins in the soil, water, or organic matter. The massive dying of the insect race, at least the extinction of this colony, doesn't seem to be caused by changes in the natural environment. Given the mission background involving the resurgence of the insect race in this world, I suspect that there might be one or several unknown external factors influencing the insect race."

 After a pause, Link bluntly put forth his conjecture:

 "Natural selection – survival of the fittest.

 Such external influences might be promoting the evolution of the insect race.

 However, a hollow entity cannot be replenished. The insect race in this world has been degenerating for nearly a thousand years. Most individuals couldn't endure this kind of stimulation, resulting in death rather than evolution.

 But from the insect race's perspective, as long as one individual survives and completes the evolution, the colony's survival is ensured.

 Their reproductive speed is simply too fast."

 "I agree with your inference."

 After hearing Link's explanation, Tiffany first agreed, then shared their findings, "We've noticed that some of the insect race corpses bear signs of tearing and biting. Some incomplete limbs that haven't been fully digested were also found. Based on this, we inferred two possibilities: either the external influence caused some changes in the insect race's intellectual level, leading to intra-species killing; or, like many animals in nature in which the male sacrifices himself after the female's reproduction for the female to feed on, some members of the insect race sacrificed themselves for the evolution of their species."

 After a pause to allow time for digestion and comprehension, Tiffany emphasized, "We are more inclined towards the second interpretation, and are more cautious about its validity. It signifies that something unknown is causing the insect race to willingly, or forcefully, make life-or-death decisions."

 While Link and Tiffany were discussing, in a secluded corner,

 The round-faced young man who was previously responsible for piloting the shuttle approached Sandra, speaking to her through a "spiritual link": "They're putting on a show for you, aren't they?"

 "Indeed."

 Sandra affirmed the round-faced young man's words, then counter-questioned, "And what about it?"

 "Nothing. It just seems a bit pretentious."

 The round-faced young man shrugged, not quite appreciating the attitude of Tiffany and Link.

 Sandra looked at the round-faced young man deeply and emphasized,

 "I don't think it's pretentious. I actually admire it. If you had no illustrious background and found yourself in Tiffany's position, or even that of Lanny or Link's, what would you do?"

 Having said that, Sandra turned her attention away from the round-faced young man.

 She was keenly observing two research groups, each demonstrating their value, or at least their attitude, in their own ways.

 Some are born with everything, others spend their entire lives with nothing.

 Those who have should not ridicule those who don't.

 And never mock those who strive to improve themselves.

 There's no shame in trying.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 115: Discovered? Then Erase it_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 All things in the world have a reason.

 Why does Sandra wish to cultivate her own team?

 She has specifically expanded her view from the main academy to the Local West Coast Pure Blood / Half Blood Families and Storm Sea New Blood?

 The reason chose this path is because the scions of the great families at the main academy headquarters became increasingly arrogant and lost their ambition.

 Each of them imitates the style and grace of their elders, appearing humble on the surface and willing to recruit talents.

 However, they merely mastered the form, not the essence.

 They're arrogant inside, looking down upon everyone outside the main academy and even ignoring their existence.

 Gradually, they've lost, or not stooped that low yet, but largely lowered their pursuit of truth, strength, and Wizard's Level.

 They're only interested in competing for family background, connections, resources instead of knowledge, strength, and Wizard's Level.

 Under these circumstances,

 What good is it to repeat that power comes from oneself?

 Other than being able to maintain their status with resources, what else can they do?

 They can only dominate for a while before reaching the Sage level.

 Over the past fifty years, look at the ratio of the number of Sages produced by the main academy and the mainland.

 There are only 8 from the main academy, while the mainland, including Pure Blood, Half Blood, and New Blood, has a total of 24.

 This doesn't even take into account the resource bias between the main academy and the mainland.

 If the resources invested in the main academy were put on the mainland, what would the result be?

 The difference in ratio would probably be so significant that it would chill anyone with knowledge.

 Sandra is someone with such knowledge.

 She is determined to make the main academy great again!

 So, she rejected her mother's arrangements, actively seeking a change.

 She seeks fresh blood, such as the incorporation of Pure Blood/Half Blood, New Blood and the stimulation of scions of large local families.

 So, why did Sandra choose only two Pure Bloods and two New Bloods, but not Half Bloods?

 Because the Half Blood families on the local West Coast were too eager to make an impact.

 Once an exceptional child appears in the family, they would be recruited into their own legions, honed diligently in the hope that they'll mature as soon as possible.

 Like Elise Clark.

 Only Pure Blood families with slightly rigid operational mechanisms would have strong children sitting idle without timely training.

 Like Tiffany Colonna and Fred Percival.

 And only the New Blood, with clean backgrounds and no affiliations, could be freely recruited.

 Such as Lanny Taylor.

 As for Link Grande, he was snatched away from Sage Palo by Sandra.

 Sandra holds high hopes for these Pure Bloods like Tiffany Colonna, Fred Percival, and New Bloods like Lanny Taylor and Link Grande.

 She hopes they will perform well and demonstrate their abilities in this mission.

 She hopes their excellence will stimulate the 7 chosen scions from the main academy's great families.

 So that these 7 scions from the main academy's great families can put aside their superiority born from illustrious backgrounds, and become a bit more humble, a bit more progressive.

 Sandra never forgets that her base has always been these children from the great families of the main academy she grew up with.

 And not the Pure Blood from the local West Coast nor the New Blood from Stormy Sea.

 For now, the Pure Blood and New Blood can be just a catalyst.

 They want more support and weight?

 They'll talk about it when they get into the main academy!

 On the other side.

 The brief exchange ended.

 Link and Tiffany exchanged their findings and deductions respectively, barely meeting the standard of equal exchange.

 The two research groups dispersed, each searching for dead bodies of the Insect Race.

 Hard work always pays off.

 Before long, Link and Lanny found a mostly intact body in a half-collapsed cave.

 What do the Insect Race look like?

 The appearance of different Insect Race groups varies greatly.

 The Insect Race in this Level 3 World is indescribable.

 Looking at the complete body that they finally found, Link felt like vomiting but didn't.

 An arthropod body isn't surprising.

 It's an insect after all, that's normal.

 However, a head that looks like a human's is just too abstract.

 Utterly unsightly, it's rather off-putting.

 "Let's take it away."

 After observing for a while and confirming that the body is fairly fresh and has certain dissection value, Link made his statement.

 "Okay."

 Lanny nodded in agreement.

 She also felt somewhat unwell and nauseous but managed to suppress it.

 Instead of doing it herself, Lanny took out an intelligent machinery dedicated to transportation from her Storage Magic Tool and moved this Insect Race corpse to the dissecting table that they had prepared earlier.

 She and Link continued to search for more intact bodies of the Insect Race.

 Dissecting just one body won't reveal much.

 Single evidence is inconclusive.

 After nearly half an hour, they finally gathered three more fairly complete bodies.

 Together with the first one, they just covered the distribution of old, middle, young and young age.

 In this way, the dissection report produced could be considered relatively comprehensive.

 The dissection began.

 Link lead the dissection, Lanny recorded.

 The process lasted more than three hours, from beginning to end, without a break.

 Four Insect Race corpses were dissected to a very detailed degree.

 Moreover, it was more than discerning.

 Blood and other body fluids were tested.

 All organs, muscles, nerves, bones and so on were examined.

 The goal was to be comprehensive and detailed.

 Not to miss any detail worthy of attention.

 Just as Link was preparing to carry out further in-depth analysis, Sandra came over.
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 "Hurry up, pack things up. There's an Insect Race team approaching. We have to move."

 After saying this, Sandra went somewhere else to give orders.

 Why didn't she use the "spiritual link"?

 Upon hearing this, Link's first reaction was actually to wonder about this.

 Indeed, maintaining a high level of concentration for too long made his brain want to diverge and rest for a while.

 "Start packing."

 Pressing down on the confusion, Link said to Lanny, taking the lead in packing up.

 All of the parts of the four Insect Race corpses were placed in corresponding containers.

 All that was left was to place them into the Storage Magic Tool, which didn't require much effort.

 Of course, what Link used was the "Small World," not the Storage Magic Tool.

 What Link and Lanny needed to do was mainly to organize the equipment and remove many traces.

 A Level 3 World Insect Race team only, would Sandra be afraid?

 She was confident of eliminating any amount of them.

 If all else fails, it will be transferred back to the "Cloud Rainbow".

 She just didn't want to reveal her location too soon.

 That's why she had to move urgently to avoid encounters.

 Soon, as soon as Link finished packing, Sandra notified them to gather.

 The Mini legion of 12 people once again embarked on their journey, avoiding the Insect Race team and heading towards the next destination.

 "Why didn't we catch two live ones?"

 On the way, the round-faced youth asked in the newly established "spiritual link."

 "There's no need."

 The one who answered the round-faced youth was a thin, cold-faced youth, "We can catch a live one anytime, right now the main thing is to complete the task."

 Sandra scolded, "Keep quiet, wait until we reach the next destination to talk."

 Afterwards, the team returned to silence.

 In the quiet, they spent nearly two hours, making hundreds of turns in winding tunnels before the Mini Legion finally arrived at the second destination.

 This was the final destination emphasized by the Supreme Council for on-site investigation.

 This place is a hatching pool for the Insect Race.

 It was still in operation, but with no Insect Race to guard, it seemed somewhat bizarre.

 The reproduction of the Insect Race is simple but not so simple.

 The male Insect Race mates with the female Insect Race, causing the female Insect Race to become pregnant. After more than a month of gestation, a large number of insect eggs are laid.

 These insect eggs are good or bad, some full of life, some lifeless.

 The Insect Race transports all the insect eggs to the shared hatching pool of each clan.

 The bad and lifeless insect eggs are used as raw materials to feed the hatching pool and nourish the good and vital eggs.

 After being nurtured in the hatching pool, the born Insect Race is strong and healthy from birth, making it a good miner.

 Therefore, the importance of the hatching pool to each Insect Race clan is equivalent to the importance of the Nest to each Insect Race group.

 Unless facing a sudden extinction crisis, the Insect Race would not abandon the hatching pool.

 However, the hatching pool in front of Link, which is as large as ten standard international swimming pools, was indeed abandoned by the Insect Race.

 And it was abandoned when all aspects were functioning well.

 "Scout, be alert."

 Sandra gave orders.

 Including her, eight people in charge of scouting and fighting immediately went into action in pairs.

 All the tunnels around the hatching pool will be checked.

 Reconnaissance puppets are deployed into the hatching pool to make sure there are no concealed Insect Race in the Breeding fluid.

 Until all dangers and traps were ruled out, Link, Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred, under Sandra's direction, entered the stage.

 Link took Lanny to briefly check the overall situation of the hatching pool.

 Then he focused on the detailed investigation of a large number of insect eggs found by the Mini Legion in a hole next to the hatching pool.

 These insect eggs, also abandoned without being put into the hatching pool, were originally good and vital, but most of them are now dead.

 The power of time is irresistible.

 Only one insect egg, under Franda's reminder, did Link find, that it had a faint trace of life that could be cut off at any time.

 This discovery surprised the other 11 people.

 Especially Tiffany Colonna.

 If her and Link's guess is correct, that the cause of the sudden change in this square of Insect Race is an external factor enticing the evolution of the Insect Race.

 Then, this egg that could persist until now and still has a faint vitality has a high research value.

 Through it, it is very likely to find out the detailed information of that unknown external source.

 Unfortunately, this insect egg could not be tested on site.

 It must be presented as evidence to the Supreme Council that issued the task.

 As soon as she heard this, Sandra came over, took out a container, and carefully collected the single insect egg in it.

 This container can slowly replenish the egg's vitality, keeping its life from breaking and not changing its nature.

 Sandra then directly teleported the container back to the "Cloud Rainbow" interstellar battleship.

 "You're pretty nice, you've got a good eye, unlike some people who have eyes on top of their heads."

 After doing all of this, Sandra sincerely praised Link, and took this opportunity to knock some people.

 Tiffany knew that it wasn't targeted at her, so she kept her expression unchanged.

 Among the seven children from the original major families, two had a somewhat unnatural look on their faces.

 One of them was the round-faced youth.

 They were the ones who first checked this hole.

 They didn't find the insect egg that still had life, and when Sandra asked, they confidently asserted that all the insect eggs were dead and no other situations could occur.
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 The words he had spoken before had come back to slap him in the face.

 With a loud smack, his pride had taken a bruising.

 The round-faced young man and another person looked embarrassed.

 Link accepted the compliment quietly, not letting it get to his head, and calmly began inspecting the breeding pool.

 The primary task was still sampling.

 Soil, water, air, everything needed to be sampled and tested on-site.

 Next was sampling and testing the breeding fluid in the breeding pool.

 Then inspecting the lifeless eggs of the insects.

 What if they discovered something?

 Academic research often required various attempts.

 Leaving no stone unturned, there was always the chance of striking it big.

 But, the work had just begun, all kinds of testing were in progress, but not even a single result had been produced yet.

 The legion member in charge of the perimeter alerted, "The Insect Race is approaching, they appear to be the same troop as before."

 This was something that couldn't be ignored.

 Once could be a coincidence, but twice was not.

 This meant that the Insect Race of this Level 3 World had discovered them.

 Even after the Mini legion had done everything possible to hide their presence from the Insect Race's detection capabilities.

 This situation was far from normal!

 Sandra frowned slightly, her mind racing, and made a decision: "Annihilate this Insect Race troop quickly."

 After a pause, remembering their mission, Sandra emphasized: "Don't kill them all, leave a few alive."

 After issuing the orders, she watched as four of the seven family members responsible for the guard headed towards the Insect Race troop. Sandra turned to look at Link and Tiffany.

 After some thought, Sandra said: "You two continue your research, but be prepared to relocate at any moment."

 "Yes."

 "No problem."

 Link and Tiffany responded one after another.

 After that, both research groups sped up their work.

 Lanny and Fred, who were supporting, were helping with the research while ready to collect samples, results, and stow equipment at any moment.

 Link wasn't concerned about the imminent battle. He suppressed Franda's eagerness to watch the fight and "broadcast" live, and started focusing on his work.

 The four family members from the academy demonstrated their excellent abilities.

 In less than twenty minutes, they had rushed over, intercepted, and annihilated the Insect Race troop, even capturing four live specimens.

 They themselves remained unharmed.

 Despite the gross nature of their task, each one of them held a live Insect Race specimen in their hands.

 "We'll move in ten minutes."

 Sandra glanced at the progress of Link and Tiffany's work and set a timeline.

 As the saying goes, every wizard accumulates their level and strength through extensive research and experimentation.

 However, many wizards just research and experiment to learn witchcraft and level up, not diving into specific expansions.

 As a Senior Second-Level Wizard on the verge of a Promotion to Third Level Wizard, Sandra's academic proficiency couldn't be bad, in fact, it was very high.

 Just a glance gave her an estimate of how much longer the two research groups needed to complete the inspection of the breeding pool.

 The ten-minute timeframe she provided was actually rather generous.

 Those ten minutes passed quickly.

 Both research groups had completed their primary duties, tidied up, and removed any traces of their work.

 Under Sandra's command, the Mini legion relocated once again.

 As they moved, Link noticed some changes.

 This time, the route chosen by Sandra did not prioritize stealth anymore, and there weren't many detours.

 Comparing the route with the map in his mind, Link realized,

 If Sandra didn't change her decision halfway, the destination was likely the Nest.

 Since they had already been discovered, there was no point in hiding anymore.

 It was time for a frontal assault!

 Straight for the heart of the enemy!
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 Link had been observing all along.

 Since the moment he arrived at the rear camp.

 He observed people, their demeanor, how they think, and how they work.

 He observed objects, what high-end items he had heard of but never seen, and what unknown items he hadn't even heard of.

 Since he began the mission, Link had been watching Sandra's decisions and commands attentively.

 He noticed that Sandra had a mystifying confidence.

 She believed that the mini legion she leads, with only 12 people, with the highest being a Senior Second-Level Wizard and four First Level Wizards "dragging their feet", can flatten this Insect World, a world with an upper limit of Level 3 Extraordinary Life.

 The civilizations of all heavens and realms are divided into four levels:

 Low Civilization World, with a limit of Level 3 Extraordinary Life;

 Medium Civilization World, with a limit of Level 6 Extraordinary Life;

 High Civilization World, with a limit of Level 9 Extraordinary Life;

 Super Civilization World, without any limit.

 But in the standards of the Wizard World, there are slight differences.

 That is, the distinction between Fairy Worlds with a limit of Level 5 Extraordinary Life and the Treant World with a limit of Level 5 Sage in Medium Civilization Worlds.

 If Level 5 Sage in the Wizard World is also Level 5 Extraordinary Life in all heavens and realms, why do they seem so special?

 Because Level 5 Extraordinary Life has only undergone two Life Essence Transitions.

 While a Level 5 sage, in addition to the two Life Essence Transitions, has also perceived rules and resonated with the World Spirit.

 The difference between them is the difference between "Way" and "Technique".

 But in Low Civilization Worlds, there is little difference between Level 1 to 3 Extraordinary Life and Tier 1 to 3 wizards.

 Sandra is merely a Senior Second-Level Wizard. Regardless of how powerful her background, how abundant her wealth or how plentiful her Magic Tools are, to bulldoze a Level 3 insect world with only 11 people is not a feat that can be accomplished with superficial strength alone.

 Even if the Insect Race has declined, their ancestors were once wide-ranging.

 In the Low Civilization World, this world's Insect Race can be considered a dominant force.

 They still have some power, and aren't a weak race that can be easily suppressed.

 The Insect Race relies on quantity. They could easily overrun this miniature Wizard army.

 So, Link was sure that Sandra must have some other form of reliance.

 When he thought about it, it seemed pretty normal.

 Wouldn't the great-granddaughters of two Great Sages who are venturing outside for adventure and experience have one or a couple of guardians behind them?

 Perhaps, every move of the mini legion is being remotely monitored by those bigwigs who care about Sandra.

 No matter which possibility it is, Link firmly believes that there will be no real danger on this trip.

 At most, they need to ensure personal protection and be ready for possible emergency tests.

 "Rest."

 Sandra ordered in the "spiritual link".

 No matter how robust a wizard's physical strength is or how firm their willpower is, they can't withstand a long period of high-speed travel.

 A balance between work and rest, appropriate rest to recover physical strength, is actually conducive to reaching the destination quickly.

 After several rounds of travel, research, and transfers, the mini legion has developed a certain level of tacit understanding.

 The seven children of the major families in the academy headquarters naturally took on the task of vigilance.

 Link and Tiffany's research groups, using the rest time proactively, worked overtime to analyze the data from the previous two experiments.

 This data all comes from the previous two reconnaissance locations.

 This mission has three original targets and three additional targets.

 The Supreme Council that issued the mission specified two mandatory reconnaissance locations.

 There must be a certain connection between the three original targets and the two reconnaissance locations.

 The answers to the three original targets of investigating the ecological structure, abnormal changes, and the cause of the changes are all in the data held by Link and Tiffany.

 If they lack anything, they can search for it elsewhere as a supplement.

 Link took out his smart brain and started writing the report.

 The main content is the assertion that no obvious changes have occurred in the ecological structure of the Insect Race through the detection and testing results of various samples such as soil, water, air, and humus, which is consistent with the routine monitoring results of institutions under the Supreme Council;

 Afterward, starting from various details and arguments, he hypothesized the idea that one or several exogenous factors have influenced the Insect Race, promoting individual evolution;

 Finally, based on the findings of the dissection, the results of the physical examination, and the test results of the dead insect eggs, he inferred that the unknown exogenous factor in his hypothesis is a kind of "light radiation".

 Yes, Link had initially found the truth about the abnormal changes and the causes of the mutations in the Insect Race.

 He didn't even activate the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state.

 The moment he set foot in this Tier 3 Insect World, both Franda and the "Small World" gave Link a prompt.

 The "Small World's" prompt was a vague palpitation.

 Franda, on the other hand, kept exclaiming, "Master, master, the light here is so strange. The 'Small World' has a contradictory feeling of wanting to eat but not daring to eat."

 With this clue, Link began to seriously perceive the "strange" light that Franda mentioned.

 After sensing it, Link found that there was an extremely subtle special "radiation" in the light.

 This radiation was very weak and had been isolated by the protective biochemical suit, so no one else had noticed it.

 After that, Link was always trying to observe the effects of this radiation while on the move.

 It was only after dissecting four Insect Race corpses and examining the dead insect eggs near the breeding pools, that Link finally identified the purpose of this radiation:
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 They induced genetic mutations in the insect race, evolving them towards a higher form of life.

 Like the biochemical transformation of fairies and Christina's breeding process, this process which involves the evolution of life forms requires a large supply of vitality.

 Once the body's own vitality is insufficient, mutations or death would occur.

 The Insect race has a strong resistance to mutations. After all, they are a race that at its peak, could rely on their physical bodies to travel short distances across the stars.

 With so many radiations existing in the universe, the insect race dare to expose themselves directly without fearing mutations.

 This shows how strong the insect race's ability to resist mutation is.

 Their strong ability to resist mutation actually backfired on the insect race this time.

 After receiving induced mutations from the "radiant light," they would continue to endure the mutations, continuously evolving until their vitality was exhausted, and they died.

 All of these were reasonable inferences made by Link, based on known answers.

 Link also understood the reason why the "Small World" wanted, yet was afraid, to eat.

 The previous stage of the "Small World" was the "Seed." The "Seed" is the world origin of a broken world.

 And that world origin had been parasitized by a god inhabiting an insect body for over sixteen hundred years.

 Later, under the rule of a high-level wizard, the broken world's world origin devoured everything it could, including the Insect God, in order to compensate for its consumption, and thus evolved into the "Seed."

 The actions of force are reciprocal.

 Some of the natural characteristics of the Insect God were naturally inherited by what was once the "Seed" and now the "Small World."

 The desire to consume this light with special radiation was the negative trait of the Insect God at work.

 And the hesitation to eat was due to a naïve but correct developmental concept.

 After understanding this, while Link was reassured and writing his report, he had Franda, who was a "Spirit," help the "Small World" to eliminate the inferior traits of the Insect God.

 And to check if there were any other hidden dangers.

 Sandra noticed Link's movements in the corner and walked over, whispering through their spiritual link, "Have you reached any conclusions yet?"

 "I was about to report and make a request to you."

 Link stopped outputting his thoughts and ideas through the mental link with the smart brain and responded to Sandra's question, "I have a preliminary inference with some relevant evidence to support it, but it's not convincing enough. If possible, I'd like to dissect a few live insect bodies for comparison."

 "Let's hear it, what is your preliminary inference?"

 Sandra did not directly respond to Link's request but instead took an interest in the inference he mentioned.

 Link then presented his series of inferences, based on "Light Radiation," in simple language to Sandra.

 "I see."

 After listening to Link's explanation, Sandra pondered thoughtfully.

 She thought for a moment, and then pulled out a handheld detection device from her spatial storage magic tool.

 She carried out a comprehensive and detailed check on the light.

 The underground caves excavated by the insect race were famous among all heavens and realms.

 The tunnels they dug could accept starlight in a special way, which allowed the caves to be adequately illuminated and sense the change of time.

 In this way, insects living underground could have day and night alternations and a normal working schedule.

 Drip, drip, several beeps.

 The handheld detection device had completed the check on the light in the cave.

 "Indeed, there is a very slight amount of radiation, and according to records, this type of radiation has been used extensively by the insect race in the past to promote individual evolution."

 After reviewing the results of the detection, Sandra said.

 While speaking, she furrowed her brows, puzzled, and muttered to herself, "With such an obvious phenomenon, why wasn't it detected by the routine surveillance of the Supreme Council?"

 From the moment she landed on this planet, Sandra had never considered conducting a surface inspection, and there was a reason for it.

 An agency under the Supreme Council conducted a detailed longdistance surveillance of the various insect worlds every year.

 When it was discovered that this Level 3 Insect World had abnormalities and the task of on-site exploration was assigned, it came with records of surveillance over the past three years.

 This surveillance report stated that everything on the surface was normal, including light exposure.

 The only problem was the underground caves.

 So when Sandra arrived, she led the team straight to the underground tunnels.

 "Could it be that due to the long distance, the surveillance was not sensitive enough?"

 Sandra instinctively ruled out a guess, defending the Supreme Council.

 Um...

 Not to mention she was just the great-granddaughter of two great sages, even the two great sages themselves did not dare to directly question the Supreme Council.

 Even if it was just an agency under the Supreme Council.

 Unless the two great sages had concrete evidence, powerful backing, and their actions would not offend the five saints of the Supreme Council, they would dare to pose a question to the agency under the Supreme Council.

 And they were posing a question, not questioning, doubting, or accusing.

 Shaking her head, without dwelling on things beyond her capabilities, Sandra extended her hand to Link, "Let me see your report."

 "Just a moment."

 Link's spiritual force reconnected with the smart brain. After one minute, he output the final paragraph and then handed the smart brain to Sandra.

 From start to finish of the report, Sandra was very satisfied with Link's clear inferences, detailed data, and meticulous logic.

 Recruiting Link Grande this time was not a waste of a spot.

 Even if they could not recruit him in the end, and had to consider the will of Sage Palo

 It didn't matter.

 There was plenty of time in the future, and plenty of opportunities to use him again.
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 After all, no matter how fast and well Link Grande develops, he is still a part of Ravensmouth College.

 He is working for her family!

 "I'll give you an hour, is that enough?"

 Sandra returned the smart-brain to Link, asking at the same time.

 "That's enough, but I need Tiffany's help."

 Link replied in this way.

 When Tiffany actively approached him, they developed an understanding.

 At least during this mission, the distinction between Pure Blood and New Blood, and other minor conflicts, all had to be put aside.

 They might not form an alliance, but they had to correspond with each other, working together to strive for status and a voice in the Mini Legion.

 Tiffany's thoughts were similar to Lanny's.

 Link's response was no different.

 So now, when Link actively proposed to need Tiffany's help, he was really helping Tiffany.

 "Smart move,"

 With a strange smile on her face, Sandra looked at Link and spoke meaningfully, "The fact that Sage Palo did not absorb you into his 'New Blood Mutual Aid Association', is truly a miscalculation."

 Having said this, regardless of what Link was thinking, Sandra turned around and walked away: "I agree, make good use of your time."

 What could Link possibly be thinking.

 He had never thought he could hide his motives from Sandra, and had always been blunt.

 "Let's start,"

 Responding with composure to the somewhat complex looks from Tiffany and Fred, Link took the lead in starting the work.

 He pulled the dissection table and tools from his "Small World", and received four insectoids from a scion of a college headquarters family.

 Thus, a cruel and bloody field study quietly began.

 Under the Mute Magic Tool, the Insect Race's despairing screams could not resonate.

 On the other side,

 Sandra walked over to a lean young man with a cold face who had argued earlier, and ordered, "Be vigilant, we have to stay for another hour."

 "Hmm."

 The lean young man, who happened to be the leader of a combat group, nodded in response, and then asked, "Did you find anything?"

 Sandra didn't hide anything: "The three original goals of this mission are about to be completed."

 "So soon?"

 The lean young man let out a cry of surprise, hardly believing it.

 "Indeed, this quick!"

 Sandra confirmed the statement decisively, completely dispelling the lean young man's doubt.

 Afterward, Sandra looked directly into the lean young man's eyes and said seriously, "Think about it, if you were to do the work Link Grande does, how long would it take for you to figure these out?"

 The lean young man pondered for a moment, then replied with a complex tone, "It probably would take me at least three days. I truly do not know how he could get it done so quickly."

 Unless it was a stroke of luck, normal biochemical research always requires several rounds of screening in several, dozens, or even hundreds of different directions, followed by meticulous, in-depth investigations.

 There cannot be that many genius researchers who can accurately find the direction of research right from the start and then conduct targeted experiments.

 "Do you still find my thoughts naïve now?"

 Sandra asked earnestly.

 The lean young man hesitated for a moment and did not answer aloud.

 Sandra had always wanted to prove to her peers, who grew up with her, that the native wizards have increasingly outperformed the headquarters wizards.

 Especially in the past fifty years, the native development has been more vital than that of the headquarters.

 The lean young man initially did not believe it but after seeing some data Sandra presented, he had his doubts and finally agreed to join this Mini Legion and take part in this mission.

 Sandra, as the great-granddaughter of two Great Sages, had more than seven companions who grew up with her, even more than seventy.

 However, Sandra only chose seven companions that she felt could be more easily unified in thought in the end.

 Now, taking Link Grande as an example, it's a prime opportunity to give her companions a shocking education.

 Sandra initiated a "spiritual link", pulling her seven companions into a group chat.

 "I found traces of the Insect Race army, they are surrounding us from four directions."

 Unfortunately, just as the link was established, the companion in charge of scouting reported bad news.

 It was really a pity that the Insect Race, who had no eye for the right time, chose to disturb Sandra like this.

 They're really out looking for their own doom.
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 The Insect Race's knack for digging pits is unparalleled.

 Not only the complex tunnels riddling the planet's interior, but also the pits that led to their own misfortune.

 This talent once caused the downfall of a super-civilized world, and it is now about to wreak havoc on the local level 3 world of the Insect Race, which has managed to survive for nearly a thousand years.

 Sandra's mood was interrupted, and she couldn't help but burst out in anger. She said coldly, "Capture some captives. I'll use the 'Cloud Rainbow' to annihilate them all."

 "Yes."

 The stern young man took his orders and left immediately to command the fight.

 He left two people on guard and took three members of the combat team with him, choosing a random direction. They didn't bother with stealth, but instead marched forward openly.

 The scouting range of the Miniature Wizard Corps was vast.

 The Insect Race was detected when it was still 15 miles away in a straight line.

 The solemn young man and the three members of the combat team took ten minutes to get there, less than a minute to capture a full 20 bugs from different tribes, and then ten more minutes to get back to the temporary rest area.

 This pace was quite slow.

 Mainly because they had to take detours, turn too many corners, which delayed their time.

 Otherwise, they could have finished in three minutes at most.

 Sandra held back her anger. When the four members who went out to fight returned, she immediately activated the prepared protective shield and identifier.

 Then she contacted the Tower Spirit of the 'Cloud Rainbow' and issued a command: "Annihilation mode, full power, three rapid shots."

 The Tower Spirit's soft voice resounded: "Warning! Warning! Estimated damage overflow! Estimated damage overflow! Possibility of friendly fire! Possibility of friendly fire! Suggest half power, two rapid shots."

 Sandra took a deep breath, suppressed the growing rage in her heart, and took the Tower Spirit's suggestion: "Agree. Half power, two rapid shots."

 It wasn't that Sandra couldn't manage her emotions.

 But the bugs, which she had never taken seriously, had interrupted her thrice, each time more mood-killing than the last.

 Additionally, even though she didn't want to admit it, her carefully prepared stealth and concealment measures were easily cracked by the Insect Race, and she still couldn't figure out how the Insect Race managed to do so. This greatly affected Sandra.

 This time, her anger was driven by humiliation and indignation.

 Link was absorbed in conducting various research on the Insect Race's living specimens, looking for more solid evidence to support his assumptions.

 He didn't care at all about the commotion caused by the eight sons of the main academy's distinguished families.

 Since duties were clearly divided, they should clean their own doorsteps.

 To avoid any friction caused by meddling too much into each other's responsibilities.

 Fred took the opportunity to glance over there during a break.

 This made Tiffany somewhat unhappy, but she didn't really know what to say either.

 After all, they were all First Level Wizards now, and Tiffany couldn't command or criticize Fred as she did when she was president of the 'Pure Blood Will'.

 So, Tiffany just hinted with her eyes, but didn't chide him verbally.

 Luckily, her reputation still stood, and whether it was talent, rank, strength, intelligence, or cunning, she could be considered the highest of all the Pure Blood families on the local West Coast.

 Fred still greatly respected Tiffany and immediately concentrated his restless mind.

 He's actually a typical wizard, who doesn't really like specialized research and experiments, and only conducts them in order to elevate his level and master witchcraft.

 After starting the task, his time was spent either sampling and testing, or dissecting.

 He was quite impatient, eager to try something new.

 He could fight bugs too!

 As he thought so, he suddenly felt an extremely dangerous premonition surge in his heart.

 A pressure as heavy as a mountain fell on his head, making him almost breathless.

 In front of him, there appeared to be a scene of world end.

 The layer of soil covering their heads completely disappeared, annihilated.

 A column of light that pierced the sky and earth slowly dissipated, taking away all the surface soil within a radius of 15 miles, exposing the densely packed tunnels, and the Insect Race army from all directions.

 Then another column of light that pierced the sky and earth descended from outer space.

 It was like a divine punishment for the disobedient.

 The Insect race, surrounding the Mini legion from all directions, was instantly vaporized, not even leaving ashes behind.

 "Is this the rumored Star-annihilating Cannon?"

 Fred murmured to himself, his eyes filled with envy.

 When can he control an interstellar battleship that can launch a Star-annihilating Cannon?

 Link was also shocked by this scene, couldn't help but exclaim.

 Then he couldn't help but marvel at the idea of using a cannon to kill mosquitoes.

 That's really extravagant.

 As far as Link knew, when Sage Palo was conquering the Fairy World, he launched three battles and never used the Star-annihilating Cannon.

 It wasn't until later when he ambushed the Abyss Demon, that he used the Light of Annihilation, an even higher level than the Star-annihilating Cannon, at the very end.

 If Sage Palo knew that Sandra used two Star-annihilating Cannons to deal with a bunch of bugs from a Level 3 World, even if it was only half power, he probably would have found it wasteful.

 The truth that the poor use battle tactics and the rich just bomb, truly is universal.

 It also applies in all heavens and realms.

 Link suddenly wasn't so fond of his own "Celestial Shuttle," "Hummingbird" class starship.

 He decided that as soon as he had some extra money, he would save up Magic Stones to buy a starship like this as his personal vessel.

 The fickleness is truly a man's nature!

 hetui...

 He just didn't know how many Magic Stones it would cost, and how long it would take to save up.

 "I'm so poor."
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 Overcome with emotion, Link couldn't help but let out an almost inaudible sigh.

 "What? What did you say?"

 Lanny, who was standing closest, barely heard a word, "broke", yet couldn't catch the rest, immediately asked.

 "Nothing."

 Link didn't want to explain such concerns further, promptly changing the subject, "Let's get back to our work."

 With that, Link sped up his hand movements.

 Under Tiffany's watchful gaze, Fred also stopped paying attention to the other side.

 The two research groups accelerated the progress of their live research.

 On the other side.

 Looking at the open space in front of her, Sandra's mood brightened, no longer oppressed with worries.

 Her seven companions were used to it, they had long become accustomed to Sandra's style of dimensional strikes whenever she felt upset.

 In her words, problems that could be solved with magic stones were not problems.

 The cold-looking young man was about to speak.

 Suddenly, he covered his ears, fell to the ground in pain, his body trembled once, then everything ceased. He was not dead, but he was not far from death either, teetering on the edge.

 His protective suit's life-sustaining feature timely put him into a mortuary state, keeping his last breath.

 Thus, he did not die instantly during the sudden attack.

 The other three members of the academy's main family who had also had direct interactions with the Insect Race fell into the same pseudo-death state at the same time, barely maintaining their lives.

 Until all four of them fell to the ground, in a state of near-death, barely saving their lives.

 A piercing scream came from deep underground.

 The defensive cover previously set by Sandra was impacted by the waves of the scream, rippling layer upon layer, and after a standoff for a while, it still didn't hold up.

 Like tempered glass, it broke into small pieces with a crash.

 Only the power of the scream was cut off for the most part.

 After breaching the defense, the aftermath of the scream smoothly reached the ears of the remaining people.

 Even though its power was cut off again and again, it still caused certain damage.

 Several clanging sounds in succession.

 The knives in the hands of Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred fell to the ground involuntarily.

 Fred's first reaction was to cover his ears, and then following Tiffany's reminder, he blocked his hearing with his spiritual power and magic power.

 Blood oozed from his ears, eyes, nostrils, and corners of his mouth, presenting a scene of misery.

 Even his internal organs were impacted and feeling a sweetness in his throat, he spewed out a mouthful of blood.

 Link, on the other hand, was not greatly affected, holding his knife steadily, without even a tremble.

 Fully enclosed in his battle armor and with Franda timely stacking one more of her destiny witchcraft "Battle Armor", he completely resisted the aftermath of this sonic attack.

 Sandra and the other three didn't come into direct contact with the Insect Race and had time to cushion the impact, so after promptly protecting the four fallen companions, they solidly defended against this sudden sonic attack without any effect.

 "Cloud Rainbow!"

 After sending out several healing magic spells to the four companions lying on the ground just in time to sustain their lives, Sandra shouted out at the same time.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" interstellar battleship in outer space immediately responded, lowering 12 transfer light pillars, and just before the second wave of scream attack, timely teleporting all members of the mini legion back.

 The shuttle parked at the landing spot automatically ascended, leaving the planet and flying towards "Cloud Rainbow".

 "Quick, get them to the medical cabin."

 As soon as she settled down, Sandra issued an instruction to the tower spirit.

 The tower spirit had already acted according to the contingency plan, controlling four emergency vehicles with life-sustaining functions, sustaining the lives of the four wizards in near-death state.

 Upon Sandra's command, without waiting, they were immediately sent to the well-equipped medical cabin.

 "What just happened?"

 After handling the emergency measures, Sandra fires her questions at both the tower spirit and the legion members.

 She had a serious tone and a gloomy demeanor.

 She hadn't anticipated that her smooth going operation would reverse.

 This put Sandra in a bad mood.

 She couldn't understand how that scream bypassed her defenses, "killed" her four companions first, and then hit the protective cover.

 Moreover, the defense cover that could withstand a casual hit from a Fourth-level Sage actually shattered under the attack of that anomalous scream!

 This left Sandra in shock.

 She had a faint feeling that things were spiraling out of her control.

 The task, seemingly in her grasp, somehow took a twist.

 The Level 3 Insect World that she held in her hands had yet concealed a startling secret.

 "I don't know."

 The round-faced youth had an expression of residual fear, his voice trembling slightly, "I only had time to protect against the attack and didn't consider tracing the origin of the attack."

 "Humph!"

 Sandra let out an unhappy nasal sound, and looked at the companion in charge of the primary reconnaissance and asked, "What's the current status?"

 The companion in charge of the reconnaissance turned his head, his face filled with disbelief, "All reconnaissance magic tools have all lost connection!"

 "What?"

 Sandra's voice involuntarily raised.

 Having fended off with the Insect World for so many years, the Wizard World knew the various characteristics of the Insect Race.

 That's why, before taking on the mission and forming her mini-legion, Sandra had studied the relevant materials.

 The custom-made reconnaissance magic tools were all special versions made to resist the Insect Race's interference.

 Just the magic stones spent on buying these reconnaissance magic tools could have allowed a pharmacist like Link Grande to be totally busy for three months.

 Such a substantial investment completely went to waste without a clue, not even a ripple was heard.

 The secret hidden in this Insect World was indeed not small.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 117: Rapid Decline_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The attack power far exceeds the upper limit of a level 3 Extraordinary!

 Sandra felt some relief at this moment. When faced with the sudden mutation, her first response was to call the "Cloud Rainbow".

 Instead of immediately retaliating on the spot.

 Otherwise, there might have been casualties by now.

 Even complete annihilation was a possibility.

 "Warning! Warning! Unknown situation with the wounded! Unknown situation with the wounded!"

 At this moment, a red light lit up, and the Tower Spirit sounded an alarm.

 Sandra had no time to think and instantly dashed to the medical cabin.

 Four unconscious heirs from the academy's main family, three males and one female, were all nakedly soaking in the transparent cabin's medicine fluid. They were under constant examination, treatment, and life support from the medical cabin.

 However, the instruments monitoring the vital signs of the four wounded were continuously sending out warnings.

 Despite their large vitality constantly replenishing, their vital signs remained erratic, with the possibility of death at any moment.

 Even with fully equipped medical equipment and comprehensive treatment plans, the medical cabin could not identify the cause of their condition.

 Besides constantly increasing the supply of vitality, there was no other solution.

 The lives of the four injured hung by a thread, as precarious as a stack of eggs!

 In this critical moment, Link threw caution to the wind and fully activated the "Mind Closure Technique", initiating the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state.

 With a fast stride, he dashed and stopped before the glass cover of a transparent cabin, keenly observing the cold young man's physical condition and all sorts of monitoring data.

 In the "Small World", Franda also mobilized the Origin Power, dramatically enhancing the computing power.

 And transferred the enhanced computing power to Link through a unique connection.

 Details popped up and dropped down, data lines flashed before his eyes, possibilities occurred and disappeared...

 Link activated a brainstorming session, rapidly thinking and trying to figure out the reason for this bizarre situation.

 Suddenly, a small spot on the right index finger of the stoic young man caught Link's eye.

 Although he didn't know what this small spot represented, under the Overclocked Brain state, Link instinctively thought this was the culprit behind the continuous loss of vitality in the four wounded, an issue that couldn't be resolved no matter how much vitality was replenished.

 With quick strides, Link flitted past the other three transparent cabins, rapidly observing the ten fingers, palms, back of the hands, and wrists of the other three injured.

 He ultimately discovered the same small spots on the hands of the three injured, just in different positions.

 The Hall of Mind was activated, and the memories of the four injured flashed frame by frame.

 Link found a blind spot, something common to all four injured.

 That was, they all directly grabbed the Insect Race's live subject with the hand that developed the small spots.

 Despite having three or even multiple layers of defense, they were still counterattacked.

 Upon reaching this conclusion, Link immediately said to Sandra: "Check the small spots on their hands to see if you can find any issues, and see if they can be removed."

 After being reminded by Link, Sandra noticed this anomaly and immediately issued a command to the Tower Spirit: "Examine these small spots and, if possible, remove them directly."

 "Understood."

 The Tower Spirit received the command and executed it immediately.

 Several beams of light scanned the small spots on the hands of the four injured, beginning the examination.

 At this moment, Link was still maintaining the Overclocked Brain state, analyzing the origin and function of these small spots.

 As a result, the origin and function of these small spots could not be determined.

 However, there was another achievement.

 A sudden insight made Link connect the research on the Insect Race's live subject, the many data on the dead insect eggs, the autopsy results of the four insect bodies, and the terrifying power of the mysterious howling sound wave... all of which led to an unrelated speculation.

 That was, what they were dealing with was not only the Insect Race from this Level 3 World.

 There were insect races from other worlds with higher limits, evading the surveillance of the Wizard World, and arriving at this Level 3 World.

 Now, the one overseeing all affairs in this Level 3 World was no longer the original Insect Race.

 But a higher level, more formidable Insect Race.

 Only this could explain why a tribe that had struggled to survive for nearly a thousand years, in just three short years, despite numerous sacrifices, evolved into a higher level.

 And could explain why Sandra's various preparations against the Insect Race of this Level 3 World all ended up being in vain.

 As soon as they landed, they were discovered. Capture attempts turned into traps, and the defensive cover was of little use.

 After deactivating the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state, Link took a deep breath to suppress the still surging emotions in his heart.

 Approaching Sandra, he announced gravely: "We have big trouble."

 "What trouble?"

 Sandra queried.

 Just as Link was about to reveal his speculation.

 The emergency warning light on the "Cloud Rainbow" lit up again.

 A holographic projection abruptly appeared in front of everyone.

 Ahead of the "Cloud Rainbow", an Insect Race Ferocious Nest, its size comparable to a comet, slowly came into sight.

 Trouble was here!
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 One can infer a lot of information from the size of the Nest.

 The most obvious is the civilization level of the World where the Insect Race owning the Nest resides.

 The Nest positioned before the interstellar battleship "Cloud Rainbow" is a typical version owned by the Insect Race from a Level 5 civilization World.

 The primary purpose of the Nest is not for interstellar combat, thus there's no need to worry that the "Cloud Rainbow" will be quickly destroyed by the Nest.

 As the core of an Insect Race community, its role is to proliferate in times of peace and to deliver troops in times of war.

 Therefore, the moment the Nest appeared signified that the "Cloud Rainbow" was surrounded by countless short-distance capable Insect Race groups.

 The trouble the "Cloud Rainbow" has to deal with is not the Nest, but those temporarily concealed Insect Race.

 Sandra reacted quickly, giving an order: "Activate all reconnaissance modes at full power, find all the bugs hidden in the dark, assess the battle situation, attack if we can, retreat if we can't."

 "Yes."

 The Tower Spirit responded solemnly.

 In an instant, all kinds of reconnaissance equipment on the "Cloud Rainbow" began to operate at full power.

 One after another, grotesque and terrifying Insect Race were quickly found and marked with their positions.

 The Insect Race army seemed abundant, completely surrounding the "Cloud Rainbow" from top to bottom, left to right.

 All were still quite far from the "Cloud Rainbow", beyond the reconnaissance range when it was suspended, and could not launch an attack for a while.

 Otherwise, the Insect Race could not have been so well concealed to only reveal themselves now.

 What's strange is that, even after being discovered, the Insect Race remained quiet.

 Neither the Nest nor the Insect Race surrounding the "Cloud Rainbow" were moving, which was odd.

 This made the sudden appearance of the Nest a redundant move that inevitably resulted in failure.

 Link glanced at the holographic projection, roughly understood the situation, and didn't continue to pay attention.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" belongs to Sandra herself, he shouldn't meddle too much.

 After the Tower Spirit's assessment, the current comparison of strength between the two sides is still balanced, and there's no need to consider retreating for now.

 Feeling restless about retreating as it was, Sandra fell into thought for a moment.

 The three original goals of this mission may still be achievable.

 But the three additional goals she set herself had absolutely no chance of being achieved.

 However, recklessly initiating an attack before figuring out the details of the suddenly appeared Nest and this wave of Insect Race is also not a good choice.

 Considering this, she gave the latest instruction: "Do not attack actively for now, maintain a suitable distance, and do not give the Insect Race an opportunity to focus fire. If the Insect Race launches an attack, prioritize dodging and defending. Retaliate when the timing is right."

 "Yes."

 The Tower Spirit faithfully executed each of Sandra's instructions, but also automatically patched things up.

 The interstellar battleship "Cloud Rainbow" entered a state ready to maneuver at any time.

 The warp engine was already preheating.

 Once there is an abnormal situation, it can undergo warp speed and leave this star zone.

 After making these adjustments, the Tower Spirit issued a prompt: "The identity of the unknown injured person has been discovered, treatment is in progress, treatment is complete, the injured person's condition is currently stable."

 Upon hearing this, Sandra turned her attention back to the four companions lying in the transparent compartment.

 Link had been paying attention to these four people's situation.

 He witnessed the entire process of the Tower Spirit identifying the small spots on the four people's hands from the vast amount of data after the inspection, and then removing the small spots according to the recorded method.

 Once the small spots were gone, their life signs stabilized instantly.

 With the large amount of vitality supplemented, not only were they out of life-threatening danger, but they also showed signs of awakening.

 "The small spot is a medium, the attack method is a curse."

 Recalling how the four fell and the time, recalling the feeling when he was attacked by the howling wave, Link intuited that the fatal injuries to the four were not caused by the howling attack, but had other reasons.

 By carefully comparing the relevant memories and knowledge in his mind, Link came to this conclusion.

 Just because Witchcraft of curses has declined in the Wizard World, doesn't mean other civilizations also lack advanced curses.

 As for insects, they play with poison first, then curses, and numb with quantity.

 This is common knowledge in All Heavens and Realms.

 In the Wizard World, in order to silently curse four Tier 2 wizards to death, at least a Tier 3 wizard had to do it in order for it to be possible.

 To cause four Tier 2 wizards to be cursed to death without any resistance, the person applying the curse must at least have the strength of an experienced Tier 3 wizard like the Serene Wizard.

 According to the real combat power after the decline of the Insect Race, if the conversion is made, it's certain that there is a Tier 4 or higher Insect Race lurking in the mission World.

 Combining this with the comet-sized Nest in front of the "Cloud Rainbow", Link thought that the enemies they are facing, in both number and strength, are perhaps far more than what has been revealed.

 Thinking about this, Link solemnly warned: "I think we should first retreat to a safe place, then consider our long-term plan."

 "Coward..."

 Before Sandra could react, the round-faced youth spoke first, his tone not at all humble.

 "Shut up!"

 Sandra glared at him and scolded in a cold voice, "Go cool off elsewhere, don't let your emotions cloud your judgment."

 Then, Sandra turned to Link and asked: "Give me a reason."

 Link didn't take the round-faced youth's attitude to heart.

 This was expected.

 He just answered Sandra's question with an indifferent tone, emotionless:
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 "I believe that the power shown by the Insect Race goes far beyond what we are currently seeing. Don't forget about the potential evolved entities that might exist in the mission world, still hiding in the shadows and yet to reveal themselves."

 The insects surrounding the "Cloud Rainbow" ship were clearly from the Level 5 Nest of the Insect Race.

 They have heads similar to humans, but their bodies are scorpion-like.

 They are quite different from the insects in the mission world, whose bodies are similar to arthropods.

 The Nest Insects and the mission world insects are two different groups.

 Sandra had noticed this earlier, but she had her own advantages, so she wasn't in a hurry to attack or retreat.

 She wanted to understand the situation a bit more before deciding on her next course of action.

 Upon Link's reminder, she immediately corrected her instructions: "Withdraw full speed to a safe area."

 "Yes."

 The Tower Spirit responded and then asked, "The shuttle has returned. Should we accept it?"

 "No, evacuate directly."

 Sandra immediately rejected the idea without any hesitation.

 Her four companions had only made brief contact with the Insect Race before they were hit.

 The shuttle had been parked alone in the mission world for so long, who knows if the Insect Race had played any tricks on it.

 If it returns to the "Cloud Rainbow", and something untoward happened, it would be a problem.

 Anyway, a shuttle is not worth much Magic Stone, so it's not heart-wrenching to abandon it.

 Sandra is wealthy and assertive; she doesn't see this loss as a big deal.

 "Does the shuttle have a self-destruct program?"

 Link asked from the side, indirectly reminding them.

 "Yes."

 Sandra nodded, understanding what Link meant, and then ordered the Tower Spirit, "At the right time, activate the shuttle's self-destruct program to give the bugs a surprise."

 "Understood."

 The Tower Spirit responded, while operating the preheated warp engine at full power.

 The "Cloud Rainbow", which had been hovering in the quiet vacuum, suddenly accelerated from absolute stillness to full speed, entering the warp bubble.

 Provided there was no obstruction, the "Cloud Rainbow" could leave this star sector in less than one second.

 However, it seemed as if the Insect Race was waiting for the "Cloud Rainbow" to enter the warp state.

 The moment the "Cloud Rainbow" entered the warp bubble, a very thick and brilliant beam of light was emitted from the mission world.

 Logically, this beam of light should never be able to hit the warp bubble that is far beyond the speed of light.

 But the unexpected always happens against all logic.

 After the beam was emitted, even before it touched the warp bubble, it had already taken effect.

 The warp bubble quietly shattered.

 A booming sound.

 Resonated through the interior of the "Cloud Rainbow".

 The interstellar battleship was struck out of warp status.

 The warp engine suddenly failed and could not be restarted in a short amount of time.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" lost a set of unconventional power sources and was left with only the conventional engine and a set of jump engines.

 Although it would not be completely immobilized, it had lost perfect maneuverability.

 "Humph!"

 At this time, the round-faced youth turned his face towards Link, "If you don't understand the situation, don't talk nonsense. Now we're in trouble, aren't we?"

 He was trying to shift all the blame onto Link.

 Link remained silent.

 From the current outcome, he indeed had to take the blame.

 It was his suggestion for an immediate withdrawal that led to the destruction of the warp engine by the long-planned attack of the Insect Race.

 However, Link thought differently.

 He was actually relieved that he had made that suggestion, which led to the Insect Race launching their long-planned attack.

 If the interstellar battleship had not been in an undetectable warp state and had been directly hit by that bizarre beam of light, it would surely have been more than just damage to the warp engine.

 The damage would have been much worse!

 Sandra thought the same way.

 She recognized that beam of light.

 It was the Insect Race's version of the Light of Annihilation.

 When fully unleashed, one Light of Annihilation could turn an entire planet into dust.

 Its power was much greater than the Star-annihilating Cannon, which despite its name, could only make a large hole in a star.

 If the "Cloud Rainbow" had taken the full force of the Light of Annihilation, it might have barely survived, but it would have been left with severe damage, impairing many functions.

 Now, by some stroke of fate, the Insect Race traded one Light of Annihilation for a set of warp engines. It was a worthwhile exchange!

 "Retaliate with full force."

 Sandra ignored the warp engine and the complaints of the round-faced youth and gave her cold order.

 Things were different now than they were before.

 Previously, when the situation was unclear, it was indeed best to retreat.

 However, now was the perfect moment to strike when the bugs' Light of Annihilation was in its cooldown period.

 To weigh the might of the bugs and test whether it's necessary to retreat so hastily.

 Under the command of the Tower Spirit, the "Cloud Rainbow" released all its firepower, attacking the Insect Race army that surrounded it from all sides.

 The main gun began to charge, aiming at the Nest.

 In an instant, a full-power Star-annihilating Cannon was ready and then fired.

 The Star-annihilating Cannon, which was much thinner than the Light of Annihilation but still had considerable power, crossed the vast distance between the "Cloud Rainbow" and the Nest at the speed of light and directly hit the Nest.

 The aftermath of the first shot had not yet subsided when the second and third shots followed.

 Since the fighting had begun, they were going all out.

 Under the fierce firepower, except for the Nest that withstood three Star-annihilating Cannons without any damage thanks to countless layers of bug mucus coating it,

 The Insect Race army that surrounded the interstellar battleship on all sides suffered severe losses in the blink of an eye, with its numbers reduced by more than half.
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 The Insect Race army defied the attack from the Cloud Rainbow and intrepidly launched a charge.

 What they got in return, however, was an ever-increasing distance between them.

 Tower Spirit strictly implemented Sandra's orders, maintaining a suitable distance from the Insect Race.

 A scene of fighting with long and short hands was set.

 Observing through the holographic projection and the portholes, Link's brows furrowed as he watched the sudden, intense encounter that unfolded.

 He had a feeling that something was amiss.

 The behavior of the Insect Race was too irregular.

 The World of Tasks could emit the Light of Annihilation, the Nest could withstand three rounds of the Star-annihilating Cannon without damage, yet the large army surrounding the Cloud Rainbow had such poor combat power?

 Even though they have been in decline for a long time, they had glorious ancestors. Would they really fall to such a level?

 They were like paper dolls that could be destroyed with one poke.

 "There's a problem, there's definitely a problem."

 Link muttered to himself.

 He intently stared at the huge Insect Race army on the holographic projection, magnifying the insects' forms in his mind, and discovered a problem.

 The insects that survived under the firepower of the Cloud Rainbow were more agile, more composed, and fiercer than those that had died.

 The insects that fell in large groups gave Link the impression of puppets rather than real insects.

 No wonder they were so weak, dying in droves.

 Link was about to share this discovery with Sandra when he inadvertently glanced at Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred, who hadn't spoken since returning to the interior of the interstellar battleship.

 He noticed that the three of them had dull eyes and appeared absent-minded, like they were in a trance.

 "Hmm?"

 Link felt his heart jolt, filled with endless doubts.

 What was happening?

 When did this change occur?

 Why didn't he notice it earlier?

 In a swift stride, he leaped towards Lanny Taylor.

 Link raised his right index finger, and a grain-sized glow appeared at his fingertip.

 It was a flexible application of the Light System's Zero Ring Witchcraft— Illumiation.

 He raised his left index finger, placing it about 10cm away from Lanny's brow, between her eyes.

 As the glow from his right hand shone into her pupils, Link swayed his left index finger left and right.

 There was no reaction from Lanny's eyes. They remained the same—they were blank and dazed.

 Afterward, Link performed the same examination on Tiffany and Fred, resulting in the same conclusion.

 Link turned around to look at Sandra and the round-faced youth. He glanced at the other two scions from the main academy family with the corner of his eye.

 He saw that these four were looking natural and alert.

 All their attention was on Link due to his sudden move.

 "What did you discover?"

 Sandra asked. When her voice entered Link's ears, there was a slight echo.

 "Parasites," Link replied seriously. "That previous howling was not just a soundwave attack but it also contained parasites. We were fully protected, so we didn't get infested. These three weren't fully protected, so they've been infested. But that's not the key point, the key point is..."

 Pointing outside the porthole, Link continued: "Those Insects surrounding us seem to be empty shell puppets gnawed by parasites. I believe, the Insect Race is trying to trap and exhaust our reserves and turn this into a war of attrition."

 "Scan, treat."

 After hearing Link's words, Sandra immediately instructed Tower Spirit.

 "Understood."

 Tower Spirit multitasked, commanding medical puppets to thoroughly scan Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred, while investigating the Insects surrounding the Cloud Rainbow.

 At the same time, it deliberately reduced the intensity of the firepower output.

 We can't allow the enemy to achieve their aims.

 If they want to drain our reserves, we should conserve our firepower, and save our "ammunition".

 Even though Sandra's supply of "ammunition" was extremely abundant.

 It was more than enough to wage a world-destroying war.
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 "Blegh!" 

 Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred showed rapid improvement after receiving treatment.

 What was truly unpleasant was the sight of the parasitic worms they vomited from their mouths.

 The worms were long and curved, covered in red fur, which gave a sinister impression.

 The sight of them was revolting.

 Tower Spirit directed the medical puppets to take the worms away for testing.

 Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred each lay in a transparent chamber. It wasn't necessary to undress completely, they soaked in a nutrient solution for detoxification treatment and real-time monitoring, to prevent any potential complications.

 At the same time, at Link's request and with Sandra's consent, Tower Spirit conducted a comprehensive medical examination on the remaining five people.

 This included blood tests and body scans.

 The findings proved that caution was indeed necessary.

 Parasitic worms were detected in four of the injured crew members.

 Moreover, the worms in their bodies had been nourished with vitality and had grown extremely large.

 The worms were nearly twice the size of the ones vomited by Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred.

 Under these circumstances, inducing vomiting would no longer work.

 The only option was to anesthetize the four injured members and remove the worms surgically.

 As a result, the recovery period would be extended.

 Sandra agreed to this method, albeit reluctantly.

 For the sake of ensuring their comrades' safety, they had to accept the fact that their strength in combat was significantly reduced.

 Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred needed time to recover, and their four comrades needed even more time.

 Now, including Sandra herself, there were only five members of the Mini legion fit to confront the Insect Race.

 "Let's go to the cockpit."

 Assured that her comrades were no longer in immediate danger, Sandra led the way out of the medical cabin.

 Obtaining information about the enemy through holographic projections wasn't as effective as being in the cockpit/command center.

 Manual operation was often more effective than relying entirely on Tower Spirit.

 Link and three other heirs from major families at the Academy followed Sandra.

 A witch, who had never interacted with Link before, deliberately approached him.

 The witch had long, wavy golden hair draped casually over her shoulders. Her features were sharp, and her green eyes appeared to speak volumes. Her lips were a bit too large, dressed in flaming lipstick, she was reminiscent of Angelina Julie.

 Before entering the cockpit, she turned her head, saying softly to Link, "Thank you for your timely discovery on both occasions, you saved my brother."

 After speaking, she didn't mention who her brother was, but she winked at Link and walked into the cockpit.

 However, Link was able to guess from their appearances that her brother was the lean, stern-faced man who was the leader of the combat group.

 The two looked quite similar, especially their somewhat reserved personalities.

 Ignoring this exchange, especially her flirtatious wink, Link quickly followed her into the cockpit.

 "Warp engine repairs are complete!"

 As soon as he entered, he heard Tower Spirit reporting a piece of good news.

 A fully powered interstellar battleship was always more advantageous.

 Whether they were fighting or retreating, they could act freely.

 Sandra was now occupying the captain's seat, carefully observing the enlarged figures of the Insect Race on the screen. It seemed true that, as Link Grande had stated, most of the Insect Race enclosing the Cloud Rainbow appeared as if they had been hollowed by parasites.

 Under Sandra's direction, the Cloud Rainbow's offensive power was reduced by a few notches, and they no longer attacked indiscriminately.

 They only focused on the Insect Race that had made a significant advance.

 One by one instead of a continuous barrage.

 Link picked a place to sit down and began observing the abandoned shuttle from his holographic screen.

 He changed to different viewing angles, rotating, zooming in.

 An idea popped into his head.

 If he thought of it, he might as well do it, especially since he had nothing to do with the command of the Cloud Rainbow.

 He would just do the things he wanted and was able to do.

 As a member of the Mini legion, he had to do his part.

 After reporting to Sandra and obtaining permission from Tower Spirit, Link connected to the control system of the shuttle.

 He operated on his smart brain screen, initiating the shuttle's self-check and sterilization program.

 "Zzz...Zzz..."

 Not long after, his smart brain, which had full control over the shuttle's systems, emitted a sound like a chaotic electric current.

 The results of the self-check and sterilization program were out.

 No bugs were found inside or outside of the shuttle, but an unrecognizable shadow was detected around the engine.

 Link immediately switched the view to the real-time surveillance video of the enigmatic shadow located around the engine.

 After careful observation, the more he looked at the shadow, the more it resembled a mantis.

 After recalling the classification of the Insect Race, Link identified the creature as a Shadow Mantis.

 This was a type of Insect Race known for lurking, spying, assassinations, and surprise attacks.

 To date, there were three different classes of the Insect Race present on the battlefield.

 This had to be taken seriously.

 Moreover, the Shadow Mantis were quite unique.

 "Reporting, a Shadow Mantis has been detected."

 Link didn't hesitate to share the surveillance video and introduction of the Shadow Mantis species with Captain Sandra and his other three teammates.

 "Hiss..."

 A sound of sucking in a breath was heard.

 A crew-cut brother, who was so ordinary that he left no impression at all, exclaimed in surprise, "Holy shit! A Shadow Mantis? How could it be here?"

 According to the Wizard World's arrangements, the Shadow Mantis species were placed under the strictest surveillance.
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 No matter how negligent the subordinate agencies of the Supreme Council were, they couldn't possibly let the Shadow Mantis run amok in all Heavens and Realms.

 The presence of the Shadow Mantis here suggests there must be some hidden secret.

 It is this hidden secret that shocked Crew Cut Brother.

 As is widely known, while the reproduction of the Insect Race is sexual, they can store eggs in advance and incubate them when needed.

 If what Crew Cut Brother suspected vaguely in his mind is correct, the trouble they're facing is getting bigger and bigger.

 "We should retreat."

 Unable to bear the thought of a horrible possibility, the Crew Cut Brother suggested retreating, "This matter is beyond our capability now."

 Sandra remained silent, neither agreeing to retreat nor to stay.

 She knew perfectly well what Crew Cut Brother was thinking.

 The mistake in this mission isn't by any means the fault of the Mini Legion.

 The subordinate agencies of the Supreme Council have made a major oversight.

 The Insect Race has been playing tricks right under their noses and they have made only a few valuable discoveries.

 Even the details of the task provided are full of mistakes, extremely misleading.

 If not for the Mini Legion's timely response, well-rounded measures, abundant financial resources, and advanced equipment.

 If any other ordinary team were sent to carry out this task, they would have been wiped out long ago!

 Besides, the Insect Race that could grow Shadow Mantises from the insect eggs must have a significant identity.

 Combined with the mission background that the Insect Race in this mission world is a side branch of the royal family once ruled the super-civilised Insect World,

 Anyone with sharp eyes could guess that it might be a direct line remnant of the Insect Race royal family, attempting to rise again and accumulate power.

 A direct remnant of the Insect Race Royal family, starting as a Level 5 Extraordinary Life.

 This status and level are very "matching" with the Level 5 Nest.

 Just a Level 5 target, the "Cloud Rainbow" is not scared.

 However, a Level 5 direct offspring leftover from the Insect Race royal family is not something a mini legion can handle.

 Look, they haven't even seen each other yet and already they've lost seven people.

 In terms of individual strength, the Mini Legion is defenseless against the Level 5 Insect Race!

 While Sandra was contemplating a strategy, Link had already steered the shuttle, changing its course and heading full speed towards the Level 5 Nest.

 He wanted to observe the strange Nest at close range.

 Apart from suddenly appearing and scaring everyone, the Nest did not move and didn't make any further moves.

 It neither launched an attack on the "Cloud Rainbow", nor did it release new Insect Race forces.

 This behavior was quite similar to the empty puppet of the Insect Race.

 The Shadow Mantis at the engine of the shuttle noticed something was wrong and started attacking the engine wildly.

 However, the advantage of the Shadow Mantis lies in its concealing ability, not fortification. For a while, it could do nothing about the protective shield of the shuttle engine.

 In space, the protection of the Insect Race around the Nest discovered the abnormality of the shuttle.

 Uh...

 The shuttle was still in stealth mode, but it was useless.

 The Scorpion Insect Tribe of the Nest couldn't detect the invisible shuttle with their eyes but could sense the special fluctuations emitted by the Shadow Mantis.

 One after another, the Scorpion Insect Tribe appeared on the route of the shuttle, forming a thick defense line, ready to intercept the shuttle.

 Link switched the operating mode directly, changing from automatic driving to manual driving.

 After a little adaptation to the operations of the shuttle, Link started "car racing in space".

 Thanks to his previous practice on the "Celestial Shuttle" of the "Hummingbird" class interstellar warship, Link's "car skills" were pretty good.

 He controlled the shuttle, dodging left and right, successfully evading one Scorpion Insect Tribe attack after another.

 This process was thrilling, a slight carelessness would lead to the destruction of the car and the death of the Shadow Mantis.

 Fortunately, there were no surprises. The shuttle didn't fire a shot throughout the journey, but miraculously broke through the Scorpion Tribe's blockade and threw off a large number of the Scorpion Tribe by speed and approached the Level 5 Nest.

 In this matter, Franda contributed a lot, accounting for more than half of the credit.

 It was she who summoned the Origin Power for assist in the "Small World", enhanced the computing power, and shared the computing power with Link.

 Only then could Link make a series of almost irreproducible cool moves in a flash.

 Sandra and her three comrades, upon capturing this scene through the Tower Spirit and moving it to the largest screen's real-time image, watched Link's miraculous operations throughout.

 A shuttle, incredibly going through the interception of a few thousand Scorpion Insect Tribe!

 How cool is this, how amazing!

 This visual effect is simply exploding.

 Crew Cut Brother was so stunned for a moment that he dared not look directly at Link, directly in awe.

 Link didn't get distracted and remained fully focused, controlling the shuttle to move forward at full speed.

 Shadow Mantis couldn't attack the engine in peace of mind anymore, as the Combat Puppet sent by Link has already tied it up.

 First things first, right?

 Once a hidden danger is discovered, how can it be ignored?

 What if at the most critical moment, the Shadow Mantis breaks the protective shield of the engine and destroys the power system of the shuttle, that would be a real pain.

 As the shuttle got closer to the Nest, it became harder to move forward.

 The speed uncontrollably reduced.

 This was the effect of the Distortion Field inherent in the Level 5 Nest.

 Since the shuttle was already abandoned, there was no way Link would be heartbroken.

 If the power of the full-speed drive was insufficient, then he would increase the load, regardless of damaging all the power systems, he would squeeze out a bit more power.

 The frontline battlefield had almost come to a standstill by then.

 Those insects who still had clear minds and were able to act fluidly had gone back to help the Nest, only leaving behind insect puppets that were like empty shells.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 119: The Best Strategy is to Retreat_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The "Cloud Rainbow" followed its orders to economize on "ammunition" and only attacked when the insect race puppets crossed the red line, completely ignoring the other immobile puppets.

 This created an eerily stale standoff.

 If the enemy didn't move, they didn't either. But the moment the enemy moved, they'd attack.

 This was the "Cloud Rainbow"'s current battle strategy.

 After a strenuous journey, the shuttle controlled by Link finally made it past the distorted battlefield, ready for a close encounter with the Nest before a large group of the Scorpion Insect Tribe could reinforce it.

 However, before making contact, the shuttle needed to circle around the Nest.

 A Nest that endured three rounds of the star-annihilating cannon without damage clearly couldn't be harmed by a mere shuttle's self-destruction.

 Had they gone through all this effort, braving various obstacles to get close to the Nest, just to set off some fireworks?

 Link wasn't that poetic, not that literary.

 Right from the start, his goal was to get close and investigate the condition of the Nest.

 The shuttle was like a diligent honeybee, circling around the Nest, this flower, searching for a tasty place to land.

 In doing so, they came across an interesting find.

 The Nest only had a front half, the back half was mysteriously missing.

 Through the real-time images transmitted by the shuttle, they could clearly see that there was no large-scale damage on the surface of the Nest.

 This meant that the Nest had separated itself, not that it had been half destroyed.

 No wonder Link felt something was off about the Nest.

 It was only half there, it wasn't fully functional and incapable of responding.

 Not that the Nest didn't want to respond to the relentless attack of the "Cloud Rainbow".

 So, where did the other half of the Nest go?

 Sandra rapidly turned her head and looked through the window at the mission world with a profound gaze.

 Finally, she understood why a Level 3 World could fire the Light of Annihilation.

 She also figured out why her location was exposed as soon as she landed, why four team members were quietly cursed, and why seven team members were silently parasitized.

 The other half of the Nest was in the mission world!

 All of this was caused by the other half of the Nest and the Royal Clan member of the Insect Race that controlled it.

 "Main cannon, full power, rapid fire five rounds, target: the most likely location of the other half of the Nest in the mission world," ordered Sandra decisively.

 Tower Spirit, controlling the "Cloud Rainbow", executed the order. First, they fully scouted the mission world, calculated positions, then the fully charged main cannon fired five star-annihilating cannon rounds at the calculated coordinates.

 If the half of the Nest in space could handle three star-annihilating cannons, there's no reason the other half in the mission world wouldn't be able to.

 After five rounds of the star-annihilating cannon, there was a giant hole as big as West Lake in the mission world.

 The second half of the Level 5 Nest showed itself, completely unscathed.

 Not far from it, there was a Level 3 Nest that had one corner smashed by the star-annihilating cannon.

 Through the surveillance, it was clear that there were only a few insects in the Level 3 Nest, but each was a significantly bigger, stronger evolved individual compared to the standard Arthropod Insect Race.

 Beneath the Level 3 Nest, however, were nearly extinct regular Arthropod Insect Race members.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" locked on to its target: one hit to send them packing, two for a trip to heaven, three to scatter their ashes, four as a farewell, and five to celebrate.

 "Great!"

 Sandra couldn't help but shout upon seeing such fruitful results.

 Joining forces with Link to fire this round had truly relieved the pent-up anger in their hearts.

 She instantly felt refreshed.

 No longer suspended in uncertainty, enduring discomfort.

 "They're trying to run," observed Crew Cut Brother, noticing that the Insect Race puppets surrounding the "Cloud Rainbow" seemed to have received orders to frantically charge at the interstellar battleship, attempting suicide attacks to draw their fire.

 In the mission world, half of the Level 5 Nest and the Level 3 Nest were initiating the interstellar flight mode, trying to take off.

 "Shoot them down," Sandra ordered ruthlessly, planning to take advantage of the Light of Annihilation's cooldown period on the Level 5 Nest to further increase their battle results.

 As Link initiated the shuttle's self-destruction program, he threw out a bucket of cold water:

 "We should be the ones on the run now!"

 Through the shuttle's perspective, he could see that there was a vague shape looming behind the Level 5 Nest, like a massive beast patiently lurking.

 Waiting for the right opportunity to devour its prey!
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 The shadow of a massive creature appears on the big screen.

 Though its full shape isn't clear, not knowing what this thing is, but from its outline alone, it can be seen that this thing is not to be trifled with.

 It is not something that a level 3 Nest and a level 5 Nest can compete with.

 Even if the "Light of Annihilation" hits it, it might not even qualify as a minor itching sensation.

 Compared to it, the "Cloud Rainbow" interstellar battleship is just as a grain of sand in front of an elephant.

 No need to step on it, just a breath is enough.

 The ant probably couldn't survive either.

 Although this statement seems a bit exaggerated, once this massive creature launches an attack, the "Cloud Rainbow" and the mini legion on it will face a deadly crisis.

 As of the moment the massive creature appears, this mission can be declared over.

 It's not a failure, since there's still plenty of evidence that the mini legion has indeed examined out the insect-ecological structure, abnormalities, and their causes in the mission world.

 They can even provide evidence that would embarrass the departments under the Supreme Council.

 But neither can this mission be considered a success.

 Because they have to shamefully escape from the large creature's hands and survive so there can be a next step.

 A runner, how can they claim success?

 "Don't run!"

 Seeing this scene, Sandra's expression was especially grave. After seriously thinking about it, she spoke succinctly.

 As the words fell, she closed her eyes, inhaled deeply, and leaned back. Her well-being suddenly seemed to wane.

 She just wants to test herself, align her thoughts with the comrades she valued, establish common perceptions, and try to assess and recruit some new comrades.

 Why did it became so complicated when the task progressed smoothly to the halfway point?

 No waves without wind.

 There must be a reason, right?

 So, what is the reason?

 "You guys go out for a while, I need to take care of some personal matters."

 Sandra opened her eyes, her tone was quite tired, lack the enthusiasm she had when she proposed three additional objectives at the meeting.

 After Link, Round Face Youth, Golden Wave, and Crew Cut Brother left the cockpit.

 Tower Spirit, kindly closed the cabin door, activated the sound-proofing barrier, and checked for eavesdropping and recording devices.

 Sandra ordered: "Contact Lady Lisandra."

 "Yes."

 Tower Spirit immediately contacted the primary emergency contact.

 "Oh, my dear daughter, so busy and you suddenly remember your poor old mother who had nobody to accompany her, I'm so happy."

 A stunning face with no cosmetics appeared on the big screen, her every smile and frown captivated hearts.

 Just that her manner of speaking and demeanor were really exaggerated.

 "Lady Lisandra, please explain the events that happened during your daughter's mission."

 Sandra, forcing herself to be energetic, her face stern, seriously questioned.

 "What happened? Was there an accident? Oh my God."

 A look of panic and worry appeared on Lisandra's beautiful face, "Did my dear daughter get hurt? This is... really... worrying."

 Sandra rolled her eyes: "Can you not use that tone when talking to me? Please, I'm your daughter, not your handsome and earth-shaking husband who fills your heart and eyes."

 "Oh ho ho ho...."

 Lisandra covered her mouth and giggled, "Is my lovely daughter jealous? Mua... give you a kiss, mommy loves you the most, baby."

 "Be serious!"

 Sandra slammed the armrest of the chair, "I'm talking about a serious matter."

 "You say!"

 Lisandra seemed to be frightened, quickly straightened her face, and put on a solemn demeanor.

 "Is it your doing that caused all these incidents?"

 Sandra unreservedly questioned, "Do you just want me to suffer setbacks, to realize that I can't accomplish anything on my own, right?"

 Listening to these words, Lisandra no longer mocked her daughter, but a cold smile appeared at the corners of her mouth:

 "It seems my dear daughter still doesn't get what mom means.

 The point mom is making is that without family resources and support, you'll face too many setbacks and difficulties if you want to accomplish something.

 The rise from the grass-roots level isn't as easy as it seems.

 Perhaps the process may be epic and full of heroism, which people aspire to.

 But have you ever considered how many hardships, pain, and separations are included in this process?"

 Pausing, Lisandra mocked:

 "Also, do you consider the power holders of those large families in the academy as fools who can't see the ratio of sages for the past fifty years?

 Do you think they could develop their families to the present scale without brains?

 Do you think the reason they allow the younger generation of the family to loaf around in comfort is what?

 Think carefully about that.

 The world is not what you think it is!"

 Sandra avoided her gaze, unconsciously avoiding these issues. Instead, she asked aggressively: "I just want to ask you, is it your doing that caused all these unexpected events during my mission?"

 "Even if it was me."

 Lisandra casually nodded, "What about it then?"

 "How could you be like that!"

 Sandra shouted, her anger spurting forth.

 "Why can't I be like that? You are my daughter, you can be willful and naive, but as your mother, I can't slap you awake and prevent you from rushing ahead on a misguided road until you finally walk into the abyss?"

 "You're too much! You've never considered my feelings!"
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 "There's even worse to come, you haven't seen it yet."

 "Hmph!"

 After quarreling a bit with her mother, Sandra saw the huge object drawing closer and closer. She had to suppress her anger, forcibly calm herself down, and said rather unnaturally: "Clean up all these mishaps and get my mission back on track."

 "Hehehe..."

 Lisandra laughed, "My silly daughter, you really believe it, huh? You're overestimating me. I might have some influence within the academy's radiation range, but how could I possibly influence the Insect Race?"

 "Then what's going on?"

 Sandra asked with confusion.

 "These?"

 Lisandra laughed, "These are of course traps laid by the academy's enemies. They just didn't expect that you would take this mission, attracting my attention. Otherwise, if things had developed according to their plan, the academy would have been in big trouble."

 "Really?"

 Knowing her mother would not deceive her in this matter, Sandra asked, "What should we do next?"

 Lisandra retorted: "Aside from the mission, have you finished what you wanted to do?"

 After some serious thought, Sandra frowned and said: "I suppose so."

 "Then you can step back. I'll handle the rest. You can go back."

 A chilling glint appeared in Lisandra's eyes, "Those who dare to bully my daughter, these insects won't return alive."

 "Alright, be as ruthless as you can, let off some steam for me."

 Despite the slight disappointment, Sandra still agreed.

 After terminating her video communication with her mother, she instructed Spirit to invite her companions into the cockpit.

 "Due to uncontrollable reasons, the mission ends here and we'll be heading back."

 Facing her four companions, Sandra said, "I can't divulge the specific reasons as they involve classified information."

 "It's okay, we understand."

 The blonde with curly hair was the first to express support for Sandra.

 The round-faced youth and Crew Cut Brother followed suit.

 Link just nodded, showing he understood.

 Having not established a close relationship yet, he wasn't ready to offer his support or comfort.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" entered warp speed once again.

 This time, it smoothly entered the warp bubble, speeding back to the Rear Camp at a speed surpassing the speed of light.

 The departure was as rushed as the arrival.

 Less than 3 hours later, after consuming an enormous amount of Magic Stone, the "Cloud Rainbow" interstellar battleship landed on the desolate planet where the Rear Camp was located.

 In the meantime, after receiving treatment, the four injured, along with Lanny, Tiffany and Fred, gradually regained consciousness and recovered.

 All 12 members of the Mini legion walked down the interstellar battleship intact.

 "Rest up, everyone. We will all depart separately tomorrow."

 Feeling dispirited, Sandra, who hadn't even conducted the routine mission summary, went back to her tent first.

 Caught awkward for a moment, the remaining 11 also retreated.

 After entering his allotted tent, Link sat cross-legged on the cushion, reflecting on the mission.

 Anticlimax?

 Indeed it was, as it concluded hastily and unclearly.

 However, this mission had also widened Link's horizon, he had learned a lot.

 Just as he was lost in thought, footsteps sounded from outside the tent.

 "May I come in?"

 Lanny asked outside the tent.

 "Come in."

 Link did not refuse.

 He sat here waiting for someone instead of resting in the inner bunk.

 "What happened afterwards? Why did the mission end so abruptly?"

 As soon as Lanny sat down, her words spilled out in rapid succession, asking two questions in a row.

 Link first described the process of them being parasitized by the parasite, as well as the several attacks and counterattacks of the "Cloud Rainbow". Then he said: "As for the end of the mission, I'm not clear about the specific reasons, I only know it has something to do with Wizard Sandra."

 That was the truth, he wasn't deceiving Lanny.

 Link truly didn't know the details, he just had somewhat of a guess.

 He kept the unsupported guess to himself in order to avoid misleading others.

 "Is that so?"

 Lanny was skeptical but didn't pry further. Instead, she asked, "What's your plan for the future? Go back home, or stay and continue to follow Wizard Sandra?"

 Link laughed and asked, "Is that a decision I can make?"

 "Of course!"

 Lanny nodded, very sure, "If Wizard Sandra really wants to recruit you, she would send an official invitation through the academy's channels. If you're satisfied with the benefits offered in the invite and willing to fulfill the obligations, you just sign the agreement. If you have other ideas, you don't sign. There's no harm in it."

 "Did you sign?"

 "I did."

 "How do you feel?"

 "It feels good. There are abundant resources, ample time, opportunities for cultivation, and a lot to learn."

 "I need to consider it, won't make a hasty decision."

 "You don't want to be constrained, do you?"

 "Somewhat."

 At this point of the conversation, Lanny discerned Link's intention.

 Now she could report back to Sandra.

 Lanny got up, and as she was leaving, she left a sentence: "In that case, maybe you won't receive an invitation."

 "Hmm."

 Link watched Lanny leave, "Please thank Wizard Sandra for her kindness on my behalf."

 Lanny waved her hand, lifted the curtain of the tent and went out.

 Upon leaving the tent, she just so happened to meet Tiffany.

 After briefly greeting each other, they passed by.

 "Did I interrupt you two?"
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 Tiffany touched the cushion that was still somewhat warm, but did not sit down, instead asking.

 "No."

 Link shook his head, then asked, "Do you need anything from me?"

 "Yes."

 Tiffany frankly admitted, and then sincerely said, "I came to thank you, thanks for your help during the mission, and for promptly discovering the parasites, and particularly, thanks for your magnanimity."

 "You're welcome, these are what I am supposed to do."

 Link voiced out his true thoughts.

 Since they became teammates, they have to drop their prejudices and cooperate seriously.

 There's no need to choose or delay in official matters just because of minor disagreements.

 Tiffany laughed, "Most of the time, it's hardest to do what should be done."

 As she spoke, Tiffany's expression became serious and she solemnly made a promise, "The Colonna family will not make any oppression or reprisal against you. This also applies to Scott Colonna."

 This was her returning the favor.

 "Thank you."

 Link responded frankly. He neither was overjoyed nor discounted this promise.

 Having one less family targeting him, of course, was a good thing.

 At least it could make his developmental environment better.

 "Well, that's it."

 Having said what she had come for, Tiffany did not plan to stay longer and stood up to leave.

 Basically, she and Link had no real friendship. Their peaceful interactions and mutual assistance this time were all strictly business.

 Like Lanny, before leaving, Tiffany left a phrase, or rather a warning, "Be careful of Lucia."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately took it seriously.

 As one of the local West Coast Pure Blood Families, the Colonna Family has a much better reputation compared to the Lionel Family and Lucia's Family.

 The main reason is that the Colonna Family's practices and attitudes have always been very clear.

 They focus on the development of themselves and their allies, but never suppress others simply or underestimate other strengths.

 They don't deliberately target Half Bloods, nor look down upon New Bloods.

 The Sage Palo family actually has a lot of dealings with the Colonna Family.

 A such, as a Colonna, Tiffany couldn't have issued such a warning without reason.

 Obviously, there are some situations Link doesn't understand.

 He must take this matter seriously and strive to understand it when he returns.

 Time passed slowly.

 The next day, Sandra announced that the mini legion was disbanded, and everyone returned home.

 As expected, Link didn't receive the invitation from Sandra.

 With a few somewhat unusual gazes behind him, Link stepped firmly into the transport portal.

 "Are we just letting him go, just like that?"

 One of the four injured who were once laying naked in the transparent nutrient solution chamber, a petite, cute witch with short hair, questioned Sandra.

 "He has his own path, why force him to stay if we are not letting him go?"

 Sandra replied in a low voice.

 "If you want him to stay, then keep him. He's quite capable and can help you."

 The petite witch spoke casually, not taking this matter seriously.

 "Forget it. There are some things that I need to reconsider. Before I think it through, I won't be doing any draft or recruitment. If needed, I can recruit him next time. Would he dare refuse?"

 Sandra has lost the interest to chat and returned to her tent.

 Link exited the transport portal, returned to the Wizard World Homeland, looked up at the bright sun, and felt as if things were unreal.

 Peace and war, life and death.

 Everything seemed so unreal.

 Pulling out the "Phantom Coupe", Link drove directly to the North District Villa.

 He missed his homemade green tea.

 When he returned to the villa, only the smart butler greeted him.

 Jasmine was still busy at the Grande Potion Shop.

 In the backyard lawn, Link held a cup of green tea, sipped lightly, enjoying the rare leisure time.

 "You're back? How do you feel?"

 Informed by Butler Hamid, Jasmine who rushed back from her work, hugged Link from behind and asked softly.

 Link thought for a while, then said seriously:

 "I'm so poor!"
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 "Broke?" 

 Jasmine was somewhat puzzled.

 Then she said, doubtfully, "I know you're poor, but that's not what I was asking."

 That really hit the spot, old iron.

 Link was about to take a sip of green tea, but his hand, raised with the glass, froze midair. He was unable to snap out of it for quite a while.

 What kind of words hurt the most?

 The truth, because it's irrefutable.

 Pfft.

 Jasmine burst into laughter.

 She did it on purpose, just to vent a little.

 Gone for several days without any contact, not a word of his wellbeing.

 Even a text saying he's safe would've sufficed.

 Even though inter-dimensional communication is costly, you can still afford to spend a little Magic Stone on it.

 If you're too stingy to spend, I'll pay for you then!

 And moreover, when you came back, you didn't notify me in advance. It was Butler Hamid who had to inform me.

 This has happened several times, each time the same thing.

 It's so infuriating!

 Now you can have a taste of how it feels to be pissed off, see if it's comfortable.

 I intend to give you a good sulk, Humph!

 Jasmine lifted her head and made a face behind Link's back, her adorable nose scrunching up in irritation.

 "Stop fooling around."

 Link muttered, picking up his cup and took a sip of tea.

 Hearing his words, Jasmine paused, remembering the seriousness of the matter. Lightly slapping Link on the chest, she scolded, "You should stop fooling around! I was discussing serious matters with you and you cut me off."

 "What did you ask just now? About the impressions on the task?"

 Link took another sip of tea and sighed. "My only impression is that it started out seriously, then ended in confusion. Even now, I have many uncertainties that I still haven't figured out."

 "What uncertainties?"

 Jasmine asked curiously, "What do you mean it started out seriously and ended suddenly?"

 Link explained, "Normal recruitment, normal gathering, normal meetings, unifying thoughts, assigning tasks, and establishing goals. Proceed to the destination, start the reconnaissance, initiate the investigation, and then there's an unexpected change."

 "Change? What kind of change?"

 "A Level 3 Insect World suddenly producing a Level 5 Nest and possibly even more evolved insects!"

 "Level 5? How did you escape safely?"

 "I'm not so sure about the details. I guess someone came to rescue us."

 "Rescue?"

 "Wouldn't there be someone to protect the precious granddaughters of the two Great Sages as they ventured out?"

 "Oh, I see what you mean. I thought you meant someone from the Academy came to rescue."

 "That wouldn't necessarily be implausible either, it's just that time constraints probably wouldn't have allowed them to arrive in time."

 "Hm. Continue, didn't you say there were things you haven't figured out yet? What are they?"

 "Firstly, what exactly was in the mission briefing that Sandra Diomand, the one who recruited me and the great-granddaughter of the two Great Sages, received;

 Why was the situation in the mission world so different from the mission details she had given me;

 Next, why does she need a Nest, a plan to enhance the insect race, a method to subjugate the insect race;

 Furthermore, what exactly transpired in the insect race of the mission world;

 Where did that Level 5 Nest come from and what was its purpose;

 Was it the same insect that launched the curse and screech attacks;

 Is the small speck that served as a medium for the curse a biochemical pheromone or mysticism in nature;

 What's the principle behind the parasitic insects' cross-space parasitism;

 How are the insect eggs being spread;

 What are the detection results of the parasitic insects;

 Finally, what exactly is the massive creature hidden behind the Level 5 Nest;

 How did they deal with it after we left."

 These uncertainties were listed out by Link, each one of them a question he hadn't clarified but desperately wanted to understand.

 Regrettably, most of these uncertainties were destined to remain so.

 Taking a moment to compose himself, Link shook his head, saying, "Never mind, it's all in the past now. No use thinking about it."

 "Then stop thinking about it and get some rest."

 Jasmine stood up straight, pulled over a stool, and sat down. Then she lowered the top half of Link's chair.

 Her tender hands rested on either side of Link's eyes, gently massaging them to alleviate his fatigue.

 She signaled to Butler Hamid, instructing him to set up a see-through sunshade.

 This way, the two of them could enjoy the sun without being disturbed by the wind.

 She also lit a stick of Glasswort Aromatheraphy to freshen the air and soothe their minds.

 Having experienced a mission full of ups and downs, though not notably long, they had been on high alert the entire time.

 Even when they were resting at the Rear Camp, they had to be on guard for unexpected situations at any moment, thus remaining constantly on edge.

 Link was indeed somewhat exhausted, longing for some peace and quiet.

 Listening to the sound of his thumping heart, feeling the minor fluctuations, Link gradually loosened up under Jasmine's massaging, and fell deeply asleep.

 Hearing the faint snoring beside her and seeing his gradually relaxing brow, Jasmine continued to massage Link a bit longer before finally stopping.

 She gently lifted the upper half of the chair a little, providing support for Link's upper body and head, yet still keeping him in a comfortable reclining position.

 After kissing Link on the forehead, Jasmine got up and walked around to the front, and lay down herself.

 She squeezed onto the same chair with Link, closed her eyes, and peacefully drifted off to sleep.

 When Link was away for several days, Jasmine had been on tenterhooks, living in fear the entire time. She clearly hadn't gotten much decent rest.

 During this period, she had forced herself to keep up with her own studies, manage the business of the Grande Potion Shop, and remotely control the "Do What You Like" activities.

 Now that Link has safely returned, all her worries and anxieties had completely dispersed. The moment her mind finally relaxed, sleepiness took over.
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 He had slept from the morning and only woke up when the sun set, and the twilight filled the sky.

 The first to wake up was Link.

 Opening his eyes, he saw Jasmine who was just like an octopus, coiled around him, sound asleep. He refrained from moving, so as not to disturb the girl.

 Looking at the girl sprawled out on his chest, her ear peeking out from her hair, he couldn't help but find her especially adorable.

 He had the urge to pinch her.

 While looking at her, Link got lost in his thoughts.

 How did their relationship develop to this extent?

 Link questioned himself in his heart, and then reminisced about his interactions with Jasmine.

 The first time they met was at Viscount Holliday's castle.

 Jasmine demonstrated how to conduct a Wizard Qualifications test in front of many kids.

 At that moment, Jasmine displayed a maturity and poise that did not quite match her age.

 Compared to other children her age in the Viscount Holliday's territory, her behavior was surprisingly different.

 Her attitude shift when getting off the ship made a deep impression on him.

 She went from acting as a normal stranger to suddenly intimating that she had feelings for him. Her approach was awkward and childish.

 After enrolling in school, she showed ambition but also exhibited her playful side.

 It wasn't until the unpleasant incident at the picnic by the lake for members of the New Blood Mutual Aid Association that she put away her playful demeanor and focused on her studies.

 The change began then.

 While Jasmine originally only wanted to latch onto Link for academic guidance and convenience;

 Link initially saw Jasmine as a caged "canary" that could spice up his mundane daily life.

 But who would have thought that young girls always have a poetic sentiment.

 As Jasmine entered puberty, she subconsciously started having feelings for Link.

 Back then, she was always following Link around, spending her days with him.

 And, there's no denying that Link did stand out among his peers.

 Naturally, Jasmine's feelings towards Link began to change.

 From manipulating him to becoming dependent on him, from feigning seduction to gradually becoming shy.

 What was initially fake admiration evolved into genuine and undeniable affection.

 The coy tricks she had learned from a young age were completely thrown out the window.

 She was happy enough just being at Link's side, no interest in making sly comments or remarks.

 Perhaps this explained why Jasmine liked to lament that she had wrapped herself around Link's finger.

 And what about Link?

 When did Link have a change of heart and stop adhering to his "three no's womanizer" strategy?

 Probably when he went on his month-long solitary cultivation in the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm, then returned to find that Jasmine had taken a risk and used the immature "Chatterbone Worm Solution" from Wizard Selene to forcefully elevate her wizard qualifications.

 The moment he had this thought, Jasmine woke up with a little whimper, interrupting his train of thought.

 Stretched out both arms with a satisfying yawn, rolled around in comfort.

 Once her body loosened up, Jasmine started making the next move to get out of bed.

 "Oh my."

 Laying her hands on Link's chest, she tried to prop herself up, only to find they had gone numb, and fell back down again.

 Coincidentally, she had moved her body upwards to get up.

 And thanks to that, when she fell back onto Link, it was exactly lip to lip.

 A kiss landed with a mua sound.

 "Stop it! Hmph!"

 A moment later, Jasmine propped herself up again, gave an indignant huff, held her head high, and sauntered out of the transparent canopy.

 Without a trace of shyness, she looked like a foxy thief who had just stolen a chicken.

 "So, this is what they call 'tsundere', right?"

 Link sighed and also got up to head to the dining room, intending to treat his stomach.

 Having been away for a few days, he hadn't had a good meal and felt very wronged.

 The next day, early in the morning,

 Link drove the Phantom Coupe to first drop Jasmine off at the Senior Division, then drove back to the North District, heading towards Wizard Selene's Villa.

 Since he was already back, he had to report in.

 It was still early, and Wizard Selene hadn't left for the Potion shop yet.

 "You're back already? How are things?"

 In the living room, Wizard Selene greeted Link after he sat down, asking him this question first.

 Link thought about it and replied seriously,

 "It's complicated!

 The main thing is the huge disparities among people.

 What I treasure might just be a disposable toy in some people's eyes.

 What is an adventurous exploration fraught with danger for me might just be a some people's trials."

 On hearing this, Wizard Selene smiled slightly, "Is this not something you knew long ago? Why are you suddenly feeling so emotional?"

 Link replied, "Perhaps it's because I only knew about it before, but now I've personally experienced it."

 "Hmm..."

 Wizard Selene chuckled a few times, and then asked, "So what do you plan to do next? Accept her invitation?"

 Clearly, Wizard Selene had some understanding about the methods someone like Sandra Diomand would use to recruit her "subordinates".

 Perhaps she had encountered a similar situation before?

 With a serious expression, Link said, "By leveraging an opportunity, I made clear my intentions; thus, she didn't extend an invitation to me."

 "Hmm…"

 Wizard Selene pondered for a moment, thought it over, and said, "That's quite normal. Anytime she remembers that she could use you, she can simply call upon you again. If and when you have spare time, could you really say no? Thus, whether she extends an invitation or not, and whether you sign an agreement or not, isn't really a big difference."
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 The old Silky Princess paused, her wheels rolling straight over Link's face. "If you keep refusing her, you'll be rejected time and time again. Besides not getting any benefits, your body will be worn down from the constant rejections. It would be a complete loss! Why not just accept her from the start, at least you'll get a bit of bed space."

 Link chose to ignore these words, acting as if he hadn't heard them.

 Racing against the Old Silky Princess?

 You would have to be crazy to do that.

 Seeing Link putting on the face of a decent person, the Serene Wizard sneered, she despises men who are hypocritical.

 He's playing the nurturing role and still acting righteous?

 That's some kind of righteousness!

 Pushing down her sarcasm, the Serene Wizard turned back to the main topic. She asked, "You must have something on your mind coming to see me. Out with it quickly. I have to go to the potion shop later."

 Link then asked, "Someone warned me to be careful of Lucia. I want to ask, during the days I was away, did anything happened?"

 "Be careful of Lucia?"

 The Serene Wizard frowned slightly, "Lucia has been completely low-profile since she reconciled with you, with no special actions. If there's any change, it would be Zoran starting his Metamorphosis Period."

 "Hmm..."

 Link pondered deeply.

 After a while, without making any progress, he chose to set it aside for the time being and not bother about it.

 With the main matter settled and not wasting the Serene Wizard's time, Link got up to leave.

 Leaving the villa of the Serene Wizard, Link drove to the Grande Potion Shop.

 The shop had just opened, not yet open for business.

 Upon greeting each member of the staff who had come to work part-time or full-time through the 'Do What You Want' channel, he made his presence known as the shop owner.

 Link headed straight to the underground laboratory.

 For Sandra, the task had ended completely when she called out to her mother, Lady Lisandra.

 However, for Link, there was still some work left to be done.

 With the memories in the Hall of Mind and the materials, results, and samples stored in the Small World, Link began to write the report.

 The report had three sections.

 The first section was about the ecosystem of the Task World. It made conjectures based on microscopic data, such as soil, water, and decaying matter test results.

 Since it lacked data support, especially macro data, the report would not be very valuable.

 But it could barely correspond to one of the three original goals of the task: Investigating the ecosystem.

 The second section was about the unusual changes in the Insect Race. This was mainly based on a series of observations, corpse dissections, live studies, and examinations of dead insect eggs next to the cultivation pool. The report inferred that the cause was external and that the external cause was Light Radiation.

 Due to the lack of data on the anatomy, physiology, and biochemistry of evolved individuals for comparison, this report would be more valuable than the first, but not very solid. It could correspond to the second and third original goals of the task: investigating the abnormal changes and their causes.

 The third section was not a report. Its main content was a discussion of the connection between sonic attacks and parasites.

 Without data or direct evidence, the whole report was based on Link's existing knowledge system, involving hypotheses, conjectures, and analyses.

 After writing the three reports, Link checked them carefully again.

 Link sent the three reports to Lanny Taylor, asking Lanny to forward them to Sandra.

 This officially marked the end of the task, for Link Grande.

 After leaving the underground laboratory and just arriving on the first floor, Link saw Wizard Cody walking in.

 "Come here, join me for a trip to a place."

 Wizard Cody waved at Link, speaking politely.

 "Where to? Is there something you need?"

 Link asked, puzzled.

 "You'll know when you get there, I won't trick you."

 Wizard Cody, now in his Metamorphosis Period, had become more emotional. He was actually playing coy.

 With no other option, Link left the potion shop and drove behind Wizard Cody, heading to the West District.

 Both cars, one in front of the other, drove into an airport dock.

 "For you, open it and see if you like it."

 Looking forward, Cody Wizard pointed at a container and said to Link.

 "Sure."

 Link was somewhat eager as he opened the container door.

 To his surprise, the contents of the container were astounding.

 It was a main gun from an interstellar battleship that could fire a Star-annihilating Cannon.

 Surprisingly, Cody Wizard's gift was a cannon.

 True to his former nickname of "Human Butcher", he was truly a manly man.

 Real hardcore!
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 "I love it!" 

 Link truly loved this gift.

 He had witnessed the power of the Star-annihilating Cannon. Although it was not as powerful as the Light of Annihilation, it was second only to it.

 Among all the Attack Magic Tools he had come across, the Star-annihilating Cannon was already ranked second in terms of power.

 If there was any drawback, the only one would be that it used up too much Magic Stone energy.

 Scratching his head, he felt happy but also a bit worried about how to generate wealth.

 "You're welcome, this time I can regain hope of advancing to the rank of Sage and you have contributed a lot to it. This is my thank-you gift," Wand Wizard Cody said with a happy smile on his face, a stark contrast to his previous serious, expressionless demeanor.

 The Metamorphosis Period is indeed a magical stage.

 It allows wizards to face their real selves and allows the outside world to see the true side of wizards.

 Only authenticity can resonate.

 "Thank you, Wizard Cody."

 Link accepted the gift with grace, expressing his gratitude politely.

 Then, without hesitation, he took out the "Celestial Shuttle".

 He commanded the Intelligent Maintenance Puppets and related equipment inside the interstellar battleship to disassemble the original main cannon of the latest "Hummingbird" class starship and set up the Star-annihilating Cannon.

 This Star-annihilating Cannon was obviously designed to fit the "Hummingbird"-class specifications, adjusting size and related parameters.

 The installation went smoothly, with no compatibility issues whatsoever.

 Wizard Cody observed the process, then reminded him, "After the Magic Stones are used up, take them out and put them in the Energy Storage Device. Bask it in the sunlight to replenish 'magic power'."

 "Energy Storage Device?"

 This was the first time Link heard of such a thing.

 "You don't know?"

 Wizard Cody asked in surprise, "Didn't you see the relevant instructions after acquiring the starship?"

 "No."

 Link shook his head.

 Wizard Cody pondered for a moment and then speculated,

 "This could be due to your short promotion time and limited access to information. The Energy Storage Device is an essential energy conversion Magic Tool for interstellar travel. It can absorb the radiation emitted by stars in the universe and replenish the used Magic Stones, converting them into Special Magic Power that wizards cannot use directly, but can be used as power for the warship."

 Link understood immediately.

 Turns out the wizards had already considered "solar energy", making use of clean energy.

 He thought, with so many starships burning Magic Stones, even with abundant Resource Worlds, the Magic Stone mines in the Wizard World would eventually be exhausted.

 So, the main power source of the starships was mostly "solar energy".

 Then why use Magic Stones in the first place?

 Link was puzzled, so he asked.

 Wizard Cody explained, "Because the warship needs an adaptation process. After traveling in the universe for a while, getting used to the complex cosmic rays, and then using Magic Stones that have been stored in the Energy Storage Device, it can avoid problems and extend the life of the warship."

 "I see."

 Link nodded his understanding, though sensing that the real reason might not be that simple.

 However, he didn't want to delve deeper, because further exploration would mean more time consuming study of Alchemy.

 Time was precious.

 By then, the Star-annihilating Cannon was fully installed, the original main cannon was transported to the warehouse for storage.

 Having a spare main cannon was a good backup. Even though it wasn't as powerful, it could come in handy in certain situations.

 Packing up the upgraded "Celestial Shuttle", Link asked, "Where can I purchase the Energy Storage Device?"

 Wizard Cody replied, "You can contact the manufacturer of the 'Hummingbird' class starship directly. They should have contacted you proactively. There must have been some oversight in the process since you haven't been contacted so far."

 Hmm...

 Link noticed the second change in Wizard Cody since he entered the Metamorphosis Period.

 The way he spoke and the length of his words had greatly changed from his previous reticent self.

 After thanking Wizard Cody, Link planned to inquire with the starship manufacturer as soon as he returned, so he could get the Energy Storage Device set up and put the Magic Stones that were depleted of magic power during the test drive of the "Celestial Shuttle" to use.

 "Oh yes, there's some news I need to tell you in advance,"

 Wizard Cody paused on his way back to his car, turned around, and said seriously, "In a while, the academy will organize several teams to participate in a competition. If you have time, you can prepare in advance."

 "A competition? What competition?"

 Link was genuinely clueless about this sudden competition.

 "It's a competition among several Wizard Organizations in the Mitchell District, limited to First-Class Official Wizards. The competition results will determine the ranking of the Wizard Organizations, which is related to resource allocation by the Supreme Council. It has just been finalized and the news has not been announced yet. I am letting you know in advance so you can be prepared."

 "Ranking? What sort of ranking? Why is it limited to First-Class Official Wizards?"

 "This competition is used to test the blood-making ability of the Wizard Organizations, that is, the quality of their education. Therefore, it is limited to First-Class Official Wizards, and teams with younger average age are more likely to receive policy favors during the competition."

 "I see."

 After hearing Wizard Cody's explanation, Link got a vague initial understanding of this competition that he hadn't heard anything about before.
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 This is similar in nature to competitions like the Olympiad and "Challenge Cup" in his previous life.

 On the surface, it's about the abilities of the contestants; in essence, it's about the quality of education in the academies.

 Thinking about this, it clears up the logic.

 At this point, Wizard Cody emphasized, "You must take this matter seriously. By all accounts, you are the fastest-promoted apprentice in the academy in recent centuries. Your subsequent performance has also been very good. Regardless of your intention or how strongly you feel about it, the academy will send you to compete. Rather than being passively integrated into other teams, it's better to form your own team."

 "Team?"

 Link focused on a key point and asked, "Could it be that this competition also divides into individual and team competitions?"

 "Of course."

 Wizard Cody nodded, affirming Link's question, "Great power resides in the individual, and in the wizard's battle across the heavens, it depends on both the individual and the team. It's a very normal setting."

 After saying all this, Wizard Cody walked back towards his vehicle.

 As the head of the academy's law enforcement, there was naturally much more news he could learn in advance.

 However, this was all he could reveal in advance.

 Speaking any further, the old undead of the academy would start making trouble for him.

 The flowers in the greenhouse can't withstand the ravages of wind and rain.

 Too mild an environment, could not breed the tough "hand" that the old undead want.

 Link could understand Wizard Cody's concerns and did not inquire further about the matter, getting into his "Phantom Coupe" and leaving the West District.

 The two parted ways halfway, one returning to the academy office, the other going back to the Grande Potion Shop.

 Soon, Link arrived at his own shop, which was already open for business.

 Today was full of surprises.

 Just as he entered the front hall, a familiar face appeared in front of Link.

 "What's up?"

 Looking at Mina Havcheck, whose face showed a struggle and hesitation, Link asked while signaling her to go to the guest area.

 Sitting down on the soft chair, Link signaled a guide to bring two cups of special guest tea, then said, "Since you've already come, just say what's on your mind. No need to beat around the bush."

 Jasmine once mentioned that she had asked Mina to do some things, and the results were quite good.

 She complimented Mina as a born good hand at dealing with information, but always makes the wrong choices and takes the wrong path.

 Link surmised that Mina suddenly sought him out today probably because she had made a new choice and wanted to rectify past mistakes.

 Indeed, after taking a deep breath, Mina's voice-trembled slightly, "I want to follow you."

 "What do you mean? Be clear."

 Link sipped the green tea, tasting its fragrance and bitterness followed by a sweet aftertaste in his mouth and replied lightly.

 Mina let go of her tension, took the first step, and regained her composure.

 She picked up the increasingly popular milk tea sold in the Grande Potion Shop, which was also spreading in sales in the South and West Districts of Ravensmouth City, and took a sip.

 She calmly said, "I want to work for you. I've observed that you still lack a competent hand in the field of intelligence, neither Jasmine nor Betty can handle it. As long as you're willing to accept me, I can surely improve 'Do Whatever You Like's intelligence channels."

 Link pondered for a moment, then asked, "Give me a reason to keep you, as well as the treatment you want."

 Mina perked up, realizing there was hope, and immediately said, "The reason is that I've found out something that's soon going to be detrimental to you, and 'Do Whatever You Like' doesn't have any news about it yet. As for treatment, it's simple, I'll take whatever others are taking."

 Pausing briefly, Mina emphasized, "And, you're not allowed to interfere with my personal life in any way!"

 Link finished the green tea and laid down a sentence, "In principle, I agree. But for the specifics, you go talk to Jasmine, she's in charge of 'Do Whatever You Like'."

 In this sentence, Link deliberately used "Do Whatever You Like" as the subject, not himself.

 Implicit in this was to let Mina know that he personally didn't need Mina's services.

 Mina should rather become a member of "Do Whatever You Like" and then contribute to the organization and herself.

 The difference here is significant.

 "Okay, no problem!"

 Mina suddenly stood up, her voice quite loud.

 This attracted the attention of a few customers in the sparse shop.

 Link didn't care about this little loss of composure and walked into the stairwell, heading up to the second-floor laboratory.

 Mina sighed a sigh of relief, as long as he didn't nag about it.

 Immediately, she left the Grande Potion Shop with a joyful heart and returned to the Senior Division to find Jasmine.

 It's been a long time since she had interacted with Link Grande. The sudden contact today, the pressure felt, was getting bigger each time.

 Boarding the tram, Mina's mood became a bit urgent, thinking about finding Jasmine quickly to finalize things.

 A man dressed exceedingly sharp from the West District's bottom layer reached out to Mina.

 As if a bit disgusted by the smell of the sharp guy, Mina raised her hand to cover her nose.

 The sharp guy seemed to be hurt by Mina's action, quickly passing by Mina to a quiet corner.

 As they passed each other, a soybean-sized paper ball appeared in Mina's faux-covered hand.

 The speed was so fast that the naked eye couldn't catch it.

 One would need to film it with a high-speed camera and play back frame by frame to see the trajectory of the paper ball.

 This was one of the intelligence channels Mina had further established after her promotion to First Level Wizard.
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 Upon returning to the Senior Division, Mina headed straight for the library, as expected, she found Jasmine there.

 "How did it go?"

 Jasmine emerged from the reading room and asked proactively.

 Without Jasmine's approval, Mina dare not act rashly to approach Link.

 Should she be deemed as having ulterior motives and targeted by Jasmine, it would surely be too much for Mina to handle.

 At the Senior Division, there are already eight prominent members of the 'Do Whatever You Like' group.

 "The boss gave his preliminary approval," Mina replied.

 Mina had changed her way of addressing Link, emulating the Brotherhood and the Social Phobia Groups.

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine acknowledged her response and asked, "Can you now share with me the information you discovered?"

 Glancing around, Mina saw no one nearby, took an anti-eavesdropping magic device out of her pocket and turned it on before she said, "The Lucia family are secretly assembling a force, claiming that they're planning to target the boss. The drunken Lucia didn't say how exactly they'd strike. My informant didn't dare to pursue further questioning, for fear of inviting trouble."

 "Reasonable, I understand."

 Listening to this, Jasmine seemed lost in thoughts.

 While the information is rather vague, it is immensely valuable.

 No matter how the Lucia family is planning to launch their attack, it would at least give Link a heads up that despite the Lucia family's outward reconciliation, they're still plotting behind closed doors and caution is warranted.

 Such awareness is more preferable than being completely kept in the dark.

 "Don't worry, just do your thing. 'Do Whatever You Like', is exactly as its name suggests— you're free to do whatever you like, as long as you don't betray the organization," Jasmine patted Mina's shoulder, pledging, "No one here will force you to do something you dislike. Also, you need to tone down your flair and avoid bringing in bad influence."

 Having dropped this hint, Jasmine returned to the reading room to continue studying.

 Link is moving faster and further ahead, she couldn't afford to fall behind.

 Mina blushed in embarrassment.

 After being hurt by Rivers, she did have thoughts of letting go.

 When conspiring to take revenge on Rivers and courting Erick, she did things considered unbecoming.

 In order to learn potions, she sought a part-time opportunity at Serene's pharmacy, even begging president Antoine, which was a humiliation to speak of.

 Only when Erick, Antoine, and Rivers successively died, did Mina come to her senses.

 Now, joining 'Do Whatever You Like' is both a chance to grow and seek protection, and an attempt to get close to Link Grande.

 Triggered by Jasmine's reminder, Mina decided to lay low and keep a low profile, not daring to show any intent.

 The head sister of "Do Whatever You Like" isn't merely a title.

 If anyone else didn't know, wouldn't Mina—the expert in information—be aware?

 Both internally and externally, Jasmine really is the head sister.

 Did people really think that "Do Whatever You Like" had developed into the leading Apprentice Organization in the Southern District of the Junior Division within just one or two years, solely because of Link Grande?

 It was Head Sister Jasmine Kidman who led the eight prophets, fought battle after battle, to firmly establish their position.

 That being said, the New Blood in the South District still couldn't comprehend why "Do Whatever You Like" took witchcraft battles very seriously.

 The offensive and defensive capabilities of the Zero Ring Witchcraft were still inferior to many Rune Objects.

 The source of all phenomena in "Do Whatever You Like", Link Grande, was then in his potion store's second-floor laboratory, contemplating deeply.

 There were three things in front of Link.

 One was the relevant parameters of the "Empowerment" potion, one was the usage feedback from the unfinished potion "Reversal" sent by Christina, and one was a related report on the Insect Race.

 The connections between these three things were very weak, even non-existent.

 However, once he finished reading the feedback on "Reversal", Link suddenly recalled the "Empowerment" potion that had been collecting dust in the storage room after being developed, and the Insect Race report he had finished this morning.

 In a flash of insight, "Snape's Potion Talent" was triggered, giving rise to an idea.

 Regrettably, this idea was too capricious and kept slipping away, no matter how hard Link tried to grasp it.

 The "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card was still in its cooling period.

 Frequent use of Origin Power from the "Small World" was not good, as it could harm its growth.

 Link decided to sit and concentrate, trying to catch that elusive idea.

 He sat without making any progress for quite some time.

 Finally, he got up and paced back and forth in the laboratory.

 Suddenly, a bottle of potion came into Link's view. It was the "Sublimated" potion, all rights and research data of which had been transferred to the Palo Sage Army.

 "I have figured it out."

 Link suddenly realized and understood what that elusive idea was.

 It had nothing to do with "Empowerment", unfinished product "Reversal", or even "Sublimation".

 The hint the Insect Race report gave Link was the idea of "Mutation through Radiation".

 It was a new direction to further enhance the potential of the "Fairy" potion.

 It would not only increase the internal power, but also include guided mutations from the outside.

 "Looks like it's time to get busy again."
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 Why was Link so focused on the "Fairy" Potion?

 The reason was simple, he lacked developmental time.

 If he wanted to develop independently without becoming dependent on others, he needed a full plan to quickly enhance the power of his direct line.

 Improving Wizard qualifications was the first choice, to improve potential and raise the ceiling.

 This would consider current needs without affecting long-term prospects.

 "Empowerment" was a perverse method that should only be used to expedite combat readiness and increase cannon fodder, and should not be used lightly except at critical moments.

 It was a double-edged sword, hurting both the enemy and oneself.

 It would greatly affect one's reputation, causing damage to their image.

 Options like "Sublimation" could be considered.

 But the prerequisite was that Link had to have a Servant Soldier Origin World from which he could continuously summon servant soldiers.

 Just like Sage Palo had knocked down the Fairy World, mainly treating the Fairy World as a resource world to operate.

 This resource includes the source of servant soldiers.

 Upon understanding the effects and various data of "Sublimation," Sage Palo immediately bought all the data and rights of "Sublimation."

 Taking into account that for a foreseeable long time, the "Fairy" Potion will continue to be Link's first choice.

 But the current effect of the "Fairy" Potion, even after an upgrade, although considerable, still has not met Link's expectations.

 So he had not accommodated Jasmine's request to let the low-qualification members who had been tested and proven loyal in "Do whatever you want" use it.

 Everyone, in their lifetime, can only accept one kind of Wizard qualification improvement method.

 Moreover, in most cases, one can only accept this type of modification and enhancement once in a lifetime.

 If the methods used are too mixed, or if they are accepted too many times, it can easily cause the body to break down.

 Rashly accepting the plans for enhancing Wizard qualifications with unsatisfactory results was not worth the loss to those members!

 Since they had joined "Do whatever you want" and were quite loyal and reliable, Link could not just pass it off casually.

 He had to take responsibility as a leader, striving for the best.

 Now that he had a whole new direction, Link was not in a hurry to start research immediately.

 He needed to review some data and literature regarding "Radiation" mutation.

 First set a goal, then slowly build the framework, fill in the content, and not rush for the moment.

 At this moment, he still had many things to deal with.

 First, the Energy Storage Device;

 Second, continue to pay attention to the use feedback of the "Reversal" Potion and the situation of Christina and her daughter;

 Third, prepare in advance for the competition between several Wizard organizations in Mitchell District;

 Fourth, carefully run the Grande Potion Shop and open up new sources of wealth;

 Fifth, be on guard against the counterattacks of the Lucia's Family.

 Things need to be dealt with one by one.

 Link first sent a "mail" to the manufacturer of the "Hummingbird" class interstellar battleship to discuss the purchase of the Energy Storage Device.

 Then he shared some new thoughts after reading the use feedback of the "Reversal" Potion with Christina, reminding her of some things to pay attention to.

 After completing these two things that could be handled in a short time, Link selected one from the last three items and decided to first take on the competition preparation.

 The competition that Wizard Cody informed him of in advance must not be simple.

 He had to take it seriously.

 In the individual competition, Link was not worried.

 His strength increased day by day, up to now, he hadn't been in action for a long time, even he himself didn't know how powerful he had become.

 In any case, he could take down any First Level Wizard he had encountered with a single blow.

 Even for geniuses with advance fifth rank qualifications like Lanny Taylor and Tiffany Colonna, boasting was not Link's style, but defeating them would be like child's play.

 In the Mini legion, apart from feeling a considerable threat from Sandra, whom he might not be able to defeat,

 He was confident of winning against the other seven descendants of the major families of the academy headquarters in a life and death struggle, including the leader of the combat group, a cold, thin young man.

 The cold young man was also a Senior Second-Level Wizard.

 The other six were Second-Level Wizards.

 The so-called seniority means that they could challenge higher levels at any time, but for various reasons, they have not taken that step.

 It can only be said that under the multiple blessings of the "Wizardry Specialisation" talent+ "Small World" + "Universe Meditation Method" + the favor of the Wizard World Will + continuously optimized Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" + "Multi-Threading Thinking" state, Link's combat power was truly supermodel.

 His spiritual power had already reached 266, a rapid progress!

 The limit of spiritual power for an ordinary First Level Wizard is 199.

 Even with this, Link hadn't yet touched the limit of "Universe Meditation Method" Wizard Scroll at the First Level Wizard stage.

 He estimated it could increase to 399, or even exceed it.

 The limit of the spiritual power for an ordinary Second-Level Wizard is 399.

 Leaving these aside, Link quickly tidied up and went downstairs to leave the shop, driving back to his lakeside villa at the academy.

 The time was already approaching noon, if he didn't go to the lakeside villa soon, his shoulder would be bitten again.

 In the morning, he promised to return to the lakeside villa a little earlier at noon to have lunch with Jasmine.

 But there were too many things in the morning, and he was too engrossed in thinking and lost track of time.

 Sure enough, Jasmine was standing pointedly at the villa gate, but her face was covered with a sneering cold smile.

 "You still remember me."

 As soon as they met, she started to mock him, "I thought you had hooked up with some cute little girl, taking her shopping, having dinner, and completely forgetting me."

 Link was speechless: "Stop messing around, when did that happen? I was held up by some matters, isn't this an appropriate time to come back?"

 "Appropriate?"

 Jasmine looked up at the sun directly above her head and grumbled, "You said you would come over earlier this morning, is this still considered early?"
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 "Not late, not late." 

 Link smiled awkwardly and pushed Jasmine towards the inside.

 Seeing this, Jasmine did not continue to vent her feelings.

 The balance of their relationship was important.

 Dwelling on a small matter and being relentless in doing so could turn a right to a wrong.

 Any relationship would sooner or later become tiresome if such situations arose frequently.

 In the dining room, Jasmine had prepared lunch for two.

 This was something that Link had promised to do.

 Jasmine returned to the villa by the lake filled with anticipation, only to encounter a cold dining room and an empty table.

 However, she still set aside her disappointment and prepared lunch for them. It was an incredibly sensible act.

 "Sit."

 Link courteously spread out the tableware for Jasmine, poured her a cup of tea, and only then did he take a seat opposite her.

 "Start eating, start eating."

 Jasmine picked up her knife and fork, her previous gloom had dissipated, revealing a sweet smile.

 Her fair hands were slightly swaying, and her eyes were filled with uncontainable eagerness and happiness.

 Being able to have a meal with someone she enjoyed company with was enough to offset all grievances and dissatisfaction.

 All that was left was joy.

 "Start eating, start eating."

 Link cut a piece of lamb, Jasmine's favorite, and placed it on her plate.

 No talking during dinner.

 The two finished their warm lunch in a harmonious atmosphere.

 Jasmine picked up a napkin to wipe the oil from her mouth, had a sip of her tea, and then initiated the conversation, "Mina visited me. She said Lucia's Family is preparing a team, planning to target you. She didn't know the specifics of the plan."

 Upon hearing this, Link seemed contemplative.

 The reminders from Tiffany Colonna, the early warning from Wizard Cody, and Mina's intelligence contributed to Link's understanding of Lucia Family's planned retaliation against him.

 He understood that under the pressure from the school, the Lucia Family paid a large price to provide Zoran with a relatively peaceful environment to promote his Metamorphosis Period.

 It was unlikely that they would risk offending the academy by retaliating against him once again.

 So this was the kind of retaliation they planned!

 The Lucia Family was likely planning to disrupt Link during the upcoming wizard organization competition.

 Their intention was to make Link lose favor with the higher-ups in the academy.

 Only then could the Lucia family take the opportunity to retaliate against Link without suffering backlash, and regain their lost face.

 For these families, face was indeed important.

 "I think I understand."

 Coming to his senses, Link told Jasmine about Wizard Cody's information on the competition and told her to notify the other eight about a team training he planned to start tomorrow evening.

 "Alright, I'll notify them this afternoon."

 Jasmine agreed, then asked worriedly, "But you haven't excluded me, have you?"

 Link laughed and said, "Don't worry, I haven't."

 "That's good."

 Jasmine drank all her milk tea and wiped her mouth with a napkin. She took out the lipstick from "Do Whatever You Want" and applied a slightly purple color to her lips.

 She walked over to Link, bent down, and whispered in his ear, "If you dared to exclude me, I would have bitten you badly."

 She then pulled open Link's clothes, and kissed the spot where she had bitten him before, leaving a faint lipstick mark that looked like a bruise.

 Was this a reminder? A threat? Or was it flirting?

 Link didn't really know, feeling the warmth on his shoulder.

 "I'm leaving, don't make me wait for you tonight."

 Leaving a warning behind, Jasmine left the villa to "Do Whatever You Want" and do as Link had instructed her.

 Link took a sip of his green tea.

 He had no intention of wiping off that lipstick mark on his shoulder.

 What if she checks again in the evening?

 A girl in love always thinks in peculiar ways.

 Link didn't want to bring about unnecessary trouble.

 Sitting alone for a while and finishing his tea, Link instead didn't go to the potion shop that afternoon. He turned to the study on the second floor and started designing a training plan for team collaboration.

 While he was doodling on the paper and hadn't yet got his thoughts straight, his pocket device started to vibrate.

 Checking the screen, he saw it was a video call request from Lanny Taylor.

 Without hesitation, he accepted the request instantly.

 "There is something I felt is necessary to inform you in advance."

 The moment that flawless face of Lanny appeared on the screen, her voice was heard.

 "What is it? Tell me."

 Link took Lanny's words seriously.

 As she was by Sandra's side, she had access to information that even fragments could have great value.

 "You need to be prepared, you might be conscripted again."

 Without beating around the bush, Lanny directly revealed the news she had heard, "This time, it's more than just you. Your entire team will likely be conscripted."

 "A competition?"

 Link guessed upon hearing this and asked right away.

 "You got the news?"

 Lanny was surprised, as she only learned about this recently.

 "Only about the competition."

 Link gave a quick explanation.

 "Oh."

 Lanny suddenly understood.

 "I cannot say much, you must take this seriously. Apparently, there are death quotas for the competition."

 Possibly because she was busy with something, after hurriedly leaving this message, Lanny ended the call.

 "Death quotas?"

 Link murmured to himself.

 The source of this information was Sandra, so it must be accurate.
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 Therefore, whether for the value and rewards to the academy, or for the lives of myself, Jasmine, Brotherhood, and the Social Phobia Group, the level of importance can't be overemphasized.

 After much thought, Link continued to design the team collaboration training plan.

 Time quietly passed.

 The sun set in the west. Link stopped his actions and left the lakeside villa. He then picked up Jasmine, and they both returned to the North District villa together.

 "Didn't you go to the store this afternoon?"

 Jasmine, who was sitting on the co-driver's seat, asked with a puzzled expression.

 She was under the impression that Link would immerse himself in the research and development of a new potion, which they had sighed about being poor the previous day. This would open up new financial resources.

 She even asked Link to come back to the North District villa earlier this afternoon.

 Link explained, "I was designing a team collaboration training plan, so I didn't go."

 "Okay."

 Jasmine didn't say much else.

 The two returned to the North District villa together, had dinner together, and then entered the study to do their respective things. Jasmine studied, and Link continued to design the training plan.

 The similarity is that both of them had to refer to a lot of information.

 The following day, late afternoon, in the West District, the air cargo dock.

 Link stood in front of the "Celestial Shuttle", looking at the spirited Jasmine, Brotherhood, and Social Phobia Group.

 "It's been a while since we gathered like this."

 He looked around, locking eyes with everyone for a few seconds before he spoke, "The last time we all cooperated was several years ago. Now, there is another occasion that requires us to work as a team, to strive, and to exert all our efforts. This occasion is quite special. From the information I have, the teams involved are representing the academy to compete against teams from other wizard organizations. Moreover, there is a death quota."

 Giving everyone a chance to digest that information, Link raised his voice a little and stressed:

 "What does a death quota mean?

 It means that this isn't like the inter-district competition within the academy where there is no threat to our lives;

 It means that any slackness could possibly result in loss of life;

 It means that the competition will be fierce, and we must give our all to perform better and secure higher ranks while keeping our lives safe.

 So, starting today, everyone must adjust their schedules, placing the emphasis on collaborative training and team building."

 Giving everyone a look once more, Link asked seriously, "Do you all understand?"

 "Understood!"

 Everyone shouted in unison.

 "Board the ship."

 Link motioned with a sweeping hand gesture, taking the lead up the boarding ladder of the "Celestial Shuttle".

 Everyone followed with solemn expressions.

 However, the moment they entered the warship, the Brotherhood group couldn't help reverting to their true selves. They touched everything, marveling at what they saw.

 They seemed like Old Mrs. Liu, who was awed when first stepping into the Grand View Garden.

 Link didn't rush to suppress this behavior, even indulging it a bit.

 Even the Social Phobia Group, although they hadn't reached the social bull level yet, the three had become lively and bright boys and girls.

 They were all smiles and laughter, looking around curiously.

 Even Betty ran to the bar, made two drinks, handed them to boss Link and Jasmine, and playfully said, "Here's to boss and the boss lady's eternal love."

 After saying that, she ran off.

 "What the..."

 Link held the drink, unsure how to describe his feelings.

 "She certainly knows how to talk."

 Jasmine slightly blushing, picked up the conversation.

 Maybe, the alcohol was too strong. The more Jasmine drank, the redder her face became.

 "What are you looking at?"

 Feeling Link's gaze fixed on her flushed face, Jasmine couldn't help but ask.

 "Just looking at a fairy's blush."

 Link replied with a double entendre.

 "Humph! I'm ignoring you."

 After emptying the glass, Jasmine stepped hard on Link's foot, strode forward, shouted a few commands and quickly gathered all the loose feathers of the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group, and reestablished order.

 Link then took the opportunity to start dividing the groups and started the first training, controlling the "Celestial Shuttle" interstellar warship.

 His requirements were not high, his direct line all had to learn to pilot a warship, to possess the ability to traverse the interstellar.

 His long-term goal was:

 Average expert driver.

 Thus, if a situation similar to the mini legion where there was a non-combat reduction in manpower occurred, the warship wouldn't end up being unmanned.

 A high-level intelligent Tower Spirit?

 That's quite expensive.

 Link can't afford it!
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 Two weeks passed in a flash.

 The team cooperation training has been completed in three stages.

 In the first stage, all members passed the interstellar battleship piloting as well as the command and operation of war tactics.

 In the second stage, all members passed the group division, inter-group tactical drills, and the full squad exercises.

 In the third stage, all members passed the live exercises based on Link's personal experiences and some classic cases.

 Although time was a bit short, thanks to the existing rapport, the cohesion of the ten-member team went fairly smoothly.

 It's impossible to say how strong their ability to execute tactics and actual combat power is.

 They have to be realistic, they can't deceive themselves.

 But it's also impossible to say that they have no competitiveness.

 A bear's power is just one, but a general's power is a den filled with them.

 Similarly, if Link, the team leader, performs well, the combat power that members can display is naturally going to be higher.

 This morning, just as Link was considering whether to implement a fourth stage of training to bolster the team's weaker areas, his personal smart computer received two notifications in succession.

 The first was a summons notice, asking him to attend a meeting with the Dean of the Senior Division in the Administrative Building at exactly 14:00 today.

 The second was a recruitment notice, again from Sandra Diomand to Link.

 As Lanny had said, this recruitment not only targeted Link himself but also provided a quota for a ten-member team.

 Link had anticipated this and was not surprised.

 He didn't rush to respond to the recruitment but planned to wait until after the meeting with the Dean to make a decision.

 To be on the safe side, Link tentatively sent a message to Lanny Taylor to set up a video chat at a convenient time.

 As a result, Lanny immediately sent back a communications request.

 Link accepted the request and opened the communication.

 "What's up?"

 Lanny's voice mixed with a slightly noisy background.

 "Are you back on the mainland?"

 Link didn't rush to bring up the main topic and asked curiously.

 "No, at the academy headquarters, accompanying Sandra shopping. She's trying on clothes."

 Lanny replied casually.

 "Hmm..."

 Link pondered for a while, deciding to change the topic, "I have to meet with the Dean this afternoon. I don't know what we will discuss yet. To avoid conflicts, I haven't rushed to respond to Wizard Sandra's recruitment."

 "Oh, that."

 Lanny glanced in another direction before saying, "There's no difference. The Dean of the local academy is Sandra's third uncle."

 "Alright."

 Link could not refute.

 "She's coming out, gotta go, I'll let you know if anything comes up."

 Lanny hung up hastily.

 Putting down his smart computer, Link rotated his chair, looking out at the lawn outside the window, remaining silent for a long time.

 "What's wrong? Are you lost in thought?"

 Jasmine walked into the study, her hands wrapped around Link from behind, her head resting on his neck, she softly asked, "Did you encounter something annoying, or are you dissatisfied with the results of the team cooperation training?"

 "Neither."

 Link grabbed a delicate little hand, caressing it in his palm, "I just feel like everything in the world is like a big net, and people are like little birds. Birds in the net, they're not free."

 "Really? If there's something you can't resist for the moment, don't worry too much about it, leave it for later. There will be a day when we get stronger, break free from this net and be free. We are free to do anything."

 Although Jasmine didn't know what made Link so sentimental, she still comforted him in her own way.

 Be it a boy or a man, they can't always appear as strong as they seem on the surface.

 There will be times of vulnerability, or setbacks, depressions of the spirit.

 Comforting, soothing, understanding, is far better than expecting them to be more competitive, criticizing this and that, or comparing them with others.

 Indeed, Link's mood eased a lot. He patted Jasmine's hand and said, "Go and notify them to hand over the work they are currently doing. It won't be long before we have to participate in the competition. Also, gather at our residence in the evening. There are some things I need to talk about."

 "Understood, I'll go right away."

 Jasmine stood up straight, flicked the back of Link's head and left the study.

 Since Link formally responded to her, Jasmine started to let herself go more and more in front of Link.

 She seemed likely to become quite assertive.

 One could only say that as Jasmine chose to take Serene Wizard as her role model, she had already learned to be half similar in shape, and more than half similar in spirit.

 Who knows when she might take a fancy to Link and decide to possess him.

 After lunch, after a short rest, Link decided to go to the Dean's office ahead of time.

 Jasmine insisted on accompanying him.

 With 15 minutes left before the scheduled 14:00, Link was already near the Administrative Building.

 Jasmine stopped not far away, watching Link walk into the Administrative Building.

 She seemed to be sending off a young soldier who was about to go to the battlefield.

 Not to exaggerate, but this meeting could indeed be considered a battle.

 A battle without gunpowder.

 The Dean's office occupied an entire floor at the top of the Administrative Building, the door was tightly closed.

 There was a long bench in the hallway, Link sat down and waited quietly.

 At 13:59, Link stood up and quietly knocked on the door.

 "Come in."

 A deep, magnetic baritone from within the office.

 Link opened the door, walking into the office, meeting the gaze of the Dean who was dressed in middle-aged male garb, and walked steadily towards the office desk.

 Seemed to be unaffected by the oppressive gaze.

 "Link Grande, reporting to you."

 After standing still, Link introduced himself in a calm and steady voice.

 "Mmm, sit."

 The Dean pointed to the chair beside Link.
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 "Thank you, Principal." 

 Link sat down at once, not quite comfortably, but not in an obsequious way either, hovering on the edge of the chair.

 He was neither humble nor proud, polite and appropriate.

 "Do you know why I called for you?"

 The principal's magnetic voice asked casually.

 While the principal could afford to be casual, Link dared not be so.

 This question was difficult to answer.

 Both confirming he knew and denying it were not quite right.

 Knew?

 Who told you in advance?

 Didn't know?

 If you can't even speculate on such things, what use are you?

 So, Link replied: "I'm fully under the Principal's command."

 He cleverly sidestepped the issue, a universal approach.

 "Ah...."

 The principal chuckled lightly, "Cunning."

 With a wave of his hand, he casually pointed at Link and said:

 "Looking at you, you definitively know something about the competition, but not entirely sure, so you're hesitant to answer.

 Here's the situation, the college plans to send four teams of First Level Wizards, promoted within the last four years, to participate in the competition between several Wizard Organizations in the Mitchell District one week from now.

 You are one of the chosen team captains.

 You have to assemble your team.

 The college's expectation from you is to secure a top three position in the team competition, and a top one in the individual competition. Do you have confidence?"

 It's hard to predict the team competition, but for the individual competition, Link was very confident.

 However, Link dared not rashly guarantee anything.

 Declaring too much could lead to backlash if unfulfilled.

 This is famously known as not easily setting flags.

 He tentatively asked, "May I know which Wizard Organizations are sending their teams?"

 "Of course."

 The principal laughed, "This information can be shared with you in advance. There are five in total: Ravensmouth College, Shadow City, Metal and Flame Business Society, Mesopotamia University, and White Tower Alliance."

 These five Wizard Organizations are the most prominent in the Mitchell District, only second to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Each of them sends four teams, making a total of 20.

 Securing a top three position in the team competition is somewhat challenging, but not impossible.

 Link weighed his abilities against that of the core members and believed he had a decent chance of achieving this goal.

 Compared to teams possibly made up entirely of senior First Level Wizards,

 the downside of 'do anything at will' is that all the members became First Level Wizards in a shorter amount of time.

 Talent, resources, equipment, witchcraft, training, and execution of battle tactics would not be inferior.

 After pondering, Link responded solemnly, "I can't guarantee, but I will promise that I will strive for a good position."

 "You...."

 The principal virtually pointed at Link again, "You are cunning. Your strength, I'm well aware of. Is it hard for you to aim for a top one position in the individual competition? Not at all! Forget it, I won't put too much pressure, just do your best and don't hide your potential."

 "Thank you, Principal, for understanding."

 Link immediately thanked him, then made a declaration, "I will definitely do my best and strive for excellence to bring honor to the college."

 "Hmm."

 The principal responded, then brought up another matter, "Wizard Sandra will be the team leader this time, leading four teams of the college to participate in the competition. Because she has a private bet and needs to compare the team's performances with someone from Metal and Flame Business Society. So, she drafted you and your team. I think, you can consider responding to her call."

 "Yes, I will respond immediately after I go back."

 Link promised right away.

 As Lanny said, responding sooner or later makes no difference.

 This matter has been settled even before he received the draft notice.

 "Last time she drafted you, some twists occurred midway that caused her not to concentrate on the management of the legion and neglect many things. It was your report to her that reminded her."

 The principal started a new conversation at this point, "She asked me to give you some things as a subsidy for drafting you last time, and as a reward for your excellent performance."

 Speaking, the principal opened a drawer of the table, took out three scrolls from it, and placed them in front of Link: "She heard that you had been looking for 'Armor' Type First Ring magic spells, so she prepared these for you. These are well-deserved, take them without hesitation."

 "Yes, thank you, Principal, thank you, Wizard Sandra."

 Link, without hesitation, took the three Magic Blueprint Scrolls into his "Small World" in front of the principal.

 The principal sensed an unusual space fluctuation, sensed it carefully, and suddenly laughed, saying a somewhat inexplicable sentence: "Walters must be hating Rosenthal to death."

 Link didn't quite understand at first, but he intuited that the two men mentioned must be related to his "Small World".

 He used the "Small World" in front of the principal, which itself was a bit of a probe.

 The Principal couldn't possibly have not noticed, but still made such a comment, which was to give Link a hint.

 Therefore, Link quickly figured out a relatively reasonable guess:

 Walters was probably the high-level existence who gave him the "Seed" as an additional reward for the first-grade competition in the two districts;

 Rosenthal was likely the high-level existence who, in the Apprentice-level Cultivation Secret Realm, for some unknown reason, assisted Link, allowing him truly to own all rights to the "Seed".

 After figuring this out, Link didn't feel joy.
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 But a lingering worry. 

 When gods fight, mortals suffer.

 He hoped that the struggle of these two high-level beings wouldn't affect him.

 A speck of dust from the era, falling onto someone's head, becomes a mountain.

 A spark overflows from the struggle of the powerhouses, falling onto a low-level wizard, could turn him into ashes.

 "Don't be afraid, as long as you hold your ground, you'll be fine."

 The dean saw the worry in Link's eyes and tried to console him, with a certain implication.

 "Yes."

 That was all Link could reply.

 Getting the implication or not, there isn't much difference.

 Better off being a self-disciplined quail who only knows how to nod.

 "Alright, that's it, go back and prepare well. The detailed rules of the competition will be sent to you before it begins."

 The dean waved his hand, signaling Link to leave.

 Link stood up, bowed, and left the office.

 Only when he walked out of the Senior Division Administrative Building, did Link let out a deep breath, relaxed his strained nerves and the constantly running "Mind Closure Technique".

 The pressure the dean put on Link, was much more profound than that of the enormous creature hiding behind the level 5 nest.

 It had been a long time since Link had the feeling of cold sweat running down his back.

 "How did it go?"

 Jasmine came over from a distance and asked with concern.

 "Not bad, normal mission, normal execution."

 Link didn't hide anything from Jasmine, saying, "Just have to respond to Wizard Sandra's call, to represent her and compete with another team in terms of achievements."

 "It won't affect the main objective, right?"

 "It shouldn't."

 When Jasmine finished asking what she wanted to know, she noticed the cold sweat on Link's forehead and expressed her concern, "Let's go back to the villa and rest."

 "Hm."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 Jasmine drove the "Phantom Coupe", taking Link back to the lakeside villa.

 After entering the villa, Jasmine kept busy, giving Link a towel, instructing Butler Hamid to make tea,

 Not until she made sure Link stopped sweating and completely calmed down, did Jasmine stop moving.

 Link saw all this, considering that Jasmine's settling period was almost completed, he decided to let Jasmine use the usage count of the Wizard-Level Cultivation Secret Realm he had kept secretly after the competition ends.

 In this way, Jasmine wouldn't stay in the First Level Wizard stage for too long.

 By greatly advancing, it wouldn't result in shaky fundamentals either.

 Link temporarily suppressed this decision and didn't tell Jasmine about it.

 It could be a surprise then.

 Evening.

 Link convened the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group as agreed in the "Do Whatever You Like" senior division residence.

 "Team competition, Top Five, Fight for Three!"

 Link paced around the nine team members, speaking as he moved.

 "That's the request from the dean."

 "I didn't make any promises."

 "Just said we'll try our best to strive for it."

 "Why?"

 "You tell me."

 Starting from Jasmine, Link made eye contact with the five brotherhood and three social phobia team members one by one.

 After a moment, Linn stepped forward, a bit uneasily saying, "Because our abilities aren't enough and thus our leader doesn't have much confidence."

 "Does anyone else hold the same opinion as Linn?"

 After signaling Linn to return to his place, Link asked.

 There was no response for a long time.

 Shaking his head, Link said, "Say what you want! Doesn't our 'Do Whatever You Like' team have this much freedom?"

 "Reporting! I believe our leader has other considerations. I can't figure out what the leader is thinking so I dare not spout nonsense."

 Buck stepped forward and said so.

 "Do you all hold the same opinion as Buck?"

 "Yes, leader."

 Link stopped pacing, stood still, and raised his right index finger:

 "The reason I didn't promise the dean is simple.

 Top Five, Fight for Three?

 No, I'm Link Grande, do us 'Do Whatever You Like' have such a low ambition?

 Screw Top Five Fight for Three!

 If we are going to fight, we have to fight for first place.

 Whoever dares to stop us, we will beat them up!

 Are you confident?"

 Everyone was stimulated by Link's brief speech, and they shouted together, "Yes!"

 "What are you confident about?"

 Link opened his right hand and put it to his ear, making a listening posture.

 "To be the first!"

 "Wrong!"

 Link looked serious and corrected,

 "We are to overthrow everyone!"
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 "Overturn all cars!" 

 Jasmine had those words printed on the wall right by the entrance to the base.

 Very conspicuous, overly domineering.

 But, of course, the effect was quite impressive.

 During the one remaining week of preparation time, both the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group were as energized as if they'd been injected with adrenaline.

 None of them would dare rest until they were completely exhausted.

 It seemed to be a result of accumulated efforts, or perhaps their heightened motivation, but the team's combat power shot up suddenly.

 While this made Link feel both gratified and speechless.

 He was gratified because his efforts had not been wasted.

 His speechlessness had to do with the fact that this sudden boost in morale had a much bigger effect than all of his carefully planned trainings.

 A week passed by.

 Link received two notifications early that day.

 The first one informed him of the assembly's time and location, reminding him not to be late.

 The second was about the tournament rules and regulations.

 After glancing at the time and place, Link had a clear idea and moved on to read the game rules.

 The tournament, a "friendly" competition over the Supreme Council's "education funding" allocation, is participated by five of the top wizard forces — Ravensmouth College, Shadow City, Flame and Metal Trading Company, Mesopotamia University, and White Tower Alliance from the Mitchell District — only second to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 On one hand, it was a competition; on the other, there was no concept of friendship.

 It was divided into individual matches and team matches.

 The team matches were to be held first, resembling a large-scale survival game.

 Twenty teams would be dispatched from different locations into a competition field transformed from a desolate world.

 The survival area would decrease every hour.

 Each team would have a special device that would send a location signal to the other nineteen teams every hour.

 Once a team lost more than 5 members, it would be disqualified.

 The team that eliminates the most teams would rank first;

 The first team to reach the final safe circle would rank second;

 The following rankings would be calculated based on the combination of the number of teams eliminated and the loss of membership.

 As long as they could provide a reasonable source, any equipment was allowed for the 20 teams.

 The format of the individual game was straightforward, a knockout stage.

 20 to10, 10 to 5, 5 to 2, and the final.

 The most special of these was the round from 5 to 2, where the 5 players would take turns to fight, each playing 4 rounds.

 The top 2 who would advance to the finals would be decided based on their overall performance.

 Of course, these were simply the established tournament formats, and actual situations might cause temporary changes.

 For instance, in the round from 5 to 2, if a contestant was killed, not everybody would be able to play 4 rounds.

 "Jasmine, inform everyone to gather in 10 minutes, check their equipment, and head to the Central Square in 20 minutes."

 As Link copied the two received notifications to Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group, he gave this order.

 "Okay, I will do it right away."

 Jasmine, who had been sitting next to Link, responded and immediately started operating on her brain device.

 Twenty minutes later.

 The Central Square of the Senior Division.

 When Link arrived with the "free-to-do-anything" group of nine, they realized they were not the first team to get there.

 From a distance, Link spotted a familiar face looking rather unpleasant.

 Hawk Lucia!

 It was rumored that Hawk Lucia and his close friend Bobby Smith had sent in their job applications to the Palo Sage army, and that Sage Palo himself approved them personally.

 He didn't expect to see Hawk here.

 It seemed like Lucia's family was placing great importance on this competition, even going so far as to forcibly call back Hawk Lucia.

 With such a dark history of quitting the army halfway, apart from Lucia's family's army, which other army would accept Hawk?

 It could be said that the moment Hawk was unable to resist the family pressure and left the Palo Sage army mid-way, his future had become much more constricted.

 Among the team that Hawk belonged to, Link spotted several familiar Lucias.

 Upon closer examination, Link discovered that they were four of the six First Level Wizards Lucia involved in the ambush at the West District.

 He quickly counted and found the presence of five Lucias he knew in that team.

 Apparently, this was the team secretly formed by Lucia's family that Mina had mentioned in her intelligence report, prepared to snipe at Link.

 Link pushed his gold-framed glasses slightly up his nose, let out a gentle smile, revealing his eight shiny white teeth.

 Under the warm sunlight, a chilling light was reflected.

 Even though his face was full of warm smiles, it made people shudder.

 The principle of reciprocity applies not only to force but to observation as well.

 While Link was observing the Lucias, Hawk was also observing him.

 Seeing the smile on Link, Hawk shivered involuntarily.

 He had done research on Link and watched some video data. Every time Link made such a move, it meant he had murder on his mind.

 Obviously, the fact that their family had put together a team to snipe at Link had been exposed somehow.

 Not only was Link Grande prepared, but he had also started to contemplate murder.

 And in team matches, attacking your own teams was not prohibited, and there were targets for deaths.

 A team with more than 5 members disqualified simply meant it had been eliminated, not that they could only kill 5 people.

 If the power was sufficient, even killing all of them was not a problem.

 Thinking of this, Hawk suddenly felt very sad.

 What exactly were the elders of the family thinking?

 Could they readily sacrifice the lives of younger generation members for the sake of the already lost honor?

 At this moment, Hawk suddenly thought that his good friend Bobby's words were very correct when he insisted on obeying the family's orders and decided to quit the Palo Sage army against Bobby's advice.

 "My good friend Hawk is already dead."</p
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 "Goodbye, Hawk...Lucia." 

 "May your body remain intact!"

 Looking up at the radiant sun, a chill ran through Hawk as he muttered to himself, "May my body remain intact."

 Shortly after, more teams arrived.

 And just like that, two came at once.

 One was led by Tiffany Colonna, the other was entirely composed of seasoned First Level Wizards unfamiliar to Link.

 "Alliance?"

 Tiffany instructed her team to align, then walked up to Link.

 "Can't promise to always be allies, can only agree to not attack each other."

 Link honestly expressed his thoughts.

 The battlefield is fraught with chaos and unpredictability.

 Alliances?

 How to forge alliances?

 It's impossible to do so.

 "Understood."

 Tiffany didn't insist on a guaranteed alliance, a promise of non-aggression was contentment enough. She quickly turned back to rejoin her team.

 Accompanied by Lanny, Wizard Sandra arrived precisely on time.

 Seeing the four teams, each with a unique dynamic, her gaze lingered longer on Link and "Do What You Want". Sandra then spoke briefly, "Enough talk. Focus on executing. Let's go."

 As her words fell, a cool-looking, incredibly "high-tech" aircraft descended from the sky.

 Sandra was the first to enter the aft of the aircraft.

 The four teams boarded in order of their arrival at Central Square.

 Perhaps she was in a foul mood, or perhaps for some other reason. This time, Sandra didn't exude the same spirit as she did at the start of their previous encounter.

 She seemed uncomfortable and resistant, as if she was forced into being the team leader.

 The aircraft was many times faster than the speed of sound, remarkably quick.

 It soared straight upward from Central Square, and in less than 20 minutes, it reached its destination.

 Once docked, Sandra led the four teams out of the aircraft's aft with Lanny by her side.

 "Long time no see, Sandra."

 A sweet voice suddenly rang out.

 A seductive witch wearing barely anything appeared, blocking the path of the Ravensmouth College team.

 Behind the seductive witch, there stood four teams.

 Link spotted the insignia of Flame and Metal Trading Company on some of them.

 "Verna, get lost, I don't want to talk to a disgraceful slut!"

 Sandra didn't give the scantily-dressed witch any respect, speaking mercilessly.

 "Humph, I hope the kid you've chosen is as tough as your words. Watch out or my people will beat him to death."

 While speaking, the scantily-clad witch Verna gestured someone out with her hand.

 A hulk of a man, as beefy as Lokan, emerged from the crowd and stood beside scantily-clad witch Verna.

 A striking contrast in both size and demeanor, like a beast standing beside a canary.

 Verna rubbed the hunk's chest muscles, her eyes irresistible and cheeks flushing. She spoke in an almost moaning voice, "My darling will certainly crush your little guy."

 "Humph!"

 Sandra was furious. Her response was barely audible from her nose. She cast a cold glance at Link and ordered, "You must kill him."

 Link didn't respond, nor did he express any standpoint.

 He only reciprocated Sandra's increasingly gloomy gaze with silence.

 He answered the recruitment, not signing himself into servitude.

 Want to order him around?

 Sure.

 Issue a formal order through proper channels.

 Not like this, treating him like a domestic slave!

 After staring at Link for a moment, Sandra suddenly broke into a radiant smile, "You can kill him, and you will kill him, hahaha..."

 Ignoring Verna's public display of lust, Sandra led the four teams of Ravensmouth College past the Flame and Metal Trading Company teams.

 Towards the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal belonging to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The portal was already adjusted to the right parameters. All they had to do was step through.

 The familiar sensation of Spacetime Extraction returned.

 Once his mind and state stabilized, Link found himself outside a building akin to the Roman Colosseum.

 Facing the group was an archway above which hung a sign that read 'Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College'.

 "You guys go in, rest, and wait for the match to begin."

 Sandra pointed to the archway and without waiting for an answer, she walked towards a building resembling an opera house next to the Colosseum with Lanny.

 Such an unfitting team leader.

 Not only did she fail to explain rules or deliver a motivational speech, but she was also completely nonchalant about the whole process.

 And what she cared about was her personal grudge.

 She wasn't concerned about the college's affairs.

 This Sandra was very different from the wizard Link had met before.

 Link wasn't sure why she had changed so much in just a few weeks, nor did he care.

 What he cared about was the special message he had just received.

 Using the special technique that Link and Serene Wizards developed for semi-independent soul growth, Christina was continually sending out "calls".

 As he led the team to the archway, Link simultaneously responded to Christina's "call".

 "Link, someone from your college has bribed a team from Shadow City to kill you, be careful!"

 Christina disregarded the risk of this message being intercepted and monitored. She directly relayed this at the soul level to Link using the special technique.
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 "Yes, I will. Take care of yourself."

 Link replied, deliberately cutting off the connection.

 They dared not maintain the connection at the soul level for too long; it could cause problems if sustained.

 If something similar to spiritual communion happened and he became unclean, Jasmine would surely punish him with her blade!

 Upon entering the archway, it turned out to be a hallway with wooden doors leading to four different rooms.

 Without hesitation, Link chose one of the wooden doors. He pushed it open and led his team inside.

 The room behind the wooden door was furnished very simply; ten soft chairs, and nothing more.

 "Sit, rest, and be ready for the competition at any time."

 After giving this order, Link sat down first and closed his eyes to rest.

 Inside a building that resembled an opera house.

 The leaders of the five wizard organizations, each with a henchman in tow, gathered together.

 The Shadow City team leader, exuding a chilling aura, and a soft-spoken man-witch with cat-like pupils, sneered at Sandra and said, "Sandra Diomand, aren't you always uninvolved in the affairs of your family and college? Why this time do you stoop so low as to mingle with mired dirt like us? Hehehe... How interesting."

 Sandra paid him no mind and ignored him completely.

 The leader of the White Tower Alliance, surveying a thick book like a scholar, said without lifting his head, "The world is in motion, and so are people. The world is changing, and so are people. The Sandra of the past is Sandra, and the Sandra of the present is still Sandra. The difference is in which Sandra is the Sandra she wants to be. Sandra, ask your heart. No need to answer me, ask your heart; tell yourself. What is the answer?"

 Sandra rolled her eyes and ignored this "nonsense."

 Mesopotamia University and Ravensmouth College are close allies, with an old friendship that spans nearly a thousand years.

 However, the team leader of Mesopotamia University surprisingly chose not to speak up in support but to watch coldly from the sidelines.

 This made Flame, the team leader of the Flame and Metal Trade Society and a female witch, act even more brazenly.

 She grabbed a man who looked like a rabbit and slapped his cheeks as she taunted, "You self-righteous people will never understand the struggles of us lowly parasites. Oh, right, Sandra found a pretty boy with gold-framed glasses and wants him to kill my Cavill. Want to have a game and see who can survive?"

 "I'll set the stakes."

 The effeminate man from Shadow City, watching Sandra ordering Link through the monitor and not getting a response in return, smirked and said, "Just so happens, that pretty boy with gold-framed glasses, who Sandra can't control, is also someone a certain family from Ravensmouth College wants to kill through our secret channels in Shadow City. I'm truly interested to see what's so special about this boy attracting such great attention from Sandra and even inciting murder."

 What is heartless betrayal?

 Telling Sandra to her face that a certain family from Ravensmouth College hired outsiders to kill a genius from their own college.

 This is what heartless betrayal is!

 Sandra's complexion changed immediately.

 The same went for Lanny, who was sitting next to her.

 What the hell was happening to the Lucia Family?

 Had they completely lost their minds to resort to colluding with outsiders?

 No matter the outcome of this, regardless of the final fate of Link Grande, Ravensmouth College will have deeply tarnished its reputation.

 Even if she accepted the position of leader grudgingly under the pressure of her mother and third uncle, Sandra still cared deeply about the college's reputation.

 Without the college, there would be no glory of the family.

 Without the family's glory, how could she live as she pleased?

 "Inform Link, tell him to stay alert."

 Sandra turned to Lanny and instructed her.

 "Yes."

 As Lanny was about to stand up.

 Suddenly, the competition started ahead of schedule.

 The participants from the twenty teams all sitting in their respective rooms were all simultaneously transported to the competition field.

 "Hehehehe..."

 Verna, the three-point witch, waved a button in her hand and laughed heartily, "At a ratio of 4 to 1, we all agreed to start the competition early."

 Sandra turned abruptly and looked at the leader of her allied institution, Mesopotamia University.

 "Don't look so surprised."

 The leader of Mesopotamia spoke with a calm face, "The moment the Great Sage Revo started scavenging for resources needed for the Great Sage Seuss's rise in rank, there was no room for Ravensmouth College in the Mitchell District."

 After a slight pause, the leader of Mesopotamia University stared into Sandra's eyes and emphasized word by word:

 "No one wants to see a Ravensmouth College that is stronger than the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 "No one!"
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 The division of territories and powers in Wizard World Homeland was systematic.

 Five Saints, each occupying Central Plains, East Coast, West Coast, North Region, and South Region.

 Take Tudor Great Sage as an example, a Level Nine Great Sage who had long tenure.

 He occupied a large area on the West Coast and renamed it Tudor region.

 Below that, the early-promoted Level Eight Great Sages, who were willing to obey Tudor Great Sage's wartime command and pay a certain tax, could be assigned a district within the Tudor region.

 Like the Mitchell District of Eighth-level Great Sage Mitchell.

 Beneath them were the special areas established by the Level Seven Great Sage.

 Here, Ravensmouth Special Area was an exception.

 In those days, the remarkable level six sages Ravensmouth and Seuss shocked everyone by teaming up using secret techniques, and they could compete against level seven great sages.

 They established Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College and Ravensmouth Special Area without too much difficulty.

 Since then, the extraordinarily talented Rivo Sage was promoted from being a level six sage to a level seven great sage, and then to a level eight great sage.

 Not only was he deserving of his special area, but his strength also significantly overflowed, making him the top power in Mitchell District.

 For Seuss Sage followed closely by being promoted to the position of Level Seven Great Sage.

 If it weren't so difficult to gather the resources required for being promoted to Level Eight Great Sage, Seuss would also be promoted soon.

 Still, Ravensmouth College, with one Level Eight Great Sage, one Level Seven Great Sage, multiple Level Six Sages, and even more Level Four and Five Sages, had already posed a threat to the position of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Now, after years of silence, the surprising thing was that Great Sage Revo was acting "ostentatiously," scavenging everywhere, wanting to collect the resources required for promotion by Great Sage Seuss.

 Neither the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell nor the other top powers in the Mitchell District could turn a blind eye.

 They had to prevent Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College from becoming a force as powerful as the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell.

 Or even surpassing it.

 This was not in everyone's interest.

 This competition was just the beginning of the top four powers, Shadow City, Flame and Metal Trading Company, White Tower Alliance, and Mesopotamia University, all coming together against Ravensmouth College.

 Sandra had already predicted the difficulties that the college would face for a long time in the future.

 Enemies all around.

 Until Great Sage Seuss was successfully promoted or failed.

 "I hope that my great-great-grandfather was already prepared!"

 Other than harboring a hope in her heart, Sandra found that she couldn't do anything meaningful to help her family and college.

 At this moment, Sandra finally understood why her mother kept saying that she was naive.

 Her experience was far too shallow.

 Meanwhile, Sandra, who initially didn't care that much about the competition, began to feel anxious.

 Among the 20 participating teams, the other 16 teams agreed to gang up against four teams from Ravensmouth College.

 What's worse, even among these four teams, there were spies cooperating with outsiders.

 The situation was extremely unfavorable!

 These three teams from Ravensmouth College with a total of 15 members were in imminent danger.

 "Link Grande, I hope you can live up to the attention of your great-grandparents."

 After thinking about it, even though she had put herself in the captain's perspective to simulate countermeasures, Sandra could not think of a way to break the deadlock for a while.

 In the end, she could only place her hopes on Link, who had initially deliberately ignored her olive branch and had then directly snubbed her.

 In the competition venue.

 The sudden teleportation did not disrupt the team "Anything Goes."

 During the previous week's training, Link had focused on enhancing their ability to respond to various sudden changes.

 After all members of "Anything Goes" arrived in this unfamiliar world, the first thing they did was cover for each other.

 The reason for covering for each other instead of self-preservation was that everyone's field of view and perception had blind spots.

 Self-protection was easy to exploit and could be easily broken through.

 Covering for each other could establish a more complex defense system to prevent surprise attacks.

 "Disperse in search formation, reconnaissance team go out for exploration."

 Without the "spiritual link," Link had to use "telepathy" to issue commands.

 Even though "telepathy" wasn't as discreet as "spiritual link," it was still better than communicating verbally.

 Audiospy witchcraft and magic tools were never in short supply.

 All members of "Anything Goes" promptly sprang into action.

 Buck took the lead to scout the way.

 Ezio and Linn followed Buck, covering the reconnaissance team from their left and right.

 Dalton and Digee, who were responsible for reconnaissance, promptly launched their fist-sized round reconnaissance magic tool. Entrusting their safety to Ezio and Linn, they concentrated on controlling the flying saucer to monitor the surrounding conditions in real time.

 Mitte Brent and Terry Jones of the Social Phobia Group, forming the third echelon, protected Jasmine and Betty, standing on their left and right respectively.

 Betty mainly handled medical duties and also served as a member of the mobile team.

 Wearing the space storage magic tool necklace, Jasmine mainly handled logistics and was also a mobile team member and deputy captain.

 In instances when Link, the captain was absent or during emergencies, Jasmine would take over the command promptly.

 Link personally guarded the rear.

 Generally, there were three methods of ambush: frontal attack, lateral penetration, rear ambush.

 However, frontal attacks were less common.

 It would give the ambushed team time to respond accordingly.
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 Side attacks occur frequently and have a high success rate.

 However, the attackers themselves may also suffer heavy casualties, especially if the attacked team is resolute, tenacious in battle, and has strong combat power.

 Back attacks happen less frequently, but once they do, they yield significant gains.

 Because in this situation, the attacked team either finds traps or strong encirclements ahead and to their sides.

 In simple terms, the attacked team gets "dumpling-wrapped."

 Under desperate circumstances, the besieged team with no backup has only one option: break out!

 It's actually easiest to break out from the back.

 As long as the one covering the rear is strong enough to form an arrowhead, piercing through the unsettled formation of the attacking team with one strike.

 Link couldn't confidently claim that he could take on a thousand by himself, but he was more than capable of delivering a swift, furious assault that would dominate the attacking team for a short period.

 Upon entering the competition area, a timer-like device appeared in Link's hand, sending a "Freewill" location to the other nineteen teams.

 "Freewill" needed to relocate immediately, find a favorable terrain and observe the situation.

 There's no need for Link to do much command, "Freewill" having clear duties and tactics, acted immediately.

 As Link moved, he monitored the "timer" in his hand.

 He gently pressed a protruding button on the side, with a map showing the initial positions of the other nineteen teams projected into the air.

 After taking a quick look, he noted down the initial positions of the other teams, determined his team's location, and checked the information of the nearest team.

 Sure enough, the emblem of that team was the Flame and Metal Trading Company.

 After careful consideration, Link decided to go all out from the start, like a storm sweeping away fallen leaves.

 Facing competition from many teams and the potential betrayal from Lucia's Family from within, the situation was complicated, hence he ought to cut the Gordian knot quickly.

 Otherwise, the further they drag, the more disadvantageous it would be for their rankings.

 "Change direction, 10 o'clock. Reconnaissance team, watch out for aerial Reconnaissance Magic Tools. Jasmine, use the Shielding Device. Everyone, be ready for battle at all times."

 Link issued a series of orders.

 "Freewill" promptly executed them in an orderly manner.

 The UFO Reconnaissance divided into two, one surveying the ground and the other scanning the sky.

 Buck, Ezio, and Linn were the first and second line, and would be the first to engage in the event of a confrontation. They all raised their vigilance to the highest level.

 Big guy Mitte and aloof Terry were always on guard for attacks from both sides.

 Betty had nothing to do for now, so she was ready to provide support at any time.

 Jasmine took out the second ring magic tool for shielding reconnaissance that Link had bought at great cost.

 It's a one-time use, and it will be scrapped after use. It can only last 30 minutes.

 This wasn't about consuming Magic Stones, but about burning them!

 "Go, Franda."

 Since they're prepared to go all out, they should not hold back.

 Franda, who can turn into a wind spirit, is undoubtedly a more useful helper than the Reconnaissance Magic Tools.

 "Okay, master."

 The others couldn't see Franda's figure or hear her voice.

 They just felt a gentle breeze blowing over, bringing a bit of coolness.

 Seemingly hearing a string of crisp and cheerful laughter, like the sound of silver bells.

 On the other hand.

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company team had naturally discovered a Ravensmouth College team close to them.

 What is there to hesitate about?

 They should just go for the kill.

 The leader had long issued a strict order, after entering the competition area, to focus on attacking Ravensmouth College during the early stage and ignore teams from other organizations.

 With a golden opportunity at hand, they naturally had to seize it.

 The two teams facing each other would greatly shorten the time until the outbreak of a confrontation.

 Both sides were well aware of this.

 So the most important thing was vigilance and reconnaissance.

 Both sides invested most of their energy and resources in these two areas.

 "Master, master, they're almost here," Franda's voice echoed in Link's mind, sharing her viewpoint with him.

 This is a divine punishment!

 Link had this thought as soon as he saw the situation.

 "Freewill" was at a higher position, while the Flame and Metal Trading Company team was lower.

 Attack from below has always been challenging.

 The situation was uncertain, and the Flame and Metal Trading Company team dared not rashly ascend.

 Under circumstances when interstellar battleships could not be used, using ordinary flying vehicles inevitably became live targets.

 They could only try to evade the surveillance of the Reconnaissance Magic Tools and progress covertly along a detour.

 In fact, the Flame and Metal Trading Company team did evade the surveillance of "Freewill's" UFO, successfully stealthily covering some distance.

 However, they now faced a rather difficult dilemma.

 Ahead of them was a gourd-shaped valley. If they went in and were discovered, they would immediately fall into a desperate situation.

 Detouring or ascending would make their traces easier to expose, and all their previous efforts would be in vain.

 The reason for the Flame and Metal Trading Company team's hesitation was that they did not want to be discovered prematurely.

 However, Link had already found their tracks.

 Once the tracks were discovered, they could be attacked.

 If it weren't for the rule revealed to Link by fate upon entering the competition area, prohibiting the use of Star-annihilating Cannons or other Attack Magic Tools above the Official wizard level.

 Link would have pulled out the Star-annihilating Cannon at this moment and fired a shot in that direction.

 That would completely melt the Flame and Metal Trading Company team.

 He wouldn't even need to consider how to use the advantage of discovering the enemy first to arrange an attack.
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 Link shares his discovery with the team members through "telepathy" and coldly orders, "Everyone attack, leave no survivors!"

 Whether it was Jasmine, the Brotherhood Group or the Social Phobia Group, all deeply trusted their leader's abilities.

 Although they didn't know how the boss discovered the enemy that the Reconnaissance Magic Tools failed to detect, they decided to follow his command.

 If the boss says to leave no survivors, then they must eliminate everyone.

 They all get ready and their formation switches from search parties to a charge formation.

 Based on the instructor's belief in the disciplined first battle, Link decides to act as the main force in this battle, setting an example for the rest of the battle.

 With a thought, he switches to his Battle Armor configuration and initiates battle mode.

 The Battle Armor he wore again was characterized by gold, fire, and light, making its attack power extremely strong.

 Moreover, Link's Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" has incorporated three Magic Blueprints given to him by the dean. Now, Link doesn't need to rely on Magic Tools to achieve supersonic flight!

 Compared to an ordinary First Level Wizard, his speed far exceeds theirs.

 However, considering the follow-up of his teammates, Link intentionally reduced his speed a bit.

 While he's still very fast, his teammates wouldn't fall too far behind, preventing disconnection in the attack chain.

 All "Do Whatever You Want" members, as the second echelon, need to do is follow Link and charge forward, supplementing each attack without hesitation.

 The roar of the skies suddenly echoed.

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company Team, over 20 miles away, could hear it.

 "Enemy attack! Defense!"

 Although they didn't know what made the sound, the captain instinctively knew: this is an attack!

 And this level of momentum could possibly indicate a massively powerful attack.

 No matter what, it's never wrong to maintain defenses first.

 A team of ten, in a time of emergency, abandon division of labor and fully defend.

 Defensive Magic Tools, First Ring or Second Ring, all are used.

 Defensive Witchcraft, whether individual or group, all are used.

 Screens of various colors light up one after the other, covering all members of the Flame and Metal Trading Company Team.

 The captain uses a Third Ring Defense Magic Tool, which he spent most of his wealth on. He directs two of the team members with the strongest attack power to prepare for defense and counterattacks with him.

 In a blink of an eye, the sound of the breaking wind grew closer and Link swooped over the top of the Flame and Metal Trading Company Team.

 His soaring flight transitions into a frontal upright position.

 The circular ring on the chest part of his Battle Armor starts to charge.

 Following Iron Man's method of attack, Link has developed an attack method based on the First Ring light and fire composite witchcraft "Melting Rays".

 The essence of witchcraft is still "Melting Rays".

 The wizard gathers, confines, and compresses the light and fire system magic power to form a beam with extremely high temperatures, strong penetration, and great radiation. It disintegrates everything obstructing the beam's path with strong impact and annihilating power.

 Of course, this "everything" must be put in quotes.

 And Link's version of "Melting Rays" has a trend of removing the quotes.

 He didn't make too many changes, only... only switched the energy source of the "Melting Rays" from his own light and fire system magic power to the "Sun".

 The "Sun" formed by two different forms of favor from the Wizard World Will.

 In the seeming delay, but actual quickness of time.

 In less than 0.2 seconds, the energy storing in the ring on his chest was completed.

 A colorless light beam, as thick as an infant's arm, was emitted from the chest's circular ring which had finished charging.

 Link did not stop. At the moment the light beam was emitted, he transitioned from a frontal upright position to a downward dive.

 He clenched his right hand into a fist.

 A punch that gathered more than half of his spiritual power and magic power, and coursed with the crazy surge of Origin Power from the 'Small World,' followed closely behind the +++ modified version of "Melting Rays" and smashed down.

 The speed of sound is definitely slower than the speed of light.

 As soon as the colorless beam was emitted, it hit the colorful defensive cover.

 The protective shields of the First Ring and Second Ring Defense Magic Tools which bore the brunt of the attack, disappeared instantly without even creating a ripple.

 The First Ring Defense Witchcraft performed by members of the Flame and Metal Trading Company vanished at a single touch.

 In infinite horror, the Third Ring Defense Magic Tool held by the captain barely blocked the colorless beam.

 The price, however, was that over half of the protective shield, belonging to the Third Ring Defensive Magic Tool, was worn away.

 What the hell is this?!

 Is this a spell that a First Level Wizard can cast?

 Its power is comparable to a quarter of the power of a Star-annihilating Cannon, right?

 It's simply outrageous!

 Even a Second Level Wizard can't do this!

 The entire Flame and Metal Trading Company Team was extremely shocked.

 The outside world.

 In the opera-house styled building, the five team leaders and five followers who were watching the battle all cried out in astonishment.

 Exclamations like, 'Holy crap!', were heard non-stop.

 Sandra's face was flushed red with excitement!

 Lanny's eyes were dazed, feeling as though she had permanently lost something.

 At this point, Link's punch, which accumulated more terrifying power than the colorless beam, smashed it towards the broken protective shield.

 Unstoppable momentum rushed through, one punch to suppress the heavens!

 This punch will render you...

 Into ashes!
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 Boom! 

 It was like a divine hand dropping from the sky.

 Link's punch hit the remaining half-strength shield and was momentarily halted.

 After the deafening noise, the shield of the Third Ring Defense Magic Tool shattered like a chicken egg striking a stone, hopelessly outmatched.

 No obstruction was left in its path, and it advanced unimpeded.

 Link's fist had an intimate encounter with the forehead of the captain of the Flame and Metal Trading Company Team.

 Being the captain, this man was outstanding among his peers.

 His talent, disposition, diligence, and resources were all top-notch.

 Among the students of Ravensmouth College in the last five years, only Lanny Taylor and Tiffany Colonna could surpass him slightly.

 Although the captain's Destiny Witchcraft was not of the Battle Armor class, leaning toward auxiliary properties, it had a certain effect of force relief.

 He was sporting a top level First Ring suit, "Defender 3202," not inferior to the ones in Ravensmouth College.

 In his arms, he had a similar kind of defensive enchantment - a Second Ring Defense Magic Tool that he'd acquired from Sage Palo and that could be passively activated.

 In the blink of an eye, he reacted in time and used two First Ring witchcraft spells.

 A very thin, but highly resilient layer of metallic coating instantly shrouded his body, making him look like a Steel Power mutant.

 Outside the coating were burning fierce flames, like the Vengeance Flame Soul.

 An attack followed by a defense, intended to counterattack.

 At the very least, he could deliver some damage to save face!

 Thump!

 The top-level First Ring suit, the Second Ring Defense Magic Tool, the highly resilient metal coating, and the Destiny Witchcraft, all combined, failed to last even 0.5 seconds, and completely collapsed under a steel punch.

 The next instant, the captain's head exploded.

 Blood, brain matter, bone chips, and flesh splattered all around.

 The raging flames of the suit that covered Link's entire body couldn't do anything about him, and they just burnt those scraps.

 Link's fist pounded further down, right at the captain's upper body.

 Although it didn't end up as shattered as his head, it was still blown apart.

 A captain with a great future just died like that!

 Died so easily, without a chance of resistance.

 His death didn't befit a First-Class Official Wizard, instead, he ended up like a stray dog by the roadside, robbed of all dignity.

 His death was completely worthless!

 Link's fist went through the captain's head and torso before hitting the ground.

 A strong circular shockwave spread in all directions from the site.

 The shockwave churned, turning everything into dust.

 The ground caved in, squeezing out a large piece of hard "clay", which then cracked, much like a spiderweb.

 The remaining nine players of the Flame and Metal Trading Company Team were all thrown away by the giant counteracting force of the "clay" from the ground.

 Suspended in mid-air, vomiting blood, they lost their balance and were left dizzy, unable to make any effective moves.

 Link summoned a water curtain with a wave of his hand, extinguishing the sparse remaining flames blown by the intense air pressure, washing away the dirt on the surface of the Battle Armor, stood tall, and remained upright proudly.

 This punch contained spiritual power and Magic Power amplification close to the limit of an average Second Level Wizard, along with more than half of the Origin Power of his third-level "Small World."

 Converted into the standard measurement of an attack witchcraft, it was equivalent to the attack intensity of a Third Ring wizardcraft.

 The force of a casual blow from a Third Ring Wizard was just like this!

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company Team, all-out, still couldn't withstand it!

 And the result of their failure to withstand it was this tragic scene.

 "WhooHa!"

 Jasmine, leading "Anything Free," mustered all her strength, using up all available speed-increasing witchcraft and magic tools, to barely arrive on time.

 They arrived at the edge of the battle scene, witnessing Link's rampage as he single-handedly blew through the defenses of the Flame and Metal Trading Company Team.

 The morale of "Anything Free" instantly skyrocketed.

 Buck led the cheering, his eyes bloodshot and veins on his neck bulging.

 Like a bloodthirsty wolf, he pounced ferociously towards the nine survivors, whose lives Link had deliberately spared with controlled punch remnants.

 Linn remained silent, raising her hand and wielding the Water System First Ring Witchcraft "High Pressure Water Gun."

 While having witchcraft and not using it, intending to mimic the leader's punching, isn't that foolish?

 Did she honestly believe that everyone could be like the boss, being an Elemental Wizard and also practicing the True Spirit Wizard System, not to mention being able to engage in brutal melee combat like a body-refining Witch?

 What kind of dream is that?

 Everyone else, except for Jasmine in charge of the logistics and Betty for the medical aid, followed up with their best attack witchcraft.

 They rushed to attack the helpless living targets suspended in the air.

 Even if they allowed the living targets to last for a moment longer, it would be considered a poor performance, given all the work the Boss had done.

 In the blink of an eye, the remaining nine members of the Flame and Metal Trading Company Team were either cut into several pieces, asphyxiated under the ground, charred by blazing rays, or nailed to the cracked ground with chunky wooden stakes...

 Everyone died in different postures and ways.

 In just one glance, they were annihilated.

 From beginning to end, they failed to launch a decent counterattack.

 Were they too incompetent for this?

 No.

 It was because Link was too exceptional, too abnormal!

 "Holy shit!"

 In the outside world, inside a building resembling an opera house.

 The man leading Shadow City, a man as cold as a snake, abruptly stood up, exhaling breathtakingly, "Holy shit! Holy shit! Holy shit!"

 He no longer had the weird relaxed demeanor from before, instead, he seemed brashly vulgar.

 The cold man pointed at Sandra, his finger trembling, his lips quivering:

 "Can this fucking be a First Level Wizard?

 You tell me, can a First Level Wizard be this fucking crazy?"
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 "What, can't Ravensmouth College stand to lose, so you cheated, planted a senior second-level wizard in there, didn't you?"

 Huh?

 "This sort of deranged offensive power, even we, as senior second-level wizards, can't fucking produce, can we?"

 "Huh?"

 The Shadow City team leader, a cold-hearted man who was overly stimulated by the previous scene, exhibited signs of potential insanity.

 His speech rambled, he raved nonsensically, merely venting his emotions.

 Sandra was also dumbstruck, utterly astounded.

 She was questioning her existence, doubting herself.

 Just as Verna, the Three-point Witch and leader of the Flame and Metal Trading Company had said, Sandra prided herself on her impeccable judgement.

 Who would have thought, that she would misjudge Link Grande, not just once, but twice.

 The first time she was recruiting, she was attracted to Link's talent and capabilities in potion study and biochemical research.

 Therefore, when Lanny relayed that Link didn't intend to follow her, she gave up on the idea of sending him a recruitment invitation.

 What was she thinking then?

 Was it hard to find a man, as it was to find a three-legged toad?

 If she really wanted to recruit a genius in potion study and biochemical research, would she, given her status and reputation, lack such a technical wizard?

 The second time, this recruitment, she truly valued Link's strength and his team.

 But, facing Verna's mockery, what did Sandra do?

 She naturally treated Link Grande in the same way she treats her house servants, high and mighty, ordering him around.

 Like how she usually treats Lanny Taylor, ordering this and that, to and fro.

 Dare to disobey?

 You don't want resources, do you?

 What she never considered was,

 She thought Link Grande's silence and restraint were merely an attempt to maintain his dignity,

 But he really has intense ambition, and the power to back it up!

 Sandra even concluded that, disregarding the few life-saving magic tools her mother had given her, if it was a fair fight, she would be no match for Link Grande.

 Sitting next to Sandra, Lanny Taylor's eyes were motionless, she stared blankly in a daze.

 She finally realized what was the difference between her and Link Grande.

 It wasn't talent, it wasn't diligence, it was ambition.

 Link Grande chose from the start to be independent, ambitious, aiming to become big, aiming to become strong.

 And her, Lanny Taylor?

 Initially, she also planned to go down this path.

 But she changed her mind halfway through.

 First, she wanted to learn from Link, climb up to Sage Palo's connection, get a taste of the resources and networking of the "New Blood Mutual Aid Association".

 But later, when nothing came out of it, she stayed quiet for a long time, until Sandra sent out a recruitment invitation.

 When Lanny checked Sandra's background and identity, she believed that this was definitely a thicker thigh than Sage Palo's, so she didn't hesitate to choose to latch on.

 At this point, Lanny suddenly realized, it doesn't matter whether you latch onto a big leg or not.

 Link Grande latched onto a big leg as well.

 But, while holding onto a big thigh, your inner drive can not be lacking.

 Lanny Taylor suddenly woke up and realized that she did not possess the ambition Link had, the ambition to be dominant and unparalleled!

 That was why she couldn't fully utilize her top-class Five gradation's learning potential!

 Verna, the Three-point Witch and leader of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, a flame of orange suddenly surged on her palm, stimulated by shock.

 "Ahhhhhh!!!!!!!"

 The concubine who was being toyed around with by the Three-point Witch instantly let out a cry of pain.

 He started waving his hands, trying to extinguish the flame on his body.

 But, could a witchcraft flame be easily extinguished?

 The concubine, having his spiritual power and magic power locked, unable to use his magic, was shouting while being burned to the ground in a matter of seconds.

 The entire room was filled with a pungent smell, a mix of burnt smell and foul odor.

 Before anyone could complain or reprimand, the Three-point Witch, Verna, waved her hand and immediately dispersed the smell.

 Then, she subconsciously took out an "air freshener" from the small bag at her waist, sprayed it lightly, and the air became fresh.

 After doing all these, the Three-point Witch, Verna, finally recovered from the shock.

 She turned her head, steadfastly watching Sandra, but remained silent.

 Compared to the two leaders of the White Tower Alliance and Mesopotamia University, who had previously teased Link Grande with gold-framed glasses, their reactions were not so exaggerated.

 The leader of Mesopotamia University merely took a deep breath, closed his eyes, tilted his body back and leaned on his chair.

 He no longer watched the live feed, instead he was closing off in agony.

 Why is it that Ravensmouth College always has an abundance of brilliant minds, always able to produce irregular geniuses?

 And the once big brother, Mesopotamia University, is declining bit by bit, visibly deteriorating at a rate visible to the naked eye?

 Never mind, seeing too much takes its toll on the heart.

 Just leave it.

 The "scholar" leader of the White Tower Alliance, forcefully closed the heavy tome in his hand, leaned forward, staring intently at Link in the live feed, mumbling to himself:

 "The perfect wizard!

 This is a perfect wizard!

 Elements, True Spirits, Body Refinement, Intelligent Artifacts, beast handling, all of these are trivial matters.

 Energy and substance are the essence!

 Who says a fist can't be witchcraft?

 Who says a fist can't be witchcraft!

 I must acquire him, dissect him, make him into a specimen, and display it at my bedside.

 I must acquire him!"

 The "scholar" leader looked fiercely at Sandra, his eyes burning brightly, his tone incredibly fanatical:

 "Sandra, sell him to me!

 You must sell him to me!

 I can exhaust all my efforts to persuade my ancestors to support your Ravensmouth College.
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 "You must sell him to me!"

 Sandra coldly glare at the frantic "scholar," not responding.

 Lanny Taylor lowered her head, using this action to mask the shock of her mind and the inexplicable fear and hatred that had arisen.

 Perhaps, it's because like affects like?

 So, in the eyes of these "young masters" and "young ladies" of various top wizard organizations, their own or other family's young genius wizards could be treated like goods, freely traded.

 Even if Sandra had just been silent and had even glared at him coldly.

 However, after staying close to Sandra for nearly half a year, Lanny had figured out some of Sandra's habits and subtle expressions.

 Lanny was sure that Sandra had just subconsciously considered whether it would be worthwhile to sell Link Grande!

 In that case, when would she herself also be discussed like a piece of merchandise, to be bought and sold?

 The competition world.

 Link glanced around the battlefield and at the several direct-line members who had experienced their first real kills in life, and ordered indifferently, "Quickly clean up the battlefield and move immediately."

 After dropping this sentence, Link walked towards Jasmine's position and said to Betty, who was somewhat unnaturally, "You go clean up the battlefield, um...you take care of the corpses."

 "Yes, boss."

 Betty's face was slightly pale, but she agreed without hesitation.

 She had seen corpses before, and she had battled, and she had seen casualties.

 It's just that she had never directly faced a battlefield as bloody as this one before.

 "Why bother? Let her adapt gradually."

 As Betty, holding back revulsion, began to stack body parts for burning or burial, Jasmine couldn't help but ask.

 She felt that Link's just forcing Betty to confront blood and cruelty was too cold.

 She didn't very much agree with this approach.

 Link looked up at the three "suns" that spanned the sky in this desolate world, and explained in a low voice, "My intuition tells me that if we don't be more decisive in killing, we'll be in big trouble. We don't have much time for her to adapt slowly. They need to improve as quickly as possible in order not to hold me back."

 He stopped at that, not finishing his sentence.

 Jasmine, knowing that Link's hunches were often right, decided not to say anything more.

 She thought for a moment, then took the initiative to go down and help the others clean up the battlefield.

 It wasn't much later when the battlefield was cleaned up.

 "Freedom in Everything" set off, heading for the center of the desolate world designated by Link.

 The safe zone was gradually shrinking, certainly from the outside in.

 Heading to the center wouldn't be a mistake.

 "Link, there's something I think you need to know."

 In the silent march, Jasmine suddenly spoke in a very complex tone.

 She was in charge of the team's logistics.

 The spoils of war from the battlefield would naturally be sorted out by her.

 In a diary that she didn't know who wrote, Jasmine found a message that was slightly related to her and Link.

 "What is it?"

 Link took a step forward to walk side by side with Jasmine.

 Since the silence had been broken, he simply asked directly instead of using "telepathy."

 "Read it for yourself."

 Jasmine handed him over the opened diary.

 Link took it, read it, and immediately fell silent, his mood complex.

 The owner of the diary complained in it:

 The Flame and Metal Trade Society served only a few core families, ordinary members had no human rights, being ruthlessly exploited and unable to preserve their integrity.

 In his generation alone, he didn't know how many people couldn't escape the claws of the she-devil Verna Morrison.

 If one wasn't drained dry, one was burned to death.

 His only good friend from his apprentice years, Jiminy Hendrix, bit the bullet and endured for two years but still couldn't withstand the omnipresent pressure.

 He eventually surrendered and was burned to death, not even ashes left behind.

 He sent a letter to a person named Christina in Shadow City as per Jiminy's arrangements made in case something happened, then gave Jiminy a nominal burial.

 The last part of the diary entry was a lament about life's fate:

 "We are born like weeds, trampled upon by others."

 "Even in death, we will be turned to ashes."

 "How will I die?"

 "Where will I die?"
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 Accidentally injuring an ally? 

 Not at all, not at all.

 Regretting being so harsh?

 That's not even a consideration.

 Wanting to avenge Jimmy after reading his diary?

 We weren't close enough for that.

 The reason why Link felt melancholic was purely because other members of his kind were harmed.

 Despite how Link now stood out among the First Level Wizards, killing anyone effortlessly.

 However, there were so many higher-ranking wizards above him, looking down upon him, if he wasn't careful and angered any of them, it'd be the end of the road.

 He would not know how he died, or where he died.

 Living in fear, as if standing on the edge of an abyss, or walking on thin ice.

 "Keep this, give it to Christina next time,"

 Suppressing his wandering thoughts, Link handed the diary back to Jasmine with a casual comment.

 "Okay."

 Jasmine agreed, taking over the diary and continued to flip through it.

 As the logistics manager, her job was to secure the spoils of war.

 As the deputy captain, she had to find some intelligence from these spoils of war.

 Even though the five wizard organizations had agreed not to inform the participating teams about the specific competition regulations too far in advance, or to finalize the specific regulations just before the start, the teams would still get some news.

 For example, the "Do Whatever You Want" team found out about the individual and team matches three weeks in advance.

 Jasmine wanted to see if she could find some valuable information from the collected items with text or from the deciphered intelligent brains.

 Except for running into a team from the Flame and Metal Trading Company at the start, the "Do Whatever You Want" team didn't encounter any other teams in almost an hour of travel while they reverted to their quiet marching state.

 The reconnaissance group did spot other teams' Reconnaissance Magic Tools in the sky.

 But just like how the "Do Whatever You Want" team always had their Shielding Wizard Tool on, their saucer was flying so close to the ground that the team was hard to locate.

 Faced with many well-prepared teams, Reconnaissance Magic Tools could provide little to no assistance in terms of surveillance, other than providing information about the surrounding terrain.

 It's fair to say that the combat experience in the Wizard World is just too advanced.

 Even if the education systems set up by the various wizard organizations aren't identical, their commonality would definitely include instilling the awareness and ability for surveillance and counter-surveillance from the Wizard Apprentice Stage.

 All participating teams were experts in these areas.

 The tactics taught by the same "master" can't be counteracted.

 Under these circumstances, they could only rely on that stopwatch-like special device.

 An hour had passed.

 Link, holding the special device, once again sent the location of the "Do Whatever You Want" team to the surviving teams and also received their locations.

 The "Do Whatever You Want" team finally found their second target.

 About more than 30 miles away from the 3 o'clock direction of the "Do Whatever You Want" team, there was a team from Shadow City.

 There's nothing to hesitate about. They should head there directly.

 If they were late, they wouldn't even get a hot meal.

 To achieve a better rank, they would have to eliminate as many teams as possible.

 Just like their slogan: Beat up everyone!

 This time, Link didn't charge ahead or break through the defenses, eating the toughest bone himself and leaving the meat to his team members.

 Instead, he seriously fulfilled his duties as a captain, made use of his team members, and initiated a real surprise attack or a assault.

 "Jasmine, get the tools out."

 He ordered, then called out their slogan to the team, "Beat up everyone!"

 "Beat up everyone!"

 One by one, the team members shouted in unison.

 Their continuously high morale exploded again.

 Each of them was eager for a fight, itching to confront the "enemy".

 "WhooHa!"

 Feeling that the previous shout was insufficient, Buck let out another roar to boost their morale.

 By now, Jasmine had already taken out the "tools", ten two-wheel "cross-country motorcycles".

 These were special assault weapons that Link had ordered.

 Riding a four-wheel vehicle or a flying machine would ensure comfort and security.

 But they were not flexible enough to let wizards fully utilize the convenience and diversity of witchcraft in a rapidly changing battlefield.

 Two-wheel "cross-country motorcycles" did not have this constraint.

 The "cross-country motorcycles", equipped with special intelligent brains, could drive on their own, freeing the hands of the rider, facilitating the use of Magic Tools, and allowing them to better concentrate their spiritual power to cast spells.

 In case of emergencies, they could abandon the vehicle at any time.

 Whether they were floating in the air or underground, was all situational.

 The "Do Whatever You Want" team, including Link, all mounted the motorcycles.

 The "engines" emitted a soft roar, and the tires of the ten motorcycles left ten long marks as they darted towards the location of the Shadow City team at the 3 o'clock direction.

 The attack was still arranged in the shape of an arrow, but this time Buck was leading the charge.

 Link stayed at the rear, ready to provide support at any time.

 The moment they saw the team insignia of Ravensmouth College, the Shadow City team started preparing for battle.

 The First Level Wizards chosen by their respective wizard organizations to participate in this competition were all top-level wizards amongst their peers.

 The changes in team positions can reveal many useful pieces of information.

 For example, in the direction of the "Do Whatever You Want" team, there were originally two teams—Ravensmouth College and the Flame and Metal Trading Company.

 Now, there's only one team from Ravensmouth College,

 and the team insignia of the Flame and Metal Trading Company only remained on the map in three places.

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company teams in other directions were still intact.
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 So, what could have happened that the Ravensmouth College team, which was not far from them, eliminated the Flame and Metal Trade Society Team within the first hour of the game?

 The full team of Flame and Metal Trade Society committed suicide?

 Absolutely ridiculous and absurd.

 "Be ready, prepare for enemies at any time."

 The voice of the captain of the Shadow City Team was husky and harsh, like grinding two rusty blades together.

 It was Christina who had reminded Link, ignoring the risk of exposure before entering the competitive world.

 All nine members were handpicked by Christina and heeded her words.

 Not like the unruly team that entered the Ruin World for their exchange trip last time.

 The qualifications and strengths of these nine people were not top-tier, but in Shadow City, a place full of twisted personalities, these members were at least decent human beings, not so perverted.

 Christina wanted to bring them out intact and take them back intact.

 However, this task was not something she could achieve as simply as she wanted.

 Under such competition rules, once two teams from different camps encounter each other, a violent conflict would inevitably occur.

 Unless one has superior strength, casualties were inevitable.

 All she could do was to strive to reach this goal with all her might.

 "I hope it's you."

 Christina erected a defense shield made of serpentine black smoke, glanced in the direction of nine o'clock, and sent a message with a special method at the soul level.

 "Master, master, the women in front have the snake lady, and the snake lady seems to be the captain."

 Franda's voice echoed in Link's heart, and at the same time, Link received the message sent by Christina.

 The two teams were about to touch, and in a flash, Link made a decision and instructed: "Franda, you go tell the snake lady to defend with all her might, remember, defend with all her might."

 "Yes, master."

 Franda sweetly acknowledged.

 Previously, the scouting group had discovered the reconnaissance witch tools of other teams.

 Not only the Frisbee was flying low, looking for the traces of that team.

 Franda also transformed into a Spirit of the Wind, searching around, but unfortunately, she returned without any result.

 This made Franda quite frustrated, thinking that she couldn't help the master, she was somewhat gloomy.

 Now she could accomplish something for her master, and play a role. She was very happy.

 Link immediately gave the command through "telepathy": "Prepare to encounter the enemy, go all out with one wave of attack, then switch direction."

 The members of the "Do whatever you want" team received the order, and did not respond out loud, but prepared seriously for the upcoming attack.

 Whether it's witchcraft, or magic tool, or witchcraft+ magic tool.

 "Snake Lady, Snake Lady, my master is coming to hit you, he said you must be fully prepared for defense, you must be fully prepared for defense."

 Christina, listening to the jingling voice in her ear, breathed a sigh of relief and hesitated: "Prepare to encounter the enemy, fully defend, fully defend."

 After giving the command, she took the lead herself and pulled out the second-hand three-ring defense magic tool in the bottom of the box.

 Seeing the captain being so cautious, the others followed suit.

 In less than three seconds, a colorful defense shield appeared again.

 Just as they finished constructing the three-dimensional, overlapping defense system, ten two-wheeled off-road vehicles appeared in their sight.

 "WhooHa!"

 The wizard on the foremost vehicle let out a strange cry, and suddenly floated up, stretching out both hands.

 The sound of breaking through the air immediately sounded.

 Previously, Buck, who was ridiculed by Linn for not using his good witchcraft and learning to use his fist like a big shot, endured it.

 At that time, his mind was blank, and he didn't think much.

 Now, Buck still didn't use witchcraft first, but took out the upgraded "RPG".

 He greeted with five shots as soon as they met each other.

 Following the "RPG" was Buck's Destiny Witchcraft, a dozen icicles shining with the glow of toxins, poking at the Shadow City Team at a speed not slower than the "RPG".

 Link raised his hand, pressed down, and dragged the overly excited Buck back onto his "motorcycle".

 Hovering in the air, to be a target?

 It seems that he will need to train him well after going out.

 The attacks of the other team members were only a beat slower than the overly excited Buck, and they all used their most adept attack witchcraft and high-powered magic tools.

 All kinds of attacks surged towards the colorful defense shield.

 The movement was huge, and the momentum was terrifying.

 "Attack!"

 Christina not only prepared to fully defend, but also prepared to counterattack.

 If they were going to put on a show, they'd make it more realistic.

 Having prepared in advance, only being beaten passively was not the style of Shadow City.

 Once they started, it was a collective spell, the magic show of the Shadow City wizards, the combined witchcraft — Shadow Serpent Devour, which could gather the strength of no less than thirty people.

 A magical serpent shadow, entirely made up of shadow magic, bypassed the attack of "Do whatever you want", drew an arc, and under the control and guidance of Christina, swiftly pounced on the vehicle team of "Do whatever you want" which was ready to turn direction.

 Feeling that the power of Shadow Serpent Devour had reached the attack intensity of the top-tier two-ring witchcraft, Link made up his mind to let the team members resist this hit themselves.

 "Defense!"

 The command was passed to the ears of the nine team members at the same time as the Shadow Serpent Devour pounced down.

 Everyone immediately acted according to their training and collectively launched the defense combination witchcraft — Shield, which Link had purchased at a high price.

 Yes, this combination witchcraft is called "Shield".

 Its core is a "universal adapter", which connects, overlaps, and combines different shield-shaped defense witchcraft to form a shield-shaped defense witchcraft with a larger defense area and higher defense strength.
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 This strategy was the advanced and complete version of the Double Water Shield Spell that Link once used with "Double Casting".

 The attacks from both sides were launched and arrived almost simultaneously.

 The collision of offense and defense occurred in unison.

 A booming sound echoed while glimmers of light scattered haphazardly.

 Without Link's intervention, "Freedom to do Anything" barely made it a draw against Shadow City Team.

 Neither side gained an advantage.

 Ten motorbikes completed their turn and halted, facing the tightly-arranged Shadow City Team.

 Both sides had time to prepare for a second wave of attack.

 "Link Grande."

 Christina signaled her subordinates to hold off for now, pulled out a semi-finished "Reversal" Potion and drank it to temporarily restore her voice. After casting Amplification Magic, she shouted loudly, "I know your power, and I know you didn't engage before. If you had, I would probably be a corpse now. We surrender, can you spare us?"

 Link rode his motorbike to the front of the "Freedom to do Anything"group, staring at the Shadow City Team indifferently, he coldly uttered, "If I can kill you, why should I spare you? Give me a reason."

 Meanwhile, at Link's instruction, Franda whispered into Christina's ear, "Master asked me to remind you, there might be surveillance, think of an excuse that won't get you in trouble."

 Christina's head made an almost imperceptible nod, then she continued shouting:

 "The reason is simple, what you want is rank, what we want is survival.

 If we lose our lives, we lose everything.

 I know, if we surrender, we may face problems afterwards.

 But if we don't surrender, we will certainly die under your hands, even the possibility of facing troublesome situations becomes null.

 I believe that the higher-ups of Shadow City won't blame us.

 Your fighting power is simply too exaggerated; it's not our fault."

 Link smiled, "I can accept this explanation, but what do you propose to offer in exchange for my magnanimity?"

 At Link's words, Christina's snake eyes filled with confusion, she remained silent for a long time.

 It was clear to anyone watching that Christina was struggling internally, uncertain whether she should offer some critical, valuable information or belongings to secure a surrender deal.

 "Captain, we will fight them."

 "After all, death isn't that bad."

 "Right, at worst, we die."

 "Captain, don't make it hard for yourself, there's nothing to fear. Death solves all problems, it's not a big deal."

 Christina's handpicked team members voiced out one after another.

 While their humanity isn't too twisted, they've also portrayed some of the inherent nature of various snakes.

 Indifferent, ruthless, and unbothered by the notion of death.

 "Shut up!"

 Christina's snake eyes narrowed as she stared hard into each team member's eyes, "Am I the captain or are you? Listen to me!"

 After emphasizing her authority and silencing the dissenting voices within the team, Christina confronts Link once again.

 Taking a deep breath, Christina said as if she had put it all on the line, "Once, a wizard from one of your academy's families tried to bribe me to work against you in this competition. But after seeing your fighting ability firsthand during our previous exchange study, I didn't dare to agree. Is this information enough to buy our lives?"

 "It's enough."

 Link's face clouded, "You choose to surrender, I'll agree to it."

 "Alright."

 Christina pulled out her stopwatch-like device and chose to surrender to Link's team.

 Link agreed immediately.

 Ten columns of white light descended from the sky and transported the ten members of the Shadow City Team out of the field.

 A game perfectly coordinated with the tacit understanding derived from six months of research and experimentation, came to a conclusion.

 It was unknown how the "audience" felt after watching this play unfold.

 Whether they accepted this plot.
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 Outside. 

 The viewing room within the opera house-style building.

 "Pfft..."

 "Hehehe..."

 Sandra broke into a laugh, finally something had occurred that lifted her spirits.

 Dispelling the gloom that had previously set in.

 She teased the grim man, who was team leader of Shadow City and looked like he was about to drip water, "Are you people of Shadow City so understanding? Surrender as soon you can't win, really... you take the path less traveled."

 The grim man, upon hearing her words, showed an oddly brightened expression. He didn't appear angry, instead, he laughed. "I actually appreciate that captain quite a lot. She knows her own strengths and that she is not up to the mark. Unlike some people who stare upwards all day but can't gauge the true strength of their own subordinates, yet pride themselves on being exceptional."

 This sentence was full of sarcasm and pointed implications.

 Clearly, when Link alone defeated an entire team from the Flame and Metal Trading Company, Sandra's shocked expression was remembered by this grim man.

 He used this to mock Sondra's obliviousness, countering her.

 "Humph!"

 Sandra's face remained unchanged, but she didn't concede. She laughed, "I don't believe that you won't punish this team that surrendered voluntarily."

 "No, never!"

 The grim man, perhaps out of sheer stubbornness or some other reasons, firmly asserted, "Not only will I not punish them, I will reward them! Because they have protected the precious talent of Shadow City."

 "I hope you're not just putting up a strong show. Let's see if you will slap your own face later."

 Sandra flipped a beans-sized bead in her palm with a triumphant look on her face. "I've recorded the stance you just took."

 The grim man suddenly felt as if he'd swallowed a fly, sickness overpowering him.

 His expression became increasingly grim, as if not simply dripping with water, rather, like a torrential rain.

 He didn't expect that Sandra would set such a trap for him to hop into so quickly.

 If he said the grim man didn't have the thought of punishing Christina and her team to vent his own humiliation, it wouldn't be consistent with his character.

 Not to mention awarding them.

 He had only been humiliated by Sandra before and said a few face-saving words.

 Now, he was caught in her web, in a difficult situation.

 If he were to impose punishment, he would become a mean backstabbing villain.

 If he awarded as promised, his anger would fester even more and could lead to further humiliation.

 The more the grim man thought about it, the angrier he became.

 Really... too hateful!

 The grim man gritted his teeth, turned his head, and stopped looking at Sandra who was laughing smugly.

 Sandra's laughter became even more gleeful.

 Lanny, on the side, keenly noticed something wasn't right.

 The conversation between Link and Christina seemed too fluid, too seamless.

 But she did not say anything.

 Not only because it was not the right occasion to tell Sandra about this discovery, but also because she did not want to tell Sandra.

 From now on, she had to start thinking for herself more!

 The team leader from Mesopotamia University suddenly did something that shocked everyone in the room.

 He took out the button that every team leader had, set it to the "Surrender" option, exercised his team leader rights, and pressed hard.

 Mesopotamia University surrenders in the team match!

 The next moment, the four teams of Mesopotamia University, who were still trying to advance to the center of the competition area, all got teleported out of the Desolate World through rays of white light falling from the sky.

 In just one to two minutes, fifty beams of light fell and created quite an uproar.

 The attention of everyone was immediately drawn.

 Especially since the beams were dropped at different locations, leaving the remaining teams baffled.

 What kind of accident happened?

 How did so many teams get eliminated at the same time?

 "Are you sick?"

 The "Scholar" of the White Tower Alliance turned to look at the team leader of Mesopotamia University and asked seriously, "I have medicine, do you want some?"

 The team leader of Mesopotamia University ignored the maniacal raving of the "Scholar", stood up, and walked up to Sandra.

 After a moment of eye contact with Sandra, he spoke seriously, "There are many things that cannot be forced by man, we must conform to the state of affairs. We don't really want to have a dispute with you. For this competition, we won't participate any further. If we have to cut down on 'education resources', then so be it. I just hope you can relay our stance to the higher-ups."

 Having said that, the team leader of Mesopotamia University left the viewing room.

 His lackeys hurriedly followed him, leaving together.

 In the room remained four stunned team leaders wondering why the team leader of Mesopotamia University would suddenly make such an unusual move, and three lackeys with their own thoughts.

 Even though Link Grande's attacking power was indeed sensational, what about his defense?

 There hasn't been any demonstration of his defensive abilities yet.

 If his defense wasn't exceptionally strong, he could still potentially be killed with careful planning.

 The worst-case scenario was to try to kill him with several more lives.

 Anyway, the First Level Wizards participating in the competition were not true members of the core families or factions of their respective organizations.

 Even if a few good seeds from small and medium-sized families fall, so be it.

 Give those small and medium-sized families some subsidies in the name of the organization, commend them a bit, everything could be smoothed over.

 Why should they surrender and lose, and miss the opportunity for no reason.

 The match world.

 "What happened?"

 The members of "Anything Goes", who were about to advance to the center of the competition area again, witnessed the spectacular scene of forty teleportation beams simultaneously falling down.
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 Jasmine walked over to Link, packing up the "off-road motorcycle" while she asked curiously.

 Link scanned the area, based on the falling position of the light pillars, along with the two maps he made note of earlier, he judged, "The points where the light pillars fell are all around the direction of the Mesopotamia University team, they probably collectively withdrew from the team race."

 "Collective withdrawal? Why? How did they do that?"

 Jasmine became even more puzzled.

 Being in the wasteland's task area was like being in the Dark Forest, teams from the same organization had no contact with each other.

 So are set the rules of the competition area.

 Long-distance magic tools lose their use unless there are special close-to-mid-range methods like the one between Link and Christina, making cross-team communication possible.

 "I can't guess why either. As for how?"

 Link spoke, lifting his head to look again at the three "suns" stretching across the Wasteland, "In the competition, there must be spectators, referees, and judges. The team leaders of the Wizard Organizations, having the right to withdraw from the competition, is quite normal."

 "Is that so?"

 Jasmine pondered thoughtfully.

 According to Link's inference, could it be that the Mesopotamia University's team leader, seeing how formidable Link was, was worried about not getting good rankings, not only losing more educational resources but also losing too many potential talents of their own?

 No one from the ten-member team of Flame and Metal Trading Company survived.

 Such performance is indeed brutal.

 "Never mind that, let's go."

 Link waved his hand and led the team "Do Whatever We Want" to set off again on a silent march.

 Vehicles leave traces and make noise, making it difficult to avoid the Reconnaissance Magic Tool's scanning.

 Walking on foot is more suited for stealth marching.

 On the other hand.

 Hawk Lucia glared at a cousin in anger, "I do not agree with this!"

 It was not until then that he found out that his family had not only made preparations to deal with Link Grande themselves but also colluded with a team from Shadow City.

 A traitor!

 Is it that they think the school's high-level view of the Lucia family is not bad enough?

 Are they trying to force the school to impose harsh measures, punishing or even exterminating the Lucia family?

 What are the clan leaders and elders thinking?

 "It's too late now, you have to go along with it even if you disagree."

 This cousin ignored Hawk's anger, directly ordering the other three Lucias to restrain Hawk and bring him into a cave.

 Inside were two people who were also firmly restrained.

 These were people who didn't obey the Lucia family's orders from among these team's other five members.

 Keeping in mind that the family hasn't made up its mind and also considering the state of mind of the three non-direct line members, the few members of the Lucia family didn't go for the kill.

 The two controlled people tactfully didn't curse or threaten with "The school won't let you go" and the like.

 Instead, they sat quietly on the ground, allowing a few members of the Lucia family to lock their spiritual power and magic power.

 They even took the initiative to extend their hands and feet, very cooperatively wearing handcuffs and shackles.

 "Stay here. Do not scream or shout, and we ensure you'll live."

 The cousin stuffed a gag into Hawk's mouth and didn't go to gag the other two's mouths. "What we're going to do has nothing to do with you, understand?"

 "Understand."

 Both people stated together.

 After doing all this, the four members of the Lucia family and three peripheral members disguised each other and left the cave.

 Before leaving, the cousin came over to Hawk, looked at Hawk deeply for a long time, then leaned down and whispered in Hawk's ear, "Remember, without the family, there would be no us. For the sake of the family's interest, all sacrifices are necessary!"

 After saying this, the cousin rejoined the team.

 They pretended to meet a strong enemy, were defeated and seriously injured, and "scampered off" towards the direction of the task area's center according to the way they negotiated with the bought-off Shadow City team.

 In the cave.

 Hawk calmed down, but still didn't quite understand the meaning of the sentence his cousin said before leaving.

 He twisted his body trying to break free, struggled hard to spit out the gag.

 "Why aren't you resisting?"

 Hawk knew that shouting was useless, and he was unable to untie his bindings alone. So he eyed the two bound teammates and started talking.

 "Why should we resist?"

 One person questioned back.

 "What's the benefit of resisting?"

 Another person followed up with another question.

 "What they're doing is wrong, we should stop them."

 Hawk said earnestly, "At this critical juncture, we can't do anything detrimental to the school's interests."

 Upon hearing this, the two people looked at Hawk as if looking at an idiot, silent for a long time.

 After a long while, one of them leisurely said, "Finally, a member of the Lucia family who sees the situation clearly, knows that what we're doing is not good, but still not clear enough."

 "Yeah, still not clear enough."

 The other one picked up his bowl, joining in. "You didn't guess, or you don't dare to guess that way?"

 Then, the two said in unison, "Isn't it obvious that the Lucia family is planning to defect?"

 Hawk Lucia was struck by lightning.

 Could it be, the clan leader and elders are so foolish?

 Even these two ordinary First Level wizards, unknowns, had seen the family's intentions.

 Why insist on walking the path to perdition?

 And to the point of opposing the school's high-level officials.

 Isn't this suicide?

 Hawk couldn't figure it out, yet at the same time, he felt that something was wrong.

 By now, the silhouettes of the "scampering" four members of the Lucia family and three peripheral members had already appeared in the scouting images of several teams.
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 All seven of them, both in their expressions and actions, were incredibly realistic.

 As if they really have enemies chasing after them.

 Indeed, they were being pursued, but not by enemies, instead, it was the Shadow City Team bribed by Lucia's Family.

 The direction in which Lucia's family fled, pointed straight towards the central area of the mission.

 No matter which direction you looked at, you could sense the anomaly here.

 "Boss, we have a situation,"

 Dalton, who was responsible for scouting, signaled, "Some of Lucia's family seem to be under attack."

 Link walked over to Dalton, glanced at the live footage, and said, "Ignore them, continue in the predetermined direction."

 "Yes."

 Dalton complied, performed a few operations, leaving only one drone monitoring the Lucia's family, while other drones were sent in different directions to intensify surveillance.

 "Master, Master, we have a situation."

 To help her master, Franda expanded her operating range, no longer confining herself to Link's vicinity, but running around joyously in the mission area.

 She did manage to discover some valuable information.

 "Speak up."

 Link immediately tapped into Franda's visual field and issued instructions.

 "Master, Franda has found that annoying big brute."

 Franda's sweet voice resonated in Link's mind, "Should I kill him, Master?"

 "No rush, let me think about it."

 Through Franda's vision, Link spotted the iron tower-like brute that Three-point Witch Verna used to ridicule him

 This Flame and Metal Trading Company Team, although still fully staffed, had several wounded and were resting in a valley.

 They must have engaged in a fight with some team without gaining much advantage.

 The iron tower brute, however, appeared perfectly fine, incessantly devouring meat to replenish physical and magical power.

 This is a typical characteristic of a Body-refining wizard that could recover state and heal injuries through massive consumption of food.

 Based on Franda's movement trajectory and the surrounding terrain, Link determined the approximate location of this Flame and Metal Trading Company Team.

 It was about a hundred miles away from them, in the ten o'clock direction.

 After careful consideration, Link made up his mind.

 "Jasmine, you are in charge of the team now."

 After issuing the command, Link neither gave an explanation nor mentioned his destination.

 With a whoosh, he took off, exceeding the speed of sound.

 "Do whatever you want" it's time to mature and function independently!

 In the valley.

 The iron tower brute, who was indulging in his feast, abruptly stopped and adopted a highly vigilant stance.

 Body-refining wizards specialize in physical enhancement and can independently develop or implant many talents.

 As everyone knows, a Body-refining wizard's talent equals an Elemental wizard's Destiny Witchcraft, and possess miraculous effects.

 The iron tower brute was a prodigy among Body-refining wizards, who "awoke" two talents when he was promoted to a First Level Wizard.

 One was "Fury", useful in combat, which could dramatically increase his speed and intensity of attack, thereby multiplying his combat capability;

 The other was "Danger Prediction", which could mysteriously sense impending threats to him—the larger the threat, the faster his heart would beat.

 Just now, the iron tower brute felt his heart was about to jump out of his chest.

 What could this mean?

 It damn meant that a catastrophic disaster was about to strike!

 Without taking time to warn others, the iron tower brute sprang up, fully prepared for an attack that could come from anywhere!

 Escape?

 Just as this thought arose in the mind of the iron tower brute, his sense of crisis intensified even more.

 The difference between escape and not escape was the difference between certain death and slim chance of survival!

 "Damn! Who the hell have I offended?"

 The iron tower brute cursed incessantly in his mind.

 Above the sky, at an altitude of ten thousand meters.

 Link stood indifferently, used Origin Power of the "Small World" to amplify his spiritual power, and cast the First Ring witchcraft of a True Spirit Wizard, "Soul Anchoring", firmly locking onto the iron tower brute.

 Then again, using the Origin Power of the "Small World" to intensify his magical power, he launched his self-created compound witchcraft of Gold, Fire, Water, and Light Systems— the "Super Electromagnetic Cannon". With its super-strong kinetic power, he fired a super-hard metal rod weighing ten tons, drawn directly from the "Small World"!

 High-end weapons often only require the simplest means of attack.

 It's time to thrash the big brute who claimed to beat my brother.

 Take a 'stick' from me, Mr. Lin!
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 Real catastrophe! 

 The whistling sound rang out, and it was only then that the iron tower brute realized that the deadly attack was coming from high above.

 Moreover, the attack range is extremely wide, covering the entire valley where the team was located.

 "Quick, withstand it, let's withstand it together!"

 At the critical moment, the iron tower brute played a trick and shouted so loudly.

 Instead of telling his teammates the truth, that the attack targeted him.

 The others could have taken the time before the attack hit to make an emergency dodge and not have to wait to die.

 But he felt that he couldn't hold it up alone, and the idea that came to his mind was to call more people to withstand it together.

 Even if they have to die, they have to die together.

 The witch team leader of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's team is not an unprincipled person.

 Originally, she hated the iron tower brute that Verna Morrison had forced into her team, and she disdained his lack of dignity and his lowly act of bowing to Verna.

 How could she possibly do what the iron tower brute says?

 Besides, doesn't she know what kind of a person the iron tower brute is?

 He is always the first one to go for the good jobs, and the first one to retreat when something bad happens.

 In a crisis of life and death, the instinctive reaction of the iron tower brute is to slip away.

 Not to make a full-defensive, fearlessly unrelenting stance like he is now.

 There must be a change in circumstances that made him unable to retreat.

 So...

 "Quick, retreat, quick!"

 The witch team leader didn't even spare a glance at the iron tower brute, she didn't even care about hiding her tracks, she directly pulled out a truck-like transportation vehicle, enlarged it, opened the car door, and sat in the driver's seat.

 In the roar of the "engine", the remaining eight team members, just like the team leader, didn't spare a glance at the iron tower brute, and one by one jumped onto the compartment.

 With a swoosh.

 The truck suddenly accelerated to its fastest speed, moving away from the iron tower brute, away from this valley.

 "Come back, you guys come back!"

 The iron tower brute turned his head and shouted loudly at his teammates who were retreating at a fast speed, but other than a mouthful of dust, it was futile.

 He wanted to escape, he wanted to move, but he didn't dare to move.

 Because as soon as he moved, his heart would hurt, and it felt like it was going to explode!

 This damn Second Talent: Danger Prediction.

 Why does danger prediction have to be linked with the heart?

 The iron tower brute gritted his teeth, resenting his once highly regarded second talent.

 Besides resentment, under the circumstances of being locked in, the only thing he could do now was to keep piling up defenses.

 Intercept in advance?

 Intercept what?

 He didn't even know where and how the enemy launched the attack, or what kind of attack it was.

 He just knew that he was about to be killed by an attack that had come inexplicably out of nowhere!

 "Damn it, what the hell!"

 When the Iron Tower brute saw that the attack was actually a thick and long metal stick falling from the sky, he couldn't help but swear in anger.

 But if swearing could help, then what's the use of witchcraft?

 All the defenses of the iron tower brute, shields, physical body, were like a layer of plastic film, and they were broken as soon as they were prodded by this thick and long metal stick.

 Before he could even scream, the iron tower brute was no more.

 Died as he lived, from beginning to end, by the stick.

 Fulfilled his fate.

 With a loud bang, the ten-ton, thick and long metal stick hit the ground of the valley with immense power.

 The terrain of the valley where the iron tower brute was located instantly changed, the entire valley altered.

 After the dust settled, there's no valley left, just a big hole.

 As for the iron tower brute?

 Not even a hair was left behind, the whole person was directly poked into the deep ground by the ten-ton metal stick.

 The others luckily escaped to the edge of the attack range, and the truck was flipped by the residual force.

 Other than some slight abrasions on their skin, the witch team leader and the eight team members climbed out of the overturned truck, all looking back in the direction of the valley, their feelings very complicated.

 There was relief at escaping death, confusion at not knowing the cause, hatred for the iron tower brute who wanted to drag them to their deaths, and deep fear.

 Especially the witch team leader.

 At the start of the competition, the witch team leader was specifically informed not to use any magic tools that exceeded the power of an official wizard's attack.

 But look at that valley that has completely disappeared, completely erased from existence?

 Does this not exceed the level of an official wizard's attack?

 If this is the usual attack of the attacker who hasn't shown up yet, whether it's a team game or an individual game, what's the point of this competition!

 "Team... Captain, what happened?"

 A team member with a broken right arm, his eyes filled with confusion, his speech unclear.

 "Captain, this is an illusion, an illusion, right?"

 Another team member, his forehead wrapped in a special bandage to promote healing of external wounds, felt like it's not his scalp that was broken, but his brain.

 "Shut up!"

 Seeing that there was still a team member wanting to ask questions, the witch team leader was furious and scolded loudly, "If I knew what was going on, why would I be dazed like you guys? I would have surrendered and quit long ago! Why suffer this punishment! If I hadn't run away on time, I might have died."

 Unfortunately, the witch team leader is a rich girl with her own airport.

 Even if she was angry and her chest heaved violently, it wasn't very noticeable.

 Thus, she couldn't fully attract the attention of the team members.
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 This caused a few team members to stare blankly into space or ask strange questions in bewilderment.

 The Witch Team Leader simply straightened the overturned truck, climbed into the driver's seat, and sought some tranquility by herself.

 In the Flame and Metal Trading Company, apart from Verna Morrison, who is as unpleasant as green pond scum, there are hardly any delicate or soft-hearted women.

 All of them are like iron-willed women, with arms so thick they could uproot weeping willows.

 High above.

 Link watched the effect of this strike and summarized the gains and losses.

 After attaining Full-Element Affinity, Link embarked on a unique path as a wizard.

 He definitely had to learn existing witchcraft, but whether they were of a single element or a combination, they ultimately could not bring out the full potential of Full-Element Affinity.

 Not to mention all of it, even if half of it was brought out, that would suffice.

 Unfortunately, many types of witchcraft can't even bring out half of it.

 Therefore, Link needed to create his own witchcraft tailored to his needs, just as he had invented the Meditation Technique.

 With his "Small World" at hand, as the World Master, Link could simulate anything within it without worry of backlash in case of failure.

 This led to Link brainstorming a multitude of ideas.

 The previous modified version of the "Melting Rays", and the punch that came from the sky, were both results of such innovation.

 The technique he just used, based on the concept of the orbital kinetic weapon "God's Rod", was merely a theoretical simulation he had come up with before. He had never tested it even in the "Small World", so this was the first time he actually tried it.

 Link knew very well that the so-called "God's Rod" did not possess the power comparable to a nuclear explosion as initially promoted.

 However, it was more than enough to deal with a First Level Wizard, even if they were a body-refining wizard known for their strong attack and high defense.

 A 10-ton ultra-hard metal rod falling from a height of 10,000 meters, accelerated by gravitational capture, already generates terrifying kinetic energy.

 What's more, Link had added a potent thrust produced by a "Super Electromagnetic Cannon" to the metal rod.

 The combined result was truly terrifying.

 And the truth proved that a First Level Body-refining Wizard couldn't withstand it!

 However, the drawback of this attack was obvious: it created a huge noise, was easy to detect, and the target could easily escape from the attack range.

 To maintain sufficient attack power, with Link's current spiritual power, he could only lock onto one person.

 Even if his spiritual power grew in the future allowing him to lock onto multiple people, it was foreseeable that the number would not be large.

 Thus, after some thought, Link decided to let this technique collect dust in his library of witchcraft.

 Indeed, it wasn't very practical and could not serve as a regular attack routine.

 Unless circumstances prevented the use of key magic tools like a Star-annihilating Cannon on a warship, he might have to use it as a backup.

 Just like just now.

 In the outside world.

 Inside a viewing room in a building styled like an opera house.

 "Oh my God! Oh my God!"

 The gloomy man, the Shadow City team leader, started cursing again.

 He shakily pointed at Sandra and asked, "What kind of monster is this? Did you know he was this powerful?"

 Sandra curled her lip and did not respond.

 She didn't know either!

 Verna Morrison, the Three-point Witch, whose palm was emitting orange flames, couldn't find anyone to vent her fury on.

 This made her even more irate. She raged, "I'm done competing in this damn competition! How can we even compete? What are we supposed to compete with? Who dies more tragically? Huh?"

 Still yelling, Verna pointed at the gloomy man from Shadow City and the "Scholar" from the White Tower Alliance in turn, challenging them, "You tell me? Is there any more need to continue? Is it possible for your team from Shadow City to put up a fight or can your White Tower Alliance kill this pretty boy?"

 The "Scholar" from the White Tower Alliance ignored her, with his hands propped under his chin, staring fixatedly at Link Grande in the live feed. His eyes were gleaming, his expression fanatical.

 As if looking at a coveted rare treasure that resonated deeply with his heart, he sighed in admiration, "So perfect! Really, it's too perfect! His physique, will, decisiveness, wisdom, everything is too perfect!"

 His desire to possess Link Grande and turn him into a specimen was growing even stronger.

 The gloomy man from Shadow City also ignored Verna's outburst.

 He fondled the button in his hand, considering whether to continue participating in the team competition.

 If the current trend continued, any team that was discovered by Link, the boy with the gold-framed glasses, would inevitably be eliminated.

 Although a mole within Ravensmouth College wanted to take advantage of their Shadow City team to deal with the boy with gold-framed glasses.

 However, the gloomy man noticed a detail - the boy with gold-framed glasses had detected the mole's movements, but remained indifferent.

 He showed no intention of aiding or taking advantage of the situation.

 The lack of aid was understandable. The gloomy man had heard about the conflict between the boy with the gold-framed glasses and the Lucia's Family.

 Not taking advantage of the situation could have many interpretations.

 Based on his extensive experience with scheming and plotting, the gloomy man concluded that the boy with the gold-framed glasses had already known about the mole's intention to harm him.

 As a result, the mole could only produce an opposite effect.

 Not to mention killing the boy with the gold-framed glasses, even their own Shadow City team was at risk.

 Given the circumstances, it would be better to forfeit and withdraw from the competition.

 After all, a snake knows when to curl up and when to strike.

 The gloomy man brought up the "surrender" button and pressed it.

 Thirty beams of white light instantly descended upon the competition world, teleporting all thirty surviving First Level Witches of the Shadow City out.
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 In fact, apart from Link and "Do What You Want" who eliminated eleven people, all the other teams were still intact.

 The four wizard organizations had agreed in advance to target the team from Ravensmouth College.

 Until they eliminated Ravensmouth College, the four wizard organizations had no "internal conflict".

 Therefore, in less than two hours, there were only a few battles that broke out.

 Flame and Metal Trading Company's Witch Team Leader's team was reported to have suffered injuries all over, as they had encountered the team from Ravensmouth College, made entirely of senior-level one wizards, and were brutally beaten.

 Although they didn't lose any members, their escape was embarrassingly disheveled.

 The White Tower Alliance's "Scholar" was constantly staring at Link Grande shown in the live images, but his hands were busy selecting the "Surrender" option.

 Forty beams of white light descended into the competition world immediately after, extracting the four teams of the White Tower Alliance.

 Three-point Witch Verna Morrison was dumbfounded.

 She was only venting, not really caring about the life or death of the participating wizards.

 Why are they all surrendering so readily?

 Where's your pride?

 Suddenly, Three-point Witch Verna remembered something.

 Up until now, the eleven who died were all wizards from the Flame and Metal Trading Company.

 Link Grande is showing off like crazy; Flame and Metal are getting beat up?

 "Goddamn! You guys…"

 Three-point Witch Verna couldn't help but curse, "You guys are too despicable, aren't you?"

 "Hahaha..."

 The cold man and the "Scholar" were indifferent to the accusation and even felt like laughing.

 Sandra, on the other hand, was cracking up without any inhibitions.

 Seeing that Verna from Green Pond was put in an awkward situation made Sandra very happy.

 "Humph!"

 Just the chain of unconstrained laughter irritated Verna.

 She snorted coldly, also chose "surrender" on the button, and then pressed it.

 The remaining twenty-nine Flame and Metal Trading Company wizards were transferred out of the arena by white beams of light.

 The Witch Team leader and eight of her members couldn't help cheering when they were enveloped by the beam of light.

 Not having to worry about dying every second felt great!

 Then, only the team from Ravensmouth College was left in the competition world.

 According to the rules of this competition, Ravensmouth College won the team competition with the highest overall score and even took the top four team scores.

 It was a great and profitable victory.

 The smile on Sandra's face became even more brilliant.

 Until she was gently nudged by Lanny.

 "What?"

 Sandra asked with a smile in her voice.

 Lanny looked very serious, first activated a soundproofing magic tool, then activated an anti-eavesdropping magic tool, and then said: "According to the rules, before the final team is determined, or before the safe zone shrinks to its smallest, our college's four teams cannot quit in advance."

 "So?"

 Sandra understood what Lanny wanted to express, still harboring a glimmer of hope, hoping to get an answer she wanted to hear.

 "So that means..."

 But Lanny ruthlessly doused her hopes with cold water, "It means we'll be fighting it out, and Lucia..."

 The smile on Sandra's face instantly vanished.

 There wasn't much to worry about in an internal conflict, believing the senior-level one magician team, the team led by Tiffany Colonna, and Link Grande's team, would all exercise restraint, and wouldn't attack each other to the death.

 But Lucia's family has openly rebelled, wanting to make trouble for Link Grande in this competition, even going as far as to collude with people from Shadow City.

 Even if there's a sudden turn of events now, getting them to stop is not very probable.

 A sudden loud bang erupted.

 Three-point Witch Verna waved her metallic, fiery fist and shattered the barrier of anti-eavesdropping and soundproofing devices with one punch.

 "What do you mean?"

 Sandra immediately asked with a cold face.

 Verna shook her hand, retracted the flames and metal coating on her right fist, and laughed: "Nothing, just came here to make fun of you."

 As she spoke, Verna pointed to the few members of Lucia's family still sticking to their original plan in the live images despite the sudden disappearance of the Shadow City team behind them, and taunted:

 "These stubborn fools are tenacious!"
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 "So what?" 

 No matter what Sandra thought internally, she must maintain an air of strength in this predicament.

 "No matter what, it's our internal matter. At present, whether it's the competition or the bet, you've lost. You're not trying to wimp out, are you? We signed a magic contract for our bet."

 "Keep blabbing."

 Verna, the Three-Point Witch, displayed the stake between the two of them: a Third Ring level magic accessory. She smirked and said, "Please continue uttering words of bravado. I'm just here to enjoy the show, a drama titled 'Civil War'."

 "Take it."

 Sandra accepted the accessory and casually handed it to Lanny, then rebutted Verna's schadenfreude. "You won't get what you want!"

 "Is that so? Let's wait and see."

 Verna chuckled, her face full of disdain. "I just wonder whether you'd dare to make another bet with me."

 Sandra gritted her teeth: "Bet! What could I possibly be afraid of betting on?!"

 Verna revealed her fangs: "This time, I don't want material goods as the stake. If you lose, just record a video and upload it to all the major forums of the Mitchell District, saying that Ravensmouth College tendencies infighting."

 A fierce glint passed through Sandra's eyes, yet she found herself in a difficult position.

 If the stake were physical items, she wouldn't hesitate for a second, even if it were a Third Ring magic tool.

 But the stake Verna proposed related to the college's reputation.

 If she accepted the bet, she might lose face for the college in the future.

 If she retreated now and declined the bet, she would lose face for herself immediately.

 "Oho, dare not to bet?"

 Verna, seeing her reluctance, took the opportunity to provoke her. "If you don't dare to, that's okay, from what I see of you, you're always cautious and indecisive."

 Sandra, pricked by Verna's taunts, counterattacked immediately. "Nonsense! Do you think I'm afraid of placing a bet? I am just thinking about what stake to demand."

 Meanwhile, Lanny whispered a suggestion in Sandra's ear: "If she wants a video, we can ask for the same. Let the content be her admitting that the Flame and Metal Trading Company lacks strength and cannot stand a wave."

 Sandra thought a moment, found the proposed stakes were roughly equivalent, and agreed.

 She directly conveyed Lanny's idea, and pulled out a blank magic contract.

 "Let's make it a contract!"

 Sandra wrote down the bet and stakes, signed her name, left her spiritual power imprint, and handed it to Lanny to relay it to Verna, the Three-Point Witch.

 She disdained to come into direct contact with Verna.

 "If you insist on a contract, so be it."

 Verna snorted, showing no hesitation at all.

 She had this bet in the bag!

 After signing the contract, Verna took her seat again, watching the live filming with a smile on her face, awaiting the curtain rise on the drama.

 The team leader of Shadow City and the Scholar from the White Tower Alliance, who both were losing interest after their withdrawal, were also invigorated again due to the unique stakes set between Sandra and Verna.

 Regardless of who wins or loses, they'd have a good laugh.

 Entertaining, indeed!

 Back to the Competition World.

 Beams of light fell one after another.

 After discovering that Shadow City's team was teleported out of the boundary, the members abruptly encountered a sudden change and lost their strong backup. One member of the Lucia family swallowed hard and asked with a hoarse voice, "Cousin, what should we do?"

 The other two Lucias and three peripheral members looked over.

 The Lucia family had confirmed through some channels that Link Grande's split-second victory against Scott Colonna at the on-site rematch for selecting the leader of the Shadow City exchange learning program was no fluke.

 Link Grande truly possesses stable strength which is capable of instantly killing a First-Level Wizard.

 Therefore, these Lucia family members knew they themselves wouldn't be enough to handle Link Grande.

 Otherwise, why would their family seek external assistance?

 Now that the external support was gone, should they continue with the plan?

 "What should we do? Continue!"

 The cousin gave an unequivocal response, with no hint of hesitation.

 "Alright."

 The Lucia who asked was glared at by his cousin and swallowed back his words, continuing to put on an unconvincing act of "fleeing in disorder."

 To be honest, at this point, he was wondering why the family insisted on making such a move in this competition.

 Is it that hard to eliminate Link Grande?

 If it were just up to them, as First-Level Wizards, then it would definitely be hard.

 Even with a Senior Second-Level Wizard leading them last time, they still failed and were given the runaround.

 However, if the family had been as resolute as they were today and sent a Third-Level Wizard earlier, they would have definitely succeeded.

 There was no need to end up in the current predicament.

 Nor was there a need to collude with outsiders during a competition between the college and other Wizard Organizations.

 The cousin believed that, even if the other two Lucias didn't know the full picture, they could roughly guess what they were thinking.

 After all, he had been there himself.

 It's just that after one conversation, such thoughts were completely suppressed.

 The cousin felt a heavy sense of duty and continued the act of "fleeing in disorder", implementing the original plan with determined eyes.

 He no longer cared about success or failure.

 He had only one thing in mind: to complete the significant mission personally assigned to him by the clan leader.

 No matter what, he was willing to take any risk, at any price.

 Then he spotted a shadowy figure flying overhead.

 The Reconnaissance Magic Tools also captured the figure's face, and they could even track the flight path of the figure.

 Upon closer inspection, the cousin realized it was Link Grande.

 For a moment, he felt chills running down his spine.
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 Was this unexpected discovery a pleasant surprise, or a shock?

 On the other side.

 "Boss, you're awesome!"

 As soon as Link flew back near the "Do Whatever You Like" team, Buck hollered it out.

 This time, no one else joined in.

 Didn't they see that the team leader had a stern expression, glaring directly at the boss, looking upset?

 "I'm back."

 Link landed near Jasmine and casually asked, "Is everything alright with the team?"

 "How long have you been away? What could go wrong?"

 Jasmine replied irritably, "Next time you leave, at least tell us where you're going, don't just tell us to manage and then disappear."

 "It was an emergency. Please understand."

 Link explained casually.

 Instead of persisting, Jasmine changed the subject: "What happened? So many people have withdrawn. I calculated, and now only our academy is still in the competition. Do you know what's going on?"

 "I'm not sure."

 Link shook his head, "I'm not aware of the specifics. However, the withdrawals did happen after I launched an attack; perhaps it is related."

 "What kind of attack was that? We felt an echo even from so far away."

 Jasmine curiously asked, her eyes fixed on Link, revealing her admiration and pride.

 This man, or rather, this boy, the stronger he was, the sharper her judgment seemed.

 She thought herself rather perceptive!

 "Nothing much, just an attack barely reaching the threshold of a serious attack by a Tier 3 wizard. It's not very practical."

 Link replied casually, with a hint of dissatisfaction in his tone.

 Sheesh...

 There was a hurried intake of breath.

 The reactions of the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group were a mix of admiration, awe, and the struggle to look at him directly.

 Listen, this is the boss talking.

 An attack launched by a First Level Wizard could match a serious attack from a Third Level Wizard, and he was not even satisfied.

 What are they who couldn't even reach the threshold of a casual attack by a Second Level Wizard? Should they be ashamed to even call themselves First Level Wizards?

 Should they commit suicide out of shame for pulling down the average level of First Level Wizards?

 The boss really is the boss.

 Even his unsatisfactory attacks are on a different level.

 "Tsk..."

 Jasmine made a rare unladylike move, clicking her teeth, and sighed, "No wonder the leaders of the other four wizard organizations chose to withdraw. Judging by the strong attacks you demonstrated twice, no matter how many First Level Wizards they send, they won't be enough for you alone."

 Jasmine sighed, "We're just too weak; we're holding you back. Otherwise, you wouldn't have needed to reveal so much."

 Link shook his head: "No, that's not it. I was just testing my own combat power, so I acted like this. As for regular competition, even without me, our team's strength isn't too bad; we can still get a good ranking. Moreover…"

 Pausing, Link said candidly: "'Revealing' or not doesn't make any difference."

 Hearing this, Jasmine didn't sigh again, but she lost the mood to speak.

 She knew that what Link said was correct.

 Besides Link, "Do Whatever You Like" had strong competition.

 It is not about securing the first place, but aiming for the top five, or even the top three is also possible.

 However, the display would not be as easy as with Link.

 Without even trying, all their competitors withdrew.

 Now, only the four teams from their academy are competing in-house.

 "Boss, there's a situation."

 Dalton, who was responsible for reconnaissance, issued a warning again.

 This time, Dalton projected the real-time reconnaissance image, allowing all the team members to watch it together.

 They saw four Lucias and three peripheral members fleeing towards "Do Whatever You Like" at an extremely fast speed.

 Judging by their attitude, they were heading in this determined direction.

 "Have they found us?"

 Buck asked doubtfully, "How is that possible? The magic tool of shielding has been always on."

 "I led them here on purpose."

 Link spoke calmly and issued an order at the same time, "You all go to this location, find Tiffany Colonna's team."

 After giving everyone the location of Tiffany Colonna's team, which Franda had found again, he reminded: "All of you follow Jasmine's command. After finding them, talk peacefully first, and fight as a second option. Don't fight seriously."

 "Understood."

 Jasmine instantly understood the meaning of Link's arrangement.

 This is not a place completely controlled by the academy, and people from other wizard organizations are watching the battle from outside.

 Taking the top four in a team match is ideally good. But if the situation becomes too ugly, it would be undesirable.

 "Move."

 Link glanced at the nine team members and issued the order.

 "Yes."

 All nine of them responded in unison, and then hopped onto the off-road motorbike that Jasmine pulled out again, heading for the location that Link had given.

 Now there were only four teams from their academy; why stay stealthy?

 Since they no longer needed stealth, of course, they chose the faster travel method.

 Link watched the nine of them leave, and then stood still, waiting quietly.

 "Cousin, he let us see him on purpose, didn't he?"

 Among Lucia's team, a Lucia asked this as they "ron and scaped for their lives".

 "What else? He can fly higher, faster, and stealthier. Why did he intentionally fly above us, and then decelerate, flashing under the eyes of our reconnaissance magic tools? Of course he did it on purpose."
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 Before the cousin could express his opinion, another Lucia took the initiative to reply.

 "In my opinion, there must surely be traps waiting for us ahead. We should not venture over rashly."

 The last of the Lucias, cautious by nature, suggested that they should scout the area before deciding what action to take.

 Either way, the family's plan had failed once the Shadow City team was transported beyond the boundary.

 He couldn't comprehend why his cousin was still adamantly clinging to this absurd plan.

 "Quiet! I have my considerations."

 Instead of directly addressing the three Lucias' concerns, the cousin asserted his authority to suppress their objections.

 The three peripheral members have been silent throughout the ordeal.

 From the moment they became Lucia Family's vassals for resources, unless they ascend to sages, they didn't have much say in front of their Lucia Family peers of the same rank.

 "We are nearly there. Gather your wits, be ready for anything."

 As they drew closer and closer to the position of Link Grande on the live image of the Reconnaissance Magic Tool, the cousin issued a stern reminder.

 "Yes."

 Given the circumstances, the Lucias had no choice but to push aside their emotions and give it their all.

 After all, their lives were at stake, with a tragic end waiting for them with the slightest mistake.

 "You're here?"

 Link sensed the commotion, turned around to face the Lucias team forming a balanced offensive and defensive formation, and heaved a long sigh.

 "I'm here."

 The cousin gestured to his team not to attack hastily, and acknowledged in response.

 "You shouldn't have come."

 Link was sincerely expressing his opinion.

 No matter how he viewed it, it was inappropriate for the cousin to lead the team here.

 It indeed was improper.

 "But I'm here."

 The cousin's resolute stand wasn't going to be swayed by Link's arguments.

 Link shook his head and asked, "Will you stop at nothing?"

 The cousin similarly shook his head: "We'll give it everything we have!"

 With a sigh, Link responded, "Just to determine superiority?"

 The cousin took a deep breath, his gaze resolute. "Even at the cost of our lives!"

 "Why must it come to this?"

 Unless necessary, Link was reluctant to shed the blood of the Lucia Family in this situation.

 This didn't mean that Link had reconciled with the Lucia Family, and didn't want to deal with them anymore.

 Rather, if word of this incident was to spread, no matter what, public opinion would be against Link, whether he was right or not or whether he launched the first attack.

 A murderer has no defense!

 The cousin indicated for his team to prepare for an attack while nonchalantly saying, "Someone has to make sacrifices, why can't it be me?"

 After saying this, the cousin had no intention of speaking further.

 He was preparing to launch an attack.

 "Cousin, something is wrong!"

 Just then, a Lucia exclaimed in shock.

 In accordance with his habits, he launched an exploratory attack "spiritual attack" on Link Grande in front of them.

 This was witchcraft that the Lucia had intentionally learned after realizing his potential of being a True Spirit Wizard.

 It is incredibly suitable as an opening maneuver for an attack.

 Stealthy, swift, and it gives an initial advantage.

 However, the feedback from the "spiritual attack" proved that the Link Grande in front of him was not real but a mental illusion!

 "On guard!"

 Understanding the habit of this Lucia, the cousin immediately responded.

 He was shocked and taken aback by the expertise of Link Grande on the True Spirit Wizard System in conjuring a mental illusion.

 Link engaged him in a conversation using the illusion, and he couldn't detect any flaws.

 "Surrender now! Surrender now! Surrender now!"

 Link's voice resonated from all directions and appeared in the minds of all Lucia team members.

 Like a devilish whisper, the only sound that people could hear was a demonic repetition of "Surrender now".

 The sensation was comparable to an itch that couldn't be scratched, causing restlessness throughout the body.

 It was also like countless bugs crawling under their skin, which was unbearably discomforting and helpless.

 "Surrender now! Surrender now! Surrender now!"

 The second wave of demonic repetition trailed right after the first, interconnecting seamlessly to form a cycle.

 Since it's inappropriate to kill, they might as well be tormented and get rid of their frustrations.

 After all, someone has to make sacrifices, why not you, right?

 Valiant, righteous indeed.

 Thus, fulfill your aspiration, make your honorable sacrifice.

 Enjoy it to your heart's content!

 "It's too noisy!"

 A Lucia used all sorts of soundproofing witchcraft and Soundproofing Magic Tools but was unable to block the demonic sound.

 He wanted to attack but couldn't even locate the target.

 He was frustrated, irate!

 Who knew that a shout would stop the demonic sound.

 The Lucias, who were tortured within mere seconds, breathed a sigh of relief, and so did the cousin.

 This form of attack was truly a nuisance.

 Audio attack?

 Yes.

 But it wasn't just an audio attack.

 It also involved an attack on the mental level.

 It was a combination of an Elemental Wizard's ability and True Spirit Wizard's ability.

 And it was skillfully combined, producing an incredible result, leaving the cousin with no apparent solution to break free.

 "Come out! Hiding won't help. If you have the guts, come out and have a fair fight."

 The cousin could only resort to provocation, hoping to rouse Link.

 However, the response was an incomprehensible yet much more demonic noise repetitively attacking his senses.

 "Did you miss me? Did you miss me?"

 "miss me? miss me?"
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 The strength of this wave of attack was strong.

 Much stronger than the semi-attack wave before.

 It was no longer limited to the degree of nausea at the psychological level, but also caused some physical damage to Lucia and the others.

 The demonic sound filled their ears, three of the peripheral members were somewhat weaker, less resistant, and the first to bear the brunt, their faces showing signs of pain.

 One of them even had fresh blood seeping from his ears and nose.

 "Come out! You come out!"

 This peripheral member felt a hot stream, wiped his nose, and found that he was bleeding, and immediately became enraged.

 The others were fine, but he was the unlucky one, suffering not just physically but also emotionally as he felt humiliated.

 As he roared, he used an attack spell illusion, extending his hand to shoot out an ice spear as thick as an adult's arm.

 This was still Lucia's team, after the probing "spiritual attack," it was the first serious attack.

 Due to their inability to find an effective attack target, they had no choice but to use their abilities to the fullest, what else could they do?

 The robust ice spear directly pierced Link's mental illusion, then turned around, stabbing it from the back and then suspended, eventually exploding.

 Link's illusion vanished like a bubble image.

 Leaving behind shattered pieces of ice shimmering with cold light.

 "You come out! Get out here!"

 Blasting Link's illusion had no effect at all.

 This peripheral member was still subjected to the annoying "miss me! miss me!" demonic whispers.

 His mind was in chaos, feeling prickling pain, blood continuously flowing.

 He shouted loudly, lost in madness, roaring: "I'm going to kill you, I'm going to kill you!"

 As a First Level Wizard who considered himself not a nobody, he was so ridiculed.

 What a humiliation!

 No one stopped this peripheral member from acting out.

 They wanted to test what kind of response Link Grande would give.

 Then based on the response, extrapolate what exactly the other side is planning.

 In the rage and roars of this peripheral member, a new Link Grande's mental illusion appeared out of thin air, bit by bit, from head to toe, perfecting bodily details.

 This time, not waiting for this peripheral member to make a move.

 The illusion took the initiative, staring directly at the frenzied peripheral member, his lips moving up and down, emitting a louder, higher frequency, more shrill and heartrending voice:

 "Did you miss me?

 Did you miss me?

 Did you miss me?

 Did you miss me?

 Miss me? Miss me?

 Miss me? Miss me?"

 "Ah!!!!!!!"

 This peripheral member immediately suffered a new wave of individual demonic sound attack.

 The attack spell he was about to execute was directly interrupted, causing a backlash and adding injury to injury.

 It was not just his ears and nose that were bleeding, but all seven orifices on his face began to overflow with bright red blood.

 His face distorted, as if wearing a mask of pain.

 He also had to bear the origin power enhanced "Mental Frenzy" from Link.

 Instantly, he lost control, clutching his head, and fell to the ground, rolling crazily.

 He felt as if there was a rusty, blunt saw gently but also inexorably sawing his skull.

 Apart from the "miss me" demonic sound, there was also the grating noise directly pouring into his mind.

 The Sea of Consciousness was like it was being chaoticly stirred by a club almost as thick as the ice spear he just shot out.

 This peripheral member gritted his teeth, trying to concentrate his spiritual power, stabilize the Sea of Consciousness, and clear out the foreign matter that had pierced the Sea of Consciousness.

 However, his spiritual power, whether in quantity or quality, was significantly inferior to Link's to begin with.

 Moreover, Link was also supplemented by the "Small World" Origin Power.

 This peripheral member's spiritual power collapsed instantly as it was stirred by the club.

 "Ah!!!!!!!!!!"

 His spiritual power collapsed, his Sea of Consciousness suffered a heavy blow, the peripheral member could only roll around while banging his head violently on the ground.

 Bang, bang, bang...

 Producing loud muffled collision sounds.

 Trying to replace or alleviate the pain in his mind with the physical pain.

 Compared to the horrible state of this peripheral member, the rest of the team, including Lucia, two other peripheral members, and the leader, were in a much better condition, no longer bothered by the demonic whispers.

 This peripheral member truly made a noble sacrifice.

 Distracting the enemy, suffering himself, but benefiting his teammates.

 The leader reacted quickly. At the first moment when the peripheral member fell to the ground, he started to provide medical aid.

 After all, they're from Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 It would be embarrassing for a wizard from any college not to know a few healing spells.

 However, neither the Water System healing magic nor the Wood System, Light System, nor even a combination of several systems of healing magic worked.

 They could not heal the wounds suffered by this peripheral member, nor could they alleviate even a bit of his pain.

 The leader even directly used anesthetic magic to block this peripheral member's pain and body sensation, to no avail, the pain persisted.

 Unexpectedly, they could only barely keep this peripheral member's life from abruptly ending.

 Having severely punished this peripheral member, Link's illusion turned his gaze to the leader.

 With a very bright smile on his face and adjusting the gold frame glasses on his nose bridge, Link's illusion spoke in a friendly tone: "Do you still want to fight to death?"

 The leader signaled one of Lucia to take over the medical work, then he stood up and looked straight into Link's illusion's eyes, facing the oppressive and intimidating gaze, step by step he walked in front of the illusion.
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 In the process of stepping forward, the cousin began to remove his own defenses.

 Armor, magical tools, witchcraft, all were removed one by one.

 He even took off his shirt, showing his muscular upper body.

 "Decide!"

 The cousin pointed to his own left chest and spoke word by word, "I will stand here, waiting for you to dig out my heart!"

 "Are you trying to provoke me?"

 The illusion of Link was very realistic, like a real person, showing confusion in his eyes, "It feels like you can't wait to die by my hand, why?"

 "No, you've got it wrong."

 The cousin remained calm, speaking seriously, "I'm just executing the mission given to me by the family, to fight you to death."

 "Hmm..."

 Link pondered for a while, asking with increasing confusion, "Has the Lucia family always been this reckless? If so, I'd be curious to know how you grew."

 "That's none of your business, just come out and fight, responsibility for life and death lies with oneself."

 The cousin totally ignored Link's insinuation, maintained his principles, and was determined to fight Link to the death.

 However, the more he acted like this, the more Link couldn't let him get what he wanted.

 Things that the enemy wants to do should never be allowed!

 Link smiled, the corner of his mouth turned up: "Did you miss me?"

 The illusion once again launched an attack of sound bombing.

 Meanwhile, the real Link quietly arrived at the cave where Hawk Lucia and two innocent teammates were held captive.

 The illusion was given to Franda to control.

 "Long time no see."

 As if seeing an old friend, Link warmly greeted Hawk.

 "Long time no see."

 Upon hearing the footsteps, Hawk, who initially showed joy, had his heart clenched, his voice involuntarily darkened.

 Hawk instinctively thought that Link Grande finding this place meant that all Lucias outside had been killed.

 Thus, he began to feel down.

 "We've never really communicated, have we?"

 Link ignored the other two people, stood in front of Hawk, and looked down at him.

 "No."

 Hawk looked up to meet Link's scrutinizing gaze, and said seriously, "Strictly speaking, there are not many people in the Lucia family who have had a serious exchange with you."

 "Hmm..."

 Link asked curiously, "So, could you, Hawk Lucia, once known as the 'Pure Blood Volition', one of the two widely known enlightened individuals, answer me why the Lucia family initiated this attack on me for no reason, even if we have already reconciled?"

 Link paused and emphasized, "I really can't understand. What benefits could this bring to the Lucia family? I seem too naive to see anything beneficial for Lucia's Family besides personnel casualties, punishment from the academy, and the disgust of high-ranking officials who intends to reconcile between Lucia's family and Sage Palo. "

 A flash of pain crossed Hawk's eyes, his voice becoming increasingly dull: "I can't figure it out either."

 "But you still withdrew from the Palo Sage army halfway."

 Link asked sharply.

 "The family commanded, I had to obey."

 Hawk explained his motivation.

 "How many times has it been?"

 Link changed the direction of the conversation and abruptly asked this question.

 After thinking carefully, Hawk replied honestly, "This is the third time I received the order, and the second time I executed it."

 "So..."

 A thick ice spear appeared in Link's hand, held against Hawk's throat, he drew out his words, "Could you give me a reason not to kill you?"

 Hawk didn't answer, closing his eyes to await death.

 He who kills is bound to be killed.

 Even if no actions have been executed, just harboring the intent to kill and attempting to act on it, you can't blame others if you are killed in return.

 At this moment, Hawk Lucia calmly accepted his impending death.

 However, he suddenly thought of his friend, Bobby Smith.

 "I'm sorry."

 After the age of 8, Hawk Lucia, who hadn't cried once, a tear slipped from the corner of his eye.

 However, after waiting for long, Hawk still did not feel the stab of the ice spear.

 The chill stimulation could still be felt on his throat and chin.

 Opening his eyes, he found the ice spear still in place, hovering in the air.

 Link Grande had disappeared.

 The other two teammates who were bound together had their bindings removed and were moving their hands and feet.

 Hawk kept turning his head, looking for the figure of Link Grande.

 "Stop looking, they've gone,"

 One of the innocent teammates spoke up, "Don't wonder why they didn't kill you, it's simply not worth it."

 Another teammate chimed in: "Exactly, they have a bright future ahead. They didn't want to bear the blemish of their hands, tarnish their reputation, and hamper their progress."

 "But... "

 Hawk Lucia voiced out his doubts, seemingly muttering to himself but also asking his innocent teammates, "This doesn't align with his style of holding a grudge."

 The first innocent teammate who spoke earlier scoffed as if he had heard the funniest joke in the world. "If they can kill you here, can't they do it elsewhere? If they truly want to kill, they could do it anytime when you are on your own. They simply don't want to, or can't do it."

 The other teammate added, "You should thank those Tier 3 Wizards, quasi-sages, and sages of your family. If not for their deterrence, you would have died already."

 Upon finishing their words, they ignored Hawk Lucia. After stretching their limbs, they found another spot to sit and wait for the end of the game.

 As a teammate, one cannot surrender or voluntarily quit the competition.

 They can only wait for the end of the game or leave the safe zone to get eliminated.

 On the other side.

 The cousin finally grasped Link Grande's intentions.

 He neither fought nor showed himself, simply delaying them, preventing them from advancing towards the central area of the competition.

 Shortly, when the second hour passed and the safe zone further shrank, they could be eliminated using the competition rules.

 "Let's go!"

 After figuring this out, the cousin made a decisive decision to head to the central area of the competition, seeking an opportunity to fight Link Grande.

 "Did you miss me?"

 The cousin had just put on his equipment and changed the direction when a new illusion quickly appeared, blocking their way.

 Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh, swoosh...

 It seemed as if a sound had triggered, and four illusions spontaneously appeared, blocking the path of the two uninjured members of Lucia's family and the two outermost members.

 "Did you miss me?"

 Four overlapping eerie sounds greeted them enthusiastically, blocking their path.

 Following the old man's instructions, Franda halted them promptly.

 "Attack!"

 The cousin shouted.

 The two members of the Lucia family and the two outer members immediately executed the command, casting their witchcraft.

 For a moment, loud rumbling sounds echoed while lights scattered everywhere.

 Six different attack spells, either water system, wood system, light system, or compound witchcraft, hit the non-resistant illusions.

 Without a substantial body and purely formed by tiny elements of magical power from various systems, the illusion controlled by the cognitive mind puppetry technique of a True Spirit Wizard could not stand against the first ring of witchcraft and disintegrated at the first touch.

 "Let's move."

 The cousin immediately gave a new command.

 However, before the two outer members could lift the injured from the ground, new illusions sprang up, blocking their way.

 "Did you..."

 Having anticipated, the cousin waved his hand.

 After probing the essence of the illusion, he didn't even need to use witchcraft. Employing the techniques of a True Spirit Wizard's spiritual power directly shattered the illusions.

 Dabbling in other systems of witchcraft was never a privilege limited to one person.

 "Don't worry about it, keep moving forward,"

 The cousin gave the command, taking the lead to move forward with large strides.

 Seeing this, Franda, incarnated as the Spirit of the Wind, was secretly getting anxious.

 The task of stalling this group was just assigned to her by the old man, but was she going to fail so soon?

 Damn it!

 This is your doing!

 Fire spewed from Franda's eyes. Staring at the cousin, who had seen through her little trick, she felt frustrated.

 After gritting her teeth, Franda directly used her authority as the "Spirit" of the "Small World" to channel the Origin Power to bolster herself. She then personally transformed into the chest ring of the old man's battle mode.

 Yes, Franda transformed herself into a ring.

 Energy was accumulated in an instant, and the modified version of "Melting Rays" was about to make another appearance.

 "Don't rush, Franda."

 At this moment, Link's voice sounded, stopping Franda's attack in anger, "Look closely, where are they heading to?"

 Franda turned to look and noticed Lucia's family was moving away from the center of the competition, heading outside the safe zone.

 The eerie noise attack was just a cover.

 Link's real move against Lucia's family was the Origin Power enhanced "Spiritual Maze."

 The sustained eerie noise attack was designed to lower Lucia's family's mental defense.

 So the Origin Power enhanced "Spiritual Maze" could secretly affect them, misleading Lucia's family to the wrong direction, walking out of the safe zone by themselves.

 So, the question is:

 Who exactly eliminated Lucia's family?
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 "Holy smokes!" 

 "Is he mad?"

 "He clearly has the power to slay the opponent directly, why is he going around such a big circle?"

 Three-point Witch Verna was completely dismantled by Link's maneuver and started cursing angrily.

 "Ha ha..."

 The Shadow City team leader, a cold-hearted man who enjoyed stirring up trouble, was even more enthusiastic than Sandra, and mocked Verna first,

 "It's only garbage like you, who think nothing but of fucking and killing, would think that this supposedly 'pretty-boy' would act like those real sissy boys that you've violated: simple-minded, disregarding the overall situation, mindlessly killing."

 The White Tower Alliance leader "Scholar" now chimed in with a mildly praising comment:

 "An excellent wizard must surely be rational, and must pursue the optimization of his interests. If killing for the sake of killing not only fails to help your cause, but could even harm it, then, why kill?"

 As he said this, "Scholar" looked straight into Verna's eyes, seriously advising her:

 "The two most primitive desires of humans are lust and the urge to destroy. In you, both have been magnified to the extreme. If you continue this way, you will no longer be a wizard, not even a human, but a demon beast driven by desires, spending all your days mating and reproducing, with no thoughts of your own."

 Honesty is the most significant killer blow.

 When the "Scholar" spoke these words, there was no hint of mockery or ridicule, but it was the most damaging to Verna.

 A few simple words let her confront her most authentic, most ugly side, and foresee her most unbearable, intolerable ending.

 For a moment, she even forgot the Shadow City team leader directly calling her "trash."

 The viewing room fell into an eerie silence.

 No one wanted to speak.

 This included Sandra, who felt like she'd almost won the bet, as well as Lanny Taylor, whose thoughts were becoming increasingly subtle.

 World of Competition.

 The second hour passed.

 The remaining four teams were informed once again of the positions of the other teams.

 Seeing the map projected by the special stopwatch-like device, the cousin suddenly broke free from the "spiritual maze" state.

 Looking down at his feet, which were only a step away from stepping out of the safety circle, he broke out in a cold sweat.

 When he looked around, goodness, three members of Lucia's family had already stepped out of the safety circle.

 Fortunately, the two peripheral members were still supporting their heavily injured companion and were still within the safety circle.

 "That was close! Just one step more."

 Before the cousin had a chance to issue a warning and ask his peripheral members to stop, a white light column suddenly descended from the sky, taking away Lucia's family and the three peripheral members.

 The moment the light pillar enveloped them, the cousin suddenly remembered his cousin Hawk and the two teammates who did not listen to Lucia's instructions, whom he had locked up in the cave.

 He must be the very definition of making a rod for his own back.

 Sudden regret filled the cousin's heart.

 A team that loses more than five members, or half of its members, is automatically eliminated.

 The rules are such that there's no room for resistance.

 On the other side.

 According to the map, Link has quickly found "Do Whatever You Want" at supersonic speed.

 "Tsk..."

 Seeing the state of "Do Whatever You Want," Link couldn't help but gasp.

 What a disaster!

 It's too disastrous!

 Everyone was injured, and even broken bones were considered light injuries.

 Even Jasmine was covered in black smoke from being burnt all over.

 Her face was dirty, she was lying on the ground, barely breathing.

 Next to Jasmine was Tiffany Colonna, who had never seen such a fierce fighting style and was thus defeated by the slightly less powerful Jasmine.

 He had never seen someone so fearless.

 To be able to aim a spell that requires close proximity, she dared to withstand the fiercest attack, disregard her injuries, and forcibly push forward to the appropriate distance.

 Moreover, not only had Jasmine Kidman done this, but also the others in "Do Whatever You Want," including Betty, who always had a shy smile on her face.

 Perhaps it's because they lacked that bit of courage and daring, that they didn't have the guts to fight, regardless of casualties.

 Tiffany's team, whose strength was supposedly superior, ended up in a "lose-lose" situation, even though they had a clear numeric advantage.

 Looking back on the battle, Tiffany had some regrets, feeling that she shouldn't have agreed to Jasmine Kidman's friendly competition, which stipulated only using witchcraft, not magic tools.

 "You're all crazy!"

 Sensing Link's arrival, Tiffany gritted her teeth, stood up, adjusted her appearance, and started complaining about Link.

 "If we don't go mad, we won't survive."

 Link replied casually, "We only have ourselves, at most our partners. Only by becoming mad can we survive, can we live better."

 Tiffany was speechless when she heard this.

 As a member of the local West Coast Pure Blood Family, Tiffany only falls short in terms of material conditions when facing the descendants of the main college families.

 "The other teams from the organizations have all withdrawn because of you, right?"

 Tiffany swiftly changed the subject and asked this.

 "Maybe."

 Link chuckled, "If it's really because of me, will the Academy reward me separately?"

 "Maybe."

 Tiffany returned the same answer, then took out her stopwatch-like device and chose to surrender to Link Grande's team.

 She was straightforward and not hesitant at all. Decisive and clean-cut.
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 Ten white columns of light fell, whisking away Tiffany and her team.

 "How are you? Can you still stand?"

 Link came over to Jasmine, who had swiftly defeated one opponent and bravely faced Tiffany, but was now exhausted. He asked her with concern.

 He hadn't solely focused on interacting with Tiffany. Since arriving at the scene, he had been casting various forms of healing and restoration magic on Jasmine.

 Under Link's care, a vibrant blush slowly spread across Jasmine's face. She seemed filled with vitality.

 Her breathing was much smoother, and her chest rose and fell more strongly.

 Bending down and helping Jasmine up, Link wanted her to stand straight, as that would facilitate smoother breathing and promote recovery.

 However, Jasmine just playfully threw herself into Link's arms and went limp like she was boneless, she had to rely on Link's strong embrace to stand firm.

 Link tried several times to help Jasmine stand on her own, but to no avail.

 He had no choice but to use a cleansing spell, calling upon a gust of wind to clean off the black smoke from Jasmine's body.

 "Everyone, get up and recover. We might have another battle ahead."

 Looking around at the members of the Brotherhood and Social Phobia Groups who lay sprawled across the battlefield, Link's tone was cool and emotionless.

 Who were they kidding, did they really think they could hide their condition from Link's perception?

 Indeed, Jasmine was worn out, especially since she had just defeated two opponents.

 Especially since one of those opponents was Tiffany Colonna.

 But the Brotherhood and Social Phobia Groups weren't that exhausted.

 Even if they were genuinely hurt, their injuries weren't serious enough to keep them from getting off the ground.

 They pretended to be weak, afraid of being questioned by Link.

 For the sake of victory, their team leader had worked to the bone. They must consider whether they had done their duty as her teammates.

 At this moment, hearing the unusual tone in Link's voice, they no longer dared to feign unconsciousness. One by one, they got up, readjusted themselves, and prepared to set off again.

 However, there was no need to fight another friendly match.

 The team of senior-level wizards gave up and admitted defeat less than a minute after Tiffany's team was teleported out of bounds.

 Twenty beams of white light fell all at once.

 The competition area in the World Match was suddenly empty.

 Only two hours had passed, and the team competition had ended.

 According to the original schedule, the safety zone would have shrunk nine times over.

 In terms of time, when the rules were designed, it was expected the team competition might have been concluded within 8 to 10 hours.

 The significant deviation was due to the outstanding performance of Link among the First Level Wizards.

 The reason was definitely not the unreasonableness of the rules.

 Not only were the other four team leaders speechless about this,

 But even Sandra was feeling complicated. Her mood was not merely the joy of winning the team competition, but also included a complex contemplation on how to deal with Link Grande in the future.

 No wonder that when she proposed to recruit Link Grande, her uncle, who holds the positions of dean for both Junior Division and Senior Division, would smile deeply and say, "You can't."

 Looking at today's performance, it indeed seemed that it was beyond her ability to recruit such a genius.

 He must already be targeted by others.

 She wondered if it was her uncle, or any of her other two uncles.

 Sandra didn't ponder for an extended time before being alerted.

 "Will the individual contest still be held?"

 The team leader from Mesopotamia University received the announcement of the end of the team competition and quickly returned to the observation room, asking directly.

 Furthermore, the question was somewhat odd.

 I don't know,"

 The Shadow City team leader, a cold man, instantly grasped the intent, shrugged and said,

 "If that Gold Frame Glasses pretty boy Link Grande still competes in the individual contest, what difference does it make whether we go ahead with it or not? He has already secured the first place, let alone the fact that he will kill at least 4 people. Is it that the lives of your First Level Wizards in Mesopotamia University are worthless, or that the lives of Shadow City's First Level Wizards are cheap?"

 The "Scholar" from the White Tower Alliance dropped his "specimen maniac" act, put on a serious face, and said seriously, "I think we should consider restricting Link Grande from participating. That would make the individual contest fair if it continued. "

 "I agree!"

 The spokeperson for the Flame and Metal Trading Company, Three-point Witch Verna, was even more extreme. "Link Grande must be controlled and subjected to the most severe scrutiny to verify whether he is really First Level Wizard and whether he cheated in the team contest."

 The four Wizard organizations demonstrated their unity on the matter of targeting Ravensmouth College.

 Without prior collusion, they took a unified stand, putting pressure on Sandra.

 "Humph."

 Sandra sneered,

 "You all can't bear the loss, can you? Among you four, which organization does not have a history longer than Ravensmouth College and lack experience with prodigies? The performance of Link Grande indeed exceeds that of most First Level Wizards, but it is not unreasonable or unique. We have had several of such prodigies in the history of Ravensmouth College, not to mention the West Coast, let alone the entire Wizard World."

 With that, Sandra even stood up and started scolding the four team leaders:

 "You all play dumb, do you think I'm not aware of your insidious schemes? You just want to exclude Link Grande from the individual contest, don't you? Stop making up flimsy excuses."
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 Don't you feel embarrassed when you say these words?

 Have some shame!"

 The four team leaders did have some decency and didn't negate Sandra's words with fallacious arguments.

 They merely chose to expose their motives when pushed into a corner.

 And the one who stoked this confrontation was none other than Ravensmouth College's long-standing ally, Mesopotamia University.

 The leader of Mesopotamia University resolutely declared,

 "If you insist on Link Grande participating in individual matches, Mesopotamia University will continue to forfeit.

 Then we will appeal to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, requesting this competition's results be considered invalid.

 We ask that the distribution of 'educational resources' for the next 15 years be reconsidered."

 "I concur! Shadow City stands with Mesopotamia University."

 The cold, male leader of Shadow City was quick on the uptake, voicing his stance.

 "The White Tower Alliance joins."

 "The scholar" leisurely opened a voluminous book and commented.

 "Why would the Flame and Metal Trading Company miss out on such a lively affair? We too, will throw in our lot."

 The Three-point Witch, Verna, decided to fan the flames, making things even more intense.

 Massive pressures immediately descended upon Sandra.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was undeniably the most invested in suppressing Ravensmouth College.

 If they were dragged into this matter, there would undoubtedly be severe repercussions for Ravensmouth College.

 When all faculty and students were scurrying around for resources necessary in the promotion of the Great Sage Seuss, the amount of 'educational resources' allocated by the Supreme Council was of vital importance.

 Watching Sandra trapped in this imbroglio, Lanny Taylor couldn't help but feel nervous for her.

 It wasn't out of loyalty, but as an observer, she noticed a blind spot.

 If Sandra missed this point leading to a poor counteract, both University and Link's interests could suffer heavily.

 From any perspective, Lanny didn't want to see that happen.

 Just as Lanny was considering whether to take the risk and remind Sandra, someone knocked on the door.

 "Come in."

 The leader of Mesopotamia University called out loudly.

 The door opened and in walked the leader's personal attendant.

 "What is it?"

 The leader glanced at the attendant and asked loudly in what seemed to be a deliberate effort.

 "Report, the Dean has an urgent matter."

 "Proceed."

 "Yes."

 The attendant swallowed and, under heavy scrutinizing gazes, kept his tone steady and recited: "Lucia's Family has defected to our side en masse. Ensure the safety of Lucia's competitors, preventing them from falling foul of Ravensmouth College."

 Before the details of the urgent matter were finished, it caused a massive stir.

 The Three-point Witch, Verna, burst into wild laughter.

 Her grudge about losing the bet, which required her to record a video bad-mouthing Shadow City, was completely swept away.

 It had been many years since the West Coast had seen a massive betrayal of an entire family.

 And it happened between Ravensmouth College and Mesopotamia University, who had been allied for many long years.

 It was preposterous!

 The cold leader of Shadow City was furrowing his eyebrows, sensing something amiss.

 Simply defecting like this?

 Seemed too easy.

 There had to be some hidden information.

 The White Tower Alliance's "scholar" shut his thick book abruptly, closed his eyes and recollected several events and conversations that had taken place during their team battles.

 "Determining life and death."

 "Someone has to make a sacrifice, why not me?"

 "It's none of your business, fight a match, take responsibility for your life."

 The real intentions of that Lucia had been accurately guessed by Link Grande.

 Knowing he wasn't a match for Link Grande, yet anxiously asking for a fight, he was indeed concentrating on dying.

 It was one of the letters of introduction Lucia's Family gave to Mesopotamia University.

 If they wanted to defect, they needed to cut off ties.

 Whether killing the extraordinary genius of Ravensmouth College or not, at least they showed their stance and were even willing to sacrifice their junior genius.

 To earn Mesopotamia University's trust, this sacrifice wouldn't be enough.

 Other aspects undoubtedly had bigger things happening concurrently.

 In the Colosseum-style building.

 When Link returned to his room from the competition world, he discovered a message from the Serene Wizard blocked for over an hour on his personal smart interface:

 "Lucia's Family leaked the coordinates of Fairy World. Palo's legions have plunged into the Abyss Demon's encirclement."

 "Kill all of Lucia's!"
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 "Damn!" 

 Link rarely curses.

 The Serene Wizard would not lie about such a matter.

 Therefore, his tedious effort to eliminate Lucia's family members turned out to be a waste.

 If he had received the news earlier, he wouldn't be in this predicament now.

 Wait, Link suddenly realized.

 It was not that the message from Serene Wizard arrived late, but that the team competition started earlier than expected for some reason.

 Calculating the time, if the team competition didn't start early, Link could have entered the competition with this message.

 Due to this unexpected event, Lucia's family, who would have inevitably perished under Link's hand, managed to survive.

 Sigh...

 Exhaling heavily, Link stopped ruminating over his missed chance to kill Lucia's family. Instead, he considered the implications of the news that the Sage Palo army was trapped by the Abyss Demon.

 The first problem to confront was the rescue mission.

 Serene Wizard would undoubtedly push the college to organize one or several armies to rescue the Sage Palo army.

 This would require a considerable amount of manpower, resources, and financial support.

 Link had no choice but to offer assistance in this matter.

 The key was how and to what extent he should contribute.

 The next issue was developing and maintaining his status.

 With the backing of Sage Palo, and the support of Serene Wizard and Wizard Cody, Link was able to firmly establish and operate a potion shop in the East District of Ravensmouth City.

 Now, Wizard Cody was in the Metamorphosis Period, his combat power was not increasing but decreasing;

 Serene Wizard would, without a doubt, be fully devoted to preparing the rescue mission for Sage Palo and wouldn't have the time and energy to concern himself with Link and the Grande Potion Shop.

 The storms that had once been blocked by them would now directly hit Link; he would have to face it on his own.

 This included other potion shop owners coveting the Grande Potion Shop's business and the intensity of the competition and oppression from powerful forces behind these stores.

 These issues would inevitably arise, based on the intuition of a businessman.

 The last problem was to deal with the inevitable recruitment attempts.

 Given Link's displayed combat power today, many individuals and powers would extend an olive branch, wanting to bring Link under their wing.

 He couldn't outright refuse someone as influential as Sandra.

 If someone with higher status and position were to step in, what would he do?

 Previously, if it really came down to it, he could use Sage Palo as a shield, claiming that he had already entered under Sage Palo's command.

 But now, Sage Palo himself was in a precarious situation.

 "What's wrong?"

 Sitting next to him, Jasmine instantly sensed the change in Link's mood and asked immediately.

 "Take a look yourself."

 Link opened the message he received on his smart brain and showed it to Jasmine.

 "What?"

 Jasmine let out a gasp, "How is this possible? Has Lucia's family gone mad?"

 I have no clue," Link said confusedly, letting out a sigh. "They might really have gone mad, or there might be other hidden circumstances. Who knows?"

 "So, what do we do?"

 Jasmine's thoughts whirled at the speed of light, and within the blink of an eye, she thought of the new circumstances that Link and "Do Whatever You Want" would soon face.

 "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it."

 Since the situation was still unclear, and the information was unknown, Link didn't want to make any rash decisions.

 After this competition was over, he would return home and find out the ins and outs of the matter before making plans.

 But right now, in the upcoming individual competition, if he encountered Lucia's family again, he would kill them first before considering anything else.

 After all, the leading Lucia desired death and wanted to make a sacrifice.

 He might as well fulfill their wish.

 Thinking of this, Link quietly summoned Franda and asked her to turn into the Spirit of the Wind, spying on Lucia's family's movements.

 Knowledge is power, understanding oneself and the enemy ensures victory.

 Link had to confirm whether Lucia's family would pull any tricky moves again.

 Inside the viewing room.

 Faced with the sudden change, Sandra didn't panic.

 Her first reaction was to pull out her personal smart brain to verify the truth with her family and college, while also reporting on Link Grande's abnormal combat power and the pressure exerted by the Four Wizard organizations.

 Her messages had just been sent out when she received replies from her mother and third uncle.

 Lady Lisandra's words were somewhat cryptic.

 She did not directly give advice, but instructed Sandra to consider long-term consequences when making a decision and to study the problem more deeply.

 The Dean's words were easier to understand, stating that necessary sacrifices were completely acceptable.

 After reading the two messages, Sandra pondered carefully and quickly analyzed the current situation.

 Based on her knowledge of her mother and uncle, the defection of Lucia's family was definitely not a simple matter.

 Whether it was a double, triple, or even more complicated layer of espionage was hard to confirm.

 Mesopotamia University might be showing signs of decline, but the management was not stupid to casually accept Lucia's family who had defected from allied Ravensmouth college.

 This was a serious matter which could impact many people.

 There must have been something else she was not aware of that happened.

 It made Mesopotamia University willing to ruin the relationship with Ravensmouth college and make an outrageous decision.

 However, since her mother and uncle didn't tell her, it was pointless to think more about it. It was more important to take care of the immediate matters.

 What she had to do now was to deal appropriately with the pressure exerted by the Four Wizard organizations and decide whether to let Link Grande participate in the individual competition.

 With clear thoughts, a cold smile appeared on Sandra's face, "If you want to forfeit and withdraw, then so be it. As long as the individual competition continues, Link Grande will definitely participate. We will never compromise."
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 Saying this, Sandra looked at the team leader from Mesopotamia University, "I am naive and unaware of the detailed circumstances surrounding our two families, hence I won't say much. I only offer a word of caution, do only as your elders have instructed and do not go beyond what is necessary."

 Lanny gently sighed with relief.

 It was good that Sandra did not fall for it.

 No matter how you look at it, Link Grande participating in the individual race was the natural order of things.

 The participants were predetermined by the five Wizard organizations, and the process was rational and reasonable, beyond reproach.

 Unless he himself proposed to withdraw, no one could make that decision for him.

 Even if that person is Sandra, the team leader.

 The threat of withdrawal from the competition by the four Wizard organizations could be completely disregarded.

 If they wanted to give up, they could just do so.

 This could ease their victory in the individual competition without even lifting a finger.

 An appeal?

 The reasons won't stand, what's the use of appealing to the possibly bias Great Sage Mitchell's Tower?

 Even if the verdict given by the Great Sage Mitchell's Tower is unfavorable to Ravensmouth College, what can be done!

 The face has been torn already, Ravensmouth College could also appeal to the Supreme Council.

 If things get out of hand, let's see who ends up losing face in the end!

 "Hmph!"

 The three-point Witch Verna saw that Sandra was neither soft nor hard, and was the first to lose her patience, and started sulking again.

 Sandra was still so calm and unruffled after the family defection, which was indeed disgusting.

 "Withdraw."

 The team leader of Mesopotamia University indeed had a stubborn temperament.

 Once the threat of withdrawal was made, if they could not force Link Grande to be excluded from the individual competition, they simply did as they had threatened without any hesitation.

 "Let's go."

 The leader, without any hesitation, led his followers to leave the viewing room.

 Heading towards the neighboring Colosseum building.

 "What do you say?"

 The grim man, the Shadow City team leader, asked for the opinion of the White Tower Alliance "Scholar."

 "Withdraw of course, what else?"

 The "Scholar" stood up, his hands held a hefty book behind him, looking dignified, "Anyway, as long as Link Grande participates, there won't be much difference whether we compete or not. Ravensmouth College will still win first place in the individual competition, we might as well withdraw."

 As soon as the words fell, the "Scholar" too, left with his entourage.

 "Tsk…"

 After some thought, the grim man, the Shadow City team leader, also stood up, "Congratulations Sandra, you've won again."

 He, after considering, also decided to withdraw.

 He now has new fun, the matter of Lucia's defection, he was keen to understand the ins and outs of the event, eating popcorn.

 Who would care about the individual competitions that are destined to be lost.

 "You're the lucky one."

 Seeing the situation was irreversible, the Three-point Witch Verna could no longer support this alone and reluctantly followed suit in withdrawal.

 Sandra did not give Verna any time to breathe, and immediately said coldly, "Don't forget to record the video and post it on various forums in the Mitchell District."

 "You don't need to remind me, I remember."

 Three-point Witch Verna left with a very ugly look on her face.

 Only Sandra and Lanny were left in the room.

 After sitting in silence for a while, Sandra took out her portable computer and notified the four teams to assemble.

 She then led Lanny out of the opera-style building and into the neighboring Colosseum-style building.

 The Colosseum building had already become noisy.

 Two groups of people were confronting each other outside the main gate of the Colosseum.

 On one side were the four teams from Mesopotamia University and on the other side were the three teams from Ravensmouth College.

 The First Level Wizards from the other three Wizard organizations were scattered in three different directions, under the leadership of their respective team leaders, they were watching this dispute among allies from afar.

 The team made up of 5 Lucias, 3 peripheral members, and 2 passerby wizards had been securely tied up and couldn't move a muscle.

 "What's going on?"

 Sandra knew well what was happening, but still, after arriving at the scene, she asked this question.

 Tiffany Colonna immediately replied, "The Lucia family has defected. The team leader of Mesopotamia University came to take the Lucias away. Link intervened, prevented them, and captured the Lucias."

 "Did you do it?"

 Upon hearing this, Sandra looked at Link, "You did well, did not disgrace our college."

 "Right."

 Link responded lightly.

 A few minutes ago, Link was contemplating what to do next when he suddenly received a reminder from Franda:

 "Master, master, they started arguing. Hawk said that even if he dies, he will not follow anyone from Mesopotamia University."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately got up, opened the wooden door, and came to the hall.

 Indeed, he heard a fierce argument erupting in a room behind one of the wooden doors.

 The voice of Hawk Lucia was very loud, his attitude extremely resentful.

 The attitude of the Lucia leader was also very determined, even threatening that if Hawk did not go with them, he would be expelled from the family.

 Just as Link was preparing to share Franda's vision to see what was happening inside, two people barged in.

 Link immediately recognized them as the team leader and his follower from Mesopotamia University.

 Without thinking too much about it, he activated his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" and entered his most offensive battle form. He took a step and blocked their path, sternly said, "Without greeting, acting all sneakily, trespassing on Ravensmouth College's territory, is this what a team leader should do? Get out!"

 The team leader from Mesopotamia University did not expect to encounter Link. He didn't expect Link's reaction to be so fierce, and even less to expect that Link's words would show no mercy.
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 He actually dared to tell him to get lost!

 What audacity!

 Does he really think that because he is invincible amongst First Level Wizards, he can underestimate Second Level Wizards?

 Such arrogance!

 The team leader of Mesopotamia University, enraged, instantly retaliated.

 With a thought, a dull, unnoticeable, fist-sized ball of light, zoomed towards Link at several times the speed of sound.

 Truly lethal spells usually don't make a loud noise.

 Just like now, if even a single hair on Link's body is touched by this dull ball of light, he would be melted instantly.

 This spell is the advanced level of the "Melting Rays", the "Dissolution" of Second Ring magic, capable of disintegrating a person to dust in an instant.

 It is a simple yet deadly blow.

 Link, having been on his guard ever since he spoke out, repeats his trick - leaving behind a realistic illusion.

 His real body had already moved through the "Small World" spatial gateway, appearing mysteriously behind the team leader of Mesopotamia University.

 Unless one is of the Sage level, it would be extremely difficult to sense such spatial fluctuations.

 The team leader of Mesopotamia University didn't realize it.

 The illusion dissipated like a bubble.

 The terrifying effects of the "Dissolution" spell were unleashed upon the stone pillar, dissolving it into nothingness and spreading towards the ceiling and the floor.

 In the blink of an eye, it had widely spread, rendering the ceiling and floor of the living room and four rooms void.

 All four teams from Ravensmouth College were under attacked by this unknown energy, hastily floating in the air to avoid falling down.

 Seeing this scene, the leader of Mesopotamia University realized he had underestimated Link Grande.

 In fact, had he stayed to watch Link making a fool out of Lucia's team, he wouldn't have acted so recklessly.

 Link wasn't going to miss such a golden opportunity.

 And moreover, since you are after my life, why can't I go after yours?

 With Origin Power amplification, his Battle Armor finished charging and fired the +++ modified version of "Melting Rays".

 It shot towards the leader of Mesopotamia University at several times the speed of sound, just like before.

 The opponent reacted swiftly and decisively.

 Even though he was certain that he could barely withstand the attack with his protective magical tools and his own defensive witchcraft, he didn't take the risk.

 In a split second, he grabbed his sidekick, cast various defensive spells on him and used him as a meat shield to take the +++ modified "Melting Rays".

 "Ahh!!!!!"

 The sidekick reacted a bit too late. By the time he realized what was about to happen, it was too late.

 He had only activated his Destiny Spell, "Lightning Chains" which had both attack and binding effects, then watched in horror as his body was cut in twomain the blast of the +++ modified "Melting Rays".

 One part was above the neck, the other below the hips.

 The torso in the middle had disappeared.

 Even the wounds on the neck and hips were delicately cauterized to stop the bleeding.

 There was no trace of flesh or bone, nor any blood.

 All clean and sterile.

 He truly lived up to being a genius wizard from the School of Biology and Medicine!

 The leader of Mesopotamia University was unharmed, but he broke out in cold sweat.

 In his mind, the sidekick would block the attack and he would dodge it.

 Who would have thought that the sidekick's Destiny Witchcraft "Lightning Chains" would actually target him?

 Caught off guard, the heavily defended team leader was bound for 0.1 seconds by the "Lightning Chains", not able to fully avoid the +++ modified "Melting Rays".

 All of his defenses were broken through.

 All of his spells and magical tools were useless!

 If it were not for the Disposable Life-saving Magic Tool like a Fourth Ring magical tool in his pocket that saved him, the team leader would have been done for.

 "Fuck! He's a fucking monster!"

 Out of fear, the team leader chose to flee without looking back.

 Link didn't rashly pursue him.

 He was content with the advantage he had gained. If he insisted on taking the opponent's life, who knows if a "Protector" would jump out.

 After that, it was Link who directly took hold of Lucia's team, and along with the "Free for all" team and the other two teams, they blocked the four teams of Mesopotamia University.

 They started a fight out of nowhere, and after the fight, they wanted to leave.

 Who would let them get away with that?
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 "Sandra!" 

 The Mesopotamia University team leader yelled, "What do you mean? Why are you blocking our way?"

 He positioned himself very alertly, ready to retreat into the four teams at any moment, finding a new shield.

 Sandra looked at him in confusion, "Shouldn't you tell me what you mean instead?"

 As she spoke, a cold smile spread across Sandra's face, and she raised her smart brain in her hand:

 "You didn't even give me a heads-up and burst into our academy's territory, what are you trying to do?

 After asking a question, you tried to kill, what's your intention?

 As a senior second-level wizard, not only can't defeat a first-level wizard, but also survived the kill with a scapegoat of your own wizard. What does that mean?"

 Many times, words are powerless.

 In many occasions, paired with some audios or images, words are extremely sharp.

 As a leader, it is very reasonable to monitor your own team's movements in the academy territory in advance, isn't it?

 Sandra projected the monitor image on her smart brain into the air and kindly slowed it down by a hundred times.

 Everyone could see clearly what happened in the short exchange of less than two seconds.

 There was a gasp of surprise in the audience.

 They were shocked at the Mesopotamia University team leader's ruthless move of "Dissolution", which puts one's life in danger;

 They were also shocked by Link's incomprehensible way of leaving a realistic illusion and teleporting behind the enemy;

 They were astounded again by the super powerful modified version of the "Melting Rays";

 They were more shocked by the fact that the Mesopotamia University team leader, who could resist the attack, but resorted to using his follower as a human shield without any hesitation.

 "You..."

 The Mesopotamia University team leader looked at the four teams who had quietly kept their distance, stayed alert towards him and cast strange glances at him, and felt anger rising from his heart. He pointed his finger at Sandra, about to burst into a swear.

 He knew that from here on, not only would these forty first-level wizards present at the scene alienate him, but more wizards would shun him too.

 Even, his family elders and the university authorities might even directly abandon him.

 A wizard can do a lot of bad things.

 But he cannot be caught red-handed and spread around.

 A wizard's reputation can be bad.

 But it cannot be so bad that everyone despises him.

 It's not to say that the situation cannot be remedied, it's about whether it's worth it or not.

 Three-point witch Verna did drain and burn many people to death, but she only targeted wizard Apprentices, and she gave magic stones!

 "Voluntary" transactions, not too much to pick a bone with.

 Link suddenly stepped forward at this point, without saying a word, just watching coldly.

 The ring on the chest of his battle armor accidentally lit up.

 Initially, he saw the modified "Melting Rays" in the live footage of the team match, which instantly obliterated most of the Flame and Metal Trading Company team's defenses, and he just thought this attack power was too twisted.

 Having personally experienced the powerful attack, somehow its power increased, and witnessed the horrific death of his follower, the leader of Mesopotamia University began to feel terrified.

 This is not just a twisted play, but a super twisted one.

 Killing a person by cauterizing the wound to prevent bleeding and ensuring sterilization!

 Therefore, the swear words that the Mesopotamia University team leader wanted to blurt out, were swallowed back abruptly.

 "Hehe!"

 Someone in the crowd of onlookers let out a laugh.

 The sarcasm was so intense it made Mesopotamia University team leader's face turn bright red in embarrassment.

 Sandra was very surprised that Link would step forward at this time to back her up.

 However, Lanny Taylor knew very clearly that at this time, what Link saw in his eyes was not Sandra Diomand, but the team leader of Ravensmouth College.

 Although the college is not a peace haven, and internal conflicts are frequent.

 However, regardless of the circumstances, the college offers a relatively stable environment for development.

 At this time, the right thing to do is to set aside disputes and unite against the outside world.

 Without the rise of the college, where would come the dignity of the wizard?

 "Hehe..."

 The Shadow City team leader, a cold man, saw that there was a drama to be performed, and he burst into a happy laughter, "Sandra, can you send me a copy of this video? I want to enjoy it at home."

 "I want it too."

 The leader of the White Tower Alliance, "Scholar", was passionate and his eyes were blazing.

 The image projected out, the way of shifting and changing by Link Grande, is really worth studying!

 Three-point witch Verna opened her mouth and closed it on her own accord.

 Her skin was thick, but not ridiculously thick that she could ask for the video with a straight face.

 Sandra retracted the projection without giving a direct answer to their request, but instead looked towards Link.

 If this was an ordinary video that could embarrass the Mesopotamia University team leader, Sandra would definitely agree readily.

 But this video involves Link's attack method, a very powerful one, so it must be seriously considered and the person involved must fully express his opinion.

 "It's okay, give it to them."

 Link's voice came from behind his face shield, bringing a deep and heavy magnetic quality.

 The modified "Melting Rays" were already exposed in the team competition.

 Based on the "Small World" characteristic, even if Flash was figured out by someone, there was no need to worry about being imitated or targeted.

 Link was prepared.

 "Okay."

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 135 Unsettled Aftermath_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Since both parties involved have stated that they're fine, what's there to hesitate about?

 Sandra makes a few taps on her smart-brain, makes several copies of the video and sends them one by one to the gloomy man from Shadow City and the "Scholar" from the White Tower Alliance.

 Even Verna, the Three-Point Witch, receives a copy.

 If you're determined to ruin the other's reputation, then do it thoroughly.

 The more people who receive it, the wider the distribution channel, the more people will know about it.

 Anyway, it's just sending a video, just a flick of the finger without any cost.

 The team leader from Mesopotamia University watches this scene unfold, powerless to intervene.

 Just like his lackey, watching his own death unfold, powerless to intervene, it's exactly the same.

 "Sandra, tell your people to step aside."

 At this point, the team leader from Mesopotamia University just wants to leave this place that caused him so much humiliation as quickly as possible.

 The longer he stays, the more suffocated he feels.

 "Huh?"

 Sandra feigns confusion, "Isn't the competition over? Once the competition is over, my position as team leader is automatically dismissed, and I lose the power to command them. How can I control what they want to do?"

 "What exactly do you want?"

 The team leader from Mesopotamia University asks desperately.

 "I have no idea."

 Sandra still pretends to be ignorant, "You should ask them. Or should I help you ask?"

 As she finishes speaking, Sandra turns to Link asking, "Excuse me, Wizard Grande, do you have any demands that you would like me to convey?"

 Everyone present could feel her full respect for Link through her tone and expression.

 Without a doubt, this posture was deliberately displayed by Sandra.

 It's to tell the other party, see, I really can't command these people, I still have to negotiate nicely.

 So, if you want to leave, you have to be prepared to pay the price.

 Unless you have the confidence to fight your way out!

 Being at the mercy of others is just this frustrating.

 Link understood and said: "I don't have any demands, after all, I'm the victor. I imagine the other wizards must have been scared, so some compensation for emotional distress should be in order."

 Tiffany Colonna did not miss this great opportunity, she immediately chimed in, "Indeed, I was quite frightened, almost scared to death. A compensation of a hundred or so standard Tier 2 Magic Stones should be in order."

 The captain of the Senior Level One Magician Team, a strong man with a square face, giving off a honest vibe, muttered, "We were not only shocked, but also injured. Emotional distress compensation and medical expenses, both are due. Not much, about two hundred standard Tier 2 Magic Stones."

 After a pause, the honest-looking wizard emphasized, "That's two hundred per person."

 Jasmine sighed, pulled the pitiful Buck over, and "lightly" exerted force on her hand. There was a crisp snap, "You see, our man is already injured, it's not excessive to ask for a little more compensation, right? Just three hundred standard Tier 2 Magic Stones would do, per person, mind you."

 Aside from Tiffany, the others were a bunch of "poor ghosts" who would get greedy at the sight of Magic Stones, who would squeeze out every last drop if they caught a toad.

 They couldn't afford to miss such a grand opportunity, they're certainly going to squeeze out as much as they can.

 What's a hundred or so standard Tier 2 Magic Stones?

 It would have been against their conscience if they didn't haggle for standard Tier 3 Magic Stones.

 "Did you hear that?"

 Sandra raises her chin, "These demands are reasonable, aren't they?"

 Reasonable my ass!

 Taking a deep breath, the Team Leader of Mesopotamia University suppresses all emotions, expressionless, tossing out five Magic Stone Storage Cards issued by the Supreme Council, "Move."

 Sandra reached out, took the Magic Stone Storage Cards in her hand, verified their authenticity, and then threw them to Tiffany, "You guys discuss who gets what."

 Seeing this, Link waved his hand lightly.

 The way to the exit that had been blocked off for the four teams from Mesopotamia University was instantly clear.

 His actions were even more like a team leader than Sandra's.

 Link used his own strength, to earn the respect of other wizards.

 After all, he is the man who made a Senior Second-Level Wizard flee in a hurry!

 No matter how much respect was paid, it was never too much.

 Let alone temporarily following his command, if they were on the battlefield at the Front Line, and Link declared his intention to vie for authority, to bypass the squad leader, he could still gain their allegiance.

 Sandra watched this scene unfold and suddenly understood the resolve of her great-grandfather, who was willing to make countless enemies in Mitchell District just to gather resources for his great-grandmother's advancement.

 Power in oneself, isn't just something to be talked about.

 But it is something that is really reflected in all aspects.

 As long as one's own strength is powerful enough, all resistance can be suppressed.

 The so-called situation where all eyes are upon you can collapse without a fight.

 As the team leader of Mesopotamia University passed Lucia and the others, he seems to have forgotten about the urgent contents that his lackey was reciting back in the spectator room.

 He doesn't care at all about Lucia and the others, who should have been forcefully taken back by him.

 Fleeing in a hurry, his posture was one of desperation.

 "It's over, it's over."

 Seeing that there was no more drama to watch, the chilly man from Shadow City called out, leading the four teams from Shadow City away shortly after.

 "I hope we'll meet again soon."

 The "Scholar" from the White Tower Alliance waved at Link, "I also hope that the next time we meet, we can become the best of friends."

 Link listened, his face full of confusion.

 He knows this guy is one of the five team leaders, but he has not had any dealings with him.

 Why is he acting all sweet and earnest?

 Goosebumps immediately rose all over his body.
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 At this moment, Sandra muttered, "All his best friends from before were made into specimens by him, placed by his bedside."

 Link shivered instantly, killing intent immediately arising.

 Damn it, this perverted, next time I see him, I'll kill him.

 To avoid disgusting myself again.

 Three-point Witch Verna kept silent, leading the surviving members of the Flame and Metal Trading Company Team away quietly.

 "Let's go."

 Glancing at the imprisoned members of the Lucia family, Sandra said, "Let's bring them back to the college for interrogation."

 "I have no objections."

 Knowing that Sandra was asking for his opinions, Link responded nonchalantly.

 Killing the Lucias or not, had no effect on the matter of Sage Palo army being trapped.

 The team from Ravensmouth College quickly left the place.

 Through the teleportation gate, taking the flying machine, they returned to the college.

 After leaving the flying machine, the team disbanded on the spot, each going their own way.

 Sandra, together with Lanny, took the Lucias in for questioning.

 Link let Jasmine take the "Do What You Want" back to the senior division base to rest. He himself drove the "Phantom Coupe," heading straight for Serene Wizard's villa in the North District.

 "Did you kill?"

 As soon as Link entered the villa's living room, Serene Wizard, with bloodshot eyes and frosty face, asked with palpable killing intent.

 "The team game started early, before entering I didn't see the message."

 Shaking his head, Link spoke honestly, "During the game, considering the college's position, I didn't kill. The individual game was not held because the other four families abstained from the competition."

 "Humph!"

 Serene Wizard snorted coldly, not at Link, but directed towards the college that Link had considered.

 She angrily retorted:

 "The coordinates to the Fairy World were given by the college to Palo.

 Aside from the college's high leadership, the deans of the two local colleges, only Palo and I know the specific coordinates.

 The Lucia family does not have the ability to dig through the college's relations.

 How they got the coordinates to the Fairy World, just thinking about it, makes one shudder!"

 "Be careful what you say!"

 Regardless of the difference in their status and their usual manner of interaction, upon hearing the Serene Wizard talk this way, Link immediately frowned and reprimanded her.

 Serene Wizard came to her senses quickly.

 The Palo Sage army still needed the college's help for rescue. Now, to vent her anger, she had to choose her words carefully.

 If she offended the college's top brass because of it, causing a delay or cancellation of the rescue, it wouldn't be worth it.

 Of course, this was an extremely extreme situation.

 "What's the situation with the teleportation gate?"

 Seeing that Serene Wizard was gradually calming down, Link asked, his expression serious.

 "The teleportation gate leading to the Rear Camp is fine, but the one from the Rear Camp to the forward base has been destroyed."

 Serene Wizard's tone was even more bitter than before.

 The destruction of the teleportation gate meant that if they wanted to rescue and relieve the situation, they could only organize an interstellar fleet and directly attack the Abyss Demon Army.

 Almost all the main line members of Palo's lineage were in the army.

 The witches left in the locality were already very difficult to organize into a logistics team.

 How could they gather a fleet capable of directly crushing the Abyss Demon Army?

 They could only rely on the college.

 Having their lives in the hands of others, this feeling was indeed uncomfortable.

 "How far is it from the Rear Camp to Fairy World?"

 After thinking about it, Link asked.

 "At 'Hummingbird'-grade speed, it would take about half a year!"

 Serene Wizard gave a number that left Link speechless.

 "What about warp or jump travel?"

 Link asked again.

 "Warp travel takes only 26 hours, jump travel risks encountering spatial turbulence."

 "I see."

 No wonder after the incident, Serene Wizard stayed in her villa, without rushing around everywhere.

 This was not a matter that could be resolved simply.

 It required long-term planning.
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 Link left the Serene wizard's North District Villa late in the afternoon.

 Driving his Phantom Coupe back to his own villa, Link's feelings were mixed.

 He never expected that the normally calm Serene Wizard would be in such disarray over the situation with the Sage Palo's army being trapped by the Abyss Demon, forgetting her usual composed demeanor.

 Everyone has their flaws, even wizards who are known for their cold-blooded rationality are not exempt.

 After all, wizards in this Wizard World do not aspire to a heartless indifference with no bottom line.

 The Metamorphosis Period of promoting a Tier 3 Wizard to a Sage, requires true feelings and a resonance with the world's will, it is in fact a preservation of humanity.

 Otherwise, under the impact of the vast and complex Rule Power, the wizard will still be a wizard at the end, or like those gods, they would become puppets and a carrier of the Rule Power.

 Even forgetting their human origins, or despising them, or hating them.

 Link thought that Serene was simply upset because she cared so much, having just learned of the problems with Sage Palo's army, and instinctually thinking of the worst possible outcome.

 So she was consumed by anxiety and panic, her thoughts were in chaos and she didn't know what to do.

 Only after a long time of Link comforting and explaining patiently, did Serene collect her mixed feelings gradually, regaining her calm bit by bit.

 The composed and relaxed Serene Wizard once again appeared, and with a very indifferent and peaceful attitude, she officially started to manage all matters related to Sage Palo's line.

 Being an onlooker, Link witnessed the whole process of the Serene Wizard taking full control of the situation, uniting the hearts of people and deftly handling the blow.

 The Direct Line members who were left in the homeland in charge of the army's logistics work, after experiencing a short time of leaderless panic, quickly united around the Serene Wizard and started working in an orderly manner.

 Whether it was conducting inventory, collecting Magic Stones, gathering information, or raising strategic resources...

 Every Direct Line member was given a specific task by the Serene wizard.

 Anyway, no one could remain idle, everyone was preparing to rescue the Sage Palo's army.

 No matter whether these preparations end up being useful or not, everyone had to keep busy.

 Only when busy, will one not indulge in wild and fanciful thoughts.

 And the hearts of the people will not easily scatter.

 "I will send Jasmine to learn from Serene Wizard tomorrow, then I'll find an appropriate time to send her to the Cultivation Secret Realm for Official Wizards."

 As he was driving into his villa, this thought came to Link's mind.

 Although Jasmine was already able to manage 'Anything Goes' quite well now, she still had to learn and improve her techniques and means in various aspects.

 'Anything Goes' must not be stationary, instead it needs to reflexively develop and grow.

 This requires high level of management skills from the manager.

 Jasmine has to keep improving all the time.

 "Link, how is Serene Wizard?"

 After summarizing the recent 'Anything Goes' match, Jasmine returned to the villa early.

 Other than arranging for Butler Hamid to make some food, she didn't go anywhere else, she was sitting in the first-floor hall, staring at the front door, waiting for Link to return home.

 "She forced herself to cheer up and started to handle affairs."

 Link said frankly, "Starting from tomorrow, you will be running errands for Serene Wizard, you can learn her ways and means of work as you help her, how about that?"

 "Sure, no problem."

 Jasmine understood Link's meaning instantly, she didn't hesitate and agreed right away.

 "As long as you're willing. Although it's not exactly proper to say so, it is indeed a rare opportunity."

 Link explained his arrangements, "Normally, you can't find such a good opportunity to learn how to operate a mature organization."

 "Mhm, I understand."

 Jasmine nodded and then said, "You didn't eat dinner yet, right? I asked Hamid to prepare some snacks, do you want some?"

 "Sure."

 Link didn't refuse and agreed directly, following Jasmine to the dining room.

 Snacks?

 It was a plate full of heartfelt intent.

 How could he let her careful preparation and anticipation go to waste?

 "Oh yes, the college has sent you a lot of valuable supplies, as your reward this time."

 At the dining table, as Link sat and began to eat the snacks, Jasmine brought up another matter,

 "You weren't there, so I accepted it for you, once you finished the snacks, I'll give them to you. I had a look, the supplies were divided into three parts, rewards for the team match, the individual match, and for catching a few Lucias in time."

 "Mhm, there's no rush, let's eat first."

 Slowly savoring the soft, glutinous balls made to imitate sesame dumplings, Link indeed was not in a rush to examine the school rewards.

 Those supplies are stored in Jasmine's necklace pendant, they won't grow wings and fly away.

 After patiently finishing all the soft glutinous balls in the bowl, Link and Jasmine moved to the spacious warehouse.

 Here, there was plenty of space, which was convenient for storing and retrieving a large amount of supplies.

 Jasmine took out one by one, all the rewards the college had given to Link, from her necklace pendant.

 Just a rough look at the types of supplies and Link already knew that his use of the 'Small World' power in person during the meeting with the principal had another effect.

 The supplies awarded by the school can all be used to cultivate the 'Small World'.

 Link didn't hide it, he fed all the valuable supplies, one box after another, to the 'Small World' right in front of Jasmine.

 "No wonder you're always complaining about being poor."

 Watching the supplies being swallowed up by the 'Small World' like a flowing stream and the empty boxes left in the warehouse, the wealthy Jasmine couldn't help but comment.
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 With the "Small World" having an endless "appetite," when would it ever be satisfied?

 She suddenly felt the absurdity of being the lesser one, as though the "Small World" was the main house.

 Link wasn't as generous to her as he was towards the "Small World".

 "Where's Franda? Have her come out, let her sleep with me tonight."

 Jasmine, out of jealousy, had her right hand pinched Link's soft waist, threatening him with an attitude as if she would pinch him to death if he didn't agree.

 For a moment, Link was confused as to why Jasmine's temper was suddenly so volatile.

 What could he do?

 He could only summon Franda, and then watch Jasmine joyfully holding Franda's little hand, turning and heading towards the upstairs bedroom.

 Not bothering to pay any attention to Link, who was left behind in the warehouse alone.

 "Seriously, they are not respectful when they are close, and they grumble when they are far away!"

 Sighing, Link continued to feed the "Small World".

 When he was done feeding, he saw that the third cultivation progress, which was originally half remaining, suddenly filled up, and even a little extra.

 Link thought to himself: the college was really generous this time.

 If Link gathered these resources by himself, it would take more than a year of painstaking management of the Grande Potion Shop.

 During this period, he had to maintain the rhythm of producing one or two premium potions every month or two to attract traffic.

 But Link's behavior absolutely deserved the college's generosity.

 It did not mention the killing of the team competition, where he alone forced the four wizard organizations to withdraw from the individual competition after shaking the world.

 Just the strong expulsion of the leader of Mesopotamia University, then captured Lucia and others, leading three teams to blockade the team of Mesopotamia University, has saved enough dignity for the college.

 It is to prevent the college from losing face because of Lucia's family's rebellion.

 Thinking of the matter of Lucia's family fleeing, Link thought it necessary to find out more about it.

 Returning to his study, Link began to browse various forums, trying to find some gossip and regular reports about Lucia's family defection.

 Perhaps it was because the family's dishonor should not be publicized, the college has blocked all the news about this.

 He couldn't find any news about this on the forum.

 Even those posts using subtle wording, hinting at this matter, were blocked the moment they were published.

 After doing some methods, Link entered a forum related to Mesopotamia University.

 To find that there was no disclosure of any news about this here either.

 It seems that the position and handling method of Ravensmouth College and Mesopotamia University on this matter are the same, which is to stay cold.

 "It looks like I need to try other channels."

 Thinking so, Link sent out the messages of enquiry to Lanny Taylor and Tiffany Colonna.

 Hindered by the alliance with Lanny, he didn't end with the insect world's task.

 Their tacit relationship remained.

 They supported each other.

 As for Tiffany, extorting Mesopotamia University's team leader, she had to owe some favors.

 Soon, the replies from Lanny and Tiffany arrived one after another.

 Lanny replied:

 "After Sandra met with the dean, she did not mention this matter at all, and reminded me that if you find out that you are investigating this matter, I should remind you that the key is not Lucia, but Lionel. Also, you should pay more attention to Wizard Cody's actions. If there is any problem, don't reply."

 Link's conflict with Lucia's family is apparent.

 When he found out Lucia's family had defected, it would be abnormal if Link didn't investigate.

 It wasn't strange that Sandra could guess this.

 Tiffany replied:

 "According to reliable information, there seems to be hidden reasons behind Lucia's family's defection this time, and they seem to have been forced to do so.

 The various industries of Lucia's family have not been transferred, only the clan leader, elders, and some core clans have been accepted by Mesopotamia University, many direct family members have been abandoned, and even two legions have not been retrieved.

 The college's attitude towards the remnants of Lucia's family is also very vague, it seems that there is no intention to punish.

 This matter is deep and complicated, and I personally suggest that you don't get involved."

 Listening to people's advice leads to having a full meal.

 After reading the two replies, Link decided to stop the investigation into the defection of Lucia's family.

 He should concentrate on assisting Serene Wizard to do some things in the near future.

 Rescue of the Sage Palo army is more important.

 "Master, Master."

 Franda, who was playful and mischievous, accompanied her mistress while playing, speaking in Link's heart, "The 'Small World' evolved so fast this time, it has already completed."

 "Is that so? What new abilities have you gained this time?"

 Link suppressed his thoughts and began to interact seriously with Franda.

 "Um..."

 Franda sensed it carefully, her tone excited, "Master, Franda can now, just like you Master, coolly split self-illusions! And also, eh... what's this?"

 Franda, who was counting her new abilities with the third evolution of the "Small World", seems to have discovered something extraordinary.

 Ignoring her play with Mrs. and conversations with Link, she returned to 'Small World' with a swoosh.

 "Link Grande!"

 Jasmine's scream came from her bedroom to the study. "Where have you called Franda?"

 As soon as her voice fell, Jasmine appeared at the entrance of the study, fiery and hands akimbo: "You owe me Franda."

 Link explained calmly, "The 'Small World' has completed its third evolution, and Franda returned on her own. It has nothing to do with me."

 "I don't care!"
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 Jasmine rushed to not far in front of Link.

 She suddenly leapt into the air, heavily landing on Link, lowered her head and bit hard, viciously biting down on the shoulder she had bitten before.

 After a long while, Jasmine finally let go, looking at the bite mark that will soon fade away, her voice carrying a touch of sadness, she asked, "Tell me the truth, aren't you planning on leaving me and 'Do Whatever You Like' behind and go away on your own again?"

 "What nonsense are you talking about?"

 Link contemplated for a moment, thought about his recent schedule, and said with a smile, "I have no idea what you're talking about. You're imagining things."

 Jasmine lifted her head and stared into Link's eyes, "You promise?"

 Just as Link was about to speak, he was silenced by Jasmine's small hand.

 "Forget it, don't make a promise you can't keep."

 Jasmine removed her hand, got up from Link's arms, sat to the side, and mumbled to herself:

 "For some reason, ever since I came back today, looking at the empty villa, I've had this strange premonition that I'm about to lose you for a very long, long time.

 My perceptions are not as keen as yours, and I've never had an accurate intuition or premonition before.

 But this one premonition, no matter how unwilling I am to believe it, I just inexplicably know that it's correct."

 With that, Jasmine sniffed: "Especially when you came back and immediately arranged for me to study with the Serene Wizard without discussing anything else. This made my feelings even worse."

 Link truly had no such plan.

 But he didn't take Jasmine's premonition as a meaningless fantasy, instead he took it seriously.

 It made no sense that his premonitions and intuitions were always accurate, but Jasmine's premonition would definitely fail.

 After pondering for a while, Link said solemnly:

 "I have no such plans indeed, but your premonition must be taken seriously.

 My original arrangements for you were to study with the Serene Wizard for a while before going to the Cultivation Secret Realm.

 To prevent being suddenly drafted by the academy or having other emergencies, how about you skip studying with the Serene Wizard tomorrow and go directly to the Cultivation Secret Realm?

 If your premonition comes true and I really have to leave alone for some time due to some reasons, you can focus on rapidly improving in the Cultivation Secret Realm during this period.

 The official Wizard-level cultivation secret realm can last up to three months."

 Jasmine pouted: "I'll listen to all your arrangements."

 "Then it's settled."

 Link patted Jasmine's head and smiled, "Don't be so down, think about it from another perspective, no matter where I go or how long I'm gone, I'll have to come back, right?"

 "Hmph!"

 Link wasn't sure what upset Jasmine, but she let out a cold snort and stomped away angrily.

 "What..."

 Link awkwardly scratched his head, "Could it be that I'm truly insensitive?"

 Just as Link was beginning to doubt himself, Franda's voice rang out:

 "Master, Master, two strange doorholes have appeared at the Origin of the 'Small World'. I communicated with the 'Small World' Origin and these two holes seem very similar to the teleportation portals that you often use, they can transport to other places."

 Link's attention was immediately attracted.

 With a thought, he directly entered the "Small World" in his true form, appearing beside Franda, at the Origin.

 Two black doorholes as tall as a man came into Link's view.

 After careful perception, Link found that these two doorholes were indeed similar to teleportation portals.

 Without any hesitation, he activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state, augmenting it with Origin Power, Link entered his most powerful thinking state, throwing himself fully into analysing these two doorholes.

 It was only when his brain was pushed to its limits that Link finally achieved a relatively complete analysis result.

 These two doorholes are indeed a kind of prototypical inter-dimensional teleportation portal.

 The current teleportation capability is extremely limited, and neither living creatures nor a large amount of goods can be transported at once.

 Even the worlds behind the two doorholes are unknown.

 The driving energy of the doorholes is the Origin Power of the "Small World", or Magic Stones that have been recharged using an Energy Storage Device.

 If he really needs to use the doorholes, Link would of course choose to use the Energy Storage Magic Stones for power supply.

 "Franda, observe here more frequently, and see what changes will occur."

 Link thought, and issued a command to Franda.

 "Yes, Master, I will observe here carefully and ensure that nothing goes wrong."

 Franda patted her tiny chest, talking mighty big, "Franda is very powerful now, oh. I can use all the witchcraft that Master knows."

 "Hmm?"

 Hearing this, Link was slightly surprised.

 Franda's existence is very special, being both tangible and intangible. She can not only walk in the real world but also reside in Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 The second upgrade of the "Small World" gave Franda the ability to camouflage and the power to become the Spirit of the Wind.

 Could it be that this third upgrade has compensated for Franda's deficiency in elemental affinity?

 After carefully examining Franda's body, Link was surprised to find that Franda now also had the state of Full-Element Affinity.

 Besides witchcraft that only True Spirit Wizards can use, Franda could now also master elemental wizardry.

 She could completely be seen as a female, miniature version of Link.

 "Not bad, not bad. From now on, Master's security will be entrusted to Franda for protection."

 Link was not at all stingy with his words of praise, even entrusting her with a significant responsibility.

 "Don't worry, Master, Franda will surely protect Master well."

 Hearing Link's words, Franda's chest puffed up even more, "Also, I will protect Mistress too."
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 "Alright, that's settled then." 

 Link gently patted Franda's little head and said, "The lady of the house was just blaming me, she thought I was the one who summoned you back."

 "Ah!"

 Franda covered her face with her tiny hands, looking quite embarrassed, "Franda completely forgot to sleep with the lady of the house. This is...so rude."

 As soon as she finished speaking, Franda disappeared from the origin, went to the Wizard World, and continued to accompany Jasmine.

 Seeing this, Link was stunned.

 In the past, it had to be Link in the Wizard World for Franda to be able to walk there.

 But now, Link's real body was in the "Small World".

 Had the third evolution brought such a significant and terrifying improvement to Franda?

 Franda was still just the "spirit" of the "small world".

 As the World Master, wouldn't the feedback received be even more shocking?

 Returning to his study in an instant, Link started to examine himself, from top to bottom, inside and out, and finally found three obvious improvements:

 First, his spiritual power had reached its limit, exactly 399;

 The next stage was to liquefy the spiritual power.

 Second, the "solar system" in his Sea of Consciousness felt even more "alive";

 To describe it, it was like the difference in texture between rough plastic and warm jade.

 Third, his body's ability to handle spatial pressure had become stronger.

 Previously, entering and exiting the "small world" would always cause a spacetime extraction sensation far exceeding when using an inter-dimensional teleportation portal.

 Now, it had greatly lessened, no longer causing so much discomfort.

 To sum it up, Link had become stronger and was now ready to challenge second level wizards.

 "Is this too fast?"

 Link murmured to himself and then shook his head, smiling.

 As long as the foundation is solid, it doesn't matter how fast the promotion speed is.

 Thinking of this, Link took out his portable intelligence terminal, used up the usage counts of the Official wizard level secret realm of cultivation, booked a usage time, and changed the user.

 After finishing all this, he practiced deep meditation, and went to bed.

 The next day.

 Early in the morning.

 After breakfast with Jasmine, an hover car arranged by the academy stopped at the front of the villa.

 The location of the secret realm of cultivation is a highly classified secret.

 No matter if it's an apprentice or an official wizard, they have to take the hover car arranged by the academy to the designated location.

 All aspects are fully arranged by the academy, there is no need to worry about anything.

 "Go, don't overthink, concentrate on cultivation."

 After sending Jasmine onto the hover car and watching it fade in the distance, Link then drove out of the villa to Serein wizard's North District Villa.

 Rescuing the Sage Palo army isn't a one-time event, it must be pushed forward every day.

 Therefore, Serene Wizard insisted that everyone meet at her villa every morning to report on their progress.

 If they encounter any difficult or unsolvable problems, they consult with each other.

 As Sage Palo's highly regarded younger generation in recent years and the one who has received Sage Palo's support many times, Link must attend.

 Moreover, on the matter of rescuing the Sage Palo Army, Link must contribute greatly.

 By the time Link arrived, many people were already seated in the temporarily converted conference room.

 Those familiar to him were only Sharia, Ayla, and Tina. Most of the others were either strangers or mere acquaintances.

 All the wizards who once belonged to Wizard Cody—Sage Palo faction but later left Sage Palo faction when Wizard Cody entered the Metamorphosis period to join the yet to be established faction of Sage Cody didn't come.

 Only Wizard Cody himself was present from the Cody faction, sitting in one of the two main seats beside Serene Wizard.

 After a while, all those attending the meeting have arrived.

 Serene Wizard began to preside over the meeting and listened to reports.

 Once these procedures were completed, Serene Wizard introduced the first topic of the meeting:

 "The academy replied to me last night, saying they are researching a rescue plan for the Palo Sage Army, and asked me not to be too anxious.

 They also said if we're really impatient, we can start by collecting materials and preparing some strategic supplies.

 They have suggested two options for this: one is to collect materials for building a teleportation portal, and the second is to collect wizard tools and supplies for interstellar warfare.

 Now, let's all openly discuss how we should collect these supplies."

 As soon as she finished speaking, the short-haired female wizard in charge of finance stood up and said:

 "Even if we cash in some of our assets, the Magic Stones we collect won't be sufficient. We could only choose one of the two suggestions to execute in order to ensure enough supplies. Attempting both at once will end up insufficient for both."

 This situation had to be taken seriously.

 Everyone began to discuss this matter with the people they knew.

 After a while, the male wizard in charge of strategic materials acquisition stated: "I have reviewed the recent bulk materials trading data. From a timeliness perspective, gathering interstellar warfare wizard tools and supplies would be more efficient, and is less difficult."

 Ayla, who was in charge of inventory, also voiced her agreement: "Most of our stored supplies are for interstellar warfare and replenishment. The materials that could be used for building the teleportation portal were all taken by Palo Sage army."

 Hearing this, Serene Wizard looked around at those present and asked in a deep voice: "Then should we focus on gathering interstellar warfare wizard tools and supplies? Does anyone have other opinions? Agree or disagree?"

 Wizard Cody opened his slightly narrowed eyes and said quietly:

 "I disagree."
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 "How so?" 

 Without missing a beat, the Serene Wizard turned her head, voicing her question.

 All eyes in the conference room fell upon Wizard Cody.

 The atmosphere subtly became a bit more complex.

 Everyone waited expectantly, wondering what kind of reasoning this man, once the leader of both Wizard Cody's line and Sage Palo's line, would put forth.

 Anxiety, anticipation, and solemnity were the predominant feelings that swirled in their minds.

 It was a defining moment - a watershed in the relations between Wizard Cody's line and Sage Palo's line, lines which were once so profoundly intertwined with each other.

 If Wizard Cody's upcoming speech opposed the common consensus for the sake of opposition alone, the situation would become incredibly complicated.

 Link recalled how Tiffany had cautioned him the night before to be mindful of Wizard Cody's actions.

 With everyone's attention on him, Wizard Cody casually said, "I suggest that we should prepare both types of supplies. There's no point in dividing houses at this moment. All the magic stones and materials under my command could be used here first."

 Serene did not leap for joy at Wizard Cody's expression of intent.

 She asked gravely, "What about your army?"

 "Stand down," Wizard Cody replied, leaning back lazily, "In any case, after my promotion, the academy will assign me a new legion. Worst case scenario, I emulate Palo, command a Miscellaneous Legion, and then slowly reorganize and train them."

 Taking a pause, Wizard Cody stressed, "He reduced the funding for the army in exchange for my recovery, can't I reciprocate?"

 The conference attendees let out a collective sigh after hearing Wizard Cody's words.

 As long as he wasn't trying to exploit the situation to sever ties or clear the air, it was good enough for them.

 After the relief, many felt that their previous worries were purely absurd.

 Wizard Cody wasn't a fool; He wouldn't make such a stupid decision before the Sage Palo army was in real danger.

 Many people were making such excuses, unwilling to confront their baseless worries.

 Link had a hunch that Wizard Cody's opposition to solely preparing interstellar warfare magic tools and supplies was not as simple as it seemed, but he had no evidence.

 So he kept it to himself for the time being and decided to investigate later during his free time.

 Wizard Serene took to heart Wizard Cody's reasoning and gratefully said, "Thank you, Cody."

 "Anytime,"

 Wizard Cody motioned for Serene not to be formal with him, and not to treat him as an outsider.

 The conference then pivoted towards the procurement of both types of supplies.

 Link listened intently, never joining in.

 In the field of procurement, whether it is network or channels, Link fell short.

 The conference didn't drag on for long.

 From start to finish, it lasted no more than half an hour. It ended swiftly, with decisions being implemented immediately.

 Without lingering, Wizard Cody left as soon as the conference ended.

 At Serene's behest, Link didn't leave immediately, choosing to stay behind.

 "Cody has changed,"

 In the living room, the Serene Wizard ordered the AI butler to make a cup of freshly brewed green tea for Link. Holding her favorite milk tea that was concocted later based on her preference, she sighed deeply.

 Link didn't respond, he just sipped his tea.

 It didn't bother the Serene Wizard though. Instead, she asked, "Didn't you say that Jasmine was going to come and help me? Where is she?"

 "She was in good shape so I sent her to the Cultivation Secret Realm."

 Link didn't tell the whole truth, but he didn't lie either.

 Jasmine was indeed doing well. Her knowledge was in top-notch condition, she only lacked spiritual power and magic power, as well as combat experience with first-level wizards.

 The official wizard level secret realm of cultivation could quickly increase spiritual power and magic power, as well as simulate battles to elevate experience.

 "You really are generous," the Serene Wizard sighed enviously.

 This was a top-tier treatment that she had never enjoyed before.

 "She helped me a lot. It's only normal to pay her back."

 Link explained the reason he had allowed Jasmine to use the official wizard level secret realm of cultivation, but he didn't mention that he didn't need to enter the Cultivation Secret Realm any longer.

 "Forget it, I won't meddle in your affairs."

 Serene waved it off, took a sip of her milk tea, and steered the conversation back, "What do you think of the people who came today? Especially Cody. Don't hold back, just say what you're thinking."

 "Do you want the truth?"

 Link pondered for a moment, testing her sincerity.

 "Of course, the truth."

 Serene glared at Link.

 For some reason, under her anxious expression, her charm did not diminish, but instead became increasingly alluring.

 Luckily, the person sitting opposite her was a gentleman, capable of firmly restraining his mind with the "Mind Closure Technique", unlike others who would surrender at her feet.

 Link solemnly declared, "The simple truth is that we won't be able to save Sage Palo with their help."

 "Sigh..."

 Serene let out a long sigh.

 That was a fact she was already aware of.

 Her reliable men were already in the legion.

 Even if Wizard Cody was truly willing to provide substantial support, he wouldn't be able to do much due to him being in his metamorphosis period.

 "The academy…" Her words trailed off, and she did not finish what she was saying.

 Link didn't need to hear the rest, the general sense of what Serene wanted to express was pretty clear to him.

 She was simply lamenting that the academy did not take the situation of the Sage Palo army being besieged by the Abyss demons seriously.
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 Throughout Ravensmouth College, the native and headquarters areas alone, there were more than two hundred sage-level legions among the college's structure.

 At the same time, there were more than a hundred heavenly battlefields open for combat.

 Almost every month, a message or two of defeat would be delivered.

 If the college were to rush to the rescue every time any old sage army suffered a minor setback, what good would those sage armies do them?

 Sage armies were initially formed for territory expansion and protecting their important resource worlds in the worst-case scenario.

 It wouldn't make sense for the college to protect the Sage Army instead.

 Deploying emergency assistance would only be considered if a given sage army truly faced the danger of being wiped out, or if the benefits from the situation were extremely significant.

 The Palo Sage army had just been besieged by demons from the abyss, and the teleportation portal linking them to the rear camp had been destroyed. But that did not necessarily mean they had been cut off entirely from the college.

 The fact that messages were being transmitted via special channels suggested that the situation had not yet become desperate, and they could attempt to break through on their own, or even launch a counterattack.

 Serene Wizard understood all these logically.

 But all of them were just logical arguments, Serene Wizard wasn't so cold-hearted and rational to ignore his concerns just because it makes logical sense.

 "Go about your tasks then," said Serene Wizard, who was visibly in low spirits. He made no attempt to keep Link around.

 "Call me if anything happens. I'll come by every day to see if I can contribute in any way," Link responded, rising and leaving the villa in the North District that belonged to the Serene Wizard.

 He drove straight to the Grande Potion shop, checking over the account books and potion reserves before heading up to the potion laboratory on the second floor.

 But instead of carrying out potion research or refining processes, he ordered a batch of intelligent reconnaissance puppets with inter-dimensional communication capabilities through his intelligence.

 There were a variety of models, capable of operations in the sea, on land, and in the air, with features for every type of reconnaissance mission. The purchase cost him a large amount of magic stones.

 Subsequently, Link started going through various references, trying to find precedents of two portal-like objects appearing as offshoots from the origin of a "small world".

 Regrettably, there was very little data on this topic, and even scattered pieces of information found held little insight.

 Disappointed but not discouraged, he found no progress. He decided to put that aside for now and called over Buck and Linn.

 In no time, the two of them arrived from the Senior Division.

 "What's up, Boss?" asked Linn, who had gradually assumed the position of the spokesperson and de facto leader in the brotherhood, his character becoming more and more steady over time, while Buck had become more impulsive.

 "How's the collection of depleted magic stones going?"

 Ever since Link found out about the Energy Storage Device and its purpose, he asked the "Everything is Free" Brotherhood to collect magic stones that had been drained of their power.

 Originally, these were only for powering the "Celestial Shuttle", but now with the two black portals, there is a need to step up the collection effort.

 "We've gathered over 5000 standard level one stones, and over 900 of level two," reported Linn, with somewhat disappointing numbers. He explained, "The college, various prominent families, black market, and some organizations, are all collecting depleted magic stones. We can't compete on price, so collection is relatively difficult."

 Price wars usually involve selling at low prices for profit.

 Purchasing depleted magic stones at a high price, even with a legitimate use, would simply be foolish behavior.

 "You can take the depleted magic stones you've collected to the lakeside villa this afternoon. Try to mobilize more manpower when you go back, especially in the West District."

 "Understood," Linn agreed, aware that there must be a reason for his hasty request and did not object.

 After some thought, Linn suggested, "Should we give some quotas to those five?"

 By quota, he was referring to the "Fairy" potion.

 A single tree does not make a forest. A handful of five low-level thugs at most could only "rule" one or two barely occupied alleys in the West District.

 If they dared enter populated areas where resources were somewhat plentiful, they wouldn't know how they died.

 Their only improvement was in their wizard qualifications, their power hadn't improved instantly.

 "That's possible," Link replied, wanting to test out the newly optimized "Fairy" potion. Considering this, he decided to bring out the "Empowerment" potion to make some real progress and collect some data.

 He said, "Tell them that I have another kind of potion. It can rapidly enhance their power in a short time, but the cost is a drastic depletion of their potential, severely lowering their future potential."

 "They're getting a deal," Buck suddenly spoke up from the side. "They practically have no future to speak of. They would jump at the chance to enhance their power."

 He was telling the truth.

 Link didn't respond, signaling Buck and Linn to handle these two tasks.

 After pacing around the potion laboratory for a while, Link began considering the premonition Jasmine had mentioned the previous day.

 It was indeed a peculiar situation.

 Up until now, Link himself hadn't felt any intuition or premonitions regarding it.

 "Could it be that the portal is relocating?" he wondered, just as his pocket brain began to vibrate.

 The inter-dimensional intelligent reconnaissance puppet he ordered had been delivered to his villa in the North District, accepted on his behalf by the butler, Hamid.

 Link left the Grande Potion shop and drove back to his villa. He instructed Butler Hamid to deliver the inter-dimensional intelligent reconnaissance puppet to the magic laboratory on the third basement level of his villa and activated the villa's highest level of security.

 "Franda, time to get to work."

 With all twenty of the different-sized inter-dimensional intelligent reconnaissance puppets moved into the "small world", Link sat upright, ready for what might come.

 "Right away, Master."
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 In the "Small World," Franda moved the Inter-Dimensional intelligent reconnaissance puppets next to the Origin Power, in front of the Black Doorhole.

 These puppets automatically divided themselves into two groups, each group consisting of 10 units.

 Franda put on the Holographic glasses that were linked to the ten reconnaissance puppets on the left and held the specialized smart computer, operating the puppets as they entered the black doorhole on the left one by one.

 Link always kept the worn-out Magic Stones handy while using the Celestial Shuttle, he converted worn-out Magic Stones into Energy Storage Magic Stones during interstellar travel using the Energy Storage Device.

 Acquiring through "Do Whatever You Want" was just one of the channels.

 After the producer of the "Hummingbird" Level interstellar battleship sent energy storage devices, Link exchanged them for a batch of worn-out Magic Stones through Serene Wizard.

 It was these Energy Storage Magic Stones, converted from worn-out Magic Stones, that were being supplied to the black doorhole on the left right now.

 The Origin Power in the "Small World" was too precious to be wasted without necessity.

 Link shared Franda's view and was preparing to respond to any unforeseen situations at any time.

 The real-time images were transmitted back by ten reconnaissance puppets in sequence.

 From what they could see, the black doorhole on the left was connected to a vast space without any frame of reference.

 One could faintly see some battle traces, a tiny bit of Abyss Demon's limb that had not been melted, and the remnants of a large and complex advanced Rune Array.

 "Master, this is similar to the boundary wall of the 'Small World'. "

 Franda spoke in Link's heart while operating ten reconnaissance puppets to scatter and scout, trying to find other clues.

 "It is not similar. This is the boundary wall of some world."

 Link had a vague guess in his heart but did not speak out as it was not confirmed.

 "Oh really?"

 "How can the 'Small World' connect with the boundary wall of other worlds, Master? What's going on?" Franda asked, tilting her head curiously.

 "I am not sure for the moment," replied Link.

 "Franda, let these ten reconnaissance puppets move freely and report back if there is a significant discovery. You take charge of the other ten and enter the doorhole on the right."

 "All right, Master," replied Franda sweetly. After operating a bit, she switched to another pair of Holographic glasses and another specialized smart computer, controlling another ten reconnaissance puppets to enter the black doorhole.

 "Madam was right, Master does like to keep us in suspense."

 While controlling the puppets, Franda mumbled with her mouth pouted.

 This time, she didn't speak in Link's heart, but said it directly.

 It seemed as if Link couldn't hear in this way.

 "Franda, I heard that," Link reminded her lightly, trying to contain his laughter.

 "So what if you heard it, didn't I say it right? Master, you do love to keep secrets," with her big eyes blinking, Franda stated confidently.

 Link was left speechless.

 Soon, the real-time images of these ten reconnaissance puppets were transmitted back.

 The first thing that caught Link's eyes was the familiar green color.

 "As expected, these two doorholes are connected to the Fairy World."

 After repeatedly confirming, Link no longer kept suspense and voiced his guess.

 "Eh? It's indeed the Fairy World!" Even though Franda never set foot in the Fairy World, she had viewed the "outer world" through Link's vision while he was on a deep reconnaissance mission.

 She was somewhat knowledgeable about the geographical features of the Fairy World.

 As soon as Link reminded her, she recognized it immediately.

 "Master, what's the next step?" Franda asked excitedly, "Do you want Franda to go on a reconnaissance mission?"

 "No rush. Let's have the reconnaissance puppets investigate the situation around first," Link refused Franda's playful suggestion, deciding to play it safe.

 "All right then," agreed Franda, pouting.

 Franda had become much more expressive after the third upgrade of the "Small World."

 For Link, this was a good thing.

 From the very beginning, Link had never treated Franda as a common tower spirit, like an artificial intelligence.

 Instead, he always regarded Franda as a real human being.

 Even though Franda's original form was more like a small spirit like a flower fairy.

 "Franda, keep an eye on it and let me know immediately if you find something."

 After confirming there was no danger, Link was not planning to stay. He had other important things to deal with.

 "You can go. You're always busy," said Franda dismissively, "Madam was not wrong, Master is never home. Poor Madam, she sleeps alone every night in an empty bed. So lonely!"

 At her words, Link was left speechless.

 Just how many bad things Jasmine had said about him?

 Was she not afraid of misleading Franda?

 "Naughty girl!" Using his spiritual power, Link gently knocked on Franda's head and disconnected from the "Small World."

 He left Franda behind, her hands clutching her head in grievance while continuing to monitor the Fairy World on the other side of the black doorhole.

 After leaving the underground third-floor Magic Laboratory and coming to the study, Link pondered for nearly half an hour before biting the bullet and making a decision.

 He picked up his personal smart computer and sent a meeting request to the dean, a person he only met once before.

 This was a high-risk move.

 People at the dean level, like celestial bodies in space, come with strong gravity themselves, capturing and gathering all kinds of people and events.

 This phenomenon was described in Link's previous life's astronomy as "Roche Limit."

 If Link had too much contact with the dean, he might get caught like small celestial bodies passing by a large one, get entangled in one trouble after another.
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 However, Link believed that this adventure was necessary.

 Many things seemed wrong the more he thought about it.

 Soon, the dean replied to Link, asking him to come to his office right away.

 Link did not dare to delay and immediately took his car, heading straight to the administration building of the senior division at the fastest speed.

 He drove his "Phantom Coupe" at eight times the speed of sound.

 If it were not for the academy's rule that the speed limit of a private transportation vehicle is eight times the speed of sound, Link could have maxed out the performance of the "Phantom Coupe" to reach twelve times the speed of sound!

 A Third Ring magic tool level transportation vehicle, a private custom edition, is not merely for commuting.

 Many first level wizards would not be able to save enough magic stones to buy a "Phantom Coupe" in their lifetime.

 "Knock, knock, knock."

 In just ten minutes, Link arrived outside the dean's office and gently knocked on the door.

 "Come in."

 The dean's distinctive magnetic baritone voice came out.

 "Hello, dean."

 Link entered, greeted the dean politely as he arrived at his desk.

 "Sit."

 The dean gestured towards the chair with a warm attitude, "What can I do for you? Don't be restrained, be natural."

 "Yes."

 Link agreed with a smile, then asked seriously, "Dean, may I ask, if a 'small world' devours and digests the spirit of a world's top existence of level 5, would it create an inter-dimensional passage to that world?"

 "Interesting."

 The dean had been expecting something when he heard Link's question, his interest piqued even more, and he chuckled,

 "So it turns out that it was you who killed the new generation Fairy King, who the Fairy World had bestowed a deep intent upon, in the Fairy world assigned for Palo to conquer."

 That's why Palo's report did not mention specific cause of the Fairy King's death, only the time of death could be confirmed, the location of death unknown, as well as the cause of death unknown."

 He paused, then asked Link curiously, "You haven't told Palo about this?"

 Link answered earnestly, "I never found the right opportunity."

 "Hmm…"

 Satisfying his curiosity, the dean returned to a normal state. He didn't ask how Link had managed to kill the Fairy King's Spirit, but instead answered Link's question,

 "Although the new generation Fairy King has not grown into an extraordinary life of level 5, it has already obtained enough care from the intent of the Fairy World."

 If he dies in the Fairy World, this attention will naturally be returned to the Fairy World.

 If the Fairy King's Spirit was killed by you, this intent will also slowly return to the Fairy World by a mechanism that is not yet thoroughly researched.

 But as you said, it was a 'small world' in its growing stage that devoured and digested the Fairy King's Spirit, this 'small world' would naturally establish a connection with the Fairy World."

 Just starting to create a passage that can allow inter-dimensional teleportation is only the beginning."

 In the future, it would even form a closer connection, bringing about more astounding effects.

 Such as…"

 At this point, the dean suddenly paused, chuckling as if he had thought of something more interesting:

 "For example, even though your 'small world' has not grown big enough yet, it can still help you advance to the level of Great Sage by using the tight connection with the Fairy World."

 This is an opportunity that Walters would be desperate for!"

 As for advancing to a Great Sage, for the current Link, that's too far off.

 Link asked the main reason for this adventure: "Can I establish contact with the trapped Sage Palo through this passage, and send supplies?"

 "Of course."

 The dean furrowed his brows slightly, and asked doubtfully, "What are you worried about?"

 Link did not hide it and voiced his real concern: "The academy's handling of Lucia's Family has left me confused, hesitant, and even somewhat fearful."

 A family that had defected and revealed the coordinates of the Sage-Level Legion's stationed world was not given much severe punishment by the academy.

 The academy had "let go" of Lucia's Family's core members to switch over to Mesopotamia University. They had only confiscated industries that had not been transferred in time and had only imposed custody on members who had not moved, without publicly punishing them.

 This made Link have to consider more.

 "About that..."

 The dean pondered for a while, considering Link's good attitude and performance of not seeking the Serene Wizard and others secretly and bypassing the academy to directly assist the Palo Sage Army after discovering the passage to the Fairy World, decided to give a somewhat clear explanation.

 He waved his hand, and the entire dean's office entered a particular state.

 It seemed like a space bubble anchored in the Wizard World, rather than a real office in the Wizard World.

 In this way, unless the opponent's power and rank were far superior to the dean, the conversation in here would not be overheard by anyone.

 "What comes out of my mouth enters yours. If it leaks and brings a disaster to you, don't say I didn't warn you beforehand."

 The dean first warned him, then said,

 "This is a setup.

 The defection from the Lucia family's core layer and the encirclement of the Palo Sage Army by the abyss demon was a sacrifice they willingly chose to make."

 The purpose was to send a signal to the outside world, that the alliance between our academy and Mesopotamia University is being threatened."

 In the future, our academy will take more actions to attract the attention of the other wizard organizations in the Mitchell District, including the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 Let their attention be focused on our academy, and gradually ignore Mesopotamia University."

 Do you understand what I'm saying?"

 Link nodded, "I understand. That is to say, no matter what we do to rescue the Palo Sage Army, it will not affect the academy's master plan."

 "You could understand it that way."

 The dean's mouth curled into a smile, laden with deep meaning, "It's no wonder that Palo has mentioned to me several times that you're a sly little fox."

 "Huh?"

 Link was taken aback, "Do you and Sage Palo have a close relationship, Dean?"

 The Dean chuckled, "Without my support, would Palo dare to be so defiant to the Lionel Family?"

 "Okay, I see."

 Link sighed, resolving another doubt.

 He had finally found the real boss behind this whole scenario.
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 The world is ever-changing. 

 So are status and identity.

 With Link demonstrating the strength that suppresses the lead of the Senior Second-Level Wizard from Mesopotamia University, Link's identity and status immediately shifted.

 Just at that instant, without any delay or waiting.

 Whether it's the college administration, Wizard Serene, Wizard Cody, or even Link himself, all have to quickly adapt to this change and not treat Link like an ordinary First Level Wizard any longer.

 Not to mention the standard of a Third Level Wizard, which would be a bit of an exaggeration.

 At the very least, Link should be treated as a powerful Senior Second-Level Wizard.

 The classic demonstration of this was when Sandra asked for Link's opinion first before sharing the video with others.

 This is an attitude of equal treatment.

 It's not like before, where on the surface, there was humility, but in reality, there was arrogance.

 The difference between asking for acceptance after a decision is made and asking for permission before making a decision is enormous.

 It's also because Link displayed an exceptionally extraordinary demeanor.

 Only then did the Principal, this man who stands behind Sage Palo, agree immediately upon receiving an audience request from Link.

 Only then, when Link directly expressed his doubts, hesitations and fears about the college's recent actions, did the Principal patiently provide answers.

 To eliminate the potential gap that Link might have towards the college due to this, he even revealed to Link a highly classified secret.

 Is this approach childish or absurd?

 Not childish, not absurd at all.

 Link, at the First Level Wizard stage, could exhibit combat power surpassing a Senior Second-Level Wizard, nearing the edge of a Third Level Wizard.

 This is a solid demonstration of both immediate combat power and potential.

 Moreover, it's still uncertain whether this is all of Link's strength.

 Aside from Link himself, nobody knows if he has an even more powerful trump card hidden away!

 Link's future indeed holds infinite possibilities.

 For these possibilities, the Principal can rightfully carry out these actions.

 No one can criticize his actions.

 "Thank you, Principal, for answering my doubts."

 Now that Link has his answers, his mind is made up on what to do next.

 "Why the formalities?"

 The Principal chuckled, "Any other questions?"

 "No."

 "Are you still afraid?"

 "Not anymore."

 "Then go and do what you want to do. Don't worry about anything. Remember, you are no longer a minor character who can be manipulated."

 The Principal gave Link a reassurance pill, as well as a kind reminder, "As your power improves, your mindset should change as well. Being overly ambitious is not good, but hiding one's abilities is equally undesirable."

 "Thank you, Principal."

 Link pondered upon hearing this.

 After politely thanking him, he left the Principal's office, went downstairs, drove back to his lakeside villa.

 He put the depleted Magic Stones that Buck and Linn had given him into his "Small World," planning to use the "Celestial Shuttle" to go to outer space at another time to recharge the Magic Stones.

 Now, it's time to focus on the progress on Franda's side.

 "Master, Master."

 Feeling Link's consciousness, Franda immediately began to shout, sounding even more pitiful than before Link had left. "Our Reconnaissance puppets were confiscated by someone, and they're so hateful, tricking kids!"

 "Huh? What happened? So soon?"

 After Link discovered that the Fairy World was across the door, he was prepared for the possibility that the Reconnaissance puppets could be discovered and captured by the Palo Sage army.

 But, isn't this too fast?

 How much time has passed?

 Fairy World.

 The forward base of the Palo Sage army had long since relocated, occupying the area where the Fairy King was once hibernating.

 This is the place where it's easiest to communicate with the Fairy World Will.

 The base here is beneficial for Sage Palo to accept the Wizard World Will and aid the Wizard World Will in further tarnishing the Fairy World Will.

 The so-called taming is about subtly transforming the Fairy World into the shape of the Wizard World.

 As soon as the 10 Reconnaissance puppets appeared out of thin air from where the Fairy King's body fell, they were detected by the nearby advance base.

 When they confirmed that these 10 Reconnaissance puppets were indeed orderly spies, the Captain of the Guard immediately ordered their capture.

 But even though they captured them, the Captain of the Guard didn't entirely sever the link of these 10 inter-dimensional communication-enabled Reconnaissance puppets.

 He just made a few targeted modifications to prevent the puppets from capturing any valuable places.

 Franda accusing them of tricking kids is due to this reason.

 Every large Wizard Organization would cultivate its own Intelligence Mechanism Wizard.

 So, the various Rune Objects and Magic Tools circulating within a large Wizard Organization all have a certain degree of recognizability.

 At first glance, the Captain of the Guard recognized that these 10 Reconnaissance puppets were in the popular style of Ravensmouth College.

 At this juncture, discovering Reconnaissance puppets from the college capable of inter-dimensional communication is a good thing!

 The Captain of the Guard did not alert anyone else, and simply went alone to meet Sage Palo, detailing the situation.

 "Hm... Interesting."

 Sage Palo looked at the 10 Reconauisbance puppets for a while, understood certain things that had been puzzling him for a while, and a smile appeared on his face, "Indeed a slippery one! But, his heart isn't bad."

 The Captain of the Guard had been with Sage Palo for quite some time.

 According to his understanding, the only person who could have been playfully teased as a "slippery one" by Sage Palo in recent years was only one person.

 Could these Reconnaissance puppets have been sent in by Link Grande?
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 But how can he do this with the portal destroyed?

 Just as these thoughts were swirling in the Captain of the Guard's mind, Sage Palo suddenly waved his hand, motioning him to step back.

 Before leaving the tent, the Captain caught sight of one of the reconnaissance puppets making a movement that was outside of its automatic patrol mode.

 This indicated that the person behind the control of the reconnaissance puppet had decided to make a response.

 The Captain really wanted to stay and confirm whether the person directing things from the shadows was Link Grande or not!

 Unfortunately, due to the orders of Sage Palo, he had to obey and take leave.

 "Did you slay the Fairy King's Spirit?"

 Sage Palo stared deeply at the "camera"of that moving reconnaissance puppet, asking in a deep voice, "The summon you got as an extra reward from the First Grade Section Two competition, it is actually the 'spirit' of a 'small world', isn't it?"

 Many things are hard to guess without any clues.

 But once clues or definite answers are obtained, reverse reasoning isn't too difficult to piece together.

 All the abnormalities about Link, especially those after the end of the First Grade Section Two competition, were provided with a relatively reasonable explanation.

 If Link really had a "small world".

 "Your fortune makes me very envious!"

 Without receiving a prompt reply, Sage Palo didn't care, he continued, "All the obstacles before becoming a Great Sage are swept away. As long as you maintain your current energy, you can keep making progress. Tsk…"

 Feeling sympathetic, Sage Palo made no attempt to hide his true emotions.

 Whether it was his tone or his demeanor, there was no difference from the genuine feelings someone in the metamorphosis period would have.

 Those who really get accustomed to living without a mask will begin to dislike masks.

 Many philosophers who have been enlightened by life, live with authenticity, freely expressing their feelings of joy and sorrow, love and hate, and so forth.

 Wizards in the Wizarding World from the fourth to the sixth level are crowned with the honorific "Sage".

 It is in recognition of their strength and status, respect for those who can perceive the laws of nature and their ideological realm.

 Sage Palo seems to be on the verge of becoming a "wise man".

 At this time, overcoming the delay in inter-dimensional communication, Link's voice came out of the reconnaissance puppet:

 "Sage Palo, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to hide it.

 It's just that many things are hard to explain, and I don't want to deceive you, I didn't know how to report it at the time.

 Let's not dwell on the past.

 This channel is still in its infancy, it cannot transmit living creatures nor can it transmit large amounts of materials at once.

 If we increase the power supply, it can barely transmit space storage equipment.

 After learning that you and your army were besieged by the Abyss Demon, Serene Wizard was very anxious and almost emotionally collapsed a few times.

 Even though she is now gathering herself and taking the responsibility of rescuing you and your army, she is still emotionally disturbed from what I can see.

 Do you need to tell Serene Wizard about this channel so that she can communicate with you personally?

 Also, what supplies are urgently needed on your side?

 Please let me know.

 I will pass it on to Serene Wizard and make a focused effort to gather them."

 After listening to Link's recitations that were transferred here, Sage Palo fell silent.

 The plan for the Palo Sage army to join forces with Lucia's Family, coordinating with other aspects to attract the attention of other Wizard Organizations, was only established in the Headquarters Scholar after they unexpectedly discovered a sealed Abyss Demon inside the boundary of the Fairy World.

 Only at the execution of this plan did Sage Palo understand its details.

 Since Serene Wizard was not part of the Palo Sage Army's core layer from the start, she naturally didn't have the privilege to know about the plan early.

 Even if the relationship between Serene Wizard and Sage Palo is extremely close.

 The rules are the rules, and what is not allowed is not allowed.

 Sage Palo had once thought that the news of the siege of the abyss demon on his army would have a profound impact on Serene Wizard.

 But he didn't expect the impact to be so enormous.

 After pondering for a while, Sage Palo asked, "According to your character and style, even if these reconnaissance puppets were captured, you would not directly admit to controlling them. You're so straightforward now, is it because you have got some information through some other channels?"

 After a moment, Link's voice came out, "I visited the Dean to verify some points. He told me that as long as it is for the purpose of rescuing you and your army, I can do whatever I want."

 Once he said this, Sage Palo immediately understood.

 So, he went to see the Dean!

 It turned out that Frist Diomand wouldn't miss the opportunity to emphasize that he's the boss again!

 And the implication of Frist's words was obvious: He could contact Serene Wizard, but he couldn't reveal the details of the plan.

 Sighing, Sage Palo said, "You tell Serene that I need some materials for the construction of a portal, as well as supplies for the interstellar warships and the Star Destroyer Fortress."

 "Understood, I'll get on it right away."

 With that, the communication ended.

 All 10 inter-dimensional communication reconnaissance puppets entered sleep mode.

 Sage Palo wasn't in a good mood. After being alone in the tent for a while, he still felt agitated.

 "Hmph! You're just in bad luck!"

 After angrily muttering to himself, Sage Palo, with the murderous aura surrounding him, stormed out of the tent, "Main force, gather immediately. The target, destroy at least one Abyss Demon teleportation port!"

 "Yes!"

 The Attendant Official who had been summoned from the neighboring tent immediately drafted the order and conveyed it to the tactical team.
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 An already prepared battle plan was sent in advance to the main force that was ready for attack.

 The well-rested main force took less than 5 minutes to assemble, after which they boarded the transport ship, heading towards the main interstellar battleships located in the outer space of Fairy World.

 An intense battle suddenly broke out.

 The main force lived up to the ranking of "first regiment".

 After the main interstellar battleship resisted the frenzied counterattack of the Abyss Demons.

 Under the guidance of the regiment commander and deputy commander, the 150 official wizards cooperated and combined their spells, casting a terrifying war witchcraft: the Disintegrating Aura.

 Wherever the dark glow of witchcraft passed, countless Abyss Demons collapsed one after another like rows of harvested rice under a combine harvester.

 The small gates from which countless Abyss Demons kept pouring out only stood against the dark glow of the war witchcraft "Disintegration" for less than 5 seconds before shattering into a pile of wreckage.

 The fruits of the battle were incredibly rich!

 After deploying the war witchcraft, the main force quickly withdrew as planned.

 By the time the large number of Abyss Demons emerging from several other gates had discovered the movement and came to support, the interstellar battleship that the main force was riding had already returned to the protective range of the Star Destroyer Fortress.

 Not long ago, the Abyss Demon Army had just surrounded the Fairy World and the Sage Palo Army, and launched several fierce attacks.

 The well-prepared Palo Sage army, not only repelled the attack of Abyss Demons but also inflicted massive casualties.

 The Star Destroyer Fortress made a significant contribution.

 Several full-power Lights of Annihilation directly blew up three medium-sized gates and took away hundreds of thousands of low-level Abyss Demons, as well as a large number of middle-level demons.

 They directly crippled the command system of the Abyss Demon Army.

 Seeing the main force behaving so "dirty", hit once then left.

 The commanders of the Abyss Demon Army were furious, but there was nothing they could do.

 Without taking down the Star Destroyer Fortress, whose defensive strength and attacking power are terrifying, the Abyss Demon Army could not advance the frontline.

 The so-called siege is just an alternative choice when it cannot attack.

 If they had the strength, given the nature of the Abyss Demons, they would have launched a strong attack.

 Would they need to siege slowly and wait for reinforcements from the Abyss World to arrive?

 Witnessing the outcome of the main force, Sage Palo's mood improved quite a bit.

 He suddenly realized that beating demons when feeling bad is a good way to vent frustration.

 This method should be developed in the future!

 Eat, sleep, beat demons.

 Wizard World Homeland.

 Lakeside villa at Ravensmouth College, the study room.

 After ending his conversation with Sage Palo, Link did not immediately go to find the Serene Wizard.

 He pondered for a while, organized his wording, thought about how to respond, and then went out.

 He drove directly to Serene Wizard's villa in the North District.

 "What's up?"

 Seeing Link who came uninvited, Serene Wizard was quite surprised.

 It wasn't the scheduled meeting time, she didn't send an invitation, and Link didn't give any notice in advance.

 He must have urgent matters to be so direct.

 Link glanced around, carefully sensed, and confirmed that the Serene Wizard was the only one in the villa, then he began his preparation for soundproofing and anti-eavesdropping.

 Magic Tools were directly discarded by Link.

 Link used the "Mind Realm" spell of a True Spirit Wizard, combined with the "Silent" spell of an Elemental Wizard.

 Both completed 1st Ring witchcrafts, powered by the Origin Power of the "Small World", have reached the intensity of the 3rd Ring witchcraft.

 Creating an area that blocks all air vibrations, stops sound transmission, and prevents spiritual power probing and sensing.

 However, these are just a smokescreen.

 The means Link truly used to prevent information leakage was through a very primitive way to convey information:

 Small notes.

 Hey, surprising, isn't it?

 Most wizards have gotten used to the convenience of witchcraft and Magic Tools and easily overlooked many means they often used when they were ordinary people.

 Link did not overlook, and attached great importance to them instead.

 Now, he took out a "small note", and the effect was quite good.

 Serene Wizard took the small note, felt it lightly, and realized that there was a special treatment on the note.

 There was a special phosphor smeared on it.

 Only by covering the eyes with a specific thickness of water system Magic Power, could the invisible words be clearly distinguished.

 Seeing Link's precautions being so strict, Serene Wizard took it even more seriously.

 In addition to these measures, she also cast witchcraft to construct an area that prevents prying eyes.

 Only then did she start to read the content on the note.

 Not many words, but a lot of information.

 After reading it, Serene Wizard was very excited, her breathing became heavier, a righteous feeling was born.

 She was so moved that she couldn't calm herself for quite some time.

 "Really?"

 Holding the note tightly, Serene Wizard stared into Link's eyes, and her lips trembled slightly.

 "Really!"

 There was no sound, but you could read lips, right?

 Link also silently replied.

 There was a brilliant shine in Serene Wizard's eyes.

 It was the sunshine after the dark clouds broke, the hope multiplied after thinking there was no way out.

 After taking a few deep breaths to calm her emotions, Serene Wizard directly destroyed the note, then withdrew the area that prevents prying eyes.

 Link also withdrew the two witchcrafts.

 "Sit down for a while."

 Serene Wizard had the intelligent steward make a cup of green tea for Link, then she directly went back upstairs.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 138 East Rushing and West Glancing _4

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 After a long period of regrouping, the Serene Wizard finally returned to the state before she read the note.

 Calm, strong, composed, but a closer look would reveal the concern hidden in her eyes.

 Unsurprisingly, Link must have communicated with Sage Palo after making contact with him.

 So why continue to be on high alert, to prevent any leaks? What does that prove?

 It proves that it's not yet the time to publicly announce to everyone that they've found a way to support the Palo Sage army.

 It still needs to be carried out quietly.

 Therefore, the Serene Wizard felt that she needed to manage her own state well.

 She didn't want Palo or Link to see anything "wrong" with her.

 Back in the living room on the first floor, the Serene Wizard said to Link, "I understand why you came. You go ahead, I'll handle everything."

 "Alright."

 Link finished the peculiar tasting green tea prepared by the Serene Wizard and left swiftly.

 "I'm such a workaholic."

 On the way to the Grande Potion Shop, realizing that he had been running around all day, Link couldn't help but ridicule himself.

 "Sigh!!!"

 He sighed deeply, he didn't exactly want it to be like this.

 He could only say that Jasmine's sudden premonition was forcing Link to get busy quickly, in order to get done what he wanted to do as soon as possible.

 So that should anything sudden happen, it wouldn't delay the important things, wasting time.

 The Phantom Coupe parked directly next to Grande Potion Shop.

 After entering the store, Link went directly to the underground biochemical laboratory.

 He spent some time preparing for the use of the new generation of "Fairy" potion and "Empowerment" potions.

 Link sent a message to Linn, the recently promoted member of the Brotherhood Group, telling him that they can execute the plan at any time.

 At the level of an ordinary First Level Wizard, Linn is already a qualified pharmacist with a certain level of expertise in human biochemistry.

 Overseeing the use plan of "Fairy" and "Empowerment" potions, he has more than enough ability and will not make mistakes.

 If it weren't for Link's concern about the leakage of these two potions, he has been withholding the internal publication of the formula and production method within the "Freewheeling" group. Even the already produced potions were stored in the "Small World".

 There would actually be no need for Link to make this trip at all.

 "Freewheeling" could have promoted the plan to increase radiation range and depth in West District on their own.

 Thinking of this, Link took the time to organize all the potions for sale at the Grande Potion Shop, including the "Will" potion, and formed a huge encrypted document. He shared it on the internal forum of "Freewheeling".

 All members of "Freewheeling" know how to decrypt the document and have signed a confidentiality agreement, so there will be no leakage.

 Afterwards, Link drafted a potion research and iterative plan for the next six months, and posted it on the internal forum of "Freewheeling" as well.

 As long as they fully understood the contents of the documents and files, there should not be any major problems with the operation of Grande Potion Shop for at least the next year.

 After doing these, Link seriously considered whether there were any oversights.

 Jasmine has been sent to the Cultivation Secret Realm, the operation of Grande Potion Shop has been arranged, and "Freewheeling" has matured and can operate independently.

 Hmm… The matter of Christina and her daughter need to be followed up.

 Aware of this, he acted accordingly.

 Link pulled out all the documents and data of Christina and her daughter, scanned from start to finish to refresh his memory, then dialed the video call to contact Christina.

 The call was quickly connected and Christina's youthful and beautiful face filled with maternal radiance appeared on the screen of the smart brain, along with the lovely baby in her arms.

 "How have you been recently? Are you okay?"

 Observing Christina's much healthier face, even her snake pupils were subtly shifting back to human's shape, Link judged that the effect of the semi-finished "Reversal" potion was fairly decent.

 "We're good, thank you."

 Christina's red lips opened slightly and she replied.

 Her voice was still a bit hoarse, but not like before. Her talking didn't sound like two pieces of rusty iron rubbing against each other anymore.

 Her tongue had also gradually departed from the shape of a snake tongue, changing for the better.

 "Do you have enough potion? I'll send you another batch shortly," Link casually said, "Remember to send me your daily monitor data for the past few days."

 "Thank you, it's already sent to you, including the blood samples."

 Christina was genuinely grateful to Link, this fellow townsman who she wasn't that close with.

 No matter Link's intentions behind his help, be it genuine or for research, the end result benefited her and her daughter greatly.

 "Hmm…"

 Link pondered for a while, then asked, "Did you read what Jasmine gave you?"

 During the chaos outside the Colosseum when they blocked the Mesopotamia University team, Jasmine had Franda covertly deliver a diary to Christina.

 "I did."

 A hint of sadness appeared in Christina's eyes.

 Jiminy had visited Christina in Shadow City before and after Chris's death.

 He had even given Christina all the Magic Stones he had painstakingly accumulated.

 The Magic Stones Jiminy gave had played a significant role in helping her survive the initial stage after her biochemical transformation, when her vitality was greatly depleted.

 Regarding Jiminy's death, Christina cared deeply.

 But as a witch from Shadow City, she couldn't even investigate the cause of Jiminy's death.

 If she did, she would be killed by the witches of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and Shadow City would not have her back.

 She could only bury this matter deep down in her heart.

 Christina didn't know how Link got hold of that diary, but after reading it, she ascertained the cause of Jiminy's death.

 It was Verna Morrison, the Three-point Witch and team leader of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, who had tortured him to death.

 Jiminy had once complained to her, saying he was targeted by a witch and he didn't know how long he could last.

 She'd keep that grudge in mind!

 When she finds the opportunity, she'd take revenge!

 She would let that witch experience what it feels like to be tortured.

 When it comes to torturing people, who dares to say that they are number one when Mitchell District claims to be the second?

 Observing the changes in Christina's expression, Link pondered before saying, "You should focus on yourself and your daughter first, don't think too much about other things."

 "I understand, thank you."

 Christina was very obedient, nodding in agreement.

 "That's it. Contact me directly if anything happens."

 With those words, Link ended the video call.

 As he reviewed the day's experiences, Link realized with a start that he seemed to be tying up loose ends.

 It felt damn ominous!

 Spit!
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 On the second day, the Serene Wizard brought the supplies.

 Sage Palo only requested the materials required to construct the portal and the replenishment for the interstellar battleship without specifying any amounts.

 The Serene Wizard packed up all the available materials she could gather and moved them out discreetly without attracting any external attention.

 The entire process was smooth and seamless.

 Link watched everything from the side, full of admiration.

 He speculated that if the Serene Wizard was willing, with her abilities, she could probably deplete Sage Palo's entire fortune without raising any suspicion.

 After inspecting the materials, Link immediately had Franda get to work, stuffing the Storage Magic Tool, which contained a large amount of supplies, into the black doorhole on the right.

 To achieve this somewhat strained goal, the energy stored in the "Small World" Energy Storage Magic Stones was completely drained.

 The space it occupied was simply too immense, and the doorhole could barely contain it.

 After delivering the supplies, the Serene Wizard left Link's North District Villa and had absolutely no intention of interacting with Sage Palo.

 After reflecting on it last night, the now completely calm Serene Wizard identified a blind spot.

 It was Link's changing attitude towards the situation of Sage Palo's army being trapped.

 Upon rushing back after the match, even while comforting her, Link was actually filled with worry and anxiety.

 However, upon discovering a channel that could communicate with the Fairy World, all those worries and anxieties seems to have evoporated from his mind.

 The mere ability to transport materials, though it could ensure the logistical supply for Sage Palo's army, it is not fundamentally able to change the current situation where the Fairy World and Sage Palo's army are trapped by Abyss Demons.

 So why didn't Link seem worried or anxious at all?

 There must be another reason.

 Most likely, the situation with the army isn't as serious as reported in the battle reports, which made it seem like they could be destroyed at any moment.

 Combining it with all the strange actions of the academy recently.

 The sharp Serene Wizard perceived that the leaking of the Fairy World's coordinates and the siege of the army by the Abyss Demons weren't as "simple" as it seemed on the surface.

 Perhaps the army wasn't as dangerous as she had imagined.

 Yet Palo, wouldn't even give her a hint or warning, causing her needless fear and worry.

 If you are so heartless, then you can bear with your Fairy World and army and live with it.

 I don't want to deal with you anymore, hmph!

 This left Sage Palo, who was eagerly looking forward to an explanation from the Fairy World, disappointed and irritated.

 "Are you annoying? If you want to fight, then fight, if not, then don't, what's the point of making a fuss?"

 Looking at the destroyed small portal, a large number of dead low-ranking Abyss Demons, and the Main Force Second Regiment that retreated to a safe area under the protection of the Star Destroyer Fortress and aboard the main Interstellar Warship, the leader of the Abyss Demon Army was furiously angry.

 The Level 5 Fire Demon revealed its gigantic true form, standing in the void, cursing at the broken Fairy World.

 The curse, transmitted through a special method, directly penetrated the vacuum and reached the ears of Sage Palo.

 Yes, Sage Palo was in a bad mood, so he took it out on the demons.

 The troop that was deployed this time was the Main Force Second Regiment.

 Well-prepared and suddenly attacked, the Main Force Second Regiment's results were as good as the Main Force First Regiment's.

 But Sage Palo's anger was not completely released, and he was considering whether to make another move.

 Then he heard the Fire Demon's furious cursing followed by a challenge, "If you have the guts, come out and fight with me, instead of cowering. You're just a coward."

 The language of the Wizard World naturally didn't communicate with the language of the Abyss Demons.

 However, as the most advanced super-civilization amongst all the Heavens and Realms, mastering the languages of other worlds and races is fundamental.

 Not to mention that Sage Palo had learned the Demon's language, just the various facilities and equipment, like the Star Destroyer Fortress and interstellar battleships, come with language translators.

 Therefore, Sage Palo could clearly hear the Fire Demon's furious cursing and provocation.

 "Sigh!"

 Sighing, Sage Palo instantly appeared in the outer space of the Fairy World, confronting the Fire Demon.

 He didn't want to make a move because it would seem too violent and impulsive, not fitting for the role of a commander of the army.

 However, the Fire Demon was cursing rudely, and Sage Palo was in a bad mood, so he reluctantly made a move.

 In the void, the two confront each other, one big and one small.

 Compared to the Fire Demon's hundreds of meters tall gigantic true form, the normally-sized Sage Palo seemed exceptionally small.

 It was like comparing a one-story house with the Guangzhou Tower.

 "Are you looking for death?"

 Observing the Fire Demon's true body ablaze with heavily sulfurous flames, Sage Palo was not scared at all. Instead, he questioned with suspicion.

 Along with the question, two laser beams shot out from Palo's eyes.

 The ruby-colored laser beams were, in essence, a kind of shockwave. Their power was limitless, as long as Palo's spiritual power and magic power were sufficient to provide unlimited energy.

 Not to mention a mere Level 5 Fire Demon, it could even pierce through an entire Star system.

 This was the additional reward received by Sage Palo for getting the first place in the first-grade competition in both areas, a special kind of magic without level limits.

 It also was because of this magic that Sage Palo created his own Meditation Technique, pursuing the ultimate quantity of spiritual power and magic power.

 The Fire Demon was impulsive, but not stupid, and of course, wouldn't just stand dumbly and get hit.

 Moreover, every wizard was a cunning villain, and always used sneak attacks.

 Therefore, when Palo began to speak, the Fire Demon had already made various preparations.
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 "Hoo ha!" 

 With a roar, thousand-degree flames transformed into a shield, blocking the laser beams and successfully deflecting the expected sneak attack.

 The rage of the fire demon intensified as he took one step and traversed a significant distance in space, appearing instantly a short distance in front of Sage Palo.

 With a natural swing of his body, his other foot stomped down, aimed viciously at Sage Palo.

 Accompanying this unadorned yet powerful stomp was the fire demon's trump card—spatial lockdown.

 The Sulfur Blaze transformed into chains, surrounding the void from all directions, quickly weaving a cage.

 Once the cage was formed, the space where Sage Palo was confined by the fire demon allowed no escape from this deadly stomp powerful enough to shatter a comet.

 Abyss Demons are the learning subjects of real world body-refining wizards!

 In physical development and close combat, fire demons surpass or even exceed their wizard counterparts of the same level.

 Sage Palo dared not underestimate his opponent.

 He tilted his head slightly, shooting the laser beams at the bottom of the fire demon's feet.

 The power supply was set to maximum at this moment, even leveraging the favor of the Wizard World Will, slightly amplified by the Fairy World Will.

 The power of the ruby-colored beam far exceeded the previous attack that was easily fended off by the flames of the fire demon.

 At the same time, Sage Palo quickly elementalized and silently escaped the encircling reach of the Sulfur Blaze chains.

 "Ugh!"

 Unable to avoid in time due to the massive target its foot presented, the fire demon endured the laser beam attack that could penetrate the protective shield of an auxiliary interstellar warship.

 With a painful yell, it quickly bore the pain, redirecting its stomp.

 The sole of the fire demon's foot followed Sage Palo like a shadow, appearing above his relocated position with no decrease in speed.

 Meanwhile, its empty hands threw a "Flame Spear" at Sage Palo.

 Elementalized Sage Palo once again dodged the stomp and flame spear from the fire demon.

 The vacuum was silent, but the explosive visual effect of the flame spear, ignited by an unknown encounter, was seen by the watching wizards and abyss demons.

 The resulting shock deeply shook all the wizards and demons.

 The mere aftermath could probably melt a level 3 demon, or a senior second-level wizard.

 Where the Fire Demon's stomp landed, space distorted, visibly ripping.

 Let alone an auxiliary interstellar warship, even a main interstellar warship would be crushed by this attack!

 As the saying goes, easier said than done.

 During the brief time Sage Palo had to dodge, a meticulously planned attack silently unfolded.

 A complex rune array suddenly appeared where the fire demon was about to land.

 Elementalized Sage Palo also relocated to the void above the fire demon's body, his head bowed, began to chant.

 Even if the Fire Demon couldn't hear what Sage Palo was chanting, it knew, this wizard was up to no good and had begun to summon the Wizard World Will.

 What a damned nuisance!

 No matter if they were winning or losing, this cunning group of wizards always knew to summon the Wizard World Will.

 Summon your bloody head!

 The fire demon, at level 5, was superior to Sage Palo in terms of extraterrestrial rank and actual combat power.

 In the brief exchange, Sage Palo's most powerful single-attack method, the laser beam, only singed a few hairs on the foot of the fire demon's real body.

 As for the Fire Demon's attacks, whether it was spatial lock, the flame spear, or the furious stomp, Sage Palo didn't dare to take any of it head-on, only opting for evasion.

 Any of these could inflict massive damage on him.

 A level 4 Fire Demon that had been sealed in the Fairy World only managed to pierce Sage Palo's abdomen with a spatial lockdown+flame spear before it died, leaving a large hole.

 His injury hasn't fully healed yet.

 Sage Palo wanted to rough up this level 5 fire demon as a means to vent his frustrations, not to be roughed up by the fire demon instead.

 If he couldn't do it alone, then he'd tag team him!

 The furious Fire Demon stomped on the void, shattering a piece of space, creating a spatial turbulence, halting the descending speed of the Wizard World Will.

 Then, out of reluctance, it returned to its normal size, took a step out of the area of the rune array, returned to the only large portal of the Abyss Demon Army, and backed onto the Abyss World.

 Even so, he, the level 5 fire demon, had to be cautiously watchful of a backstab by the fool Abyss Will.

 This fight was truly frustrating.

 Never again will he have a one-on-one with a cunning wizard!

 The haughty, stubborn gods of the World of God who didn't cry for help no matter how they were beaten were much more enjoyable.

 The angry Fire Demon suddenly wanted to retreat, find some gods to play with, and didn't want to deal with the despicable wizards anymore.

 But an order from the Emperor, left this Little Lord, the level 5 fire demon, with no path of resistance.

 Thus, he could only endure.

 In the void, Sage Palo was slightly disappointed seeing the Fire Demon withdraw so decisively.

 A few more seconds, and the Wizard World Will would have responded and descended accordingly.

 "What a pity."

 He stopped his incantation, waved his hand to disperse the guiding rune formation built by the combined magic of the entire Personal Guard Army, Sage Palo exited from his elemental state and returned to the Fairy World.

 This fight was less satisfying, which left him feeling somewhat depressed.

 The Head Steward was an intuitive individual. Seeing the situation, he proposed, "Captain, should we fire a shot?"

 "Fire a shot for what? Fire a shot for what?"

 Sage Palo glared at the Head Steward, "Fire two shots!"

 "Yes, sir."

 The Head Steward understood immediately. He promptly drafted an order to pass it to the Strategic Department, which in turn formulated a specific combat plan to be sent to the Star Destroyer Fortress.
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 The Star Destroyer Fortress, acting as the first line of defense and a weapon of retaliation, shielding the various models of interstellar battleships hiding behind it in the outer space of the Fairy World, quickly begins to operate.

 Two of the three main cannon start to warm up.

 "Damn!"

 The Fire Demon, who was relieved to see Sage Palo stop summoning the Wizard World Will, couldn't help but curse.

 This despicable wizard is really shameless.

 If they can't beat you one-on-one, they first summon the Wizard World Will and if that doesn't work, they use bombarding tactics.

 So fucking annoying!

 The Fire Demon had no other choice but to shrink the Abyss Demon Army, using numerous lower-rank demons' flesh and blood to form a defense line, to protect the teleportation gate.

 The Light of Annihilation at full power fires from the main cannons of the Star Destroyer Fortress.

 A flash of light in the starry sky, and another large swath of lower-rank demons turn to ash.

 Wizards rely on two unique skills to fight demons: summoning the Wizard World Will and an endless supply of magic tools.

 After all, the Abyss Will is stupid and the Abyss Demons are a race that cares only about destruction and disdains construction.

 Even though every demon at Level 4 or above possesses profound knowledge.

 For the Abyss Demons who are always fighting and waging wars, their lives are in constant danger.

 What's the point of great construction effort?

 Is it to provide benefits for the demons who kill them, seize their territories, and steal their races?

 A sudden battle initiated by the Palo Sage army came to a temporary halt with a slight advantage for them.

 However, the Fairy World and the Palo Sage army remained encircled by the Abyssal Army.

 For every low-rank demon killed, countless others continue to emerge from the wormhole-like teleportation gate.

 Even if the Abyss Will is stupid, it has always managed to create wormhole teleportation gates whenever needed.

 Therefore, if Sage Palo does not want to risk a potentially imminent annihilation, they have to periodically strike, reducing the number of low-rank demons and destabilizing some of the wormhole teleportation gates.

 Initiating an attack is not just about venting anger.

 Wizard World.

 After sending the space storage magic tool, Link suddenly found that he had arranged everything he needed to yesterday, and temporarily had nothing to do.

 Stealing half a day to relax?

 After some thought, Link dismissed the idea of giving himself half or a full day off.

 An idea suddenly surfaced — to travel.

 Speaking of which, since arriving in the mainland, even in the Ravensmouth special area, apart from the college and Ravensmouth city, Link hasn't been to any other places.

 "Why not have a look around?"

 For some reason, once this idea took root, it wouldn't go away.

 An urgent desire started to spread, quickly consuming Link's mind.

 "Master, wake up! Master, wake up!"

 Detecting the protection system of Link's Sea of Consciousness being easily bypassed by some inexplicable force and the alteration of perception, Franda, who was also affected and unable to react, started shouting anxiously.

 Unfortunately, the close connection between the "Small World" and Link was blocked by this inexplicable force.

 Even if Franda yelled her voice hoarse, nobody paid any attention.

 With a mysterious light in his eyes, Link goes straight out the door, gets into the "Phantom Coupe", picks a random direction and zooms off at eight times the speed of sound.

 "Isn't this set-up a little risky?"

 In the unknown, Dean Frist Diomand is standing side by side with his sister, the granddaughter of the Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, the mother of Sandra Diomand, Mrs. Lisandra Diomand.

 Listening to Frist's question, Lisandra's mouth formed a cold sneer: "You are just too soft-hearted and not firm enough. A flower grown in a greenhouse, no matter how good it looks, is of no use. Since this Link Grande is a super-genius like our grandfather, he should be thrown out to roughen up, to promote growth."

 "But he is only a First Level Wizard, even if his combat power..."

 Frist still wanted to argue, but was interrupted before he could finish.

 Lisandra coldly retorted, "Did you not see it, or are you deliberately overlooking it? He is beyond the standard division of a wizard's level. If I'm not mistaken, his spiritual power has reached the limit of an average second-level wizard!"

 After a pause, Lisandra looked into Frist's eyes and asked, "What does this mean?"

 "This means, with the power augmentation of the 'Small World', he can exhibit the combat power of a Tier 3 wizard."

 Frist finally said the conclusion that he had always been reluctant to bring up.

 "So, what are you worrying about?"

 Lisandra asked coldly.

 Frist sighed and said: "I'm worried another 'Walters' will appear."

 Upon hearing this, Lisandra fell silent, unsure of how to respond.

 Sandra once said that in the history of Ravensmouth College, a super-genius like Link who defies conventions had appeared before.

 That person was Walters.

 Unfortunately, the senior management of the college at that time focused on helping Walters advance rapidly, but neglected some things, leading to accidents.

 Walters was also a "special guest".

 During his time as a First Level Wizard, he accidentally obtained a "seed", and painstakingly nurtured it to the fifth stage of the "Small World", and was about to reap the greatest rewards.

 A Level Six Sage, whose life was drawing to its end and who had lost hope of normal progression, suddenly attacked Walters.
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 At that time, Walters had recently been promoted to a Level Five Sage, and had yet to stabilize his realm.

 Though he was able to retaliate and take out a Level Six Sage with the help of the fifth stage "Small World," he also exhausted too much source energy of the "Small World", completely depleting its potential for growth and eliminating all possibilities for his promotion to become Great Sage.

 Thinking back on this past, Lisandra also couldn't help but sigh.

 If Walters hadn't encountered this incident, he wouldn't have developed the qualities he held now and wouldn't keep resorting to such annoying behavior.

 After quite some time, Lisandra resolutely said, "We can't stop eating for fear of choking! We must only take extra precautions to prevent similar incidents."

 "That would help a lot."

 Frist took the opportunity to express his real intention, "I've been so busy with the Academy that I can only bother you to keep an eye on him."

 Lisandra stretched her hand towards Frist, "Are you scheming against me?"

 "Not at all."

 Frist grinned, "This isn't scheming, it's trusting."

 "Okay, I'll be your errand runner, just this once."

 Lisandra agreed, and her figure disappeared in an instant.

 Frist looked in Link's departing direction, and sighed softly.

 In many instances, many things couldn't be influenced by sheer will.

 If he could, he wouldn't want the rising star of his own group to bear such heavy storms at such an early stage.

 However, the time pointed out by the last prophecy of The Saint of Nostrodamus's silencing was fast approaching.

 A big change involving all Heavens and Realms was imminent.

 Even though, in the last test, Link was confirmed not to be the one that "special guest" who opened the parallel world channel behind the unique ruin planet.

 However, there were a lot of unusual things about Link, which deserved more attention and more testing.

 What if they find something that even the prophecy of The Saint of Nostrodamus didn't mention?

 Trying won't cost much.

 Inside the "Phantom Coupe," Link's subconscious was struggling.

 In his eyes, the clarity and the strange light were in a tug of war.

 Franda's whimpering cries acted like an anchor, firmly gripping Link's heart and spirit.

 This prevented Link from being completely controlled by the incomprehensible power, allowing him to resist.

 When the Phantom Coupe was about to leave the Ravensmouth Special Area and reached the Mesopotamia Prefecture, Link finally broke free of the trance and regained consciousness.

 His body was drenched in sweat!

 "Who?"

 A question instantly surfaced.

 Which higher-being was calculating against him?

 Link didn't believe that the person who had just attacked him had any intention to kill him.

 If so, he would've been dead by now.

 Just as Link was pondering and preparing to turn back, there was a sudden shift.

 A Star-annihilating Cannon was fired from an unknown location and directly hit the vehicle as it was giving out a warning.

 There was a loud bang.

 The custom-made transportation vehicle at the level of a Third Ring Magic Tool couldn't withstand the hit of the Star-annihilating Cannon!

 The emergency shield shattered, the hard and resilient body of the vehicle broke apart.

 The entire "Phantom Coupe" fell from the sky like a leaf, falling into the deep pit made by the blast of Star-annihilating Cannon.

 It completely lost all its power, and was directly scrapped.

 With the short window of opportunity bought by sacrificing the "Phantom Coupe," Link activated his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor."

 Link wore his strongest Battle Armor, taking the aftermath of the Star-annihilating Cannon's attack.

 With great strength, he punched the broken car door sailing, sprung from the scrapped vehicle, and then broke out at a speed beyond sound, intending to quickly leave this disadvantageous pit.

 Would someone who hid in the shadows, meticulously planned this attack, let Link escape so easily?

 Since they were not afraid of the ensuing commotion and used the Star-annihilating Cannon, why would they only fire one shot?

 After knocking Link into the pit, in a blink of an eye, two more Star-annihilating Cannons were launched one after another, targeting a frantic Link who was searching for better terrain and his hidden enemy.

 The attack power of the second Star-annihilating Cannon was fully defended against by the Defense Mode Battle Armor.

 At the same time, the Battle Armor shattered, exposing Link's nearly defenseless state under the Star-annihilating Cannon.

 In the moment of crisis, Link once again activated his Destiny Witchcraft, switched to another set of Battle Armor with slightly weaker defense.

 However, the third Star-annihilating Cannon hit Link just when the Battle Armor had not fully covered his body and had not outputted its strongest defense.

 At that moment, Link experienced what Iron tower brute had felt.

 Unable to dodge, defense was futile.

 The Battle Armor shattered once again, the "Defender 3202" suit turned into ashes, and the defensive witchcraft hurriedly created with Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft could only reduce some attack power.

 Link's body was seriously injured.

 A fist-sized hole was penetrating his chest and back, revealing his rapidly beating heart.

 If the point of impact was a few inches off, his heart would have been pierced directly.

 "Franda!"

 At the critical moment, Link managed to keep calm.

 Seeing that it was impossible to escape the disadvantageous terrain or avoid the Star-annihilating Cannons that kept coming, or find the hidden enemy to counterattack, he decided to change his tactics.

 Link roared in his heart, entered his Sea of Consciousness, and connected to the "Small World."

 In the blink of an eye, he disappeared from the Wizard World and entered the "Small World".

 But it wasn't safe, as the fourth Star-annihilating Cannon could force him back out just by hitting the area where Link disappeared.

 After hearing Link's loud shout, Franda immediately moved to the source of the "Small World," entered the door on the right without hesitation, and entered the Fairy World.

 Then she performed Reverse Summoning for Link.

 Wizarding World.

 The fourth, fifth, and sixth Star-annihilating Cannons successively bombarded the spot where Link disappeared.

 Apart from enlarging the deep pit on the ground, no trace of Link was found.

 "Dead? Or escaped?"

 Zoran Lucia's figure appeared at the spot where Link disappeared, carefully sensing for a while, then quickly disappeared.

 Some things can be done but cannot be caught red-handed.
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 Only realism can be deceptive.

 Only a real battle won't reveal any flaws.

 Because there are no flaws.

 If preparations are made in advance, it becomes a play.

 Which is easily exposed.

 However, even if Link hadn't fled into the Fairy World through the "Small World" in time, he wouldn't have been in real danger.

 Not to mention that Lady Lisandra Diomand, who had been following him secretly, would have come to his rescue in a real life-threatening crisis.

 The mechanism of the Star-annihilating Cannon alone left enough room for Link to escape.

 A Star-annihilating Cannon could only fire three consecutive shots, then it had to recharge its energy.

 It was entirely reasonable for Zoran Archie, due to the sudden incident, to only use one Star-annihilating Cannon.

 It wouldn't arouse suspicion from anyone or any force.

 The interval between the third and fourth Star-annihilating Cannonfire was about 1 to 2 seconds.

 This time was enough for Link to escape from the range of the Star-annihilating Cannon.

 He could even directly escape into Ravensmouth Special Area, into the surveillance protection system of the academy.

 Due to various restrictions, it made complete sense for Zoran Archie to give up the chase after Link escaped the six Star-annihilating Cannon attacks and fled into the Ravensmouth Special Area.

 The "scenario" that Lady Lisandra and Dean Frist designed was just like this.

 Who would have thought that despite Link noticing the brief gap between the third and fourth Star-annihilating Cannonfire, and seizing this gap, his first reaction was not to escape back to the academy.

 Instead, he entered the "Small World", and then transferred to the Fairy World!

 "This little fellow sure has a temper."

 Lady Lisandra, looking at the deep pit continuously emitting black smoke and the completely scrapped "Phantom Coupe" at the bottom of the pit, suddenly recalled a sentence her grandfather often mentioned when she was a child:

 Don't tempt human hearts, they can't withstand the temptation.

 At this moment, Lisandra also understood somewhat why Frist had opposed her arrangement.

 After resisting in vain, he had gone around in circles to let her personally be Link Grande's "nanny".

 "A necessary sacrifice is acceptable."

 Lady Lisandra mumbled to herself, then turned around, took a stride into the void, left the Wizard World Homeland, and returned to the headquarters of the academy.

 If that little fellow doesn't trust the academy in the critical moment, let him get a good beating out there!

 "Master! Master!"

 As soon as Link appeared in the Fairy World, Franda cried and pounced over.

 She was frantically casting Healing Magic on Link.

 Pouring the Healing Potions taken out from the "Small World" like there was no cost.

 "Vicious indeed!"

 With Franda to take care of things, Link didn't have to worry about his injuries or his life.

 He lay on the lawn of the Fairy World, looking at the totally different sky and breathing the completely different air.

 Cough cough ...

 This air was toxic, shouldn't inhale too much.

 After taking out a mask from the "Small World" and putting it on, Link continued to reflect on his experiences.

 It was only then that he finally understood what a necessary sacrifice meant!

 The leader of the Lucia's Family team, that elder cousin, willingly made a necessary sacrifice for some interests and ideas.

 This could be understood.

 It was just a personal choice.

 But what about Link.

 Just yesterday, he had got rid of his fears in front of the dean, but today he suffered a "backstabbing".

 Could a person's heart be truly harder than a diamond and colder than liquid nitrogen?

 As long as it's crowned with "necessary sacrifice" and "greater interest", it's justified to do some highly destructive things.

 "Truly ruthless!"

 Link sighed again, then went full throttle with the "Mind Closure Technique", entered an extremely rational state, ignored the pain, and began to treat his wounds with Franda.

 This severe blow was non-fatal, but it woke Link up.

 No matter how strong his offensive might be, the essence of life is evident - if you get killed, you die!

 Spectacular combat power wasn't the real pursuit, the strength of vitality was.

 One must not only be superior in the universe, but also live long.

 "What happened? How did you get hurt so badly?"

 The Captain of the Guard of the Palo Sage army's forward base, appeared beside Link in a flash.

 Looking at Link, whose life was saved but who was seriously injured and needed a lengthy period of rest to fully recover, he asked curiously.

 "Cough cough ..."

 Link's lungs were pierced. As soon as he tried to speak and took a deep breath, it triggered pain and stress coughing.

 After coughing for a while and adjusting his breathing, Link directly sent a telepathy message, sighing faintly, "It's a long story."

 "Then keep shorth."

 The captain of the guard gestured to the team members who had come out with him to check the situation to put Link on a stretcher and carry him back to the forward base.

 The Captain of the Guard rushed over as soon as he found out Link had appeared out of nowhere.

 He was in a hurry and didn't bring a Medical Intelligent Puppet, only a Battlefield Stretcher.

 Fortunately, Link's injuries were now under control.

 "Sigh!"

 First, Link sighed, then he enigmatically said, "It's a necessary sacrifice."

 The Captain of the Guard understood immediately.

 Wasn't this the same situation as when the Palo Sage army was besieged by the Abyss Demon?

 It seems that the academy has indeed encountered a big issue recently, taking action after action, with "necessary sacrifices" one after another.

 Sensing that Link's injury wasn't a simple matter and that there were many secrets, the Captain of the Guard resolutely curbed his curiosity.

 He took the initiative to disconnect Link's "telepathy" link and traveled quietly.

 In no time, the Captain of the Guard had brought two team members and carried Link into Sage Palo's tent.
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 The Captain of the Guard set down the stretcher and withdrew.

 "What happened to you?"

 After checking Link's injuries and confirming they were not too serious and that he simply needed rest, Sage Palo at ease, suppressed a mysterious smile and asked.

 "I've become a chess piece."

 This time, Link stopped beating around the bush and spoke openly about what he endured.

 From inexplicably yearning to "explore the world;"

 To being caught in a trance, decisive to take action;

 To fighting, struggling, and breaking free from mental control;

 Lastly, enduring the hit from three Star-annihilating Cannons, he detailed the entire process.

 After Sage Palo heard him out, he immediately concluded:

 "This doesn't seem like Dean Frist's doing.

 If he planned something that required your sacrifice, he'd ask for your opinion.

 If you disagreed, he wouldn't force it."

 Pondering, Sage Palo made a guess:

 "This is more Lady Lisandra's style.

 She's Dean Frist's sister and always acts egocentrically, doing whatever she pleases. She would never solicit the opinions of those involved.

 Moreover, the ability to covertly infiltrate your Sea of Consciousness, distort your cognition, is a skill possessed only by sages of the True Spirit Wizard lineage.

 Lady Lisandra is a level six sage of True Spirit Wizards."

 "Really?"

 Link suppressed the negative emotions of his inexplicable injury, and calmly asked, "Is this Lady Lisandra the only granddaughter of Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss?"

 "Yes."

 Sage Palo replied affirmatively, his eyes reflecting curiosity, "Are you considering revenge?"

 "No, not revenge."

 Link thought for a moment and said seriously, "It's more like repayment."

 "Well, be it revenge or repayment, it isn't my concern."

 Sage Palo laughed, and didn't continue the subject, "Can you return to the Wizard World Homeland now?"

 "I can't."

 Link stated the truth.

 Franda had been called into the "Small World" by Link when the Captain of the Guard first appeared.

 While Link was in the Fairy World, Franda had lost her coordinates and couldn't enter the Wizard World, therefore she naturally couldn't Reverse Summon Link.

 "I see."

 Sage Palo pondered for a while, then said, "Then rest assured to stay here. Recover from your injuries while assisting me. We need to start working on the 'Sublimation' potion."

 "Alright."

 Link accepted the arrangement willingly, without any objection.

 "You rest first."

 Leaving this word behind, Sage Palo left the tent, his destination unknown.

 Resolved, Link levitated from the ground, he used a spell from the True Spirit Wizard to clean his shattered clothes and remaining blood.

 Then, using Elemental Wizard techniques, he cleaned his body again and changed into a new "Defender 3202" suit.

 "Defender 3202" is a two ring magic tool level suit, an upgraded version of "Guardian 3202", with significantly enhanced performance in all aspects.

 In the past, he didn't change the suit because the spiritual and magical power of a first level wizard are qualitatively different from those of a second level wizard.

 Even for a prodigy like Link whose spiritual strength has reached the limit of an average second level wizard and surpassed that of an average first-level wizard in terms of quality.

 He still falls short of a second level wizard's "liquefied" spiritual power, and can't sustain the "Defender 3202" suit, so wearing it wouldn't do much good.

 It's like a third-class wizard apprentice can wear a "Guardian 3202" suit, but they would still get internal injuries and endure concussion to the brain.

 Out with the old, in with the new.

 Since the "Guardian 3202" suit he wore for a long time is damaged, it's time to switch to the new "Defender 3202" suit.

 Just as Link is starting to feel ready to advance to the second-level wizard.

 After being hit by three consecutive Star-annihilating Cannons.

 Maybe it's a blessing in disguise.

 Once dressed, his chest healing slowly and covering the gaping wound, Link, his feet not touching the ground, floated out of Sage Palo's tent.

 "How do you do, Wizard Grande?"

 The Head Steward, whom he had met before, was already waiting outside, "Please follow me."

 No sooner did he finish speaking than he turned and walked away towards a recently emptied tent nearby.

 Soon, the two reached the outside of the tent.

 The Head Steward said, "Wizard Grande, this is your temporary residence where you'll rest and recover from your injuries. When you're better, you'll go to the Medical Department to submit to the leadership of Wizard Polo Salossal and begin working."

 He paused for a moment, and stressed, "Now that the army is busy with many issues, if something arises, we hope Wizard Grande could first communicate with the Attendant Room."

 "I understand."

 Link immediately grasp the intent of the Head Steward and agreed.

 The demon army was besieging the Sage Army, and Sage Palo was flooded with tasks each day to handle.

 The Head Steward was subtly hinting to Link that even though Sage Palo might appreciate him and possibly granted him the privilege of an audience with Sage Palo anytime.

 However, unless necessary, it is not wise to disturb Sage Palo.

 This isn't a personal request; it's an essential requirement for the safety of the entire army.

 Link found it reasonable and felt no resentment.

 Being "favored" too much can spoil relationships and make enemies on all sides.

 In the end, Link is not a real member of the Palo Sage Army.

 Seeing that Link truly agreed with him, the Head Steward sighed with relief.
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 She fears running into fools who can't even recognize goodwill, thinking of it as malice instead!

 "I'll let you rest now."

 A smirk appeared on the Head Steward's face, "I wish you a quick recovery."

 Saying that, he left the place, returning to the Attendant Room.

 As the hub for Sage Palo's communication with various departments, the Attendant Room was swamped with work.

 The Head Steward was incredibly busy.

 The reason he personally led Link to the tent was to provide the earlier warning.

 Link entered the tent and rested with ease.

 He decided that during his rest period, he would not seek out Sage Palo unless summoned.

 Wizard World.

 Ravensmouth City had sprung to life.

 The movement of the six Star-annihilating Cannons couldn't possibly be concealed.

 Furthermore, owing to Link's high-energy performance in the competition between the five wizarding organizations, Pure Bloods, Half Bloods, New Bloods, whether individuals, families, or certain powers, were all closely watching Link's movements.

 The news of a man suspected to be Zoran Lucia ambushing Link Grande spread quickly.

 The public's views on the incident varied, with all sorts of opinions.

 Only two points of suspicion emerged that everyone, including the wizarding organizations, wanted to clarify.

 First, why did Link Grande suddenly leave the Ravensmouth Special Area and head to the Mesopotamia Prefecture?

 Second, where did Link Grande escape to?

 Yes, everyone was certain about one thing: that even six Star-annihilating Cannons couldn't kill Link Grande.

 This discovery was even more shocking than the ambushers being suspected as Zoran Lucia.

 Those were six Star-annihilating Cannons!

 With the backing of six such cannons, they were more than capable of conquering a Level 3 Low Civilization World.

 And yet they couldn't kill a First-Level Wizard?

 Even if this First-Level Wizard recently showcased powerful combat capability equal to a Senior Second-Level Wizard.

 But this was far too outrageous.

 At the same time, the Serene Wizard, who received the news, took action.

 She directly confronted the Dean, questioning why the Lucia family, responsible for two misdeeds, was still not punished.

 Dean Frist was also in a quandary at the moment.

 According to his compromise arrangement, Link was to return gravely injured, after which the confiscated Lucia family properties would be transferred to him as compensation, and some of the malicious Lucias would be killed to appease public anger.

 Such a solution would please everyone.

 Who knew that two major errors would occur just as the plan began to be implemented.

 First, Link Grande would rather escape into the Fairy World, besieged by the Abyssal Army, than rely on the academy's protection;

 Second, Zoran Lucia, who was beginning his Metamorphosis Period, genuinely developed the intent to kill Link Grande, and thus made an appearance when he shouldn't have.

 He shouldn't have shown up, but he was caught on the crime scene. What a flop!

 This was extremely infuriating.

 Looking at the Serene Wizard, who wasn't making noise but seeking a clear explanation.

 Frist's headache worsened.

 Subjected to continuous stimulation, the Serene Wizard seemed to progress in her Wizard's Level and showed a tendency towards the Metamorphosis Period.

 Once she successfully entered the Metamorphosis Period, even before completing her formal promotion, the Serene Wizard could add a prefix to her professional name.

 People would have to honorifically call her "Master Pharmacist".

 "Master Pharmacist", "Grand Alchemist", individuals with such titles possess higher status and value than ordinary Sages. They are part of strategic talent.

 They warrant increased attention.

 After contemplating this for a moment, Dean Frist decided to go with the flow, follow the pre-planned procedure, then make some move on the Serene Wizard, to stir up some noise and attention.

 So, Dean Frist stated solemnly:

 "Rest assured, Link Grande is definitely safe. The academy will not ignore this matter. We will definitely step in and sort it out, please believe this as well. For now, we are considering giving the confiscated part of the Lucia family properties to him as compensation. More measures will follow. As for the handling of the Lucia family, we can't use a one-size-fits-all policy, we need to act according to the actual situation."

 After listening to the Dean's words, the Serene Wizard showed no emotions. She simply nodded gently to show that she understood.

 Then, she politely said her goodbye and left the Dean's office.

 Gazing at the glowing and warm sun, the Serene Wizard felt a chill and made a decision in heart.

 From now on, she would live as she pleased.

 Forget about Palo or the academy, they can go to hell.

 She was going to become a sage, a Great Sage!
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 "Do whatever you want" showed a mature side of it.

 After the news of Link's accident spread, Buck and Lind gathered all members of "Do whatever you want" using Link's pre-prepared handwritten letter.

 Whether being in code or external, everyone gathered.

 The handwritten letter was read by Buck, then passed around all the members for authenticity.

 At this time, the members of "Do whatever you want" knew that their boss had anticipated something might happen to him recently.

 Buck and Linn were arranged, especially Linn, to act as temporary agents.

 Until Jasmine, the elder sister, comes out of her Cultivation Secret Realm.

 With the many potion recipes and refining methods publicly acknowledged by the boss on the internal forum a few days ago,

 Plan for future potion R&D,

 And the prepared new generation "fairy" potion and "empowerment" potion...

 All these events indicate that the boss has foreseen something that might happen to him.

 For the boss's ability to predict these, the members of "Do whatever you want", had no doubt.

 Only this unexpected turn happened so suddenly.

 That all the members were unprepared for it.

 Buck and Linn then proceeded according to the predetermined process, allowing all the members who have seen the handwritten letter to sign a high-level, stringent confidentiality agreement.

 Preparing to prevent the content of the handwritten letter from being leaked.

 After the consensus, "Do whatever you want" showed a surprising unity and not bad nerves.

 Steady progress in all fields, not only did they manage the Grande Potion Shop well, but they also repelled several attempts of testing from other potion shops and successfully received part of the original Lucia's Family business compensated by the college to Link.

 The performance of "Do whatever you want" made many people and organizations that continuously paid attention to the attack on Link Grande more and more certain that this was a real accident.

 Such excellent junior talents who can stand out individually and also develop their powers.

 Which family would be willing to use them as a "scapegoat"?

 So it seems that nine out of ten, the core level of Lucia's family really betrayed.

 Even if the reason for the betrayal hasn't been found yet, the fact of betrayal has been established.

 Now, let's see how Ravensmouth College will hold Mesopotamia University accountable.

 And the dealings between the two formerly iron allies.

 Fairy World.

 Link's wounds healed quickly.

 The hole in his chest has completely healed up.

 The injured lungs are as good as new, and he can breathe the air of the fairy world without a mask.

 After hearing the news, the Minister of the Medical Department, Serene Wizard's first student in Potion Study, Tier 3 Wizard, Polo Salossal hurriedly knocked on the door.

 "Recovered?"

 "Almost."

 "Can move freely?"

 "Suppose so."

 "Let's go to the medical department."

 After a brief greeting, Wizard Salossal started to catch up, unyielding iron-hand firmly holding Link's arm. Pulling and dragging, he got Link to the medical department.

 "Wow, youngster, you've got a huge life, survived three hits of the Star-annihilating Cannon!"

 To Link's surprise, old man Morpheus was also there. He started to mock as soon as he saw Link, "You have grown abilities, not bad, not bad. Next time, try six shots of the Star-annihilating Cannon and see if you can survive."

 "Thank you."

 Link knew this was old man Morpheus's way of reminding him to be careful in the future, not to be too adventurous.

 So as not to be "schemed" headlong because you don't know anything like this time.

 Therefore, Link's response was an earnest thank you.

 "Stop this nonsense."

 Wizard Salossal pushed old man Morpheus aside, leading Link further into the medical department's office. At the same time, he said, "Now you are my medical department's external consultant, no longer an employee of the potion department. When old man Morpheus speaks, take it as a fart."

 "Hey, how can you talk like that?"

 Old man Morpheus suddenly got anxious. Can he depreciate him face to face?

 He really thinks his sword isn't sharp?

 Wizard Salossal couldn't be bothered with old man Morpheus; he took Link to the largest tent and pulled up a series of documents from the office smart computer, indicating, "All the data of the 'sublimation' potion project carried out by the medical department are here. Take your time."

 "Alright."

 Link immediately focused his attention on these materials.

 Counting the time, Sage Palo Army has been pushing the "sublimation" potion project in the fairy world, indeed it has passed the small-scale verification stage.

 If nothing goes wrong, it can be promoted on a large scale.

 Sage Palo has had the idea of summoning him to assist or even preside over the "sublimation" potion project several times.

 It shows that the progress of this project is not as smooth as expected.

 There must be a problem somewhere, but the medical department hasn't found out yet.

 As a result, the "sublimation" potion project was left dangling; it is hard to get rid of, gradually becoming a burden.

 As the Minister of the medical department and the project manager of the "sublimation" project, Polo Salossal is to blame.

 He even felt that Serene Wizard's criticism of him "can't even copy homework" was very accurate.

 Indeed, the medical department is full of artisans who can be good potion refiners at best. It's really difficult to be a good potion R&D engineer.

 Now, the developer of the "sublimation" potion came to him, so he should seize the opportunity!

 As Link was reading the materials, a major incident occurred in Ravensmouth City.

 The college's law enforcement department, approved by the President's office, publically executed some of the Lucia's Family members.
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 By this time, even if the college had not issued a formal announcement, it was already confirmed that the Lucias had rebelled and defected, and that Zoran Lucia had ambushed Link Grande.

 The public execution of Ravensmouth College was neither hanging nor beheading.

 The scene wasn't so bloody, but for wizards, the results are far less acceptable than death.

 First, they would abolish the Sea of Consciousness, transforming all the spiritual power and Magic Power of the punished into a unique energy, filling the main tower of the college;

 Next, they would abolish the wizard qualifications, completely blocking the road to re-cultivation for the punished;

 Then they would strip away all the knowledge in their minds, deleting all memories related to witchcraft;

 Finally, they would embed Thought Control, firmly ingraining the belief that the punished could not commit suicide.

 From then on, the punished would live in torment.

 Despite remembering they were once wizards, they could not recall any memories of it, nor could they regain their former identities and statuses through hard work; they could only live in a dull and numb existence.

 Even ending their own lives was forbidden, leaving them to bear the regret, pain, and numbness for a lifetime.

 Walking like the living dead, life would be worse than death!

 A total of 36 members of the Lucia family underwent public punishment.

 The spectators who flocked to the scene not only filmed the execution process and posted it on the Ravensmouth forum, but also deliberately spread it to several other forums in Mesopotamia.

 Some wizards from other organizations such as Shadow City, Flame and Metal Trading Company, and White Tower Alliance also shared the videotaped execution.

 All the wizards who watched the execution video couldn't help but marvel at how cruel and treacherous Ravensmouth College was.

 "They got off easy."

 That was the comment from Serene Wizard, who observed the entire execution process.

 Afterward, Serene Wizard no longer paid attention to the Lucia family, let alone took the task of rescuing the Palo Sage army seriously.

 He focused all his efforts on his cultivation, striving to enter the Metamorphosis Stage as soon as possible.

 Mesopotamia University.

 In a tightly guarded villa, the core members of the Lucia family, including the clan leader, elders, and key personnel, totaling 42 people, gathered.

 After the execution video ended, the Clan Leader, who was currently the only Sage in the Lucia family, looked around at the many elders and key personnel. His gaze finally fixated on Zoran Lucia, remaining silent for a long time.

 After a while, the Clan Leader finally asked, "Are you satisfied now?"

 Zoran Lucia looked up in confusion, "Why do you ask, Clan Leader?"

 A trace of anger showed in the Clan Leader's eyes, "If you were dissatisfied with your clan signing a peace agreement with Palo Sage and Link Grande without informing you, and apologizing for it, you could have expressed your dissatisfaction to me, or even proposed to the Elders Council to dismiss me as Clan Leader."

 After a pause, the Clan Leader raised his voice, "Why did you betray your clan by leaking the coordinates of the Fairy World, which you somehow got hold of, forcing the clan to hastily seek refuge, without even considering the other clansmen, two armies, and industries!"

 Zoran Lucia asked in surprise, "But I reported everything I have done to you, Clan Leader. How is it considered betrayal?"

 "I did not agree!"

 The Clan Leader became more furious, his voice even more stern.

 "But you didn't object."

 Zoran didn't seem to care much, "You once taught me 'if there's no objection, then you can do it', didn't you?"

 "Hmph!"

 The Clan Leader's eyes were bloodshot, as if ready to spit fire at any moment.

 The attendees, composed of the many elders and key members, didn't dare to intervene in a conversation between a Level Five Sage and a quasi-sage.

 Even the distinguished Great Elders were no exception.

 After a moment, seeing both the Clan Leader and Zoran keeping their cool, the Great Elder finally started, "There's no use in arguing about the past. We should think about the future."

 The Clan Leader snorted, "What's left for the future? Using the secret we hold, we ask the Mesopotamia University for protection, and try to reclaim some of our clansmen and property through them."

 Zoran refuted directly, "Only those youngsters with potential need to be taken back. Why should we take back those parasites who are just eating up our resources? To continue draining our family?"

 The atmosphere in the meeting room suddenly became awkward.

 Those parasites Zoran spoke of were the offspring of the very people present.

 They weren't too far from "draining the family".

 Zoran had been eager for reform, and had proposed changes to the family on multiple occasions, only to be vetoed by the elders.

 Even though Zoran had once persuaded the Clan Leader, the elders had disrupted the effort by openly obstructing and covertly undermining him.

 It wasn't until this moment that the elders realized the extent of Zoran's dissatisfaction with the family.

 They would rather stage a phoenix's rebirth from the ashes.

 As long as the hope remains, they wouldn't mind destroying the current Lucia family.

 The common characteristic of the 36 punished Lucias emerged in the minds of the elders.

 These people were just the parasites Zoran had mentioned!

 The Clan Leader didn't seem to be as angry as he appeared on the surface. His conversation with Zoran seemed more like a performance, staged for certain people to see.

 However, the acting was so realistic that unless one was familiar with them, like these elders, it was impossible to see through.

 Realizing this, the elders simultaneously suppressed their thoughts, not daring to delve deeper.

 If they continued to think like this, someone might die!

 After all, they had not gotten tired of living yet.
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 The Clan Leader and Zoran glanced at each other, understanding each other's intentions instantly.

 They decided to spare them for now!

 The surveillance room.

 The principal of Mesopotamia University personally inquired the wizard in charge of monitoring Lucia's Family's core members, "How are they behaving?"

 "Besides being more frequent in their meetings, there's no other unusual activity."

 "What do they talk about in these meetings?"

 "They accuse each other, shift blames, discuss reclaiming their clansmen and assets, and complain that Zoran isn't informing the family about his actions."

 The wizard in charge of surveillance replied, "There could be the use of coded language, we are urgently investigating this, looking for patterns to confirm if they used any code."

 "Hmm. You're doing well."

 The principal offered his encouragement, then commanded, "Maintain surveillance, ease restrictions on them, let them do as they please, understand?"

 "Understood!"

 "Good that you understand."

 The principal of Mesopotamia University again encouraged the two wizards who were monitoring Lucia's Family, then leisurely left the surveillance room, heading back to his office.

 "You're still here?"

 Seeing Dean Frist, who was still lingering there, the university principal grumbled, "I've told you, if I don't have instructions, then there are none! Hurry back to your Ravensmouth College."

 Dean Frist was here today to represent Ravensmouth College to reproach and demand Mesopotamia University hand over the members at the core of Lucia's Family.

 This was known colloquially as crashing the place.

 The more arrogant and shameless he was, the better the effect.

 Therefore, after Frist had chased the university principal out of his office, all too casually he took the principal's seat, rotating in it leisurely.

 Hearing the university principal's harsh words, Frist made faces without showing any concern.

 He looked more like a vagabond than a level six sage, dean of both the Junior Division and Senior Division of Ravensmouth College.

 The university principal gave him a fierce glare, cautioning him not to cross the line!

 Dean Frist responded with a sneer, stating that not tearing down his office was already considered holding back.

 The university principal rolled his eyes in response, accusing him of wishing to destroy his office. Perhaps, wouldn't it be even more to the dean's liking to seize his position?

 The dean brightened at the idea and cheerfully declared that he was taking over the principal's position.

 The university principal gave in, having no choice against this rascal, who almost became his brother-in-law and still had a hold on his younger sister. He once again left his own office.

 Meanwhile, Dean Frist, smiling slyly, comfortably took over, and summoned the administrative staff of Mesopotamia University one by one to report to him.

 The next day.

 An explosive piece of news started to circulate.

 Frist Diomand, the Dean of Ravensmouth College, stormed into Mesopotamia University, chased the university principal out of his office.

 Then he seized the principal's position, exercising the authority that came with it and appropriately managed the affairs of Mesopotamia University.

 Due to Dean Frist's rank, status, and power, and the university principal's retreat, the administrative staff of Mesopotamia University had no choice but to cooperate.

 Dean Frist didn't behave unreasonably, though. He executed every task methodically; following his instructions, there were absolutely no issues.

 What's more, he exposed four cases of misappropriation of funds within just half a day!

 What was egregious, however, was that before leaving Mesopotamia University, Dean Frist declared that he would return the next day. If there were still no proper explanation by then, he would expose eight more corruption cases.

 After all, the methods these people employed for corruption were extremely crude, and every single case checked out.

 The principal of Mesopotamia University was furious:

 Could I not have found these corruption cases?

 It was only that I couldn't afford to look into them.

 Each one of them had powerful connections, their ancestors are all here!

 This makes me look stupid!

 Hehehe... entertaining.

 The source of the information also posted several pictures of the university principal inspecting various places in Mesopotamia University.

 The wizard-spectators, enjoying the drama, found all this very amusing and entertaining, and they were eagerly awaiting the continuation of the saga.

 They wanted to see how long Mesopotamia University would be willing to take the heat for Lucia's Family, and if they will fight back.

 They wanted to observe the course of the relationship between the two.

 In the end, Mesopotamia University officially announced selective school closure, including their domestic campuses and home world.

 Everyone could leave, but nobody could enter!
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 Link was dumbfounded. 

 He only glanced at the information about the "Sublimation" potion project once, and already found the core of the problem.

 The problem the Medical Department faced was the low yield rate.

 After injecting the "Sublimation" potion, 34.8% of the fairies didn't achieve the expected level of enhanced innate special power.

 The raw materials for concocting the "Sublimation" potion weren't cheap.

 Without solving the issue of yield shortage, a large-scale promotion was impossible.

 After reviewing the data, Link had pinpointed the crux of the problem.

 So he went to Wizard Salossal and asked, puzzled, "This should be easy to fix, right? So, why has it been held up till now?"

 A mask of pain promptly appeared on Wizard Salossal's face.

 He was somehow taken back to the days when he studied Potion Study and Alchemy Pharmacy under the tutelage of Serene Wizard.

 The echoes of "this is quite simple, don't you understand?" and "It's not hard, is it?", "Just do it, you only need a hand for these operations", "Don't worry, this isn't difficult at all," were still ringing in his ears.

 Dead memories revived, and nightmares reappeared.

 "Morpheus, over here!"

 Salossal didn't rush to answer Link; instead, he loudly shouted, "Get everyone from the medical department here, for a lecture!"

 Sharing is a virtue.

 Especially during such "beautiful" times.

 You should share with others, letting more people taste the "joy" of learning.

 Upon hearing this, Morpheus got the hint and amusedly called over all the 16 pharmacists from the Medical Department.

 While looking at these soon-to-be-tormented fellows, Morpheus was quite happy and prepared to exit the tent.

 "Stay right where you are!"

 Unsportsmanlike, Salossal launched a sneak attack, hooking an arm around Morpheus's neck, forcing him to remain in the tent and sit in on the lecture.

 "You may start now, Link."

 Salossal, while using his higher rank and power to suppress Morpheus, signaled Link.

 "Alright then, let's start."

 Ignoring the intense interaction between the two old men, Link tapped a few keys on the smart desktop, projected two charts, and asked:

 "Can anyone tell me which class of special ability do the 34.8% of fairies whose power upgraded didn't meet the expectation belong to?

 And what class of special ability do the 65.2% of fairies whose power upgrade met the expectation belong to?"

 The answer to this question was straightforward.

 During research, you often come across window paper that breaks at a single poke.

 The point is not in poking through the paper but in finding the paper.

 Take the discovery of graphene for example.

 Is sticking with tape, then continually folding the tape and tearing it open hard?

 The hard part was in opening up this mindset.

 The question posed by Link was like a cudgel out of the blue, waking up everyone present, including Salossal who was suppressing Morpheus.

 "Is it that simple?" He muttered to himself."

 Link, with sharp ears, caught this and confidently answered, "Yep, it's that simple!"

 The 65.2% whose power upgrade met the expectation were fairies whose innate special abilities belonged to the physical body category.

 The 34.8% whose power upgrade didn't meet the expected result were fairies whose innate special abilities belonged to the soul category.

 So, tweaking the formula of the "Sublimation" potion into two versions should rectify the problem.

 "It's that simple?"

 Morpheus complained loudly at this moment, "Something this simple held the Medical Department up for so long?"

 Salossal looked at the 16 pharmacists who hung their heads in shame, unable to face anyone, and felt like killing Morpheus.

 The psyche of these 16 pharmacists was indeed sensitive.

 Proud that they could become pharmacists, yet feeling inferior about their insufficient talent, they always fell short of Serene Wizard's expectations.

 Later, they were repeatedly challenged by prodigy Link Grande, who was two years younger than their grandchildren.

 It was a big achievement that their mental state did not collapse, and they were still functioning normally at work.

 Now they had made a huge fool of themselves in front of Link Grande and could not even cheat on assignments. They were already feeling embarrassed about it.

 And Morpheus, you added fuel to the fire. You did this on purpose, didn't you?

 Salossal removed his arm from Morpheus's neck, elbowed him in the ribs quite severely, and stood up to order, "Now that we've identified the problem, let's get to work. Devise plans and processes, gather data, validate, write reports and draft a large-scale promotion plan. Quick, quick, quick, don't just stand there, get moving!"

 Treated like chased ducks by Salossal, the 16 pharmacists hastily left to get cracking on their individual tasks.

 "What's your plan from here?"

 Salossal initially thought Link would also need time to solve the problem.

 However… it didn't even account for three hours!

 And in these three hours, most of the time was spent on reviewing the data.

 "Well, there is an idea I would like to validate."

 Link recalled the "Empowerment" potion experiment he had intended to conduct on the hooligans in the West District, and weighed his words, saying, "What if I were to grant fairies more powers, to compensate for their shortcomings or to augment their strengths…"

 "Do as you say."

 Even without hearing out Link's complete thought, Salossal gave his consent with excitement.

 The Abyssal Army besieging the corps was still unable to break through the defense made up of Star Destroyer Fortresses and interstellar battleships.

 But, the strong combat ability of the Star Destroyer Fortresses and interstellar battleships required a constant supply of support.
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 The portal connecting the Fairy World to the rear camp has been destroyed, and we're short on the materials to rebuild it.

 In a worst-case scenario, as time progresses, we'll inevitably have to let the Abyss Demons into the Fairy World to fight.

 The Medical Department is eager to test the effect of the "Sublimation" potion and to promote it on a large scale. The purpose is to arm the numerous fairies, allowing them to fend off low-ranked Abyss Demons while the Sage Palo army focuses on mid and high-rank Abyss Demons.

 Any means that can improve the fighting power of fairies are worth trying.

 Do whatever you want with the fairies, they won't resist.

 Even if there are fairies who want to resist, the Five Tribes Joint Government is not to be trifled with, they will actively suppress it.

 "You draft the application, and I'll submit it."

 Wizard Salossal feels that Link is his savior. He not only solves the problem but also gives him credit for accomplishment.

 Morpheus snorted jealously, "If my Potion Department was here, would it be your turn?"

 "Hmph!"

 Wizard Salossal glared at Morpheus and didn't bother to respond to the envious old man.

 Link didn't bother with these two old men who had been "fighting" most of their lives. He retrieved the relevant information on fairy "Empowerment" from the Hall of Memories and began to draft the project application.

 His personal AI was also shattered by the Star-annihilating Cannon, just like the Phantom Coupe.

 Luckily, there were no unsightly photos or videos inside.

 The only private photo was taken when Jasmine and Elise were heated in their competition. Yielding to Jasmine's plea, he captured the moment of her kissing Link's cheek, used it as a screensaver, and marked his territory.

 Otherwise, if any residual fragments at the site could restore data...

 Wouldn't his reputation be ruined?

 Thinking of Jasmine, he wondered how she was doing in the Cultivation Secret Realm.

 Wizard World.

 Ravensmouth College, Wizard-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 Jasmine is enduring torture.

 The potential danger that Link kept worrying about regarding the "Chatterbone Worm" plan had finally happened.

 "I thought..."

 Jasmine gritted her teeth, withstanding a gnawing pain dozens of times stronger than the transformation by the "Chatterbone Worm". Her eyes were filled with unwillingness, "I thought we had already confirmed there was no hidden danger... Ah!!!!!"

 Her bones felt as though they were being gnawed to pieces by invisible Chatterbone Worms.

 No matter how much she gritted her teeth, she couldn't bear it. Jasmine screamed loudly, discharging some of the pain.

 This commotion naturally alerted the sixth-level sage Rosenthal who was waiting for death in the realm of the college.

 "Hmm…"

 Rosenthal's gaze penetrated the barriers of the Cultivation Secret Realm, falling on Jasmine. He glanced at her and made a sound of surprise, "This little girl, she is quite interesting."

 Being one of the most outstanding among all the level six sages in the Wizard World, Rosenthal's insights were extremely profound.

 At one glance, Rosenthal saw through all of Jasmine's conditions.

 That included the reason for the significant improvement of Jasmine's Wizard Qualifications, which Serene Wizard and Link had not been able to find out all along.

 "They actually dare use the 'God Devouring Worm' as experimental material; are the young wizards so bold these days?"

 Rosenthal had a hint of a smile on his lips as he lamented.

 The "God Devouring Worm" was the archenemy of the gods in the World of God, a weapon created by the Insect Race's Royal Clan to deal with the World of the Gods!

 But as the Insect World was shattered by the wizards' allied forces with the Wizard World at the forefront, the method of cultivating the "God Devouring Worm" was lost.

 Through evolution, the "God Devouring Worm" voluntarily degenerated into a "Chatterbone Worm" for survival.

 Due to some coincidence, the two "Chatterbone Worms" that had been specially cultivated by the Serene Wizard experienced an awakening of a thread of the "God Devouring Worm" bloodline.

 They left a worm egg in the marrow of the newly born bone that replaced Jasmine's original bone.

 To successfully hatch, this worm egg needed a lot of energy to nurture it.

 With the dense free magic in the Wizard World, the worm egg displayed the innate ability of the "God Devouring Worm" and continually absorbed free magic.

 What gets stuck to your hand from handling fat meat is oil.

 Jasmine, as the host of the "God Devouring Worm" egg, would naturally benefit in some way.

 As a result, Jasmine's rate of growth was even faster than the Brotherhood Group with the lower fifth-rank's aptitude.

 The price tag had already been secretly set for the gift of fate.

 Now, it's time for Jasmine to pay the price!

 The spiritual power and magic in the Cultivation Secret Realm were replenishable as used, without end.

 The "God Devouring Worm" egg entering the Cultivation Secret Realm is like a mouse falling into a vat of oil. How could it resist?

 It immediately wandered happily in Jasmine's bones, continually absorbing magic.

 That was the origin of Jasmine's pain.

 Even though she could endure the pain, she wouldn't be able to resist the gnawing after the "God Devouring Worm" was born.

 "You're lucky, little girl."

 Rosenthal looked at Jasmine who had been persisting for half an hour, always bearing the pain and seeking ways to save herself, and was touched by her strong will to survive.

 Once again feeling urged to act, he decided to make a move.

 The last time he did was a success; it disrupted that annoying Walters' arrangements.

 For this, Rosenthal had been happy for several days.

 Upon reflection, Rosenthal did not directly crush the soon-to-be-born "God Devouring Worm". Instead, he gently tapped, ingraining the method of Beast Controlling Wizard transformation into Jasmine's Sea of Consciousness.

 Like a drowning person grabbing the last straw for survival, in the face of a life-threatening crisis, Jasmine didn't care where this solution came from.
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 Immediately forcing her spirits up, she began the new method of cultivation.

 The first step was to break the spherical structure of her Destiny Witchcraft's Meditation Technique Rune, and feed it to the "God Devouring Worm" egg;

 The second step was to, at the very moment when the "God Devouring Worm" hatched, mix a drop of her heart's blood with her spiritual power imprint and magic frequency, so the worm would recognize her as its master, becoming her Companion Spiritual Beast;

 The third step was to transform the Sea of Consciousness, to provide a suitable environment for the "God Devouring Worm".

 With her unyielding will, Jasmine successfully held off the rebound caused by the breaking of her Destiny Witchcraft.

 Thankfully, being in the Cultivation Secret Realm, her Vitality could be constantly replenished, so she would not faint from severe injuries.

 The "God Devouring Worm" egg "smelled" the tantalizing scent and without waiting for Jasmine to make a move, entered her Sea of Consciousness in an inexplicable manner and happily began to munch on the fragments of the spherical Meditation Technique Rune structure.

 Perhaps due to the fact that the egg had stayed in Jasmine's marrow for a long time, the second step was already complete, removing the need for Jasmine to worry about it.

 Sensing the unbreakable connection between her heart's blood and the as-yet-unborn "God Devouring Worm", Jasmine couldn't help but let out a chuckle.

 Her laughter left Rosenthal, who had been observing Jasmine, utterly baffled.

 Even Jasmine herself found it baffling. The thought of a white and delicate worm, similar to a baby silkworm, calling Link father, was irresistibly laughable to her.

 Sensing the happiness of its "mother" and "master", the infant "God Devouring Worm", who was busy devouring the Rune fragments, began happily bouncing around.

 Inside the Sea of Consciousness, a shiny, bead-like sphere trembled with joy in all directions.

 Gathering her focus, Jasmine prepared to communicate with the infant "God Devouring Worm" and start transforming the environment in her Sea of Consciousness according to the cultivation method.

 Just as Jasmine was about to make this request, the "God Devouring Worm" hatched, quickly devoured the shell fragments, and then went right to work, creating a nest in the center of Jasmine's Sea of Consciousness and settling down.

 Soon after, the "God Devouring Worm" sent Jasmine messages of "I'm full" and "I'm stuffed", curled up in the nest on its own, and, exactly like a baby silkworm, began to spin a cocoon around itself.

 "Is it about to evolve for the first time? It seems the bloodline is quite concentrated."

 Upon seeing this, Rosenthal murmured to himself, then pointed to a methodology for raising a "God Devouring Worm" to teach Jasmine.

 As arch-enemies of the World of God, how could the Wizard World possibly not study the "God Devouring Worm", a weapon that could be used against Gods?

 However, the "God Devouring Worm" was a double-edged sword that was easy to lose control of, hence the lack of widespread cultivation.

 The Wizard World still preserved numerous methods for raising a "God Devouring Worm", especially the Beast Controlling Wizards.

 As a top-tier level six sage, Rosenthal had collected a lot of resources and knowledge in his early years to progress to a Level Seven Great Sage.

 Teaching Jasmine a single method to raise a "God Devouring Worm" was a piece of cake for him.

 Jasmine had cooled down by then, understanding that she had barely escaped death and her misfortune had turned into a blessing, bringing her an opportunity akin to the one Link had received.

 She immediately stood up, and as a gesture of gratitude, she respectfully bowed in all directions.

 However, she silently performed the ritual without uttering any courteous phrases like "I'm forever in your debt" or "I'll definitely repay you if I have the chance".

 Once the residual pain faded and she adjusted her mood, Jasmine continued persevering in her cultivation.

 Opportunities were rare and had to be earned; she still had to rely on herself.

 Every drop of sweat, every bit of progress.

 Bit by bit, it all added up.
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 Link brought about some change.

 The wizards of the Palo Sage army suddenly noticed the Medical Department stepping up.

 Not only the long-delayed "Sublimation" potion project finally entered the mass promotion stage, but also, an "Empowerment" potion project was additionally proposed.

 Even the taste of some newly concocted potions to cure the damage caused by demonic corrosion had improved.

 This surprised the wizards.

 Previously, there had been complaints about the foul taste of such potions.

 Like swill, it was hard to swallow, yet they needed to drink one or two bottles every day — a real torture.

 But how did the pharmacists in the Medical Department respond?

 "This is the formula. If we tamper with it and it impacts its effectiveness, what then?"

 "What's more important, your life or the taste?"

 All wizards had basic education in Potion Study.

 Of course, they were aware that mature formulas should not be altered recklessly.

 But this was just about improving the taste, not optimizing or enhancing anything. How could that affect anything?

 Admitting to being incompetent would have done the trick, no need for all the tough talk.

 This time, the birdmen in the Medical Department proactively did a "good deed." Was the sun rising from the west in the Fairy World?

 Feeling something was not right, well-informed wizards inquired lightly and quickly found the source of the change.

 It turned out to be Link Grande, the genius potion master highly regarded by Sage Palo in recent years and known as the next Serene Wizard, who had somehow arrived in the Fairy World.

 This explained it all.

 The potions he developed were all hot sales.

 Improving the taste of potions wasn't a big deal, just having a hand would do the job?

 As a result, the reputation of the 16 pharmacists in the Medical Department was mysteriously damaged.

 When Link found out about these things, he didn't know whether to laugh or cry.

 Improving the taste of the potions was what Wizard Salossal had asked him to do, not something he had voluntarily taken on himself.

 His wounds were not even healed yet, he didn't have so much free time.

 Even if his wounds were healed, Link still had very important things to keep him busy.

 Nothing beats practice for gaining wisdom.

 Without actual combat testing, Battle Armor, a famous witchcraft, had been designed into eight full versions according to Link's ideas and the information he had found.

 However, only three versions were frequently used in several battles.

 They were the Combat Mode, Defense Mode, and Mixed Mode, respectively.

 It's not that the other versions lack advantages, for example, the Lokan Battle Armor should work wonders against body-refining wizards.

 However, without actual combat testing, everything is uncertain.

 Link planned to optimize the existing eight Battle Armor versions, focusing on enhancing the three versions: Combat Mode, Defense Mode, and Mixed Mode.

 The remaining time would be devoted to the "Empowerment" potion project.

 The potion formulation and concoction method had been bought for future hundred years of usage rights through the formal channels of the academy by the Palo Sage army.

 The Medical Department had assigned a group of people to work overtime and extra hard, following Link's plan for the early-stage verification of the project.

 Link played the role of the "research" leader, controlling the direction, staying on top of progress. He didn't have to do every single task in person.

 Time flew by rapidly.

 A month had swiftly passed by.

 The result of the mass promotion of the "Sublimation" potion project was very good.

 Already 100,000 fairies of various races had been administered the "Sublimation" potion, completing the intensification of their innate special powers.

 Almost every single fairy had an increase in combat power by at least one extraordinary level.

 They had gloriously upgraded from cannon fodder to fighters.

 This provided the Palo Sage army with considerable extra combat power.

 The phase one of the project was promising, and the phase two immediately expanded on a larger scale, involving a total of 200,000 fairies.

 After all, the raw materials for concocting the "Sublimation" potion could now be cultivated and produced in the areas of the Fairy World heavily invaded by the Wizard World Will.

 A self-sufficiency could be achieved without any logistical pressure.

 The validation work of the "Empowerment" potion project was completed, the situation was not bad, but it wasn't great either.

 Through experiments, it was indeed possible to add one to two Special Abilities to fairies and effectively avoid conflict, harmoniously coexisting with Innate Special Powers.

 However, fairies who were injected with the specially made "Empowerment" potion needed a long time to adapt to the presence of additional Special Abilities and integrate them into their combat system.

 It was like an infantryman in a cold weapon era suddenly converting into a cavalryman, needing a long period of training before adapting to the new combat mode.

 But the Palo sage army didn't have the luxury of time for fairies to grow.

 Therefore, the direction of the "Empowerment" potion project was immediately adjusted, transforming from a universal project like "Sublimation" potion to a special project.

 High-quality and high-talent fairies were selected, and both "Sublimation" potion and "Empowerment" potion were injected at the same time.

 These fairies, in their roles as auxiliary soldiers, would formally join the Palo sage army for combat.

 The fairies who were only injected with the "Sublimation" potion, 100,000 from phase one and 200,000 from phase two, were used to fight "alley wars," depleting the ever-numerous, low-level abyss demons.

 The situation underwent considerable change over the span of a month.

 Even though the three main forces rotated out to "mow the grass" from time to time, reducing the number of low-level abyss demons, it was a mere palliative measure.

 The scale of the Abyss Demon Army that was besieging the Fairy World and the Palo Sage army became increasingly large.

 The number of low-level, medium-level, and high-level demons grew dramatically.

 The original commander of the Abyss Demon Army, a level 5 fire demon, had abdicated his position.
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 Currently, a Level 6 Rock Demon is leading the confrontation between the Abyss Demon Army and the Sage Palo's Army.

 For Sage Palo, it was very hard to kill a Level 5 Fire Demon.

 How much more difficult would it be to deal with the Level 6 Rock Demon, which is not only transcendently strong but also has even stronger defenses?

 Even with the assistance of the Guiding Rune Formation established by the combinational magic casting of the Personal Guard Army, with Sage Palo leading it as a bait to welcome the descent of the Wizard World Will, the surprise attack just when the Level 6 Rock Demon has arrived, can only severely wound the Rock Demon, failing to kill him right away.

 However, the next day, this Level 6 Rock Demon had recovered completely.

 Moreover, he commanded the Abyss Demon army to launch a continuous fierce attack on the interstellar defense line of Sage Palo's army for seven days.

 The Star Destroyer Fortress and the interstellar battleships forming the interstellar defense line, still stood firm, successfully repelling the fierce attack of the Abyss Demon Army, while inflicting massive casualties.

 The cost, however, reduced their supplies to the crisis level that could only sustain two more high-intensity local wars.

 This made the situation increasingly difficult for the Sage Palo's Army, gradually losing the evenly matched war.

 Once the supplies run out, the interstellar defense line will break down on its own.

 The war will then enter the stage of "street combat" inside the Fairy World.

 "Street combat", has always been a meat grinder.

 Till now in the war, the Sage Palo's Army, which has only faced less than five non-lethal downsizings, might face an extreme crisis.

 Even if they won't be wiped out, there would still be a substantial number of casualties and losses.

 Wizards can die if killed!

 There has never been a shortage of completely wiped out Wizard Armies on the battlefield of All Heavens and Realms.

 With the situation changing, of course, the Sage Palo's Army wouldn't just sit idly by.

 The whole army has started preparing for the impending decisive battle.

 It is just that they seemingly haven't made up their mind, whether to stick to the last or break through the siege, at the core decision-making level.

 The continuous deliberation and indecision have left the Wizards somewhat at a loss.

 "Get ready."

 This day, Old Soldier Morpheus suddenly pulled Link, whose injuries have fully recovered, aside and quietly warned, "Once there is disagreement, retreat immediately. Do not fight to the death."

 At these words, Link was shocked and asked worriedly, "What happened?"

 "Nothing happened."

 Old Soldier Morpheus shook his head, but his face was quite grim, "The Staff Department reassessed the situation and thought the best resolution would be to abandon the Fairy World and break through the siege right now. But Sage Palo has rejected this suggestion and decided to fight to the death."

 "I see."

 Link knew that Sage Palo's decision to fight to the death was stipulated by the Academy.

 Even though Old Soldier Morpheus is a Senior Second-Level Wizard and a central figure in the army, he is not part of the core decision-making process and does not know the hidden agenda.

 Based on his intuition as an "Old Soldier" who has long been on the front lines of the All Heavens and Realms, he thinks the army's decision to hold on to the Fairy World without the Academy's support is not a good strategy and can lead to significant losses.

 The fact that Old Soldier Morpheus could risk warning Link privately was indeed commendable.

 While Link was grateful, he could not tell Old Soldier Morpheus that all this was part of the Academy's plan.

 Morpheus gave Link some battlefield survival tips before he left.

 After sending off Morpheus, who seemed worried, Link, for the first time since arriving in the Fairy World, sent a request to the Attendant Room to see Sage Palo.

 Some things needed to be said while the moment was right.

 "Very important? You must see him?"

 The busy Head Steward found time to personally confirm this with Link.

 As the situation worsened, there were more things for Sage Palo to deal with and less time.

 If unnecessary, the Head Steward didn't want anyone irrelevant to bother Sage Palo.

 However, the status of Link Grande was quite distinct and couldn't be declined casually.

 "It is important!"

 Understanding what the Head Steward meant, Link insisted.

 "Alright."

 Even though he was reluctant, the Head Steward agreed, "Come with me, Sage Palo is waiting for you."

 Having said that, the Head Steward turned around and led Link across half of the advance base, from the Medical Department habitat to Sage Palo's tent.

 "You all, step out for a moment."

 Seeing Link come in, Sage Palo signaled for the staff of the Attendant Room and the Staff Department stationed in the tent to leave, to make some room.

 "What is it?"

 He rubbed his slightly swollen head while asking. At the same time, he somewhat missed the massages from the Serene Wizard.

 If Serene knew what Sage Palo was thinking right now, she would probably spit out, "Dammit! Cheater."

 "Are you sure to hold on to the death?"

 Link did not want to interfere with the decisions of the army, but the matter was related to his own life, so he had to inquire and get a firm answer.

 "Aren't you already aware of this?"

 Sage Palo questioned puzzledly, "Why question it now?"

 "Indeed I already knew it."

 Link said seriously, "But I don't know what contingency plans the army or the Academy have, also not sure if the Academy's backup will arrive on time."

 "Hmm..."

 Sage Palo pondered for a moment, then suddenly asked, "Have you lost trust in the Academy because of the surprise attack?"

 After a few moments of silence, Link nodded frankly.

 From the moment he sent the request to see Sage Palo, he was prepared to lay out everything.

 "Ah!"

 Sage Palo sighed deeply, his face showing resignation, "Lady Lisandra messed up another thing and disappointed someone."
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 After reflecting on his emotions, Sage Palo said seriously: "Dean Frist asked me to tell you that the academy's arrangements for you this time were indeed abrupt and quite unfriendly. However, someone has been secretly protecting you all along, ensuring that your life would not be in real danger."

 Link remained silent.

 He had already suspected this when he reflected on the attack.

 But still, it hurt him.

 He did not hide this from Sage Palo.

 He also hoped that through Sage Palo, his feelings could be communicated to Dean Frist.

 The child who cries gets to eat candy.

 If you are too sensible, too considerate, and think too much about the academy, they might think that since you are so understanding and caring, why not have another such "arrangement"?

 What would he do then?

 Would he again be subjected to an unprovoked attack?

 Would he again end up being beaten without the power to retaliate?

 Link refused to accept this, hence he intended to make his attitude clear.

 Even though, these actions of his might potentially provoke some people.

 Sage Palo looked deeply at Link for a long time before solemnly asking, "Do you remember the Storage Magic Tool you sent, and the supplies within?"

 "I remember."

 Link nodded in response.

 "The portal connecting to the Rear Camp has already been established, it just hasn't been announced yet,"

 Sage Palo said casually. "The logistics supplies of the army are without pressure; the Interstellar Defense Line is very stable; it is impossible for the Abyss Demon Army to break through! Besides, the academy has also arranged a legion, ready to support. But..."

 Link cut in: "But that legion won't move until the last moment, right?"

 "No."

 Sage Palo waved his hand, negating Link's guess. "They are ready to move at any time. But, I don't believe that the situation will develop to the point where that legion will need to intervene."

 "I see."

 With a contemplative expression, Link realized that the arrangements made by the academy and the legion were quite thorough.

 They had considered all aspects.

 The wizard's control over the demons is not empty talk.

 "Alright, since you have your answers, you can head back. I still have a lot of things to handle."

 Seeing this, Sage Palo dismisses Link.

 "Hmm, goodbye."

 Having achieved his goal, Link got up to say goodbye and deftly left the tent without any hesitation.

 "Did you hear that?"

 Suddenly, Sage Palo spoke towards an empty space beside where Link had been standing before.

 "I heard."

 The figure of Dean Frist appeared along with the voice. "Has this lad always been so suspicious and wary?"

 "I told you before."

 Sage Palo said coldly, "You just didn't take it seriously. Insisting on using the lad for your own purposes without communicating with him beforehand. It's only natural that he feels disillusioned."

 Pausing for a moment, Sage Palo looked directly into Dean Frist's eyes and emphasized, word by word: "If I were in his shoes, I would feel the same. Why should I trust the academy, when they treat me like I'm not a person?"

 "Emmm..."

 Dean Frist fell silent for a while, a helpless expression on his face. "There are many things that I can't prevent. My sister is too spoiled and too 'self-centered'."

 "That's none of our business."

 Sage Palo didn't buy into this, with no intention of sympathizing with Dean Frist's difficulties at all. "We grassroots who have fought all the way from nothing, also consider ourselves first."

 "Alright."

 Dean Frist did not dwell on this matter and instead asked, "Is everything ready?"

 Sage Palo nodded.

 Sizing up the time and the academy's other arrangements, Dean Frist waved his hand:

 "Let's annihilate these Abyss Demons."
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 A month is neither long nor short.

 Enough for many important events to happen.

 The relationship between Ravensmouth College and Mesopotamia University has soured.

 This was expected by some people.

 But they didn't expect the progress to be so swift.

 With just one move of selective school closure from Mesopotamia University, allowing people to leave but not enter, Ravensmouth College was caught off guard.

 Dean Frist Diomand barraged the entrance for seven consecutive days, lambasting the principal of Mesopotamia University for their shameful behavior.

 Shouting things like "If you dare to steal my people, you dare to open your doors!".

 However, the principal of Mesopotamia University remained remarkably composed, resolutely implemented the selective school closure strategy, and did not show up.

 A few days later, those who were observing the development found out that Mesopotamia University had indeed shut down its school, it wasn't just a bluff.

 People kept coming out from the original campus and the main world, but no one could get in.

 Some individuals and forces wanting to find out what happened inside Mesopotamia University tried their best to make contact with those wizards who had come out, resorting to all sorts of methods, either by enticement or coercion.

 As a result, the information they received was divergent, but all pointed to one fact, that nothing unusual had happened inside Mesopotamia University, everything was normal.

 The reason for the selective school closure was purely due to the influence of the four corruption cases and Dean Frist threatening to expose more cases of corruption.

 It was only then that the various organizations and individuals in the Mitchell District realized how corrupt Mesopotamia University, an old top-tiered institution established alongside the Great Sage Mitchell's Tower, had become.

 With the fear of uncovering the corruption, they chose to close the school and pretend as if the corruption didn't exist.

 "No wonder it has been declining over the years."

 Many people sighed with such sentiment.

 Mesopotamia University was once the leading power in the Mitchell District, holding the first place for nearly a thousand years, only second to the Great Sage Mitchell's Tower.

 In recent three hundred years, with lack of successors, the rank has been slipping and had fallen to the fifth place.

 The once junior Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, on the other hand, has been thriving, jumping from fifth to first place.

 This contrast is stark.

 No wonder the biggest reaction when everyone found out that the Great Sage Revo was collecting resources to promote the Great Sage Seuss to Level Eight Great Sages, and the first to take action to express their attitude, turned out to be Mesopotamia University, even more proactive than the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 They couldn't bear the shame anymore.

 After his unsuccessful blockade, Dean Frist boldly announced the termination of a dozen cooperation projects with Mesopotamia University.

 He claimed that if Mesopotamia University continues to remain silent and does not respond to the reasonable demands of Ravensmouth College by handing over some of the culprits, they would continue to sever cooperation projects in the future.

 This was not just lip service.

 A month later, looking back, more than half of the cooperation projects between Ravensmouth College and Mesopotamia University were cancelled.

 The resolute and decisive attitude was clear to all.

 However, if anyone understood the details of these cancelled projects, they would find that all of them were projects where corruption was more rampant on the side of Mesopotamia University.

 Unfortunately, the relevant people either had been silenced forever, or had signed confidentiality agreements made by Level 9 Great Sage True Spirit Wizards.

 Three noteworthy events also occurred within Ravensmouth College.

 Firstly, Witch Serene suddenly entered the Metamorphosis Period, and the duration would be very short, she could be promoted to a sage after two months.

 Generally speaking, the Metamorphosis Period lasts for half a year to two years.

 An experienced sage gave a judgment after hearing that Witch Serene's Metamorphosis Period was so brief.

 "She has been waiting earnestly for Palo for so many years, always sincere, without pretending, her humanity is very well preserved, it is not strange that her Metamorphosis Period is shorter."

 After this judgment came out, it sparked a lot of discussion.

 The focus of the wizards was no longer on the brief Metamorphosis Period, but on the story between Witch Serene and Sage Palo.

 Knowing the details, some enthusiasts wrote a long post about the past events between Witch Serene and Sage Palo and posted it anonymously on the Ravensmouth forum.

 After reading this post, many male wizards had only one thought.

 That is, it's better for Sage Palo, the hard straight man, to stay dead outside.

 Leave the beautiful and tough Witch Serene for us to protect!

 "If you dare to do such a thing again, I'll tear your mouth apart!"

 After discovering this post, Witch Serene immediately knew the true identity of the anonymous person. She "hit up" the Clarke's house right away and subdued Renee after a bout of frolicking.

 Pressing her down in the armchair, aggressively patting her raised rear, causing a wave of motion, giving a threat.

 "Hehe..."

 Renee's face was rosy, panting heavily, "I'd dare to do it next time."

 Witch Serene, hearing this, let go of her press on Renee Clarke, faintly saying, "Even if you want to expose, don't mention the fact that I lost myself just for a treatment potion worth only six standard first-level Magic Stones, and a timely help. So embarrassing!"

 Renee immediately protested when she heard this, sat up, saying indignantly, "The one who lost face was not you, but that bastard Palo. He kept stringing you along, never giving a clear indication, he doesn't even compare to my Assad."

 Reminded of Assad Kenneth, Witch Renee's resentment towards Sage Palo deepened, she cursed, "That fool Assad, I don't know what love potion he drank from that guy Palo, always refusing to return to the main world, even if he does not want to join the Clarke Family, he can develop on his own."
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 The Serene Wizard glanced at Witch Renee strangely and said in a deep voice, "Isn't the reason he doesn't return to his home obvious? You're about to establish your own family, he wants to acquire a higher status and a more secure fortune so that you won't end up becoming the 'laughing stock of the family'."

 Upon hearing this, Witch Renee's mood dipped instantly.

 At that moment, Elise ran in and immediately asked the Serene Wizard, "Any news from Link?"

 The Serene Wizard looked Elise up and down, noticing how she had become more attractive, and teased, "What, Elise, are you eager to be a bride?"

 "Stop it!"

 Renee defended her younger sister, "Don't tease Elise like that."

 The Serene Wizard composed herself: "No news yet. But no news is the best news."

 "Alright then."

 Elise lowered her head, lost in her thoughts.

 Renee quickly changed the topic asking, "What are your plans after advancing to the sage level? Form an army or take a position at the college headquarters?"

 As a prospective Master Potion Maker, the options open to the Serene Wizard after advancing to the sage level were more than those for Sage Palo, who specialized in combat.

 She could take up a position at the college headquarters or form her own army.

 She could also maintain a semi-independent position and continue to run her own enterprise.

 As long as she regularly completed the potion-related tasks assigned by the college.

 The moment the Serene Wizard entered the stage of metamorphosis, an invitation from the college headquarters was sent to her, asking the Serene Wizard to establish a new Potion Research Group.

 The invitation was filled with sincerity.

 A full Potion Research Group consists of fourteen positions.

 It was as if the college had given the Serene Wizard thirteen "vacancies," providing salaries and benefits for her to nurture her own team of "talents."

 Exceptional persons received exceptional benefits.

 When Renee first heard this, she was green with envy, wishing she could go back in time and also strive to develop a secondary career.

 Unfortunately, time cannot be reversed, and wizards cannot return to the past.

 The second important event was that the remaining members of the Lucia family were secretly dealt with by the college.

 All the properties owned by the Lucia family, except for what had been transferred to Link Grande, were taken over by the college, becoming its own assets.

 The two armies stationed in the same medium civilization world had also been forcibly received by the college.

 All members of the Lucia family were completely swept up and sent to the college headquarters for assessment.

 When news of this was released, no one was surprised.

 It should have been dealt with a long time ago.

 If it had been delayed for such a long time, they probably wanted to investigate the inside story of Lucia family's sudden defection.

 Many people made such speculations.

 The third matter had only been spread on a small scale.

 Walters, a level six sage, had finally found the opportunity to advance to the seventh-level sage.

 This news was reportedly revealed by the core members of the Lucia family after they had received a promise of protection from Mesopotamia University.

 As soon as the news spread on a small scale, those who had originally been unhurried and leisurely watching the show, like Shadow City, the White Tower Alliance, and the Flame and Metal Trading Company, all became anxious.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell no longer maintained its superior attitude, sending people to verify the truth of the news.

 Ravensmouth College already had one Level Eight Great Sage, two Level Seven Sages, and several Level Six Sages.

 Their strength was so strong that it posed a latent threat to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Now, a level seven sage was about to advance to a level eight, and a level six sage was about to advance to level seven.

 If the two good events happened to Ravensmouth College.

 It would not just pose a latent threat to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 It would launch a direct challenge to the status of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The joint secret technique of the Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss can still exert a wonderful effect at the Great Sage level.

 When an Eight Level Great Sage and a Level Seven Great Sage joined forces, they could withstand the frenzied attack of a Level Nine Great Sage for half an hour.

 When two Level Eight Great Sages combined their efforts, wouldn't they be able to directly hold down the Level Nine Great Sage?

 In this case, with the deep-rooted strength of Ravensmouth College, they could completely rely on the numerous sage-level wizards to challenge the Great Sage Mitchell's Tower.

 Well …

 That was just a thought.

 The five saints of the High Council would not allow such a large-scale civil war to occur.

 Nor would the Wizard World Will.

 The most they could do was adjust the position and treatment of Ravensmouth College, so that it could be on par with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 It was under these circumstances that Jasmine exited the Cultivation Secret Realm ahead of schedule.

 With the help of the God Devouring Worm larva, Jasmine had already reached the limit of a First Level Wizard.

 She then had to rely on time, gradually liquifying her spiritual power, to advance to a Second Level Wizard.

 There was not much point in staying in the Cultivation Secret Realm anymore.

 After switching to training as a Beast Controlling Wizard, Jasmine's combat system and development direction were bound to undergo major changes.

 The plan to hone battle experience in the Cultivation Secret Realm naturally fell through.

 Despite her reluctance, Jasmine was forced to leave the Cultivation Secret Realm early to save more time.

 Before leaving, Jasmine still made a bow of respect in all four directions.

 To express her gratitude to the unknown entity that might have been watching her from somewhere, unknown.

 After leaving the Cultivation Secret Realm, Jasmine took a levitating car arranged by the college back to the college. Without stopping to rest, she went directly to the residence of "Anything Goes" in the Senior Division of the college.

 "Boss?"

 It was Betty's turn to be stationed at the residence that day. Upon seeing Jasmine, she couldn't believe her eyes.
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 Blinking her eyes to confirm that it was indeed Jasmine appearing before her, she exclaimed loudly, "Big sister!"

 "Hmm, it's me."

 Jasmine pressed her palm down, signaling for Betty to remain calm and not to be overexcited, then asked, "How have you been recently? Has anything happened? How is Link?"

 Three questions in a row, but the focus was on the last one.

 Of course, Betty knew what her big sister was most concerned about. She was at a loss.

 She didn't know how to break the bad news about the big boss to her big sister.

 "Don't worry, I'm mentally prepared. Just say it."

 Seeing Betty's expression, Jasmine knew that her premonition before entering the Cultivation Secret Realm had come true.

 "Hmm."

 Betty nodded and said, "The boss was attacked by someone suspected to be Zoran Archie. Allegedly, he took six blasts from the Star-annihilating Cannon. No one knows where he went into hiding during this period, and there's no news about him now. However, the academy has clearly stated that the boss is not in any danger and is very safe now."

 "Ambushed?"

 A few questions arose in Jasmine's mind.

 She knew how sharp Link's intuition and premonitions were and how sensitive he could be to danger.

 To plan an ambush on Link, it didn't matter whether Zoran Archie had ascended to Sage status.

 Even if Zoran had become a Sage, it wouldn't be possible to make Link stand foolishly and take six blasts from the Star-annihilating Cannon.

 Combining her own unexplained premonition with some things that Link had told her before, Jasmine instinctively felt that this was a trap.

 And Link, whether he wanted to or not, had fallen into the trap and become a chess piece in the manipulator's game.

 "Tell me the process in detail."

 Following Jasmine's orders, Betty immediately detailed the process of the assault on Link she had collected through various channels from "Anything Goes."

 After she finished, Jasmine latched onto another blind spot: "You're saying that up till now, no one knows why Link suddenly left the Ravensmouth Special Area, right?"

 "Yes."

 Betty nodded in affirmation.

 "Understood."

 Jasmine seemed thoughtful, though she didn't tell Betty the result of her thoughts. Instead, she ordered, "Inform everyone that I'm back. We'll have a meeting at 2 in the afternoon."

 After dropping these words, Jasmine left the "Anything Goes" base, driving her own First Ring Magic Tool-grade hovercraft towards Ravensmouth City.

 Once back at Link's North District Villa, Jasmine changed clothes, freshened up, and brewed a cup of green tea, which Link loved and she disliked, and took time to savor it.

 The tea was clear and its aroma fresh. It was non-astringent, with an initial hint of bitterness which later yielded to a sweet aftertaste.

 After finishing the green tea, Jasmine took out her portable smart device and sent a meeting request to Wizard Serene. She wanted to sit down and chat.

 Wizard Serene agreed quickly, waiting for Jasmine to arrive at her villa.

 Jasmine got up and drove to Wizard Serene's villa, which wasn't far away.

 "Hmm..."

 When Wizard Serene saw Jasmine, she noticed the change in Jasmine's aura. She pondered for a moment before asking, "Did you switch cultivation paths?"

 Elemental Wizards, Body-refining wizards, True Spirit Wizards, Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, and Beast Controlling Wizards all had their own characteristics.

 It was relatively easy to tell them apart from their outward appearance, aura, and temperament.

 The aura that Jasmine was giving off was completely different from before, and didn't fit the characteristics of an Elemental Wizard.

 Wizard Serene asked this question because of this.

 "Yes, out of necessity, I had to change my cultivation path."

 Without going into detail about the hardships she endured in the Cultivation Secret Realm and the opportunities she gained, Jasmine directly summoned her Companion Spiritual Beast, God Devouring Worm, which resembled a silkworm baby, and presented it to Wizard Serene.

 "A God Devouring Worm?"

 Seeing the Silkworm Baby, Wizard Serene recognized it and was immediately surprised, "How did you get it?"

 With a melancholic response, Jasmine said, "According to the information I received when I changed my cultivation path, the 'Chatterbone Worm' is a degenerated form of the 'God Devouring Worm,' devolving itself in order to survive."

 Wizard Serene was shocked at the news.

 When she had obtained the "Chatterbone Worm", she had consulted a lot of material and had not found any relevant records at all.

 The tests she conducted didn't reveal any connection between the "Chatterbone Worm" and the "God Devouring Worm".

 It could only be said that, as the wisdom crystallization of the once royal clan of the Insect World and a weapon for battling the Gods of the World of God, the "God Devouring Worm", known as the natural enemy of the Gods in the World of God, had its own extraordinary attributes.

 After the Supreme Council of the Wizard World decided that the "God Devouring Worm" should not be promoted on a large scale, they sealed up the relevant information.

 Those who don't have the appropriate identity, ranking, or level naturally won't be able to access the information.

 "I'm glad it didn't cause any harm, otherwise, I think Link would have resented me," said Wizard Serene, relieved.

 Taking advantage, Jasmine asked, "So, are we just going to let Link's matter go?"

 Clearly, Jasmine did not accept the academy's handling of the matter. She was dissatisfied.
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 War was imminent. 

 Looking from the distant starry sky, the battle situation was intense from the start.

 An endless legion of mid-level and low-level abyss demons surrounded the Fairy World, leaving no gap.

 A Star Destroyer Fortress, leading an interstellar battle fleet, had constructed a defense line, but this line could at best defend only half of the sphere at a time.

 The other half of the Fairy World was almost undefended.

 In the somewhat expectant eyes of the level 6 Rock Demon and the level 5 Fire Demon, a vast rune barrier quietly stood, covering the other half of the Fairy World.

 It blocked all the low-level Abyss Demons that were trying to invade the Fairy World's atmosphere.

 The Star Destroyer Fortress leading the starry sky fleet had successfully repelled the first attack of the Abyss Demons, causing numerous casualties.

 "Damn it!"

 Even though it had been predicted that the despicable wizards would not leave such an obvious loophole.

 The fact that the wizards had not set a trap but had simply set up an extra-large defensive rune barrier already made the level 6 Rock Demon breathe a sigh of relief.

 However, when the previous good luck was shattered, the Rock Demon could not help but erupt a swear word.

 It was quite normal for demons to be somewhat confused.

 Link only glanced at the situation in the starry sky before leaving the forward base.

 Accompanied by Assad Kenneth, specially arranged by Sage Palo, he arrived at an underground building group rebuilt from the Fairy King's Sleeping Labyrinth, some distance from the advance base.

 They bypassed the middle floors which were empty and devoid of logistical supplies.

 The two came directly to the bottom floor of the underground building complex.

 Standing in the circular hall at the bottom was a teleportation gate, whose size had been reduced, and the defense had been reinforced.

 "Do you have any messages or items you want me to take to Witch Renee?"

 Before stepping into the teleportation gate, Link asked Assad Kenneth.

 He was not a member of the Palo Sage army, and even if he accidentally arrived in the Fairy World, he was under no obligation to fight for the Palo Sage army.

 Being able to advance the "Sublimation" potion project and guide the unfolding of the "Empowerment" potion project during his healing period, thereby enhancing the Palo Sage army's additional fighting power considerably, was already very generous.

 This was enough to repay the grace of Sage Palo for providing him shelter, allowing him to recuperate in peace.

 Therefore, when Sage Palo specifically asked before the outbreak of the war whether he wanted to evacuate early, Link readily agreed.

 Moreover, this early evacuation also involved a task to lure a stealthy level 5 evil demon.

 There was a level 5 evil demon who was very good at hiding in the Fairy World.

 It was a masterpiece of this level 5 evil demon that blew up the teleportation gate that initially connected to the rear camp.

 As the decisive battle was about to begin, Sage Palo had to find and kill it.

 Dean Frist, who could easily kill the level 5 evil demon, was temporarily inconvenient to reveal his whereabouts.

 Therefore, Dean Frist came up with a plan to kill this evil demon, which was as sticky to the army as maggots stuck to a bone, with just some consumption of materials.

 After getting Link's agreement to be bait through Sage Palo.

 Dean Frist secretly cast a witchcraft spell on Link.

 This was a mental witchcraft spell developed by a Level 9 Great Sage True Spirit Wizard, specifically targeting abyss demons.

 The spell was named rather arbitrarily and was simply called "Hatred Confusion".

 Its function was to amplify a target's hatred attraction for the Abyss Demons, making the Abyss Demons involuntarily want to eliminate this target.

 Having considered it thoroughly, Link agreed to execute this plan, which was clearly orchestrated by the academy, only if a promise was made.

 That was, he didn't want any accidents to occur.

 Dean Frist heard what Link meant.

 That was, he still had a certain degree of trust in the academy, and it's not like last time when he intentionally showed unyielding decisiveness.

 However, many things can be tolerated once, but not twice.

 If the academy still treated him as a fool, don't blame him for not caring about the academy in the future.

 Assad Kenneth had no knowledge of these internal affairs and thought this farewell to Link was purely a goodbye.

 "You help me give this to Renee."

 Assad Kenneth took out a sealed box from his bosom, handed it to Link, and said, "You tell her, I will definitely go back and marry her this year."

 "Alright."

 Link took the box, put it in his "Small World", and solemnly promised.

 Then, without hesitation, Link stepped into the teleportation gate.

 Assad turned and walked upstairs, leaving the underground building complex.

 He didn't notice at all that a level 5 evil demon had been following them all the way, infiltrating the bottom floor.

 The level 5 Evil Demon, short and resembling a cockroach, hid in the shadows.

 Its pair of mung bean-sized compound eyes stared closely at the teleportation gate, which had already completed one teleportation.

 The last time it directly destroyed the teleportation gate, the level 5 Evil Demon regretted it.

 Only simply cutting off the contemptible Witches Army's connection with the Rear Camp did not put much pressure on the supply of the contemptible Witches Army, and it was of no benefit to the war situation.

 This time, the level 5 Evil Demon thought, should it risk entering the teleportation gate, reach the world beyond the gate, get the coordinates, then summon the fool Abyss Will to build the Wormhole Teleportation Gate.

 Let the Abyss Demon Army attempt a surprise attack on the contemptible Witches' rear.

 For some reason, the Evil Demon thought he was very wise.

 In addition, the despicable little wizard who had previously walked into the teleportation gate gave it a very uncomfortable feeling.
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 It was as if all the beautiful seductive demons hidden in his own home were all killed off by that despicable little wizard.

 This uncomfortable feeling made the evil demon have the urge to kill the despicable little wizard immediately.

 With a thought, the Level 5 evil demon made a move, slowly approaching the portal.

 The portal shimmered with a flash of light.

 At the same time, old man Morpheus and Wizard Salossal both received timed messages from Link.

 "This kid sure knows how to slip away fast!"

 Old man Morpheus laughed in jest.

 "I told you the army has a backup plan."

 Wizard Salossal posed with a wise demeanor.

 The two old acquaintances exchanged a glance, then quickly grew serious.

 This was a grand battle, not a previous small skirmish. Casualties were inevitable, and they wouldn't be few.

 The Medical Department must do all in its power to perform their duties; rescuing the severely injured and quickly treating the wounded.

 There was a sudden explosion.

 The shockwave reached the forward base, causing the entire integrated forward base to shake slightly.

 At the very first moment of the explosion, Old man Morpheus and Wizard Salossal levitated, avoiding the secondary shockwave.

 "What happened?"

 "Why would an explosion occur underground?"

 Both exclaimed in surprise.

 Sage Palo, who was currently planning an imminent lethal attack, had no special reaction to the underground structures that had been reduced to ruins.

 "Continue with the initial plan."

 Glancing at the empty air next to him, Sage Palo took a deep breath, maintaining his usual focus, calmness, and steadiness, and issued orders to the Attendant Room and "War Room" who were shocked by the sudden explosion.

 Accidents are common in the wars of all heavens and realms.

 The wizards present were not novices, they knew that panic was pointless at this time, just doing their jobs well was key.

 The Attendant Room and the War Room bustled about their tasks.

 Sage Palo summoned the Captain of the Guard, instructing, "Take your men down to verify the situation, tally the gains, and eliminate hidden dangers."

 "Understood."

 The Captain of the Guard accepted the task, promptly left the tent, and led a group of forward base guard wizards towards the underground structures.

 Assad Kenneth, who had just sent off Link, was standing at the entrance to the now-ruined underground structures. He coldly asked the fully-armed Captain of the Guard who had hurried over, "Give me an explanation."

 "What explanation?"

 The Captain of the Guard responded in an equally cold tone, "In what capacity and on what grounds are you talking to me?"

 Assad Kenneth remained silent, stared intently at the captain's eyes, his stance making his attitude clear.

 Regardless of status, regardless of position, he wanted to know exactly what had happened.

 Seeing Assad Kenneth's determined attitude, the Captain of the Guard sighed and said, "Rest assured, everything is under control."

 "What about Link Grande?"

 Assad asked, "You must be fully aware of what would happen if he were a step late."

 "There were no accidents!"

 The Captain of the Guard stressed, "Now move aside, I have a mission to carry out!"

 Assad looked deeply at the Captain of the Guard, then moved away from the entrance.

 "You're not well suited to stay in the army anymore, please resign after the war."

 The Captain of the Guard also gave Assad a deep look, dropped this sentence, and led his team into the ruins of the underground structures.

 Once the seed of doubt is sown, it will take root and sprout.

 This time, Assad Kenneth may doubt that Sage Palo disregarded the life and safety of Link Grande.

 Next time, Assad will doubt that Sage Palo deliberately assigns him tasks certain to result in death.

 With doubts in his allegiance and heart, he couldn't do anything right, and it would pose a threat to both parties.

 Better to have a clean break.

 After all, there is no particularly strong sense of belonging between the army members and the army leader, and one can quit halfway at any time.

 Assad sighed, and make up his mind to quit the Sage Palo's Army after this war, return to his homeland, marry Renee, and rest for a while.

 The Captain of the Guard led his team using magic to pave the way, opened a path in the ruins, and arrived at the remains of the portal at the bottom level.

 The body of the Level 5 evil demon overlapped with the ruins of the portal.

 "Last time you blew up my portal, this time I used the portal to blow you up. We're even."

 The Captain of the Guard looked at the dead body of Level 5 evil demon, sneered, then ordered his men, "Clean it up, carry it away, notify the front line, and boost morale."

 "Yes, sir."

 Several men immediately began to clean up the body of the Level 5 evil demon, which had been blown into several parts.

 They tried to piece it together as completely as possible to make anyone- a wizard or an Abyss Demon- recognize it as a Level 5 evil demon.

 It's not just killing but also attacking the hearts of the enemy.

 The Guard Captain took away the pieced-together body of the Level 5 evil demon and projected its image into the starry sky, making it clearly visible to both sides of the ongoing battle.

 "WhooHa!"

 A cheer erupted from the wizard's side.

 Pity sound could not propagate in a vacuum, the Abyss Demons who were only able to see the broken body of the Level 5 evil demon could not hear it, otherwise it would have been even more devastating.

 "Damn!"

 The Level 6 Rock Demon swore again.

 This Level 5 evil demon was not one of his subordinates, but one of the thousands of offspring of the Emperor.

 Now it had died at the hands of the despicable wizard, as the commander of the Abyssal Army, he had to take responsibility.

 The Level 5 Fire Demon inwardly breathed a sigh of relief.

 When the Abyssal Army began besieging the Fairy World and the Sage Palo Army, this evil demon rebelled against the Fire Demon's command, eager to perform feats, thus leaving the large troop to act alone.
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 From the start, the Fire Demon refused to yield its command and leadership position to the level six Rock Demon.

 Now, the Fire Demon is grateful it was not the commander.

 If the Emperor were to rage, it wouldn't matter whether the Evil demon seeks its own death, punishment would come.

 However, before the Fire Demon could breathe easy...

 An unexpected change occurred.

 A Star Destroyer Fortress arrived abruptly with an interstellar fleet from the rear of the Abyssal Army, effectively encircling them.

 "Damn! What's happening?"

 Level six Rock Demon and level five Fire Demon both cursed out loud.

 A Star Destroyer Fortress leading an interstellar fleet was a formidable force.

 Having another one enter the scene, weren't they trying to obliterate the Abyss Demon Army completely indeed?

 The despicable wizards had hidden their power with a deceptive trick to lure the Abyss demons.

 Sage Palo wouldn't have agreed to cooperate with the academy's plan if it were a sacrificial mission.

 The newly appeared Star Destroyer Fortress and interstellar fleet were compensation for Palo Sage.

 With these reinforcements produced by Sage Palo, the situation was immediately reversed.

 The dynamics of offense and defense had drastically changed.

 "The entire army attacks!"

 Sage Palo connected to the entire army's channel and issued an order.

 He then arrived at the clearing, which had all clutter moved aside.

 The personal guard army, 10,000 special fairies who have received both Sublimation and Empowerment Potions, and 10,000 servant soldiers from other worlds gathered here.

 A larger Guiding Rune Formation had already been constructed by the personal guard army through combined spell casting.

 "It is time, obliterate them."

 Sage Palo looked up at the sky, a fierce gleam in his eyes, as he located the position of the level six Rock Demon and Level five Fire Demon.

 He then retrieved Percy Sage's Diamond Wand from a pouch, an item he had procured with great effort but never used before.

 The Fourth ring Magic Tool Percy Sage's Diamond, embedded onto the Fourth ring Magic Tool Percy Sage's Wand, combined to create the Fifth ring Magic Tool - Percy Sage's Diamond Wand.

 The strategic Magic Tool Effect that can determine the outcome in a single stroke was activated by Sage Palo.

 A white circular aura emanated from the colorful diamond on the top of the wand, gradually enveloping the Personal Guard Army, special fairies, and servant soldiers on the ground.

 Another white circular aura appeared beside the unguarded Wormhole Teleportation Gate of the level six Rock Demon and the Level five Fire Demon.

 Both white circular auras shimmered simultaneously.

 Long Distance Spatial Transmission!

 Sage Palo had struck at the level six Rock Demon and Level five Fire Demon's retreat.

 The moment he appeared at the large Wormhole Teleportation Gate, Palo immediately threw a black Sphere the size of a human head into it.

 The black Sphere came into contact with the Wormhole Teleportation Gate and immediately showed its effect.

 Almost simultaneously, it shut down the large Wormhole Teleportation Gate and all the medium and small Wormhole Teleportation Gates derived from it.

 The Abyss Demon Army's retreat was completely cut off.

 Then, Wizard Palo's head lowered as he recited the final spell, summoning the Wizard World Will.

 Upon realizing this, the level six Rock Demon and level five Fire Demon, who had revealed their true forms to forcibly break through reinforcements brought by the sneaky wizard, showed signs of despair.

 The figure of Dean Frist, level six Sage, appeared, blocking the path of level six Rock Demon and level five Fire Demon.

 He extended his index fingers and gently pointed them towards the brows of the Rock Demon and Fire Demon.

 To the other witches and demons, other than the strange black glow, Dean Frist's fingers seemed nothing special.

 But in the eyes of the Rock Demon and Fire Demon, these were no ordinary fingers.

 These were complete rules!

 With the Wizard World Will's aid, level six Sage used the complete rules that only a level seven Great Sage could master; this was absurd!

 The fingers touched the brows of the two demons whose true forms were fixed and immobile.

 The massive true forms of the two demons began to disintegrate immediately.

 From head to toe, they transformed into ashes almost instantly.

 These ashes were then bound by the power of the rules, and floated towards the Fairy World.

 Dean Frist and Sage Palo exchanged a glance, stepped forward, shattering the void, and returned to the Wizard World Homeland.

 Sage Palo ordered: "Eliminate!"

 The Palo Sage army, having been motivated twice, exhibited 200% of their power, ruthlessly attacking the Abyss Demon Army that was leaderless and fighting individually.

 Even the 10,000 special fairies displayed a high will to fight.

 It's terrific to fight alongside wizards!

 The battle of annihilation lasted for seven days.

 Only then did the Palo Sage Army completely obliterate all Abyss Demons, having paid a certain price in casualties.

 But, having been nurtured with the bodies of a level six, two level fives, and millions of middle and low-rank demons.

 In a few decades, the upper limit of the Fairy World could perhaps be enhanced to level five Sage or level six Extraordinary.

 Palo Sage had won majorly.
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 Real men never look back at explosions.

 Link did not pay attention to the noise of the portal collapsing behind him.

 He presumed that the academy's plan had been successful.

 The Level 5 evil demon probably died without knowing what hit it.

 Just like Link till now couldn't understand, how his cognition was altered by Lisandra.

 The techniques of a high-level True Spirit Wizard were terrifying and bizarre

 Nearly impossible to defend against.

 Absolutely outrageous!

 Link secretly resolved to continue studying the True Spirit Wizard system.

 Manipulating people like puppets, and killing unseen - the thought itself was exhilarating.

 In the future, he wanted to become a villain that people couldn't guard against.

 A villain with an evil smirk. (╯□╰)

 Abandoning his unsynchronized fantasies, Link took out a First Ring Magic Tool level spare transportation vehicle from his "Small World" and headed to the Potion Department at the rear camp.

 Morpheus had said that once a major battle begins on the front lines, the portal at the rear camp linking to the Wizard World homeland would shift from a bidirectional free pass to a one-way controlled pass.

 Only those holding orders approved by both the academy and the military could pass through the rear camp portal and return to the Wizard World Homeland.

 Otherwise, one could enter from the Wizard World homeland, but couldn't leave from the Desolate World's rear camp.

 Therefore, Link had to stay at the rear camp for some time.

 He had to wait until the conflict between the Palo Sage army and the Abyss Demon Army ended, and the portal was restored to its bidirectional state, before he could return to the Wizard World homeland.

 He just drove out of the portal plaza and into the warehouse area.

 From the distance, Link could see the Lucia Family Emblem hanging high, and two military flags fluttering.

 Link hastily set the vehicle's windows to matte mode.

 To prevent anyone outside or doing surveillance from seeing his face clearly through the windows.

 Sage Palo didn't tell Link that the corps that the academy had arranged to provide support to the Fairy World could be called up at any time, was a mixed corps made up of Lucia's Family armies!

 He may not know, or he may know but forgot. Anyway, Link didn't know.

 On his way driving to the Potion Department Headquarters, Link was complaining about the Academy's arrangement and Sage Palo's unreliability.

 Oh, my!

 What the fuck is going on?

 Inviting the Grey Wolf for a meal all on his own?

 Jesus Christ, what a mess!

 Linke complains about the arrangement of the academy and Sage Palo's unreliability as he quickly drives into the Potion Department Headquarters.

 After getting out of the car, he tries to avoid all lines of sight and surveillance, quietly entering his old dorm.

 It's impossible to disguise, even if excellent disguise skills were used, it wouldn't be easily seen through.

 But doing so would easily attract the attention of the surveillance.

 Being sneaky, what have you done?

 Shutting the room door, Link immediately activated the room protection mode.

 Who would have thought that after Link left, Morpheus didn't allocate anyone to this dormitory.

 During this time waiting for the battle on the front line to end, for the time being stuck in the rear camp of the Desolate World, Link could stay here.

 "Link Grande?"

 However, despite Link's low-key and quick approach.

 The process of his getting out of the car and entering the dormitory was still caught by the ever-present surveillance under wartime conditions.

 In the monitoring department of the Mixed Corps, Sophie Lucia, an old acquaintance of Link's, recognized him.

 Hearing Sophie's voice, Tracey Lucia, who was also responsible for monitoring the rear camp, turned her head and sternly warned: "Don't mess around at this critical juncture!"

 "Understood."

 Sophie Lucia nodded, her eyes fixed on the now empty area on the monitoring screen.

 Her eyes flickering, thoughts hidden deep, she was planning something.

 After entering the dormitory, Link felt a twitching sensation in his eyelids.

 His intuition and premonition triggered, he had a feeling that a great disaster was about to befall him

 "Could it be that Zoran Archie is here too?"

 Link didn't notice that Zoran Archie was the one who attacked him. He doesn't know about the rebellion of the Lucia family's core layer, thus giving rise to this speculation.

 Among the entire Lucia family, Zoran Archie is the one Link fears the most.

 He is a person who can yield and push forward, a character who is very tricky.

 "I have to think of a way to leave this place sooner."

 Mulling over it, Link made this resolute decision.

 Sages should not be underneath a shaky wall, it's better to get to a safe place as soon as possible."

 "Come out, Franda."

 Link summoned Franda, instructing her, "Be careful and scout around. Return to the 'Small World' if you encounter any special situations. Don't take risks, understand?"

 "Understood, Master."

 Franda sweetly responded and, transforming into the Spirit of the Wind, she gracefully departed.

 Sitting on the edge of his bed, Link shared Franda's vision.

 Quietly observing any slight changes in the layout of the rear camp and the defense of the Lucia Family's mixed corps.

 Even with a sense of crisis, Link didn't dare to act rashly without understanding the full picture.

 If his response to an emergency drew him into danger and that proved the crisis premonition right, it would be awkward.

 He should first investigate, and then consider other things.

 Franda kept Link's reminder in mind, only doing reconnaissance in places where there seemed to be no danger, or where danger was minimal and manageable.

 After circling around, Franda didn't find anything unusual.

 "Master, Master."

 Franda calls out in Link's mind, and asks, "Should Franda go check out those places?"
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 The places she mentioned are the few massive tents located at the very core of the mixed corps' base.

 According to the layout of the Sage Palo's forward base, they are probably the offices of several functional departments such as the command post, attendant room, staff department, monitoring department, security department, and the headquarters of the personal guard army.

 Not to mention the tight defense, those who usually stay there are mostly Tier 3 wizards or senior second-level wizards.

 The only departments with lower requirements for wizard levels are the monitoring department and the staff department.

 The former requires vision, attention to detail, and patience, while the latter requires wisdom, battle tactics knowledge, and command ability.

 Even for these two functional departments, there are also senior second-level wizards or Tier 3 wizards stationed there.

 If Franda rashly went in to investigate, she would most likely be caught in the act.

 Never underestimate the capabilities of a wizard!

 "Forget it, Franda, don't take the risk."

 To be safe, not only did Link reject Franda's suggestion, but he also recalled her immediately.

 The outside environment is unstable, and staying in the "Small World" can better ensure Franda's safety.

 "Hmph! Master is belittling Franda."

 A young age but a big temper.

 Since mixing with Jasmine, Franda has actually learned to get angry and give the silent treatment.

 With a cold snort, Franda hid in the corner drawing circles, ignoring Link.

 "Haha."

 Link laughed and didn't take this little episode to heart.

 He began to contemplate the source of his sense of crisis.

 The more he thought about it, the more uneasy he felt.

 So he mobilized the "Mind Closure Technique" to the fullest, activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state, mobilized the Origin Power of the "Small World" to bless him, combined with the self-inspection means of the True Spirit Wizard mental state, and checked his Sea of Consciousness and cognition over and over again.

 Once bitten by a snake, one is afraid of the ropes in the well for ten years.

 After being toyed with by Lisandra Diomand and nearly unable to get up, Link was traumatized.

 Therefore, he used the strongest combination and the most glorious state to inspect his own mind.

 Only when he confirmed that, with his current level and ability, he found no traces of cognition being tampered with, did the stone hanging in his heart rise a little bit higher.

 From ten kilometers high, it became ten thousand and one meters high.

 The fact that cognition was not tampered with proves that this sense of crisis is real.

 He is truly about to encounter a fatal crisis!

 Alas!

 "I've inspected a loneliness."

 Exiting the most glorious state, Link spread his hands, looked left and right, and sighed.

 Soon, Link collected his restless thoughts and seriously considered his current situation and strategies for breaking the stalemate.

 First, he had to figure out where the fatal crisis was coming from.

 Secondly, he needed to assess his strength to see if he could eliminate the fatal crisis in its infancy.

 Finally, he had to think clearly whether he should leave the rear camp of the Desolate World and drive the "Celestial Shuttle" into the vast sea of stars to start the star trek now.

 However, after considering these three aspects one by one, Link was unable to come to any conclusions.

 Link suddenly found himself trapped in an information cocoon.

 No matter what he does, it feels wrong, but he can't find useful information.

 Like a headless fly, he was spinning around in circles.

 Taking a deep breath, Link chose to draw a card!

 After accumulating for this period of time with the management of Grande Potion Shop, the patent transfer of "Sublimation" potion, the patent authorization of "Empowerment" potion, Link finally managed to save up 10,000 standard second-level Magic Stones.

 Finally, he could make the eighth draw, it wasn't easy.

 "Gods, go to hell!"

 This time, Link had the consciousness of a wizard, he no longer hoped for the blessing of the gods who were the foes of wizards, but instead cursed them!

 "System, draw!"

 Muttering in his heart, Link summoned the plain panel.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard Qualifications: Unknown, Full-Element Affinity (acquired)

 Wizard's Level: First-Class Official Wizard, Spiritual Power: 399 (liquefying)

 Zero Ring witchcraft: (omitted)

 Destiny Witchcraft: Armor (Expandable)

 First Ring witchcraft: (omitted)

 Card pack: "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card, designated talent upgrade card

 Used: "Mind Closure Technique" study card, "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" talent card, "wizardry specialisation" talent card, "Material Specialization" talent card

 Draw times: 0 (1 Standard Tier 3 Magic Stone)]

 "Alas!"

 Link felt like he had drawn a loneliness.

 He wanted to draw something that could change his current predicament, not a designated talent upgrade card that had already appeared twice.

 Now, only the "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" talent card can be upgraded.

 Using the upgrade card and upgrading the "Magic Apothecary Talent" will indeed be helpful to Link.

 The problem is that this help is not that help.

 Distant water can't quench near thirst!

 With a resentful mood, Link used the designated talent upgrade card drawn at the cost of 10,000 standard second-level Magic Stones and upgraded the "Severus Snape's Magic Apothecary Talent" talent card to an "Alchemy Specialization" talent card.

 Tsk, "Alchemy Specialization", I thought it would be something big.

 Wait a minute...

 Alchemy Specialization?

 Is the upgrade span this wide?

 Uh...

 The Potion Study of this Wizard World did indeed intersect and derive a sub-discipline from Alchemy Pharmacy, Alchemy Pharmacy.

 Going from the corresponding "Magic Apothecary Talent" to the "Alchemy Specialization" is not outrageous.

 Thinking this way, the logic is closed-looped.

 Link quickly accepted this fact.

 He felt that the 10,000 standard second-level Magic Stones was not spent in vain.
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 Link closed the panel without rushing to experience the changes brought by the "Alchemy Specialization" talent.

 Link found that the eighth draw didn't help him break through, it only added new headaches.

 The ninth draw required one standard tier 3 magic stone; the quantity seemed small, but it's hard to obtain.

 Standard tier 3 magic stone, also known as the Magic Stone Mother Lode!

 The so-called Mother Lode is a strategic resource that can create a vein of magic stones, absorb free magic power, and continuously produce standard tier 1 or tier 2 magic stones.

 Every Wizard Organization wouldn't easily part with even one piece of this Magic Stone Mother Lode.

 Where would Link get this from?

 Shaking his head, Link pushed his new concerns to the back of his mind and continued pondering click='openProfile("strategy","Strategies")'>strategies

 "Master, master."

 Franda suddenly called out in Link's heart, "Franda has thought of a method."

 While sharing their visions earlier, they had a mutual understanding. Franda was well-aware of Link's predicament.

 After returning to the "small world", she seemed mad on the surface, but she was wracking her small brains for solutions for Link.

 "Oh? What method?"

 Link curiously asked.

 "If all else fails, we can return to the Fairy World."

 Franda cocked her head, her big petunia-like eyes flickering, looking naive and cute.

 "Hahaha..."

 Link gave an awkward laugh, then praised, "Franda is really clever."

 Such a simple solution, of course, Link had already thought of it!

 The problem was, it was a desperate measure that he'd only resort to if pushed to the limit.

 Retreating before the battle, that's possible.

 After all, you're not a member of the Palo Sage army.

 But coming back after the battle, what's that about?

 Is the Fairy World your backyard?

 Come and go as you please?

 According to the rules of the Wizard World and the academy, the Fairy World has officially become the base and assets of the Palo Sage army!

 Strictly speaking, Link's actions count as smuggling and trespassing.

 If they strictly enforced the rules of the Wizard World and the academy, the Palo Sage army could legitimately punish Link!

 Even if Sage Palo wouldn't punish Link and wouldn't even give him a dirty look.

 But Link would lose face.

 Franda didn't understand the ways of the world.

 However, Link didn't discourage Franda's enthusiasm and explained seriously: "Franda, of course, we can hide back in the fairy world, it's an excellent strategy to break the deadlock. But then, when can we return to the Wizard World Homeland?"

 "Right."

 Franda scratched her head, dejectedly saying, "In that case, Franda won't get to see Lady Link in a long time. Lady Link promised Franda shopping and buying pretty skirts."

 Remembering Lady Link, Franda suddenly remembered something and immediately blurted out, "Master, master. Lady Link told Franda to remind Master to contact her and assure her you are safe."

 "Hmm, I understand."

 Link acknowledged, but he didn't act.

 Not to mention whether Jasmine has left the Cultivation Secret Realm.

 With the smart terminal destroyed and no backup, even if he wanted to, he couldn't make contact.

 The wizard's smart terminal isn't something that can be easily replaced.

 It requires a series of identity verifications and bindings.

 In cases like Link's, he has to report to the Academy's Main Tower Spirit to have the newly purchased smart terminal inherit all permissions and data of the previous one.

 Seeing what was going on, Franda also thought of that, and began to grumble: "It's all because of that Lucia. Archie from Zoran, he has no decency, ambushing the master."

 "Hmm? Zoran. Lucia? Ambush me?"

 Link was slightly surprised and promptly asked, "Franda, are you sure?"

 Franda blinked and asked in return: "Didn't Master notice?"

 "No."

 Link honestly replied.

 "Oh."

 Franda slightly lifted her chin, smugly saying, "There was only that Zoran's aura nearby at the time, Franda thought Master knew, so she didn't mention it. So Master didn't know."

 Link gave an awkward smile: "Yeah, I didn't know."

 Was that contempt?

 How rude!
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 New grievances add fuel to the old grudges.

 Link now had another reason to kill Zoran Lucia.

 Even though Link knew that Zoran's sneak attack was most likely orchestrated by Lady Lisandra.

 Probably while carrying out some plan of the academy.

 But what does that have to do with Link?

 Link believed that when Zoran assaulted him, he did so with the intent to kill him, showing no mercy.

 Those three shots from the Star-annihilating Cannon were not only precise but also full-force, full-power.

 Precisely hitting their target the moment the "Phantom Coupe" decelerated from 8 times the speed of sound to subsonic speed.

 Directly piercing through Link's multiple layers of defense, creating a through-and-through hole from his chest to his back.

 All of these pointed to Zoran's careful planning and his intent to kill!

 Considering this, Link dared not act rashly.

 What if Zoran was stationed within the Mixed Corps, or had some backup within?

 He decided not to act hastily, and to observe the situation a bit longer.

 He would make a decision based on the circumstances at the time.

 If all else fails, he would retreat into the Fairy World.

 Losing face is minor, how much is dignitary worth anyway?

 Prioritizing self-preservation was more crucial.

 The Mixed Corps Monitoring Department.

 During a break, Sophie Lucia took out the encrypted inter-dimensional communicator, preparing to contact her cousin Zoran.

 "What do you think you're doing?"

 Tracey Lucia suddenly appeared behind Sophie, with her eyes firmly fixed on the communicator in Sophie's hand, she coldly asked.

 "None of your business."

 Sophie put away the communicator to prevent it from being snatched, retorting, "You have no say in this."

 "None of my business?"

 Tracey suddenly erupted in anger, "Would our family be in such a state if it wasn't for you? Huh!"

 "What does this have to do with me?"

 With her eyes flashing red, Sophie fiercely glared at Tracey, "Yes, I made mistakes. But don't push all the blame onto me! Everyone in the Lucia family is responsible for its downfall!"

 "Say whatever you like."

 Tracey's expression became indifferent, her tone even colder, "Don't do anything stupid, and certainly don't cause any more trouble. Otherwise, I'll kill you."

 Having said this, Tracey turned around and left.

 Left behind, Sophie felt a chill from the palpable murderous intent in Tracey's words, and was greatly shocked.

 She gritted her teeth, anger welling up in her heart.

 Why did everyone have to make things difficult for her, why was everyone against her!

 Immediately, Sophie took out the encrypted inter-dimensional communicator, and sent a message to her cousin Zoran: "Link Grande is here with me, what do you want me to do?"

 After quite a while, just before the end of the break, a reply came.

 "Don't act rashly."

 Zoran's reply left the hopeful Sophie greatly disappointed.

 She had thought that even if her cousin couldn't make it personally, he would arrange for someone else to take action.

 Either directly assassinate, or capture alive.

 In any case, they had to deal with Link Grande.

 But, she was told not to act rashly.

 Was this the same cousin who viewed Link Grande as the greatest future threat to the family and felt it necessary to kill him at any cost?

 "Everyone's changed."

 Sophie muttered to herself, her face full of desolation.

 She then took deep breaths, adjusted her mindset, concealed her disappointment, and nonchalantly returned to the monitoring department.

 Tracey was intently staring at the thirty surveillance screens under her jurisdiction, not looking at the returning Sophie or saying anything harsh.

 Anyway, her mind was made up.

 If that stupid Sophie caused any more trouble, implicating the family, implicating her.

 She would kill Sophie at any cost, even if it meant putting everything on the line,

 The worst-case scenario was death by Zoran's hand.

 If things really came to that, Tracey would very much like to ask Zoran, is this how you plan to revive the family?

 The Wizard World.

 Mesopotamia University.

 Zoran Lucia looked at Dean Frist, who had somehow ended up here, waving the encrypted inter-dimensional communicator in his right hand, and calmly asked: "Will this suffice?"

 Dean Frist didn't speak. He simply gave Zoran a meaningful look, took a step forward, and disappeared.

 Crack.

 Zoran's left hand, which was resting on the stone table, unconsciously exerted force, leaving a clear palm print on the surface of the table.

 One can't achieve freedom without becoming a Sage!

 Wanting to kill someone but not being able to was indeed frustrating.

 And having to be manipulated like a puppet.

 But with a goal in mind, one had to make compromises, conforming to circumstances.

 All these circumstances, how infuriating!

 Dean Frist abruptly entered the office of the Chancellor of Mesopotamia University.

 The chancellor was waiting. As soon as he saw Frist, he immediately asked: "Have you finished your work?"

 "It's temporarily wrapped up,"

 Frist sat down nonchalantly across from the chancellor, with a resigned look on his face, "But there are always unexpected incidents, almost causing another disaster."

 "That's normal, no pain no gain,"

 The chancellor also had a troubled expression on his face, "My anti-corruption campaign has also hit a snag, we're facing heavy resistance."

 "That's not my problem,"

 Frist said with a grin, "I've advised you not to drag it on and make a clean break. But you wouldn't listen."

 The chancellor waved his hand to change the subject: "Let's not talk about this. The next phase of the plan is about to start, are you ready? I've received some news, the Flame and Metal Trading Company, the White Tower Alliance have shown some unusual activity recently, it seems they are targeting you."

 Frist replied with a stern tone, "We've noticed it on our end too, but we're not sure which point they're targeting. They did an excellent job keeping it confidential, making it impossible to gather any specific information or make any preemptive protective measures. We can only take it one step at a time and adapt to the changing situation. We can only hope the losses won't be too great."
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 The alliance of Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, the two most powerful entities in Mitchell District, was no small matter.

 Even though Ravensmouth College's overall strength ranked first among the five Wizard Organizations, it couldn't ensure a strong defense against a sudden attack from these two forces.

 This was particularly true when the enemy's intentions were unknown.

 The only solution was to keep vital areas on high alert and prepare defenses to minimize losses.

 "We really have no other choice."

 The college principal agreed with a sigh, placing himself in Frist's shoes; he couldn't think of any other alternatives.

 "I have other things to take care of, I have to go," said Frist, rising to leave, "I'm a slave to work."

 The college principal watched as Frist disappeared into thin air, and sighed, "Aren't we all slaves to work?"

 Even after becoming a Sage, one cannot truly be free!

 Ravensmouth City.

 Underground magic lab in Serene Wizard's North District Villa.

 A small Sage initiation ceremony was about to begin.

 Serene declined the college's suggestion to hold a grand initiation ceremony.

 She opted to hold a quiet initiation in her lab, with only four people invited.

 They were Sharia, Ayla, Tina, and Jasmine.

 The first three had decided to leave Sage Palo faction and officially join the soon-to-be-independent Serene Wizard faction.

 Inviting Jasmine was seen as a form of compensation.

 There were legitimate reasons behind their failure to discover the connection between the "Chatterbone Worm" and the "God Devouring Worm".

 Jasmine had willingly agreed to the biological modification with the "Chatterbone Worm" to improve her wizard qualifications.

 It was not really Serene's responsibility that an unexpected mutation caused the "Chatterbone Worm" to produce the "God Devouring Worm" larvae in Jasmine's bones.

 However, Serene didn't simply shrug off this "mistake".

 Respect is mutual and reflects in every tiny detail.

 Inviting Jasmine to witness the initiation ceremony was Serene's form of compensation for her role in the "mistake".

 No other member of Sage Palo faction, including Wizard Cody and his faction members, were invited. The reason was simple.

 If there was to be a separation, it would be a clean cut.

 She informed everyone in this conclusive manner that, from this day forward, Serene was not just a wizard; she was a sage, no longer part of Sage Palo faction.

 The most important person to get this message was Palo, who she was trying to make understand that she was tired of the waiting she was being subjected to.

 If he didn't change his attitude, he might lose her for good.

 Women are like that.

 They love without hesitation.

 But once their heart is set, they can endure the pain of separation, even if love remains in their hearts.

 In the center of the magic laboratory, Serene prepped herself for the initiation, opened her mind, and, guided by the rules she had perceived, called on the Wizard World Will.

 Sharia, Ayla, Tina, and Jasmine, with their sharp eyes, watched as Serene was favored by the Wizard World Will, hoping to gain some kind of insight.

 They even aspired to gain the Wizard World Will's favor directly.

 Regardless of what the other three hoped for, Jasmine was unaware.

 What she knew was that the silkworm baby the "God Devouring Worm" larva in her Sea of Consciousness was jumping joyfully again.

 The Wizard World Will did not favor Jasmine. Instead, it favored the "God Devouring Worm" larva, marking this accidental creature with the symbol of the Wizard World.

 In the future, even when it encounters remnants of the Insect World Royal Family, it will not be enslaved by the shackles left in the "God Devouring Worm's" blood by the Insect Race.

 As Jasmine's companion spiritual beast, the "God Devouring Worm" larva's recognition would benefit Jasmine as well.

 Her spiritual power, which had already reached the limit of a normal First Level Wizard, had begun to liquify.

 This seemingly small change, in reality, saved Jasmine two to three years' time.

 She needed only to steadily liquify all her spiritual power to successfully advance to a Second Level Wizard.

 Hearing of Jasmine's fortune, the others would undoubtedly be envious.

 "You all may leave now."

 After completing her advancement, Serene, now a Sage, immediately asked her guests to leave.

 She needed to further deepen her resonance with the Wizard World Will, and deepen the understanding of the rules she had perceived.

 Sharia, Ayla, Tina, and Jasmine also had the need to consolidate what they had gained from the initiation.

 "Agreed."

 The four women responded in unison and left Serene's North District Villa.

 Serene, now a sage, emerged from the underground magic lab to the top of the villa and observed the stars.

 Upon becoming a sage, she was finally free.

 The past Serene, the present Serene, and the future Serene.

 Images of each flashed in Sage Serene's eyes.

 "Don't let me down."

 As the images vanished and a murmur fell, Serene's thoughts became obscure.

 Seven days passed in a flash.

 The news that the Sage Palo Army had won a major victory returned to the college.

 The major victory was so overwhelming it was remarkable.

 The staff members on home soil momentarily forgot their shock and horror in the wake of Serene's secret news- that she was going to go solo and separate all her businesses.

 Everyone was thrown into a festive mood when Renee Clarke suddenly heard the news that Assad Kenneth was officially resigning and planning to leave the Sage Palo Army. She was baffled.

 Everything was going so well, there was no defeat, no loss.

 Why would he want to leave halfway?

 What on earth had happened?

 Renee didn't rush to ask Assad about this. Instead, she decided to seek answers from Serene, who by now was known by very few to be sage.
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 "Serene, what's behind Assad's resignation? Do you know the reason?"

 The friendship between Witch Renee and Sage Serene had not been affected despite the increasing gap in their ranks.

 Renee Clarke was still addressing Sage Serene by her first name.

 This affectionate and informal behavior was more in tune with Sage Serene's heart.

 "I don't know,"

 Sage Serene replied, "As you know, I've secretly cut ties with Sage Palo's faction. It's just that the news hasn't been public yet. So, I haven't been paying attention to their movements."

 "That quickly? And do you really need to sever ties so decisively?"

 Renee asked curiously, "What has gotten into you that's caused such a sudden and drastic change?"

 In fact, from the beginning, Renee felt that her friend was too love-struck.

 She didn't think it was a good thing for Sage Serene to be waiting patiently.

 She had advised her many times, albeit to no avail.

 Renee had not expected Sage Serene to suddenly come to her senses.

 But moving from one extreme to another was not what Renee wanted to see.

 "No particular reason."

 Remembering the scenario when Link Grande was attacked, and she urgently sought an explanation from Dean Frist, only to find out that it was all arranged by the academy, Sage Serene smiled and said, "It was just the deepening of a realization."

 "What realization?"

 Renee immediately asked, "Share it, let me understand as well."

 Sage Serene gently shook her head: "Telling won't help, you need to experience it deeply yourself."

 "Is that so?"

 Seeing Sage Serene's stance, Renee stopped her questioning and sought advice instead, "Do you think I should go look for Assad to show some concern?"

 "If you want to go, just go, why hesitate?"

 Sage Serene asked curiously, "Your usual fearless demeanor seems to be missing."

 "Oh, I'm about to get married soon, so I'm feeling a bit shy."

 Renee's face turned pink, revealing a coy smile.

 Wizards, each one was a master of facial expression management.

 "Go away!"

 Sage Serene instantly turned stern and chased her flaunting friend out of the villa.

 What was that?

 It was outright mockery!

 Sage Serene didn't want to be belittled at all.

 "Hehehe..."

 Renee left Sage Serene's North District Villa with a peal of silver-like laughter.

 Returning home, she took her dispirited sister, Elise Clarke, who was curled up in a corner moping, directly to the inter-dimensional teleportation gate.

 "Where are we going?"

 Just before entering the teleportation gate, Elise finally snapped out of her trance and asked weakly.

 Quite unexpectedly, her usual energy was lacking.

 Seeing her sister's mood swings, Renee felt deep pity: "I thought you needed a breather, and we can also look for your future brother-in-law while we're at it."

 On normal occasions, regardless of the mood, Elise always retorts "You want to see my brother-in-law right, I'm just coming along."

 But now, Elise simply responded with an "Oh".

 Her behavior was seriously abnormal.

 Without further ado, Renee led Elise into the teleportation gate, heading for the Sage Palo army's rear camp.

 Desolate World, rear camp.

 The moment the teleportation gate went from single-directional control to bidirectional, Link came here.

 Having submitted his application to the Tower Spirit for returning to the Wizard World homeland, he was now waiting.

 Link had used the teleportation gate many times in the past and hadn't needed to wait long.

 But this time, since Link was 'smuggled' from the Wizard World to the Fairy World without any immigration record,

 The Tower Spirit had to verify Link's identity and seek approval whether to let him through.

 Therefore, when Renee and Elise Clarke walked out of the teleportation gate, Link was still waiting.

 "Link! So this is where you ran off to!"

 As soon as Elise saw Link, she immediately perked up, shouting excitedly.

 "Tsk."

 Recalling her best friend's cheeky comment, Renee muttered, "You really wish to be the youngest, don't you?"

 "Sis, you go find my brother-in-law."

 Elise pushed her sister towards the teleportation gate leading to the Fairy World.

 "Seeing a loved-one and forgetting your sister, I guess I won't bother you then,"

 Glancing at the silent Link, Renee joked, "You two must play nice."

 She then walked into the teleportation gate, heading for the Fairy World.

 "Are you returning to the homeland?"

 Elise bounced up to Link, titled her head up and looked at Link, who was a head taller than her, and asked cheerfully, "Can I go back with you?"

 "And then take pictures or videos, and upset Jasmine?"

 Link asked dispassionately.

 "Hehehe..."

 Elise laughed continuously, feeling no embarrassment even when Link saw through her thoughts.

 She didn't seem like a madwoman anymore, rather like an idiot.

 "Let's go."

 At this moment, the Tower Spirit approved Link's request, and the teleportation gate shone brightly.

 "Together, together."

 Elise cried out loudly, as she and Link stepped into the teleportation gate together.

 The glow brightened.

 A beam of the Light of Annihilation, coming directly from outer space in the Desolate World, struck the platform where the teleportation gate was located.

 The attack of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance hit here.

 The teleportation gate to the Fairy World, which had just been built not long ago, was destroyed.

 The teleportation gate to the Wizard World met the same fate.

 "Damn!"

 The consequence of teleportation being interrupted halfway was that Link and Elise were sucked into a chaotic spacetime flow leading to who-knows-where.

 So this was what impending doom looked like.

 Calamity fell from the sky!

 "Don't let go!"

 At the critical moment, Link grabbed Elise's hand, hurriedly took out the "Celestial Shuttle".

 He wasn't concerned about the possible damage the chaotic spacetime flow might have on the "Celestial Shuttle".

 Bringing Elise with him, Link entered it, activated the maximum power defense shield, and quickly hid inside the escape pod.

 Increase the slightest chance of survival!
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 Sage Palo's army had indeed lost contact.

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance had crossed the Supreme Council's threshold of tolerance with this audacious attack, serving as a warning to the Ravensmouth College.

 Great Sage Seuss strived for promotion to level eight among the Great Sages, and the two families did not resist this openly.

 From the Supreme Council of the Wizard World to basic wizard organizations, all were actively preparing for the significant changes foreseen in the final prophecy of the Saint of Nostrodamus. It was a time of tumult not seen in thousands of years, and nobody dared to voice any overt objections.

 Their public stance had issues, however, with the domineering style of Great Sage Revo and his extensive scavenging practices.

 There's a vast difference between scavenging and collecting.

 The total available resources in the Mitchell District, including the regions of the Mitchell District that the Supreme Council "distributed" for expansion into new star domains, were finite, especially where higher level resources were concerned.

 If Ravensmouth College took a bigger portion, other wizard organizations would have to make do with less.

 Even if their power was strong, and their growth was good, they couldn't eat what was in the pot, eye what was in the pan, and still steal what was in our bowl.

 One mustn't appear too greedy!

 If this matter were escalated to Saint Gros of the West Coast, or even to the Supreme Council, the Flame and Metal Trading Company and White Tower Alliance would have defensible arguments to cite.

 And on top of it all, they had held back during the surprise attack.

 If they had really intended to, they could have easily cleaned out Lucia's family's Mixed Corps stationed in the rear camp of the Desolate World.

 They wouldn't have fired one round of the Light of Annihilation, destroyed a few portals, and then ceased and hastily retreated.

 Even though the attack had caused some casualties, those were unintentional, not deliberate.

 At most, they'd make some humanitarian reparations in the economic sense.

 All else was irrelevant.

 When Dean Frist received the emergency report, he didn't care about the loss of materials.

 While it wasn't cheap to establish two portals,

 the cost was at most the same as the Flame and Metal Trading Company and White Tower Alliance expending half their power in a Light of Annihilation.

 That loss wasn't significant.

 The disconnection with Sage Palo's army and the Wizard World was temporary.

 It would be easy to reestablish contact.

 However, upon reading the part of the report that mentioned Link Grande and Elise Clark as they transported back to the native continent of the Wizard World, their teleportation was interrupted, causing them to fall into the spatial-temporal turbulence,

 Dean Frist became very serious instantly and began to pay close attention to this event.

 Link Grande's identity was clear.

 A "special guest" whose soul was from a technology-centered parallel universe in his previous life had already been marked by the Wizard World.

 His past was merely a nutrient and obstacle to Link Grande's growth process.

 Elise Clark's identity was rather more complicated.

 Her soul was entirely from the Wizard World, but she possessed a multifaceted personality.

 Her mind had occasional flashes of fragmentary memories from souls of her counterparts in parallel worlds. They greatly influenced her, making her increasingly manic in her words and deeds.

 Up to now, the Clark family hadn't confirmed the cause of this situation.

 A couple of sages at the college who were interested in this had discussed it, but came to no definitive conclusions.

 Only a few hypotheses and conjectures were proposed, none of which had been verified.

 Dean Frist was perfectly aware that his grandfather, Great Sage Revo, was searching for the special "guest" mentioned in the prophecy of Nostrodamus.

 He had even facilitated the learning and interactions with Shadow City.

 The supposed order from the university that designated Link Grande as a team leader was clearly orchestrated by Frist.

 He had simply refrained from making the decision directly in his capacity as Dean of the Senior Division.

 Sitting in the seat of the Dean of Two Divisions, he still needed to maintain a façade of fairness and integrity.

 He couldn't seem too partial.

 The result proved that although Link Grande was special, his uniqueness was in other aspects.

 He was not the special "guest" in the prophecy of Nostrodamus.

 "Could it be you?"

 Dean Frist lightly tapped on Elise Clark's name, murmuring to himself.

 Yes, when he saw the report about Link and Elise falling into spatial-temporal turbulence, his first reaction was to wonder if Elise Clark could be the special "guest" mentioned in the prophecy.

 This speculation was not baseless or merely an intuitive guess; it had an underlying logic.

 In a strict sense, Elise Clark could indeed be considered a "special guest."

 And a very peculiar one at that.

 It was precisely because of this uniqueness that all members of the college, including Great Sage Revo, had unconsciously ruled out the possibility of Elise Clark being the special "guest" indicated in the prophecy.

 This was a native soul from the Wizard World!

 How could it possibly serve as the key to opening the channel to the parallel universe behind the Special Ruin World?

 Therefore, those who knew about and were involved in the search for the special "guest" from the prophecy unconsciously left out Elise Clark.

 They hadn't arranged for her to go on a trip to the Special Ruin World to test this.

 Upon reflection, Dean Frist found the notion of being a native soul of the Wizard World to be particularly misleading.

 Who had dictated that the special "guest" prophesied by Nostrodamus had to be from one's first life after reincarnating into the Wizard World?

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 148 Interstellar Trek_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 What if it was the second or third life?

 Like Elise Clark, who was undoubtedly a native soul of the Wizard World, yet entangled with the soul of a parallel universe doppelganger, might be a manifestation of being reincarnated into the second or third life.

 "If that's the case, it would explain everything."

 Having thought of this, Dean Frist didn't stay in his office.

 He instructed his office staff to manage the aftermath of the attack at the Rear Camp of the Sage Palo Army—saving those who needed to be saved, repairing what needed to be repaired, and issued harshly-worded communications.

 He then directly returned to the academy headquarters to report his new findings and speculations to his grandfather.

 How to proceed and what measures to take wasn't something that Frist could decide.

 It involved the special "guest" mentioned in the Prophecy of Nostrodamus.

 Those involved had to start at the Level Seven Great Sage.

 In the midst of the time-space turmoil.

 The interstellar battleship "Celestial Shuttle" was being ravaged.

 The Defense Shield had been shattered and now the ship's body was the only defense against the turmoil.

 Link and Elise huddled in the escape pod and controlled the warship through the Tower Spirit.

 He cut off the power supply to all other systems and concentrated all energy into the defense system of the warship.

 Even the power supply to the Star-annihilating Cannon was cut off.

 The speed and agility of a "Hummingbird" class starship couldn't be utilized in a time-space turmoil.

 Like a car caught in a hurricane, there was no effective way to escape the tornado, except to endure the destruction and prepare for the inevitable outcome—being torn apart or crashing horribly.

 Link and Elise could only think about saving themselves.

 Despite the abrupt change, the two divided responsibilities without communication.

 Upon entering the "Celestial Shuttle" and escape pod, Elise kept calm throughout the ordeal.

 As Link controlled the warship through the Tower Spirit, Elise did not sit idle. She used all kinds of Magic Tools she carried and threw them as soon as the cooling period of defense witchcraft ended.

 This was to offset the impact and damage caused to them by the violent shaking of the warship.

 Unfortunately, the Storage Magic Tool could not be used in the time-space turmoil.

 Otherwise, Elise could have used several top-tier Third Ring Level defense Magic Tools, that her sister Renee had specially forged for her.

 That would have improved their chances of survival a little bit more.

 As Elise was thinking about this, she noticed a claw—comparable to two large Shandong-class ships placed side by side—suddenly blocking the chaotic currents in front of her.

 From the appearance, the claw was cut at the root, severed by some sharp weapon or force.

 The large yet incredibly sharp claw tip was pointing directly at the "Celestial Shuttle".

 In no time, they would collide.

 This was due to the different flow rates caused by different masses.

 The claw was heavy therefore its speed in the turmoil was slow; the "Celestial Shuttle" was lighter thus its speed was faster.

 Mathematical/Physical chasing problems were usually a matter of elementary algebra.

 Considering the current state of the "Celestial Shuttle", the ship would shatter with just a gentle touch on the claw tip, with no need for the extra force arising from the difference in their speeds.

 And that was only considering the physical collision, without taking into account the Extraordinary powers and effects that must exist on the claw.

 Just one claw was so large, one could imagine the size of the creature the claw belonged to.

 In all Heavens and Realms, astral beasts were always classified by their size.

 The stronger they were, the more they could eat; the more they ate, the stronger they became.

 From the size of the claw, it could be inferred that the owner of the claw was at least a Level Six Extraordinary Life.

 How could a small "Hummingbird" class interstellar ship dare to face-off against the claw of a Level Six Extraordinary Life?

 Even if it was just a severed claw!

 "Get ready, we're going to abandon ship."

 Link was not panicked, he alerted with a reminder and then focused on controlling the ship.

 As the distance to the claw got closer, Link's brows furrowed deeper.

 The timing to abandon ship was crucial; it couldn't be too early or too late.

 If too early, they risked being swept off course by the turmoil; if too late, they would be skewered by the claw.

 "Hold on!"

 Link shouted while simultaneously completing his operation.

 The escape pod was ejected three seconds before the "Celestial Shuttle" collided with the claw, tracing an arc over the claw to escape.

 That wasn't the only escape pod that was ejected.

 The "Celestial Shuttle" had a maximum capacity of ten people, hence there were ten escape pods.

 Link ejected all ten escape pods at once and controlled their formation.

 Four below, two on the left, two on the right, one above—nine empty escape pods tightly packed around the pod where Link and Elise were, protecting them.

 This was to defend against any possible damage.

 The preparation was not excessive.

 As the array of escape pods passed over the claw.

 A flash of dark light, and the four fully-powered defense-mode escape pods at the bottom were instantly cut in two.

 Link had already been running Mind Closure Technique at full capacity, activating a Multi-Threading Thinking state, mobilizing...uh, unable to mobilize the Origin Power from the Small World.

 However, with the top-tier AI built in, it was capable of intense calculation and had fast reaction times.

 In the blink of an eye, Link managed to control the two escape pods on the left and right sides to fill in the gap at the bottom.

 But even they couldn't last for a second.

 But that was enough.

 In just under two seconds, the escape pod had covered three-quarters of the claw, with only a short distance left.

 "I did my best."

 In the rush, Link left behind these words tinged with helplessness.
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 They immediately abandoned the operation of the escape pod, instead activating the life support mode of the star suits they had donned as soon as they entered the "Celestial Shuttle".

 Then they ejected directly from the escape pod, avoiding the gloomy prowess of the claws that almost rivalled Rule Power, and put their "bodies" into the dangerous spacetime turbulence.

 From this moment, whether the two could survive was purely up to luck.

 Without the favor of the Wizard World Will, even if Link had been favored twice, he could not use witchcraft directly in the spacetime turbulence.

 The same was true for Elise.

 In the past, she was able to perform witchcraft inside the "Celestial Shuttle" because the ship was powered by Magic Stones.

 Even for Energy Storage Magic Stones, they can still radiate Free Magic, building a relatively suitable environment for performing witchcraft.

 The "Celestial Shuttle" was completely disintegrated and declared scrapped at this point.

 All 10 escape pods met identical fates – they were cut clean in half.

 Maybe due to the impact of the collision between the interstellar battleship and the claws, a "spacetime tide" suddenly arose in the spacetime turbulence.

 A "wave" directly covered Link and Elise, who were bound tightly together, and propelled them out of the spacetime turbulence.

 The sudden strong impact, almost rivaling the full-force blow of a Tier 3 wizard, left the two stunned and clueless as to where they would have ended up.

 "Dammit! It hurts so bad!"

 Just before passing out, Link, who had been badly injured, only managed to utter a curse.

 He was really having an unlucky streak lately.

 His wounds just got healed!

 After an unknown amount of time had passed, in his daze, Link heard a calling from deep within his heart.

 "Master, Master, wake up..."

 Franda's crying voice echoed repeatedly in Link's heart.

 Striking at the sleeping soul again and again.

 Struggling hard, barely managing to pry open his heavy eyelids, Link finally awakened from the hazed and chaotic state.

 "Master, you're finally awake."

 Franda's voice suddenly filled with joy.

 With a wave of her small hand, she cast another healing witchcraft on Link, as well as on Elise who was still unconscious beside Link.

 "Where are we?"

 After assessing their own and Elise's conditions, Link found out that the star suits they were wearing were undamaged.

 It seems that Franda must have changed them while they were unconscious.

 Disregarding it for now, he asked instead.

 Franda blinked with a puzzled look before saying:

 "Master, we've arrived near that strange Ruin World.

 Franda wished to take Master and that woman whom Master's wife despises most to the Starry Fortress.

 But for some reason, we couldn't get away from the bindings. We took a few steps and got pulled back, and again and again."

 "Ruin World?"

 Link looked around and discovered that in front of him was the Special Ruin World similar to Earth from his previous life, and behind him was the Starry Fortress used by the Wizard World for observation and anchoring the Special Ruin World.

 They were closer to the former, and farther from the latter.

 At the same time, a strange fluctuation came through.

 Link could faintly sense a sense of longing and calling from this fluctuation.

 And the target of this longing and calling was not Link, not Franda, but the still unconscious Elise.

 Turning his head to look, he saw that some wonderful changes were also happening to Elise.

 Her appearance had not changed, but her temperament was entirely different.

 The conflicting sense that had always felt out of place for Link vanished without a trace.

 The crazy shrew turned into a quiet sleeping beauty.

 It seemed like this was Elise's true appearance.

 "What's going on?"

 Link had doubts in his heart.

 Suddenly, a seven-colored halo emerged in the Special Ruin World.

 At the same time, a rainbow-like semi-circular mark appeared on Elise's forehead, blinking as if responding to the seven-colored halo of the Special Ruin World.

 "Franda."

 Feeling that something was not right, Link called out.

 Franda obediently returned to the "Small World", without any delay.

 Link firmly grasped Elise's wrist and took out a rope-shaped first ring Magic Tool from the "Small World", binding the two of them tightly together again.

 The seven-colored halo exploded suddenly.

 The next moment.

 In the starry sky, the figures of Link and Elise disappeared.

 The Special Ruin World was freed from the observation and anchoring of Wizard World.

 The alarm in the Starry Fortress immediately rang out.
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 The Wizard World trembled violently.

 From the Supreme Council to the ordinary Wizarding Organizations, all who understood the prophecy knew what the alarm bell of the Starry Fortress stood for.

 The special "Alien Guest" in the prophecy was undergoing the test to open the pathway to the parallel universe behind the Special Ruin World.

 No matter who that special "Alien Guest" was, which Wizarding Organization he or she belonged to, or how he or she had managed to bypass the surveillance of the Starry Fortress to start the test.

 This event was nothing short of fantastic for the Wizard World.

 The grand turning point prophesied by The Saint of Nostrodamus before his demise, an event unseen in thousands of years, had arrived.

 All Wizarding Organizations sprang into action, intensifying preparations to cope with this grand turning point prophesied to happen once in thousands of years.

 The homeland of the Ravensmouth College.

 Within a small Star system that had been completely assimilated by the will of the Wizard World, there existed a planet the size of the Moon, suitable for habitation.

 Frist Diomand had just met his grandparents, Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, when he received the news of the special "Alien Guest" undertaking the test.

 "This news is indeed abrupt, but is it so shocking?"

 Looking at his little grandson, Great Sage Seuss asked gently, "And, why did you rush to see us so urgently? Is there something the matter?"

 Frist replied with mixed feelings: "I came to say that, I think I have guessed who the special 'Alien Guest' might be?"

 "Who?"

 As a matter of utmost concern, Great Sage Revo immediately asked.

 "It's her."

 Without delaying or actually moving, Frist summoned a detailed profile of Elise Clark in mid-air.

 "Hmm... so, it's her."

 After reading, Great Sage Revo mused, "As expected of the special 'Alien Guest' in the prophecy. If the timing is not ripe, even if she is growing up under my eyes, I would not promptly discover it."

 Initially, Great Sage Revo searched for the special "Alien Guest" throughout the range of Ravensmouth College. He had also seen Elise Clark's profile.

 He and the other wizards involved with the search, had subconsciously ruled out Elise Clark and didn't let her verify her identity at the Special Ruin World.

 Upon retrospection, wasn't this a significant peculiarity?

 The failure to see through this minor maze by prominent Level Eight Great Sages, who had roamed All Heavens and Realms for nearly nineteen hundred years, presented a clear insight.

 Great Sage Seuss then commented: "So, it is her who is undergoing the test?"

 "Or perhaps Link Grande."

 Frist Diomand briefly recounted how Link and Elise were suddenly attacked and swallowed into the spacetime turbulence when they were being transported back to Wizard World homeland. He also included his reasoning for guessing that Elise Clark was the special "Alien Guest".

 When a portal explodes, those inside it, below a Level Five Sage, have a slim chance of survival.

 A Level 5 evil demon hiding in the Fairy World met such a clandestine death.

 Thus, the portals are the most heavily guarded places for each Wizarding Organization and Wizard Army, making their destruction extremely difficult.

 When the news of the destruction of the portal connecting the Forward Base and the Rear Camp of the Sage Palo Army by an Abyss Demon reached the homeland, the Serene Wizard was deeply concerned.

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance bypassed the defenses of Ravensmouth College to launch a surprise attack on the Rear Camp of the Sage Palo Army.

 A single semi-power Light of Annihilation easily destroyed several portals, bypassing strict guards while accurately controlling the damage range and degree, they demonstrated the strength and status of the two old top-tier wizard organizations.

 A case like that of Link and Elise, where they didn't die on the spot but got swallowed into spatial turbulence, was extremely rare in the history of the Wizard World.

 The protagonist of every similar event had an exceedingly special encounter strongly related to spacetime existence.

 Recently, the event most strongly associated with spacetime existence was the prophecy of the Saint Nostrodam.

 Hence, Dean Frist inferred that Elise Clark was the special "Alien Guest" of the prophecy.

 "What a pity!"

 Great Sage Revo sighed, "A pity that we discovered this matter quite late. Otherwise, there would have been no need to make a trade with that old fogey of the Mesopotamia."

 Great Sage Seuss snorted: "I advised you not to be hasty, not to be hasty, but you wouldn't listen."

 "Hehe..."

 Great Sage Revo laughed awkwardly, "Isn't it because I was eager to gather resources for your advancement?"

 "Humph!"

 Great Sage Seuss rolled her eyes slightly more, "You say it's for me, but in the end, isn't it for you? You have wanted to tackle that Mitchell guy for a long time, but you are not capable of handling him alone, and you have to drag me along."

 Frist lowered his head, his eyes on his nose, his nose in his mind, and ignored the tender interaction between his grandparents who have been living together for nearly nineteen hundred years.

 Great Sage Revo noticed his somewhat awkward grandson and laughed, "Go back and organize the materials. Make the evidence chain of Elise Clark, and ah... Link Grande taking the test more solid, form a report, and then I will submit it to the Supreme Council. Let's first secure these resources."

 After a moment of pondering, Great Sage Revo continued to give instructions: "As for the cooperation plan with Mesopotamia University, continue it, and prepare two solutions."

 "Understood, I'll go handle it right away."

 Dean Frist took the order and disappeared neatly.

 Leaving behind the couple who had lived together for nearly nineteen hundred years and still hadn't had enough of each other, to continue their sweet daily life.
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 Wizard World Homeland. 

 West Coast, Tudor region, Mitchell District, Ravensmouth Special Area.

 Senior Division, Library.

 Jasmine, who was researching information and documents related to the Beast Controlling Wizard, suddenly felt a pang in her heart, as if she had lost something very important.

 She quickly recalls a premonition she had over a month ago.

 Jasmine immediately realized that this sudden intuition was related to Link.

 Um...

 Through the accidental gains in the Cultivation Secret Realm, Jasmine came to know that her rapidly increasing intuition and prophecy ability were conveyed by the "God Devouring Worm".

 As the sworn enemy of the Gods in the World of God, the "God Devouring Worm" possesses two characteristics: Stealth and Prophecy.

 The purpose of Stealth is to avoid being located and searched by the Gods who control fate and prophecy related positions.

 Prophecy, on the other hand, is used to predict the whereabouts and conditions of gods who fall victim to the Insect Race, which would make it easy to set up traps or take targeted measures.

 At that time, the "God Devouring Worm," which was still in its egg state, had not recognized Jasmine as its master and became her Companion Spiritual Beast.

 However, after co-existing for a long period, the "God Devouring Worm" generously "shared" its newly awakened Bloodline Traits with Jasmine, its host.

 From the perspective of the "God Devouring Worm's" strong desire and ability to survive, one could deduce that it was a way to prevent its host from dying prematurely and thereby affecting its own birth.

 After the "God Devouring Worm" became Jasmine's Companion Spiritual Beast, Jasmine fully shared its two primary traits, as well as other yet-to-be awakened racial abilities.

 Just now, the Prophecy trait was at play.

 "Where in the world did you go?"

 Jasmine closed the ancient book in her hands, murmuring to herself.

 Given her current, rather basic intuition and prophecy ability, such a strong reaction must mean that something very serious has happened to Link.

 Wherever he was, Jasmine was certain it must be somewhere she could not reach at her current ability level.

 This feeling of helplessness and pain is intense.

 She felt keenly the frustration of not being able to take action, despite having the desire to do so.

 Taking a deep breath, Jasmine repressed the chaotic thoughts in her mind, but she no longer felt like reading.

 She decided to summon the Silkworm Baby, the "God Devouring Worm," which spent its days either eating or sleeping, and she took out half-eaten standard Second Level Magic Stone for the once-a-day feeding ritual.

 The diet of the "God Devouring Worm" is quite simple; high-quality, pure energy.

 After its birth, the slow absorption of Free Magic could no longer satisfy the needs of the "God Devouring Worm" pupa.

 It could also consume standard First Level Magic Stones, but that would require more quantity and more consumption time.

 Jasmine simply switched to standard Second Level Magic Stones, giving the "God Devouring Worm" pupa something to munch on every day.

 At this stage, the appetite of the "God Devouring Worm" pupa was limited, and it takes about three days to gnaw through a standard Second Level Magic Stone.

 If it grows a bit more, it might still feel hungry even after gnawing through one in a day.

 With the "God Devouring Worm" eating like this, rich Jasmine is going to turn into a poor soul like Link.

 "Silkworm Baby, you need to grow quickly."

 While rubbing the smooth white body of the "God Devouring Worm" pupa, which has the texture of gemstones, Jasmine mumbled to herself.

 Responding to the anxiety of its master and "mother," the "God Devouring Worm" accelerated its feeding and then returned to the sea of Jasmine's consciousness for a comfortable sleep in its nest.

 For the "God Devouring Worm," the best way to grow is simple: eat and sleep.

 Eat to your heart's content, sleep until you're fully rested, and naturally, you grow.

 Once the "God Devouring Worm" had settled into a deep sleep, Jasmine unfolded the ancient book and read for a while, but finding that she still couldn't calm her mind, she decided not to read anymore.

 She stood up, walked past the library administrator who was a Senior Second-Level Wizard, and entered a hidden room that over 99% of wizards who had studied at the Senior Division had not discovered, where she returned the ancient book to its shelf.

 Then she calmly exited the hidden room, strolled past the library administrator, walked out of the administrator's office, and out of the library.

 During this whole time, not a single wizard noticed Jasmine's presence.

 Jasmine wandered around the Senior Division like a ghost, unnoticed by anyone.

 Those who could sense Jasmine's presence, such as the Tier 3 Wizard-level lecturers, naturally thought that Jasmine's presence was completely expected.

 This was the "God Devouring Worm" sharing its Stealth trait with Jasmine.

 After numerous tests, Sage Selene confirmed that those below the Sage level, including Tier 3 Wizards undergoing their Metamorphosis Period, could not detect Jasmine when she intentionally concealed herself.

 Additionally, this method of concealment wasn't just about becoming invisible, silent, or shielding detection and perception.

 It was concealment at the level of the rules.

 If the "God Devouring Worm" grows a bit larger and Jasmine's Wizard's Level improves a bit more, perhaps even a Fourth Level Sage wouldn't be able to detect Jasmine when she hides herself.

 With Stealth and Prophecy abilities, her survival ability and assassination power had been maximized.

 Sage Selene couldn't help but exclaim, "Now you can easily instantly kill First Level Wizards like Link does. With careful preparations, even Second Level Wizards might not be out of your reach."

 "But this still isn't enough!"

 On her way to the residence with the freedom to do what she pleases, Jasmine thought to herself.

 Compared to Lucia's Family, and some of the higher-ups in the academy, this bit of power was far from enough.

 Jasmine's ambitions were growing.

 Moreover, she had thought of a plan to further increase her strength.

 This idea was very bold and entailed risks.

 Once Link returned, Jasmine intended to try and persuade Link to accompany her in realizing this idea.
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 "Link, Link..." 

 Before walking into the "Do Whatever You Want" base, Jasmine murmured uncontrollably.

 "Link, Link, wake up, wake up, stop sleeping!"

 A shaking sensation and a familiar voice woke up a soundly sleeping Link.

 Letting out a big stretch, Link groaned contently, "So good!"

 "Good?"

 A roar, like that of a cannon explosion, erupted above Link's head.

 A stout man with a beard, looking like a fierce warrior, stood behind Link, face darkened, and rebuked, "Does it feel good to sleep instead of paying attention in class? Want to feel even better? Go stand at the back of the class, continue the lesson standing!"

 Startled, Link instantly woke up. He quickly withdrew his hand and, holding his textbook, sulkily ran to the back of the classroom to stand straight.

 As he stood there, listening to a familiar voice, taking a familiar class, Link's vision started to blur.

 An absurd sensation arose, as if what he was seeing was not the real world but a data stream made up of zeros and ones instead.

 He blinked, and the data stream that seemed to have appeared in his vision disappeared.

 What he saw was still the familiar classroom, familiar classmates, and familiar teacher.

 Even the countdown to the final exams hanging above the blackboard looked the same.

 What data stream?

 "Am I still sleepy?"

 Link shook his head and found himself to be quite alert.

 What was that just now?

 He frowned and fell into deep thought.

 Suddenly he remembered the dream he had after falling asleep during class.

 It was a long and strange dream.

 He dreamt that he had traveled to a Wizard World and, through his relentless efforts with no external help at all, became a powerful wizard.

 It was as easy as eating and drinking to kill opponents of the same level.

 He could even beat up incompetent villains who were a level higher than he was.

 And he was also quite lucky in love, with a blonde-haired, blue-eyed little girl following him around from the beginning.

 Buried in his thoughts, Link suddenly felt sleepy again. He let out a huge yawn, nearly falling asleep even while standing straight.

 "Link! You scoundrel!"

 The dark-skinned, bearded English teacher who looked like a brusque warrior roared angrily and hurled a piece of chalk at him.

 The chalk was about to hit Link between his eyes.

 Link widened his eyes, and the chalk stopped abruptly, just a hair's breadth away from his brow.

 "This..."

 With a start, his gaze became unfocused and the chalk fell to the floor.

 "Stand at attention!"

 The fierce-looking English teacher continued to roar.

 The teacher's bearded, dark face looked abstract to Link.

 It started to resemble an old Picasso self-portrait.

 It was as strange as it could get, definitely not human-looking anymore.

 Link shook his head and looked at the English teacher again, only to find that he looked normal again.

 "Strange."

 Murmuring to himself and bowing his head, Link looked at the piece of chalk on the ground. He focused all his attention on it, silently willing it to float.

 Just like little wizards shouting "up!" at brooms.

 Link wasn't sure if it was an illusion, but he thought he saw the chalk move.

 But before he could confirm, a big, rubber-soled shoe crushed the chalk mercilessly.

 The English teacher, who sometimes seemed like a human and other times did not, left with a cold "harrumph" and walked past Link.

 Everything that happens once can happen twice, but not a third time.

 No longer daydreaming during English class, Link began to attentively listen to the lecture.

 As he listened, he felt that he had learned all of this before, and it was all very simple.

 Halfway through, the very simple English lesson ended quickly.

 During the break, Link did not go out for fresh air. Instead, he sat at his desk, blankly looking at the empty desk next to him.

 He heard that a new student, a girl, was transferring to their school today. He wondered about her personality, whether she was easy to get along with, if she would draw a clear line, etc.

 The most important thing was, whether she was pretty or not.

 Caught up in his thoughts, the ten-minute break passed quickly, and the bell rang for class.

 The head teacher, also the Chinese language teacher, walked into the classroom with a calm and composed girl.

 "Classmates, let's welcome our new classmate who is joining our big family."

 The homeroom teacher finished speaking and started to clap.

 Immediately, the classroom erupted in a thunderous applause, welcoming the radiant, beautiful new student.

 "New student, why don't you introduce yourself?"

 As the applause died down, the head teacher continued with the welcoming procedure.

 The quiet and beautiful new student smiled sweetly and introduced herself confidently, "Hello everyone, my last name is Ai and my first name is Elise. I am rather quiet in nature and like cute little toys. I hope to get along harmoniously with everyone."

 Looking at the new student and listening to her introduction, Link suddenly thought of a phrase: "I feel like I have seen this girl somewhere."

 Something just didn't feel right.
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 "Hello." 

 Just as he was pondering about what seemed off, the serene and beautiful new classmate Elise sat down at the desk next to Link and greeted him softly.

 "Hello."

 Snapping back to reality, Link lightly shook Elise's extended hand.

 "Nice to meet you, please take care of me."

 Elise showed a sweet smile and said some pleasantries before focusing on the class.

 "Nice to meet you?"

 Hearing her words, Link furrowed his brow.

 Something felt amiss about it.

 She looked so familiar somehow and her personality didn't seem like this.

 She wasn't this calm, she should be more lively.

 "Strange, why do I feel the term 'lively' doesn't fully describe her?"

 Link mumbled to himself, shaking his head, feeling increasingly confused.

 Ever since he was roused by the homely-looking English teacher in the last class, he had felt like this.

 Wait, what does the English teacher look like again?

 Oh, I remember now.

 Looks like bushy eyebrows, the "to wife or not to wife" Old Xu.

 Unfortunately he doesn't have a beauty like Cong Shan as his wife, he heard that Old Xu is a perennial bachelor.

 The kind who only thinks about himself and not his family.

 Ah, why doesn't anyone ask me, "do you want a wife or not?"

 When that time comes, I'll proudly yell out, "I do!".

 He he he...

 Without noticing, Link's thoughts wondered away from little sister Elise, daydreaming about a flamboyant life that might get him stabbed.

 A Chinese class passed by in aimless thoughts.

 "Want to hang out?"

 Little sister Elise wasn't shy at all and even took the initiative to invite Link.

 "No, I'll stay a bit longer."

 For some reason, Link wanted to accept her invitation but changed his words before it left his mouth.

 As if as soon as he stepped out of the classroom, something bad would happen.

 "Ah!"

 Elise sighed, a glint of disappointment flashed in her eyes, then they became lost.

 She brought up hanging out no more and even didn't go herself, circling her arms and resting her head for a bit.

 "Ah!"

 Link felt dispirited, feeling as if he did something wrong.

 But didn't know where he went wrong.

 He blankly watched Elise as she rested her head on the desk, his pupils vibrating rapidly up and down.

 It was as if two people were playing tug-of-war inside his head and his pupils were the red flags tied to the rope.

 His head was throbbing with pain.

 Forget it, I'll stop thinking and go to sleep.

 Frustrated with the discomfort, Link laid his head down on the desk, his pupils immediately ceased vibrating and his head stopped aching.

 "Want to hang out?"

 After awakening, he heard Elise's invitation again.

 Wow, another class ended.

 How many classes have passed?

 "No, I'll stay a bit longer."

 After some thought, Link still felt that he didn't get enough sleep, so he rejected the invitation straight away.

 Huh, why the hell does the thought of hanging out make me want to sleep?

 I'm not Ah Q, having a weird habit of loudly declaring "I want to nap with you."

 Right, who's Ah Q?

 A character from a text we learned in Chinese class?

 This question emerged, and Link started flipping through his Chinese textbooks.

 One, two, three, four, five...

 There seem to be a lot of Chinese textbooks in his desk drawer as if they wouldn't end.

 Flip flip flip.

 Link kept flipping desperately, trying to find Ah Q who liked to feel pleased with himself after "being beaten by his son."

 "What are you looking for?"

 Elise asked gently from the side.

 "What am I looking for?"

 Link repeated the action of flipping pages furiously and repeated Elise's question.

 It seemed as if he was questioning Elise, or maybe questioning himself.

 What was he looking for?

 Was it Ah Q, or something else more important?

 Link couldn't help but feel dejected.

 He stopped his flipping, showing a deep sorrow on his face, looked at Elise's puzzled eyes and said dejectedly, "It seems I've forgotten what I was looking for."

 After he said this, Link suddenly felt his eyelids becoming heavy.

 Circling his arms, resting his head, he quickly fell asleep.

 Elise looked at the lightly snoring Link, mumbling wordlessly to herself:

 Ah Q?

 Who is Ah Q?

 Why hasn't she ever heard of him?

 After hesitating for a while, Elise extended her index finger and gently touched Link's cheek.

 A weird thought surfaced in her mind, she seemed to have stolen a kiss here before.

 She shook her head with a smile and suppressed the absurd thought.

 They just met recently, how could she have kissed Link, and stolen one at that.

 She was not a hopeless romantic, how could she do such a bashful thing.

 It's all nonsense, all nonsense!

 Thinking like this, Elise retracted her hand and sat deep in her chair.

 Just like that, a day passed by.

 The next dozen or so days seemed to be a carbon copy of the day after he woke up.

 Class, recess, class, recess, class, recess.

 It felt like besides these two things, there should be no other things to do.

 For instance, refusing to go out to play with Elise.

 It felt like an evil act that would bring about disaster once done.

 "Want to hang out?"

 Not knowing how many times Link had spaced out, Elise waved her hand in front of him, after getting his attention, she extended an invitation.

 Not waiting for Link to reject, Elise lowered her voice intentionally and said, "I'll take you to play something fun."

 After saying this, she abruptly clasped Link's hand and pulled him towards the classroom door.

 There was no room for refusal.

 Wait.

 Outside the classroom?

 Have I left the classroom these days?

 As he was dragged out of the classroom, Link raised this question in his heart.
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 As I adjusted my running posture, I reflected on the past few weeks' experiences.

 Turns out, there isn't much to recall.

 What the hell had I been up to these past couple of weeks? Apart from attending classes, there was nothing else.

 Among eating, drinking, defecating, and sleeping, the only thing I truly did was sleep.

 And heaps of it, too.

 Often, Elise and I would suddenly fall asleep in the middle of a conversation, our heads hitting the table.

 Scenes of class periods seemed blurry, as if they were pixelated.

 The classroom content and the teachers who taught it had all become distorted.

 One moment they looked like humans, the next, anything but.

 First, they sound real, then like a buzzing electrical current.

 Strange things were going on, and I had no clue what.

 Elise's running speed kept increasing, the wind howling in my ears.

 Sensing something was off, I looked down only to find myself running in the sky.

 No longer on a tiled pavement, I was stepping on fluffy white clouds.

 No wonder it felt as if I were stepping on cotton, making no impact.

 "Aren't you surprised?"

 Turning around to me, her eyebrows knitted tightly, Elise first voiced her question, then sighed, "I should have known. You're not surprised."

 "Surprised?"

 Confused, I asked, "Surprised about what?"

 "Surprised that I can fly."

 Elise cocked an eyebrow as she spoke.

 "Oh."

 I stared in astonishment, not knowing how to respond.

 I recalled that I, too, could fly - even higher and faster than her.

 Elise spoke again: "In the days since I came here, having attended so many classes and interacted with so many teachers and students, I've come to think that you're the only one who's human."

 She paused, stressed her point, "You and I are alike in the sense that we have to sleep. Everyone else never does."

 Suddenly, I burst into a laugh.

 Laughing till tears formed, I couldn't help but blurt out.

 "So you also think they're not human. I thought I was the only one who felt like that."

 "Really?"

 Elise forced out a word from her nostrils, and then asked thoughtfully, "Do you ever feel... special, like you don't fit into this world?"

 "Really?"

 I pondered in silence.

 The more I considered it, the more her words made sense.

 My recent experiences were eerily similar to Truman's life in "The Truman Show", except I was the real person, and my life was the fake one.

 Wait, fake?

 The moment this thought surfaced, it was like a bolt of lightning splitting the night sky.

 It was like the big bang of the universe.

 Suddenly, the world before my eyes felt like a mist-covered glass that's wiped clean, suddenly gaining clarity.

 Where was the sky? The white clouds? The school?

 All I saw were streams of zeros and ones.

 Only Elise in front of me was real, her forehead's rainbow mark flickering.

 Five thick chains made of data flow were wrapped tightly around her wrists, ankles, and waist, restricting her.

 Though she appeared to be running, Elise was actually jogging in place.

 I didn't know when I had let go of Elise's hand.

 I was lifted by some unknown force, levitating further and further away.

 Until I was expelled from the world constructed by countless sequences of zeros and ones, turning into an "Observer" that was irrelevant to the data world, an uninvolved bystander unable to intervene.

 This process felt as though a bug couldn't be killed and could only be kicked away.

 Elise, the one who inspired me and snapped me out of my confused state, was still stuck in the data world.

 Looking at Elise, utterly lost as if she had completely forgotten about me, and forgotten why she came to the clouds, heading back to the classroom in low spirits to continue her routine life, I suddenly understood something.

 I got it, I was just a side character, an audience.

 Elise is the protagonist of this game.

 Only when she wakes up from her confusion, breaking the five data flow chains bound to her, will this game truly end.

 I was only an unintentional passerby.

 This game didn't involve me, so when it was detected that I might obscure the game's progress, I was straightaway booted out.

 "Master, Master, where are you?"

 Franda's voice echoed in my mind.

 "What happened, Franda?"

 While keeping an eye on Elise, I responded to Franda.

 "Sob... I'm so glad you finally answered me. Franda thought... thought you would abandon her like that person, abandoning Franda."

 Hearing Franda's accusation, I was speechless...

 Quickly, I focused my attention into the "Small World", gently patting Franda's head to comfort her, "Master has always been here. Franda is so cute, how could I leave her behind?"

 "Master is a liar!"

 With tears in her eyes, Franda put her hands on her hips and defiantly proclaimed, "Master is a big liar! Franda couldn't find Master just now, and couldn't pull Master into the 'Small World' either."

 "An accident! It was an accident!"

 I tried to appease her, apologized, and reassured her: "It won't happen next time. There won't be a next time!"

 "Hmph!"

 Franda puckered her lips and angrily turned away.

 I patiently stroked Franda's head until she calmed down, then asked: "Franda, what happened just now? Can you tell Master about it?"

 "Hmph!"

 Frowning, Franda snorted coldly, but eventually gave her account,
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 "When the rainbow imprint of that Special Ruin World flickered, Franda was not sure what had happened at that time.

 When she woke up, she found that the woman whom the master and his wife loath had arrived in a peculiar space.

 This space was similar to the master's Sea of Consciousness, both real and illusory, it existed and at the same time, it didn't.

 The rainbow imprint on the forehead of the woman whom the master and his wife loathe was flickering, emitting an unusual fluctuation.

 The space was like a living entity that was breathing in harmony with that fluctuation, adjusting its own frequency bit by bit, getting closer to it.

 When the two are in sync, the souls of the master and the woman his wife loath are nowhere to be found.

 Franda could no longer sense the presence of the master's soul and grew frightened.

 She yelled and yelled, but the master never responded.

 Franda wanted to go out and wake her master, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't get out and ended up with a knock on her forehead."

 While speaking, Franda lightly massaged her temples with her hands placed on her waist.

 Upon hearing this, Link became thoughtful.

 No wonder he felt that something was not quite right with his current state.

 It turned out that he was still in a state of astral projection!

 He took a deep breath.

 Indeed, he could only feel the action of inhaling, but there was no actual inhalation of air.

 Link closed his eyes, concentrated all his attention, and attempted to operate the "Mind Closure Technique", opening the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state.

 The "Mind Closure Technique" operated as usual, while the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state was in cooldown.

 Yet this cooldown was just what Link needed.

 Through his connection with the System, Link linked up with his Sea of Consciousness, reversedly "summoning" his soul into it.

 He then entered his "Small World" through the Sea of Consciousness and went back to his physical body.

 The reason why he took such a detour instead of directly returning to his body was that Link was not certain if his soul had come into contact with anything it shouldn't have.

 Even the slightest hint of Qi!

 As the World Master of the "Small World," Link mobilized a large amount of Origin Power in that instant to purify his soul.

 After verifying that his soul was not harmed nor was there any residual effect, he finally returned to his body.

 Without rushing to open his eyes and act, Link used the True Spirit Wizard's mental check method, as well as the comprehensive medical check method specialized by Ravensmouth College. From the inside out, he conducted a full body check on himself.

 Only when he found that he was perfectly fine did he open his eyes and take in his surroundings.

 It was a peculiar space rife with contradictions on every side.

 Life, death; reality, illusion; narrowness, infinity...

 All around was a vast whiteness, apart from Elise at his side, there was nothing else.

 The first-ring rope-like Magic Tool that had bound them had disappeared.

 Elise floated in midair, lying sideways, with her eyes closed and her breath steady, like a peaceful sleeping beauty.

 The rainbow imprint on her forehead was flickering, resonating with this peculiar space.

 Link stared at the rainbow imprint on Elise's forehead, looking as if he was observing a world made up of countless 0s and 1s data strings.

 Instantly, Link understood where their souls had been before.

 In Elise's dream!

 Combining that Elise is likely half a relative, the uniqueness of the Special Ruin World, the importance of the parallel universe behind the Special Ruin World to the Wizard World, and other pieces of information as well as his knowledge reserves, Link made a bold guess:

 As long as Elise can wake up from her dream, she can become the master of this peculiar space, the GM of this Special Ruin World!

 Of course, this was all just conjecture from Link.

 All would have to wait until Elise wakes up for a definitive outcome.

 "Is there a way to help Elise?"

 Link was never the type to rigidly abide by the rules.

 Because he knew that the protagonist of this round is Elise, he would not simply be an audience member.

 He stared at the rainbow imprint on Elise's forehead, ruminating.

 It seemed like the principle of the person who tied the bell on the tiger must untie it might be applicable here.

 Since this round is a dream, he thought that maybe he could use the dream to manipulate the dream.

 Link did learn a spell from a True Spirit Wizard that was related to dreams, which could come into play now.

 But there was a flaw with this spell.

 That is, whilst the caster steals the dream of the receiver and interacts with her in the dream, there are risks of unexpected events happening.

 For instance.... Soul Fusion.

 Link hesitated.
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 Afraid of being knifed. 

 That was Link's first thought.

 If Jasmine knew about this, she would definitely knife him, right?

 Well… not maybe, definitely.

 Touching the part on his shoulder where the bite mark had disappeared, he felt a faint pain. He was unsure whether it was psychological.

 He shouldn't act recklessly.

 That was Link's second thought.

 The teleportation portal exploded, but instead of dying on the spot, both of them were trapped in a spacetime disturbance.

 Slapped by a Spacetime tide, they were blasted out of the disturbance and ended up near the Special Ruin World.

 The subsequent strange occurrences both in the Special Ruin World and on Elise were very clear indicators of an existence or rule that had "arranged" all of this. Its magnitude far exceeded Link's imagination.

 Link couldn't guarantee that the Dream-stealing Witchcraft would truly be able to help Elise.

 He didn't want to not only fail to help her but also drag her down and get himself tangled up in this mess.

 There could be fatal dangers.

 That was Link's third thought.

 His intuition and premonition had been triggered.

 The current situation clearly suggested that Elise was undergoing some sort of test.

 Since he had already withdrawn from the test and had even done so passively, his role had shifted from a supporting character or passerby to a spectator.

 If he rushed back into it now, he would very likely trigger a counterattack from the test mechanism.

 If this resulted in any negative impacts or caused any incidents during Elise's test, that would not be good at all.

 Furthermore, Link had the intuition that if he really acted according to his initial plan,

 And forcibly connected Elise's dreams using the Dream-stealing Witchcraft, something unspeakable might happen.

 This was true for both Elise and Link himself.

 After careful consideration, Link dismissed the idea of stealing the dream that Elise was currently experiencing.

 However, Link didn't give up his plan to help Elise.

 In Link's perception, the test mechanism, like Special Space, harbored a very strong contradiction.

 It wanted Elise to face the test alone, yet it didn't reject Link's interference.

 It even left some "loopholes" for Link to be able to help Elise.

 But to what extent, that was for Link himself to judge.

 He absolutely could not cross the line of contradiction.

 "Master, master."

 Recognizing Link's intentions, Franda asked in confusion, "Master, why are you so determined to help this woman who your mistress dislikes so much?"

 From Franda's perspective, there was no need for Link to strain his mind over such matters.

 This was clearly asking for trouble. His efforts might not even be appreciated.

 Link smiled and softly replied to Franda, laying out his thoughts.

 At this moment, helping Elise was the same as helping himself.

 If Elise didn't wake up from her dream, Link wouldn't be able to leave this Special Space either!

 If he let Elise face the test alone, Lord knows how long it would take for her to finish.

 When Link recalled his own dream experience, he shivered.

 That feeling was even stranger and more frightening than when Lisandra modified his cognition.

 Despite how lightly Lisandra's cognition modification felt, it was nowhere near as smooth and natural as the experience within the dreams.

 In the dream where Elise was being tested,

 As long as Link's thoughts and behavior showed the slightest bit of inconsistency, the desire to dispel the confusion through sleep would be met with all sorts of unexpected disturbances;

 As long as Link's conscious thoughts fluctuated too much, showing signs of breaking free from his ignorant state, he would naturally fall asleep on his desk.

 The states of sleep and wakefulness, cognition and ignorance were contradictions in unity.

 During all this, Link did not notice anything out of the ordinary.

 If it wasn't for Elise's reminders and stimulation, Link wouldn't have been able to see his own condition and would have been kicked out of the dream by the test mechanism.

 If Elise failed the test and the test mechanism drew him back into it, making him experience that strange and frightening control all over again,

 That was definitely not what Link was hoping for.

 "Oh, I see."

 Feeling like she understood, Franda nodded vigorously to show her support for his cause.

 After dealing with Franda, Link continued to ponder over how he could help Elise.

 While he couldn't directly assist her using something like the Dream-stealing Witchcraft, he might be able to take a more indirect approach and offer help from the sidelines

 Link tried and found out that he could still perform witchcraft normally in this Special Space.

 An idea flashed in his mind. Link thought of a way to provide indirect help.

 His premonition of danger was prompting him, but it was not overwhelmingly strong.

 It was between severe injury and fatality.

 So, what was there to hesitate about?

 Just do it.

 Link scrolled through his witchcraft list, selecting several Status-boosting witchcraft techniques.

 He then cast them one by one, enhancing Elise's state comprehensively.

 Dreams were born from fantasies and could be seen as reflections of reality.

 In reality, if Elise's physical state was improved, her soul could also be enhanced through the strange connection.

 In this way, the Elise within the dream would receive a tangible power boost.

 Other than performing witchcraft, Link, after careful consideration of the pros and cons, decided that the potential gains were worth a small risk. He then resolutely decided to continue his actions.

 He took out a large amount of potion for both internal and external injuries from his "Small World", potion for injuries to the sea of consciousness, potion for soul injuries, an excessive amount of Vitality replenishing potion, and two Second Ring grade Medical Pods.

 He set all the parameters for the Medical Pods, placed each treatment potion and vitality replenishing potion into multiple infusion slots inside the Medical Pods, and turned on the intelligent diagnostic and treatment mode of the pods.

 Then he put Elise's body into one of the Medical Pods.
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 Link himself also climbed into another medical pod.

 Having prepared for the worst, a vial of "Super Brain" potion and a vial of the "Mind" potion were taken out by Link.

 Controlled by a True Spirit Wizard's spiritual power/mind controlling method, they floated next to Elise's lips.

 "Franda."

 Link called out, reminding Franda to be ready to reverse summon his soul into the "Small World" at any moment.

 He then used his mental force to gently pry open Elise's teeth and poured the two potions in, one after the other.

 With a loud boom!

 The entire Special Space started shaking violently.

 A human head-sized ball of lightning formed at an incredibly fast rate.

 After Link had the thought of giving Elise the "Super Brain" potion and the "Mind" potion, the sense of danger continuously sent out warnings.

 As soon as he began pouring the potions, the sense of danger went into overdrive, sounding the alarms like crazy.

 If no countermeasures were taken, he would be turned into ashes by the ball of lightning.

 "Franda!"

 Link shouted in his mind while he poured the last drop of the "Mind" potion into Elise's mouth.

 Just barely in time. He couldn't afford to waste his previous efforts.

 Crack.

 Crevices began to appear in the peculiar space.

 Just in time, Franda used her power to reverse summon Link's soul.

 Link's soul escaped into the "Small World", leaving his physical body in the medical pod to withstand the lightning ball's attack.

 The lightning ball struck Link's body without causing any harm.

 Instead, it followed the connection between the body and the soul, and entered Link's Sea of Consciousness in a bizarre way.

 The lightning ball wanted to use the connection between Link's Sea of Consciousness and the "Small World" to continue its attack on Link's soul.

 The "Small World" began to express a long lost desire.

 Where there's misfortune, there may be a blessing.

 Previously, when Link was warned of danger, he also had a poignant insight.

 This time, if he could help Elise and escape the punishment of the testing mechanism, he would gain considerable benefits.

 This was another contradiction in the testing mechanism.

 As soon as the lightning ball entered the Sea of Consciousness and the "Small World" expressed its desire, Link instantly understood how to handle it.

 "Franda."

 Link called out. Immediately, Franda cooperated with him to use the "Solar System" structure of the "Universe Meditation Method" in his Sea of Consciousness and its corresponding connection to the "Small World".

 Using the full power of the "Small World", he prevented the lightning ball from wreaking havoc in his Sea of Consciousness from the start and sucked it into the "Small World".

 At the same time, like last time when he trapped the Fairy King's Spirit, Link and Franda brushed past the ball of lightning and arrived at the Sea of Consciousness.

 The two of them working together, blocked the way out for the ball of lightning, trapping it inside the "Small World".

 The "Small World" that had evolved three times was not what it used to be.

 This time, the "Small World" locked up the lightning ball without expending too much Origin Power.

 After several failed attempts at breaking the barrier, the lightening ball changed its target.

 It began to attack the origin of the "Small World" which was deeply tied to Link's soul and had a large amount of Link's soul aura.

 The manifestation of this was the appearance of the first thunder in the "Small World".

 Next came the second, third, fourth… countless thunders.

 What does thunder represent?

 Thunder represents destruction as well as creation.

 Watching countless thunders striking all over the "Small World", damaging mountains and deepening valleys, Link, unlike Franda, didn't feel heartbroken. Instead, he broke into a happy, bright smile.

 This smile immediately annoyed Franda.

 The little fairy put her hands on her hips, and huffed: "Master is bad! Master doesn't care about Franda's home! He even laughs happily when he sees Franda's home getting ruined. Hmph! Franda doesn't want to talk to Master anymore."

 With that, Franda turned her back to Link, giving him a cold shoulder.

 Link chuckled, "Franda, feel it carefully. The thunderstorm is a great blessing for the 'Small World'. The fourth evolution of the 'Small World' is about to start. It's about to enter a new phase."

 "Huh?"

 Franda was taken aback upon hearing this. Although she still gave Link the cold shoulder, she obediently tried to communicate with the "Small World".

 Soon, Franda beamed joyfully.

 The "Small World" origin told Franda that after the thunderstorm, the "Small World" would spontaneously generate organic life.

 Aside from forcibly building suitable ecosystems to grow plants and crops with Origin Power, the "Small World" would soon form a truly comprehensive and perfect ecological cycle.

 Plants, animals, microbes, everything will be there.

 The era of survival of the fittest and massive evolution is coming!

 At that point, the "Small World" would truly resemble a habitable world.

 "How exciting!"

 Franda hopped up in excitement.

 At this point, Link's soul returned to his physical body. He came out of the medical pod that never came to use, looking down at Elise lying in the other medical pod.

 He hoped that the status-boosting witchcraft and the two potions would provide powerful aid to Elise!

 The world of data.

 A school, a classroom.

 Out of the blue, a torrential downpour began in what had been clear skies.

 Smelling the scent of rain, Elise felt her heart flutter. Ignoring the astonishment of her teacher and peers, she broke through the window and leaped out.

 With a swooshing sound.

 Elise flew into the sky in a superwoman pose at supersonic speed, bathing luxuriously in the heavy rain.
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 The events of the past few days flashed rapidly in Elise's mind.

 They finally freeze on a scene: Link blankly watched as Elise finished introducing herself, and he muttered silently, "I feel like I've met this girl somewhere before."

 She burst out laughing.

 Elise couldn't hold back her laughter.

 "Do you also go by Bao Yu?"

 Murmuring to herself, Elise cut off her laughter and, with a shift of her aura, her attire instantaneously transformed.

 The ugly, oversized school uniform morphed into a form-fitting suit, paired with combat boots and draped in a cloak — the quintessential battle gear of an official wizard from Ravensmouth College.

 "I've been fooled by this damn world for so long," she grumbled.

 Elise's eyes flashed with profound irritation. She reached into her cloak and wildly tossed around a dozen intensely powerful Disposable Magic Tools. Meanwhile, she distractedly cast attack spells up towards the "sky".

 A sizzling sound echoed.

 An array of data flows, composed by countless 0s and 1s, started to appear.

 The initial form of five thick Data Flow Chains were revealed, revealing Elise adamantly bound.

 "Damn annoying."

 Looking down at the five chains binding her wrists, ankles, and waist, Elise's eyes immediately turned red.

 A surge of frenzy overtook her.

 The mad woman is back!

 A cylindrical object as tall as a person appeared in Elise's hand.

 Like an octopus, Elise clung to the cylinder, coiling herself and the five chains as much as possible onto it.

 "Hehehe..."

 "Hahaha..."

 First, she chuckled darkly, exuding much satisfaction. Soon after, she broke into wild laughter, revealing utter madness.

 Elise gritted her teeth, shut her eyes, and activated the effect of the cylinder.

 A deafening silence reigned.

 The entire data world shattered and collapsed amidst the massive explosion and its resultant fire and light.

 The data flows made up of 0s and 1s were thrown into complete chaos.

 The crackling of jumbled static noise filled the air.

 The figure of Elise, who should've been obliterated by the explosion, reappeared unscathed.

 The chaotic data flow swiftly surged towards the reappeared Elise.

 The rainbow mark on her forehead flickered, absorbing all the data flows.

 Elise first appeared to be in a daze, but quickly regained clarity, her expression thoughtful.

 "Interesting."

 She laughed in her typical mad manner.

 Suddenly, Elise stopped laughing.

 For some reason, she felt her laughter seemed childish.

 "What's going on?"

 With a frown, Elise felt puzzled.

 Before she could deeply ponder, the entire data world disappeared utterly.

 Elise found herself in a dazzling starry sky.

 Right when Elise was surveying the unfamiliar environment, another Elise appeared not far from her.

 This Elise appeared somewhat more mature in terms of her face, body, and demeanor. She wore a light blue floral dress, her face radiating a gentle smile, revealing her calm and elegant temperament.

 "Hello, my surname is Elise."

 The Elise in the light blue, elegant floral dress, who appeared more mature, smiled faintly at the flabbergasted battle-ready Elise, and introduced herself.

 Yet another mature version of Elise appeared from thin air, this time dressed in battle gear as a wizard.

 However, her outfit was far different from that of Ravensmouth College, seeming more like the mainstream style of the North Region's Beast Controlling Wizards a few hundred years ago.

 "Hello, I am Elise Meysia. You can call me Elise."

 The Beast Controlling Wizard Elise from the North Region also introduced herself.

 Then, the two mature versions of Elise spoke in unison: "We're all Elise. However, only the Elise who survives this time can continue being Elise."

 "Um..."

 Elise pondered for a bit and after some serious thought, she generally understood the situation at hand. She asked for confirmation, "Are you all...my past lives?"

 Light blue floral dress clad, gentle and elegant Elise suddenly had a cup of brown sugar deer ball milk tea in her hands. After taking a sip, she asked:

 "Is it tasty?"

 North Region Beast Controlling Wizard Elise suddenly had silhouettes of all sorts of high power explosion Disposable Magic Tools in her hands. She threw them outward one by one, and asked:

 "Is it fun?"

 Elise looked at the brown sugar deer ball milk tea.

 The jarring feeling she had when she first tasted a similar drink in Link's presence came to mind, as did the lonely mood she was in at that time.

 Elise looked at the assortment of high power explosion Disposable Magic Tools.

 The destructive desires she harbored since childhood came to mind, as did the random bouts of rage she used to have.

 "Ah, so that's how it is."

 After looking up at the infinite starry sky and taking several deep breaths, Elise managed to suppress her inexplicable sadness.

 A slight, mad and crazy smile appeared on her face. Her white teeth shone with a cold light:

 "Hello, I'm Elise too, Elise Clark."

 Hundreds of Elises of different makeup, attire, and personalities appeared behind Elise.

 They all had the same slight, mad, and crazy smile on their faces:

 "Hello, we are all Elise."

 "Elise Clark."
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 A one-to-two? 

 No, it was a hundred to two.

 By breaking the data world and absorbing the countless strings of 0s and 1s that comprised it, Elise had completed her evolution.

 The Special Ruin World, as the origin of the Intelligence Mechanism Wizards in the Wizard World, had its own reason.

 After the forehead rainbow mark digested the absorbed data stream, Elise was no longer plagued by personality splitting.

 On the contrary, she was now able to use the split personalities to assist in battle, as she was doing now.

 These aesthetically different Elises, whether it was in terms of make-up, dressing, or character, were all simulated bodies constructed by Elise with the abilities gained after the data stream digestion.

 However, the actions of the simulated bodies were controlled by nearly a hundred of different split personalities under the strict control of Elise's primary personality.

 "Thank you, Link."

 Elise murmured, then took the lead to charge, leading nearly a hundred split-personality Elises towards tranquil Elise in the light blue floral dress, and the Beast Controlling Wizard Elise from the North Region.

 Only the surviving Elise could continue to be Elise?

 A barrage of words was useless, it was time to take action.

 Let's see who will survive in the end.

 Link, who was thanked by Elise, was now raging impotently.

 The test mechanism was like a jerk, ruthlessly unemotional.

 The moment Elise broke the data world, once again, it kicked Link out.

 Moreover, this time it was too much, it directly kicked Link out of the Special Ruin World and into the Boundless Starry Sky.

 "Armor up!"

 Link reacted quickly and triggered his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor", donning the Starry Sky Survival Mode Battle Armor.

 Thus, he wasn't directly exposed to the omnipresent radiations of the universe.

 What's worse, the moment Link appeared, the ever-ready Starry Fortress took action.

 It shot out a displacement beam, intending to capture Link alive for information.

 Although Link sensed that even if he was captured alive by the Starry Fortress, nothing bad would likely happen.

 On the contrary, he might very well benefit from it.

 However, Link chose to flee.

 "Franda."

 Calling out in his mind.

 Franda, with whom he had a brief heartfelt communication, immediately emerged from the "Small World" in Link's Sea of Consciousness and appeared at the origin where the thunder was still lingering.

 After getting an electric shock, Franda, with raised hair and a blackened face, entered the much larger black doorhole on the right and arrived in the Fairy World.

 Without even landing, Franda reverse summoned Link.

 The capture beam emitted by the Starry Fortress barely missed Link's body and hit nothing.

 In the subordinate department of the Supreme Council that was in charge of rotating this particular Starry Fortress, a sharp curse arose.

 "Order all Wizard Organizations to obtain detailed information about this person."

 The head of the subordinate department, a level six sage with a gloomy face, coldly gave the order.

 "Report."

 A staff member spoke up, "Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College has already submitted a claim report to the Supreme Council, which includes detailed information about this person. The Supreme Council has already forwarded the relevant report to us."

 "Ravensmouth College?"

 The face of the level six sage stiffened slightly, he paused for a moment, then casually said, "Since it has already been reported, let's not complicate matters."

 "Yes."

 The staff member replied loudly.

 "Hm, you did a great job, very meticulous."

 The head, the level six sage, patted the young staff member and encouraged, "You will be stationed at that Starry Fortress next month."

 "Uh..."

 The young staff member was stunned.

 Isn't this supposed to be a reward?

 Why the sudden face change?

 Did he do something wrong?

 Wizard World.

 West Coast, Tudor region, Mitchell District.

 A shocking news suddenly spread, startling countless wizards.

 Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College had officially submitted a "claim" report of this special "special guest" to the Supreme Council a while ago, in the hope that the Supreme Council would fulfill its promise and allocate a batch of high-level resources.

 The Supreme Council has officially accepted the report, has started the verification, and has made some progress.

 When this news spread in the Mitchell District, it caused an uproar.

 If the Supreme Council really satisfied the request of Ravensmouth College and allocated these high-level resources, then there would be nothing stopping the promotion of the Great Sage Seuss.

 The two founders of Ravensmouth College would both become Level Eight Great Sages.

 This promotion would be significant.

 The power distribution in the Mitchell District would undergo another reshuffle.

 Ravensmouth College, whose high-end strength had drastically increased and its weak points had been supplemented, would inevitably challenge the status of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 A competition, both open and concealed, was imminent.

 The magnificent scene of disputes seemed to be just around the corner.

 What made the Shadow City, Flame and Metal Trading Company, White Tower Alliance, and Mesopotamia University (crossed out) - these four top-ranked wizard organizations, most speechless was that even if Ravensmouth College were to receive that batch of Supreme Council's high-level resources, it still hadn't stopped scouring everywhere.

 As if to say, children make choices, but I want everything.

 Such an attitude, such a style, was very domineering.

 The Flame and Metal Trade Society and the White Tower Alliance, these two forces, were the most disturbed.

 They had just used a textbook-like backstabbing attack, demonstrated the strength and status of the two organizations, gave a warning, and declared their standpoint.

 And this... this was the result?

 You disregarded witchcraft etiquette and resorted to sneak attacks.

 If you have the guts, don't play these fussy moves, just face it squarely!

 In the eyes of outsiders, the biggest reaction came from Mesopotamia University.
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 From selective closure where one could only exit, and not enter, it was "progressed" to a complete lockdown, with no permission to leave nor enter.

 Moreover, Mesopotamia University also circulated a rumor that it would contract its realm of power soon.

 A month later, Mesopotamia Prefecture was completely locked down.

 Warnings were issued to wizard organizations operating businesses in Mesopotamia Prefecture to withdraw early and avoid potential losses.

 Given that Mesopotamia University forcefully sheltered a fugitive family from Ravensmouth College despite the latter's opposition and negotiation, this extreme reaction seemed reasonable.

 After all, any wizard who had lived for an extended time was aware of Great Sage Revo's temperament.

 The phrase 'retaliation for every slight' couldn't be more accurately applied to the Great Sage Revo.

 Great Sage Mitchell had once said, nearly nineteen hundred years ago, "Even two level six sages want to establish a Prefecture. Have they overestimated themselves?" This statement was something that the Great Sage Revo remembered till today.

 He took every opportunity to hassle the Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Older wizard organizations knew the principles of Ravensmouth College.

 Despite the words 'biology' and 'medical' in its name and indeed excelling in biological cultivation and extraordinary medicine, the wizards that Ravensmouth College nurtured, at least five out of ten, were passionate about expansion.

 If Mesopotamia University didn't want to face fervent revenge from a once stalwart ally and couldn't swallow their pride to apologize, their current decision to hunker down and avoid confrontation was undoubtedly correct.

 Even if it lacked honor.

 Fairy World.

 The Palo Sage army's forward base.

 The tent where Link had previously stayed in the Medical Department.

 "How is my sister doing?"

 Renee, upon receiving the notice from Sage Palo, hurriedly arrived here. Upon seeing Link, she immediately asked with concern.

 "It's a long story."

 At this time, Link knew that a month had passed since the attack on the Rear Camp in the Desolate World.

 The rate at which time flowed in the Special Ruin World was truly distressing for Link.

 In the month that had passed, the teleportation gate between the Fairy World and the Rear Camp in the Desolate World hadn't been repaired, but communication with the Wizard World Homeland was not affected.

 Being aware of the tremendous actions taken by the college, Witch Renee was naturally clear about them.

 From the college reports, Renee was shocked to find out that her younger sister was the special "Guest" mentioned in the prophecy.

 After being unable to conceal her delight, Renee began to worry again.

 Although she knew that there was an eighty to ninety percent chance that Elise wouldn't die, she was still very worried.

 Under such a state of mind, Witch Renee suddenly received news that Link Grande, who had been swept away with Elise into a time-space vortex, appeared alone in the Fairy World.

 She had heard from Assad that Link Grande had a peculiar connection with the Fairy World and possessed the ability to arrive there anytime he wanted.

 Since he had arrived alone without bringing Elise with him, something must have happened in between.

 Therefore, Witch Renee appeared very anxious.

 "Cut to the chase."

 Renee glared at Link.

 Assad Kenneth, who had been quietly following behind Renee, also shot a glance at Link, signaling him not to hold back.

 Didn't he see how anxious Renee had become?

 If he continued to hold back, he was asking for a fight.

 Sage Palo was not interested in this matter and left the tent, giving space to the three of them to converse, while he went out to relax.

 Now, what troubled him the most was how to win back Selene.

 Even though events like the joint assault by the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance had occurred during this past month, Selene had never taken the initiative to show concern for him.

 She had actually managed to completely sever ties with no lingering affections.

 Even when forming the Potion Research Group, she had only taken the recently trained Sharia, Ayla, and Tina with her.

 The pharmacists, suppose old man Morpheus, and logistics personnel who were once trained for Sage Palo were all abandoned.

 Those who applied to join her were directly rejected.

 Despite Sage Palo initiating inter-dimensional communication several times, Sage Selene's responses were no longer warm like before.

 The Selene who used to be completely infatuated with Palo seemed to have vanished forever.

 She no longer initiated the conversation herself, just sporadically responding to Sage Palo's questions.

 Her tone became icy cold with minimal emotional fluctuation.

 The state she manifested was that she truly did not want to concern herself with anything related to Palo anymore.

 She just wanted to live her own life, develop her own power, enhance her own strength, status, and position.

 This made Palo's mood extremely complex.

 Those who are favored are always feel unthreatened, those who can't obtain are always restless.

 Only after losing it, one realizes what they had.

 Sage Palo had several times thought of putting aside his work, hurrying back to the Wizard World Homeland, having a heart-to-heart talk with Selene to resolve misunderstandings and salvaging their relationship.

 Unfortunately, the Palo Sage army from top to bottom considered him as their backbone.

 Sage Palo simply couldn't move about lightly.

 Let alone return to the Wizard World Homeland, even if he left the forward base by just a meter, the Personal Guard Army had to be on guard.

 It seemed like now, any slight movement where Sage Palo resided would put the entire army on alert.

 "I wish I could fight the Abyss Demons once more."

 A gloomy mood and no outlet to vent made Sage Palo feel very troubled.

 He was actually hoping for another wave of Abyss Demon Army to surround the Fairy World.

 In this way, when he was in a bad mood, he would at least have a punching bag.
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 (Abyss Demon: Despicable wizard, did I provoke you?)

 In the tent.

 Link briefly recounted his "previous" experiences, ending with a emphasize:" I got some information the moment I was booted out."

 "What information?"

 Witch Renee immediately asked.

 Link said:

 "The passage is not so easily opened, there are three steps.

 The first step is Elise passing all the tests and becoming the temporary World Master of the Special Ruin World.

 I do not know what the other two steps are.

 And there are a total of nine tests.

 When I was kicked out, Elise just started taking the second test."

 "So troublesome?"

 Even though she knew that becoming the temporary World Master of the Special Ruin World required passing nine tests,

 For both Elise and the Clark Family, it was a great windfall.

 Witch Renee's initial instinctive reaction was to complain about the nine tests being too many and too much of a hassle.

 Upon hearing this, Link imitated Assad's habit and raised his eyebrows at him.

 After being persuaded to retreat by the Captain of the Guard and having deep thoughts on his own, Assad decided to resign and was no longer as frivolous as before.

 He moistened his lips, gently patted the dazed Witch Renee, and then said to Link, "What do you think, how long will it take for Elise to pass the test?"

 "I really don't know."

 Link shrugged, "I've done to my limit."

 Saying that, Link touched his hair that was straightened by the aftershock of the spherical lightning during the transfer through the "Small World" and couldn't be set flat no matter what: "I have paid a great price to help Elise."

 Uh...

 Franda's meticulously crafted "Small World" has now become a disaster-stricken area awaiting reconstruction.

 All those carefully cultivated plants were destroyed at once.

 Link's reserve food and emergency supplies, except those stored deep underground, were also mostly destroyed.

 A rough estimate, the loss was around 200 standard Level-2 Magic Stones.

 An ordinary Level-1 Official Witch would not necessarily earn 200 standard Level-2 Magic Stones even if they worked hard for a year.

 The Grande Potion Shop would have to sell 60 bottles of "Mind" potion and deduct all costs and expenses to make a net profit that could cover this loss.

 "Thank you, Link."

 Upon hearing this, Assad immediately expressed his sincere thanks.

 Then, Assad said to Renee, "Let's go back first, let Link rest for a while, he looks tired."

 "Okay."

 Witch Renee nodded and left with Assad.

 As they lifted the curtain and were about to leave the tent, Assad suddenly paused and reminded him without looking back, "Your little girlfriend has returned to the academy and something has happened to her, remember to contact her."

 At this reminder, Witch Renee pinched Assad hard.

 "Thank you."

 Link thanked the righteous Assad, but he was not in a hurry to contact Jasmine.

 Link was indeed tired now, from his body to his soul, he was exhausted.

 Since being swept into the time-space turbulence, aside from the time he was unconscious, Link had not had a break.

 Especially the time he was trapped in Elise's dream, his mental and spiritual consumption was especially large.

 He really didn't have the energy or spirit to do anything else, he just wanted to sleep.

 Link ordered Franda to stay on guard, then used his witchcraft skills to clean his body before falling asleep.

 When he woke up from his sleep, it had already been two days.

 A refreshed Link... discovered that his spiritual power had actually completed liquification, and he had been promoted to a Level-2 Witch.

 Spiritual Power Liquification is a long and gradual process; an ordinary Level-1 Official Witch usually needs 2 to 3 years just to take the first step of liquification.

 Sharia, Ayla, and Tina all graduated from the Senior Division almost 3 years ago, but they still haven't taken the first step and are stuck at the Level-1 witch realm, unable to make any progress.

 The benefits that the spherical lightning brought to Link for forcing the "Small World" to complete its fourth evolution, had at least saved him 4 to 5 years' time.

 Without any time to marvel at his own transformation and progress,

 Under the supervision of little Franda, Link took out an encrypted Inter-Dimensional Communicator and sent a communication request to Jasmine.

 After a good while, the video call was finally connected.

 Jasmine, with a white and jade-like silkworm baby on top of her head, appeared on the screen, she gave Link a grin, showing a mouthful of neat white teeth gleaming with a cold light.

 She looked Link up and down to confirm that he was neither missing an arm nor a leg.

 She first nodded at Franda standing hands on hips beside him, diligently supervising Link.

 Then opened her mouth, her voice gentle, and asked Link:

 "Finished with your honeymoon?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 153: What went wrong_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Nonsense." 

 Link responded without changing his expression, "Don't believe in rumors, don't spread rumors."

 If he hadn't done it, he hadn't done it.

 His confidence was high, showing no sign of guilt.

 If he used the Dream-stealing Witchcraft at the beginning and something unexpected happened, he wouldn't dare to respond directly.

 "Hehehe..."

 Jasmine sneered.

 She believed Link's words deep down.

 She always knew that it was hard to stir Link's emotions and that there was no romance between him and Elise.

 However, when a man and a woman spent time together, feelings could grow where there were none before.

 It was hard to say.

 So, regardless of the reason, Jasmine needed to assert her presence.

 The two of them hadn't gotten to the point of complete understanding, but they had developed a special sense of tacit understanding.

 After a brief exchange, they suddenly fell into silence, just looking at each other quietly.

 In the end, it was Jasmine who broke the silence first and ended the standoff by asking maternally, "Are you hurt?"

 "No, I'm fine."

 Link was very cooperative. He stood up, stretched his arms out to either side, and turned in a circle in front of the screen.

 Jasmine got a clearer view, which helped her further confirm his physical condition and eased her worries.

 Then, Link asked, "What about you? How have you been lately? How was your trip to the Cultivation Secret Realm?"

 At his words, Jasmine fell into silence.

 The pain she had experienced in the Cultivation Secret Realm still ached her when she thought about it unintentionally.

 The Silkworm Baby chirped a few times and apologized to Jasmine.

 "It's not your fault."

 Jasmine took down the Silkworm Baby with a raised hand, gently stroked it a few times, and comforted it in a gentle voice.

 Once the Silkworm Baby was no longer feeling guilty and relaxed, Jasmine withdrew it back into the Sea of Consciousness.

 "What is it?"

 Link watched this whole process with curiosity.

 Before he sent Jasmine to the Cultivation Secret Realm, he didn't hear her talk about her plans to keep a pet.

 "I'll tell you when you get back."

 Jasmine didn't directly answer Link's question.

 Even though the inter-dimensional communication was encrypted this time, who could guarantee that it wouldn't be spied on?

 The God Devouring Worm hatchling, Silkworm Baby, should not be overly exposed for now.

 Keeping it as a trump card would be more effective.

 "Okay."

 Link agreed and after a moment's hesitation, promised, "I'll come back as soon as the portal is established."

 "You don't need to rush. I'm not in a hurry."

 Jasmine spoke lightly, her expression tranquil as if she really wasn't in a rush.

 Yet, her small hands, crossed behind her back, were tightly clenched.

 Anyone hearing their lover has eloped with another woman shortly after undergoing tortuous pain, will not remain calm.

 Especially when the elopement had exposed them to deadly danger.

 Throughout this past month, although Jasmine didn't weep all day, she had spent it in stark terror.

 If not for the prophetic trait shared by the God Devouring Worm hatchling that made Jasmine intuitively feel that Link was still alive, she might have broken down long ago.

 Now that he was safe and out of danger, that was enough.

 Zzzzt, zzzzt.

 The encrypted Inter-Dimensional Communicator suddenly made some noise.

 Without a portal to relay the signal, the quality of inter-dimensional communication was very concerning.

 "Let's leave it at this for now. We'll talk when you get back."

 Jasmine, understanding and thoughtful, took the initiative to hang up the call.

 Link let out a sigh of relief and put away his communicator.

 Then, he turned to Franda, the lady of the house, who had been standing there with her hands on her hips like a supervisor urging Link to contact her as soon as possible. He asked, "Now, are you satisfied?"

 "Hmph."

 Franda didn't answer directly, merely sniffed and lifted her chin.

 Then, without waiting for Link to move, she returned to the "Small World," which had finally calmed down.

 The task of reconstruction after the disaster was very arduous. As the World Master who only knew how to sit back and enjoy the fruits of others' labor, Link could only let the "World Spirit" Franda work harder.

 Just as Link was relieved that things had finally calmed down, a guest visited.

 "Please come in."

 He went to the visitor area, welcomed in Sage Palo, and the two of them sat down facing each other.

 After a moment, Sage Palo said, "The portal will be ready tomorrow. When will you return to our world?"

 "Then tomorrow."

 Link immediately understood, knowing that Sage Palo had some task for him to do.

 "Hmm."

 But Sage Palo only nodded and didn't continue.

 "Is there anything you need me to do?"

 Link immediately asked proactively, giving Sage Palo an opening.

 "Hmm."

 Sage Palo nodded again, hesitated a bit, and then took out a small box from his bosom, placing it on the table. "Could you deliver this box to Serene for me?"

 The box was rectangular and about the same size as a gift box for a pen.

 Using his senses, he didn't feel the box had the properties of a Storage Magic Tool.

 Whatever was in it wasn't very big.

 "No problem, I will deliver it."

 Link picked up the box immediately, made a promise and asked, "Is there anything you want me to convey?"

 He now realized that something must have happened between Sage Palo and the Serene Wizard, resulting in Sage Palo's rather conflicted behavior.

 "Um..."

 Sage Palo pondered for a while and suddenly waved his hand to cast an Anti-eavesdropping Witchcraft. Then he asked earnestly, "If a man, for safety concerns, doesn't respond to a woman's feelings. Then one day, the woman, for unknown reasons, completely breaks off connections, resources, and assets with the man. She still accepts his calls but no longer warm as before. What does that mean?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 153 Where is the Mistake_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Upon hearing this, Link bit his lower lip tightly, fully engaging the "Mind Closure Technique" to control his emotions.

 He was not a professional psychotherapist. If he didn't do so, he would certainly burst into laughter.

 Having heard Sage Palo speak, could the situation be any clearer?

 He didn't know why Sage Palo would think to consult his opinion.

 Did he seem like an emotions expert?

 Instead of giving direct advice, Link asked, "Sage Palo, what are your true feelings towards the Serene Wizard?"

 "I did not say it was about me and Serene."

 Sage Palo instinctively denied it, emphasizing, "This man, let's be honest, he loves this woman very much. But the reality of the situation doesn't allow him to be with her for a long time. Otherwise, the risk of both getting involved in accidents is significantly high."

 "I see."

 Link thought carefully for a moment, then said, "Perhaps Sage Palo should ask the Serene Wizard what she wants, rather than presuming what is best for her. Often, women are more than willing to go through hard times with a man; they do not fear danger. They think more about being together once they are in love."

 "Is that so?"

 Sage Palo considered Link's words, then again emphasized, "It's not about me and Serene!"

 Once again, Link bit his lip.

 If he missed this time, there would be no second chance.

 If he wanted to see Sage Palo in such a plight again, there would likely be no opportunity in the future.

 Having adjusted his emotions, Sage Palo switched the topic, asking, "What are your plans after returning home? After the space-time turbulence and the opening of the channel, you and Elise have become the talk of the whole Wizard World. Once you return, you should lay low to prevent any accidents."

 Link honestly answered, "I plan on going back to the College's main campus for two years."

 "Study further? That's a good choice."

 Sage Palo strongly agreed with Link's plan.

 The college headquarters housed two Great Sages, four Level Six Sages, and had six Sage Army brigades permanently stationed. It was the safest place within Ravensmouth College's various territories.

 Even an Eighth-level Great Sage like Mitchell couldn't take down the college headquarters overnight.

 Without at least ten or so years, he probably wouldn't even be able to break through the Interstellar Defense Line.

 After adding his agreement, Palo, who was clearly absent-minded, finally realized: "You've been promoted to a Second-Level Wizard?"

 "Yes."

 Link actively released the spiritual power unique to a Second-Level Wizard.

 The "Small World" had undergone its fourth evolution after being struck by lightning, helping Link complete the Spiritual Power Liquification. It had also given Link another chance to better control his spiritual power.

 Therefore, when Sage Palo entered the tent, he didn't notice the fluctuations in spiritual power that a newly-promoted wizard would invariably have.

 It was only when Link revealed it voluntarily that Palo realized Link had already been promoted to a Second-Level Wizard.

 "So soon? It's only been a few years, hasn't it?"

 Sage Palo found Link's promotion quite unbelievable.

 In less than five years, Link had evolved from an ignorant commoner to a Second-Level Wizard.

 And not just a normal Second-Level Wizard, but one whose battle strength superseded the standard—capable of confronting a Third-Level Wizard head-on!

 This was simply outrageous.

 Recalling his own journey, hailed as a super genius, it had taken him nearly eight years to reach where Link was now.

 It seemed that with the great changes that had taken place over thousands of years,the difficulty of promotion at all levels had now lessened.

 Sage Palo suddenly focused his gaze on Link's eyes, and firmly instructed: "After you return, don't do anything else. Go straight to Dean Frist. Do you understand?"

 "Understood."

 Link solemnly promised, "After I return, I will go straight to Dean Frist."

 "Good."

 Sage Palo stood up and left, "I will give the dean a heads-up."

 Link watched Palo leave and returned to his cushion in thought.

 Clearly, Sage Palo had thought of something, which was why he reminded Link to go straight to Dean Frist upon his return.

 He was likely concerned that once news of Link's promotion to Second-Level wizard was leaked, some people or forces might brazenly kidnap Link and seize the initiative on the matter of the Parallel Universe Channel.

 "The tree desires stillness but the wind will not cease."

 Klink sighed deeply, he just wanted to live in peace, how could that seem so hard?

 A day quickly passed.

 The portal was finally completed.

 The first group to be transported back to the Wizard World Homeland through the portal, making pit-stops in the Desolate World's rear camp, were the injured and dead from Sage Palo's army.

 The battle with the Abyss Demon Army had caused significant casualties within the ranks of Palo's servant soldiers and Fairy Troop. They were almost devastated.

 The servant soldiers were unfit for duty, and were returned to their respective worlds. The Fairy Troop disbanded on the spot after receiving their reward.

 On the wizards' side, 13 First-Level Wizards unfortunately perished.

 This happened during the final phase of the campaign. An interstellar warship with a maximum capacity of 15 people was destroyed by a level 4 Shadow Demon's space-cutting shadow blade, breaking the engine, and losing power.

 It was swarmed and completely destroyed by countless intermediate and low-level demons.

 By the time the army arrived for the rescue, only the ship's captain and vice-captain, two Second-Level Wizards, were saved. The bodies of 13 First-Level Wizards were retrieved.

 This was the only permanent loss of manpower ever since Sage Palo's army went to war and also by far the biggest.
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 Thirteen first-level wizards had manipulated a level six rock demon, a level five fire demon, a level five evil demon, and over one million middle and low-rank abyss demons. The ratio of this battle damage, these war exploits, were nothing short of astonishing.

 However, the magic stones and materials consumed by the Sage Palo's army were countless, effectively depleting all of Palo's savings from decades of accumulation.

 The second batch to pass through the teleportation gate was Link, Assad, and Renee Clarke.

 "Goodbye."

 At the location of the inter-dimensional teleportation portal, Link bid farewell to Assad and Renee, then drove the first-ring level standby vehicle towards the lakeside villa.

 This time, he had notified Jasmine in advance.

 He certainly didn't want to get bitten again.

 Although it didn't hurt.

 But Link didn't have a fondness for being abused.

 "You're back?"

 "I'm back!"

 Once he returned to the villa and got out of the car, that was all they said to one another.

 "Have some tea, eat some snacks."

 As Jasmine turned and walked towards the dining room, she said, "I made it myself, I hope it's not too awful."

 "Really? Then I must taste it."

 Link's eyes lit up, looking particularly expectant.

 At the dining room table, the utensils and snacks had all been meticulously set.

 "Sit."

 Jasmine took the initiative to pull out a chair for Link, she was very considerate, very thoughtful.

 "So polite?"

 Link was taken by surprise, a flutter seemed to hang in his heart as he sat down on the chair with great caution.

 "Let's eat. Try out my handiwork."

 Jasmine sat across from Link, spread out her napkin, and began to eat her portion of the snacks.

 "Uh..."

 Link fell silent as he took in the sight of the two distinct tea snacks laid out before him by Butler Hamid.

 The snack set on the left; brown sugar boba milk tea with cream puffs and tiramisu as dessert;

 The snack set on the right; green tea with stuffed dumplings as dessert.

 The snack combination on the left was Elise's favorite.

 The snack combination on the right, the tea was Link's favorite, and the dessert carried a different meaning.

 Link once joked with Jasmine that she was like this dumpling—smooth and pure on the outside, but biting into it revealed a bright black heart.

 It was clear, was this supposed to be snack time?

 This was fucking like attending a banquet in Hongmen!

 If Link chose the snack combo on the left, would he get stabbed today?

 Women who throw temper tantrums are naturally gifted in combat, incredibly high-ranked and terrifying.

 Link glanced at the snacks on the left side, pretending to complain: "Why did you prepare such sweet snacks for me? You know I never liked these."

 As he spoke, Link took a sip of the green tea and ate a steaming dumpling: "These are more to my taste."

 His survival instincts were at their peak.

 "Really?"

 Jasmine smiled, her mouth hanging a trace of a smile, she curiously inquired, "I thought you were fed up with it and wanted to change the flavor. Or..."

 She intentionally extended her tone, spoke in a weird way: "Or perhaps you wanted to eat both, take turns eating. If you get tired of one taste, you switch to another. When you get tired of all of them, find a new taste to eat. After all, men are all like this, they like the new and dislike the old! It's very normal, there's no need to hide it, I can accept it."

 "There's no such thing."

 Link emphasized righteously, "I stick to my preferences consistently, without wavering."

 "Hmph."

 Jasmine chuckled and let out a cold humph, "Looks like you've passed the test."

 She signaled for Hamid to take away the brown sugar boba milk tea, the cream puff, and tiramisu. Jasmine had decided to let Link off.

 This let Link breathe a sigh of relief.

 He had made it through after all. It was more tiring than fighting a battle.

 Just then, Jasmine launched an unexpected attack, suddenly saying, "I've been promoted to a second-level witch. There's something I need your help with."

 Upon hearing this, Link didn't show a trace of surprise; instead, his brow furrowed, "What happened?"

 Jasmine summoned the God Devouring Worm and pointed at the silkworm baby, pure white like jade, "This is my companion spiritual beast, the 'God Devouring Worm', the nemesis of the gods of the World of God, a species created by the royal clan of the Insect World."

 After a pause, Jasmine said, "The 'Chatterbone worm' is the degenerate form of the 'God Devouring worm'."

 "Is that so?"

 Link, deep in thought, immediately inquired, "How did you come to know these things?"

 The Serene Wizard, as the owner of the "Chatterbone Worm", evidently didn't know this.

 Otherwise, she wouldn't have used the "Chatterbone Worm" as a basis to develop that scheme to improve the wizard qualifications.

 On the contrary, Jasmine knew all about this, obviously, something happened that Link was unaware of.

 Jasmine spoke in a dull, silent voice, "Fortunately, you sent me to the Cultivation Secret Realm. Otherwise, I wouldn't have known how I died."

 If she hadn't entered the Cultivation Secret Realm, the "God Devouring Worm" would not have hatched so soon.

 But there would have been a day when it absorbed enough magic power and was born.

 At that time, it wouldn't have been helped by a level six sage who was bored with waiting for death and liked to find things to do.

 Link instantly recalled the unknown help he had received in the Cultivation Secret Realm.

 His mood instantly became incredibly complex.

 After going through so much, Link had come to understand a truth.

 Despite the Wizard World not believing in destiny, destiny truly exists.

 There must be gains for every loss.

 He and Jasmine had both received help from some unknown higher beings; and at some point in the future, they would have to return a "reward" of equal value or pay a price of equivalent worth.

 All gifts bestowed by destiny have already been marked with a hidden price.

 He just hoped that the price would not be outrageous.

 Otherwise...
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 "What do you want me to help you with?"

 Link suppressed some of his worries about the future and instead asked Jasmine.

 "I need you to help me get a Insect Race Nest."

 Jasmine spoke confidently, "Whether I like it or not, I have switched to become a Beast Controlling Wizard. Moreover, my Companion Spiritual Beast is the 'God Devouring Worm', which ranks second only to the Royal Clan in the Insect Race. If I have a Nest, my power would increase by quite a lot and I'd be able to..."

 At this point, Jasmine stopped speaking and didn't continue.

 But Link understood what Jasmine meant.

 She would be able to not only lighten Link's burden but also provide a lot of help.

 In this way, no matter where Link goes, Jasmine could always accompany him.

 Unlike the Serene Wizard, who had been semi-forced to stay in his hometown to arrange logistics.

 The current choices, decisions and lifestyle of the Serene Wizard are not what Jasmine wants.

 "We will calculate this for the long run."

 Link did not refuse and agreed directly, but he didn't rush into execution immediately.

 "Of course."

 Jasmine nodded.

 She heard from Link that, even Sandra Diomand, as the great-granddaughter of the two Great Sages, had to carry out tasks herself to obtain a Nest.

 This demonstrates how important strategic resources like the Insect Race Nest, which can greatly enhance the power of Beast Controlling Wizards, are to the North Region.

 Perhaps, the investigation task related to the Insect World that Ravensmouth College got hold of, had some deep plots behind it.

 "Well... I will meet the Serene Wizard later, then go to see the Headmaster, and then apply to go to the college headquarters for further study."

 Link stated his schedule for the following period of time and made arrangements, "You formally hand over the 'Do Whatever You Like' to Linn to manage, and the Grande Potion Shop to Betty. Everyone else will do their own things. Come with me to the headquarters of the college for further study."

 "Okay."

 Without even thinking about it, Jasmine immediately accepted Link's arrangement.

 Then she got up and walked out.

 At the door of the dining room, she remembered something that Link might not know yet, so she reminded him, "The Serene Wizard has been promoted to Sage."

 "Really?"

 Upon hearing this, Link was quite surprised.

 Before he was unexpectedly attacked, he didn't see any signs of this at all.

 He did not expect such a big change to occur in just over three months.

 He finally understood that the tantrums of the Serene Wizard and Sage Palo were not without reason.

 Watching Jasmine leave the villa by the lake to get busy with the handover.

 Link got in touch with the Serene Wizard, no, now she should be called Sage Selene, through Butler Hamid.

 The video call was soon connected.

 "Link? Anything you need from me?"

 The figure of Sage Selene appeared on the screen, leisurely basking in the sun and enjoying her afternoon tea.

 "Could you bother to come here? I have something important for you, but I can't leave the college now."

 Link politely made a request.

 "Did Palo ask you to find me?"

 Sage Selene put down her teacup with a faint smile in her eyes.

 "Yes, he asked me to bring something to you."

 Link was very honest, without deceiving, and then said, "I also have some business, and I need your advice."

 "Okay, wait for me, I'll be right there."

 Sage Selene answered Link's request, ended the call, and rose to leave.

 Before long, Sage Selene walked into Link's lakeside villa and said directly, "Bring it here, let's see what Palo wants to give me."

 Link immediately took out a long box from the "Small World" and, under the pretext of preparing tea snacks, vacated his space.

 "You still remember it."

 Sage Selene looked at the long box and knowing without opening it what was inside.

 Her face showed a deeply nostalgic look, and her mood was rather complex.

 She opened the box with a click.

 It revealed an empty glass bottle that had once contained a potion.

 This was the first Perfect-level potion that Sage Selene ever successfully concocted. She gave it to Sage Palo as a commemorative gift.

 In an accident back then, this potion had provided considerable assistance to Sage Palo.

 Sage Palo then kept the empty potion bottle all the time.

 "What's the use of giving me this?"

 Sage Selene closed the box and tightly held the long box in her palm, sighing quietly, "You don't even come by yourself."

 After a sigh, Sage Selene carefully put away the long box and adjusted her state of mind.

 The past is past, what's over is over.

 Unless Sage Palo himself came forward, went through the "trial", Sage Selene would not easily change her mind.

 She was determined to make Sage Palo taste the bitterness of not getting a response.

 "Come in."

 Without turning her head, Sage Selene beckoned Link, who had been waiting outside under the guise of leaving her some private space.

 "Hehe..."

 Link thick-skinned laughed a few times. He had been discovered, but didn't feel embarrassed.

 "What else?"

 Sage Selene was too lazy to argue with this always scheming fellow, "If you don't say it, I'll leave."

 Link then composed himself and asked seriously, "I plan to take Jasmine to the college headquarters for further study. What should we pay attention to?"

 "Have you and Jasmine both been promoted?"

 Sage Selene was actually not surprised at all, she just wanted to confirm it out of habit.

 "Mm-hmm."

 Link affirmed.

 "Things to watch out for?"

 Sage Selene pondered for a while before saying, "The only thing to watch out for is to concentrate on your studies and don't get involved in the infighting among the disciples of those big families."
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 "Understood, thank you, Sage Serene,"

 Upon hearing this, Link pondered and expressed his gratitude sincerely.

 "Call me Serene Wizard instead, it sounds better."

 Getting up to leave, Wizard Selene made an offhand remark before leaving.

 "Alright, Wizard Serene."

 Link readily assented and escorted Wizard Selene to the door.

 Once Wizard Serene had driven her hover-car away, Link himself climbed into the spare vehicle and drove to the Senior Division's administrative building.

 Sage Palo had scheduled an appointment for him with Dean Frist. He couldn't afford further delays.

 Top floor, dean's office.

 "Hello, Dean."

 Just before sitting down, Link greeted.

 "Hmm."

 Dean Frist scrutinized Link and responded indifferently, casually asking, "Are there still barriers between you and the academy?"

 Link bit his lower lip and decided to answer honestly, "Partly yes, and partly no."

 "Which parts yes, and which parts no?"

 Dean Frist continued to probe.

 "Yes for the part about being assigned without explanation, no for the rest."

 Link continued to reply honestly.

 "Hmm."

 Dean Frist made no comment on Link's statement, instead, he said, "Sage Palo told me you're trying to advance to the academy headquarters to lie low, is that true?"

 "Yes."

 Link explained, "I meet the criteria for advancement even without this mess."

 "That's true."

 Dean Frist opened a drawer, took out two different styled badges, put them on the desk, and pushed them toward Link, "One is to unlock a villa, the other to unlock a lab. Consider them as my congratulatory gifts for your promotion."

 "Thank you, Dean."

 Gifts from his own faction's Big Boss, how could he hesitate? Take it quickly!

 Link received the two badges gratefully, not completely satisfied though, he seized the opportunity to say, "Dean, my vehicle and interstellar battleship were completely destroyed, all related to the academy. Is there any compensation from the academy?"

 "Sly!"

 Dean Frist stared at Link intensely.

 Whether intentionally or not, a hint of domineering aura leaked out, startling Link until tears welled up in his eyes.

 Perhaps, this could be considered as Dean Frist's subtle punishment for Link's blatant testing.

 What was Link testing?

 Link was testing whether the academy would allow him to retaliate against Lucia's family.

 If you cross me, I'll cross you.

 In Link's opinion, there was no such thing as turning the other cheek after being hit.

 Even if on the surface, Lucia's family had been dealt with by the academy.

 However, the Mixed Corps of Lucia's family still resided in the Rear Camp of the Desolate World!

 While teleporting home, Link still saw the badge and flag of Lucia's family.

 How could Dean Frist, who remained a secure headmaster of two institutes, always supplying top talents, and always having the upper hand in the gambits against all wizard organizations, not understand Link's blatantly implicit thoughts?

 But all he did, aside from the minor rebuke, was to ignore it.

 Thought it over, and considering that the junior had indeed suffered a great loss and had accomplished great deeds one after another.

 Dean Frist opened the drawer again, took out five items, and placed them one by one in front of Link.

 "Is there really?"

 By that time, Link had overcome the discomfort, his eyes had "refreshed", he managed the embarrassment, saw the good stuff, and just wanted to grab it.

 Just as he made a slight movement, his whole body froze.

 In front of the distinguished level six sage, Link's strength was irrelevant whether it compared to that of a third-level wizard or even a level five sage.

 Being fully prepared, it was child's play for Dean Frist to kill a level 6 Rock Demon and a level 5 Fire Demon.

 If he really wanted to deal with Link, a simple breath could kill him.

 "Don't rush."

 A smile appeared on Dean Frist's face as he said, "Choose three out of five."

 With these words, Link was unfrozen and could move freely.

 A constipated expression suddenly appeared on Link's face.

 The five items on the table, each one of them struck Link's heart heavily.

 The first was a replica of the "Phantom Coupe", practically identical.

 The second was a "Lark" class starship, a notch above the "Hummingbird" in terms of rank, characterized by its fast speed and agility.

 The most special feature was a mini "curvature engine" fitted for short-distance "warped travel"!

 The third was a large-caliber Star-annihilating cannon, which was two levels stronger than the small-caliber Star Destroyer cannon that Wizard Cody had given.

 Poor Cody's gift was neither used nor destroyed.

 The fourth was a Depleted world core that made the "Small World" covetous, three levels higher than what Sage Palo gave.

 The ball lightning allowed the "Small World" to complete the fourth evolution at the rule level, a case of overweight.

 Higher energy and materials were still needed.

 The depleted world core was an excellent choice.

 The fifth was an Insect Race Nest!

 Although it was just a Nest Seed and required a large amount of resources just like when Link had to nurture the "Seed".

 However, it absolutely met Jasmine's requirements.

 It was clear that Jasmine, who practiced the two main features given to her by the "God Devouring Worm" cubs and the gradually awakening abilities, had attracted the attention of Dean Frist in the Senior Division.

 Or perhaps, through continuous observation of Sage Rosenthal, Dean Frist had known about the "God Devouring Worm" for a long time.

 A level six sage who claimed to be waiting for death but enjoyed fun stuff, staying under Dean Frist's watchful eyes, certainly attracted more attention.
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 Uh... 

 An undecided Link, worrying over what to choose, knew nothing about the potential outcomes.

 After considering for quite a while, his eyes were beginning to tire, yet he still couldn't make up his mind.

 He truly wanted them all, each one immensely useful!

 "Dean, you're doing this on purpose, aren't you?"

 Link snapped out of it, uttering his complaint with a grimace on his face, "Did I just try to be a bit cunning?"

 Sometimes, acting the fool can help to close the distance with the big boss.

 This strategy must be used wisely, at the right time, and under the right conditions; not simply applied indiscriminately.

 The art of using this technique, resides in the person's intentions.

 "Exactly."

 Dean Frist smiled, "That's why I am also playing some tricks now."

 "You're doing this on purpose!"

 Hearing this, Link protested again.

 Despite complaining, his hands were busy claiming the "Lark" interstellar battleship, the depleted world core, and the Insect Race Nest Seed.

 Then he took a longing look at the "Phantom Coupe" and the large-caliber star-annihilating cannon.

 After gazing for a while, he gave Dean Frist a pitiful look.

 As if to say, give me one more, just one more.

 Regrettably, Dean Frist was quite principled and put the two remaining items back into the drawer.

 Seeing this, Link immediately stopped acting the fool and said seriously, "Dean, when should Jasmine Kidman and I report to the main branch of the academy?"

 "Call your little girlfriend over, and we can leave right away."

 Dean Frist seemed to be in a good mood today and was actually teasing Link.

 Looked like the news about Link Grande having a little girlfriend named Jasmine Kidman had already gotten around.

 One wonders who the gossiper was.

 Hearing about Link's suspicion would probably make Jasmine, who was hurrying over to the dean's office after receiving the message from the office's computer, chuckle along the way.

 Soon enough, Jasmine Kidman knocked on the Dean's office door.

 "Let's go."

 Dean Frist got up and without any apparent action, there was a flash of light, and the three disappeared from his office.

 When Link and Jasmine got accustomed to the sudden spatial shift, they found themselves standing in front of an inter-dimensional teleportation portal.

 This portal stood within a domed hall, the size of a regular door.

 Dean Frist was the first to walk through the portal, with Link and Jasmine quickly following.

 The familiar spacetime extraction sensation occurred.

 This teleportation process seemed to be unusually long, as if there were several transfers.

 It felt about four to five times as long as previous teleportations.

 Being in the middle of teleportation, the flow of time was hard to discern.

 When they finally managed to stabilize their minds and bodies, Link and Jasmine found themselves in a garden full of blooming flowers.

 Ahead of them was a clear, pure lake.

 A pavilion was suspended above the center of the lake.

 In the pavilion, there sat a man and a woman, both young and good-looking.

 But after just one look, Link and Jasmine didn't dare look again.

 Their intuition and premonition skills were rather formidable, none better than the other.

 Both sensed that another glance might bring about calamity.

 Even now, the cold sweat poured down, feeling as if they had two large knives against their necks, ready to execute them at any moment.

 "Enough, don't scare the children."

 Great Sage Seuss glared at Great Sage Revo, who had deliberately exerted a bit of pressure, "You're already old, yet you're still picking on these teenagers. Your great-granddaughter suffered a little, but only because of her inadequate ability. Is that even a big deal?"

 "Hmph."

 Great Sage Revo retorted with raised eyebrows, "So what if I can't bear to see my great-granddaughter taken advantage of? Can't handle that, can you?"

 Great Sage Seuss had no intention of appeasing Great Sage Revo, who was acting petulant for no apparent reason. He wet his finger with clean tea water and flicked it towards a sweating Link and Jasmine.

 The tea water sprinkled onto Link and Jasmine, revitalizing their spirits instantly.

 It helped them overcome their fear and return to their normal state.

 "Frist, take them to get settled."

 Great Sage Seuss ordered, "Now that they're here for advanced studies, they should focus on it. The storms outside can't reach in here."

 He paused and added, "Having high inspiration isn't always a good thing. During the study period, learn how to control it, so you won't be easily manipulated like today."

 "Aren't you going to thank Great Sage Seuss?"

 Dean Frist reminded them from the side.

 "Thank you, Great Sage Seuss."

 Coming to their senses, Link and Jasmine gratefully spoke in unison.

 Then, Dean Frist took Link and Jasmine to follow through the proper advanced study procedures.

 In less than ten minutes, all the procedures were completed.

 "Study well and in two years, I'll come and get you."

 Dean Frist left that advice and hurriedly departed.

 With their newly issued personal computers from the main branch of the Academy, Link and Jasmine followed the map to find the villa gifted by Dean Frist.

 After using the badge to open the seal and entering the villa, they sat down and fell silent.

 The two of them stared at each other without a word.

 The feeling of having their lives under someone else's control…

 It was truly an unbearable feeling!
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 I just tasted a date.

 Before I could even savor the taste, I received a whack.

 But this way was slightly better than getting whacked before receiving a date.

 Besides, it was only a light tap, not a humiliation.

 Therefore, Link did not overly (actually, he did not dare to) resent Great Sage Revo.

 Similarly, Link did not feel overly grateful to Great Sage Seuss either.

 What he really took to heart was the advice Great Sage Seuss gave about excessive inspiration.

 Intuition and premonition... according to Great Sage Seuss... excessive inspiration is a double-edged sword.

 It can give remarkable intuition and premonitions of good or bad fortune, but it can also be exploited by others.

 For instance, it could result in situations where I had no premonition and my cognition was altered by Lisandra;

 Or situations such as this one when I encountered Great Sage Revo's intentional targeting and his pressure shock me into immobility.

 "It seems we need to add a new goal during our study period."

 Link broke the silence, saying softly, "We should at least be able to control our emotions to avoid such situations."

 "Hmm."

 After leaving the garden, Jasmine had been all along soothing the frightened Silkworm Baby in her Sea of Consciousness.

 Through sharing with Silkworm Baby, Jasmine glanced at a fragment of memory hidden in the "God Devouring Worm" bloodline.

 It should have happened during the period when the Wizard World, in collaboration with the Abyss World and the Undead World, attacked the Insect World.

 A formation of ten full-grown "God Devouring Worms", which could easily kill a main god head-on, ambushed two Level Seven Great Sages, who were a level weaker than the main god.

 After a fierce battle, six of the grown "God Devouring Worms" died on the spot, three were captured alive, and only one, sensing the dire situation, escaped early, thereby sparing its life.

 The Silkworm Baby was a descendant of that escaped full-grown "God Devouring Worm".

 Those two Level Seven Great Sages were the beautiful and youthful Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss in the garden.

 The images of the two Great Sages have been engraved into the memory of the "God Devouring Worm" bloodline.

 So, Jasmine could feel the horror of the two great sages more intuitively than Link.

 The horror perceived by "God Devouring Worm' is equal to high level and strong power for wizards.

 From this high level of strength viewpoint, Great Sage Seuss sees problems in a broader perspective and is more profound and accurate than her and Link.

 Listen to the person, eat up.

 You must learn!

 Once they reached a consensus, they stopped chatting.

 Jasmine took out the tea leaves from the locket on her necklace, personally went to the smart kitchen to make two cups of green tea, and took out the prepared snacks on a plate.

 Sipping tea, eating snacks, exchanging glances, and sharing a knowing smile.

 The remaining afternoon time passed in a leisurely pace.

 It seemed like this tranquility was used to alleviate the lingering fear.

 By night, both of them weren't in the mood for dinner, so they individually chose a room to rest.

 After bidding each other goodnight, Link took out the Insect Race Nest Seed he received from Dean Frist and handed it over to Jasmine.

 "Where did you get this from?"

 At first, Jasmine didn't take the black, hive-like seed that Link handed over casually seriously.

 It wasn't until the Silkworm Baby in her Sea of Consciousness expressed an urgent need that Jasmine carefully examined it, recognizing it as the Insect Race Nest Seed, and exclaimed in surprise.

 "Got it from the dean."

 Link replied lightly.

 "I see."

 It was apparent that Jasmine was already prepared mentally for the dean to find out that she had a "God Devouring Worm" cub.

 She had hatched the "God Devouring Worm" cub in the official wizard level secret realm of cultivation in the college;

 Moreover, it was thanks to the guidance of a mysterious entity at the college that she was able to turn misfortune into fortune, switch to becoming a Beast Controlling Wizard, and have the "God Devouring Worm" cub become a Companion Spiritual Beast.

 It was quite normal for the dean to know about this; it would have been abnormal if he didn't.

 Therefore, Jasmine did not have any qualms about using the two main attributes shared by the "God Devouring Worm" cub and other abilities within the Senior Division.

 She just didn't want too many people to know about it.

 She didn't particularly want to keep it a secret.

 "You go to bed early."

 Sensing the "God Devouring Worm's" urging, Jasmine left him a message and unceremoniously slammed the door in Link's face.

 "Out with the old, in with the new!"

 Muttering under his breath, Link turned and returned to his room.

 After his routine Deep Meditation, he rested peacefully, replenishing his energy for tomorrow's beginning of refresher study.

 The next day.

 Link and Jasmine almost simultaneously stepped out of their rooms early in the morning.

 After having a simple breakfast to satisfy their taste buds, they left the villa and headed to the educational campus.

 The college's main campus constitutes a habitable planet, nearly the size of the Moon in Link's previous life.

 On this habitable planet, besides the Diomand family created by Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, there are no fewer than 20 other major families.

 These families have one common factor: they all have one or more Level Six Sages, supporting the family's reputation.

 On the homeland of the Wizard World, the families on the West Coast hit their limit with the Lionel Family, which had a Level Five Sage.

 The Lionel Family's desire to seize the Treant World was to fully support this Level Five Sage to advance, thereby realizing the family's class transformation and moving to the college's main campus.

 Therefore, the educational campus's land area is comparatively small in relation to the total area of the college's main campus.

 But in terms of area alone, it is equivalent to the sum of the Junior Division and the Senior Division at home.

 After all, the students of the educational campus are not only refresher wizards from the mainland but also refresher wizards from various families in the main campus.

 In addition to advanced wizards, there are some wizards who, for various reasons, reside in the campus area.

 But for now, these are not related to Link.

 The refresher course setting is different from that of the Junior Division and the Senior Division.
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 There are three types of courses:

 The first is the elective course.

 If you have interest or skill in any subject, you can choose it.

 For example, Link, who is better at biochemistry and potions, can choose related courses for learning.

 For instance, Link's newly upgraded "Alchemy Specialization" talent, combined with the "Material Specialization" talent, is enough to make him a decent alchemist, and he can select the corresponding courses.

 There are no thresholds, no high requirements, as long as you opt for, you will be able to learn.

 The second is the advancement course.

 For these courses, you cannot listen just by choosing them, you must pass an exam.

 You need to have a certain foundation and satisfy the learning requirements before you can learn.

 The third is private tutoring by a mentor.

 These are the most special. You must first have a mentor who is willing to take you as a student.

 Comparing to Link's past life university education system, it's akin to the relationship between a graduate tutor and a graduate student.

 Technically, Link and Jasmine have just arrived and hardly know anyone, haven't been to a day's class, it is impossible for a tutor to take notice of them and make them students.

 However, just as the two of them arrived at the first teaching building, browsing the course schedule and preparing to choose courses, a notification came from their intelligent assistant:

 [Sage Selene's Potion Research Group cordially invites Link Grande and Jasmine Kidman to join in.]

 If interested, please come to the teaching research group laboratory building before 11:30 am. The address is as follows: (Map).

 "What?"

 Link had learned from Jasmine that Serene Wizard had been promoted to Sage.

 But as for the Potion Research Group, he was completely clueless.

 Jasmine explained nonchalantly: "While you were out having fun, Sage Selene had just completed her promotion and received an invitation from the Academy headquarters. Apart from Sage Selene herself, there are 29 other positions in the research group, with the academy providing basic salary and benefits."

 "I see."

 This helped Link understand the origin of the invitation.

 The Academy is quite generous in its investment in education.

 Like Link, upon entering the Junior Division there were Magic Stone supplementary benefits (only received twice);

 When advancing to the Senior Division, there were housing subsidy benefits and Magic Stone supplementary benefits.

 Now upon entering the Academy's headquarters for further study, they had also been informed of related benefits when processing the paperwork the previous day.

 But this time, the benefit had changed from "Magic Stone" to "Academic Points".

 Ah...

 Thinking about "Academic Points", Link realized he hadn't published a paper to earn "Academic Points" to access references and literature for a while.

 This further training required improvements in all areas - witchcraft, Magic Tool, potions, alchemy, strategy, battle tactics, and so on. The required "Academic Points" could not be met by just the Academy's subsidy.

 "Guess I'll have to start experimenting and publishing papers again."

 While selecting the public elective courses and advancement courses on the shared computer system, Link sighed.

 "Hehe..."

 Hearing this, Jasmine smiled happily.

 It was unknown what she was laughing at.

 Perhaps she was thinking about the good old days in the Junior Division when it was just the two of them.

 Although it was a bit dull, there were no interruptions and no one to intervene.

 Once the courses were selected, they couldn't start immediately.

 There was a buffering period.

 It was necessary to wait until Link and Jasmine's identities were "networked", and all the lecturers obtained their past data before they could enter the classroom.

 Generally, this would take about one day.

 "Let's go check out the lab."

 Time cannot be wasted, so Link took out the remaining number plate and waved it at Jasmine.

 "Alright, let's go."

 Jasmine didn't really mind as long as she was with Link.

 So, guided by the map on their portable computer systems and following the prescribed address on the number plate, they arrived at the laboratory area.

 At first count, there were about 30 unevenly sized laboratory buildings.

 The laboratory that Dean Frist gave to Link was located on the top floor of a five-story building in the northeast corner, occupying half of the floor.

 "Link, Jasmine?"

 As soon as they left the lift, they ran into someone they knew.

 Lanny Taylor looked surprised to see them and asked immediately, "What are you guys doing here?"

 Jasmine said nothing.

 Link replied, "We are here for further study and haven't started any classes yet. We just came to check out the lab."

 "Further study?"

 On hearing Link's words, Lanny became even more surprised and started doubting whether she had heard him correctly.

 She could accept the fact that Link, who defied all norms, was able to level up to become a Second Level Wizard in such a short period of time.

 But Jasmine Kidman leveling up even before her was something Lanny could not believe at all.

 After the last competition, Lanny felt like she had an epiphany and her progress had skyrocketed.

 She was now at the upper limit of a First Level Wizard's spiritual power and was attempting to liquify her spiritual power, taking the first step to becoming a Second Level Wizard.

 She thought she was moving at a fast pace.

 But Jasmine Kidman turned out to be even faster.

 If Lanny remembered correctly, Jasmine's wizard qualifications should be of the third kind.

 How did she manage to do it?

 At this moment, Lanny started questioning the concept of wizard qualifications.

 "Lanny, who are you talking to?"

 Sandra's voice came from around the corner, and she shortly appeared.

 "You?"

 Sandra was initially surprised to see Link and Jasmine there and then looked somewhat complicated.

 After a moment of silence, she asked Link, "Did my third uncle give you that lab over there?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 155: I Will Show You What Cruelty Means_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Hmm." 

 Link took out his badge and gave a gesture.

 "Make good use of it, don't waste it."

 Sandra drew a long breath, regaining her composure, and said, "That was the laboratory my uncle used when he was young, it has been sealed for many, many years. I've asked for it for a long time, but I never got it."

 "Emmm ..."

 Link organized his wording and replied, "I hope it won't disappoint Dean Frist."

 Sandra didn't comment on Link's reply.

 After hesitating for a while, she then asked: "I'm planning to restructure a mini legion soon to explore the Insect World again, are you interested?"

 "When?"

 If Jasmine hadn't become a Beast Controlling Wizard, if Jasmine's companion spiritual beast wasn't the "God Devouring Worm", Link wouldn't be thinking about branching out.

 To study further, you have to study hard, and concentrate on promoting yourself.

 Too many extracurricular activities might distract you.

 "In two months then."

 Sandra replied, "For wizards like you who come to study further from their native land, you need to complete an extracurricular practice every two months. By then, I'll arrange for your first extracurricular practice to be exploring the Insect World."

 "Okay, notify us in advance then."

 Upon hearing this, Link, realizing that there was such a good thing, immediately agreed.

 The two previous 'ifs' and his reluctance to branch out were all thrown to the back of his mind.

 "Hmm, you guys go ahead, I have things to do."

 Sandra left this sentence behind, brushing past Link and Jasmine with Lanny, and entered the elevator.

 The moment the elevator door was about to close, Sandra suddenly reminded: "If anyone invites you to join any clubs, don't agree."

 As her voice fell, the elevator door closed.

 "What does she mean by that?"

 Jasmine asked, feeling inexplicably irritated.

 Link recalled the warning from the Serene Wizard, combined with Sandra's words, and understood some things.

 Perhaps, in the eyes of those young people from large families, wizards like Link and Jasmine who had come from their native land to further their studies were the best recruiting targets.

 Inviting guests, beheading, accepting as a dog.

 This method, it works anywhere.

 However, Link isn't worried about these things.

 As long as you stay informed, those from large families will definitely know that Link and Jasmine were led by Dean Frist personally to process the further study procedures.

 In other words, Link and Jasmine are the people brought by Dean Frist.

 Furthermore, Link also got to use Dean Frist's long-sealed laboratory.

 If you think about these relationships carefully and taste them thoroughly, no one will dare to bother them.

 "No problem, don't worry about these things."

 Link used his badge to unseal the laboratory and walked in first, "Let's check out the lab first."

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine then followed him in.

 After a brief look around, Link only had one thought.

 It really was a lab used by Dean Frist when he was young!

 Even though it had been sealed for many years without being used, all the facilities and equipment inside were the latest models.

 This style, in one word, lavish!

 Jasmine also watched with glowing eyes and itchy hands.

 She seemed very eager to start researching and experimenting immediately.

 Luckily, both of them remembered the invite from the Serene Wizard, didn't indulge too much and left in time.

 Before 11:30, they arrived at the location of Sage Selene's Potion Research Group not far away.

 A three-story experimental building.

 Sharia, Ayla, and Tina had already arrived.

 Everyone was already familiar with each other, they greeted each other and quickly became acquainted.

 Not long after, Sage Selene also arrived, bringing two people with her.

 These two people, Link knew them well and was quite surprised by their appearance.

 One was Renee Clarke, and the other was Lokan.

 Link was not very familiar with Renee's accomplishments in potion studies.

 But Lokan, solely on the account of being a Body-refining wizard, was destined to not be proficient in Potion Studies.

 So, how did this bootlicker become a member of the Potion Research Group?

 Did he serve as experimental material?

 "Okay, everyone's here now."

 Sage Selene led the group, each with their own thoughts, into a small conference room on the first floor for the first formal meeting of the Potion Research Group.

 Without wasting any time, she got straight to the point.

 "Since this is a research group, it is bound to involve both teaching and research.

 I am responsible for teaching, directing the research direction, and coordinating the research process.

 You guys are responsible for specific research.

 The first major topic is the optimization and innovation of combat potions for body-refining wizards."

 Link was right, Lokan really was the experimental subject.

 Suddenly, he became interested.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 156: Second Half_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Lokan felt as though he had stumbled into the den of thieves.

 The unhidden, green-glowing eyes filled with desire made him shudder slightly.

 The irony of it all was that he had relentlessly pursued the opportunity to join the Sage Selene's Potion Research Group as an experimental subject.

 On reflection, something seemed off.

 It was as if he had willingly become a helpless lamb, set to be logically and reasonably tormented by Link Grande.

 Damn it.

 "Link, rein it in a bit!"

 From her elevated position, Sage Selene had a clear view of Link's shifting demeanor.

 She also perceptively picked up on the changing breath of Lokan standing behind her and his sudden mix of resentful and aggrieved emotions.

 She shot Link a disapproving glance and scolded him.

 "Heh heh."

 Baring his teeth in a grin, Link's eyes were not as ablaze as before.

 Indeed he had made a noticeable attempt to compose himself.

 However, his gaze was still firmly fixated on Lokan.

 Looking at Link's sophisticated yet debauched demeanor behind his gold-rimmed glasses, Lokan became even more irritated.

 Had Link already made up his mind about him?

 It seemed that Link had already set his expectations.

 Would it still be possible for him to withdraw now?

 Sage Selene shook her head, choosing not to intervene in the conflict between Link and Lokan.

 Officially, the dispute between the two had been settled as they had chosen to let bygones be bygones.

 Indeed, Lokan had come forward to apologize and submitted himself as an experimental subject, thereby providing valuable data.

 However, it was in fact Link who had made the move to hold back and retreat which ultimately led to the resolution.

 Now, with Lokan presenting himself and Link gaining more power, the fear of Lokan was disappearing.

 Given the opportunity, Link, true to his character, would surely want to take revenge.

 To make Lokan experience some hardship.

 "What a petty guy!"

 Sage Selene criticized Link under her breath and continued outlining her plans for the Potion Research Group.

 First on the list was staff allocation.

 There were five main researchers: Link, Jasmine, Tina, and Assad;

 Lokan would be the experimental subject and the group's "security".

 Sharia was in charge of external networking;

 While Ayla was responsible for overseeing operations.

 Given the integrated environment of research and production, any successful experiments from the Potion Research Group would inevitably need to be put into production.

 Establishing a new industrial system was crucial.

 Next was work hours.

 Considering that Link and Jasmine still needed to continue their studies and that Sharia, Ayla, and Tina needed to make use of their rare opportunity to be part of the main college to improve themselves,

 Sage Selene stipulated that the main work hours would be over the weekends, with part-time hours on weekday nights if time permitted.

 There would be no need for additional work hours provided the project's progress stayed on track.

 A flexible working system was the main course of the plan.

 Lastly was benefits.

 There wasn't much to discuss, the college covered most of the costs.

 The greatest benefit was Sage Selene inviting them to be part of the Potion Research Group.

 After wrapping up the arrangements, it was exactly noon. The entire Potion Research Group, took the opportunity to strengthen team cohesion, gathering to have lunch together.

 Afterward, everyone disbanded and returned to their respective residences.

 When Link and Jasmine returned to the villa, they found a group of people blocking the main entrance.

 Their backup vehicle they typically used to get around couldn't get in.

 The situation seemed troublesome.

 "What's going on?"

 Link gestured for Jasmine to remain in the car while he got out to ask straightforwardly.

 "So you're Link Grande?"

 A man blocking the road, who spoke with an odd tone and looked at people down his nose, queried.

 "I am. What's the issue?"

 Link's brows knitted together, he asked again.

 "We've got orders from higher up to invite you over to a place. You coming or not?"

 The man continued to look at Link snootily, his words and demeanor conveyed the confidence that it would be a great privilege for Link to accept his invitation.

 After stating his piece, he waited for Link to enthusiastically drop to his knees in gratitude.

 Link could feel a surge of irritation rising within him.

 Sage Selene had warned him not to get involved in the feuds of aristocratic families.

 Sandra had reminded him not to accept any invitations to join clubs.

 Both were telling him to avoid conflict, not to get involved in any trouble.

 That was his intention as well.

 To focus on his studies and elevating himself.

 However, it seemed that even Dean Frist's fame couldn't turn away these irksome storms.

 As he thought about it, Link's face turned slightly gloomy, and he said coldly:

 "I'm sorry. Please leave. Tell your employer that my admission paperwork was personally handled by Dean Frist. The first two people I met upon arrival at the main college yesterday were Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 If they insist on inviting me to wherever it is, then I'm afraid I'll have to decline.

 Upon hearing this, the man's demeanor changed abruptly.

 He looked panicked and angry.

 Before coming, they indeed knew that Dean Frist had personally handled Link and Jasmine's admission process.

 But so what?

 As long as they didn't cripple him, weren't they free to toy with him however they wished?

 Even if they went a tad too far, their seniors would step in to ease the situation.

 Living the life of a prodigal son involved stirring up trouble from time to time to maintain the image!

 However, they were genuinely unaware that Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss had deliberately met with Link and Jasmine.

 This changed the situation completely!

 His expression fluctuated between multiple emotions. Eventually, the man swallowed his rage at Link's lack of face, motioned towards his comrades and left the scene with tails between their legs.

 As for any subsequent moves or power flexing, the man had no authority to make those calls.
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 He was just an errand boy.

 Link immediately returned to the spare vehicle and drove into the villa.

 "Will there be problems?"

 Jasmine asked aloud as she scrutinized the divination properties of the "God Devouring Worm", sensing its potential for good or bad.

 "No!"

 Link answered definitively.

 If there were trouble, they would fight it out.

 He believed that as long as skirmishes among the young ones didn't turn deadly, the higher beings wouldn't interfere.

 This wasn't just any place; it was the main teaching campus of the College!

 The most common haunt of Great Sage Revo and Sage Seuss!

 In the old language of Link's previous life, it was the 'land of utmost righteousness under the emperor's feet.'

 Rules mattered here.

 As long as the higher beings didn't interfere, Link feared no one when it came to a fight.

 An afternoon went by without incident.

 Before night fell, Link and Jasmine received notification that they could start classes on the next day.

 The next day, their life as advanced students officially began.

 Dull, self-disciplined, busy.

 Their entire day was occupied to the fullest.

 Link primarily chose courses on Elemental Wizardry, True Spirit Wizardry, Potion Study, Alchemy, and Strategy & Battle Tactics;

 Jasmine mainly opted for Elemental Wizardry, Beast Controlling Wizardry, Potion Study, Logistics Management, Economics.

 The daytime was filled with classes, and they had to work in the Potion Research Group at night.

 They also took time to visit the lab given by Dean Frist for conducting their own research and experiments.

 With this routine, two months passed in a blink of an eye.

 During these two months, the college was calm and peaceful.

 But there was a major upheaval in the Wizard World homeland.

 The sage promotion ceremony for Wizard Cody was held on Link and Jasmine's third day in the college.

 After that, Sage Cody seemed to have disappeared from public view, his whereabouts unknown.

 Just as everyone had nearly forgotten about Sage Cody.

 Sage Cody came boldly back into public view and caused a sensation overnight.

 Under the college's arrangement, Cody took over the Mixed Corps composed of the Lucia's Family's elite forces!

 After a slight reorganization, it undertook a covert mission.

 Sage Cody led the Mixed Corps around the surveillance from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, and quietly appeared behind the interstellar fleet that attacked the rear camp portal in the Desolate World of Palo Sage army.

 One side was unprepared, and the other had carefully planned everything.

 From careful calculation to unintentional neglect, Cody and his gang were victorious.

 They destroyed a main force warship, captured three secondary warships, and all the wizards on the destroyed main force warship.

 Ravensmouth City held a grand celebration for this event.

 The college even let Cody present the captured wizards.

 This act was undoubtedly a counterattack to the attack by the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance.

 In addition to slapping them in the face, it also tore their faces apart and stomped on them.

 This show of readiness for war made the entire Mitchell District, even the Tudor region, seethe with excitement.

 Was it really ok to go to such lengths just for the sake of face?

 Like wise-cracking spectators at a play, all the wizards who browsed the forums in their free time started to gossip.

 They were looking forward to how the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance would respond.

 Would they swallow their anger and act as if nothing had happened, or would they counter-attack and reclaim their glory?

 After all, the high-level resources that the Supreme Council promised to allocate to Ravensmouth College have not yet been released.

 In other words, Sage Seuss has not yet completed his promotion.

 Even if Ravensmouth College is the top power in Mitchell District, even below the Great Sage Mitchell's Tower, if it had to fight two battles, the odds were not great.

 Just when many individuals and organizations were shocked and could not understand, when they focused their attention on the feud between Ravensmouth College, Flame and Metal Trading Company, and the White Tower Alliance...

 Another shocking news spread.

 Mesopotamia University decided to reconcile with Ravensmouth College and handed over the core members of Lucia's Family.

 Dean Frist didn't even have to show his face.

 Sage Cody, representing Ravensmouth College, accepted these people in public.

 Then he killed a batch of Lucia's Family's elders and some mid-level members in front of all the witnessing wizards, declaring this as the college's initial punishment for Lucia's Family's betrayal. Whether there would be further retaliation would be another matter.

 Such a bloody scene didn't shock the attending wizards, of course.

 What shocked the wizards was the college's flaunting and hubris.

 As if they could do whatever they wanted without any concern for anyone or any power in the Mitchell District.

 I do as I please, with no regard for anyone else.

 For a while, the attention of the entire Tudor region, not just the Mitchell District, was completely captivated by Ravensmouth College.

 Mesopotamia University, which capitulated, didn't garner much attention, even after lifting its lockdown.

 It was merely a fallen old power.

 Even if the founder, Level Eight Great Sage of Mesopotamia, still had outstanding personal strength, unfortunately, the younger generation wasn't performing well.

 Mesopotamia University, Principal's office.

 Principal Leopold of Mesopotamia and Dean Frist sat across from each other.

 Both of them were relaxed, showing no concern for the outside controversy and public opinion.

 Putting down his glass, Principal Leopold praised: "That Link Grande of your college really uses his brain well. These processed plant leaves make for an excellent drink when brewed. It has quite a taste."
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 "Isn't it?" 

 Dean Frist, taking a sip of the red tea in his cup, lamented, "Unfortunately, this little fellow is stingy. He said the yield of this high-end tea leaves is too low and refuses to give me more. Otherwise, I would generously share some with you."

 Giving gifts is an art.

 Link never personally sent red tea to Dean Frist.

 Only after deciding to advance to the college headquarters did he instruct his butler Hamid to periodically mail it over to the dean's office.

 The beverage that Dean Frist and Principal Leopold happened to be drinking were the river red tea and green tea, respectively.

 After making small talk, Principal Leopold asked, "It's impressive what you've achieved to this extent. But won't attracting so much attention cause trouble?"

 Dean Frist waved his hand nonchalantly, "Don't worry, it's a minor issue."

 A pause later, Dean Frist fed Principal Leopold a reassurance pill, "Is my big brother about to make a breakthrough?"

 "Your big brother?"

 Principal Leopold, not reassured at all, expressed surprise, "Didn't they say that Sage Walters had found the opportunity to level up?"

 Dean Frist looked at Principal Leopold as if he was a fool, then snorted, "As a principal, you can't even figure this out. No wonder Mesopotamia University has declined worse since you took over. Couldn't both of them have found the opportunity to level up, just one more major than the other?"

 Principal Leopold ignored Dean Frist's sarcasm.

 Because it was the truth.

 Indeed, Mesopotamia University seemed worse after he took over.

 But that was not the whole truth.

 With accumulated difficulties mounting, reform required bursting the abscess first, naturally making the problems look more severe and the decline more obvious.

 Once the breath calms and the burdens of the old are shed, naturally vitality appears again, showing signs of rising.

 "So, Walters failed to level up this time?"

 Principal Leopold asked nonchalantly, continuing to probe.

 Hearing this, Dean Frist was silent for a while, avoiding the question and counter-questioned, "How much longer does your old man need? We can support you at most for another month. A month later, we need to fully retract."

 "Don't worry, a month is plenty."

 Principal Leopold gave a very affirmative answer.

 "Alright, let's leave it at that. I'll leave first."

 Dean Frist left this remark and, in an instant, disappeared.

 He didn't even leave the two boxes of tea he brought, which were now gone from the tea table.

 Looking at the empty tea table, Principal Leopold shook his head and chuckled softly, "He really won't take any loss, will he?"

 All he did was to casually probe, trying to gauge the bottom line of Ravensmouth College.

 But when Dean Frist turned around to probe him, he didn't reciprocate, that's all.

 He even took back the green tea he had promised to give him.

 "A month is not enough!"

 With a sigh, Principal Leopold revealed a thick worry in his eyes.

 During this period of great changes that haven't happened in thousands of years, most Wizard Organizations are trying to refresh their atmosphere and prepare more.

 But Mesopotamia University was still unable to shake off its doom, engrossed in exploiting internal resources.

 One by one, they lost their ambition to expand, only dragging back the team.

 Principal Leopold wanted to inspire, but he was restrained from all around.

 Left with no choice, he borrowed assistance from Ravensmouth College, started an internal anti-corruption, and...provided full support for the Great Sage of Mesopotamia.

 They hoped they could help the old Level Eight Great Sage to hit the Level Nine One!

 Ravensmouth College Headquarters.

 The allotted two months were up, and Sandra had already sent Lanny ahead of time to notify Link to gather.

 Upon meeting this time, Lanny was already promoted to a Level Two Wizard.

 Link didn't inquire about what happened during that period that allowed Lanny to quickly complete her spiritual power liquification. He calmly accepted the fact.

 "Let's go."

 With a call, Link and Jasmine followed Lanny to the meeting place.

 The number of Sandra's Mini legion was still twelve.

 One more with Jasmine, and one less with a round-faced young man.

 He didn't know if that young man was eliminated by Sandra or left for some other reason.

 "Let's depart."

 Sandra glanced at the gathered legion members, didn't say much, and took lead to board the "Cloud Rainbow".

 After a long intermission, Sandra's Mini legion went to explore the Insect World again.

 This time, there should be no hitches.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 157: Encountering Trouble at the Start_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Why return to the Insect World?

 A mission is a mission. Once assigned and accepted, there must be a resolution.

 It could be completed, failed or appealed.

 For some reason, Lady Lisandra only expelled the alien insect part in the Level 3 Insect World, but did not thoroughly solve the problem in the Level 3 Insect World.

 She did not appeal to the Supreme Council under the name of Ravensmouth College, nor did she apply for a judgment.

 This means that despite having the incomplete report submitted by Link, Sandra's mission has not been completed yet.

 After delaying for so long, Sandra had finally coordinated everyone's time.

 Returning to the Insect World this time was to accomplish the unfinished tasks.

 On the "Cloud Rainbow", in the cockpit.

 After the "Cloud Rainbow" entered sub-light-speed mode, Sandra gathered the 11 Mini-Legion members and announced:

 "In this return, our objective is simple, to survey the current ecological structure of the Level 3 Insect World, the abnormal changes that have occurred, and the reasons for the mutations."

 After a brief pause, Sandra emphasised, "Only these three objectives."

 Experiencing Lady Lisandra's 'shock education', and subsequent issues, some changes had occurred in Sandra.

 For example, she no longer has high expectations and low results, thinking that she can get things done once she takes action.

 Or to not hype things up before a task has even started.

 Therefore, in this return, there were only the initial three objectives from the Supreme Council.

 The three additional objectives from last time were not mentioned at all.

 It seemed she had given up completely.

 After announcing the objectives, Sandra's assignments for the mini-legion members were similar to last time.

 Eight would scout and fight, four would study and detect.

 Link was moved to the scouting and fighting group, taking the place of the round-faced fat man.

 Jasmine took over Link's post.

 This time though, the four people in charge of research did not group and compete.

 The short meeting ended, Tiffany Colonna took the initiative to look for Link and asked, "Do you know what happened recently in our motherland?"

 "What happened?"

 In the past two months, immersed in advanced studies, research, and experiments, Link really did not have the energy to pay attention to matters occurring within their native land.

 He had not logged into the forums that he usually browsed.

 Even "Free to Do Anything" and Grande Potion Shop were left alone and ungoverned.

 Tiffany did not play guessing games and directly said, "Mesopotamia University has given in and handed over the core layer of Lucia's Family. Sage Cody represented the college to receive it. Many people from Lucia's family were killed on the spot, but the clan leader of Lucia's family and Wizard Zoran were not among them."

 "I see."

 Link was not surprised.

 The moment he saw the mixed corps of Lucia's family in the rear camp of the desolate world, he knew that the alleged defection of Lucia's family was not really a defection.

 The three parties involved in this incident all wanted something. The college has its demands; Mesopotamia University had its desires; Lucia's Family, having paid such a huge price clearly had great expectations.

 Now that what the three parties wanted had been achieved, Lucia's Family would naturally return to the college.

 Whether they would continue to exist under the name Lucia, or develop under a new alias was possible.

 Before coming to study at the college headquarters, Link had tentatively talked to Dean Frist who had warned him.

 Therefore, Link had temporarily put the idea of revenge against Lucia's Family and Zoran Archie.

 Unless there was a turning point in the situation and the college provided Link with an opportunity.

 It was like Zoran Archie and Lucia's Family who, under Dean Frist's warning, endured the humiliation and reconciled with Link and then Wizard Cody and Sage Palo;

 And like Zoran Archie attacking Link boldly when he got the arrangement from Lady Lisandra.

 Unfortunately, Zoran did not seize the opportunity and did not manage to kill the thorny issues that lay before him.

 Link decided to learn from this lesson and once he got the opportunity, he would surely succeed in one hit and kill Zoran Archie.

 Seeing Link's lack of interest, Tiffany immediately understood that there must be pressure and restrictions from the college, which caused Link to discard the idea of revenge.

 Now, he even couldn't be bothered to pay attention to Lucia's Family.

 She didn't continue on this topic but asked, "Shall we work as before for this mission?"

 "Yes."

 Link nodded in agreement, then asked to relieve his confusion, "Why are you aligning yourself so actively with what?"

 The Colonna Family had a Level Five Sage and three Fourth Level Sages, which were stronger than the Lionel Family.

 As long as they could help the Level Five Sage to advance, the Colonna family would naturally be able to settle at the college headquarters.

 This was the right way, there was absolutely no need to try and latch onto Sandra like Lanny.

 In the end, Sandra was backed by Lady Lisandra, not a power faction like Dean Frist!

 Even for better development, the Colonna Family didn't have to do this.

 Tiffany knew where Link's doubt lay. After a moment of silence, she sighed deeply, "It's not for the family, it's for myself."

 Everyone has their own troubled book to read.

 None of the four sages of the Colonna family were witches!

 Even in the decision-making layer of the Colonna Family, there was not a single woman!

 What if Tiffany had the best qualifications, the most diligent, and the most hardworking?

 After completing her advanced studies and graduating from the Senior Division, the family did not take Tiffany's whereabouts seriously.
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 Even Elise Clark had been arranged to experience military service in the Clark Family Army, yet Tiffany was still idle at home.

 The end destination waiting for Tiffany was the matrimonial union with other families in exchange for cooperative projects and resources.

 Before becoming a Level Two Wizard, Tiffany managed to benefit from her family using traded marital status.

 In such a context, Sandra's recruitment notice reached Tiffany.

 At that moment, Tiffany knew she would have to depend on Sandra if she wanted to make a mark for herself.

 As well as Madam Lisandra backing Sandra up.

 The family was not reliable at all!

 It had become a hindrance to Tiffany.

 From Tiffany's simple words, Link could sense a touch of bitterness.

 After contemplating, Link sincerely asked: "Would you like to join 'Do Whatever You Like'?"

 This was not a whim.

 If 'Do Whatever You Like' wanted to grow, it couldn't just be restricted to recruiting New Blood.

 Link had tried to extend his reach towards the West District of Ravensmouth City, hoping to recruit from the bottom rung to serve as the outskirts.

 But the West District was too complicated. Link feared he'd drown if he took a wrong step.

 So, he was slowly and gradually infiltrating the area.

 Link's aim for the next step was to recruit local apprentices from families that were not necessarily financially blessed.

 Not all local apprentices from the North Campus of the Junior Division hail from rich families.

 There were many from middle-class families in the East District and proletariat families in the Southern District.

 That's potentially a vast powerhouse!

 With a good approach, 'Do Whatever You Like' could quickly gain more strength.

 Afterwards, it would be time to absorb underprivileged wizards from half-blood and pure-blood families.

 Now that he had the opportunity to directly recruit a gifted and talented wizard from pure-blood families into "Do Whatever You Like", Link wouldn't miss it.

 As for joining with ulterior motives, how normal could that be?

 As long as they were not aiming at undermining or damaging "Do Whatever You Like", Link would welcome them with open arms.

 "I don't know whether Tiffany is willing, but I am," Lanny Taylor interrupted the conversation.

 Her tone, expression, and attitude were very serious, and did not seem like joking.

 "Would Wizard Sandra agree to let her go?" Link immediately perked up at this question and answered jokingly.

 Lanny laughed and replied: "Is there a conflict?"

 She was aware of the loose charter of "Do Whatever You Like", which was not very restrictive.

 "Do Whatever You Like" embraced a strict entrance but easy exit principle.

 Admission was tricky, but the process to quit was straightforward.

 Simply applying for it and getting approval was enough.

 Link would not be able to trick her about this.

 "Indeed, there is no conflict. But…" Link replied honestly, "you better seek Sandra's consent first."

 "No need," said Sandra, who had been eavesdropping from the captain's seat. Her voice came out from the speaker, "If you dare to accept, I also don't mind joining 'Do Whatever You Like'."

 Suddenly, everyone seemed to be enthusiastic about joining 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 "Has something happened that I'm not aware of?" wondered Link, throwing a puzzled look at Jasmine, who had been silent throughout the conversation.

 "A 'Do Whatever You Like' member won the first place in the grand competition of the first grade in both divisions again," said Jasmine offhandedly.

 This was significant. Including Link, "Do Whatever You Like" had captured first place in the grand competition of the first grade in both divisions thrice in a few years.

 The performance in the competition of second, third, and fourth grades were even better.

 Anyone with a discerning eye could see that, as long as Link, the leader of "Do Whatever You Like", did not lag behind, 'Do Whatever You Like' will be the most vibrant and potential organization within Ravensmouth College for the next ten to twenty years.

 Let alone that Link, the leading entity, has taken a sophomore female student of Wizard Qualifications to Ravensmouth College.

 This performance was indeed like that of a high-performing stock.

 Why miss out on this golden opportunity?

 Within Ravensmouth College, wizards are never forbidden to develop their personal influence.

 Not only is it not forbidden, but it is also strongly encouraged.

 Large families at the headquarters, local pure-blood families and half-blood families, the sage army ruled by the sages from Storm Sea New Bloods, all started this way.

 On Link, many people saw the potential rise of another Six-level Sage Faction.

 Especially after the special "guest" identity of Elise Clark was confirmed.

 Accompanying the special "guest" in the trials, even though he only participated in the first round of the trial, Link Grande had become a leading figure in the whole World of Wizards.

 With the chain of thoughts, Link understood some things and remembered a sentence Dean Frist once said.

 That was before Link was ambushed by Zoran Lucia.

 Dean Frist told Link: "Remember, you are no longer a nobody that can be manipulated by others."

 What a difference between then and now!

 Back then, in Dean Frist's eyes, Link should have taken on a more assertive attitude and should have broadened his perspective.

 In dealing with people and matters, one should not worry about trifling details but be calm and generous.

 And he needed it even more now.

 Dean Frist had even taken Link to meet Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss to register.
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 "I see." 

 Understanding this, Link muttered to himself and straightened up, emanating an aura of dominance, "Come! Anyone who wants to join, come."

 After all, the "Do Whatever You Like" top-level design means that 'Do Whatever You Like' cannot always belong to Link alone.

 Members who join and want to benefit from it must contribute to its development.

 Link may be selective in choosing members, striving for perfection, but he will not reject a willing genius. The more, the merrier.

 "You really dare to agree?"

 Now it was Sandra's turn to be surprised.

 Not only Sandra, but also her six companions, Lanny, Tiffany, Fred, all but Jasmine, each person present looked at Link in disbelief.

 Sandra is the grand-niece of two great sages.

 Her mother is the only woman of the third generation of the Diomand Family, and she herself is the only woman of the Diomand Family's fourth generation.

 Both of them are adored and are truly pampered by heaven.

 What does the "Do Whatever You Like" amount to now?

 At most, a promising little sapling on the ground.

 "What is there to fear?"

 Link asked nonchalantly.

 Hearing this, everyone felt even more astonished.

 Upon careful thought, they realized that there seemed to be a certain logic to it.

 After all, it was Sandra herself who suggested joining, not an invitation from Link.

 "Okay! I'm in!"

 Stirred by Link's attitude, Sandra suddenly felt that joining "Do Whatever You Like" might give her an upper hand in the ideological conflict with Lady Lisandra.

 "Welcome."

 Link said with a smile, "Jasmine, give Wizard Sandra our recently revised 'Do Whatever You Like' constitution."

 Saying this, Link turned to look at Lanny and Tiffany: "What about you two? Have you decided whether to join or not? If you're sure, Jasmine, give them a copy of the constitution as well."

 The six children from the academy's main families watched Link, as his demeanor suddenly changed from calm and restrained to audacious. They saw him like a madman.

 When this news goes back to the academy's headquarters, it will definitely cause a storm.

 There were already many children from major families who were annoyed by Link Grande.

 Why was Sage Frist, on more than one occasion, publicly praising a Storm Sea New Blood as the academy's "greatest genius in six hundred years"?

 Is there not a single one among the many young talents from the academy's major families who can catch Sage Frist's eye?

 They didn't believe it!

 If it weren't for the fact that the two great sages had specially met with Link, someone would have caused trouble a long time ago.

 Now, Link has taken Sandra, who many of the younger generation admired, into "Do Whatever You Like", which is equivalent to eloping with their little princess.

 This behavior will inevitably cause verbal criticism and public anger.

 The six of them seemed to see a scenario where Link Grande is surrounded by an angry crowd when he returns to the academy's headquarters.

 "Warning! Warning!"

 As the six of them were daydreaming, a red light flashed on the "Cloud Rainbow", and the Tower Spirit issued an emergency warning.

 "Unidentified fleet approaching! Unidentified fleet approaching!"

 Sandra immediately stepped into her captain role, issuing commands in quick succession:

 "All personnel, return to their positions."

 "Full power defense, full power scouting for enemy situations."

 "Prepare for attack."

 "Prepare for emergency evasion."

 Tower Spirit: "Understood."

 Soon, on the large screen in front of the cockpit, an interstellar fleet was revealed to be encircling Cloud Rainbow from the left and right.

 The main ship of both fleets, without any reservation, displayed their hull numbers and the emblems of their respective organizations to the Cloud Rainbow.

 On the left was the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and on the right was the White Tower Alliance.

 Looking at the arrogance of the two fleets, it seemed that they didn't come with good intentions.

 They were clearly set on reclaiming their ground!
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 "The other party is requesting communication."

 Tower Spirit issued a reminder, attracting everyone's attention.

 Sandra thought for a moment, then made a decision: "Connect."

 "Understood."

 Tower Spirit took the order and executed it.

 The video communication was quickly connected.

 On the large screen, two familiar faces appeared side by side.

 They were Wizard Verna of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the "Scholar" from the White Tower Alliance.

 "Sandra, it's been a long time."

 The "Scholar" held a large book in his left hand, waved his right hand, and politely greeted.

 "Sandra, we meet again, and in this way."

 Wizard Verna was not in her usual three-point attire this time, but was dressed in airtight interstellar life support suit.

 She made a tight gripping action while speaking, her expression extremely grim.

 It seemed that she could easily capture Sandra and her interstellar warship.

 Sandra scoffed: "Do you think you've outsmarted me?"

 The Cloud Rainbow was isolated.

 The two fleets attacking from both sides were standard units of the Wizard World's interstellar fleet: one main force warship, three supplementary warships, and one supply ship.

 By number, with one against ten, the difference was huge.

 However, the configuration of the "Cloud Rainbow" was of flagship level.

 Regarding combat power, it was second only to the Star Destroyer Fortress among the many classes of interstellar warships of the Sage-Level Legion.

 Facing two main interstellar warships at the same time, it didn't feel inferior at all.

 Even if the other party had six auxiliary warships coordinating, Sandra was confident she would not be disadvantageous.

 However, the other party came unexpectedly. They were unsure if there were other reinforcements behind, and the situation was unclear.

 Also, Sandra hadn't figured out how her whereabouts got leaked, so she chose not to face the battle directly and turned around.

 "Cut communication."

 "Proceed at full speed."

 Sandra ordered consecutively.

 Tower Spirit executed immediately.

 The person on the screen disappeared, restoring the original state, showing real-time images of the surrounding starry sky of the "Cloud Rainbow".

 One of the three engines of the "Cloud Rainbow," the conventional engine, was fully powered, accelerating the warship to the speed of light.

 The fleets of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, under the command of Wizard Verna and "Scholar" Silvano Latorey, chased tail-to-tail.

 There was already a long distance between the two parties.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" traveled at the maximum speed of conventional travel - the speed of light.

 If the two fleets didn't activate their jump engines or curvature engines, they would never be able to catch up with the "Cloud Rainbow".

 However, it's difficult to control the distance precisely in jump mode and adjust flexibly in curvature mode.

 Both have their pros and cons and are not necessarily able to block the "Cloud Rainbow"'s way perfectly when used in pursuit.

 To be on the safe side, after consulting with each other, WizardVerna and "Scholar" Silvano decided to chase it like this for a while.

 Wear down the conventional power reserves of the "Cloud Rainbow", then take corresponding actions according to the situation.

 "Something's wrong."

 In the "Cloud Rainbow"'s cockpit, Sandra muttered to herself, "how did they find out about my whereabouts?"

 Soon, a look of annoyance flashed across Sandra's face. Without letting the members of the mini legion avoid it, she directly told Tower Spirit, "Contact Lady Lisandra."

 "Understood."

 Tower Spirit took the order and immediately sent a communication request to the emergency contact, Lady Lisandra.

 At an operating position on the left, Link heard this name, his eyes subtle.

 "Oh, my dear daughter, are you in trouble again?"

 Lady Lisandra's figure appeared in the cockpit in the form of a holographic image.

 She looked around, her gaze lingering on Link for half a second, then fell on Sandra, opening with a stickily sweet tone.

 Sandra kept a straight face and asked coldly, "Did you use me as bait?"

 Lady Lisandra mimed a heart-clutching gesture with a pained expression, "Oh, it breaks my heart that my daughter would misinterpret me this way."

 "Be normal!"

 Sandra looked at her flamboyant and indifferent mother as if there were three black lines hanging on her forehead.

 "Alright then."

 Lisandra responded in a pretentious manner, quickly regained her composure, and calmed down. "I didn't use you as bait, it was your uncle Frist's idea."

 "What do you mean?"

 Sandra asked coldly, not blaming her right away.

 Compared to her own mother, Sandra undoubtedly trusted Uncle Frist more.

 Lisandra replied:

 "Didn't he arrange a sneak attack on the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance?

 Now they want to retaliate in kind to redeem their captured personnel.

 Your uncle said it was better to expose a flaw rather than passively defend.

 Since you were going to continue that mission, he made some arrangements, allowing the subordinate agencies of the Supreme Council to leak your whereabouts."

 Executing the mission issued by the High Council wasn't as simple as submitting a task report.

 What time to set off, in what way and from what path to head to, when and where to arrive at the mission location, Sandra had to prepare in advance.

 After these preparations and subsequent submission of the mission report, the task could be completed.

 Sandra knew that with Uncle Frist's shrewdness, it was not a difficult task to let the subordinate institutions of the Supreme Council leak the information smoothly without raising suspicion.

 The difficulty was in how to manipulate the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance to send a killing squad that was not the Sage-Level Legion.

 There were countless games to this, which were not easily described in a few words.

 Sandra didn't think too much about these aspects, but about what Uncle Frist's purpose was by doing this.
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 After pondering for a while and failing to make any headway, Sandra blurted out, "What is Uncle Three trying to achieve?"

 "How would I know?"

 Lady Lisandra retorted naturally, "Even if I knew, why should I tell you?"

 Sandra gritted her teeth, nearly being taken aback by this remark.

 Regaining her composure, Sandra asked, "How should I respond in order to best comply with Uncle Three's plan?"

 "Respond as you see fit."

 Lady Lisandra's attitude was nonchalant, "Just don't die or get captured."

 "What if I kill them?"

 Sandra came out with a sudden and chilling statement.

 Lady Lisandra did not immediately respond, but studied Sandra's feigned calmness with a steady gaze.

 Mother and daughter stared at each other for a long while.

 Sandra's hands instinctively clenched the armrests of her chair, her back teeth gritted tightly, and stubbornly refused to divert her gaze.

 Being scrutinized by a level six sage, even through a holographic projection, was unbearable.

 The pressure was immense, like a deep, oppressive sea.

 "Good."

 "That's my daughter," Lady Lisandra praised before easing the pressure in her gaze and promising seriously, "As long as you can do it, you have my permission to kill. Uncle Three will surely handle any resulting trouble."

 "Hmm."

 Sandra calmly acknowledged, quickly ending the communication manually shortly after.

 She leaned back, breathing deeply to return to a normal state from the previous tense standoff.

 After regaining her composure for a while, and ensuring her voice wouldn't tremble, Sandra commanded, "Let's have a brief meeting and discuss how we would counterattack."

 The members of the Mini Legion turned their seats to face Sandra, who was sitting on the captain's chair.

 For a moment, no one dared to speak first.

 "Link, you speak first."

 Since no one spoke, Sandra appointed someone to speak first. Link was her first choice.

 "I haven't yet mastered the command skills for interstellar warfare, so I won't mislead everyone."

 Link told the truth without feigning knowledge, refraining from giving improper advice.

 Whether in the Junior or Senior Division, he had barely touched upon interstellar warfare in his course materials or own research.

 Upon returning to the central campus for further study, Link had just selected the course on Strategy and Battle Tactics.

 Two months have passed, and the course only covered topics like Different World Pioneer, behind-enemy-lines raid, and forced landing operations.

 The topic of interstellar warfare would be taught at a later date.

 Admitting one's shortcomings was not shameful.

 "I know even less about it."

 Jasmine, sitting next to Link, stated her opinion without waiting for Sandra to appoint her.

 Lanny, who just advanced to a second level witch, hadn't started further studies yet and was just like Link and Jasmine.

 Tiffany and Fred were still first level witches. Whether they could strictly follow the instructions on interstellar warfare remained to be seen, let alone making contributions to the discussion.

 The six children from prominent families studying in the main campus were familiar with interstellar warfare command since they had been second level witches for several years.

 However, their previous experiences were insignificant and taken lightly.

 Unlike now, a slight mistake could be life-threatening.

 One by one, all of them chose their words carefully, afraid to speak at will.

 Seeing this, Sandra felt the burden on her shoulders becoming heavier.

 It was hard enough commanding a Mini Legion that consisted of only twelve people, including herself. Wouldn't it be even harder to command a Sage-Level Legion composed of hundreds of witches?

 "Hmm…"

 After mulling it over for a while, Sandra didn't push for further discussion, but instead ordered the Tower Spirit, "Develop two strategies and assess their feasibility. First, full speed ahead to shake off the pursuit; second, stay to fight back and annihilate the enemy."

 "Understood."

 Tower Spirit accepted the command.

 Soon, it presented two strategies on the large screen and smaller screens at each operating station.

 Link, like everyone else, carefully read the two strategies developed by the Tower Spirit.

 The first one was to fully activate the curvature engine and enter curvature sailing mode to quickly reach the target world. The feasibility was 95.999%.

 The second one was to first use the strong offensive power of the Cloud Rainbow starship to focus fire on one of the enemy fleets, trying to break or even annihilate them. Then utilize Cloud Rainbow's high mobility to deal with the other fleet, and wait for Cloud Rainbow's attack system to cool down. The feasibility was 65.45%.

 Link didn't know what model the Tower Spirit used for the prediction.

 But judging from his own intuitive precognition, which was now under control, its accuracy was quite high.

 So he was curious about the details of the attack plan that the Tower Spirit hadn't brought up, as it involved the detailed configuration of the Cloud Rainbow starship.

 The Tower Spirit's plans and feasibility evaluations could only be used as a reference, not applied directly.

 Sandra was aware of this basic sense.

 The situation was currently stable and not urgent, so there was no need for immediate decisions.

 With her right hand supporting her chin, Sandra began to contemplate profoundly.

 Out in the starry expanse.

 Lady Lisandra stood alone in the void, blocking two Sage-Level Legions from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and White Tower Alliance.

 Moments later, two level six sages appeared before Lady Lisandra.

 The three faced off.

 Fighting two on her own, Lady Lisandra was having a hard time, yet she did not lose momentum.
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 Vacuum can't directly transmit sound.

 As a level six sage, how could they be unable to solve such a small problem?

 Lady Lisandra's voice entered the ears of the two level six sages: "This path is blocked, please turn back."

 The level six sage from the Flame and Metal Trading Company grunted: "You folks at Ravensmouth College are really domineering! You want to interfere even when I recall my own fleet?"

 The level six sage from the White Tower Alliance casually said: "No use talking about it, let's just fight."

 Lady Lisandra remained calm and said with a smile: "Wait a while, others are coming to negotiate with you."

 "Hmm?"

 Both level six sages frowned.

 After a while, Dean Frist stealthily appeared, enthusiastically greeted, "Obviously, it's been a while, sages."

 "Humph!"

 The two level six sages, who had both suffered at the hands of Dean Frist, simultaneously snorted coldly, not showing any interest.

 Dean Frist didn't take offense, he smiled and admitted his faults:

 "Yes, I admit, I asked my second sister to alter the perceptions of the commanders of the two fleets.

 They deviated from the predetermined route, thinking their mission was to hunt down my niece's ship, the 'Cloud Rainbow'.

 Bullying the small with the big, that's not good.

 I sincerely apologize."

 Pausing for a moment, Dean Frist changed the topic: "However, since things have come to this point and your whereabouts have been discovered, retaliation is definitely impossible. How about all three of our families find another way to resolve this dispute?"

 "What way?"

 People from the Flame and Metal Trading Company – whether apprentices, official wizards or sages – regardless of their original characteristics, easily lose temper and are impetuous, they don't think things through.

 This level six sage surprisingly didn't ponder whether there was a trap, he was directly interested, and asked.

 The level six sage from the White Tower Alliance knew all about his ally's temperament. After his ally spoke, he could only swallow his own words.

 According to his true feelings, he didn't want the situation to fall into Frist Diomand's rhythm.

 Finding another way to resolve a dispute?

 Nice words!

 Finding another way to take advantage is more like it!

 Dean Frist glanced at the White Tower Alliance's level six sage, whose expression looked a bit constipated, and he laughed inwardly.

 Out of all the allies available, they had to choose the Flame and Metal Trading Company that was more or less problematic.

 It's not surprising that in recent years, the White Tower Alliance had produced more and more oddballs.

 Maintaining his enthusiasm on the surface, Dean Frist said with a smile:

 "Didn't you complain about the absurdity of the previous match?

 The opportunity is here now, two fleets are besieging a warship.

 On the battlefield, your two houses greatly outnumber us.

 Let's see how this battle turns out.

 Let's see if we cheated in the last match, or if your new generation really lacks strength.

 If you win, I personally send someone back.

 If you lose, return the way you came and redeem the captive with magic stones and material resources.

 What say you?"

 "Deal, it's settled."

 As soon as the words fell, the level six sage from the Flame and Metal Trading Company immediately agreed to it.

 The level six sage from the White Tower Alliance was forced to wear a mask of pain on his face.

 You are already a level six sage, controlling your volatile temper shouldn't be challenging.

 So why wouldn't you?

 Now it's done, you've completely fallen into Frist and his brother's trap right?

 "Do you sign a contract or not?"

 Frist, taking advantage of the momentum, felt it was best to settle this matter sooner.

 "No."

 The level six sage from the Flame and Metal Trading Company decisively replied, "What's the use of signing that?"

 The level six sage from the White Tower Alliance could no longer maintain his calm, he blurted out: "Better to sign one. It should stipulate that after the battle begins, no side is allowed to provide any assistance to their warship or fleet."

 "No problem."

 Dean Frist promptly agreed.

 The level six sage from the Flame and Metal Trading Company shrugged, not opposing.

 A blank contract made by a True Spirit Wizard Level-9 Grand Sage, was taken out by Dean Frist.

 After checking the blank contract, they wrote down the content of the restrictions.

 "Shall we begin?"

 After signing the contract and achieving their goal, smiling Dean Frist asked for their opinion.

 "Let's start, I'm eager to go back picking the exterior."

 The level six sage from the Flame and Metal Trading Company said impatiently, "You're dilly-dallying, wasting time."

 The level six sage from the White Tower Alliance shook his head and sighed lightly: "Let's start, let me see your backup plan."

 Frist chuckled: "Backup plan? What backup plan? With Link Grande present, his strength alone will be able to wipe out the two fleets."

 The level six sage from the Flame and Metal Trading Company became angry, glaring at Dean Frist:

 "Why the hell didn't you say so earlier?"
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 "When did this happen?" 

 The White Tower Alliance's Level Six Sage, Mike Philo, spat out the question coldly.

 His eyes were fixed on Maximilian Medros, the Level Six Sage of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, waiting for an answer.

 "What? When did what happen?"

 Maximilian Medros feigned confusion and responded with another question.

 A trace of mockery flashed through Mike Philo's eyes before he turned to Dean Frist: "When did you convince the Flame and Metal Trading Company?"

 "Ah, you figured it out, huh?"

 Dean Frist was not surprised in the slightest. The phrase "why didn't you say so earlier," uttered by Maximilian, had inadvertently given some information away.

 On the surface, it looked like Maximilian was complaining about Dean Frist's proposition to decide the dispute based on the outcome of a battle involving the "Cloud Rainbow" warship and two fleets. It was actually suggestive of a tacit agreement that had already been reached between the two organizations regarding this matter.

 However, Dean Frist, or rather, Ravensmouth College, had not been explicit about the presence of Link Grande in the lineup for "Cloud Rainbow."

 Or even if they did mention Link's presence, they didn't make it clear that Link had already advanced to a Second Level Wizard.

 A non-traditional prodigy who could overpower Senior Second-Level Wizards even in his First Level Wizard phase.

 Everyone found it hard to believe that after rapidly ascending to a Second-Level Wizard after exiting the Special Ruin World, Link's abilities and combat power hadn't been significantly enhanced.

 The combat power comparable to a Tier 3 wizard was the bare minimum. It was very likely that he was the strongest below the level of a sage.

 The two fleets of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, while their warships all belonged to the Sage-Level Legion's main force array, were still somewhat lacking in terms of the level and strength of their personnel.

 They were far from being on-par with the real main force and merely served as a training experience.

 With a second-level wizard like Link Grande on board the "Cloud Rainbow," the odds of victory for the two fleets were greatly diminished.

 The only ones left in the dark were the staunch allies of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, the White Tower Alliance.

 Whether it was the surprise attack plan of the two legions or the new generation's experience proposed by the Flame and Metal Trading Company, they had cooperated fully.

 Even during his previous exchange with Frist, Mike Philo had respected Maximilian's stance fully.

 Even if he had his disagreements, he didn't disrespect Maximilian in the presence of Dean Frist.

 But this was the thanks he got for his righteousness and sincerity?

 How disappointing!

 Mike Philo emanated an aura of cold fury, a sneer on his face: "Am I such a fool? Is the White Tower Alliance that stupid?"

 Seeing this, Maximilian Medros had no choice but to defend himself: "The Flame and Metal Trading Company has not betrayed the White Tower Alliance."

 "Just a little bit of deception, right?"

 Mike Philo had no interest in sticking around to banter. He turned to head back to his fleet, "Consider well the implications of your actions when you return."

 Watching Mike Philo's departing figure, Maximilian Medros's gaze was contemplative.

 He was mentioned in the order of the highest level of the Trading Company, and he was also uncomfortable in his heart.

 Whether to fight or negotiate, being in this awkward and sticky situation was not a pleasant feeling.

 Hadn't they just offended their allies?

 With these thoughts running through his mind, Maximilian headed back to his own fleet.

 After Mike had left, he didn't dare face Frist and Lisandra alone.

 In case these two chose to violate the wizard's code and launch a surprise attack, he wouldn't be able to fight back.

 It was better to leave as soon as possible.

 "Have you achieved your goal?"

 Lisandra watched as the two Level Six Sages left one after the other. She spoke with a mysterious tone.

 Being a Level Six Sage had its constraints, and it hampered their way of speaking and acting.

 It was evident to her that Mike Philo was seething.

 If it weren't for his concerns about the impact, he probably would've attacked Maximilian by now.

 "Of course," Dean Frist gleefully replied, "Did you honestly think I would dare to drag the college into a one versus five battle? Bribing, dividing, provoking, these are all standard tactics to break their alliance from the inside. All I did was secretly send back the captive wizards to the Flame and Metal Trading Company, promising them some benefits, hehe…"

 "Tch!"

 Lisandra revealed a disgusted expression as she sighed, "Your heart is truly dirty!"

 "Enough from you!"

 Almost losing his composure, Dean Frist retorted, "Who do you think I did all this for?"

 "Well, it certainly wasn't for me,"

 Lisandra left a parting remark before fading away.

 Left alone in the immense empty space, Dean Frist cast his gaze towards the "Cloud Rainbow," lingering for a while before he disappeared into thin air.

 Inside the cockpit of the "Cloud Rainbow."

 After much contemplation, Sandra finally made a decision.

 She decided to follow the Tower Spirit's counterattack plan with some minor adjustments.

 This modification was Sandra's careful consideration to play her winning hand, but it was the point she was most unsure about.

 "Link, Gerald, come with me,"

 Sandra rose from the captain's chair, issued a summon, and began walking out of the cabin first.

 Link glanced at the combat group leader named Gerald, a thin young man with a stern face, and walked ahead of him.

 Gerald accepted this calmly, without any sentiment of disrespect or overstepping.

 Power ruled.

 If Link's strength surpassed his, he naturally had to respect Link.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 159 Who is the Hunter?_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 If Gerald really cared about family background, he wouldn't have rallied around Sandra all the time.

 The three walked into a small cabin where a miniature interstellar warship was docked.

 Sandra pointed to the droplet-shaped miniature interstellar warship and said, "This warship was a gift from an uncle of mine, it has strong stealth capabilities. I plan to let you two ride on it, leave the 'Cloud Rainbow', roam around and launch surprise attacks when the time is right."

 Pausing, Sandra emphasized, "You'll decide when and how to attack. My only requirement is that when you make a move, it must be decisive in changing the course of the battle. What do you think? Can you do it? Do you dare?"

 "I'll follow your orders."

 Gerald, the sleek young man with a cold face, didn't say much, but his attitude was quite firm.

 "I have no objections."

 Link agreed as well.

 During his stint at the academy's headquarters, drawing on his experiences from the previous space-time turbulence and interstellar voyages, Link focused on developing his interstellar survival and combat skills.

 His Destiny Witchcraft, the "Battle Armor", integrated eight first-ring armor spells and four second-ring armor spells after Link spent more than half of his academic point's college subsidy on it.

 Not to mention, over the past two months, Link learned quite a lot of second-ring spells from Elemental Wizards and True Spirit Wizards.

 With his accumulated knowledge becoming more profound and his abilities further enhanced, he had been eager to find an opportunity to test his skills.

 Going out to fight guerrilla battles is more appealing than being stuck in the "Cloud Rainbow" manipulating the warship's combat system.

 "Good, it's settled."

 Sandra left the two men and returned to the cockpit.

 "You go first."

 Gerald pointed to the droplet-shaped miniature interstellar warship, his words carrying a double meaning.

 He was letting Link board first, but also signaling that he would follow Link's commands.

 "Thank you."

 Link extended his right hand with a smile, lightly shook hands with Gerald, and boarded the main pilot seat of the miniature interstellar warship.

 Gerald followed behind and sat in the co-pilot seat.

 "Command confirmed."

 "Engine started."

 "Entering stealth mode."

 "Propulsion imminent."

 "Propelling..."

 "The 'Cloud Rainbow' wishes you victory and a safe return."

 No sooner had the two settled down than the voice of the "Cloud Rainbow's" Tower Spirit rang out in succession.

 The miniature interstellar warship, capable of automated operation, silently propelled itself out of the cabin.

 Just like a fish plunging into the ocean, with a flick of its tail, it merged with the boundless starry sky.

 The two relentlessly pursuing fleets had their surveillance systems fully powered on, but detected nothing.

 "Escort around to the rear of the White Tower Alliance fleet."

 Quickly fitting into the role of commander, Link gave instructions to his own Tower Spirit, which had taken over control of the miniature warship from the "Cloud Rainbow's" Tower Spirit.

 "Understood."

 With a smooth turn, the Waterdrop Warship swiftly veered to the right.

 Like a cheetah, it prowled at the rear of the White Tower Alliance fleet, awaiting the right moment to launch a lethal attack.

 The "Cloud Rainbow", Cockpit.

 Returning to her captain's seat, Sandra solemnly warned, "The battle is about to commence, everyone. I hope you can fulfill your duties. If you're unsure about your operations, follow the guidance of the Tower Spirit. Is that clear?"

 "Understood!"

 The remaining members boomed in unison.

 They weren't surprised that Link and Gerald hadn't returned.

 The strongest fighters had been dispatched separately, as they surely had a special mission to complete.

 "Our sole objective in this battle is to inflict maximum damage on our foes."

 Sandra said with a stern face, her expression grave, "This is not a drill! This is not a drill! This is real combat! It's real combat! Cast aside any hesitation and kindness! Our mission is to kill our enemies and ensure our survival. Got it?"

 "Understood!"

 The crowd chorused again.

 "I didn't hear you, what's the target?"

 Sandra exuded an aura of murderous intent, she looked extremely ruthless.

 "Kill the enemy, ensure our survival!"

 The crowd replied in unison, displaying great cohesion.

 This is the unique educational feature of Ravensmouth College.

 While everyone can go their own way during regular times, once in combat, they can form a quick consensus and obey instructions.

 "All return to your stations!"

 Sandra was very pleased with the spirit of the Mini legion members, and she gave an order loudly.

 The five descendants of the major families quickly moved to the combat system's operations positions.

 Lanny and Tiffany took up positions at the surveillance system's observation post.

 Jasmine manned the operations station of the defense system.

 Fred occupied the observation post of the whole ship maintenance system.

 Everyone had a specific role, their movements were brisk.

 No one lagged behind or seemed out of their depth.

 "Execute plan three."

 Sandra gave an order to the Tower Spirit.

 "Understood, executing plan three."

 The Tower Spirit received the order and immediately had the "Cloud Rainbow" slow down, make a circle, and make a 180° turn.

 The main cannon of the warship, a medium-caliber Light of Annihilation, began to warm up and store energy.

 The five descendants of the major families quickly warmed up the Star-annihilating Cannons, Dissociation Cannons, Antimatter Cannons, and other combat system magic tools.

 Lanny and Tiffany promptly sent all the data acquired by the surveillance system to the brains at the combat system operations posts as a reference.

 Jasmine prepared to reinforce the protective shield in the event of an attack on the "Cloud Rainbow".

 Fred also wasn't idle. He adjusted the layout of the Intelligent Maintenance Puppets as suggested by the Tower Spirit.

 The odd behavior of the "Cloud Rainbow" naturally fell under the observance of the two fleets following closely behind.
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 "Finally, they've stopped running?" 

 Wizard Verna, the fleet commander of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, exclaimed excitedly, "Want to counterattack? Let's unleash everything we've got!"

 Commands swiftly issued from her lips.

 A main-force warship, three auxiliary warships, and a supply ship that made up her fleet immediately carried out Verna's orders.

 From this performance, it wasn't hard to deduce that Wizard Verna was no amateur.

 At least in star warfare command, she was considered quite competent among green commanders.

 None of the five warship commanders and the Tower Spirit opposed or corrected Verna's command.

 The White Tower Alliance fleet also promptly responded by adjusting their fleet formation.

 Compared to the Flame and Metal Trading Company's formation where the main battleship led the pack, the auxiliary warships tagged behind, and the supply ship stayed out of the fray - Scholar Silvano played it safe.

 Two auxiliary warships moved ahead, flanking on either side, the main battleship fell back by one ship's position, while the last auxiliary warship and supply ship tailed the main battleship closely.

 This formation was rather peculiar, neither offensive nor defensive. It was unclear what Scholar Silvano was pondering.

 Neither Sandra nor Verna paid it any mind.

 Link, once he noticed, felt quite uncomfortable.

 This modified line formation effectively avoided the trouble of being attacked from the flank and rear.

 The two auxiliary warships heading in front on either side could readily back up the left and right rear sides at any time.

 "Such sharp instincts?"

 Link muttered, then adjusted his target of attack, focusing on the fleet of the Flame and Metal Trading Company.

 However, Link didn't act rashly.

 They were not the frontline attackers, but the surprise elements, so naturally they couldn't come into play straight away.

 The medium-caliber muzzle of the "Cloud Rainbow" warship suddenly flashed, taking the initiative and launching an attack.

 Two half-powered beams of the Light of Annihilation were shot towards the two enemy fleets, a greeting and a probe of their defenses.

 The two prepared fleets, while initiating their counter-attack, made evasive and defensive maneuvers.

 The first round of attack, which started suddenly, quickly fizzled out.

 One beam of the Light of Annihilation from the "Cloud Rainbow" was taken head-on by the main battleship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's fleet, while the other beam missed most of the White Tower Alliance fleet, just grazing the supply ship's edge, causing it to sway slightly.

 The recoiling probes from both fleets, led by large-caliber star-annihilating cannons, were mostly evaded by the "Cloud Rainbow", which took a few hits.

 With the probing concluded, the battle escalated rapidly.

 For a moment, the Light of Annihilation, star-annihilating cannons, Dissociation Cannons, Antimatter Cannons, and the space type shock cannons, crisscrossed across the sector.

 The eleven engaged warships escaped unscathed.

 But the surrounding minor celestial bodies had taken a hailstrom of damage.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" held its ground against both opposing fleets, not showing any sign of falling behind.

 "Damn it!"

 Watching the "Cloud Rainbow" remain solid as a rock in the shower of firepower, Verna couldn't help but curse, "That's a real display of extravagance. A custom-made flagship, it must have cost a ton of magic stones!"

 Among the direct descendants of each Wizard Organisation, the treatment was noticeably different.

 Sandra was the only girl among the fourth generation of the Diomand family, having been pampered as the favorite from her infancy, it's all due to her wealth in magic stones.

 "Master, Master."

 Franda, who was dispatched early as a scout by Link, called out from his mind, "Franda found something good."

 "Speak."

 Link responded immediately.

 "Master look, the defense shield at the tail of this main warship is broken!"

 While speaking, Franda shared her view.

 Link took a look and noticed that near the engine at the aft of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's main battleship, the intensity of the defense shield was evidently weaker than other parts.

 This must have been the result of a beam of full-powered Light of Annihilation from the "Cloud Rainbow" catching the battleship off-position not long ago.

 The attack had been blocked and hadn't inflicted any damage on the ship's frame, but it disrupted the flow of the battleship's shielding.

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company's fleet haven't had the chance to repair it properly.

 An opportunity missed is an opportunity lost.

 Link decided to strike alone, poking at the ship's rear, while keeping the Waterdrop Warship hidden as a reserve and ace up his sleeve.

 Wizard Verna suddenly felt a chill sweep over her rear.
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 "Start!" 

 Link quietly disappeared from the cockpit of the Waterdrop Warship.

 Gerald, who had already received Link's orders, was only slightly startled by Link's ghostly departure but quickly took over the task of navigating the Waterdrop Warship.

 Through the teleportation of "Small World", summoned backwards by Franda, Link abruptly appeared at the rear of the Starship of Flame and Metal Trading Company.

 With a subdued yell in his heart, he donned his newly upgraded star battle armor.

 The main color of his battle armor was bright red, with a multi-colored pentagram shining on his forehead, creating a glow identical to the ring on his chest.

 A two-handed massive sword was slung on his back, its bare blade gleaming coldly.

 "Alert! Alert!"

 "Unidentified wizard detected! Unidentified wizard detected!"

 The main starship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company sensed Link's presence and issued a warning immediately through the Tower Spirit.

 On the large screen in the cockpit, there appeared an image of Link clad in his battle armor.

 "Link Grande!"

 Recognizing Link by his familiar shape and fighting style, Wizard Verna exclaimed in surprise. An immediate feeling of dread clawed at her senses and she screamed out, "Quick, reinforce the defense of the tail cabin, NOW!"

 The moment the likeness of Link was identified by the ship's Tower Spirit, emergency measures had already been enacted to redistribute the Power Shield's potency.

 Unfortunately, the flow of the defense shield had been disrupted by the full-power Annihilation Light not long ago.

 Just like a narrow channel, no matter how much water there is in a reservoir, it cannot be transferred quickly and can only seep through slowly.

 The defensive strength of the tail cabin couldn't be instantly increased.

 There was a certain risk of it being penetrated.

 "Turn!"

 Upon the Tower Spirit's prompting, Wizard Verna noticed this. She ordered to change course immediately and glared at the wizards in charge of ship maintenance.

 The main battleship, while traveling at high speed, suddenly changes the direction of the engine thrust output, pushing the ship sideways, aiming to face Link with the thicker defense shield of its belly.

 This scene was captured by both the "Cloud Rainbow" and the main ship of the White Tower Alliance.

 The real-time image was present on both their screens.

 "Quick! Quick! Quick!"

 In the cockpit of the "Cloud Rainbow", Sandra clenched her fists tightly and muttered to herself.

 If she was in contact with him, she would definitely be urging Link, who seemed to be gathering his strength silently, to swiftly initiate an attack before that b*tch Verna had a chance to adjust.

 He mustn't let up and miss this golden opportunity.

 Unfortunately, Link did not just fail to contact her directly, he also remained motionless, not launching an attack.

 This gave the main ship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company enough time to adjust.

 In the main ship of the White Tower Alliance fleet, "Scholar" Silvano put down the large book in his hand, leaned forward, and after carefully studying the image of Link for a moment, remarked, "It's a fake, an illusion. Can't Verna even see that? Link Grande's target is definitely not her main ship. Her logic seems to be compromised by her desires, unable to think calmly. This may not matter in ordinary times, but it is fatal in emergencies."

 Following this, Scholar Silvano ordered, "Break contact with the 'Cloud Rainbow', retreat from the battlefield, defense formation."

 Right from the start, Scholar Silvano thought it was odd. The initial plan was to gain experience, so why did Verna change her mind halfway to intercept Sandra?

 Although he couldn't identify what was off about the decision, he still loyally carried out the mission while harboring doubts.

 Thus, from the beginning of the battle up till now.

 Under Scholar Silvano's guidance, the White Tower Alliance fleet was engaged in heated combat on the surface but was prepared to retreat from the battlefield at a moment's notice.

 The moment his order was given, all the captains of the various battleships immediately implemented the contingency plan.

 Before the main ship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company had finished adjusting its direction, they began to break contact with the "Cloud Rainbow" and gradually retreat from the battlefield in a orderly manner.

 "You got lucky!"

 Seeing this, Sandra gritted her teeth and reluctantly ordered, "Adjust attack targets, aim at Flame and Metal Trading Company fleet."

 "Understood."

 The Tower Spirit accepted the command and immediately implemented it.

 In the emptiness of space, the five scions of the major clans, under the guidance of the Tower Spirit, each locked their battle system magic tools onto the five warships of the Flame and Metal Trading Company fleet.

 In the unfathomable emptiness of space.

 Ddean Frist and Lady Lisandra stood side by side, watching Link seize the chance, "a shot yet to be fired", setting off complete chaos in one fleet and causing the other to think about retreating. They couldn't help but sigh, "This kid is really good at seizing opportunities."

 "Humph!"

 Lady Lisandra merely huffed dismissively.

 She had heard from various channels that Link was very unhappy about being arranged to be "sent to his death" without his knowledge.

 This discontent was aimed at the academy.

 But in reality, it was directed at her, the one who made this arrangement!

 Therefore, after overhearing that Link had invited Tiffany to join "Do What You Want", Lady Lisandra manipulated things a bit to include Sandra.

 When the time came, the exposure of "Do What You Want" would increase dramatically and inevitably invite a lot of opposition and suppression.

 Even if Link, with his formidable abilities, was able to develop "Do What You Want" under such pressure, Lady Lisandra wouldn't be disappointed.

 All she needed to do was carry out a minor operation to drive away Link and his little girlfriend, then Sandra could take control and legitimately obtain a considerable force.

 As for picking peaches, she was the best at that.
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 Dean Frist looked at the change in his younger sister's demeanor and immediately guessed that she was plotting something, leaving him speechless.

 After a moment, Dean Frist gave a caution: "Cognitive witchcraft is not omnipotent, be careful that your scheme fails and you drag Sandra into it."

 "He dares!"

 Lisandra raised her eyebrows, furious.

 "Hehe..."

 Dean Frist laughed without uttering a word.

 He's already dared to probe in front of his face, what else wouldn't he dare to do in the future?

 The other two unpredictable places.

 The Sage-Level Legions of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance lurked there.

 Level six sages Maximilian Medros and Mike Philo had already detected, through the fleet's reconnaissance system, the Dewdrop Miniature Warship lurking on the edge of the battlefield, near the rear flank of the White Tower Alliance's fleet.

 When Link suddenly flashed to the rear of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's main ship, both of them raised their attention to see the next development, while also preparing to take action.

 Being crushed, being defeated, is acceptable.

 But their juniors cannot be captured or killed.

 Contract?

 The contract only stipulates that no help should be provided, not that no one can be rescued!

 As long as a wizard wants, there are many ways to circumvent the contract.

 At most, it would provoke the slight Rule Power punishment attached to the original contract by the level nine Great Sage who made a blank contract.

 It's not a breach of contract, so there will be no targeted action from the full rules governed by a level nine Great Sage.

 This price can be afforded.

 Meanwhile, in the battlefield.

 Link's illusion appears in the void, forcing the main ship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company to turn.

 His real body, however, has quietly moved to the side of the supply ship with the aid of Franda.

 After diverting the attention of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's fleet towards the main battleship, Link chose to first deal with the supply ship.

 Being careful in the first battle, ensuring victory and capturing is crucial.

 Unsheathing the giant sword from his back, Link gripped it with both hands, and raised it high overhead.

 The blade, which was pointed straight at the side of the supply ship, began to glow with a faint, dark light.

 His self-created compound witchcraft, "Heaven Slaying Sword."

 Using his Destiny Witchcraft Battle Armor as a medium, he forcefully fused the second ring compound witchcraft "Mimic Weapon", "Dissolution", "Antimatter Annihilation", "Super High Frequency Oscillation", "Super High Temperature Cutting", and using the instantaneous output of excess spiritual power and magic power from the celestial structures of the "Universe Meditation Method", amplified by the Origin Power of his "Small World", he unleashed his strongest attack yet.

 Recalling the inspiration for this witchcraft, the slashing of Broken Claws in the temporal turbulence;

 Recalling the initial intention of forcibly creating this witchcraft, the frustration of being trapped in a paradoxical space while accompanying Elise during her first round of trials;

 Anger and ambition welled up in Link's heart, as if he wanted to shatter the sky itself.

 "Warning! Warning!"

 Red warning lights lit up inside the supply ship.

 The alarm from the Tower Spirit echoed everywhere.

 The defense system detected an incoming high-energy attack and emitted a shrill alarm.

 The originally six-sided, evenly strengthened defense shield, regardless of the damage to the defense system, desperately piled up defenses on the side that was about to be attacked.

 Attempting to block the incoming attack.

 "Slay!"

 Having gathered his energy, Link uttered a word to himself and swung his sword down.

 The body of the two-handed giant sword suddenly increased by a hundred times.

 In the starry sky, a massive sword-shaped light shadow, 200 meters long and 15 meters wide appeared. It moved seemingly slowly but actually quickly, and in the blink of an eye, it hit the supply ship.

 At the moment Link's real body swung down, it disappeared again.

 As for the supply ship, even by desperately stacking the strength of the defense shield on the side that was hit, it still couldn't completely withstand this slash.

 The defense shield only lasted for 10 seconds before being shattered.

 However, it had successfully weakened a considerable amount of attack force.

 Thanks to these 10 seconds of buffering, the supply ship's hull was able to adjust its position, moving from taking a direct hit to a sideways slash.

 The material used to build the hull was special, and it had been pre-enhanced with magic during its construction, therefore it had high defensive performance.

 It barely endured the residual attack of Link's "Heaven Slaying Sword", it wasn't split in half, but it suffered severe damage.

 A third of the rear cabin was cut open, the engine stalled, and the hull violently shook from the inertia of suddenly losing power, causing a large amount of stored supplies to quickly leak out from the cut.

 In other words, although Link did not completely succeed in destroying the supply ship, he had still made the Flame and Metal Trading Company's fleet lose at least half of its supplies.

 And the one launching the attack wasn't just Link.

 The moment Link's true body appeared, the "Cloud Rainbow" quickly aimed all its attacking scrolls, including the Main Cannon's Annihilation Light, at the supply ship.

 No time for precise aim, only a comprehensive saturation attack.

 A full power medium-caliber Annihilation Light, along with a group of smaller attacks, Star-annihilating Cannon, Dissociation Cannon, Antimatter Cannon, engulfed the supply ship directly.

 Powerless and defenseless, what could the supply ship do to dodge or block this wave of attacks?

 Nothing at all!

 Under the furious gaze of Wizard Verna, the supply ship could only be completely obliterated, leaving nothing behind.

 The Annihilation Light had turned all the wreckage into tiny particles, dispersed in the void.

 The only thing to rejoice was that the Wizard World had learned from the initial lessons of the conquest of the Heavens. All supply ships of any Wizard Organization were unmanned and controlled by artificial intelligence.

 Prioritizing the destruction of logistics and cutting off supplies are universal rules of war in all Heavens and Realms.

 The defensive strength and attack configurations of the supply ship cannot be increased.

 Otherwise, would it still be called a supply ship?
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 In order to minimize casualties, the mode of unmanned intelligent operation of supply ships was vigorously promoted.

 The helm of the Waterdrop Warship.

 Just as he had disappeared, Link's figure reappeared, ghost-like.

 The interstellar combat mode of his battle armor had been deactivated.

 Watching the supply ship get utterly annihilated under the attacks of the "Cloud Rainbow", Link frowned slightly.

 Without practical experience, theoretical designs will always have deviations.

 In Link's conception, even if the supply ship made adjustments, it would be crippled.

 "Still needs some fine-tuning," he muttered.

 Recalling the clash of incompatible phaser fires when he swung the "Heaven Slaying Sword", Link suddenly realized why his power hadn't reached the anticipated level.

 However, now was not the time to contemplate this.

 Following the annihilation of the supply ship, the "Cloud Rainbow" under the cover of the White Tower Alliance fleet, had started its attack on the Flame and Metal Trading Company's fleet.

 Braving the attack of three auxiliary warships of the enemy, it viciously chased the main ship that still needed some time to readjust.

 "Retreat!"

 In the main ship's cockpit, Wizard Verna unwillingly glanced at the dominating "Cloud Rainbow" and gritted her teeth to issue this command.

 With an unpredictable Link Grande outside studying them, and the frighteningly formidable "Cloud Rainbow" in front, the White Tower Alliance's fleet changed from idle teamwork to sheer spectating. If they continued fighting, she feared they would suffer more losses than just one supply ship.

 "Understood."

 The Tower Spirit accepted the command.

 The four captains of the main ship and auxiliary warships collectively sighed in relief.

 The wizards who came out to practice with Verna felt an immense weight lifting off their hearts.

 The scene just now struck them too hard.

 In the past, they watched videos of a single person annihilating a warship in classic cases and felt thrilled.

 Now that their own fleet became a target of a single person smashing a ship, it seemed downright terrifying.

 All of them were official wizards and moreover, they were Tier 2 wizards. So why was he so abnormally strong?

 Not even a regular Tier 3 wizard could do this.

 The gap was indeed vast.

 "Running away?"

 Inside the Waterdrop Warship, watching the Flame and Metal Trading Company fleet make a timely retreat, Link frowned slightly, feeling displeased.

 He'd just said that he wanted to stab the main ship's rear, and he hadn't even started. How could they run away now?

 "Franda."

 Link called out in his mind.

 "Sir, beware your vulgar words, care about your quality," Franda retorted while reverse-summoning Link.

 "Hmph!"

 Link snorted coldly.

 Dressed in armor, he unexpectedly appeared at the rear of the main ship, the eye-catching pentagram on his forehead and a glowing circle on his chest gathering energy.

 The amplification of the "Small World" origin power, multi-threading thinking state, activate!

 Based on the 1st ring "Melting Rays", the upgraded 2nd ring witchcraft "Dissolution", and the +++ modified version of "Dissolution" were simultaneously released from his forehead and chest, shooting out beams of light as thick as an adult's arm.

 The beams precisely hit the unrepaired gap in the defense shield of Wizard Verna's main ship's rear.

 The +++ modified "Dissolution" was very pure, not forcefully amalgamated with other witchcraft, so its damage was far greater than the meticulously planned "Heaven Slaying Sword".

 To Link's astonishment, the two light beams, one above and one below, managed to penetrate the thin membrane-like defense shield of the main ship's rear!

 Even though a large portion of their attacking power was absorbed by the defense shield, leaving only two small pits on the ship, scraping off some paint.

 Still, it was too appalling!

 Even a full-power medium-caliber "Light of Annihilation" hadn't achieved this effect.

 "What a pity."

 Link sighed, retreated to the Waterdrop Warship before the main ship's combat system could fully lock onto him.

 He had wanted to fire a few more shots.
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 "Trying to run?" 

 On "Cloud Rainbow", at the pilot cabin.

 Sandra watched the movements of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's fleet with a cold hum. She was just about to order an increase in pursuit force.

 "Lateral fleet movement! Lateral fleet movement!"

 The warning from Tower Spirit abruptly came.

 Sandra turned her head to look.

 The White Tower Alliance's fleet no longer spectating and exhibiting a posture of diagonal lateral attack on the "Cloud Rainbow". The intent to cover the retreat of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's fleet was very obvious.

 "Damn!"

 Ignoring her image, Sandra uttered a curse loudly. She put aside the thought of pursuing, unwillingly ordered, "Stop the chase, recall Link and Gerald."

 "Understood."

 Tower Spirit immediately adjusted the course and speed of the "Cloud Rainbow", gradually moving away from the battle, and simultaneously sent a recall command to the Waterdrop Warship.

 "That's it?"

 Gerald, who felt like he hadn't done much, asked unwillingly after receiving the recall command from the "Cloud Rainbow".

 "That's the only choice!"

 Link gave a begrudgingly realistic response.

 No matter how strong the "Cloud Rainbow" is, it is still a lone wolf in battle.

 Without completely overwhelming strength, they could only stop here and let the enemy retreat.

 Only when the fleets of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance had completely distanced themselves did Link and Gerald return to the "Cloud Rainbow" in the Waterdrop Warship.

 By then, the "Cloud Rainbow" had already adjusted its direction and continued towards the mission's world.

 Sandra had already reported to the Supreme Council. Regardless of any accidents that occurred, this trip back to the Level 3 Insect World has to be accounted for.

 Since the "Cloud Rainbow" was not damaged, and there were no losses in the Mini legion, Sandra chose to continue the mission.

 "Your performance just now was impressive."

 In the small cabin, as Link and Gerald stepped out of the Waterdrop Warship, Sandra, who was waiting specially, immediately lavished praise.

 "It was okay. I just helped destroy a supply ship, didn't perform well."

 This wasn't Link trying to be humble or boastful. It was indeed what he felt.

 Upon hearing this, Sandra felt complicated.

 You are only a Second-Level Wizard and you just recently promoted, yet you did something that normal Third-Level Wizards couldn't do.

 What else do you want to do?

 Fight against the Sage?

 If you put it that way, it would make me, a Senior Second-Level Wizard, seem like a useless person.

 This complaint was stuck at the back of her throat, unable to be said.

 Sandra had no choice but to pretend she didn't hear Link's comment and forcibly changed the topic: "Let's go, let's go back to the cockpit for a meeting and have a post-war summary."

 "Okay."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 The three of them left the small cabin in single file and returned to the cockpit.

 "Meeting, post-war summary."

 Sandra immediately forgot about the little unpleasantness from before, pulled out the demeanour of a legion commander, and fulfilled her duties as a commander.

 The 11 members of the Mini Legion, including Link, cooperated fully and did not treat this as a joke.

 Meanwhile, as the post-war summary was taking place, conflict had arisen within the fleets of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance.

 Looking at the emotionless face of "Scholar" Silvano on the screen, Wizard Verna was so angry that she said: "Is this how the White Tower Alliance treats their allies?"

 "Scholar" Silvano put the thick book in his hand to one side, looked at Wizard Verna's eyes through the camera.

 Confirmed that Verna was still immersed in the previous failure and hadn't reacted to how weird it was that the two fleets had abruptly turned to kill the "Cloud Rainbow" instead of meeting up with the main force at the established coordinates.

 With a sigh, "Scholar" Silvano shook his head and spoke faintly.

 "Verna, if you don't want to become a brainless person, control your desires.

 I know that most of the meditation techniques of the Flame and Metal Trading Company have side effects, which easily amplify various negative emotions, but there are also ways to suppress or even eliminate them.

 If you continue to let go, there is really no hope."

 "What do you mean?"

 Seeing "Scholar" Silvano speak so seriously, Verna suppressed her anger and asked coldly.

 "What do I mean?"

 "Scholar" Silvano snickered and asked back, "Think carefully, why did you want to kill Sandra and her 'Cloud Rainbow'?"

 "Why? It's of course..."

 Wizard Verna started to speak, sounding as if it was a matter of course. Halfway through, she suddenly stopped.

 "Of course what?"

 "Scholar" Silvano asked with a smile.

 Wizard Verna stuttered, her face flushing red, unable to utter a word.

 She wanted to say, of course it was an arrangement by the company.

 But on a second thought, the company wouldn't arrange for such things.

 No matter how I fell for it, I should have figured it out by now. But till now I still have no clue. This is rather embarrassing for a wizard!

 After a while, Wizard Verna suppressed the emotion of shame and anger, and asked with confusion: "Why did this happen? Who did it?"

 "Scholar" Silvano did not answer verbally, he just stretched out his index finger and pointed upwards.

 Wizard Verna immediately understood, then fell into silence.

 Brutal emotions soon began to form in her heart. She wanted to burn someone to vent her anger.

 But then she remembered "Scholar" Silvano's recent advice, so she forcibly subdued her thoughts and started practising the Clear-Heart witchcraft, a secret skill of the Flame and Metal Trading Company.

 After a while, she broke free from the brutal state, and her eyes regained their clarity.

 Wizard Verna leaned back, weakly said: "Well, go wherever you like, I'm going back to the homeland."
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 "Hehe..." 

 Upon noticing this, Scholar Silvano let out a peal of mysterious laughter and voluntarily ended the communication.

 Pulling out a fountain pen from somewhere, Silvano wrote in a thick book:

 Verna, can now manipulate thoughts through words, control ( )!

 Packing up the fountain pen, closing the book, Silvano recalled the admirable demeanor of Link who had changed the course of the battle single-handedly, a strong desire arose in his heart.

 "How I wish to make a specimen out of you!"

 In the endless void, an unpredictable place.

 Dean Frist and Lady Lisandra had watched the whole battle, which was short in duration and not intense in nature.

 They both had different thoughts but neither revealed them.

 "Let's go, meet with Mike Philo and Maximilian Medros once more."

 Dean Frist suggested, and his figure immediately disappeared.

 Lady Lisandra's gaze pierced the void and the defense shield and hull of the "Cloud Rainbow", and landed on Sandra who was conducting a well-organized post-battle summary meeting, she exclaimed, "Time flies indeed."

 The small bundle from the past has grown up into an adult now.

 She has her own opinions, her own pursuits, and is also trying to shoulder her own responsibilities.

 "Recognition of wizardry is not omnipotent."

 The admonition of Third Brother Frist echoed in her ears.

 "Recognition of witchcraft is not omnipotent."

 Lady Lisandra murmured, making a decision in her heart.

 Then she stepped out and joined Dean Frist who was blocking the Sage-Level Legions.

 The distance between Maximilian Medros, Level Six Sage of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and Mike Philo, the Sage of the White Tower Alliance, was a little further than before.

 Noticing Lisandra at the corner of his eye, Dean Frist gave a slight nod and then said to the two men across from him, "How about we call it a draw for this round?"

 "How would a draw be accounted for?"

 This time, Mike Philo did not regard his so-called ally's face and asked his question before Maximilian Medros.

 The previously agreed contract between the two parties did not include a draw as a possible outcome.

 Frist replied, "Our Ravensmouth College will step back and return the captured White Tower Alliance wizards to you, and promise not to attack you proactively again, how about that?"

 "What kind of plot are you hatching?"

 Hearing his words, Mike Philo's first reaction was to counter-question, and then sneered, "Have you already returned the captives from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and promised some benefits?"

 With his thoughtful mind and quick wit, he immediately guessed the truth of the matter.

 Identified the reason that the Flame and Metal Trading Company had already betrayed its alliance on paper.

 "Yes."

 Without waiting for Frist to answer, Maximilian admitted directly, "I opposed it, but it was futile, in the end, I had to follow orders."

 "Heh!"

 Mike Philo sneered, "What has that got to do with me? It's not my problem!"

 "Peaceful, peaceful. Both of you, stop arguing, and listen to me."

 Frist mediated, and then earnestly said, "I have something I want to candidly share with both of you, also please take my words back and discuss them, see if my words make sense."

 After pausing, Frist stated seriously under the gaze of Mike Philo and Maximilian Medros:

 "As everyone knows, we Ravensmouth College has always been the most rapidly developing of all the wizard forces in the Mitchell District.

 From a handful of people at the founding, to now, we have become the largest force under Great Sage Mitchell's Tower in the Mitchell District.

 Even after some more time, we could challenge the status of Great Sage Mitchell's Tower.

 There must be a reason for being able to accomplish all of this."

 Seeing that Mike Philo and Maximilian Medros's interest was rallied, Frist did not withhold the following:

 "The reason is simple, we, Ravensmouth College, never follow the rule of the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell!

 We always consider their words as nonsense!

 Think carefully, among all the wizard organizations that follow the rule of the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell including you, which of them has had good development?

 Apart from distributing the resources from the Supreme Council, how many benefits has Great Sage Mitchell's Tower offered?

 It's not right to say none, that's too hyperbolic; but very few, that's a fact."

 These words directly silenced both Mike Philo and Maximilian Medros.

 Good grief, Dean Frist's ambition isn't satisfied by just resolving disputes and preventing the three families from attacking each other.

 He even wants to continue his united front strategy, sway Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, which were leaning towards Great Sage Mitchell's Tower, to lean towards Ravensmouth College instead.

 What is this called?

 This is called having more friends and fewer enemies.

 After confirming that Elise Clark is the special "guest" predicted, the Supreme Council promises to issue high-grade resources as soon as possible, meeting the needs for Seuss Great Sage's promotion.

 The covert cooperation between Ravensmouth College and Mesopotamia University: Ravensmouth College kicks up a fuss to attract the attention of the various wizard forces in the Mitchell District, covering the promotion of Mesopotamia University's Level Eight Great Sages, in exchange for a set of Level Seven Great Sage promotion resources and a set of Level Six Sage promotion resources.

 There is no necessity to continue.

 However, since Great Sage Revo hinted to continue the progression, then let's continue.
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 Advantage allows guidance, and in accordance, action. This is the basics for a manager.

 Dean Frist adjusted his methods and goals accordingly.

 From outright confrontation, he switched to overt provocations and covert alliances, division, and recruitment.

 Until finally, a loose coalition formed around Ravensmouth College, opposing the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 So far, developments had been encouraging.

 Mesopotamia University need not be mentioned, as they were steadfast allies.

 Shadow City, a nest of cold-blooded snake people, had long been dissatisfied with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell;

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company seemed to be interested;

 Only the White Tower Alliance remained untested and uncertain.

 Now, it was Frist's further exploration into the Flame and Metal Trading Company and preliminary probing of the White Tower Alliance.

 Mike Philo actually knew Frist was being sophistical.

 There were many reasons for the continued buoyant development of Ravensmouth College, not just because they did not follow the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell's jurisdiction.

 Nevertheless, Mike had to admit that there was some truth to Frist's words.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had, in fact, been somewhat stingy.

 Gritting his teeth, Mike said, "I can't just speak for the White Tower Alliance as a vice-chairman, I can only relay your intentions to the Council."

 The structure and system of the White Tower Alliance were very unique.

 Initially, it was a loose coalition organization held together by a total of thirteen wizard organizations - one large, five medium, and seven small - for mutual support and protection.

 Subsequent developments made the connections between the various wizard organizations tighter and tighter, until finally, they were inseparable and simply merged into one.

 The management layer of the White Tower Alliance has three levels, namely the top Judgment Council, the middle Council, and the lower Executive Committee.

 Mike Philo, a level six sage, was one of the three vice-chairmen of the Council.

 Maximilian voiced his position at that time: "I will discuss it with the president."

 Dean Frist's face lit up with a radiant smile, "Great, I look forward to hearing your good news."

 "Hmm."

 Mike Philo responded nonchalantly, and then disappeared.

 Maximilian followed suit.

 Everything that needed to be said had been said, so why not leave?

 "We should also go back,"

 Frist called out, and then disappeared.

 Lady Lisandra glanced in the direction of the "Cloud Rainbow" before leaving the area.

 "Cloud Rainbow", cockpit.

 The post-war summary meeting was officially over.

 The Tower Spirit had turned every member of the Mini Legion's statements and discussions into a document, and sent it to their minds.

 After the meeting ended, the members of the Mini Legion each returned to their posts, controlling the "Cloud Rainbow" to continue sailing to the mission world.

 Sitting at the command position, Link monitored various parameters while reflecting on the previous two attacks.

 The first attack, "Heaven Slaying Sword".

 Although it was a composite witchcraft that was forcibly mixed up, there were compatibility issues between witchcraft from the beginning.

 However, Link had high expectations for it.

 That's why it was chosen as the first witchcraft to attack the supply ship.

 Only the result of the attack didn't meet Link's expectations.

 The second attack, the upgraded version of "Dissolution", was simple and straightforward.

 Originally, Link didn't have high expectations for it, even quite low.

 Resulting, the power exerted by the upgraded version of "Dissolution" was much higher than the carefully designed "Heaven Slaying Sword"!

 It directly penetrated the flawed defense shield of the main force warship.

 There must be reasons for this difference.

 Actually, Link had already identified the reason for this: too much amalgamation of witchcraft, incompatibility, even counteraction.

 It's just that there was no opportunity to experiment with "Heaven Slaying Sword" before, so it did not catch his attention.

 With actual combat and comparison now, he thought about learning from the experience to improve and optimize it.

 The upgraded version of "Dissolution" still had room for improvement.

 Link felt that he could try to draw on the "Sun", which was mainly changed by the Wizard World Will in the celestial structure of the "Universe Meditation Method", to charge the five-colored pentagram on the forehead of the battle armor and the prayer circle on the chest.

 Maybe there could be miraculous effects.

 As for "Heaven Slaying Sword", the math had to be reduced, or the framework had to be redesigned.

 He couldn't forcibly mix too many witchcraft into it anymore.

 Less is more!
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 Four days later. 

 The "Cloud Rainbow" arrived at the star system where the Level 3 Insect World was located.

 Because of the earlier encounter, they took a detour, delaying them a bit, making them a day later than their last arrival.

 Although Lady Lisandra had claimed that she swept through the Level 3 Insect World once and drove all intruders away.

 Yet, Sandra didn't take her word for it and urged caution in allowing the "Cloud Rainbow" to land.

 The "Cloud Rainbow" still hovered in a strategic region where it could easily retreat or advance. This time, the mini legion did not immediately set out.

 Sandra sent out a large number of Reconnaissance Magic Tools first, investigating the Level 3 Insect World's situation in detail.

 One always needs to learn from experience.

 The 11 members of the mini legion each received a portion of the Reconnaissance Magic Tools to operate.

 As Link sat at the operating station, he looked at the slightly transformed Level 3 Insect World with confusion.

 He couldn't help but feel something was off about this visit to the Level 3 Insect World, even before they landed.

 This feeling of unease was not about danger, but rather that something seemed to be wrong with the planet in front of him.

 Last time, even though there were signs of decline, it was not like now, resembling an old man in his dying days.

 Any high power attack, like the Light of Annihilation, would obliterate it.

 Link's feeling of it was more akin to the predecessor of the "Small World", the broken world.

 "What happened?"

 He murmured, utterly at a loss.

 "Link, I've found something."

 Jasmine's voice echoed in Link's mind.

 This was a shared ability of the "God Devouring Worm" larvae, similar to a True Spirit Wizard's "spiritual link".

 Using this ability predicates on Link's permission.

 Otherwise, Jasmine would not be able to send voice signals to Link and hear his thoughts after establishing the link.

 "What did you find?"

 Link asked within his mind.

 "Silkworm Baby told me that it sensed the presence of its kin, moreover, it is an elderly 'God Devouring Worm'!" Jasmine's tone held a hint of mystery.

 "An elderly 'God Devouring Worm'?"

 Link was greatly shocked.

 A "God Devouring Worm" develops through two processes - eating and sleeping.

 Both naturally increase over time.

 Unless in rare cases, an elderly "God Devouring Worm" implies the strongest.

 Link immediately asked: "What's its strength?"

 If the elderly "God Devouring Worm" Silkworm Baby sensed had undiminished strength, returning with the mini legion would be like delivering a snack.

 Jasmine replied: "Silkworm Baby said it's on the brink of death, barely breathing, and has no fighting ability left."

 Link still hadn't let down his guard, thought for a moment, and said: "Give me the coordinates, I'll investigate."

 "Alright."

 Jasmine immediately relayed the location of the elderly "God Devouring Worm" as sensed by Silkworm Baby to Link.

 Oddly enough, it fell within the area that Link was in charge of scouting.

 Link immediately reassigned a few Reconnaissance Magic Tools for a carpet search of that region.

 Indeed, he discovered some anomalies that had not been detected during the preliminary screening.

 "How are everyone's reconnaissance results? If there're no problems, we're going to land."

 After Sandra ordered the Tower Spirit to bring even more advanced Protective Suits than last time, she clapped her hands and asked aloud.

 "No problem."

 "I think everything's good, no issues."

 "I feel we can land."

 Aside from Link and Jasmine, everyone else voiced their opinions.

 Link stated solemnly: "I've detected some anomalies here."

 A team must act like a team.

 Hiding information is not helpful and prone to mistakes.

 So, Link spoke honestly.

 "What anomalies?"

 Sandra immediately projected the real-time images from Link's operating station onto a large screen, so that everyone could see.

 "Here."

 Link controlled the operating station and outlined a region on the real-time images, "This area seems to have a high energy reaction. When I surveyed it closely, it appears that there are high-ranking Insect Race members active here."

 He said this purely to avoid exposing Silkworm Baby.

 "Increase the intensity of the scan."

 Sandra looked closely at the area that Link had marked for a while, confirmed its authenticity, then she gave instructions to the Tower Spirit.

 "Understood."

 The Tower Spirit followed the command and directed the "Cloud Rainbow" surveillance system to conduct a thorough high-speed scan providing all modes open.

 Soon, the scan results came out.

 The processed image appeared on the large screen, causing everyone to gasp in surprise.

 An elderly "God Devouring Worm" the size of the "Cloud Rainbow" lay in a heap of dust, like a small hill, extremely inconspicuous.

 At that moment, the Tower Spirit added data about the "God Devouring Worm" from the database to the image and gave its judgment.

 The elderly "God Devouring Worm" was nearing the end of its life. Its strength was almost completely gone, but it still posed a high risk.

 It was recommended to kill it first before landing.

 Sandra thought for a while, rejected the Tower Spirit's suggestion, and instead decided to imprison it first and only kill it if necessary.

 However, Sandra did not make this decision unilaterally. Instead, she took into account everyone's opinions.

 Link did not object to this, as long as the "Cloud Rainbow" had the means to imprison the elderly "God Devouring Worm".

 Once the consensus of the team members was obtained, Sandra ordered the Tower Spirit to execute the command to imprison.

 In a little while, a Metal Cage controlled by precise guidance descended from the sky. It enlarged and enclosed the dying elderly "God Devouring Worm".
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 The elder "God Devouring Worm" showed no reaction at all.

 It was on the verge of death, holding on to its last breath, and might die with even the slightest movement.

 It couldn't care less to move.

 Every additional second it could live was a gain.

 After dealing with the elder "God Devouring Worm", there were no more obstacles in the Level 3 Insect World to prevent the landing of the Mini legion.

 Boarding the shuttle and donning high-grade Protective Suits, twelve people rapidly descended from the "Cloud Rainbow", which was located in outer space, onto the surface of the Level 3 Insect World.

 "Everyone, memorize the mission route."

 This time, Sandra did not keep the mission route to herself but distributed it to everyone in advance.

 She allowed the legion members to have a clear understanding of where they needed to go first, what to do first, where to go next, and what to do next.

 Not to be like last time where they were moving step by step, not knowing the next step.

 "Let's go."

 After everyone had looked over the route, Sandra led the team out.

 The first location was still an Insect Race settlement.

 Similar to the last, this settlement was also lifeless and had been a long time since any of the Insect Race had lived there.

 Link was responsible for scouting ahead, eliminating dangers, standing guard, along with the six disciples from the academy headquarters' large clans.

 Jasmine, Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred were the four carrying out the ecological survey.

 Under Gerald's lead, the other five disciples from the large clans also chose to follow Link's command.

 Whether willingly or forced into it, Link had already replaced Gerald as the leader of the combat group.

 Sandra saw this scene and didn't comment.

 By now, Sandra had figured out why she previously said she wanted to join 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 However, even knowing her mother had a hand in it and it wasn't entirely her own decision, Sandra chose not to back out.

 After thinking for a bit, Sandra walked over to Link and whispered, "When I said I wanted to join 'Do Whatever You Like', I wasn't joking."

 Link responded seriously: "I welcome you to join 'Do Whatever You Like'. I'm not joking either."

 After coming to the academy headquarters for further studies, the updated constitution of 'Do Whatever You Like' that Link and Jasmine took the time to make, had turned 'Do Whatever You Like' into a public organization on a top-level design.

 It was no longer 'Do Whatever You Like' that belonged to Link alone.

 There were seven seats in the decision-making layer, elected;

 The execution layer was also elected, but had to be approved by the decision-making layer, and be made public internally;

 The ordinary members still had strict entry requirements and relaxed exit requirements.

 Generally speaking, there were many other details that will be left unmentioned.

 This top-level design essentially decided that it was impossible for anyone to dictate within 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 If things were to go too far, ordinary members could just leave.

 "Okay."

 Sandra nodded, did not say anything more, and continued her patrol elsewhere.

 "You actually dare to accept her!"

 Gerald, who was beside him, asked in surprise, "Do you know what accepting her will bring you?"

 "What's there to be afraid of?"

 Link was well aware of Sandra's special status and that many were watching her every move.

 Word unexpectedly getting out of her joining a little-known organization would still cause a sensation, even if this organization was full of vitality and potential.

 Many would not dare confront Sandra, but would dare to make things difficult for Link Grande.

 At that point, what Link would face might be a maelstrom and a surge of trouble.

 With these thoughts, a slight smile surfaced at the corner of Link's mouth: "Let the storm come more violently."

 Feeling the pride and excitement emanating from Link, Gerald was left speechless.

 Every super genius had their temper and their pride.

 Talent, diligence, strength, character, all were indispensable.

 Gerald knew he couldn't persuade Link, nor was it necessary to, so he closed his mouth and kept silent vigilance.

 Link also did not say anything more.

 Almost an hour later, the research team had completed all the sample collections and testing.

 With no Insect Race troops coming to disturb them, this round of sampling and testing was more comprehensive and thorough than the last.

 The Mini legion quickly moved to the next destination, a small settlement where there were still sporadic activities of the Insect Race.

 Combat was imminent but was immediately halted.

 The weak Insect Race didn't stand a chance against the fully armed powerful wizards and were all captured alive.

 In consideration of the inexplicable curse and parasitism from last time, this time, nobody had direct contact with the Insect Race.

 The captured Insect Race was split into several different cages and transported directly to the "Cloud Rainbow" by a shuttle summoned by Sandra.

 Only after a thorough check and confirmation that there was no danger, would they be used for various checks, tests, and even live research.

 This small settlement also had some living insect eggs that hadn't been transported to the incubator on time and were likewise discovered by the Mini legion.

 Out of a researcher's instinct, when Link carefully observed these insect eggs, his "Small World" unexpectedly exhibited a trace of restlessness and desire.

 What the "Small World" desired, were all good things that could help it evolve.

 After absorbing the Depleted world core, the material gap for the fourth evolution had been filled.

 The opportunity for the fifth evolution had not yet arrived.

 Theoretically, the "Small World" was currently in a state of being too full and yet to digest.

 It shouldn't be desiring anything at this moment.

 However, upon encountering these insect eggs, such a response appeared.

 What does this signify?

 It signifies that there's something wrong with these insect eggs, something very wrong!

 Seeing Lanny directing the puppet to prepare to move these insect eggs, Link spoke just in time: "Wait, no hurry to move. I feel there's something unusual about these insect eggs."

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 162: Early Arrival of Feedback_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "What's the complexity?" 

 Everyone's attention is immediately captured by this question.

 Sandra directly asks.

 "I'm not sure yet, just my intuition,"

 Link confides.

 He indeed doesn't know yet. If it wasn't for the "Small World" pulsating, he wouldn't have noticed anything unusual about these insect eggs.

 "What needs to be done?"

 Sandra asks again.

 "Nothing for now, let me inspect further,"

 Link straightforwardly answers.

 "Okay."

 Sandra is not disappointed and commands everyone who was concentrating on this issue to get back to their work posts, focusing on their tasks.

 This provides Link with the space to research.

 "Let's see what makes you so special."

 Squatting down in front of the insect eggs, Link doesn't use any equipment but maximizes his sensory ability, "scanning" the insect eggs again and again.

 At the same time, Franda is also doing her best to communicate with the "Small World" origin, trying to figure out what it yearns for.

 A moment later, the two make discoveries at the same time.

 The "Small World" origins tells Franda it is yearning for the unique radiation it had sensed before.

 Link finds that there is a very minute and obscure radiation fluctuation inside the insect egg.

 Last time, Link had speculated that there might be a radiation source that could promote the evolution of the Insect Race.

 At that time, it was the already born Insect Race individuals that were being exposed to radiation from the source, forcibly screening out the surviving, evolved individuals.

 This had left many settlements empty without any insects, devoid of any life.

 Link can't help but admire the Insect Race's strong ability to adapt.

 High mortality rate from direct exposure?

 Start exposing to the radiation source while still inside the insect eggs, enabling early adaptation.

 As such, the successfully born insects naturally have more resistance, can better withstand the exposure to the radiation source, and the chances of successful evolution become greater.

 Having figured this out, Link adds a goal to this mission: to get a radiation source.

 He wants to see what change will occur in the "Small World" after it has absorbed the radiation source.

 "This needs containment."

 Link stands up, shares his deductions with Sandra, and makes a suggestion.

 "Okay."

 Sandra gives a nod to Lanny, who is waiting nearby.

 Lanny immediately takes out isolation devices from her Storage Magic Tools and instructs the mannequins to move the insect eggs into the isolation device one by one.

 Suddenly, Link remembers the living insect egg found among a pile of dead eggs last time, asking, "How is the testing result of that egg from last time?"

 Sandra briefly replies: "It died."

 Link immediately understands.

 The vitality of that insect egg was already very low. Sudden changes in the environment, despite constant replenishment of life energy, could not prevent its death.

 Since Sandra didn't mention more about the test results, it means that there's nothing to mention.

 The research of this small settlement is quickly completed.

 The Mini legion tidies up and sets off for the next destination.

 During a rest on the way, Jasmine approaches Link, sending a message mentally: "Link, I need to collect some specific resources for the cultivation of the Nest Seed."

 "Is it a large quantity?"

 "Yes."

 Link thinks a bit and replies: "I'll go discuss it with Sandra."

 Jasmine shakes her head: "I'll do it myself."

 After saying this, Jasmine breaks the mental connection and goes directly to Sandra.

 The Anti-Eavesdropping Rune Barrier works.

 Even Link couldn't hear what Jasmine and Sandra were saying, let alone the others.

 Everyone could only see Sandra's face change a bit, seemingly somewhat indignant, but it's very clear it wasn't directed at Jasmine.

 By the time the Anti-Eavesdropping Rune Barrier is disabled, Sandra's facial expression has returned to normal.

 While Jasmine's eyes flash with a hint of joy.

 "How'd it go?"

 Link directly asks Jasmine as she comes back to his side.

 "Sandra has assigned another shuttle and some Mining Puppets from the 'Cloud Rainbow' ship to excavate resources in other places,"

 Jasmine replies, "She stressed that since she's already a member of 'Do Whatever You Like', she should contribute to the development of the organization and its other members."

 "Okay."

 Link nods, not saying anything more.

 Having agreed to Sandra joining 'Do Whatever You Like,' isn't this a benefit?

 It brings not only trouble!
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 The rest period is over.

 The Mini Legion continued their journey.

 This time, when they returned to the Level 3 Insect World, Link had one feeling.

 That is, Sandra has done a lot of homework, and each stop was well planned and targeted.

 The first stop was a large-sized insect settlement devoid of life, and the second stop was a small settlement with few insect activities.

 The third stop arrived quickly, a medium-sized insect settlement undergoing significant changes.

 The evolution failure, success, or the ongoing evolution, all states of insect settlement were taken into account, resulting in a more comprehensive sampling and investigation.

 The generated mission reports naturally became more valid and credible.

 Unlike the previous time, there are no surprises. Everything had progressed very smoothly.

 The Miniature Wizard Corps are indeed invaders in this medium-sized insect settlement.

 A battle undoubtedly broke out.

 The battle was brief and quickly concluded.

 The Mini Legion was like a prevailing power, quickly suppressing the rebellion of the medium-sized insect settlement.

 Like the previous stop, no damage was inflicted, only knocking everyone unconscious and capturing them alive.

 Sandra summoned the shuttle immediately, transporting all the captured insects to the "Cloud Rainbow" ship for detention.

 Awaiting these insects were various examinations, tests, and live body research.

 The data from these inspections, tests, and live body research of these insect species all contribute to the authenticity of the mission reports.

 "Are there any abnormalities in the insect eggs?"

 After arranging for transportation, Sandra took the initiative to ask Link.

 "Possible."

 Link did not decline, answering directly.

 The puppet transporters transported all the insect eggs found by the Mini Legion to Link.

 Link carefully sensed each one, while also summoning Franda, communicating with the source of the "Small World."

 In this batch of insect eggs, there was also a subtle radiation inside, the degree of which was higher than the previous batch.

 Link honestly relayed this finding to Sandra.

 "Is that so?"

 After hearing Link's report, Sandra took out the map of the Level 3 Insect World and looked at it for a long time.

 She then made changes to the already planned route.

 She cancelled the next two stops, drew a straight line towards the core of the insect world, where the Insect Race Nest is located.

 The busy members of the Mini Legion simultaneously received a route update notification.

 After reading it, they didn't react much, calmly accepting.

 In the system of Ravensmouth College, the legion commander, regardless of the level or size of the legion, holds supreme authority.

 Members can freely speak their minds during a meeting called by the legion commander, even rebut the commander's views.

 But once the legion commander makes a decision, the members have to reserve their views, if any, and execute the order first.

 Unless the commander's order leads to excessive loss, activating the legion's removal mode.

 After receiving the route update notification, the four members of the research group sped up their work.

 Two hours later, all sampling and testing work of this medium-sized settlement ended.

 Taking a short rest, the Mini Legion headed towards the core of the insect world – the location of the Nest.

 It's quite a distance.

 The Mini Legion did not continue to progress by floating, but rode in the all-terrain transportation vehicle that Sandra had newly taken out.

 The route that Sandra planned actually ran through several insect settlements.

 The closer to the Nest, the larger the scale of the settlements.

 However, along the way, the deeper you go, the fewer insect settlements with life.

 Link found a common point, the larger the insect settlement, the smaller the chance of having life.

 This phenomenon is consistent with the inference made by Link during the previous mission.

 The Mini Legion, swift and invisible, spent more than a day entering the depths of underground where the Insect Race Nest is located.

 During the journey, they encountered some low-intensity resistance and also encountered some valuable information.

 "This place is emptied."

 Looking at the empty giant insect settlement, Jasmine sighed in Link's mind, "If we are a little bit late, will they self-destruct?"

 Link did not respond but was carefully sensing something.

 According to the social structure of the insect race, four giant settlements are situated in the east, southeast, southwest, and north directions of the Nest respectively.

 Having the east as honored, the giant settlement in the east of the Nest is the ruling group of this side of the insect world.

 Currently, Mini Legion is located in the giant settlement in the east from the Nest.

 After entering here, the "Small World" became excited and repeatedly sending the eager pulsations.

 This proved that the radiation source Link had speculated was near.

 After a thought, Link sought Sandra and directly said, "I have a premonition that there is something here that can help me. Can we stay here for a while and search for it?"

 "Sure."

 Sandra immediately agreed, and announced to all legion members, "During this mission, aside from fulfilling the mission's requirements, if there are any additional discoveries or requirements, they can be acquired or achieved on the condition of not delaying the mission."

 The legion members are not unfamiliar with this rule.

 This is actually the common rule for exploring Unknown Worlds.

 Using it here indeed seems appropriate.

 However, in this Level 3 Insect World, there is not much that can be found that's beneficial for the wizards.

 After getting the permission, Link immediately followed the guidance provided by the "Small World," and began to search for the radiation source.

 Following the circumstances, Sandra instructed the legion members to rest on the spot.
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 As they were about to enter the location of the Nest, it had been smooth all the way and they hadn't encountered any resistance. Still, they couldn't guarantee that there wouldn't be any Insect Race defenses where the Nest was located.

 It was crucial to conserve their energy and strength, so they could enter in the best shape possible.

 Jasmine, with nothing to do, didn't rest like the others, but helped Link search instead.

 The direction was clear and the guidance was apparent. Looking for the object wasn't difficult.

 The issue was that the area where the radiation source was stored was so remote and winding that it took a fair bit of time.

 "Stop."

 The 'Small World' was beating more and more intensely, and a different 'field' appeared in the sensing. Link called out to stop Jasmine, "Wait here, I'll be back shortly."

 Even wearing protective suits, it was better not to come into close contact with an unknown radiation source.

 Who could guarantee that the protective suits could definitely block the effects of the radiation source?

 No one could guarantee it!

 Link walked a little further, and after confirming the specific location, he stopped.

 "Franda."

 Link softly called out in his mind.

 "Yes, Master."

 Franda sweetly responded, transformed into a Spirit of the Wind, flew over the radiation source the size of a fingernail, then instantly returned to the 'Small World'.

 As soon as the radiation source entered the 'Small World', it divided into two halves.

 The heavy part remained in a crystal state, sinking into the ground, all the way to the core, adding a hint of magnetism at the rule level;

 the lighter part turned into Qi, breaking the sky and merging into the Sun.

 However, before the 'Small World' celestial body, Sun, could absorb this strand of Qi,

 In Link's Sea of Consciousness, the celestial structure of "Universe Meditation Method" - mainly formed by the Wizard World, the 'Sun' gave a sharp inhalation, sucking this strand over.

 His body shook, and Link felt that his 'Sun System' in "Universe Meditation Method" had a more intimate connection with the 'Solar System' in the 'Small World'.

 Moreover, there was a vague trend of the connection changing from the two corresponding 'Earths' in the 'Small World' to the two 'Suns'.

 "From Geocentric to Heliocentric?"

 Muttering something unrelated, Link didn't think much, turned around and left.

 A radiation source the size of a fingernail wasn't enough to fill up.

 To confirm this trend or to ensure its complete realization, a large number of radiation sources are still needed.

 Now that he knew these radiation sources were helpful, he'd hunt for more in the future.

 He wouldn't waste everyone else's time now.

 "Did you find it?"

 Seeing Link return, Jasmine asked with concern, "How did it go?"

 "Found it."

 Link nodded, "It was a great help, but there wasn't enough."

 "Look again?"

 "No, this settlement doesn't have anymore. Let's see if there are any more down the line, if not, we'll find a way to search back at the Academy's main department."

 "Okay."

 The two chatted and headed towards the resting place of the legion.

 "Set off."

 Seeing the two return, Sandra didn't ask any further questions and simply gave the order.

 The rules of pioneering a Different World were as such.

 You could do what you wanted to do individually, but you couldn't take up the team's time.

 So, you need to be in good condition, taking into consideration both individual and team needs.

 You can't delay the team's business because you're busy with your own stuff.

 Link and Jasmine were well aware of this, didn't object, nor were they childish enough to think that Sandra was targeting them.

 Upon their departure, the Mini legion did not stop along the way for a rest this time, but went straight to the location of the Nest.

 What met everyone's eyes, however, was a dilapidated giant Nest and concentric circles of dense fallen Insect Race corpses surrounding it.

 From this scene, it wasn't difficult to infer the cause of death of these insects.

 For some unknown reason, this Level 3 Nest needed a large amount of Vitality. With no other sources available, it could only extract from these fallen insects.

 It forcefully sucked dry the Vitality of at least a hundred thousand insects, leaving them as dry corpses.

 The social structure of the Insect Race had two primary rules.

 Royal Clan supremacy, Nest priority.

 As long as the Royal Clan gave the order, all insects must obey;

 The populace must meet the needs of the Nest unconditionally.

 Therefore, these mummified Insect Race, offered no resistance or struggle, died peacefully.

 Sandra was not surprised by this, as if she had known it all along.

 Figures.

 This return trip to the Level 3 Insect World seemed to be just about completing unfinished tasks for Sandra.

 The three additional goals proposed last time were not even mentioned this time.

 Everything like the Nest, the methods of controlling the Insect Race, and the methods of strengthening the Insect Race, all have been thrown at the back of her mind.

 Jasmine, on the contrary, has similar needs.

 "Let's start."

 After looking at the Nest that she once desired for a while, Sandra inevitably felt a little listless and wanted to end this task as soon as possible.

 Link perceives Sandra's subtle change of demeanor, saying nothing, he goes on his patrol and maintains vigilance by himself.

 On the surface, there seems to be no danger here.

 The more so, the more vigilant they need to be.

 The four-member research team started to work quickly under the cover of the scout and combat team.

 Even though they were accustomed to bloody scenes, the sight of hundreds of thousands of the Insect Race willingly sacrificing was still a shock and would make people subconsciously want to stay away.

 Each of them was speeding up their movements on the premise of ensuring quality.

 "Link, there's a problem."

 Jasmine's voice echoed in Link's heart, and then she shared the strange sensation sensed by the "God Devouring Worm" larvae with Link.

 It was a peculiar wave, very faint and difficult to detect.

 Within its range, an unconscious thought of leaving this place would emerge.

 And wouldn't think this thought is problematic.

 The effect was very similar to the cognitive witchcraft of a True Spirit Wizard.

 "Hmm."

 Link responded casually.

 He also sensed the anomaly, but not as detailed or specific as sensed by the "God Devouring Worm" larvae.

 After suffering from cognitive witchcraft, how could not Link have improved related early warning and defense capabilities?

 He just patrolled around the broken Nest, trying to find the source of the anomaly.

 At this time, Jasmine reminded him: "The source may be hiding inside the Nest."

 Upon hearing this, Link looked up at the spherical Nest with a diameter of about 60 meters.

 Even now, shattered, its interior area was still large.

 And the internal structure of the Insect Race Nest was similar to a beehive, winding like a maze.

 Exploring inside was the least preferable option.

 After some consideration, Link decided to tackle the issue at hand and approached Sandra.

 He started with an Anti-eavesdropping Rune Barrier, and then said to Sandra with a Level 2 witchcraft of a True Spirit Wizard, telepathy technique: "There's a problem inside the Nest. A special wave is constantly emanating, urging us to leave."

 The telepathy technique was an upgraded version of Level 1 witchcraft telepathy, which could only transmit messages in one direction.

 Sandra nodded after listening, indicating her understanding.

 Link removed the Anti-eavesdropping Rune Barrier serving as a smoke bomb.

 Sandra did not act rashly but contacted "Cloud Rainbow" in outer space in a special way, increasing the reconnaissance of the Nest deep underground and preheating the combat system in preparation to launch an attack at any time.

 After all these procedures, Sandra made a gesture to Gerald.

 Gerald understood her gesture, subtly began to adjust his position and the positions of others, and prepared to defend against the broken Nest.

 The research team was guided by Jasmine to continue working normally, but they were getting farther and farther away from the broken Nest.

 Link and Gerald led the combat team, standing at the outermost circle, keeping the research team and the two full-time scouts behind them in a ring formation.

 Including Sandra, all members of the Mini Legion completed emergency adjustments in a very short time.

 After the adjustment, Sandra waved her hand.

 Members responsible for reconnaissance immediately controlled a large number of fist-sized Reconnaissance Magic Tools, went deep into the Nest, and conducted proximity reconnaissance.

 The unknown existence inside the Nest, which was sending out expulsion waves, sensed the movements of Mini Legion and realized that its existence had been exposed, so it no longer hid itself.

 The atmosphere was suddenly filled with tension.

 It seems that a major battle is about to break out.
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 However, there was no response.

 When the reconnaissance magic tools locked onto the source of the repelling wave,

 The waiting mini legion discovered that it was an insectman with only half a head remaining, clinging to life, refusing to die.

 "Level 5?"

 Sandra suddenly exclaimed.

 From her words, it seemed that this bodyless, half-headed insectman was a Level 5 extraordinary being.

 This was not something completely unacceptable.

 After all, the last time the mini legion was forced to abandon their mission and take a break, there was a Level 5 nest.

 Moreover, the half-headed Level 5 insectman felt very similar to that Level 5 nest insectman.

 "Link, the God Devouring Worm larva wants to eat it!"

 Jasmine said in Link's heart.

 "Tell Sandra directly."

 Link replied like this.

 "Okay."

 Jasmine responded, then turned to look at Sandra.

 "What's up?"

 Feeling Jasmine's gaze, and recalling Jasmine's earlier request for resources, Sandra took the initiative to ask.

 Not beating around the bush, Jasmine got straight to the point: "I have a way to kill this Level 5 insectman, but there might not be a corpse left."

 "Understood."

 Sandra discerned Jasmine's insinuation and turned to the two members in charge of reconnaissance, saying, "Pull back all reconnaissance magic tools."

 At the same time, Sandra ordered the Cloud Rainbow to only do reconnaissance, not to save images.

 The other members readily accepted these arrangements.

 Every wizard, more or less, has secrets or trump cards that they don't wish to reveal to others.

 Jasmine didn't explicitly state it, but everyone understood that she didn't want her method of killing the dying Level 5 insectman to be exposed for the time being.

 This was due not to a lack of trust in them, but the instinct of a wizard.

 The God Devouring Worm larva was already impatient. As soon as the mini legion made the adjustments, it activated its maximum stealth property and entered the nest.

 Even the Cloud Rainbow, whose surveillance system was operating at maximum power, didn't detect the God Devouring Worm larva.

 Of course, if Sandra knew that Jasmine had a God Devouring Worm as a Companion Spiritual Beast and used a reconnaissance magic tool developed specifically for the God Devouring Worm, she could detect it too.

 Just like wizards can restrain demons, after the Wizard World joined forces with the Abyss World and the Undead World to break through the Insect World, wizards can also say they can restrain the insect race.

 How could the wizards who are passionate about various studies not carry out related research after capturing so many insect race prisoners?

 No matter which group of insects, their weaknesses will be grasped by wizards!

 Less than ten minutes later, the God Devouring Worm larva sent Jasmine feelings of joy and a desire to hibernate.

 After devouring the half head of the Level 5 insectman, the God Devouring Worm larva was about to experience its first evolution since birth.

 "It's done."

 Waiting for the God Devouring Worm larva to return to the Sea of Consciousness, Jasmine reported to Sandra.

 "Scout!"

 Sandra nodded, then issued an order to verify whether any dangers still existed.

 When the two members in charge of reconnaissance reported that the internal investigation of the nest was completed and no other dangers were found, Sandra ordered the research team to continue their unfinished work.

 The purpose of this return was to complete the task, how could they stop just short of completesion.

 As the research team resumed work, Link fulfilled his own duties, patrolling the surroundings and staying on guard.

 After circling a few times around the damaged Level 3 nest and looking at it carefully, and communicating with Franda and the "Small World", Link confirmed that the "Small World" did not desire the damaged nest, and Franda did not like dealing with the "stinky bug nest". He abandoned the idea of incorporating the damaged nest into the "Small World".

 However, enlightenment struck and he was hit by his talents with "Alchemy Specialization" and "Material Specialization" simultaneously.

 Looking at the nest in front of him, where the insect race waged wars across the heavens, Link changed his line of thought, wasn't this a natural alchemy material?

 After joining the Academy's main department and spending two months on advanced studies, Link was still a novice in Alchemy and didn't know much.

 However, he still had the most basic judgement capability.

 If properly transformed, this damaged Level 3 nest could become a decent Third Ring Level magic tool.

 The key was whether Sandra would take the damaged nest.

 Being doubtful, he immediately asked.

 Link found Sandra and pointed to the damaged nest and asked, "How will this be dealt with?"

 "Do you want it?"

 Sandra responded just as straightforwardly.

 "Not necessarily. I'll have to see whether the legion or other members need it."

 Link replied seriously, "If they don't want it, then I'll take it."

 Sandra thought for a moment, then said, "Do you remember the three additional targets I mentioned last time?"

 "I remember."

 Link nodded slightly.

 "For those three additional targets, it seems that only one is related to the nest, but in reality, the latter two are derivations based on having a nest."

 Sandra looked directly into Link's eyes and said very seriously, "After trying and failing to get a nest on my own, I went to ask my third uncle to get me a nest, even if it's just a seedling. Can you guess what my third uncle said?"

 "What did he say?"

 Link cooperated like a straight man in a comedy skit.

 "He said,"

 Sandra looked reminiscent and sighed, "he said, only Beast Controlling Wizards and Intelligence Mechanism Wizards can perfectly control the insect race without backlashes. All Elemental Wizards who wanted the combat power of the insect race ended up becoming insectmen."

 After a pause, Sandra asked, "Do you know what insectmen are?"
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 "Understood." 

 Link replied solemnly.

 The so-called Insectman is no different from the Insect God.

 They seem to have human thinking, but in many ways of life, they start to gravitate towards insects, or have already begun to do so.

 Until finally, they become a humanoid Insect Race.

 There was a reason why Dean Frist didn't hand the Nest Seed over to Sandra.

 Previously, Sandra's anger was due to Dean Frist's disagreement with her decision to switch to Beast Controlling Wizard, on the grounds that the college didn't have a top-notch Beast Controlling Wizard's heritage.

 It wasn't until Jasmine explained that her decision to switch was a necessity, and not a college arrangement, and that the inheritance she had wasn't from the college.

 Only then did Sandra let go of her sudden anger and, as a return, adjusted the Shuttle and Mining Puppets to dig and transport the resources Jasmine needed.

 Link then solemnly said to Sandra, "I just want to use it as an alchemical ingredient."

 "You know alchemy?"

 Upon hearing this, Sandra instantly put aside what she knew about "Insectman" and "Nest".

 What could be more important than Link Grande knowing alchemy?

 "Just a little bit, I just started learning."

 Link admitted honestly, without any concealment.

 Anyone could find the records of the university-level courses he had taken, as well as the data and literature he had consulted in the library, Advanced Literature Library, and the "Academic Points" exchange webpage.

 And after all, knowing alchemy wasn't a big deal.

 Isn't every wizard thinking of developing one or two side jobs?

 The main training goals filed by Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College in the Supreme Council's registration documents are biological research and extraordinary medical personnel.

 Conquest of the Heavens is a side job for all wizards trained by Ravensmouth College!

 Sandra was silent as she listened to Link's casual tone.

 Is alchemy something that can be learned if you want to?

 It's more talent-dependent than Potion Study!

 Without talent, despite possessing all the Magic Stones in the world, one can at best become a qualified Alchemist, with nearly no hope of adding a "Grand" prefix.

 "Are you now an Alchemist or an Alchemy Master?"

 After a moment of silence, Sandra asked.

 The Alchemist system is different from the Pharmacist system.

 In terms of level division, the Pharmacist system is divided into five levels: junior, intermediate, senior, grand, and titled.

 The Alchemist system is divided into Alchemist, Alchemy Master, Grand Alchemist, and Titled Alchemist.

 "Alchemist."

 Link answered truthfully.

 Although he has only been studying for two months, under the tremendous bonus of the "Alchemy specialization" talent and the "Material Specialization" talent, Link has become a qualified Alchemist.

 He has formally entered the field of alchemy!

 Sandra fell silent again.

 She felt like she had suffered a brutal blow!

 The Junior and Senior Division's curriculum, data, literature, and even the whole Ravensmouth Special Area, contain very few materials and literature related to alchemy.

 Even if Link Grande had already begun to try to learn alchemy, he could not have learned anything valuable.

 Only by entering the college headquarters can one have access to a large number of alchemy courses, materials, and literature.

 In other words, only two months, just two months.

 And, Sandra also knew that Link Grande had to balance the research work of Sage Selene's Potion Research Group and the research and experiments required for the advanced courses.

 "Is this a real genius?"

 Sandra felt a sense of frustration.

 Such defiance is unthinkable. Setting aside her family background, Sandra was far from being a match for him.

 No wonder her third uncle valued him so much.

 No wonder the high-level wizards she had been exposed to since childhood always said that qualifications were only important in the apprentice stage, and they gradually ceased to have a decisive impact once they reached the official wizard level.

 "Find a way to get it yourself."

 With a wave of her hand, Sandra looked dispirited and no longer wanted to speak to Link Grande, who had dealt her a heavy blow.

 After leaving these words, she chose to leave.

 "What did you do to her?"

 Just as Link was guessing why Sandra had such mood swings, Gerald came over and asked when he noticed something was wrong with Sandra.

 "Nothing."

 Link answered truthfully, "I just answered her question and told her I really have become an Alchemist."

 "You..."

 Gerald looked at Link, who was indeed puzzled, with a complicated expression. He shook his head, said nothing, and went to the corner to lick his wounds.

 Another person who had suffered a heavy blow from Link!

 Which descendant of a prominent family at headquarters, who had more Magic Stones than they could spend, wouldn't try to learn alchemy?

 What if they were that one-in-a-million genius?

 Unfortunately, Gerald was not.

 At least now Gerald knew why Sandra seemed to be in a daze.

 Looking at their reactions, Link gazed pensively and gained a more intuitive understanding of the difficulty of getting started with alchemy.

 But then, thinking about the intelligent machinery and intelligent puppets universally used in the Wizard World, Link felt a bit weird.

 It seems that alchemy and the Intelligence Mechanism Wizard are not strongly related.

 They are two different branches of the same main road!

 Putting aside his doubts, Link continued to patrol, staying alert.

 Before long, the research team had finished all its work, and the mini legion could return home.

 As long as all the work results are compiled into a complete report, backed up with empirical evidence, and submitted to the Supreme Council.
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 This tumultuous mission can now be declared complete.

 Under Sandra's command, the Micro Army made use of their all-terrain vehicle to swiftly evacuate the underground core and reach the surface.

 The shuttle was already waiting at the designated location.

 Everyone switched to the shuttle and quickly returned to the Cloud Rainbow.

 Once in the landing bay, decontamination was carried out, they exchanged their protective suits for interstellar variants, and the Micro Army split into two groups.

 The research team headed to the Medical Cabin and laboratory, tallying the inspection and examination data on transported insects and insect eggs. Then, they engaged in live experimentation on the insect race, before synthesizing all data into a report.

 Sandra led the reconnaissance and combat teams to the cockpit.

 "Display the status of the old 'God Devouring Worm '."

 Having settled in the captain's seat, Sandra quickly slipped into the role and issued orders.

 "Understood."

 Tower Spirit responded and promptly displayed real-time images of the imprisoned old "God Devouring Worm " on a large screen.

 This old "God Devouring Worm " seemed to be literally waiting for death.

 The Micro Army found it in the same state it was in two days ago, no change at all.

 Not to mention a rebellion, it hadn't even moved.

 "Were any anomalies discovered during the surveillance period?"

 After observing for a while, Sandra asked Tower Spirit directly.

 "No abnormalities."

 The Spirit gave an answer that surprised no one.

 If an anomaly had truly occurred during surveillance on the Cloud Rainbow, Tower Spirit would have notified the Micro Army to evacuate long ago.

 Sandra's question was merely a procedural confirmation.

 After a moment of silence, Sandra made the decision to avoid any complications and return to the Academy headquarters.

 "Return home."

 After reviewing the mission, ensuring no oversights, Sandra issued the order.

 "Understood."

 Tower Spirit accepted the order, immediately changing the Cloud Rainbow's course. The regular engine powered up, reaching near-light speed in an extremely short amount of time.

 After Cloud Rainbow began its journey back from Level 3 Insect World and towards the Academy headquarters, two shadowy figures appeared in the star system the Cloud Rainbow had just vacated.

 "Are you satisfied now?"

 Dean Frist queried the Lady Lisandra standing beside him.

 "Satisfied? It's just passable."

 Lady Lisandra said expressionlessly, "She's still too naive."

 A bitter smile appeared on the corner of Dean Frist's mouth, he said helplessly, "When we were Sandra's age, we might not have done better than her, especially..."

 "Especially what?"

 Lady Lisandra's tone suddenly turned chilly, "Especially what? Just say what you want to say!"

 Dean Frist took a deep breath: "Especially at that time, you were completely love-struck!"

 "What did you say?"

 Lady Lisandra's voice was dangerously low, "Say that again?"

 "Again?"

 Dean Frist laughed coldly, "Not just once, even if it's countless times, I'd say the same. You were love-struck back then, nowhere near as good as Sandra now. So, don't forcibly impart what you consider good on Sandra. Let her mess up if she wants to. As long as she survives, she will definitely grow stronger in the future."

 Lady Lisandra was thoroughly provoked, greatly annoyed, but she didn't refute, nor did she attack Dean Frist.

 Because what Dean Frist said was the truth!

 With a step, she disappeared.

 Dean Frist restored his calm, staring at the trapped old "God Devouring Worm" that Lady Lisandra had specifically left for Sandra.

 With a light tap of his finger, the false illusion on the old "God Devouring Worm", which made it seem as if it were at death's door, dissipated, revealing the truth.

 A young "God Devouring Worm" equivalent to a Level 4 Extraordinary!

 If Sandra had attacked with reckless abandon, mistakenly assuming it was an old "God Devouring Worm", the Micro Army might not have been destroyed, but they would definitely have faced a tough battle.

 At that time, the constraints Lady Lisandra had placed would have been released due to the attack.

 The young "God Devouring Worm" would have been able to perfectly display its stealth and prophecy abilities, among others.

 In a face-to-face confrontation, only Link could withstand the "God Devouring Worm's" attack, others would be injured with just a touch!

 Sandra had successfully avoided this trap on her return mission, thus it could be considered a success.

 Dean Frist lightly tapped his finger, wiping out the young "God Devouring Worm" who had anticipated its imminent death and had begun to struggle furiously.

 Then, he commented on the trap Lady Lisandra had set:

 "Unnecessary!"
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 The "Cloud Rainbow" returned to the Rear Camp.

 This time, Sandra did not directly announce the disbandment of the Mini Legion on the spot.

 Instead, she very formally chaired a post-mission summary meeting, discussing the performance of each link in this mission.

 What was done well, what mistakes could be avoided, and what needed improvement.

 After reviewing the segments, groups and even individuals were given a critique.

 Sandra's remarks were candid, objective, straightforward, sharp, revealing, and quite accurate.

 It was no wonder she often made the boast, and prided herself on, her "good judgment."

 After critiquing everyone, Sandra unabashedly did a self-criticism session.

 She felt she still lacked combat command experience, particularly when encountering the fleets from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, as she did not make the correct response immediately.

 If she wanted to fight, she should have fought back decisively; if she wanted to retreat, she should have initiated the jump engine or the curvature engine and retreated at once.

 Instead, she retreated a certain distance and, despite clearly being able to withdraw safely, changed her mind to counterattack halfway through.

 Even if she wanted to counterattack, she should have found a zone where the "Cloud Rainbow" could perform more effectively, like a star system filled with meteoroids.

 In this case, the "Cloud Rainbow" would be able to make full use of its agility against a large and powerful enemy, without having to withstand many attacks.

 The way she turned around and charged was unable to maximize the role of the "Cloud Rainbow".

 The only commendable aspect was allowing Link and Gerald to travel on the Dewdrop Miniature Warship, waiting for an opportunity to strike.

 After completing the critique and self-critique, Sandra asked every member of the mini legion to share their views. Whether it was what they had learned or the lessons they had learned, everything was open to discussion, and speaking out was encouraged.

 This time, Sandra did not wait for the members to speak of their own accord, but asked Link to start.

 Link was very agreeable. He didn't show any false modesty; instead, he stood up and immediately began speaking.

 His words were equally sharp, pointing out Sandra's omissions as the head of the legion and then lambasting where others fell short.

 At the end of his speech, Link admitted that he had made mistakes in choosing the type of assault during the raid on the Flame and Metal Trading Company, failing to maximize the damage inflicted.

 Following Link's lead, the subsequent speeches of every legion member were very frank and straightforward.

 They not only pointed out what they thought others had done wrong, but also reflected on their own shortcomings, questioning why they had reacted in such ways and how they should correct and improve them in the future.

 In short, this was a meeting of unity, a meeting of victory.

 Both the Mini Legion itself and every member of the Mini Legion had made significant progress and achieved results.

 The meeting finally ended amid thunderous applause.

 After the meeting, all members of the Mini Legion had a meal together at the Rear Camp to strengthen their bonds.

 During the meal, everyone was cheerful and high-spirited as if they had forgotten about their family backgrounds, origins, and ranks.

 At least during this banquet, everyone only had one identity—that of a member of Sandra's Mini Legion.

 The banquet ended, and then Sandra announced the disbandment of the Mini Legion on the spot.

 The members went to different destinations via the teleportation gate, one after another.

 As when they arrived, there were indeed noticeable differences.

 It is not known when Sandra presented the mission report written by the Research Group on the journey back to the Rear Camp with the "Cloud Rainbow", to the Supreme Council to apply for task completion certification.

 After Link and Jasmine returned to the main campus of the academy, they did not go anywhere else; instead they went straight back to the villa.

 Tired from all the running around, both of them were a little weary.

 It happened to be the afternoon at the main campus of the academy, so Link and Jasmine washed up, changed clothes, and then took a leisurely nap on the lawn in the backyard, bathing in the warm sunlight.

 Work and rest were balanced, providing for a leisurely half day off.

 This feeling was quite good.

 They both slept until nightfall, woke up almost at the same time, and then busied themselves with their own things.

 One made tea while the other watched the intelligent kitchen prepare the food.

 In no time, the dining table was filled with steaming delicacies.

 All of which were the dishes and snacks that they liked.

 During the mission these few days, everyone had barely eaten anything proper and totally relied on magic power to support the physical consumption of their bodies.

 Although not eating wouldn't cause any adverse effects on a wizard's body and could instead help keep the body clean.

 But not eating or drinking could lead to psychological discomfort.

 So, after they had relieved their fatigue, the first thing they did was to have a hearty meal to satisfy their taste buds.

 They didn't talk while eating.

 In a peaceful ambiance, the two of them finished dinner, leisurely had some tea.

 Afterwards, both went back to their rooms to rest.

 A simple life, like flowing water, is the true pursuit.

 As for the killing, Link didn't like it.

 Ok.

 The next day.

 Early in the morning, the two left the villa and headed straight for Sage Selene's Potion Research Group Laboratory Building.

 Their classes would not start again for another three days.

 They had to catch up on the progress of their work in the research group in these three days, and complete the research and experiments required for their advanced studies.

 They only had half a day to relax.

 Any more would be negligence.

 Upon reaching the laboratory building and before they entered, both Link and Jasmine simultaneously felt that the aura inside the laboratory building was somewhat eerie.
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 "Wait, don't rush in." 

 Link felt a familiar presence and immediately held Jasmine back.

 "What's wrong?"

 Even though she sensed something strange about the energy, Jasmine didn't take it too seriously.

 This was the main campus. If there could be danger here, how could Ravensmouth College be the top force in the Mitchell District?

 "Just wait."

 Link did not directly tell Jasmine the reason, even though he could use "telepathy technique", or convey his thoughts by utilizing the power of the "God Devouring Worm".

 Because after he opened his mouth and held Jasmine back, the other person inside the laboratory, who was with Sage Selene, had already locked onto Link.

 If Link dared utter a word that would tarnish his image, he would take action and "punish" him.

 Seeing this, Jasmine stopped asking and halted too.

 "Come in."

 Sage Selene called out at this point, clearly not pleased with the actions of the man sitting opposite her.

 "Sigh!"

 Link sighed, holding Jasmine's hand as they entered the laboratory.

 They did not go to any lab but directly headed to the top floor, to Sage Selene's office.

 As expected, the man sitting opposite Sage Selene was Sage Palo, who they had not seen for two months.

 "Does playing hard to get really work, when you are chasing after the love of your life?"

 Though inwardly making sarcastic remarks, outwardly, Link and Jasmine together greeted the two Sages.

 "Sit, sit next to me."

 Sage Selene took on the role of the host, indicating the empty spots on either side of her.

 Link and Jasmine shared a look, then seamlessly sat on the left and right of Sage Selene.

 "Alright, now that the involved parties have arrived, you can continue."

 Sage Selene was pleased with Link and Jasmine's actions. She had a smile on her face, but her tone was stark while speaking toward Sage Palo.

 She wasn't acting like she was facing her longtime love interest, but as if dealing with an ordinary collaborator.

 A brief bitterness flashed in Sage Palo's eyes, but he remained helpless.

 He took advantage of his return to the main campus to look for Selene, hoping for a good conversation.

 To mend the relations between the two of them.

 He didn't want their relationship to become stiff.

 However, Sage Selene first denied him the opportunity to discuss any other topic, sticking to the excuse Sage Palo casually used - commissioning the Sage Selene Potion Research Group to optimize the "Empowerment" Potion Project, busily discussing the terms of the project partnership.

 And then she forcefully inserted Link and Jasmine into the situation, leaving Palo with no chance to be alone with her.

 In other words, Sage Palo was rebuffed.

 Sage Selene refused to easily open her heart to him again!

 Unable to do anything else, Palo gave a rueful smile, shook his head, and began to walk out.

 If she didn't want to talk this time, then he'd find another opportunity next time.

 A flash of astonishment crossed Link's face.

 This man is really too straightforward!

 Doesn't he know how to be persistent?

 Selene found herself somewhat disappointed.

 He gave up after encountering a small setback. What about her?

 The setbacks she's encountered are far more than just a little!

 Even if not ten thousand times, but over the course of decades, they must add up to hundreds or thousands of times.

 "What should we do?"

 Jasmine, being the one who understood Selene's feelings best, couldn't help but voice her thoughts to Link, paying no mind to the fact that the two Sages might sense it.

 The method of the "God Devouring Worm" transferring thoughts and the derivative contract between Link and Franda were completely different.

 This method still required the use of spiritual power.

 So, as soon as Jasmine passed on her thoughts, both Sages caught her spiritual power fluctuation and instinctively deciphered it.

 It was as if Jasmine was discoursing a conspiracy with Link in front of the two Sages.

 Link thought for a moment and decided to use this to his advantage.

 So, he responded in confusion: "What do you mean? If Sage Palo wants to leave, let him. Selene didn't try to stop him. Why are we being anxious here?"

 Jasmine eagerly said, "But Selene expects Palo to stay and try harder!"

 Link: "I don't understand these things, and I would suggest you not guess, what if you are wrong?"

 Jasmine: "How can it be a guess? All of Selene's harsh actions are to make Palo understand the pain of unrequited love, the bitterness of not getting a response. She doesn't really want to give up on Palo. Why can't Palo persevere?."

 Link: "Uh..."

 "Enough, you two!"

 Sage Selene's face was icy cold, she directly issued a dismissal order, "Get out! Stop talking nonsense and stop spreading rumors!"

 She was so angry that she was a little inaccurate with her words.

 Link and Jasmine quickly got up and slipped out of the office, one from the left and one from the right of Sage Palo.

 Outside the door, the two shared a look and laughed in perfect understanding.

 Inside the office.

 Sage Palo stiffened for a moment, then slowly turned around to look at Sage Selene with a complex expression on his face.

 He did not speak for a long while.

 Sage Selene did not avoid his gaze. In fact, she met Palo's eyes openly.

 Even if her thoughts were revealed entirely by Link and Jasmine, so what?

 It did not interfere with her plan to wear down or test Palo.

 "Sigh!"

 After a long time, Sage Palo let out a heavy sigh, shuffled his steps, and sat down opposite Selene again.

 Opening and closing his mouth several times, Palo hesitated to say, "Selene, it's not that I didn't want to…"

 "What you wanted then does not concern me!"

 Selene cut him off before he finished his sentence, "And whatever you want now, has even less to do with me!"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 165: Really became a hot cake_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "We really are..." 

 Sage Palo paused, continuing his sentence trying to play the emotional card.

 "Nothing! Stop talking nonsense!"

 Sage Selene continued to interrupt him.

 Sage Palo was instantly dumbfounded!

 Why was this so much harder than learning witchcraft and fighting demons?

 Where was Assad? Teach me now!

 Assad Kenneth, who had just come to mind for Sage Palo, had just met up with Link and Jasmine.

 "I have something to discuss, would that be alright?"

 Assad and Link gently shook hands and so he said.

 "Of course."

 Link nodded, "Let's go to my office."

 The three of them left the rooftop and went to Link's private office located on the second floor's east side.

 They sat down with Jasmine brewing a cup of hot tea.

 Ever since Link had developed tea as a beverage, it was sold throughout Ravensmouth City through the Grande Potion Shop, and distributed as gifts arranged by Jasmine.

 The number of wizards who liked to drink tea was growing.

 And Assad was no exception.

 He picked up the tea cup, first took a light sniff of the fragrance, then took a sip and slowly savored it.

 After a while, Assad complained: "You really did keep the best tea leaves for yourself. What you gave us, and what you sell, is all subpar!"

 Link just chuckled without word.

 It was jokingly said, but finding the suitable extraordinary plants to be made into tea leaves was hard.

 Not to mention the top-tier tea.

 The yield was really limited.

 One carefully cultivated and cared for top-tier "tea tree" could only produce about a few ounces a year.

 With Link's limited ability, he could only cultivate seven or eight of them.

 Being able to share that with you was something you should be happy about.

 Assad took it as a friend's joke and didn't really feel upset.

 After savoring the tea for a while, Assad brought up the main topic: "I came to you during Sage Palo's performance review, primarily for two things."

 "Go ahead."

 Link put down his tea cup, and listened attentively.

 "First, the Clark Family wants to make some agreements with the Grande Potion Shop, hoping to purchase some specific potions annually from it for a preliminary period of ten years."

 Just from hearing this, you could tell that the Clark Family was trying to repay Link.

 Surviving the Time-Space confusion was not easy, even if Elise Clark was the special "special guest" mentioned in the prophecy.

 Because falling into the Time-Space confusion itself was likely to be a test.

 Link was involved in this, and it was confirmed by the Supreme Council that he did participate in Elise Clark's first round of tests, and provided great help.

 Later, Dean Frist casually mentioned that Link Grande's "Hummingbird" warship was destroyed while resisting the Time-Space disturbance. Link daringly claimed compensation from the academy, truly having a wild courage.

 The Clark Family then knew that Dean Frist was giving them a hint.

 The academy compensated Link Grande, what about you guys?

 Show me where your action is?

 The Clark Family stated that they were not as generous as the academy. For things like magic stones and resources, they have started to save as much as possible for Elise Clark who may need them.

 They might as well make a long-term cooperation deal with the Grande Potion Shop.

 "Hmm."

 Link calmly accepted the proposal, saying, "Let them work out the specifics with Betty, the current manager of the Grande Potion Shop, if they have any problems, they can look for Jasmine, if not, they can find me."

 "Okay."

 Assad didn't take Link's attitude as arrogance.

 Given Link's current strength and status, and his high regard by Sages Palo, Selene, and Cody, as well as Dean Frist.

 You couldn't say he was on an equal footing with the Clark family, but at least he could work with them on an equal footing.

 After a slight pause, Assad said seriously, "The second issue is my personal matter, and it may be a little presumptuous. If it makes you uncomfortable, you can directly refuse without consider my feelings."

 "What's the matter?"

 Seeing Assad so serious, Link also took it seriously.

 Assad pressed his lips together, then decisively said:

 "I want to join 'Do Whatever You Like'!"
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 "Are you sure?" 

 Hearing Assad speak like this, Link was quite surprised.

 Last time in the Fairy World, when Assad revealed to Link that he had been promoted to a Third Level Wizard.

 A Third Level Wizard joining an organization where the founder was only a Second Level Wizard was more surprising than Sandra joining.

 "I'm sure!"

 Assad nodded emphatically, affirmed in a manner beyond dispute.

 Upon hearing this, Link fell silent, not knowing how to reply for a period of time.

 It was not that Link did not dare accept Assad's request to join, or worried that Assad's joining would affect his position within 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 Neither was it because he hadn't deduced why Assad did not choose to join the Clark Family after leaving the Palo Sage Army.

 He was thinking about what "Do Whatever You Like" or Link Grande could offer Assad if he really chose to join.

 Jasmine, who had been sitting quietly, interjected, asking, "Could you elaborate on your reason and request for wanting to join 'Do Whatever You Like'?"

 After a pause, Jasmine explained, "You see, 'Do Whatever You Like' has always been managed by me. Even now, regular weekly reports are sent to me from the homeland."

 Since Assad wanted to join, he would have investigated and understood this.

 He knew that Jasmine Kidman, Link's girlfriend, was also a great help in his endeavors.

 Whether it was 'Do Whatever You like' or the Grande Potion Shop, Jasmine had contributed greatly to their development.

 One could even say she was the biggest contributor!

 Looking into Jasmine's questioning eyes, Assad candidly said, "Joining the Clark Family would have been my worst choice. The Sage Cody did invite me to join his army, but I kindly refused. You can figure out the reason."

 After a pause, Assad emphasized:

 "I believe that me joining 'Do Whatever You Like' can have a complementary effect."

 "You two are currently studying at the academic headquarters and it will be two years before you can return home."

 "During this time, with only a group of First Level Wizards, it may not be able to uphold Link's growing reputation and the vigorous development trend of 'Do Whatever You Like'".

 "I self-recommend, believing that I can uphold the hard-earned reputation and development trend if I become the face of 'Do Whatever You Like'".

 His words were quite reasonable.

 The Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group were the second-line teams of 'Do Whatever You Like', all being First Level Wizards.

 It would take them at least three to five years to be promoted to Second Level Wizards at the fastest rate.

 There was indeed a subtle feeling that they could not hold up the facade.

 And now, with Assad's inclusion, it was indeed in time.

 "I have no objection."

 Jasmine had a better understanding of the current state of 'Do Whatever You Like' than Link.

 She knew that even if Assad had his own agenda, the help he could bring to 'Do Whatever You Like' and Link after joining would be significant.

 "I also agree."

 By this time, Link had thought it through, recommending Assad to be the representative of 'Do Whatever You Like' would be the greatest benefit to Assad.

 This way, he could have a decent title and identity at the wedding he was about to host with Renee Clark.

 "Jasmine, prepare the appointment and seal. I'll write a letter to Buck and Linn, explaining the specifics."

 Having made the decision, it was to be executed immediately.

 Link has always been resolute like this, never dragging his feet when it comes to action.

 This time, Assad fell into silence, waiting patiently.

 Before long, Link's handwritten letter was ready, and Jasmine's appointment and seal were prepared accordingly.

 The appointment and seal were given directly to Assad, but the handwritten letter was sent separately to Buck, Linn and others.

 "Assad."

 Before Assad could communicate with Link and Jasmine, Sage Palo, who had left Sage Selene's office, summoned him.

 "I'm running short on time, I'll go first. I'll report progress via the video conference later."

 Assad immediately got up and walked out, speaking as he walked.

 He presented himself very formally, using the expression "report progress" rather than "contact."

 Link and Jasmine walked him downstairs and said goodbye to Sage Palo.

 After the two of them had completely disappeared, Link and Jasmine were called into her office by Sage Selene.

 In the office.

 With a blank expression, Sage Selene silently watched the two faces of Link and Jasmine.

 After a long time, Sage Selene spoke up, her tone indifferent, "Don't you want to explain?"

 Link and Jasmine looked at each other and then asked in bewilderment, "Explain what? Have we done anything unusual?"

 Well, this counter-question made Sage Selene fall silent.

 What could she say?

 Could she say that Link and Jasmine shouldn't discuss the grievances between her and Palo using their hearts' voices?

 As a result, Palo knew her attitude and really started to persist as advised.

 He even brought up the past and indulged in memories.

 When she was caught unprepared, he used Speed Acceleration Magic and stole a kiss on her forehead?

 Not to mention that she and Palo listening into heart's voices were in essence eavesdropping on private conversation.

 If we only talk about the subsequent development, it does comply with her wishes.

 What Link and Jasmine seem to have done, it could indeed be said, brought her nothing but benefits.

 "Forget it, you may leave."

 Sage Selene was tired. She planned to admonish them, but ended up being outsmarted herself.
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 Seeing this duo before him, irritation quickly surfaced.

 Link chuckled and left Sage Selene's office with Jasmine.

 Following that, they were finally free from nagging chores.

 The two resumed their unfinished research work in the Level 3 Insect World to catch up on progress.

 Engrossed in numerous experiments and piles of data, Link had lost awareness of time, forgetting everything around him.

 He was snapped back to reality by the nasal voice of Lokan.

 The test subject, Lokan, had finally arrived at the laboratory before noon.

 Link took a deep breath, suddenly feeling a jolt of excitement.

 "You're here again."

 Jasmine noticed Link's change of mood and couldn't help but remark sarcastically.

 In these two months, much of Link's dedication to the Potion Research Group was driven by the fact that he could legitimately subject Lokan to torture.

 Literal torture!

 Lokan couldn't refuse or resist, no matter how absurd the treatment, he had to endure it all.

 As long as Link could present stage-related results related to the optimization and breakthrough of the combat potion for the body-refining wizards after torturing Lokan.

 "An opportunity once lost will never return. I must seize it."

 Link responded to Jasmine's sarcasm with a smile.

 He had never concealed his desire to torture Lokan.

 Not only was Jasmine aware of this, but Sage Selene and even Lokan himself knew too.

 "Get your current scraps done first before seeking fun."

 Jasmine did not stop Link, but simply made a not too excessive demand.

 "Of course."

 Link happily agreed and accelerated his actions.

 "You!"

 Lokan, who was undergoing a detailed body data check under the direction of Wizard Tina, immediately greeted Link when he saw him come in.

 Using just a single pronoun, he expressed his angry mood and helpless situation.

 "Me what? I'm fine, how have you been lately?"

 Ignoring Lokan's angry stare, Link cheerfully replied and then walked over to Wizard Tina, asking, "Tina sis, how is our subject doing today? I have a great idea but it requires quite an intense experiment, wonder if our subject can handle it?"

 Wizard Tina glanced at Link and snappishly said, "Just put a lid on it. It's only over the past few days, while you were gone, that Lokan has been able to recover, no longer severely overworked like before."

 "Alright, alright, I'll be gentler later."

 Link, ignoring Lokan's angry stare, cheerfully gave an unconvincing assurance.

 Jokes aside, not to mention the personal enmity between him and Lokan.

 Just considering the fact that Lokan has been pursuing Sage Selene, even forcibly left the Palo Sage army, preferring to be a test subject and came to the academy headquarters.

 Acting with the initiative of one who has received much care and protection from Sage Palo, Link thought he ought to do something, even if Palo himself never mentioned it.

 Sage Selene observed Link's behavior but didn't say much.

 After all, everything was Lokan's own choice, and he should be the one to bear responsibility.

 "What tricks are you up to now? Just try, even a squeak would be admitting defeat to you!"

 Knowing his anger would be useless and unable to dissuade Link, Lokan could only make a show of toughness.

 "Rest assured, it's not a bad idea. This time, it won't be painful. Plus, it will greatly benefit you."

 Link dropped then that line, turning around and leaving the check-up room.

 He went to a comprehensive laboratory area reserved for body-refining wizards' combat potion optimization and breakthrough team— the entire 3rd underground floor.

 While Link was provocatively visiting Lokan in the examination room, Jasmine had already come here and started preparations work.

 The experiment they were about to conduct was actually inspired by Jasmine.

 Having thoroughly understood Lokan's combat system composition, strengths and weaknesses, especially his flaws, she had been considering from an objective and neutral perspective on how to improve Lokan's combat performance.

 In the end, Jasmine suggested that instead of struggling to improve where Lokan lacked flexibility, why not maximize his strengths in strength and physique?

 This idea immediately sparked inspiration in Link, bringing two creatures to mind:

 King Kong and The Green Giant.

 Whether it was King Kong or The Green Giant, their flexibility was definitely inferior to their strength and physique.

 Since these two could roam freely based on their strength and physique.

 Then so could Lokan!

 As long as his constitution was high enough and his strength strong enough!

 Therefore, Link had been contemplating how to drastically increase the strength and physicality of body-refining wizards represented by Lokan during combat.

 Everything still pointed back to the "Empowerment" potion.

 Based on Link's early research, the "Empowerment" project popular in the Fairy World followed the path of permanent enhancement.

 With slight alterations, by opting for short-term enhancement, prioritizing timeliness instead of a qualitative change, it was completely feasible.

 However, the source of power to be bestowed upon the users could no longer be fairies from the Fairy World.

 This time, Link chose a near extinct bull-type demonic beast from the Wizarding World.

 Strong, enduring, robust, and calm - this bull-type demonic beast was most suitable for Link's new "Empowerment" potion.

 "Are you ready?"

 Through the loudspeaker, Link queried Lokan, who had dutifully walked into the isolation room with extraordinary defensive abilities.
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 "Bring it on." 

 Bare-chested and displaying robust muscles, the Lokan Wizard raised his head, booming out a challenge.

 "Hehe......"

 Link chuckled softly, controlling the intelligent machinery to pass the "new empowerment potion" that Jasmine had prepared into Lokan's hand.

 "Humph!"

 Lokan yanked the cork out of the potion bottle and tilted his head back to drink the emerald green potion.

 "Roar!"

 The potion's effects were very pronounced, taking effect immediately after entering his stomach.

 Lokan clenched his fists, veins bulging all over his body, he let loose a roar in quick succession.

 Without needing to transform and entering the berserker combat mode of body-refining wizards, Lokan's body dramatically grew taller and more robust, swelling by three sizes directly.

 With a height close to four meters and thighs that were wider than an average woman's hips, the strong physique indicated that Lokan was not a small giant to trifle with!

 With a loud bang.

 Without using the special witchcraft of the body-refining wizards to calm his mind and suppress the wild rage and destructive desires in his chest, Lokan seemed to struggle to control his violent tendencies.

 Suddenly, he threw a punch at the one-way transparent glass.

 The entire isolation room, the five walls and the transparent glass, all shook once.

 The one-way transparent glass even developed a small dent and crack.

 The power of this punch made Wizard Tina gasp in astonishment, her mouth agape in shock.

 The isolation room was built to high standards. The five walls and the transparent glass could withstand a full-powered, head-on attack from a large-caliber star-annihilating cannon without any damage.

 For Sage Selene to launch a full-on attack, several third ring witchcrafts were needed to break the one-way transparent glass.

 Fourth ring witchcraft involved a slight use of the power of rules, hence, it couldn't be used to accurately measure the defensive strength of the transparent glass.

 What did it mean that Lokan's casual punch has left a mark on the transparent glass?

 It meant that after taking the "new empowerment" potion, Lokan's casual punch carried the attack and destructive power of ordinary third ring witchcraft.

 This indicated that Link's "new empowerment" potion had a significant research value and practicality.

 "Roar!"

 At this moment, Lokan transformed, his body swiftly becoming a nearly eight-meter-tall giant.

 After screaming, seven witchcrafts were instantly bestowed onto him, amplifying his strength, constitution and speed, which included witchcraft effects such as destroying spells, penetrating attacks and causing shock waves. He threw another plain punch.

 Sharp, piercing sonic booms were created in the isolation room.

 In the blink of an eye, the fist made a second intimate contact with the transparent glass.

 This time, there wasn't even a "boom" sound.

 Wizard Tina opened her mouth wider with surprise.

 She saw the transparent glass crack like a spider's web.

 Just one more punch and the transparent glass that could withstand several third ring witchcraft attacks from Sage Selene was going to shatter!

 "Lokan, take it easy!"

 Sensing the disturbance, Sage Selene hurried over in time, stopping Lokan, who was hot-headed and ready to break the transparent glass with another blow in preparation for a bout of bare-knuckle fighting with Link.

 "Roar!"

 Lokan reluctantly cast a glance at Link, who was completely unafraid, and dismissed his transformation voluntarily.

 The effects of the "new empowerment" potion remained, keeping his body three sizes larger than usual.

 Bulges of muscles all over his body looked intimidating. A glance could tell he was a rash person.

 "Tina, compile the related data. Link, give me the original report of the potion."

 Sage Selene ignoring Lokan, started issuing instructions.

 Link casually raised his right hand to the side, and Jasmine immediately handed over the files which they had prepared in the morning.

 "Heh, you two were prepared for this."

 The Sage Selene glanced at the two, their tacit understanding making her mind filled with thoughts.

 At this time, Wizard Tina quickly pulled out all the detection data before and after Lokan took the "new empowerment" potion, forming a report and handing it over to Sage Selene.

 "I will study these materials in detail. You should each get back to your tasks."

 Having gotten the data and the report she wanted, Sage Selene walked out, uttering instructions as she walked, "Lokan, take a rest, and take good care of your body. Link, don't act recklessly."

 "Yes."

 Link and Lokan responded simultaneously.

 To the unknowing, it would seem like they had a good relationship.

 After shooting Link a fierce glare, Lokan left the isolation room and went to the recovery room.

 Link casually greeted Wizard Tina, then, along with Jasmine, headed back to their villa.

 After speedily eating their lunches and resting for a bit,

 The two came back to the lab that Dean Frist had gifted them and went on with their individual activities.

 Jasmine was busy nurturing her Nest Seed to increase her power,

 while Link was busy researching related materials and documents on Alchemy, aiming to utilize the broken Nest in his "Small World".

 He had a concept for a combat type magic tool, which might be realized by transforming the broken Nest.

 The problem was that the knowledge reserves about Alchemy were still inadequate.

 It's going to be a long journey ahead.
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 Alchemy has no shadow. 

 The news set public opinion ablaze.

 Within the academy headquarters, a piece of news spread rapidly.

 Sandra Diomand, the great-granddaughter of the two Great Sages, the daughter of Lady Lisandra, had surprisingly joined an unknown small organization.

 Well, this organization does have some degree of prominence.

 At least its founder often makes it onto the "trending list", drawing a lot of attention.

 Moreover, the organization itself has great potential for development and is growing vigorously.

 Whether it's placed among local junior division and senior division academies, or the base academies in the headquarters, it is considered top-tier.

 However, regardless of its high potential and rapid growth, the organization does not deserve Sandra's membership.

 Such an incident has provoked dissatisfaction among many descendants of prominent families.

 Because of Sandra's background and identity, and her usual style, these descendants of powerful families did not dare to confront Sandra and ask her to give up her intention to join this small organization.

 If she wanted to join an organization, whether for fun or for serious development, there were plenty of organizations within the academy available for her to choose from.

 After all, these were all organizations established by her own people, it didn't matter how she mingled with them. Why join an organization formed by outsiders?

 Isn't this causing them to lose face?

 Therefore, the descendants of these powerful families, who wanted to vent their frustration, set their sights on this organization and its founder.

 They dared not target Sandra, but were they not daring enough to target you?

 Currently, this organization has not yet established a presence within the academy headquarters, it is far away on the local level, and temporarily not easy to target.

 They decided to go after the founder instead.

 Fortunately, the founder of this small organization was currently studying at the academy headquarters.

 Picking a fight with him and teaching him a lesson shouldn't be difficult, right?

 Perhaps they could even force him to voluntarily withdraw Sandra, wouldn't that be even better?

 Many members of the powerful families had thoughts like these.

 A lot of them had wanted to teach this guy Link Grande a lesson for a while now but were restrained by the fact that the two Great Sages had met him in person, forcing them to keep their aggression in check.

 Now with this opportunity presenting itself, naturally they wanted to seize it.

 Unfortunately, just as these powerful family descendants began to take action and convened a "Teach Grande a Lesson" conference, stern orders from their respective families arrived.

 They absolutely must not blindly cause trouble for Link Grande. If they were injured or killed, their families would not interfere.

 In the beginning, these descendants of the large families were defiant, believing that they had the advantage in numbers and held the upper hand location-wise. They did not see how they could possibly be injured or killed.

 At that moment, a video suddenly started playing on the large screen at the conference.

 The video featured a Wizard in fiery red battle armor, a colorful pentagram on his forehead, a white circle on his chest, standing in space with a large sword held high above his head, fiercely slashing at a supply ship in front of him.

 The oversized sword-shaped shadow, enlarged by a hundred times to a length of 200 meters and a width of 15 meters, flashed by.

 It effortlessly cut open the defensive shield of the supply ship, striking the angled tail section of the ship.

 The body of the supply ship was torn open, with a third of the hull separated and the engine destroyed.

 The entire supply ship suddenly lost power and shook violently.

 Countless supplies poured out.

 At the end of the video, it revealed the identity of the armored wizard to be Link Grande, the very person these powerful family descendants were preparing to confront.

 It wasn't until then that these descendants had to face a fact they had been avoiding all this while.

 This Link Grande, who had been completely dismissive of them ever since he arrived at the academy headquarters, had neither paid them any appeasing visits nor accepted their invitations. He had shown rudeness to different high-level wizards, refusing to let them interfere. This annoying individual was actually a super genius who seemed to defy all norms.

 He was a remarkable talent who was able to suppress senior second-level wizards even at the first-level wizard stage.

 He was a freak who had just been promoted to second-level wizard and given the acknowledgement that his fighting capabilities were on par with a third-level wizard by Dean Frist before starting to study advanced spells.

 He was the formidable wizard showcased in that video, who single-handedly destroyed a ship.

 He was a truly formidable wizard, possessing the combat power of a third-level wizard.

 If they rashly rushed in to confront him, they might truly end up in a massacre like head-on collision.

 Therefore, the descendants from the prestigious families who had gathered to discuss ways to set traps for Link Grande and attack him, left one after another, crestfallen and defeated.

 Not one of them could match the strength of Grande, let alone defeat him, even if they were to gang up on him. As long as he wasn't immobilized by a trap, they wouldn't be able to subdue him.

 Ganging up to attack someone wouldn't look good either, would it?

 Wouldn't they lose face?

 If the people at Mesopotamia University found out about this, they would probably laugh at them for decades.

 Gerald, who was watching the "Teach Grande a Lesson" conference from the sidelines, its conception, convocation, enthusiastic discussions, rubbing of hands in anticipation, abrupt dousing of spirits, and final dispersal, found it all decidedly dull.

 Since when did the wizards coming from the local territories for further study carry such a strong deterrent?

 Oh, there had been this trend for several decades now.

 Well, never mind, then.

 Gerald sat for a while, pondered over a few things, and finally sought Sandra, reporting to her that the "Teach Grande a Lesson" conference had abruptly ended, without any follow-up actions.

 "That's normal."

 Upon hearing Gerald's recounting with a mix of doubt and awe, Sandra responded, "The academy headquarters functions like a greenhouse, ideal for nurturing plants. But these plants have not experienced any hardship, and are extremely delicate. Faced with the continually imported plants that have survived the brutalities of nature, the greenhouse nurtures can initially take advantage of their conditions and upbringing, to gain a slight upper hand. However, gradually, it will become a stalemate, before the greenhouse nurtured eventual fall behind."
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 Pausing for a moment, Sandra sighed, "I used to be a greenhouse plant too, no different from them."

 Gerald was not good with words, remaining silent.

 After some thought, Sandra instructed Gerald, "Tell Link about this, and tell him that I have found a place for 'Do Whatever You Like' to be stationed. Please ask him to spare some time to inspect it."

 Gerald nodded, then asked doubtfully, "Do I need to join 'Do Whatever You like'?"

 Sandra replied nonchalantly, "If you want to join, apply; if you don't want to, that's fine too. 'Do Whatever You Like' is really very free."

 "Really?"

 Gerald left thoughtfully and in the laboratory next door, a gift from Dean Frist, he found Link deeply engrossed in his books.

 "I need to talk to you. Do you have time?"

 Knocking on the table, Gerald spoke to Link, who was looking up from a pile of documents.

 "Hmm, go ahead."

 Link got up and walked to the guest room on the side, making a pot of good tea for Gerald, whom he had been getting along with more and more intimately.

 "Three things. First, Sandra asked me to tell you that she has found a place for the organization and asks you to inspect it when you are free; Second, you don't have to worry about the targeting from some people anymore, they have already dispersed; Third, after giving it some thought, I want to join 'Do Whatever You Like' too."

 Having said all he wanted to, Gerald took a sip of his tea.

 Since they returned from completing their task, of the six sons of great families of the college headquarters in the Mini legion, only Gerald had sought out Link a few times.

 Here, Gerald got to drink excellent tea, and he instantly fell in love with this flavorful drink.

 After going back, Gerald ordered a batch of tea leaves from his homeland, but couldn't drink them with the same flavor he felt at Link's place.

 Ravensmouth College had another fellow harboring resentment towards Link.

 Link took a sip of his clear and fragrant tea, saying leisurely, "No need to inspect, we can just go have a look together. It is good if there is no trouble. If you want to join, just follow the procedure. No matter how close we are, we can't break the rules."

 "Alright."

 Gerald agreed instantly, gulped down a cup of good tea, and got up to leave.

 As he was leaving, his right hand moved involuntarily, as if out of control, sweeping across the tea table and taking something away.

 Link looked at the tea box that used to be on the tea table and chuckled.

 Does he think Link didn't notice Gerald's small action?

 This top-grade tea box, a two-pound package, was prepared for Gerald.

 Putting this minor incident aside, Link returned to his desk to continue studying alchemy materials and literature.

 The modification of the broken Nest and the realization of his magic tool ideas were continuously moving forward.

 The draft was already drawn, and he was reviewing the rationality of each part, whether it could be replaced, or upgraded.

 There was no urgent need for the magic tool in his blueprint, so Link wasn't in a hurry.

 Wizard World.

 West Coast, Tudor region, Mitchell District, Ravensmouth Special Area.

 Ravensmouth City, East District, Grande Potion Shop.

 For the first time, Assad Kenneth stepped into the potion study laboratory on the second floor of the shop and summoned the key members from the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group and the third frontline of 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 Displaying the letter of appointment and seal produced by Jasmine, Assad didn't rush to deliver his inaugural speech, but asked Buck or Linn to confirm it.

 Linn, who had effectively become the local principal of 'Do Whatever You Like', said seriously to his comrades casting their attention on him, "The boss wrote us a personal letter detailing this matter. I and Buck, agree completely and have no objections."

 At this time, Buck passed on Link's handwritten letter to others.

 Soon, when everyone had read the letter, all obstacles to Assad's inauguration disappeared.

 From this moment on, as long as Link and Jasmine didn't oppose and the elders of the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group didn't cause trouble, Assad would become the local representative of 'Do Whatever You Like', which was growing rapidly.

 "Three matters."

 Assad raised three fingers, "After I assume office, I will only handle three matters in the short term."

 Addressing the more than a dozen pairs of eyes staring at him, Assad solemnly announced:

 "First, fully promote the collaboration on potions with the Clark Family, it's only right;

 The organization needs to grow, so it's important that we find as many sources of funding as possible.

 Secondly, we will devote all our efforts to the organization's recruitment work. This recruitment is not only for Storm Sea New Blood, but also for local apprentices and local wizards;

 The latter two parts will not be hastily pushed forward, but must go through negotiations and voting, and come up with a charter that is approved by most people for orderly progression.

 Thirdly, we will devote all our efforts to the West District infiltration plan. The short-term goal is to control three alleyways, the medium-term goal is to control a bustling street, and the long-term goal is to enter the Black Market.

 If there are places you do not understand, do not accept, please feel free to speak your mind, we have freedom of speech."

 The Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group and the third tier core members, seeing that Assad really asks them as a "Do Whatever You Like" member, got rid of their restraint and started to speak their minds.

 They had a heated but not contentious discussion revolving around the three matters proposed by Assad.

 Finally, they efficiently produced three rough plans, dispersed, and individually started preparing for their execution plans.

 Assad, looking at the empty conference room, couldn't help but sigh, "Do Whatever You Like" was really the right choice to join.

 For this kind of non-hierarchical atmosphere, this decisive execution style, as long as Link Grande, the founder, can keep the brand alive, expand his reputation, the development momentum will definitely be even stronger!

 In the following period, except for Renee Clarke knowing that Assad Kenneth has become the visible representative of "Do Whatever You Like", the outside world knew nothing.

 What the outside world knew was only what they observed.

 "Do Whatever You Like" was expanding in an orderly and steady manner.

 Junior Division, Senior Division, East District, Southern District, and even West District, could all see the pace of expansion and results of "Do Whatever You Like".

 After acquiring a few capable potion concoctors through some of Sage Selene's channels, the second Grande Potion Shop has already opened for business.

 The tea beverage series sold not only in the East District and West District, but also specially introduced a low-cost version to penetrate the Southern District.

 It is strange but not strange that the buying power of the chaotic West District has always been higher and stronger than the gloomy Southern District.

 The expansion of "Do Whatever You Like" also encountered troubles, especially in the West District.

 Five former street gangsters, now known as the Five Alleyway Tyrants, lost two of their members in a sudden fire.

 Even though they had all injected the "Sublimation" potion, and then pestered Linn to inject the "Empowerment" potion, their strength and level had greatly improved.

 However, their development time was still too short, and they could not squeeze out all their potential.

 Of the five, only the gang leader successfully advanced to become a First Level Wizard.

 The other four were all Third-class wizard apprentices.

 Dalton represented "Do Whatever You Like" and attended the funeral of the two gangsters.

 This funeral was very hasty and very humble.

 They simply cremated the two gangsters, put their ashes in a box, and buried them in a cemetery specifically purchased by "Do Whatever You Like".

 There were no officiants, no mourning music, and no speeches.

 "If there is a next life."

 Dalton said a few short words, then repeated, "Hope you have a next life."

 The gang leader, stepping forward, looked at his once troublesome subordinates, now buried under two tombstones, silent for a long time with no more voices or laughter.

 "If there is a next life."

 Taking a deep breath, the gang leader said gravely, "Hope you won't be born in the West District in your next life."

 The other two surviving gangsters came forward one after the other to say goodbye.

 The first gangster's words were the same as his boss, wishing the two deceased not to be born in the West District in their next life, even if they were born in the Southern District!

 Although people in the Southern District were numb, without hope, and lived in the dark, they could live safely and were not in danger of losing their lives.

 But living in the West District, accidents could happen at any time, even if you have a patron.

 Either someone else's head is belted on your own waist, or your own head is belted on someone else's waist.

 In short, death is inevitable.

 "If there is a next life."

 The second gangster, after a long silence, sighed and said, "Hope you have a next life. "

 "Don't be a beast of burden in your next life."
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 The funeral ended. 

 Dalton called over the three gangsters.

 He took out two boxes from his chest and handed them to the leader of the gangsters: "The boss heard about this from the big sister and sent this back especially for you."

 From the bottom of his heart, the gangster leader expresses his thanks: "Please thank the big sister for me, thank the boss."

 Whether it was genuine or pretentious, at least under the "do whatever you want" policy of Link Grande, they were treated as individuals, not disposable tools.

 Even as "do whatever you want" was expanding, there were no efforts to forcibly assign them—residents of the lower West District—tasks that were impossible or destined to end in death.

 Even if some tasks involved high risks, they would be clearly explained in advance, and there were never any attempts to conceal the truth.

 The five original low-level gangsters, who later became small-time bullies, felt a sense of deep respect.

 It was based on their own experiences that they gradually understood what Boss Grande often referred to as 'humanitarian spirit'.

 In the eyes of the gangster leader, the sudden fire that led to the deaths of two of his men had nothing to do with "do whatever you want". It was just the result of the dangers they had left behind when they had previously expanded their territory.

 What surprised him was that the boss, stationed at the main campus, had specially sent things upon learning about this incident to express his condolences.

 This deeply touched the leader of the gangsters and stirred emotions within him.

 In front of Dalton and the two underlings, the gangster leader carefully opened the first box.

 The contents of the box were simple: just one standard-grade level-two Magic Stone, and a note, stating that the Magic Stone was a home-setting fee for the two gangsters.

 This was not a significant amount, and to Link, it was of little consequence.

 But for the residents of the lower West District, it was a fortune!

 Furthermore, it was unheard of.

 Which criminal organisation gave home-setting fees?

 The fact that they didn't take advantage of your death to seize or occupy your home was already considered conscientious.

 Set up a home?

 Whether a home could be kept was an unknown.

 The gangster leader sniffled deeply, closed the box, and carefully put it in his pocket.

 He planned to go back and exchange the level-two Magic Stone for a standard-grade level-one Magic Stone, to be given to the families of his two fellow gangsters.

 Composing himself, the gangster leader opened the second box.

 Hiss!

 Three sharp gasps sounded in unison.

 The box contained three bright red potions, which shimmered intriguingly under the sunlight.

 "What is this?"

 Closing the box abruptly, the gangster leader asked hopefully, his emotions on a roller coaster ride.

 "It's a new potion developed by the boss, called 'Nourishing'. The name is a bit odd, but it's very powerful and perfectly suited for you guys."

 Dalton explained seriously, "It can compensate for the potential loss caused by the injection of the second-generation Empowerment Potion."

 Hiss!

 Again, three sharp gasps sounded.

 After injecting the Empowerment Potion, including the two deceased gangsters, all five of them have acquired some witch-like abilities in addition to the witchcraft already under their control.

 Whether it was invisibility, long-sightedness/perspective, shadow walking, sharp sensing of sound waves or short-term integration with the surrounding environment.

 Odd but useful, well resolving the problem of the gangsters not having much time and resources to learn witchcraft.

 The only drawback is that they can only inject up to three second-generation Empowerment Potions.

 And each injection depleted a certain amount of potential.

 Present strength or future potential, this was not a question.

 For the gangsters of the West District who lived day by day, not knowing where their next meal would come from, they obviously chose present strength.

 Only those who are alive can afford to contemplate the future.

 Now Boss Grande had solved this only drawback, which was extremely good news for the gangsters.

 Seeing this, Dalton warned: "Because the raw materials of the 'Nourishing' Potion are expensive and the production process is complex, so far only the Boss can make it personally, and the output is extremely limited. You guys should inject it yourself when you get back, and don't leak any news for the time being, understand?"

 "Understood."

 The gangster leader nodded steadily.

 He now managed a group of twenty or thirty people after all, and knew the principle of 'not fearing scarcity but unfairness'.

 "Understood, understood."

 The two gangsters nodded repeatedly.

 "Alright, I'm going first."

 Dalton looked up at the sky, left the cemetery on the outskirts of the Southern District, returned to the North District's new headquarters of "do whatever you want," and reported back to General Manager Assad Kenneth.

 Well, the position of General Manager was specially set up by the Boss for General Manager Assad.

 The implication was that all affairs should be handled by him.

 The Boss is such the Boss, even the job titles he picked were profound in meaning.

 Handle, not the final decision.

 The position that the big sister holds is the president, who is responsible for the final decision.

 That left room for manoeuvre, without worrying about being ousted.

 With respect for the Boss, Dalton returned to the new headquarter, a villa in the North District that had been renovated.

 The headquarters' members who came and went greeted Dalton, one of the eight Elders, enthusiastically. Dalton responded to each of them with a bright smile.

 Boom, boom.

 Dalton knocked on the door of the General Manager's office and entered.

 "Sit, is that side done?"

 Assad was making tea and pointed to the seat across from him, handing a cup to Dalton.

 "Yes."

 Dalton responded simply and began to savor the tea.

 The two of them enjoyed three cups of clear tea before they started to discuss official matters.
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 In the view of the gang leader, the sudden fire they encountered was the explosion of hidden dangers that had not been handled well before.

 But in Assad's eyes, this is some Black Gloves Organization in the West District, warning and responding to the "Do Whatever You Like" group's continuous infiltration into the West District.

 "It's time to keep a low profile for a while."

 After discussing related matters, Assad instructed Dalton, who was responsible for infiltrating the West District, "Suspend the expansion in the West District, you can even actively shrink some. Be careful, especially yourself, be extra careful when traveling out."

 "Understood."

 Dalton was not a fool.

 After being deceived by Andriya, Dalton made progress, handling things more subtly and discreetly.

 Among the five Brotherhood Group members, Buck now no longer handles any external affairs, and is instead fully devoted to training the candidates selected by Assad.

 In the words of General Manager Assad, Boss Grande will eventually conquer the heavens, and the sooner we prepare the main team, the smoother our future development will be.

 Linn, as deputy general manager, assisted Assad in handling all affairs related to "Do Whatever You Like".

 Digee, the young fellow, performed to his natural potential and was responsible for liaising with others, while also controlling a portion of the intelligence system.

 Digee's right-hand woman was Mina Havcheck, who switched loyalties at just the right time.

 As a result, Betty threw a tantrum and didn't give Digee a friendly look for more than half a month.

 Even Assad, who made this personnel arrangement, and Linn, who announced the personnel appointments, were subjected to Betty's cold gaze for more than half a month.

 Ezio was a straight shooter who didn't speak much. He was responsible for internal inspections and directly reported to President Jasmine.

 Therefore, the increasingly under-the-radar Dalton became the best choice for infiltrating the West District.

 After leaving the general manager's office, Dalton headed to the deputy general manager's office next door.

 "What can I do for you?"

 Linn was reviewing a document, and when he sensed Dalton's arrival, he asked without raising his head.

 "The general manager is getting married soon, we need to prepare a gift."

 Dalton smoothly activated the office's anti-eavesdropping equipment, then sat down across from Linn and said so.

 "Very true."

 Linn remembered the changes happened to "Do Whatever You Like" in less than a month, and highly supported Dalton's idea.

 Then he exhibited his leadership skills and smoothly said, "Since you brought it up, you can take care of it."

 Dalton opened his mouth wide, looking at Linn with incredulity.

 Was he voluntarily creating trouble for himself?

 And since when did you get so slick?

 Can't afford to provoke, can't afford to provoke!

 Dalton immediately felt the seat beneath him heating up, promptly jumping up and hastily leaving.

 He was afraid that if he stayed a moment longer, another troublesome task would fall on him.

 Watching Dalton's retreating figure, Linn laughed helplessly.

 How could he make the Black Gloves in the West District believe that "Do Whatever You Like" had stopped its expansion, if he didn't give Dalton some visible tasks to do?

 Headquarters.

 "Do Whatever You Like" branch office.

 After nearly a month of preparations, the "Do Whatever You Like" branch office is officially established today.

 All procedures are very formal, and all processes are fully reported.

 No flaws could be found at all.

 Even if someone wanted to make trouble, they couldn't find a way to do so.

 After the brief inauguration ceremony, Link, in the hall on the first floor of the branch office, facing Jasmine, Sandra, Lanny, Tiffany, Gerald, Fred, calmly said, "I don't have much empty talk to say, only that from the top-level design, 'Do Whatever You Like' is destined not to be an organization of a certain individual, but an organization of all members. This may be contrary to the mainstream of the Wizard World, but it is the sincere hope of me, as the founder. I hope you can work together to develop 'Do Whatever You Like' well, while also developing yourselves."

 After a pause, Link emphasized, "On the day when 'Do Whatever You Like' becomes a hindrance to your development, I hope you can withdraw from it without any obstacles, without any psychological burden. But, I hope that if you really quit, don't crush it underfoot."

 As his words fell, Link raised a crystal cup filled with golden liquid, and toasted, "I hope all of you present can find your own truth one day!"

 "Cheers!"

 The six people collectively raised their glasses, clinked them, and drank a glass.

 After a few rounds of drinks, Link approached Sandra and got straight to the point. He said directly, "You will serve as the Vice President of 'Do Whatever You Like', doubling as the General Manager of the branch. You are fully responsible for all affairs of the branch, and also have the power to question the work of the headquarters. What do you think?"

 "No problem."

 Sandra calmly accepted her appointment, then said, "As you know, I'm willing to join, not for any position or power."

 "Of course."

 Link nodded and said, "I have some understanding of your philosophy, and I believe that 'Do Whatever You Like' may provide a platform for you to practice your philosophy."

 "How so?"

 Sandra immediately showed interest.

 Link cast his gaze at Gerald and Fred in turn, then asked, "Have you noticed their difference?"

 "Difference?"

 Sandra followed Link's gaze and looked thoughtful.

 Link didn't beat around the bush and directly expressed his opinion, "Fred's presence has always been low, but he always completes his tasks without causing any trouble. Why is that? Because he has worries, he can't let go. As for Gerald, he is bold and responsible, and can adjust his self-positioning promptly, with ease in advancing and retreating. However, in the long run, I predict that Fred's future achievements will not be inferior to Gerald's."
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 "Perhaps even higher." 

 Sandra took the initiative to articulate what Link hadn't fully expressed, "Gerard appears to move freely, stretching and shrinking at will, yet he doesn't seem to feel much danger. The worry in Fred's heart is his sense of crisis. As long as Fred's confidence and will are not overcome by his worry, he can keep climbing under the influence of his sense of crisis!"

 "Exactly."

 Link agreed with Sandra's words, "So..."

 "So, using the 'Do Whatever You Like' platform, we can create a relatively equal and free atmosphere, narrowing the gap between them, letting Gerard feel the chase from Fred, letting Fred realize that what he fears is not really insurmountable. By doing this..."

 Sandra's eyes shimmered, her tone excited.

 "In this way, both sides can make progress, continuous progress!"

 Link took over Sandra's words, added what she wanted to say, then changed the subject, "However, how to grasp the balance in this is a very challenging matter."

 At this time, Sandra fully understood the reason why Link asked her to serve as the general manager of the division while taking on the position of deputy president.

 Only by serving as the deputy president, Sandra could more conveniently recruit more local wizards like Fred through the platform and channels of 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 Whether it's pure blood, half blood from the local families of the West Coast or the new blood from the Stormy Sea, they can all serve as fresh blood, continuously flowing into the world branch of the 'Do Whatever You Like' Academy.

 Even later, the local division will be the branch, and the Academy headquarters will be the Headquarters!

 Once she understood all of this, Sandra reflected, and compared her methods of recruiting Lanny, Tiffany and Fred through the Mini legion, with the method of transferring excellent local wizards through the platform and channels of 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 She found that both methods had their own advantages and disadvantages. The former prioritizes high-end strategies, while the latter is inclusive and lasting.

 To realize her idea of letting more students from the Academy family feel the competition, exit their complacent state, and strive to improve.

 Obviously, the latter is more suitable.

 Sandra, who originally joined 'Do Whatever You Like' without any special demands because her mother, Lady Lisandra, tampered with her cognition, was now full of motivation.

 "Thank you."

 Sandra sincerely thanked Link for helping her find a way to practice her ideas.

 "You're welcome."

 Link nodded slightly and then walked towards Jasmine who was waving at him.

 "Something happened to the teaching research group. Serene Wizard isn't around. She urgently needs you to go over now."

 Jasmine whispered into Link's ear, her tone solemn, "It's very urgent. Don't delay!"

 "Alright, you help me tell them."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately walked out and drove straight to the Potion Research Group Experiment Building.

 Jasmine explained to the curious crowd: "Sage Selene from the Potion Research Group urgently needs Link."

 "What about you? Do you want to go too?"

 Sandra continued, "If you're also busy, we can end today's meeting."

 "No need."

 Jasmine shook her head, her voice solemn, "I'm afraid if I go, I'll laugh so hard my stomach will hurt."

 The crowd was puzzled, but no one asked any more questions.

 After all, it was the internal affairs of Sage Selene's Potion Research Group. If Jasmine could talk about it, she wouldn't hide it.

 Link arrived at the Experimental Building as quickly as possible.

 Sharia, whom he had not seen for a long time, was anxiously waiting downstairs. Seeing Link's car, she immediately came over.

 "Hurry! Lokan can't hold on much longer!"

 Sharia explained the accident in a hurry, "I don't know what happened. Lokan took an unfinished body refinement potion while Sage Selene wasn't around, trying to forcibly break through to a Third Level Wizard. The potion had an unknown effect, and Lokan has now fallen into shock. His vital signs are disordered, and his vitality can't be replenished."

 While Link quickly rushed to basement three, he asked:

 "Is he tired of living and rushing to die?"
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 "How should I know?" 

 Sharia rolled her eyes, "If he hadn't died in the lab, which would tarnish our reputation, I wouldn't have bothered with him."

 Um...

 There are currently 8 people in Sage Selene's Potion Research Group.

 For some reason, Sage Selene has a soft spot for Lokan.

 The other six, Link, Jasmine, Sharia, Ayla, Tina, Renee, have no positive feelings towards Lokan.

 But Sharia, Ayla, and Tina, who are all First Level Wizards, dare not speak out against Lokan's level and strength.

 Link, Jasmine, and Renee don't need to worry about Lokan's attitude, they handle him however they like.

 Especially last time, when Assad asked Sage Palo for help, acting as his follower, he came to the college headquarters, but didn't speak a word to Renee.

 Since then, Renee has been in a bad mood and has been downright rude to Lokan.

 "Move over."

 At this point, the two had made it to the third floor underground and arrived at the observation room.

 Sharia moved Ayla and Tina, who were blocking the one-way glass, so that Link could get a better view of Lokan sprawled on the floor of his twice-reinforced quarantine room.

 "You finally arrived."

 Tina knows the most about Extraordinary Medic and potions among the three. She was desperate when Lokan had an accident.

 Seeing Link, she immediately sighed in relief.

 Tina isn't concerned whether Lokan dies or not.

 But she doesn't want him to die on her hands!

 If word gets out, her reputation is ruined.

 What?

 An alumni of Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College specialized in Extraordinary Medic and potion synthesis cannot save the life of a mere Body-refining wizard in shock?

 If she can't save a Body-refining wizard whose vitality is so resilient, what can she cure? Who can she save?

 Even the potions she makes are probably counterfeit, right?

 Get away from her, or you might bear the brunt of it.

 Witch Tina has a strong power of association, and such a scenario has already popped up in her mind.

 "Where are Sage Selene and Witch Renee? Where did they go?"

 Link asked as he sensed Lokan's physical state, monitored the data, and enquired.

 It was just multitasking, a minor thing, not worth mentioning.

 "They were invited by the Palo Sage Army to oversee the 'Empowerment' potion project,"

 Sharia, who was in charge of external relations and knew the details, responded to Link.

 I see.

 Before Link and Jasmine went to the "Do Whatever Free" branch ceremony, Sage Selene and Witch Renee were still in the laboratory. Suddenly they both were gone.

 That's why he had to be summoned back to save the day.

 Lokan's stupidity this time is probably related to Sage Selene being invited to the Fairy World.

 What one can't get is always causing trouble.

 The Minotaurs swear they'll never surrender.

 Suppressing his random thoughts, Link began to carefully check Lokan's physical condition.

 The isolation room was fully equipped with testing facilities and devices. The twenty or so AI screens in the observation room were connected to different facilities and devices, providing real-time feedback on Lokan's physical condition.

 Combining his sensory results with the data, Link quickly found the reason for Lokan's shock, disordered vital signs, continuous vitality loss, and his inability to recover no matter what.

 After realizing this, Link was dumbfounded.

 The problem wasn't with the yet-to-be-successful potion, but with the physical talent Lokan had previously transplanted.

 This potion, Link had a familiarity with. It was Sage Selene's biggest creation after the "Regret" potion.

 The target wasn't actually the Body-refining wizard upgrading from Second Level to Third Level, but the process of a Third Level Body-refining wizard upgrading to a Fourth Level Sage.

 Of course, as long as they can withstand it, senior Second Level Body-refining wizards have a high success rate of reaching Third Level with the aid of this potion.

 It's just that there haven't been any relevant experiments yet and there's a lack of data, so they don't know what kind of adverse reactions it could produce.

 From the current situation, thanks to the help of the potion, Lokan has fluked his way to success and has become a Third Level Body-refining wizard.

 However, several physical talents he transplanted earlier are now "rebelling" because of unknown factors.

 They are all fiercely resisting, wanting to expel the newly awakened talent of a Third Level Body-refining wizard from Lokan's body.

 "If it's yours, it's yours. If it's not, don't force it."

 Shaking his head in lament, Link operated the intelligent machinery in the quarantine room through the smart brain to take all kinds of samples from the shocked Lokan and conduct detailed testing.

 Waiting for the test results, Link activated the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state, considering how to solve the problem at hand.

 A moment later, he had a solution.

 Presumably, there are two feasible solutions.

 One is trying to replenish Lokan's vitality so that he can endure it.

 Endure until the battle between the newly awakened talent and several transplanted talents after upgrading to a Third Level Body-refining wizard ends.

 Either the newly awakened talent dominates and expels the transplanted talent,

 or the resilient transplanted talent forces the newly awakened talent to coexist with it.

 The second proposal is to try to peel off the transplanted talents, helping Lokan solely to significantly improve his combat power.

 Speaking from his heart, Link doesn't want to choose either solution.

 Because no matter which one he chooses, it benefits Lokan in every way and does not benefit Link.

 Moreover, Lokan is very likely to be ungrateful when he recovers.

 However, from a researcher's instinct, Link is eager to try the second solution.

 Just as he recently morphed into a humanoid computer equipped with top-tier AI, Link had a very bold idea.
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 If this speculation could become successful, perhaps, Link was on the verge of creating a new wizard sect.

 In the Wizard World, there were more than just the five major schools of Elemental Wizards, Body Refining Wizards, True Spirit Wizards, Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, and Beast Controlling Wizards.

 These five major schools all had sages at their pinnacles, defining their ideological paths, nothing more.

 There were also some branches based on the five major schools, or a collateral branch unrelated to the five major schools.

 These medium and small sized schools stand out on their own, each with its peculiarities, lacking only a strong figure standing at the top of the school.

 In Link's speculation, the school that might be initiated would not be pursued by him personally or the members of his direct line who were "free to do whatever they wish".

 However, it could be used to cultivate non-direct line subordinates.

 Like the thugs in the West District, like soldiers from other worlds.

 Of course, all these were in the future.

 To realize Link's idea, the precondition was to save Lokan by stripping Lokan's implanted talents!

 "I'm really conflicted!"

 Link found himself in a rare predicament.

 "What are you hesitating about?"

 Wizard Tina noticed the subtle change in Link's expression and immediately asked.

 "Emmm...I'm debating whether I should save him."

 Link honestly stated his point of confusion, without any intention to evade.

 "What's there to hesitate about? Save him if you can, don't if you can't!"

 Wizard Tina couldn't stand his indecision and urged, "Hurry up, make a decision. Time waits for no one."

 "Alright."

 Link nodded, having made his decision.

 Compared to implementing his recent speculations, those personal grudges did not amount to much.

 "Prepare."

 With one brief instruction, Link devoted all his attention to designing the upcoming operation process.

 Sharia, Ayla, and Tina did not need specific instructions from Link to know what they should prepare for.

 Firstly, they released a high dose of anesthetic into the isolation room, deeply anesthetizing Lokan who was in shock, reducing the chances of him going berserk.

 If it were a normal person, would a high dose of anesthesia still be used during shock?

 That could be equated to murder!

 Afterwards, they controlling the intelligent machinery to transport Lokan, who was now in shock and under deep anesthesia, from the isolation room to the next door "Operation Room".

 Lokan was placed supine, like a corpse. His limbs and forehead were all tied up with restraints that had fettering and unloading properties.

 All kinds of surgical potions, especially the life-saving potions that replenish vitality quickly, were fully prepared.

 The entire operation was carried out under "sterile" conditions.

 Normally, Link would only need to prepare for his own sterilization work and then he could enter the room with his scalpel and start the operation.

 However, this surgery was extremely special; Link needed to make additional preparations.

 The transplant talent that was stripped from Lokan would be wasted if there were no appropriate carrier.

 The most crucial first step in Link's speculation about possibly initiating a new sect was to carry the stripped transplant talent without damage.

 "Ayla, I need to look at the storage directory to find something."

 After designing the operation process, Link began searching for a suitable carrier.

 Ayla was responsible for the business of Sage Selene's Potion Research Group, and the storage matters also fell under her.

 "Okay."

 Without any hesitations or delays, Ayla logged into her account on the office computer, pulled up the storage record for Link to browse.

 Ignoring the other categories, Link went straight to the category of Demon Beast Fur and carefully browsed through it.

 After looking for about ten minutes, he finally found a suitable carrier.

 Interestingly, the demonic beast fur that Link ultimately chose originated from the Bull-type Demonic Beast; the same origin as the "new empowerment" potion that he had experimented on Lokan earlier.

 After Link had made his choice, Ayla immediately procured three pieces of Bull-type Demonic Beast fur from the warehouse.

 With the demon beast's fur in hand, Link carefully observed every mark on it. Only when he was certain within his mind, did he proceed into the operation room.

 After such a long period of shock and deep anesthesia, even though they had been replenishing vitality for Lokan, he still was on his last breath.

 He was like a deflated ball, no matter how much you inflate it, it never seems full!

 "Start recording."

 After glancing at Sharia, Ayla, and Tina, who had become his assistants and "nurses", Link activated the "Mind Closure Technique" and entered an extremely rational indifferent state.

 The operation of stripping the transplanted talent officially began.

 In Link's right hand, a "scalpel" composed of the magic power of the Light System, Water System, and Gold System appeared between his thumb, forefinger, and middle finger.

 This "scalpel" was actually a Second Ring Compound witchcraft, specifically for extraordinary medicine.

 Just this move alone left Sharia, Ayla, and Tina startled.

 After being stunned for less than a second, the three of them regained their senses, looked at each other, and saw lingering shock in each other's eyes.

 The rumors that Link Grande had used some method or found some opportunity to supplement his wizard qualifications, becoming a full-element affinity, had circulated around.

 So, it was true, not a rumor!

 Link ignored their shock, firmly held the "scalpel", and the first cut was directed straight to Lokan's heart.

 The first physical talent that Lokan transplanted was "Rapid Healing", branded on his heart.

 The "scalpel" passed through Lokan's skin, fat, superficial fascia, veins, deep fascia, arteries, and nerves, falling on his heart, where the beginning point of the brand for the transplanted talent "Rapid Healing" was.

 He then very accurately followed the trajectory, completely excising the entire brand.
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 While his right hand was cutting and transplanting the "Rapid Healing" talent, his left hand was not idle, as the Bull-type Demon Beast Fur levitated with a flick of his index finger.

 Following the trajectory of the "scalpel", the floating Bull-type Demon Beast Fur was automatically trimmed to form a shape slightly larger than the brand of the transplanted "Rapid Healing" talent.

 "Administer a heavy dose of vitality supplement. Be ready to intensify the anesthesia at any time."

 Link reminded them before proceeding to the next step.

 "Understood."

 Sharia, Ayla, and Tina responded in unison and immediately went about their respective duties.

 Sharia adjusted the dosage of the vitality supplement;

 Ayla was prepared to intensify the anesthesia;

 Tina watched the data intently, ready to call out if any irregular fluctuations occurred.

 Drawing a deep breath, Link inhaled slowly, holding his breath as his hands moved in unison.

 With a gentle flick of the "scalpel", the transplanted "Rapid Healing" brand was severed and peeled from the heart;

 The Bull-type Demon Beast Fur that had just been resized by his left hand was quickly placed on the brand that had just been removed from Lokan's body.

 Link's spiritual power followed immediately, sealing the "Rapid Healing" brand within the Bull-type Demon Beast Fur with the True Spirit Wizard's Seal-type, Second Ring witchcraft.

 The first wave of operations was smoothly completed.

 Lokan's vital signs had grown erratic, and the speed of his vitality leakage had increased.

 Seizing the opportunity while Lokan had not expired, Link continued with the second, third, and fourth waves of operations.

 He cut, removed, and sealed the other three physical talents that Lokan had labored to transplant, within the Demon Beast Fur.

 Once all four transplanted talents were peeled off, Lokan's vital signs immediately stopped fluctuating, and his vitality stopped leaking as well.

 Even without further replenishment of vitality, aided by the physical capabilities and self-healing ability of a Tier 3 body-refining wizard, Lokan would wake up very soon.

 "You all watch over him and call me if anything happens."

 Carrying four different-shaped pieces of demon beast fur, Link left the operating room and headed straight for his own office.

 The first step in realizing his plan had been completed. Now, he needed to carefully ponder how to move on to the next step.

 The next step would be a transitional one, with the core content revolving around refining the demon beast fur that was sealed with transplanted talents.

 Even if they couldn't enhance the effects of the transplanted talents, they had to at least achieve two things: no reduction of effects, no immune rejection.

 After pondering, Link ended up deciding to utilize the several times revised "Empowerment" potion.

 It would be the most original version of the "Empowerment" potion.

 After reviewing the initial data and comparing it with his own conception, Link was bursting with motivation and his thoughts flowed like a spring.

 From designing to researching and developing to synthesizing a sample, it only took him less than half a day.

 Looking at the pink potion in his hand, Link began to check its properties with high hopes.

 At this point, Sharia knocked on the door and entered the laboratory, saying, "Lokan has woken up."

 "And then what?"

 Link responded calmly.

 "I feel there is something wrong with his condition, he seems a bit dazed."

 Sharia said, "Just take a look at him, we're not sure what to do without you."

 "Alright."

 Link glanced at the pink potion he was testing, and followed Sharia to the third basement level.

 For safety's sake, Sharia, Ayla, and Tina had already moved Lokan to an isolation room.

 That way, even if Lokan became violent upon waking, they could keep him contained without endangering themselves.

 Well, the reckless behavior of body-refining wizards could really be annoying.

 Upon entering the observation room, Link observed Lokan, seated in a corner of the isolation room, through the one-way viewing glass.

 Link shook his head and said, "All is normal, no need to bother him."

 "Then what's wrong with him?"

 The curious Tina asked.

 She had never seen the rugged Lokan look so dejected and sad before.

 "He has just awakened from a dream."

 Link didn't elaborate on what Lokan's dream was.

 But Sharia, Ayla, and Tina understood instantly.

 What else could the dream be about?

 They had personally heard Witch Renee's cold words that had greatly bruised Lokan's pride before she accompanied Sage Selene to the Fairy World.

 "Selene has been taking care of you only because she feels guilty, like caring for a dog.

 Look at yourself, and then look at Selene, what about you is worthy of her?

 Why doesn't Palo ever see you as a threat? Because you're not worthy!

 Only Palo's stupid brain, stuffed with who knows what, can prevent him from successfully winning Selene over.

 You are not a part of it at all!"

 Looking at Lokan's dispirited appearance now.

 He really was like a jilted dog.
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 "He asked for it." 

 Link didn't feel sorry for Lokan at all.

 The situation had developed to this point purely because Lokan did not have a clear self-awareness.

 Sage Serene had never led Lokan on. She had always directly expressed her attitude and never concealed her adoration for Palo.

 It was Lokan who was always harboring illusions, unable to accept reality.

 Like a bitter drink that hurts upon swallowing, he was solely responsible for his misery.

 Having fallen to this point, no one would pity him, and all would think it served him right.

 "Let's dismiss."

 Having said this, he didn't pay attention to the three witches who became interested in the drama after calming down, and Link went straight back to his assigned laboratory.

 The test results of the new version of the "Empowerment" potion had come out, just in time.

 After reviewing each piece of the test data, overall, Link was very satisfied.

 With the talents of "Alchemy Specialization" and "Material Specialization", plus a solid knowledge and ability in Potion Study, Link succeeded in one go and directly refined the potion he wanted.

 Keeping up the momentum, Link made eight doses of the new version of the "Empowerment" potion, to be kept in reserve.

 The most distinctive feature of this version is that it only serves as a medium and doesn't contain any abilities that can be grafted.

 Therefore, it's not used for injection or consumption, granting the user one or more witchcraft-like abilities.

 Link took out four pieces of bull-type demonic beast fur, which bore the transplanted physical talents separated from Lokan, took out four doses of the new "Empowerment" potion, and applied the potion one by one to the demonic beast furs, soaking the sealed transplanted talent mark.

 In this way, the four transplanted talent carriers were formally processed and could be properly preserved.

 When needed, it could be taken out and used.

 Having done this, Link saw that it was getting late, so he did not stay in the laboratory anymore and returned to the villa.

 Jasmine had returned from the local office a while ago and even prepared dinner.

 "You must be tired, let's eat first."

 Instead of eagerly asking about the urgent matters of the research group and their results, Jasmine chose to let Link first feel the warmth of home.

 "Hmm."

 At this time, whether tired or not, he just needed to accept the arrangement.

 Moreover, Link gladly accepted.

 To come home and eat a hot meal was a kind of happiness.

 After dinner, the two moved to the study, enjoying tea and chatting.

 Without needing Jasmine to ask, Link took the initiative to recount in detail the incident that occurred at the research group.

 The focus was not on the rash actions Lokan had taken, nor on the process of saving Lokan.

 It was actually about the idea that could potentially open up a new school of practice, and the two steps of efforts already undertaken to actualize this idea.

 After hearing Link's account, Jasmine did not concern herself about Lokan's affair. After thoughtful consideration, she seriously asked, "What if the subject doesn't have any transplant talents that can be peeled off, or even isn't a body-refining wizard?"

 "That's the crux of the matter."

 Link looked at Jasmine with great appreciation, laughing, "That's why I chose to reconstruct a version of the 'Empowerment' potion."

 Jasmine came to a sudden realization: "The new version of the 'Empowerment' potion can act as a medium, handling the demonic beast fur that carries the transplanted talent, and can similarly act as a medium to process the skin of the subject, making it in a special state, convenient for engraving the transplanted talent or witchcraft-like abilities."

 "That's roughly the idea."

 Link did not refute Jasmine's guess, nor did he fully confirm it.

 Because the specific operation had not been fully conceived by Link.

 Everything had to wait until the completion of the third and fourth steps of the envisioned plan based on the carrier, when there were cases and data, before it could be determined.

 Setting aside this academic topic, the two chatted casually for a while, then each went to their rooms to rest.

 As usual, he meditated deeply before going to bed.

 The self-created "Universe Meditation Method", after advancing to a level two wizard, showed surprisingly good meditation results.

 This was not only reflected in the efficiency and progress of meditation, but also in the extra gains.

 In the Sea of Consciousness, the "Solar System" celestial structure was no longer just a conceptual rune structure.

 It began to turn into an actual rune structure, backed by liquefied spiritual power.

 The "Solar System" celestial structure of the "Universe Meditation Method" and the reflection of the Solar System simulated by the "Small World" were becoming increasingly close.

 Especially after the "Small World" had undergone a thunderous baptism and the "Sun" in the Sea of Consciousness had absorbed the light clean gas from the radiation source, these two events took place.

 The relationship between the two showed a trend of developing in the direction of "one dark, one light, complementing each other".

 This tendency made Link look forward to the results once the changes were complete.

 Unfortunately, the radiation source that could promote the evolution of individual insects was not common in the Wizard World.

 Almost all resources related to the Insect Race had been monopolized by the Beast Controlling Wizards in the North Region.

 The Insect Race Nest Seed that Dean Frist gave to Link, one did not know where it came from.

 Link had ordered a batch of radiation sources through the channels of the college, but the delivery day was still a long time off.

 Therefore, the "Sun" in the Sea of Consciousness, which was largely formed under the favor of the Wizard World Will, would have to wait a long time for another evolution.

 After the meditation, Link fell asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow.

 The next day.

 Link and Jasmine went to their classes as usual during the day.

 At noon, they took the time to go to the lab given by Dean Frist and checked on the long-term research and experiments needed for their respective courses, confirming the various data.

 In the evening, they went to the Potion Research Group Experiment Building of Sage Serene, to advance the progress of the work assigned to them.
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 Sharia, Alya, and Tina also had a plethora of tasks to handle.

 In the entire Potion Research Group, Lokan, who was luckily promoted to a Third Level Wizard, was the most idle.

 It's unclear if he had promptly reported his successful promotion to the college.

 According to the education system of Ravensmouth College, apprentices received their education from the Junior Division, then furthered their studies at the Senior Division after becoming a First Level Wizard, and finally advanced their studies at the main campus of the college after being promoted to a Second Level Wizard.

 Each successful promotion corresponded to a plan of study.

 Similarly, a Third Level Wizard needed to study at the main campus of the college as well; however, the duration was shorter, merely half a year.

 Once the semester finished, they would be sent to various Sage Armies for real battle training.

 In other words, Lokan's successful promotion meant his time at the main campus of the college had actually decreased.

 Could this be considered a way to escape?

 Walking to the office, this thought suddenly flashed in Link's mind.

 Immediately, he restrained his wandering thoughts and entered the office.

 Just as he sat down, Jasmine, seizing the opportunity before work started, said ,"Buck and Linn sent a message, they have chosen the wedding gift for Assad. How's your preparation?"

 "I won't let Assad down."

 Thinking of the magic tool he was forging, Link gave a smile, keeping his plans to himself.

 "You show-off!"

 Jasmine rolled her eyes at Link, disregarded her plan to stay longer and left for her own office.

 Link didn't attempt to keep her, letting Jasmine exhibit her little temper volition.

 Watching Jasmine leave, Link immediately focused on his work, pulling up the data he'd collected during his spare time, and began reading seriously.

 These materials had a significant relation to Link's assumptions.

 Over so many years, so many wizards, not to mention each path was already well-walked.

 At least similar explorations, researches and experiments had been conducted.

 The residual materials and references held a very high reference value.

 Just as Link was seriously reading the materials, Sage Serene and Witch Renee suddenly returned from the Fairy World to the main campus and headed straight towards the Experiment Building of the Research Group.

 The first thing Sharia, Alya, and Tina did was to present a comprehensive report on what had happened the previous day.

 After hearing the report, Sage Serene and Witch Renee each had different reactions.

 "Deserves it!"

 Witch Renee directly scoffed, "This man always overestimates himself and frequently commits reckless deeds."

 "Renee."

 Sage Serene called out, giving a reminder, telling her not to continue speaking, but didn't blame her.

 "You two go ahead."

 After instructing Alya and Tina, Sage Serene turned to Sharia and said, "Take me to see Lokan."

 Alya and Tina paid their respects to Sage Serene and Witch Renee and left.

 Sharia led the way, taking Sage Serene and Witch Renee to the observation room on the third basement level.

 Through the one-way mirror, they saw Lokan sitting in a corner, lifeless like a statue.

 Witch Renee didn't react much, only lamenting in her mind, reckless people do reckless things, and even stumbled upon a promotion to Third Level Wizard.

 Sage Serene, however, had a slightly creased brow, her emotions complex.

 Over the years, she had been taking great care of Lokan for a very simple reason.

 A few years ago, Palo Sigma, at that time a Third Level Wizard and main commander of a Sage Army, needed a body-refining wizard for a critical role in his special offensive squad.

 Lokan, who had recently been promoted to a First Level Wizard and had just come from the Senior Division to intern, stood up and switched to being a body-refining wizard.

 Sage Serene had vowed to solve the scarcity of body-refining potions that a body-refining wizard required.

 Unfortunately, she was tied up with multiple tasks and different research fields, resulting in her inability to create a suitable potion. This left Lokan with no choice but to purchase common body-refining potions with toxic side effects from the market.

 This matter had always been a thorn in Sage Serene's side, causing her to feel responsible for Lokan's change in character and increasingly reckless behavior.

 Therefore, seeing Lokan in his current state, Sage Serene was not pleased.

 However, Renee's words of advice a few days ago had resonated with her.

 If she was to put pressure on Palo at the moment and get him to pursue her, she knew she had to straighten out her interpersonal relationships.

 There could be no ambiguity that might cause suspicion.

 If anything, Lokan, who always stayed by her side, needed to be discouraged from his delusions.

 Although the words Renee uttered yesterday were indeed harsh and injured Lokan's self-esteem, they were not her own decision but were approved by Sage Serene.

 The purpose was to discourage Lokan from his delusions.

 From the looks of it, Renee's words had a very good effect.

 Sage Serene, with her complex feelings, carefully examined the data from yesterday, as well as the measures taken by Link, soon her attention was diverted.

 The more she looked, the more amazed she was, and the more she felt Link's handling was full of ingenious ideas.

 She curiously asked, "Did Link talk to you about what he did yesterday?"

 "No."

 Sharia replied truthfully, "He didn't tell us, and we didn't ask. Even if he did, or we did, it's not like we'd understand."

 "Fair enough."

 Sage Serene thought for a moment, indeed it was the case.

 Merely based on the surgery recorded, Sage Serene could only comprehend the operative part.

 As for the underlying implications, she still hadn't fully understood.
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 Witch Renee then suggested, "Why don't we invite him down so he can explain it to you in person?"

 "Indeed."

 Sage Selene nodded and glanced at Sharia.

 "I'll go fetch him."

 Without hesitation, Sharia turned and went upstairs.

 Before long, Link arrived at the basement's third-floor observation room.

 Sage Selene was replaying one frame at a time highlighting Link's operations from the previous day, studying it intensively.

 "Link, I've asked you here because I'd like you to explain what you were doing yesterday during your operations."

 Upon sensing Link's arrival, Sage Selene rewound the footage of his operation back to the beginning and requested cordially.

 "Hmm…"

 Link arranged his thoughts and began detailing everything from the irregularity he discovered with Lokan, to the two treatment methods, and the idea triggered by the possibility of gift stripping and transplantation.

 Upon hearing this, Witch Renee was astounded.

 If Link's theory can be implemented at a large scale, it might trigger a revolution similar to that of the Intelligence Mechanism Wizard in the Wizard World.

 Although it cannot compare in scale and impact, it'd likely cause quite the sensation, at least within the West Coast.

 Moreover, this would not only glorify Link Grande personally but also greatly enhance the influence of Sage Selene's Potion Research Group.

 After all, the concept was formed and realized entirely within Sage Selene's Potion Research Group!

 As a member of the research group, she, Renee Clarke, would benefit greatly from it as well.

 The thought of it was quite thrilling.

 Sage Selene contemplated seriously for a while before asking, "What are your plans?"

 Link moved his gaze towards Lokan, who was rooted in the corner of the isolation room. "If he is willing, I'd like to transplant his stripped physical talent back first."

 Upon hearing this, Sage Selene considered, then said, "I will ask Lokan if he consents."

 After speaking, she opened the communication system between the observation room and the isolation room to inform Lokan about his transplanted talent being stripped and the possibility of re-transplanting it.

 She did not mention Link's theory and asked if he was willing to accept an experimental trial.

 "Proceed."

 Even upon hearing Sage Selene, Lokan's eyes remained lifeless. He mumbled in response, "I agree."

 Sage Selene ended the communication, then turned to Link, "What preparations do we need to make?"

 Link replied, "The usual preparations will suffice."

 Following that, Sage Selene's Potion Study Group sprang into action.

 All the preparations for an operation were completed at lightning speed.

 Lokan was laid on the operating table, with his limbs and forehead secured, yet he refused further anesthesia.

 Link led the operation, with Selene the Sage, and Jasmine assisting. Renee, Sharia, Ayla, and Tina were there to observe.

 "Begin."

 With a brief command, Link held out his right hand, thought, and the "surgical knife" reappeared.

 This time, instead of piercing the heart, the "surgical knife" lightly tapped on the skin surface, poking hundreds or even thousands of tiny holes based on the "Rapid Healing" mark.

 The long-neglected secondary-level Misty Rain Technique was finally utilised by Link.

 An entire bottle of a new and improved "Empowerment" potion was transformed into tiny droplets and penetrated the punctured surface of the skin.

 After filling the holes with potion droplets, they connected in sequence to form a complete cycle.

 The "surgical knife" held by the right hand vanished, and with a finger wave, the Demon Beast fur carrying the "Rapid Healing" physical talent floated above Lokan's chest.

 The mark on the Demon Beast fur perfectly matched with the potion cycle formed on Lokan's chest skin.

 Link gently pat the Demon Beast fur, emitting the Talent mark first sealed by the True Spirit Wizard's witchcraft and then processed by the new version of the "Empowerment" potion.

 Nearly at the same time as the Talent Mark was shaken off the Demon Beast fur, a link was formed between the two doses of the new "Empowerment" potion used by different methods.

 Following this link, the "Rapid Healing" Talent Mark merged into Lokan's chest at almost the speed of light, entering his heart.

 A shallow pattern then appeared on the skin of his chest.

 After completing these steps, Link nodded at Sage Selene.

 Understanding, she compared detection results to determine the changes in Lokan's healing ability before and after surgery.

 "Successful."

 After the comparison, Sage Selene briefly declared.

 This news excited Link quite a bit.

 So far, the practical process of his theory had been very smooth.

 In one vigorous effort, Link re-transplanted the remaining three physical talents back into Lokan's body.

 Not a single one failed, all was successful.

 Moreover, no "immune rejection" reaction was triggered by new awakened talents towards transplanted physical talents.

 "It's a success!"

 Looking at Lokan, who had just finished surgery and was immediately taken for multiple screenings as arranged by Sage Selene, Link murmured in his mind.

 In the future, he just needs to improve related theories and operations, expand the sample size, conduct statistical analysis, and gather data.

 A concept called "Construction", a sect called "Construction Wizard" might possibly spread in Ravensmouth Special Area or even the entire West Coast.

 At worst, Link's attempt to create a new wizard sect could fail, but a new profession named "Constructor" would emerge.

 Regardless, Link would end up making a great profit.

 Simply put, he was on top of the world!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 171: Hiss! Such Terror _1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The completion of a new technology requires a period of time.

 Link's successful reimplantation of the four disembodied physical talents back onto Lokan does not mean that the concept of "constructions" is entirely realized.

 His so-called success is that he has gone through the four crucial steps to realize the "constructions" concept: carrier pre-fabrication, talent/witchcraft-like ability bearing, linking/etching, fusion. These steps have eliminated the major obstacles to realizing the concept.

 The subsequent stages will require a considerable number of experiments, data collection, and process optimization before the final implementation and massive promotion could be done.

 Then, depending on the promotion and outcomes, will decide whether "construction wizards" qualifies as a brand-new wizard sect.

 Alternatively, a step back, whether "constructions" can be considered a major and prioritized choice to enhance the combat ability of lower level wizards with less potential for upward mobility.

 In turn, opening up a new profession resembling those of pharmacists and alchemists, namely constructors.

 Sage Serene fully understands this, and therefore, after watching Lokan's demonstration, she found Link and proposed, "How about you leading the teaching and research team and the Palo Sage army for a collaboration on an 'empowerment' potion project? You can use this opportunity to conduct some experiments, collect some data, and perfect the plan."

 "Sure, thank you, Serene Wizard."

 Without hesitating, Link immediately agreed.

 This was a good thing and the very opportunity he needed to improve the "construction" concept.

 "Okay. Renee will speak to you about the specifics. From now on, she'll be responsible for liaising with the Palo Sage Army."

 The sage of Selene finished speaking and left the underground third floor and headed towards the top floor office.

 That day, under Renee's persuasion, she agreed to visit the fairy world. After returning, she was informed about what happened to Lokan.

 Sage Selene's mood was extremely complex, and she needed some solitude for serenity.

 Since, due to Sharia's status, power, and rank, her coordinate position did not correspond with that of the Palo Sage army, the duties instead fell on to Renee to liaise with the Palo Sage army.

 In that case, let the now-busy Renee have an in-depth discussion with Link.

 "Let's go to your office and have a chat."

 Renee said, with the wheels in her mind spinning much like Assad's. After finishing her discussions, she wanted to sneak a box of high-quality tea on the way out.

 "Sure."

 Link didn't mind Renee's scheming. In fact, he welcomed it warmly and agreed readily.

 Ever since the "small world" continuously advanced in the post-disaster reconstruction under Franda's efforts, the ecological environment had greatly improved, allowing for the cultivation of more and better tea trees.

 Link had been releasing more and better tea to the outside world in various ways.

 This was also considered efficient resource utilization.

 It not only helped in expanding his network but also promoted tea.

 Fashion trends have always trickled down from the top.

 As more and more high-level wizards began to drink tea, particularly after Dean Frist entertained his honorable guests multiple times with the finest tea given by Link, tea drinking had become a sensation in the entire Ravensmouth Special Area.

 It could satisfy one's cravings all the while retaining the benefits of many potions.

 If both cost magic stones, why suffer unnecessarily?

 Tea-drinking series have even become the most significant source of income for the Grande Potion Shop!

 The created current of magic stone income was more substantial than several high-level potions calculated on the basis of second-level magic stones.

 Every day, the quantity of tea and tea drinks flowing from the Grande Potion Shop to the Southern District and West District was so large that, if the packaging boxes were aligned, they would circle Ravensmouth city several times.

 There were even people in the West District engaged in smuggling tea and tea drinks, acquiring at cost or below cost, then transporting them to the neighboring Shadow City Zone and Mesopotamia Prefecture, to earn a profit margin.

 Jasmine was already planning to open a new shop specializing in tea in the East District and a Grande Potion Shop branch selling mainly tea drinks.

 Then, the distribution rights in the South District would be auctioned off or a few franchisees would be recruited, primarily selling low-end tea products and supplementarily a few kinds of hot-selling mid-end tea products.

 She also planned to find a few strong groups in the Black Gloves Organization in the West District and supply them with goods for smuggling.

 The aim was not for profit, but to rapidly occupy the market and form brand power.

 After all, several families and organizations were already trying to emulate the tea and tea drinks of the Grande Potion Shop.

 Also, perhaps this could alleviate the hostility caused by "Everything goes as you wish" in the West District recently.

 Busy markets, with benefits coming in and going out, don't just work with fighting and killing.

 Most importantly, and also Jasmine's most cautious plan, was to open a high-end club in the North District, mainly meant for making friends over tea.

 The plan to open a high-end club was not to be officially launched in the near future, but Assad would continue to prepare for it.

 This matter must be taken slowly and cannot be rushed.

 In Link's words, one shouldn't take too large steps; otherwise, there's a risk of straining oneself.

 The two arrived at Link's office, where Jasmine happened to be boiling water for tea.

 "Oh, what a coincidence."

 Renee's attitude toward Jasmine had always been somewhat cynical, due to her sister Elise.

 "What coincidence, I'm waiting on purpose."

 Jasmine responded directly to the bizarre attitude with honesty and did not spoil Renee, "I thought you'd come to talk to Link when you got back, so I prepared in advance. I also thought I'd listen in, so a certain someone couldn't bad-mouth me behind my back."

 "Cough... Let's get to the point."

 Link cleared his throat and interrupted the spell.

 Otherwise, these two could squabble all day.
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 Who knew that Renee, who appears so calm and composed, could be so different in character.

 Seeing this, Jasmine took the initiative to quiet down and pour the tea.

 Matching the mood, Renee began to speak after taking a sip of her clear tea. "There's not much to say about the project. You are very familiar with the Palo Sage Army. Make a plan today and add detail tomorrow. A few training sessions and progress checks afterwards should suffice. I sought your consultation primarily for two private matters."

 Pausing slightly, she added with sincerity, "The first is to thank you for the opportunities you've provided for Assad. The second is to invite you and Jasmine to our wedding."

 "There's no need for thanks."

 Link dismissed it with a gesture, "All has been due to Assad's exceptional abilities. As for the wedding, if the academy approves the leave, we'll definitely attend. If not, we'll send a gift as a token of our regards."

 "Hmm."

 Renee nodded, indicating her understanding.

 She, too, had once been an advanced study wizard in the academy and was familiar with the regulation system.

 Leaving before two years, even just temporarily, was incredibly difficult.

 They were required to participate in an extracurricular practice activity in the different world once every two months.

 Such was the circumstance; understanding and patience were necessary.

 After taking another sip of tea and packing a box to take with her, Renee left promptly.

 In the office, Link and Jasmine quietly sat across from each other, finishing the rest of the pot of tea soup.

 Jasmine then asked, "Is the 'Construction' idea progressing smoothly?"

 "Hmm."

 Link responded truthfully, "The obstacles in the major direction have been removed, and we only need to keep refining from now on."

 "This the tricky part."

 Jasmine smirked, "I don't know where you get all these wild ideas from. Now, this new idea is going to consume a lot of your time and energy."

 Link paused before saying, "Of course, it cannot affect the set learning plan."

 Truth be told, Link's time distribution had already been optimized to the limit.

 The energy and time that could be allocated to promoting the "Construction" concept was not ample.

 Therefore, Sage Selene did not assign an additional task to Link when she asked him to be in charge of the cooperation between the Potion research group and the Palo sage army on the "Empowerment" potion project. Instead, she was providing convenience.

 If a person's energy and time are limited, then why not find a team to share the load?

 Palo Sage army's medical department had close to twenty pharmacists. Despite their lack of innovation ability, they were still fully capable of executing the tasks assigned by Link.

 All Link had to do was provide training in the early stages to teach the pharmacists the four steps of "Construction", and then manage the overall direction and progress. There was no need for him to be hands-on all the time.

 It's about making use of all available resources.

 After listening to Link's narration, Jasmine did not say much.

 She had just reminded Link to be aware of his time and energy distribution, not for any other reason, but because she didn't want Link to put too much pressure on himself.

 Even witches are human and humans get tired!

 The next day was a Sunday, and there were no courses.

 Jasmine went into the lab Dean Frist had given her, busy with her own research and experiments.

 Link, carrying the two sets of plans he had prepared the day before, and Witch Renee, together traveled through the academy's inter-dimensional teleportation portal. After transferring through the rear camp in the Desolate World, they once again arrived in the Fairy World.

 The Palo Sage army's medical department had already received the corresponding notice the day before.

 All members, led by the head of the medical department, Wizard Polo Salossal, warmly welcomed Link and Witch Renee's arrival.

 Witch Renee and Wizard Salossal had a brief conversation.

 The group then proceeded directly to the large meeting room of the medical department.

 Once everyone was seated, Sage Selene and Sage Palo appeared together, sitting in the audience.

 Link took his place at the lectern. After nodding to the wizards in the audience, he began to discuss the enhancement and optimization of the "Empowerment" potion project based on his previous direction.

 In every sense, the plan could be considered respectable and within regulations, even though it had no particularly outstanding features.

 To put it in terms of an image, it was like sculpting a slab of tofu. No matter how fancy the embellishment, the base is still tofu, not meat.

 The reason it was like that was not due to any shortcomings of the Potion Research Group, but simply because the project itself had reached its limits.

 The Wizards present, including Sage Palo, actually understood this point.

 Moreover, they were all capable of accepting it.

 No other reason, this collaboration itself was a pretext that Sage Palo casually came up with in order to have more contact with Sage Selene.

 That's why the medical department was attaching so much importance to the optimization and promotion of the "Empowerment" potion project.

 After finishing the explanation of the generic enhancement plan, Link, under the slightly surprised gazes of the wizards present, presented a completely new project: "Construction of Wizards/Warriors Concept, Early Stage Research and Feasibility Promotion Plan".

 Does the ever-praised genius, Link Grande, have a new idea?

 One certainly had to listen carefully.

 "What is 'Construction'?"

 Gazing into the suddenly more serious upon hearing the word, "Construction", Link confidently started, "Also known as talent construction or rune construction, is a new kind of technology that I have developed."

 The essence of this technique is similar to that of the "Empowerment" potion, that is, it bestows additional talents and witch-like abilities to the subject.

 Like the "Empowerment" potion, "Construction" has the potential to be standardized, massively promoted, and also customized.

 Compared to the "Empowerment" potion project, "Construction" has a very significant advantage in that it doesn't occupy the subject's potential qualification but only has certain requirements for the strength and load-bearing capacity of the body or soul.
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 In my conception, construction can be divided into two kinds, individual pieces and sets.

 The individual pieces correspond to powerful witchcraft that has good effects but is scattered and does not form a system;

 The sets correspond to systemic witchcraft, such as the 'Soul' series and the 'Cognitive' series witchcraft of the True Spirit Wizards.

 Individual pieces can provide immediate combat power.

 Sets can not only provide immediate combat power, but also have a certain upward development space."

 Sage Palo suddenly interrupted Link's explanation: "So, this is an immature technology plan, isn't it?"

 Link thought about it and replied, "This is a disruptive technology plan that can allow the Fairy World to unleash power comparable to a Level 5 Sage World."

 "How sure are you that you can perfect this technology plan and achieve your expectations?"

 Sage Palo asked again.

 "If we do it, we have a chance. If we don't do it, there's no chance."

 Link answered again.

 "Tactful."

 Sage Palo playfully waved his hand at Link, and then seriously asked, "How will the rights and interests be distributed after the technology matures?"

 Even brothers must settle accounts clearly.

 When it comes to issues of interest, Sage Palo cannot possibly ignore them.

 The Palo Sage army contributed the Fairy World and a large number of fairies for Link and Sage Selene's Potion Research Group to experiment with an immature technology plan, which can definitely be considered as investing!

 That makes them shareholders, not just "suppliers".

 Link smiled and said, "This is a matter between you and Sage Selene, there is no need to find me."

 As for the distribution of rights and interests on the "construction" idea/plan between Link and the Potion Research Group led by Sage Selene, the ratio is 622.

 This was the ratio set when Sage Selene established the research group.

 Take the "construction" idea/plan as an example, 60% of the rights belong to Link, 20% of the rights belong to Sage Selene, and 20% of the rights go into the "options pool".

 Of course, this is a re-distribution after the research group and the Palo Sage army negotiate the distribution of rights.

 Link has a veto right if he is not satisfied with the distribution plan.

 In this regard, Sage Selene is a great boss!

 No wonder so many wizards wanted to follow her after she announced her independent development.

 "What do you say?"

 Sage Palo looked at Sage Selene next to him.

 "It's witch Renee who will be liaising with you. She will bring the rights distribution plan agreed upon within our research group for specific discussions with you."

 Sage Selene directly refused to step into the "pit" that Link and Sage Palo dug with a tacit understanding.

 She did not give Sage Palo a further chance to "harass" her.

 In his heart, Sage Palo was disappointed, but his face remained unchanged. He smiled and said, "Let's just communicate directly, it's more efficient."

 "No need, let's stick to procedure."

 Sage Selene casually waved him off.

 Always discussing official business, where does that look like sincerely pursuing someone?

 Sage Selene stood up and walked straight out. "I have other things to do, I'll leave first. Renee, Link, you stay and get your work done."

 "I'll walk you out."

 Sage Palo didn't know what he said wrong, so he immediately got up and caught up.

 Otherwise, he would be ignored and treated with courtesy which he didn't understand.

 It took a lot of effort to regain a little ground!

 The conference room suddenly quietened down, silent for a long time, so quiet you could hear a pin drop.

 Suddenly, there was suppressed laughter heard in waves.

 Including good bestie witch Renee, one by one, they bowed their heads and laughed in a low voice.

 Heavens, the once so arrogant Sage Palo actually has today too!

 When the laughter subsided, Link continued to talk about his various ideas about "construction".

 Such as the positioning and difference between Talent Construction and Rune Construction.

 In Talent Construction, the "talent" refers only to transplantable or synthesizable physical talents and does not involve the soul.

 It is suitable for body-refining wizards, or fairies with abilities and fighting styles inclined towards physical power. It also applies to extraordinary races and professions in other affiliated worlds of the Wizard World that mainly possess physical abilities.

 The "rune" in Rune Construction refers to the rune structure of magic blueprints, rune arrays, and rune barriers.

 It is suitable for Elemental Wizards, True Spirit Wizards, or fairies whose abilities lean towards the soul and possess witchcraft-like abilities. It also applies to extraordinary races and professions in other affiliated worlds of the Wizard World that primarily cast spells.

 Like the single-piece designs that have been completed.

 Like the preliminary ideas for set designs.

 Since Wizard Salossal, the Medical Department has been listening very carefully. They only felt like they had opened up a new world.

 "Construction" does not only involve Potion Study, but also Rune Studies, Alchemy, research on physical bodies and souls, witchcraft and magic-like abilities, and so on.

 It is a new technology with a very high level of integration.

 Moreover, everyone noticed a term that Link mentioned repeatedly, "Construction Wizard"!

 Its ambition is nakedly displayed in front of all the wizards in the conference room.

 This is a big plan to first practice with the fairies in the Fairy World, then gradually transition and develop to the wizards in the Wizard World from other affiliate worlds, in order to create a new wizard sect!

 Being able to participate in this, regardless of the final result and whether the new wizard sect can be successfully created, everyone present would leave a strong mark in the history of the Wizard World.

 Thinking of this, the wizards could not help feeling surging and wanted to start work immediately.

 Unfortunately, "construction" is a completely new and unfamiliar technology, and it is not even considered a discipline for the time being.

 Everything has to start from scratch.

 Link, as the proposer, has to carefully comb through his own ideas, establish the overall framework of "construction" study, and then fill in the specific content.

 Then hand over bits and pieces of the tidied content to the alchemists of the Medical Department present.

 "Link, do you have a list of reference books?"

 After listening to Link's detailed explanation, Polo Salossal, the Minister of the Medical Department, said, "If there are, why not send out the list of references first, and we will revise the knowledge of Rune Studies, Alchemy Studies and other related subjects. This way, when we officially learn 'construction', it can reduce some obstacles."

 "Yes."

 Considering the craftsman spirit of the Medical Department's alchemists, Link has prepared this in advance.

 On the huge screen, there are five rows displayed immediately, with 100 in each row, a total of 500 reference items.

 Link said calmly, "These are phase one materials and literature. After reading these, you can start practicing."

 Suddenly, there was a burst of sighs in the conference room.

 500 pieces of reference materials and literature are honestly not outrageous.

 The ones present are not pure novices, many of them might have already mastered a lot of knowledge.

 The key lies in the word "phase one".

 The way he said it, it sounds like there is a "phase two", "phase three", "phase four" or more.

 Suddenly, the longing to be recorded in history fades a lot.

 Should we pretend this doesn't exist?
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 "That's a bit exaggerated, isn't it?"

 Link looked at everyone's reaction and laughed helplessly.

 He knew that there were 500 documents in just the first phase of data, which seemed quite a lot.

 However, it only seemed like a lot on the surface, the actual new learnings weren't that many.

 In the 500 documents, at least two-thirds of them were common readings and literature in disciplines like Potion Study, Rune Studies, and Alchemy.

 The pharmacists here started out as senior first-level wizards, most of whom were second-level wizards. Naturally, they had seen and studied these documents.

 Link listed these common documents and literature just to let them review them.

 Over time, some related knowledge might have been forgotten or not clearly remembered.

 Actually, there wasn't much new knowledge that needed extra study.

 At this time, Wizard Polo Salossal stood up and solemnly stated, "It's not much, everyone will finish in two days."

 As soon as the words fell, Wizard Salossal glanced at the pharmacists in the room and asked in a deep voice, "Does anyone think they can't finish?"

 "No."

 Under the formidable reputation of the minister and the "fellow senior brothers", the pharmacists unanimously agreed.

 "Rest assured, it will definitely not hinder the work."

 Wizard Salossal was very satisfied with the performance of the pharmacists, turned around, and solemnly promised Link.

 Link nodded, didn't say much, but turned on the two surgery videos he made for Lokan.

 Link wanted the medical alchemists of the Palo Sage Army to directly understand the operation process of the initial version of the "Construction" that has not yet been perfected.

 The alchemists watched very carefully, without missing any detail.

 After the surgery video was finished, today's lecture was officially over.

 Link declined the invitation of Wizard Salossal and did not stay longer in the Fairy World, but returned directly to the main campus.

 He had to take advantage of some time today to do some theoretical work related to "Construction".

 Classes will start tomorrow, and the further you go, the fewer public elective classes and the more advanced classes.

 The knowledge taught by the professors is also getting more advanced, and the homework to be completed after class - research and experiments naturally become more difficult, taking up more energy and time.

 There's really not enough time!

 Witch Renee stayed and discussed specific matters of collaboration with Wizard Salossal.

 Everything else is easy to talk about, mainly the general conditions and agreements of "school-enterprise" cooperation.

 Only one point is very special and must be negotiated — how to proceed with it.

 "Construction", as a completely new technology and even discipline, could not be understood casually.

 Finishing the 500 documents listed by Link in the first phase just gives a preliminary understanding of "Construction" which represents the sum of Link's knowledge.

 Subsequently, Link needed to personally teach and train the alchemists.

 Given that Link is currently studying, his primary responsibility now is to study, and it is impossible to accommodate the cooperation project of the Potion Study Research Group of Sage Selene and the Palo Sage Army too much.

 Not to mention whether Link himself is willing, even if Link is willing, the academy would not allow it.

 Therefore, the medical department needs to accommodate Link's schedule, send some people or the entire team to the main campus to study with Link.

 "It's unrealistic to send everyone."

 After hearing Witch Renee's speech and request, Wizard Salossal pondered for a moment and then responded, "We still need to maintain operation in the Medical Department, so let's rotate the staff."

 After the fight with the Abyss Demon, Palo Sage Army had been stationed in Fairy World.

 First is for rest and reorganization; second is to further digest the fruits of the war.

 The Medical Department has three major business sections, daily medical treatment, "Sublimation" Potion Project and "Empowerment" Potion Project.

 Wizard Salossal simply wanted more people in the Medical Department, how could he possibly send all the alchemists out?

 "All right. Let's do it."

 Actually, Witch Renee had already known about the situation of the Medical Department, and although she seemed to have given two choices, she had ascertained that Wizard Salossal would choose the second method. She immediately agreed and said, "You figure out the personnel and timing, I will communicate well with the academy and Link."

 "Looking forward to our pleasant cooperation."

 Wizard Salossal extended his right hand with a smile.

 "Happy cooperation."

 Witch Renee lightly shook Wizard Salossal's right hand, then walked towards the teleportation portal, leaving the Fairy World.

 Main Campus of the Academy.

 After he came back, Link locked himself in the villa's study and wrote fervently.

 Actually, he could use "brain-machine input" to directly record his ideas into his smart brain.

 Or he could enter the Hall of Mind, which had greatly changed, to first organize his thoughts about "Construction", and then use witchcraft to present it all at once.

 However, Link still chose to write, giving himself a thorough thought process.

 From shortly after noon to evening, he wrote for a whole afternoon. Only then had he presented all his ideas and thoughts about "Construction" on paper.

 After this sort out, "Construction" now had a framework and was partially filled.

 Although it is not yet refined and comprehensive, it is enough for the early stage of training.

 The subsequent work will be to modify, optimize, supplement, and excavate through constant expansion of sample sizes and feedback from experiments.

 After completing the ideas about "Construction" that popped up due to Lokan's matter, Link looked at the moon outside the window, got up and left the study, and went to the dining room.

 "You finally decided to come out."

 Jasmine was sitting at one end of the dining table, joking with a smile, "I thought you were going to spend your whole life with the paper and pen."
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 ""Where?" 

 Link, looking at the sumptuous dinner arranged on the table, cracked a small smile, "Pens and papers can't be so considerate."

 Jasmine laughed softly, not continuing the conversation.

 They ate in unspoken harmony, occasionally serving each other.

 After a cozy dinner and a casual tea chitchat, they each went back to their rooms to attend to their affairs.

 So the life goes on.

 Having performed a deep meditation in advance, Link silently invoked and entered the "Small World."

 Franda immediately came to greet him, her eyes filled with reproach as she stared at Link. Her cheeks puffed out, her lips pouted; she seemed rather sulky.

 "What's the matter, Franda?"

 Link touched Franda's little head curiously and asked, "What made Franda unhappy?"

 "Master upset Franda!"

 Franda stood with her hands on her hips, huffily whining, "Why did Master give away the Nest that Franda had worked so hard to rid of its smell?"

 "Ah!"

 At this, Link was left speechless.

 After the damaged Nest was taken into the "Small World", Franda had reluctantly, yet patiently, cleaned it inside out.

 Over time, and thanks to Franda's help, Link had managed to transform and refine the cleaned-up damaged Nest a few days ago.

 The original form of the damaged Nest was a Level 3 Insect Race Nest, which had the capability of leaving a star system, but couldn't undertake long interstellar journeys.

 Moreover, the power source of the Insect Race Nest was, from a wizard's perspective, not advanced but rather primitive.

 Link utilized some of the technology used in building interstellar battleships in the Wizard World to renovate the Nest's power source, making it capable of short- and medium-distance interstellar travel.

 Once the power supply issue was addressed, all that was left were the areas of attack and defense.

 From the beginning, Link didn't intend to increase the Nest's defense.

 During the subsequent transformations, he only slightly adjusted the Nest's defense mechanisms to make them more suited for wizard manipulation, without making significant improvements.

 Link entrusted all his remaining energy, time, and resources on improving its attack capability.

 Given his preference for "Melting Rays" and "Dissolution," Link didn't adopt Small Caliber Obliteration Beam and Mid Caliber Star Destroyer Cannon as the Nest's Attack Scrolls.

 Instead, he chose antimatter cannons, greatly enhancing its attacking power at the cost of increasing energy consumption!

 He didn't even use the concept of main cannons in the starship attack system.

 Making use of the hive-like structure of the Nest, Link created a "No feints, all main attacks" Third Ring Level Attack Scroll!

 The badly damaged Nest, after a thorough cleaning, shrinking, and remodelling, began to resemble a sparsely prickled sea urchin.

 Each of these protruding spikes was an antimatter cannon!

 A total of 360 antimatter cannons, distributed all over the sphere of the Nest, were terrifyingly destructive.

 This Nest Warship, preoccupied with concentrated fire attacking capability, was Link's first alchemy creation.

 Through sheer brute force, it was upgraded directly to the Third Ring Level.

 With Assad's "Freedom to Do Anything" thriving, and his big wedding approaching, Link naturally had to give a grand gift.

 So, Link chose the newly reforged Nest Warship.

 The reason Franda was so angry was that Link didn't tell her about this decision in advance.

 Despite having to bear with the rotten smell when cleaning the damaged Nest, she managed to add fragrance to it, thinking that the Lord and his Wife would be using it frequently. Her hard work was all in vain!

 "In this matter, master is wrong. Master apologizes to Franda, is that alright?"

 Putting himself in the shoes of the little girl, Link understood her logic. With a wry smile, he apologized profusely.

 "Humph!"

 Franda turned her body around and shook Link's hand off her head. She turned her back towards him, signaling that she was still mad and didn't want to talk to him.

 Link touched Franda's small head again, then stepped forward. Using the authority of the "World Master", he brought the "World Spirit" Franda to the origin of the "Small World."

 The "Small World" had evolved four times and was now on the verge of transformation.

 After one more evolution, the "Small" in the "Small World" would be erased, becoming a true world in every sense.

 It would have complete celestial movement rules, a complete ecosystem, primitive intelligent life, and initial signs of intelligent civilization!

 Link this time, came to observe the first batch of organic life that had been born in the "Small World" after they'd been bathed in thunderbolts.

 However, his hopeful arrival yielded results that were not quite as expected.

 Looking at these primitive organic life forms that were full of flaws, Link always had this feeling that the fourth evolution of the "Small World" was a bankrupt version.

 "Franda, what do you think?"

 After delving deep into his thoughts but failing to arrive at a resolution, Link asked Franda, the World Spirit.

 Now confronted with a serious problem, even though she was still in a huff, Franda answered seriously, "Franda feels that the 'Small World' is like those people who fill their bellies with mud. It's only been stuffed full, not truly satisfied."

 Saying this, as if she remembered something, Franda suddenly seemed depressed.

 Link touched Franda's head again, but didn't say any comforting words about it being "all in the past", intending to comfort Franda who was distressed by the memories of the past.

 These pains buried deep within the heart would occasionally surface, brutally stirring the bruised heart.

 Comfort from others is actually of no help.

 It's just a matter of gritting your teeth and getting through it.

 Sniffling lightly, Franda stomped on Link's toe and huffed, "Master's annoying," before vanishing from his view.
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 Link didn't need to sense it to guess where Franda had gone.

 He sighed, looked at the original source of the "Small World" for a while, and returned to his study located in the academy's headquarters.

 Putting aside the thoughts about "construction" and the wedding gifts, Link consulted the relevant information about the cultivation of the "Small World". However, Link could not find a clue. He had no choice but to send a letter to the dealer, urging him to deliver the undelivered Insect Race evolution radiation source.

 He hoped that after obtaining the supplement of a large amount of Insect Race evolution radiation source, the fourth evolution of the "Small World" could be fully completed.

 After finishing these tasks, Link looked at the "moon" that had already risen to the middle of the sky and went to bed.

 In the following three weeks, Link led a very fulfilling, regular, and calm life without any surprises.

 He taught classes from Monday to Friday in the morning and afternoon, worked on research and experiments for his course assignments in his own laboratory at noon and in the evening, he went to Sage Selene's Potion Research Group Experiment Building to train the Medical Alchemists who took turns coming here and teach them the knowledge of "construction".

 After three weeks of training, Link has updated four versions of the textbooks about "construction", and the knowledge system of "construction" he created has become clearer and clearer, and there is a trend to form a new subject.

 This was a significant progress and an exciting signal.

 The enthusiasm of the Medical Alchemists for learning the knowledge system of "construction" increased.

 As the saying goes, judging from the current situation, even if a new profession of "Construction Wizard" cannot be established, establishing a profession of "Constructor" is already within the grasp and quite stable.

 Afterwards, it depends on the effect of the "construction" project they will carry out in the Fairy World.

 Yes, after three weeks of training and preparation, the Sage Palo army finally officially launched the "construction" project.

 The project is initially divided into three phases.

 The first phase is of experimental nature, and 3,000 faeries of various races have been selected through the Five-clan coalition government.

 In the following week, the Medical Alchemists will perform "construction" on these 3,000 volunteers.

 The "construction" transplanted this time is the "Savage Strike" suit which equals Third Ring Level witchcraft, and it is carefully designed by Link based on his research on fairies.

 The "Savage Strike" consists of five single pieces, namely: First Ring Level "Primary Strength Amplification", First Ring Level "Primary Speed Amplification", First Ring Level "Primary Physique Amplification", Second Ring Level "Charged Strike", and Second Ring Level "Strong Breakthrough".

 The three "amplifications" and two "strikes" of First and Second Ring Level use the corresponding witchcraft models of Body-refining wizards in the form of Rune arrays and fall on the "construction" carrier.

 Fairies that have carried the "Savage Strike" suit can activate the effect of any single piece individually to improve their corresponding attributes, or temporarily enhance their attack power.

 They can also activate the overall effect of the suit to achieve a transformation similar to the transformation mode of the body-refining wizard, with a rapid increase in size and a surge in attack power!

 According to the rules, as the chief designer of the "construction" project, Link must be present at the Medical Department at such a critical moment.

 However, Wizard Salossal said: "You can take leave with confidence to attend Little Assad and Renee Clarke's wedding, with me and Old Morpheus here, nothing will go wrong!"

 Having learned the news about the "construction" project and insisting on helping with all the alchemists from the Potion Department, Old Morpheus, who always had food with him, pounded his chest: "You don't trust Polo, can't you trust me? I'll handle this. You can rest assured!"

 Having said that, Old Morpheus ignored his old nemesis, Wizard Salossal, who was blowing his nose and glaring at him, pulled Link aside mysteriously, and asked quietly: "You know my grandson Peck, he doesn't want to mess around with the family army anymore, he wants to find another way out. He asked me to ask you, can he join your 'Do Whatever You Like' group?"

 "'Do Whatever You Like' is not mine, but belongs to all members."

 Upon hearing this, Link solemnly corrected Old Morpheus's wrong statement, and then said, "If Peck is willing, he can apply through regular channels. I believe that with Peck's overall ability, he will definitely not be eliminated."

 "No room for compromise?"

 Old Morpheus frowned and asked in a deep voice.

 Link insisted on his principles and replied:

 "Minister Morpheus, if today, because of Peck's relationship with you, I break the rules, would you feel reassured to let him join 'Do Whatever You Like'?

 You need to know that the branch of 'Do Whatever You Like' set up in the academy's main department has already recruited nearly twenty children from various major families under the guidance of Wizard Sandra Diamond.

 If 'Do Whatever You Like' cannot keep its principles, what would happen to all the members who finally entered the main department for further studies from the home country?

 With your experience, insight, and wisdom, it's not hard to guess."

 As soon as Link said this, Old Morpheus immediately expressed his understanding and nodded: "Alright, let's go through the regular process!"

 After speaking, Old Morpheus sighed and lamented: "I've been stubborn for most of my life. I didn't expect that when it came to my own grandson, I would start playing favoritism. No wonder I haven't been able to break through the third level wizard. The blockage was still due to my state of mind!"

 With that, Old Morpheus turned and left the Medical Department, returning to his temporary residence at the Potion Department.

 His figure seemed very lonely.

 At this time, Wizard Salossal snorted with ridicule: "Don't listen to his nonsense! The reason he can't progress is purely because he was seriously injured before which affected the Sea of Consciousness, what the hell does it have to do with state of mind. He just doesn't want to lose face!"

 Link pretended not to hear, laughed, and also left the Fairy World, returning to the academy.

 The wedding of Assad Kenneth and Renee Clarke is imminent.

 The academy gave Link and Jasmine two days off to allow them to return to the home country to attend the wedding.

 In addition to the big gift for the newlyweds, Link and Jasmine also have to prepare a gift for the members of "Do Whatever You Like", especially the Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group, and the core of the third squad to show their consolation.

 As the founder, you can't not have a presence, right?

 Link hasn't really let go of "Do Whatever You Like"!
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 Wizard World. 

 West Coast, Tudor region, Mitchell District, Ravensmouth Special Area.

 Ravensmouth City, North District, a grand villa beautifully decorated inside and out.

 The wedding of Assad Kenneth and Renee Clarke is about to take place here.

 This villa was bought by Assad with his own savings. It is not a property of the Clark family, nor did it use any of Renee's Magic Stones.

 When Renee Clarke rejected her family's arrangement and chose to marry out, her stance became clear.

 The wedding here, and the two living here after, became a logical event.

 Assad did not hide his position as the general manager in "Do Whatever You Want", and very flamboyantly invited the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and backbone members of the third echelon of First Level Wizards, to come to the villa, arrange the ceremony, and promote the wedding.

 The guests in the know, laughed but didn't speak.

 The guests unaware, suddenly realized the context.

 No wonder "Do Whatever You Want" has a different style during a period of time, changing its normal behavior, expanding everywhere.

 Encountering slight resistance, sensibly became low-key again, solidifying the results of the expansion.

 Every move, seemed very seasoned, managing the art of advancing and retreating perfectly.

 Turns out, an experienced person was running the show.

 Watching the orderly proceeding wedding without Assad's own efforts, guided by the members of "Do Whatever You Want", many wizards felt strange.

 How didn't they think that Link Grande needed a presentable Tier 3 Wizard, to guide the development of "Do Whatever You Want"?

 Discovering it now, but it's already too late.

 Regardless of how genius Link Grande is, and how much potential "Do Whatever You Want" has, it can only accommodate one Tier 3 Wizard, which has already reached the current limit.

 Jumping onboard now, the gain may not necessarily be worth the effort!

 Subsequently, these wizards were once again forced to compliment Assad's insight, whether in picking people or choosing powers, he has a unique perspective.

 Remembering initially, learning that Assad Kenneth resigned from his position as the director of the intelligence department of the Palo Sage army and stayed at home, their schadenfreude, many people felt a little embarrassed.

 This was a miscalculation!

 No matter what the reason for Assad's departure from the Palo Sage army was.

 At least he "parted amicably", did not sour the relationship, and still maintains close contact.

 The wizards of the Palo Sage army, including Palo Sage himself, even if they are stationed in the Different World and cannot come to congratulate, still specially asked people to send gifts.

 And Assad only lay low for a short while, and then immediately invested in a small organization full of development prospects, becoming a solid elder.

 Goodness, no wonder he was able to marry the most outstanding descendent of the Clark family in recent years, Renee Clarke.

 Excellent vision, decisive action, if he couldn't succeed, who could?

 The Clark Family naturally sent people to attend the wedding, and quite a few at that, from all three generations.

 Nine Clarks stayed in a room on the second floor of the villa, nobody spoke, maintaining silence.

 The elder Clark leading the wedding was the grandfather of Renee and Elise.

 The three middle-aged Clarks were Renee and Elise's uncles.

 The remaining five young Clarks, were Renee and Elise's cousins.

 Even though some of the Clarks present did not have a good opinion of Assad because Renee chose to marry out instead of in, they wouldn't do anything absurd.

 Like despising Assad Kenneth for being born in the Storm Sea New Blood;

 Or ridicule Assad Kenneth since such a magnificent Tier 3 Wizard has to work for a Tier 2 Wizard.

 If they didn't like him, they simply wouldn't see him often.

 Besides, there was still a grand old man looming above.

 "Ryan, you go and see who has come to give gifts and what sort of gifts they've brought."

 If quite a while, the elder Clark broke the silence, looking directly at his legitimate eldest grandson, giving orders.

 "Yes, grandfather."

 Ryan, the one named Clark, stood up, and after respectfully saluting, exited the room.

 "Father, is it necessary?"

 The youngest of the three middle-aged Clarks sneered, "Besides Sage Palo, Sage Selene, and Sage Cody, what distinguished guests can Assad invite?"

 The elder Clark looked at his youngest son indifferently, not uttering a word.

 With the presence of a senior Tier 4 sage, the youngest of the middle-aged Clarks involuntarily bowed his head.

 Were the three sages people you could invite as you pleased?

 Without using my name, and the family's name, why not try inviting a sage?

 A moment later, the elder Clark said coldly: "I don't care what you thought before, but from now on, don't think about your second brother and sister-in-law's inheritance. Remember, don't ever harbor such thoughts."

 "Father, I never did."

 The youngest of the middle-aged Clarks felt his back break out in cold sweat, an uneasy feeling in his heart, hurried to explain, "I never had such thoughts!"

 "Really?"

 The elder Clark sounded indifferent, "Never had is best. Let's not mention whether you can beat Renee or not. Now with Elise's status, not even I can criticize her, let alone you. It's best to not have those thoughts, otherwise, no one will be able to protect you."

 The last word "you", scared the other two middle-aged Clarks into quickly lowering their heads: "Yes, we will remember father's lesson."

 "Hmph!"
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 The elder Clark snorted coldly, warning, "Everyone, behave at the wedding today! No funny business!"

 "Of course not!"

 The three middle-aged Clarks shouted in unison.

 The remaining four young Clarks had only one thought after hearing this exchange: Renee and Elise, the sister pair, have truly struck gold!

 Soon, Ryan Clark returned to the room with a stunned look on his face.

 "What's going on?"

 The elder Clark quietly cast a calming spell on his eldest grandson and asked aloud.

 When Ryan Clark's mind was no longer shocked, his voice still trembled, "San... Sandra Diomand, came in person to bless Assad and Renee!"

 This one sentence silenced all the Clarks in the room.

 Including the elder Clark, a senior Fourth Level Sage. Renee's and Elise's grandfather.

 Diomand, is the surname of the Great Sage Revo.

 Sandra Diomand is known by all wizards who develop in the Ravensmouth Special Area, more or less.

 Not to mention the Clark Family, a half-blood family that has developed thanks to the support of Ravensmouth College.

 The nine Clarks knew clearly that Sandra is the only female of the fourth generation of the Diomand Family and she is greatly treasured!

 In the silence of others, Ryan Clark continued, "Wizard Sandra also... also said she looks forward to working together in the future."

 This news is even more explosive.

 Assad has become colleagues with Sandra Diomand, has he caught the eye of the Diomand Family, or is there another reason?

 "What's the situation? Have you found out anything?"

 The elder Clark had experienced many twists and turns in his life and was only surprised for a moment.

 Ryan Clark nodded, replying, "I heard a little bit. Link Grande has set up a branch in the College's main office and Wizard Sandra is the manager of this branch and deputy president at the same time."

 "Hmm."

 The elder Clark's eyes were mysterious, and it was unclear what he was thinking.

 The three middle-aged Clarks looked at each other, each seeing the shock and loss in the others' eyes.

 Speaking honestly, have these three ever really coveted the inheritance their brother left for his two daughters?

 Perhaps they've had the thought, after all, that the inheritance was so abundant that after Renee Clark became a Third Level Wizard, there was still more than half left.

 But for various reasons, the three middle-aged Clarks have not actually taken any actions.

 Now, they are extremely grateful that they have not taken any actions, not even making an attempt.

 As for the five young Clarks, including Ryan, they felt nothing but envy and jealousy towards Renee.

 Main floor of the villa, the banquet hall.

 Assad and Renee, dressed in their finery, are making small talk with Link, Jasmine, Sandra, Lanny, Tiffany, Fred, and Gerald who have arrived as a group.

 After the blessings were given, the seven people presented their gifts one by one.

 Various parties of the wizards, whether it be the Sage promotion ceremony or a wedding, it is customary to unwrap the gifts in front of the guests.

 The gifts from the promotion ceremony are unwrapped at the end, one after another.

 For weddings, depending on the hosts' wishes, they can be unwrapped immediately upon receipt or left until the end of the wedding as the final "program".

 Assad and Renee chose to unbox the gifts from the seven in front of everyone.

 Other guests at the event can watch as bystanders.

 Whether deliberately or unconsciously, Assad and Renee began to unpack the last gift from Gerald first.

 The gifts of Gerald, Fred, Tiffany, and Lanny were all standard, neither too shabby nor remarkable.

 The guests in the banquet hall watched as these four gifts, which were almost the same as their own, revealed no emotion on their faces. Yet, they were secretly looking forward to the next three gifts.

 Especially the inconspicuous gift from Sandra Diomand.

 Assad and Renee sensed the emotional fluctuations of the guests, looked at each other, and in sync, extended their hands toward Jasmine's gift.

 Link's gift is the finale, Sandra's gift is the major highlight, Jasmine's gift is to warm up the crowd, this order is quite appropriate.

 Jasmine watched the coordinated actions of the newlyweds and felt a pang of envy, then she silently wished them happiness.

 "Wow!"

 Renee, who unwrapped the gift and took it out, exclaimed.

 The guests got a clear view of the contract in Renee's hand, and the 49% share of a tea shop in the East District written on the contract. There was a chorus of gasps.

 Through the promotion of this period, not only has tea become completely popular in Ravensmouth Special Area.

 It has also spread to the surrounding Shadow City Zone and Mesopotamia Prefecture.

 Even the distant Flame and Metal District and White Tower District have wizards inquiring about how to act as sales agents for tea and tea drinks.

 No one knows exactly how Link Grande planted and refined the tea.

 Other potion shops attempted to mimic the process but ended up with products that didn't come close to the tea and tea drinks selling in the market.

 The 49% share of a tea shop, even if the shop is located in the East District and not the North District, what does it mean?

 It means it's a Magic Stone mine that can continuously produce Magic Stones!

 The gesture may not be enough to surpass the value of the gifts given by other guests, but so far, it's the gift with the biggest shock factor.

 "This is too much."

 Renee put the contract back in the gift box and said so.
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 "A token of goodwill." 

 Jasmine smiled faintly, not engaging in the usual bickering with Renee, and once again extended her sincere blessings, "I wish you two undying love."

 "Thank you."

 Renee's face beamed with happiness as she accepted the blessings and gratefully responded.

 Upon seeing their exchange, Assad picked up Link's gift box.

 Upon first touching it, Assad felt something odd and had to exert more effort to keep it steady in his hands.

 The wizards present, with sharp eyes and ears, instantly noticed Assad's odd movements.

 It seemed that the gift from Link Grande was quite substantial.

 Taking a deep breath, Assad carefully untied the stunning wrapping to reveal a not-so-attractive spherical object covered in spikes.

 Hisssss!

 Gasps resounded in the hall.

 Despite its unattractive appearance, this spiked sphere was extremely valuable.

 It was a starship, modified from a Level 3 Insect Race Nest.

 Despite the limitations of materials and unfamiliarity of fabrication techniques, making the warship only a Third Ring Magic Tool level—on par with the "Hummingbird" warship—it mattered little.

 Gazing upon the staggering setup of 360 Antimatter Cannons, who could belittle a simple Third Ring Magic Tool?

 If this warship made from an Insect Race Nest caught a good opportunity, the barrage of 360 Antimatter Cannons would be formidable. Among the configuration standards of the Sage-Level Legion's interstellar fleet, apart from the Starry Fortress and Main Interstellar Warships that could endure it, even the Auxiliary Interstellar Warships could be severely damaged.

 This kind of attack strategy emphasizes constant attack suppression rather than an instantaneous burst of incredible power!

 Moreover, the wizards who recognized the unfamiliarity of the fabrication method were even more astonished than those who didn't notice.

 What did unfamiliarity imply?

 It implied that the Alchemy Master who had modified and fabricated this Nest Warship was a novice.

 If Link Grande chose to give away this Nest Warship, it's implausible that he would spend a significant sum of Magic Stone to entrust a novice Alchemy Master—it just wouldn't be worth the expense.

 A simple deduction and it's not hard to guess that the Alchemy Master who modified and created this Nest Warship was either Link Grande himself or someone extraordinarily close to him.

 The latter is possible but unlikely.

 So, besides being an extraordinary combatant and a Genius Potion Master, Link Grande is also a Genius Alchemy Master!

 He's already capable of creating a Third Ring level, extra-large Magic Tool!

 At this moment, the wizards who noticed the novice fabrication method—be they First Level Wizards, Second Level Wizards, or Third Level Wizards—their gazes towards Link Grande shifted again and again.

 Even some wizards considered following in Assad's footsteps and impulsively joining the "do whatever you want" faction under Link Grande's command.

 This 'leg' is already not skinny and will get even thicker in the future!

 Resolutely hanging onto it isn't shameful at all!

 "Such an extravagance!"

 Assad examined the disposable miniature Insect Race Nest warship in his hand with a serious expression.

 Is this bloody thing a gift?

 This is bloody heart stealing!

 Does Assad lack a Third Ring level interstellar battleship?

 To be honest, he doesn't!

 He himself already has a "Lark" level interstellar battleship.

 Renee also has a "Hawk" level (Auxiliary level) interstellar battleship, which is a higher level than "Lark".

 However, the Insect Race Nest warship that Link personally made represented something entirely different.

 It was a message to Assad, stick with me, and I'll keep you supplied with potions, magic tools, and endless Magic Stones.

 "Relax and take it. There's more where that came from."

 Link didn't hide his intentions, he even openly stated them.

 After a moment of contemplation, Assad agreed, "Okay, I'll take it."

 Renee, who had been watching the whole process, had only one thought:

 Damn it, not only has this guy got my sister hooked, now he's trying to win over my husband too! Such a detestful move!

 However, even as she was cursing in her heart, Renee had to maintain a surface level of decorum and join Assad in thanking Link.

 It was something she grudgingly had to do!

 Fortunately, there's still Sandra Diomand's gift is yet to be opened, which provided a diversion.

 With conflicted feelings, Renee Clarke rapidly unwrapped the gift from Sandra.

 It was a small box, the size of a palm and as thick as a finger.

 Unwrapping it was easy, Renee was done in seconds.

 The nine Clarkes who were upstairs in the rooms, hearing the commotion, led by the senior Clarke, came out onto the corridor, looking down into the living room.

 In time to witness Assad receiving the Insect Race nest warship and Renee unwrapping the small gift box.

 Everyone noticed Renee glance at the contents of the box, instantly revealing an incredulous expression. She didn't immediately pull out the gift inside, instead, she looked at Sandra with surprise.

 As if asking, is this really for us?

 Sandra just smiled and nodded, affirming Renee's question.

 Renee took a deep breath, finally accepting the reality of the situation.

 Composing herself, she pulled out a light gray colored card from the box.

 Though the light gray card had nothing particularly eye-catching, it captured the attention of all the guests as soon as it was revealed.

 Upstairs on the corridor, the senior Clark almost lost his composure, swallowing hard.

 Sage Selene, who hadn't been present earlier, was now standing next to the elder Clark. When he finally snapped back to reality, she asked him directly: "Do you still think marrying Renee off was a mistake?"

 Elder Clark turned to look at Selene. The sage's current status and position were, in no way, inferior to his. He calmly said, "I never blamed Renee for anything."

 After a pause, the elder Clark's demeanor became much more dispirited, "I just didn't want my second son to leave behind no direct descendants."

 Selene was quiet for a moment before finally saying, "Assad has already promised Renee that if they have more than two children, one of them will carry the Clarke name, but will not be part of the Clarke family."

 "I see."

 Elder Clark's eyes express complex emotions, both relief and sadness.

 Not wanting to push the subject any further, Selene simply shifted her gaze to the light gray card in Renee's hand.

 The card was nothing special, just an access card for a villa located in the college headquarters.

 Every wizard present who had received training at the headquarters had used similar access cards before.

 However, the cards they used were temporary, orange-red in color.

 The light gray access card was a permanent card, signifying ownership of that villa.

 How many local families and localized witches could only dream about residing in the college headquarters.

 And yet, here were Assad and Renee, just married, accomplishing something so many others wished for.

 Truly, a cause for envy!
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 The wedding was over. 

 Within the Clark Family, no one was saying that Renee Clarke had married down.

 Nobody thought that Assad Kenneth had married Renee to climb up the social ladder, to curry favor.

 Of course, Assad Kenneth wouldn't immediately rise to prominence and elevate his status due to a light-gray access card from the academy headquarters.

 It represents not his power and level, but merely his network of connections and potential for development.

 Initially, some had questioned why Assad would prefer to work at "Do Whatever You Want," rather than enter the structured work life of the Clark Family. All those doubts have been dispelled now.

 Even from a different perspective, a Clark Family is the equivalent of ten "Do Whatever You Want" entities.

 The Clarks hobnobbed with individuals at the level of Dean Frist, not someone Sandra Diomand could match.

 However, families and individuals are different entities.

 Separated from the family, many Clarks couldn't even match Sandra Diomand's level.

 Yet Assad could interact with Sandra Diomand through "Do Whatever You Want," a privilege many Clarks couldn't attain.

 Even Renee's grandfather, the elderly Clark who led the team to attend the wedding, finally gave Assad a smile.

 This was the first smile he received from the Clarks in the ten years he knew Renee, a truly precious one.

 Despite all these changes, Assad didn't become overconfident or assume that his status had drastically improved, leading to his arrogance.

 Contrarily, Assad was very clear-headed with an exact understanding and positioning of himself.

 The next morning, Assad arrived at "Do Whatever You Want" headquarters, not far from his grand villa, to start a regular workday.

 Link and Jasmine had already arrived, leisurely chatting and drinking tea in the CEO's office.

 Jasmine mentioned in their conversation that she admired Renee for having such a warm and intimate wedding.

 Many wizards in the Wizard World indulged in pleasure.

 Few of them, pressured by their families or for other reasons, came together to organize a wedding and support each other for life.

 Even if they held a wedding, it was mostly about the ceremony, like a press conference.

 Very few weddings, like Assad's and Renee's, emphasized warmth and intimacy.

 Link, however, remained silent, not uttering a word.

 It was Assad's timely arrival that "rescued" Link.

 "Come, Assad, sit down and chat."

 Through the open office door, seeing Assad pass by, Link immediately waved and called him over.

 Jasmine gritted her back teeth, a little annoyed by the office layout.

 Who put the CEO's office in the middle, with the General Manager's and Deputy General Manager's office on the left, and two vice president's offices on the right?

 Such a genius!

 Feeling Jasmine's mood shift, Assad was reluctant to enter, but under Link's persistent gaze, he reluctantly stepped in.

 "There's something I need to discuss with you."

 Link swiftly changed the subject, "Jasmine and I have brought some gifts for the members. We need to distribute them today."

 "Understood."

 Before Link finished speaking, Assad quickly caught on, "I'll inform Linn right away and have everyone gather."

 After dropping those words, Assad, ignoring Link's gaze, got up and left.

 "There's no rush, we can still chat."

 Watching Assad's retreating figure, Link said.

 Jasmine stared straight into Link's eyes without expression. She didn't say anything, but everything was implied.

 Link gave a wry smile and went back to sipping his tea.

 How was he supposed to continue the conversation about the wedding?

 "Hmph."

 Jasmine snorted coldly and went behind her desk ignoring Link, frustrated by him.

 "Sir, tut tut…"

 Franda, the Spirit of the Wind, who hadn't been out for fresh air in a while, fluttered around Jasmine's CEO's office. Watching the awkward interaction between the two, she let out a giggle.

 Was this mockery?

 This was definitely mockery!

 Link's response was to leave the CEO's office, ignoring the one big and one small member of the alliance, and headed to Linn's deputy general manager's office.

 At the beginning, when closing on the headquarters and planning the interior design, Assad prepared an office for Link. However, Link declined.

 When "Do Whatever You Want" updated its charter and top-level design, Link only retained the title of Founder, without taking up any post.

 Even honorary chairman and other titles, he had none.

 Theoretically, Link had clearly cut himself from "Do Whatever You Want", placing himself completely in the background.

 "Greetings, boss."

 In the deputy general manager's office, core members from the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and the third echelon were all gathered.

 Seeing Link walk in, they all stood to greet him.

 "Hello! Everyone!"

 Link enthusiastically responded to everyone's greetings, gesturing with both hands, "Please, everyone, have a seat."

 When Link sat down, members of the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and the third echelon also settled down.

 "We won't talk about official matters, report them to your big sister."

 As soon as everyone sat down, Link set the tone for this conversation, "How has everyone been recently? Do you have any questions in witchcraft, Potion Studies, Rune Studies and other subjects?"

 The Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and the members of the third echelon had all discussed the deeper meaning of the new manifesto after studying it.
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 They were not surprised at all that Link was truly hands-off about the "freedom to do anything" affair.

 Upon hearing this question, each of them quickly followed the lead of Link and proceeded the conversation, each raising issues they encountered in their practice.

 Link listened patiently and then gave guidance one by one.

 He either provided a list of books for them to research on their own or pointed out the key points in few words, allowing them to think and understand on their own.

 Or he thoroughly analyzed the concerns, helping them better understand.

 A fervent conversation continued for nearly an hour until Assad reported that all members had been recalled.

 "Let's go, all together."

 Link stood up first and walked out.

 Assad gathered all the two hundred plus members in the front yard.

 Sandra, leading Lanny, Tiffany, Fred, and Gerald, emerged from the vice-president's office to meet Link and his team.

 After the teams merged, they lined up in order.

 Link lead the way, with Jasmine and Sandra on either side, half a step behind.

 Assad followed behind Link, then came Linn, the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, Lanny, Tiffany, Fred, Gerald, and finally the core members of the third-tier team.

 When they walked from the second floor to the front yard and stood in front of more than two hundred members, the "freedom to do anything" management had all put on serious expressions.

 Link glanced at the two hundred plus members but didn't give a long-winded speech, and he didn't even introduce himself.

 He simply said, "I've taken the rare chance to come back, to meet everyone once, I've prepared some gifts for you all, a token of my intentions, please accept."

 After finishing speaking, he lightly waved his hand, and seven open cases appeared before him.

 The cases were filled with boots, underwear, trousers, belts, shirts, coats, and cloaks from the "Defender 3202" set.

 Only a few of the more than 200 members had equipped themselves with the "Defender 3202" suit.

 Link's gifts for the meeting were quite generous and perfectly matched what the members needed.

 Politely declining others' help, Link personally handed out the "Defender 3202" suits to all members.

 With each "Defender 3202" set given out, Link would have a brief chat with the recipient, asking for their names and whether they had encountered any challenges.

 It took nearly an hour for Link to distribute to all members.

 However, no one in the audience showed signs of impatience.

 Nobody is a fool.

 Link's actions clearly showed that he was trying to win hearts.

 However, the happier Link was to win hearts, the happier the "freedom to do anything" management and regular members were.

 This suggested that "freedom to do anything" wasn't insignificant to Link, but held an important position in his heart.

 If an organization is not valued in the heart of its founder and leader,

 It is impossible for such an organization to develop.

 The members of the organization should disband as soon as possible.

 Having made his presence felt and remembered everyone's names and faces, Link dismissed the regular members.

 Everyone's time is precious, it cannot be wasted.

 Jasmine also prepared gifts for Link aimed at the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and the core members of the third tier team.

 A second-ring Magic Tool level transportation vehicle for each person.

 A first-ring Magic Tool level vehicle would not be impressive, and a third-ring Magic Tool level vehicle would be too expensive, this was a balanced choice, not too costly, and also suit their current status and position.

 Of course, these second-ring Magic Tool level vehicles were all top models of their class.

 Jasmine also did not forget Lanny, Tiffany, Fred, Gerald, and Sandra.

 After consulting with Link, Jasmine prepared tea leaves as gifts.

 According to Link's wish, Franda had recently cultivated a type of Rock tea. The taste and appearance were splendid, but it had not been released in the market yet.

 As gifts for the five, it does not appear shabby.

 Two boxes for each among Lanny, Tiffany, Fred, and Gerald.

 Sandra enjoyed four boxes all by herself.

 Assad looked enviously at the boxes of tea leaves in the hands of the five, his eyes nearly hooking them back.

 "Don't look anymore, there's none for you."

 Link "sneakily" said to Assad who immediately made a dash, "The first batch was only this much, I didn't even keep any for myself."

 "I don't care, whether it's new tea or not, you have to give me a few boxes of other tea leaves, otherwise, don't even think of returning to the office."

 Although Assad felt somewhat regretful at these words, in the next moment, he shamelessly demanded some good tea leaves from other varieties.

 At this moment, a bit of his former frivolity can be seen.

 "It's ready for you in Jasmine's office."

 A hint of a strange smile appeared at the corner of Link's mouth, "You walked out too soon earlier, couldn't even be stopped. You want it? Ask Renee to find Jasmine."

 "This..."

 Assad glared at Link, outraged.

 If the tea fell into Renee's hands, would any of it be left for him?

 If he wanted to have some tea, he would have to beg for half a day, and sign a series of unequal treaties.

 Just as Link was about to tease Assad a bit more, his portable smart brain, which he had re-registered after returning yesterday, suddenly vibrated.

 When he took it out to look, it was an invitation from Sage Cody.

 As a newly advanced sage, Sage Cody is leading an army equipped by a college and is on his way to the front line battlefield, eradicating an extraordinary world similar to Fairy World in many respects.
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 A wedding invitation had been extended to Sage Cody by Assad just yesterday.

 Like Sage Palo, Sage Cody hadn't made an appearance, but had arranged to send a gift in his stead.

 The sudden summons for an urgent meeting with Link today upon his return to his homeland must mean something was up.

 After informing Jasmine, Assad, and Sandra of the situation, and giving Sage Selene a heads-up, Link went to the meeting alone.

 This would be Link's first time visiting Sage Cody's residence.

 Upon driving into the villa's front yard, Link was surprised to see Peter Lionel's carriage.

 Immediately suspicious of this meeting, he called back Franda, instructing her to be ready to retreat into the Fairy World for a reverse summoning at any time.

 "Got it, Master, don't worry."

 After understanding the situation, Franda patted her small chest, assuring him.

 Although the "Small World"'s fourth evolution was somewhat "bloated", it had seen a significant upgrade in the emergency mechanism of reverse summoning.

 As long as Franda was prepared and generous with her power supply, Link could be reverse summoned to the Fairy World for protection within 0.1 seconds.

 Adjusting his state, Link entered the living room of Wizard Cody's villa.

 "Aren't you surprised?"

 Before host, Sage Cody, had a chance to speak, visiting guest Peter Lionel took the lead to throw out a question.

 "Surprised."

 Link responded honestly.

 "Really?"

 Peter Lionel gave a curt laugh, his presence suddenly surging out to overpower Link, "Aren't you afraid I'll kill you?"

 Link's response was simple, completely ignoring Peter Lionel's intimidating aura, he said lightly, "if you can't kill me instantly, then you can't kill me at all."

 His words rendered Peter Lionel speechless.

 As a Fourth Level Sage, killing a two-level witch shouldn't be difficult.

 However, not mentioning the fact that Link Grande was not an ordinary two-level witch.

 Being in Sage Cody's villa at this moment, Peter Lionel could not kill Link right under Sage Cody's nose.

 Having seen Zoran Lucia's video of him ambushing Link, Peter Lionel knew Link had a peculiar escape method.

 If he can't kill in an instant, then he really can't kill at all!

 Link wasn't bluffing.

 Sage Cody intervened at this point: "Link, sit. Peter, put that away. If you want to communicate, you have to appear willing to communicate."

 Peter Lionel huffed coldly, his presence receding.

 Link sat comfortably to the left of Cody, facing Peter Lionel across him, remaining silent.

 Sage Cody raised his hand, rubbed his temples, and said, "I've arranged this meeting on behalf of another, as a mediator, to create an unbiased environment for the two of you to talk. Peter, if you have something to say, just say it, don't waste everyone's time. My corps has a pile of issues awaiting my attention on the front line."

 Peter Lionel's face subtly shifted before he turned to Link and said, "I was also asked by someone to mediate another reconciliation between you and the Lucia family. What do you think? The Lucia family is prepared to offer …"

 "No need."

 Link cut him off before he could hear what the Lucia family was prepared to offer, stating his position clearly, "I won't fall into the same trap twice."

 Peter Lionel, taken aback, closed his mouth and turned to look at Sage Cody.

 "No use looking at me, I just helped you invite Link here, I won't help you persuade him."

 Sage Cody ignored Peter Lionel's stare and said dismissively, "You guys are too self-centered. Know that not all people, not all things, will go according to your wishes."

 Then he turned to Link and said, "Since you've made up your mind, you should go. I can handle things here for you."

 Link nodded, looking straight into Peter Lionel's eyes and said seriously, "The conflict between me and the Lucia family currently has nothing to do with the Lionel family. I hope it remains that way."

 Not caring about the impact his words had on Peter Lionel, Link turned and left.

 "Was he threatening me?"

 Peter Lionel repressed his anger, speaking coldly in a low tone.

 Sage Cody retorted impatiently, "So what if he was? Does the Lionel family dare to antagonize the academy and take action against him?"

 Peter Lionel was silenced.

 Considering the importance Dean Frist attached to Link Grande currently, no family would dare act recklessly unless someone from Diomand Family agreed.

 Didn't you see how Sandra Diomand, the fourth generation darling, joined that 'Freedom for All'?

 If it wasn't for Link Grande already having a girlfriend he was deeply in love with.

 Who knows how many people would think the Diomand Family wanted to take Link Grande as a son-in-law.

 "Alright, I've done my part, you can leave now."

 Sage Cody waved his hand, bluntly giving Peter Lionel his marching orders, his tone full of impatience.

 The Lionel family was one of the forces that blocked his path to becoming a sage in the past.

 If the person who asked him to intervene hadn't done him a favor before, he would've been reluctant to play this thankless role as a mediator.

 Luckily, it seemed that Link Grande didn't assume he was colluding with the Lionel Family based on this.

 If he had, all his previous investments would have gone to waste, which would be a real pity!

 After leaving Wizard Cody's villa, Link immediately sensed something amiss. He turned around and noticed a somewhat familiar figure in the corner to his left.

 After thoroughly checking for traps, Link slowly walked over.

 He knew no one would be foolish enough to make trouble in the North District!

 "What's up?"

 Looking at Hawk Lucia, who was heavily disguised, Link asked expressionlessly.

 "No… Nothing."

 Hawk had been wanting to speak to Link, but upon encountering him, suddenly didn't know what to say.

 What could he say?

 "If you have something to say, say it. I don't have much time."

 Link decided to give Hawk, one of the few Lucias he found tolerable, a chance.

 "Thank you."

 Stammering a bit, Hawk gritted his teeth and said, "Zoran has exiled himself, there is no more Lucia, from now on there is only the Archie family. Also, the mixed corps which was formed by the elite forces of the two military branches of the former Lucia family, has now completely fallen under Sage Cody's…"

 Link gave a glance to Hawk who was speaking incoherently and said a sentence without paying any more attention to Hawk Lucia, whose world had experienced drastic changes and no longer possessed his past splendor.

 "The issue between me and Zoran, has nothing to do with the Archie family.

 You can take my message back.

 Someday, between Zoran and me, only one can remain alive.

 Where I stand, he shall not!"
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 Link didn't believe a word that Lucia said.

 Something about Zoran Lucia had exiled himself;

 Something about there being no Lucia's family anymore, only the Archie family;

 Something about the Mixed Corps being completely under the control of Sage Cody.

 As long as the Lucia's family hasn't been wiped out, it's all bullshit!

 The Lucia's family is used to saying one thing in public and doing another in secret.

 Link only believed in his own convictions and his determination to kill Zoran Lucia.

 Did they really think Link had forgotten about the ordeal he went through when he was hit by three Star-annihilating Cannons?

 If it wasn't for the need to further his studies at the Academy Headquarters, and if Dean Frist hadn't refused, Link wouldn't have cared where Zoran "hid". He would have sought him out and killed him before he was promoted to Sage!

 He would definitely not have allowed it to end like it just did, with only a war of words.

 However, though he enjoyed taunting, Link wasn't oblivious enough to threaten or expose his intentions recklessly.

 Since Dean Frist didn't allow Link to take revenge, in whatever form it took,

 In response, the Lucia's family, or the Archie family in the future, would also be restricted by Dean Frist.

 They would not dare to pick on Link easily anymore.

 Therefore, Link chose to throw out some harsh words, to intimidate what was once the Lucia family, and what would be the Archie family, to avoid future troubles.

 All Link wanted was to create a sense of a ticking bomb over their heads as much as he could.

 Although this didn't make much of a difference,

 It did help to soothe Link's mood a bit.

 Hawk Lucia stared at Link who was leaving, letting Link's defiant words echo around him. He silently heaved a sigh after a long while.

 This grudge was getting deeper and deeper.

 As he was about to leave for the Mixed Corps, he noticed his long lost friend, Bobby Smith, appearing nearby.

 "Long time no see."

 Bobby Smith, who had come to greet him after he had spotted Hawk delivering gifts for Sage Palo to Assad and Renee the day before, took the initiative to say hello.

 "Long...long time no see."

 Hawk responded with hesitation, then feigned a natural response with his head down.

 Bobby looked at Hawk, a touch of sadness flashed in his eyes as he sighed, "You've changed so much."

 "Have...have I?"

 Hawk replied uneasily, averting his eyes from Bobby's piercing gaze.

 "Yes!"

 Bobby's voice was very low, "You're not like the old Hawk anymore. You've become timid and lost all your spirit."

 "Not really."

 Hawk shook his head and quickly walked away, "I have things to do. We'll chat next time."

 Bobby Smith didn't try to keep him and stood silently as he watched Hawk's retreating figure.

 Times have changed and people have changed, it was pointless to force anything.

 Until Hawk could break free of the shadow of his past, their relationship would never return to normal.

 "Why did it come to this?"

 With a deep sigh, Bobby also left, intending to return to the Fairy World through the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 The "Construction" project that the Palo Sage army had been developing recently was really interesting, and he wanted to go and see for himself.

 If possible, Bobby also wanted to apply to join the Medical Department, become a pharmacist, and learn the theory and practice of "Construction" firsthand.

 When it came to his level of Extraordinary Medical skills and potion refining abilities, Bobby was confident that he could reach the average standard of the Medical Department.

 If the "Construction" project could greatly improve the fighting capabilities of official wizards as he predicted,

 Perhaps, he should think about persuading his family, at least his branch, to establish a strategic partnership with the Palo Sage army and try to introduce "Construction" technology.

 This could be a rare development opportunity!

 The Smith Family couldn't miss it.

 After leaving Sage Cody's villa, Link made a stop at Sage Selene's place.

 They chatted briefly, tacitly aware of each other's safety, and sensed that there was no danger.

 Link then went straight back to "Do whatever you want", headquarters, with no incidents along the way.

 "What did Sage Cody want with you?"

 In the president's office, Jasmine was making tea for Sandra, Lanny, and Gerald.

 Tiffany and Fred had been away from their homeland for a while and decided to visit their family this time.

 No matter what their relationship with their family was, they still needed to make a good impression until they were powerful enough to demand equal treatment on their own terms.

 Seeing Link come in, Jasmine waved him over to sit next to her, handed him a cup of tea, then asked her question.

 This time, Jasmine made rock tea.

 The orange-yellow tea was clear and bright, with a long-lasting aroma and a full-bodied, smooth, and refreshing taste.

 Link first sniffed the aroma of the tea, then drank it, savoring it for a bit.

 Only then did he answer Jasmine's question, telling those present about what Peter Lionel had said and Hawk Lucia's words.

 "In their dreams!"

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine blurted out angrily, "They think they can reconcile when they want and plan for murder when they please? Do they really believe everything must go their way?"

 Lanny and Gerald weren't interested in the conflict between Link and the Lucia family, especially with Zoran.

 They sat quietly listening and then forgot about what was said as it wasn't their business to comment.

 Sandra opened and closed her mouth a few times, wanting to say something but unsure if it was appropriate.

 After some hesitation, Sandra decided to remind them with a light comment, "Zoran is now working for my uncle."
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 "Huh?" 

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately paid serious attention.

 He had learned indirectly from Dean Frist that Zoran Archie had been working for Lady Lisandra, so how did he suddenly change his backing?

 Since it has been said, let's clear it up a bit.

 After thinking for a bit, Sandra revealed a matter that didn't need to be kept secret, "My uncle owns a habitable world that lacks capable hands to manage. The Archie Family, um... in other words, part of the core management of the former Lucia's Family and some of the younger clan members, were sent there by my mother. Zoran is among them, and is also the Clan Leader of the Archie Family."

 Upon hearing this, Link was thoughtful.

 From all the information, the core management and clan members of the Archie Family have now been divided into two groups.

 Some have stayed in their homeland, keeping a low profile and rebuilding; others have gone far away to hold onto the family's legacy.

 Despite so many clan members dead, so many industries lost, and two elite corps drained, the Archie Family ultimately got what they wanted.

 They have detached from the mainstream Pure Blood Families, climbed half a step upward, and latched onto a higher branch.

 In the future, as long as the Archie Family gradually solidifies, and manages that habitable world for Sandra's uncle well, they will naturally have the day to enter the main department of the academy.

 Sandra said this to remind Link that he should not rely on her third uncle, Dean Frist, to do something untimely because of his favor and cultivation.

 Even if he wants revenge, it's best to get strong support in advance to eliminate future troubles.

 "Thank you."

 After understanding these things, Link got the reminder Sandra wanted to give and sincerely thanked her.

 Sandra just sipped her tea and didn't respond, as if she hadn't heard him at all.

 A pot of Rock Tea took five brews to finally start tasting bland.

 The group, no longer in idle chatter, set out on their journey back to the main department of the academy.

 Sandra called back Tiffany and Fred, and they returned to the main department of the academy via the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal, then each went their own way.

 Villa, study.

 Jasmine gently massaged Link's head and comforted in a soft voice, "Don't forcibly compete out of temporary anger, save it for later."

 To which Link replied, "I'm not in a hurry, the longer it drags on, the more it will be advantageous for me."

 "That's true."

 Jasmine suddenly remembered a saying that has been circulated lately and chuckled, "after all, they branded you as the freak!"

 "Genius!"

 Link corrected Jasmine, emphasizing, "Not freak, but an unconventional genius!"

 Jasmine laughed to herself, ignoring Link's correction.

 After such a playful exchange, the mood that fluctuated due to Peter Lionel and Hawk Lucia today was calmed.

 After resting a bit, they continued to make full use of the time.

 There was a lot to do.

 Without mentioning their daily tasks of courses, research, and experiments, there's also the work of Potion Study Research Group for Jasmine.

 Link has to coordinate the new "Construction" project, sorting out the knowledge system and hands-on methods, designing single pieces and set pieces.

 These are jobs that require a lot of dedication and time.

 Moreover, the second extra-curricular practice activity was just about to start.

 This time, Link and Jasmine didn't choose to have Sandra arrange it, but chose to follow the academy's arrangement.

 Link planned to clarify the first phase of the "Construction" project before proceeding with the extra-curricular practice.

 Therefore, after Jasmine dived into the laboratory, Link came to the Fairy World.

 Link quickly greeted Sage Palo and went straight to the "Construction" project's location.

 The Medical Department and Potion Department's nearly forty Pharmacists were busy as bees on the "assembly line."

 The four key steps of "Construction": Carrier Pre-Fabrication, Talent/Magic Ability Carrying, Linking/Recording, Fusion, had been converted into steps on the "assembly line."

 Nearly forty Pharmacists were divided into four parts, taking turns in charge of one of the steps, and implanting the "Savage Strike" set-pieces into the selected Fairies.

 Link found Wizard Polo Salossal and old man Morpheus, and discovered that these two were arguing again, and neither would back down.

 "What's going on?"

 Link cleared his throat, interrupting the bickering duo, and asked what had happened.

 "Ask him!"

 Old man Morpheus pointed at Wizard Salossal, sat down angrily, and turned his head away, refusing to look at the face of Wizard Salossal.

 "Ask him!"

 Salossal was no less "childish," almost replicating Morpheus's actions and expression.

 Truly worthy of being brothers who have paired against each other for many years.

 Such perfect coordination!

 Link gave a look here and there and couldn't be bothered to ask either.

 He sat directly at a computer and started reviewing the work journals and project data from the past two days.

 Working overtime, the Medical Department + Potion Department had already implanted the "Savage Strike" set pieces into over 800 Fairies.

 Only 21 cases of "Immune Rejection Reaction" occurred.

 These 21 Fairies are now in special care rooms, undergoing the most thorough inspection to locate the cause of the "Immune Rejection Reaction."

 At this current speed, in another 3-4 days, all the 3000 Fairies in the first phase could have the "Construction" implanted.

 What follows is two months of adaptation, training, observation, comparison, to determine the extent of the combat effectiveness increase brought by the "Savage Strike" set pieces.

 After reviewing the two-day work log, Link found the cause of the argument between Wizard Salossal and Morpheus.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 175 Entrusted_3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The four procedures, in terms of technical difficulty, undeniably lay heavy on bearing and fusion, these two procedures being the most difficult.

 The Potion Department's dozen or so pharmacists, based on scheduling, only engage with these two procedures on the last afternoon.

 This reality truly makes old man Morpheus fuming with anger.

 However, on Wizard Salossal's arrangement, Link did not sense anything improper.

 Whether it involves individual quality or the grasp of the "Construction" knowledge system, the Potion Department is much behind the Medical Department.

 The first phase of the "Construction" project is critically important; no mistakes can be allowed.

 That Wizard Salossal even arranged half a day for the Potion Department is already a great display of consideration for Potion Department.

 If it was up to Link, let alone half a day; even half an hour wouldn't be possible.

 However, for various reasons, Link's role is simply the chief designer of "Construction" and a special consultant for the "Construction" project.

 He only has advisory power, not the decisive power on specific matters.

 Therefore, Link merely laughed and pretended not to notice this point.

 Not bothering with the two old men who would reconcile soon, Link walked through the four procedures one by one, inspecting all of them.

 The artisan's breath was remarkable, with both merits and demerits.

 The nearly forty Pharmacists from the Medical Department and the Potion Department followed the rigorous standards set by themselves, implementing the content, technology, and methods trained by Link.

 There was no innovation, but also no deviation, no mistakes!

 This aspect was exceptional.

 It's fair to say that the pharmacists initially trained by Sage Selene for Sage Palo were all-round excellent!

 Identifying where improvements were needed, Link refrained from correcting them on the spot.

 Instead, he returned to where Wizard Salossal and old man Morpheus were residing and wrote a technical document.

 "There are some aspects that need to be corrected, or optimized."

 Waved towards both Wizard Sallossal and Morpheus, who had already ended their cold war. Link projected the freshly written technical document into the air and explained of his own accord.

 "Very well, in the evening meeting, all of these will be conveyed."

 After hearing the explanation and reading the technical document, Wizard Sallosal made a promise.

 Old man Morpheus opened his mouth, wanting to ask about his grandson Peck joining the "Freedom to do Anything" club, but couldn't muster the courage to.

 Inappropriate timing, inappropriate context.

 It would be better to ask next time.

 The Wizard World.

 West Coast, Ravensmouth City.

 Peck Murphy walked into the headquarters of the "Freedom to do Anything" club with a few friends.

 Following the instructions, they arrived at the club registration booth and filled out several forms.

 According to the club's procedure, several First Level Wizards had to be interviewed by Linn, the Vice President of the club.

 In a conference room.

 Linn sat in the interviewer's position, looking at the applicants for membership, "seniores."

 In particular, Peck Murphy, who had been Vice Leader, led the Brotherhood Group with Link and some others to exchange and study with the Shadow City apprentice team.

 Knowing very well that these "seniores" had probably come for the boss.

 Without showing anything unusual on his face, Linn conducted the interviews as usual, made evaluations for each of the "seniores," and politely asked them to wait for the results at home.

 Whether or not they could join the "Freedom to do Anything" club would require discussion by the executive committee.

 Before leaving, Peck Murphy deliberately glanced back at Linn.

 Linn looked back placidly at Peck's eyes, his expression unaffected, not giving away a shred of information.

 After everyone left, Linn convened an emergency executive committee meeting to vote on the admission of these "seniores."

 After a thorough discussion, with General Manager Assad Kenneth's approval, an admission notification was signed.

 Agreeing on the inclusion of six First Level Wizards including Peck Murphy.

 All six First Level Wizards had one thing in common, they all hailed from a Half Blood Family!

 Clearly, more and more people were seeing the potential for growth in the "Freedom to do Anything" club after the wedding ceremony for Assad and Renée yesterday.

 Upon leaving the headquarters, Betty returned to the Grande Potion Shop, but before she could proceed with her work, she was notified by the shop assistant that a special package had just arrived at the shop.

 The recipient's name written was Boss Link Grande, and the sender's name was unroverified.

 The sending address was from Shadow City.

 Betty took the special package to the second floor. After seeing that it was a peculiar package that could contain a living organism, she sent a report to the boss and the boss' sister, then decided to open the package.

 A lovely baby girl was lying quietly in a box lined with soft padding, looking quiet as she gazed at Betty with her large, bright, and shiny eyes.

 A letter was placed on baby girl's swaddling clothes.

 Betty remembered the boss had once collaborated with Sage Selene for a study that lasted half a year.

 They ultimately succeeded in preserving the unborn baby in the belly of the Shadow City team leader, who was part of the student exchange group, converting the baby, who was a high-risk stillbirth without first-hand care, into a successful birth.

 She guessed that the little girl in front of her was that lucky baby.

 However, why would the Shadow City team leader send her hard-won daughter to the boss?

 And without any prior communication.

 If so, the boss would have given a hint.

 Betty thought for a while then filmed a video of the baby girl and the letter in the swaddling clothes with her inter-dimensional encrypted communicator, and sent it to the boss and the boss' sister.

 She then patiently waited.

 Fortunately, the box in the parcel had life-support functions, which assured that the baby girl wouldn't be in any immediate danger.

 After a while, Betty received a cross-dimensional communication request from the boss' sister.

 "Hello, Boss' Sister."

 Upon connecting the video communication, Betty immediately greeted her.

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine nodded and immediately cut to the chase, "Let's have a look."

 Betty lifted the communicator aiming the camera towards the box.

 "Unfold the letter, I want to read it."

 After Jasmine carefully examined the baby girl, whose eyes were rolling around, she gave instructions.

 Betty immediately complied, picking up the letter from the swaddling box, opening the envelope, and taking out the paper slip.

 She unfolded the paper, on which there were merely three short lines:

 Dire circumstances dictate desperate measures, please take care of my daughter.

 If I live, I shall return to express my gratitude!

 Christina Smith
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 "Find a way to raise her!"

 Jasmine's face carried a mix of emotions. After a moment of silence, she said, "Raise her well! If Christina can't come back, at least keep her until I'm done with my studies."

 Of the five teenagers who left the Quete Archipelago, Chris died early, Christina was misfortunate, and Jimmy couldn't hold on, dying miserably.

 Christina finally avenged herself, painstakingly saved her own daughter but couldn't see things through. Now she was in some trouble and needed Link to care for her child.

 Hardship always finds those with tough lives.

 All these different life experiences truly made Jasmine sigh endlessly.

 At the same time, Jasmine was somewhat grateful.

 Grateful for her past choices, starting from deciding to enter Ravensmouth College, and many subsequent choices.

 "Yes, Big Sister."

 Even though Betty was unsure how to raise a few-months-old baby girl, she decisively agreed.

 After hanging up the inter-dimensional encrypted communications, Betty carefully thought it over, deciding to arrange for the quietly adorable baby girl through their "do whatever you think is best" channels.

 Leveraging team power was a lesson the big boss had taught them before.

 Closing the survival box, Betty picked it up and headed downstairs, planning to drive straight to headquarters.

 "Eh, Betty, why are you back again? Forget something? Let me know, I can get it for you."

 Digee happened to be heading out on business and met Betty at the entrance of headquarters, immediately greeting her warmly, "No need to make a round trip, it's such a hassle!"

 "Hmph!"

 Betty rolled her eyes, ignoring Digee Finley, who was always with Mina Havcheck no matter where he worked, and walked straight into headquarters.

 "Still mad at me? It's been so long!"

 Digee watched Betty's retreating figure, scratched his head, truly unsure of what to do.

 To be honest, he still didn't understand why Betty had been different with him.

 Mina Havcheck, who had been conscientiously working on intelligence after joining "do whatever you want", watched this scene unfold without any ripples in her heart.

 She had no interest in Digee, had never expressed any interest in him, and thus didn't feel guilty.

 Betty was just targeting Digee, the straight-as-an-arrow man, she had never gone after Mina, much less allied with other team members to bully her.

 So, Mina just watched the drama unfold, never drawing fire to herself.

 She had never thought to remind her "boss" Digee about the reason Betty was mad at him.

 What if it proved to be a thankless task?

 "Let's go, let's make a round in the Southern District."

 Only after Betty's figure was out of sight did Digee remember his duty, "I don't know what's been going on recently, the City Defense Bureau and the Security Bureau are like a blindfold. They've let so many spies from Shadow City and Mesopotamia University come in. I hope they don't involve us!"

 Mina responded indifferently: "We are already involved. The latest news is that someone was lurking around our subcontractor factory yesterday, staking it out."

 "What are they trying to find out? Potions? Tea leaves? Or tea drinks?"

 As Digee was walking towards their second-ring transportation vehicle, he asked, "Can we find someone to find out more?"

 Mina shook her head: "They're all old hands, very cautious, and haven't left any leads to use."

 "Really?"

 Digee thought for a moment, instructing, "Inform all departments of this news, we must make everyone more alert."

 "Understood."

 Mina nodded in agreement.

 By this time, the two of them had reached Digee's Second Ring vehicle. They each took a seat in the driver's and passenger's seat.

 From an upstairs corridor, Betty, looking out through the glass window, watched Digee drive off, carrying Mina away from headquarters. She sighed.

 Was she the one who could best understand Sage Selene?

 However, Digee, this kid, still fell far short compared to Sage Palo back then.

 After her moment of emotion, Betty turned around, carrying the survival box straight to the deputy general manager's office.

 Knock, knock, knock.

 After knocking on the door a few times, Betty pushed the door and went in.

 "What's up?"

 Linn pulled his attention from the document, looking up at Betty.

 "Hmm."

 Betty lifted the survival box, shaking it lightly, "A trouble. I can't be bothered to explain, you'll see."

 Having said that, Betty placed the survival box on the desk and pushed it in front of Linn.

 " Okay."

 After replying, Linn opened the survival box, seeing the little baby girl with big black eyes, quietly sitting inside, neither crying nor causing a fuss.

 Picking up the letter from the baby's swaddling clothes, Linn took out the letter and read it carefully, asking, "Did the big boss or big sister give you any instructions?"

 Since the letter had been opened, it was proof that Betty had contacted the big boss and (or) the big sister before returning to headquarters and had been given permission and instructions.

 "Big sister instructed us to figure out a way to raise her, nurture her, until her studies are done, if Christina can't come back."

 Betty relayed Jasmine's exact words.

 "Emmm..."

 After some contemplation, considering that the vast majority of "do whatever you want" members were young...

 Being able to take care of themselves was already good, he didn't dare to hope they could take care of a few months old baby girl.

 But there really was a suitable candidate worth entrusting this responsibility to.

 "Come with me."

 Having thought for a while, Linn got up, picked up the survival box, and walked towards the adjacent office.

 Betty quickly followed.

 Knocking on the general manager's office door, Linn and Betty entered.
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 Assad looked at the opened life support box in Linn's hand and the adorable infant girl inside it, taken aback for a moment before he asked, "Whose is this?"

 Linn handed the letter in his hand over as an explanation. "The boss's fellow villager ran into some trouble and entrusted the child to us."

 Assad scanned through the contents of the letter, starting to murmur to himself, "Shadow City?"

 He suddenly recalled the news he received a few days ago.

 There was a suspicion that a unique world had been discovered by Shadow City, and a group of first-level wizards was organized to pioneer it.

 In the Wizard World, there were countless of unexplored different worlds discovered every year.

 Not to mention low civilization worlds that could be pioneered by first-level wizards were so common they were hardly worth mentioning.

 But there's no smoke without fire.

 However, the fact Shadow City attempts at pioneering a low civilization world made its way to Ravensmouth City.

 The world being pioneered was obviously not ordinary.

 If he wasn't misjudging, this person named Christina was presumably conscripted to that low civilization world to participate in pioneering it.

 Snap out of it, Assad looked at the young man and woman in front of him; although their faces didn't show naivety, he immediately understood why they had brought the baby girl to him.

 They've come searching for a dad.

 "You two go back first, I'll handle this."

 Assad didn't hesitate and decisively took charge.

 "Sorry for the trouble."

 Linn said politely, leaving the principal's office with Betty.

 After playing with the quiet little girl for a bit, Assad took out his personal smart device, contacting Renee who hadn't returned to the school's headquarters yet.

 "Why are you looking to contact me at a time like this?"

 On the day after the wedding, Assad returned to his "free to do anything" job, and Renee who was also not idle, was currently accompanying Sage Selene on a visit to the industries.

 This includes not only Sage Selene's personal industries but also the new industries that Ayla established under the name of the Potion Research Group with approval from Sage Selene which she purchased.

 "Do you have some time? Come over."

 Assad aimed the camera at the little girl and the open letter. "What do you think this is?"

 Renee looked at the little girl on the screen and immediately exclaimed "Wow! What a cute baby!"

 After the exclamation, Renee then noticed the three sentences written on the letter.

 "Are we going to raise her?"

 Renee asked with expectation.

 If she were to return to the school's headquarters tomorrow, she basically wouldn't be able to take the baby girl along, and the girl would have to be given to Link and Jasmine.

 For outsiders wanting to enter the school's headquarters, approval is required and the process is very cumbersome.

 Kik

 Considering the situation of the baby girl, she basically wouldn't be granted permission.

 So, Assad showing her the baby girl definitely had this intention.

 "Do you want to raise her?"

 Assad asked with a smile.

 "Yes!"

 Renee immediately confirmed her response.

 "Then let's raise her up!"

 Assad decided without hesitation. "I'll take her home now."

 "Alright, I'll be home in a bit."

 Renee responded excitedly.

 The two ended their call.

 Assad finished up his ongoing work and then went home with the baby girl.

 Yesterday they just finished their wedding ceremony, and when they rested at night, they were fantasizing about when they could have a child.

 Both of them became Tier 3 Wizards, and wanting a child was not an easy thing.

 Especially now, when the two were busy with their careers, their time to conceive was not abundant.

 It truly was destiny, today a baby girl arrived and they got to adopt her.

 What?

 No blood relation?

 It's adoption anyway, who cares about blood relation!

 The school premises.

 Link completed the "construction" project in the Fairy World and returned, noticing Jasmine sitting in the living room with her eyebrows knitted tightly.

 One look at her expression, he knew something must have happened.

 "What's wrong?"

 Walking over and sitting down beside Jasmine, Link gently asked, "Wanna talk about it?"

 At his words, Jasmine told Link everything about how Christina had entrusted them with the task of care and how the baby was adopted by Assad and Renee.

 "Hm?"

 After listening to Jasmine's explanation, Link also furrowed his brows.

 Yesterday, after returning to his home country, Link specifically sent an email to Christina asking about the situation of her and her daughter.

 But there was no reply.

 Today, they've been entrusted with the girl!

 "Let Assad and Renee raise her for now."

 After contemplating for a while, Link made a decision. "In my name, give a sum of Magic Stones to Assad as child support."

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine nodded, not insisting on paying herself.

 Whether it was paid by Link or her, there was no difference.

 After all, Link's income was currently managed by her.

 "Don't think about this matter for now."

 Link took a deep breath, pushed down the matter of Christina entrusting the girl to them, and hoped Jasmine wouldn't think about it anymore.

 Instead of thinking about something that was out of reach and couldn't be changed, it's better to focus on oneself.

 "Hmm."

 Jasmine nodded her head and got up to walk towards the dining room. "Let's eat."

 Dinner started in a silent atmosphere and ended in one.

 After dinner, instead of chatting over a cup of tea with Link, Jasmine went straight upstairs to her bedroom.

 Her mood had swung quite a bit in these past two days. It would be better to stay alone for while to adjust.

 Link entered the study room and retrieved the insect race evolution radiation source that the smart steward had received on behalf of him, and stored it in the safe of the study.

 From placing the order to its delivery, and then to its arrival, almost two months have elapsed.

 If this speed were to be compared with Link's previous world, it would be criticized to death!

 Taking out a box the size of a 14-inch notebook from the safe which upon opening reveals neatly arranged insect race evolution radiation sources the size of a fingernail, a hundred in total. At the sight of this, the "small world" started to pulse.
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 "Franda." 

 In order to prevent any accidents, Link called out in his mind.

 "Yes, master."

 Franda sweetly responded, then griped, "Franda will definitely protect master's precious tea trees. I don't understand why master likes to drink these bitter and astringent things."

 "You will grow to like it after drinking it a few more times."

 Link seriously advised.

 "Splutter, splutter, splutter...."

 Bringing up that, Franda recalled the last time she was deceived by Link and had to experience the taste of rock tea with her master.

 That bitterness and abrasiveness made her so uncomfortable that she had a physiological reaction.

 As it turned out, Franda was very different from the humans of the Wizard World.

 The tea that Link, based on the taste buds of the humans in the Wizard World, cultivated, planted, and processed, wasn't suitable for beings like Franda.

 "Master is so mean!"

 Franda put her hands on her hips and gave a hard stare at the sky before she grudgingly went to protect all the tea leaves.

 In case the "Small World" absorbs enough energy from the Insect Race evolutionary radiation source and undergoes a qualitative change, the environmental and geographic conditions won't affect the tea trees.

 Seeing that Franda was ready, Link put all of the hundred Insect Race evolution radiation sources into the "Small World".

 Just like last time, the Insect Race evolution radiation source separated into two parts, each heading into different directions.

 The heavy and turbid matter sunk to the ground while the light essence rose to the sun.

 Then the usual scene reappeared.

 In the Sea of Consciousness, Object Structure of the "Solar System" in the "Universe Meditation Method", mainly transformed by the Wizard World Will into the "Sun", created an unstoppable attraction.

 It took away the light essence from the "Small World" sun.

 All hundred Insect Race evolution radiation sources were instantaneously absorbed and digested by the "Small World" and the "Sun" in the Sea of Consciousness respectively.

 Not to mention belching, not even a splash was caused.

 Fortunately, Link was prepared and took out another box from the safe.

 He had reserved a total of 500 Insect Race evolution radiation sources!

 The North Region Beast Controlling Wizard Organization that sold the Insect Race evolution radiation sources sent a letter specifically to Ravensmouth College, confirming that Link was a part of the college before they arranged the delivery.

 Box after box.

 Until the "Small World" and the "Sun" in the Sea of Consciousness devoured more than four and a half boxes, totaling 485 Insect Race evolution radiation sources, which finally triggered a qualitative change.

 The gravitational force at the heart of the "Small World" was completely formed, marking the complete completion of the fourth evolution. It is no longer the "fake full" state that Franda described.

 In the Sea of Consciousness, the celestial body structure of the "Universe Meditation Method" underwent even more astonishing changes.

 The "Sun", mainly transformed by the Wizard World Will, had already absorbed many good things, such as the rune structure of the "Water Wood Mutual Growth Meditation Method", and the concept of "Radiation" that promotes evolution from the Insect Race evolution radiation source, yet it was still not satisfied.

 Link felt an unprecedentedly strong suction power coming from the core of the "Sun", looking for what the "Sun" needed in the Sea of Consciousness.

 Wherever the strong suction force passed, even the already formed "Solar System" celestial body structure was deformed.

 Even though it quickly returned to its original state, this process felt like a stick stirring up the depths of Link's brain, which was extremely uncomfortable.

 Enduring the discomfort for a while, seeing the strong suction from the "Sun" was not going to stop, and even seemed to increase because it couldn't find what it needed, Link decided to use the "Mind Closure Technique" to block the abnormal feeling from the Sea of Consciousness.

 Unexpected things suddenly happened!

 Just at the moment when Link used the "Mind Closure Technique".

 The "Sun" seemed like a cheetah that had been lurking for a long time, finally finding its prey. The strong suction force was like the cheetah's teeth, fiercely biting down on the "Mind Closure Technique"!

 The system panel, which had not appeared for a long time, appeared in Link's field of vision.

 With red letters, a full screen warning was displayed.

 [Error Command!]

 [Error Command!]

 [Forced Sleep Program Activated!]

 [Forced Sleep Program Activating...]

 [Forced Sleep Program Activation Failed!]

 [Error Command!]

 [Error Command!]

 [Execution Denied!]

 [Execution Denied!]

 [Denial...]

 In less than a second, the system sent out more than a dozen prompts.

 Link seemed to hear a sizzling sound, and the system panel disappeared, no longer sending out messages, and returned to normal.

 As if it had never appeared before.

 The strong suction and some unknown thing from the "Sun" quickly retreated.

 A moment later, all celestial bodies in the "Solar System" within the Sea of Consciousness, including planets, dwarf planets, satellites, comets, and so on, collapsed into the "Sun".

 The "Sun" burst into a bright light and exploded with a loud noise.

 After the brilliance faded, the Sea of Consciousness was empty, and the "Solar System" was gone.

 Only a small black light spot remained in the position of the "Sun".

 "Master, master, help me! Help me quickly!"

 Franda's voice rang out in Link's heart, sounding very anxious.

 Unsure what had happened to the "Small World" that it could even threaten Franda, who was a World Spirit!

 Link, who had lost the ability of thinking activity since the "Sun", mainly transformed by the Wizard World Will, bit down on the "Mind Closure Technique", came back to normal in time.

 At the moment when Franda's voice rang out, he summoned Franda from the "Small World" to the real world.
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 This process necessarily involves the Sea of Consciousness.

 At the moment that the "Small World" and the Sea of Consciousness opened a channel to each other, the black spot of light, collapsed from the "Solar System," drilled in at a speed that Link couldn't stop at all.

 "Phew! What a scare Franda had!"

 Having narrowly escaped death, Franda patted her tiny chest to calm down her fear, then immediately complained, "Master, what were you doing? The sun of the 'Small World' had exploded, and I was almost killed!"

 "I'm not sure yet, let's wait a bit longer," said Link, his expression grave.

 He could feel that the drastic change in the Sea of Consciousness and the "Small World" posed no harm to him.

 However, ever since the moment when the "Sun," mainly transformed from the Wizard World Will, generated strong absorption, it felt unpleasant for Link that he could no longer control the course of events.

 "Huh!"

 At this moment, Franda hopped a few times, and then pinched her own arm and sniffed before exclaiming, "Master, Master, the real world does not repel me anymore! What's going on?"

 In the past, although Link could summon Franda to the real world and Franda was also free to move in the real world.

 However, whether it was the Wizard World or the Fairy World invaded by the Wizard World Will, there was always a faint repulsive force on Franda.

 As long as Franda did some outrageous actions, such as launching fatal attacks or destroying the natural environment, she would be expelled immediately.

 On the other hand, Special Ruin World or Level 3 Insect World did not have this repulsive force.

 Now, as Franda could no longer sense the repulsive force from the headquarters world, what does it mean?

 It implies that Link's "Small World" has been completely incorporated into the Wizard World Will's system!

 As the "World Spirit" of the "Small World", Franda is no longer considered an outsider and will not be repelled any longer.

 About the changes in the "Small World" and Franda, they flashed across Link's mind and he didn't pay much attention to them.

 For now, there were only two things he wanted to understand:

 The first was how to proceed with the "Universe Meditation Method," and the second was what was taken away by the "Sun" or the Wizard World Will from the System.

 Since the Sea of consciousness has not completely calmed down yet, he first put the Meditation Method aside.

 "System," Link silently called in his heart.

 The unpretentious system panel quietly emerged, as usual.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard Qualifications: Unknown, Full-Element Affinity

 Wizard Level: Unknown; Spiritual Power: Unknown.

 Zero Ring Witchcraft: (omitted)

 Destiny Witchcraft: Armor (Expandable)

 First Ring Witchcraft: (omitted)

 Second Ring Witchcraft: (omitted)

 Card bag: None

 Used: "Alchemy specialisation" Talent Card, "Witchcraft Specialisation" Talent Card, "Material Specialisation" Talent Card

 Card Draw Times: 0 (1 Standard Tier 3 Magic Stone)]

 At a glance, Link noticed the changes in the system.

 Both the "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card and the "Mind Closure Technique" learning card were gone.

 Moreover, not only had the "Wizard Qualifications" changed to "Unknown," but the "Wizard's Level" and "Spiritual Power" had also turned into "Unknown!"

 These few changes were significant, but even more important was the deep meaning embodied by the changes.

 In front of the Wizard World Will, the system is nothing!

 Merely favored by the Wizard World Will twice, even if perhaps at the moment of biting the "Mind Closure Technique," it could have taken advantage of the Wizard World Will's grade to snatch away the "Mind Closure Technique" learning card and "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card from the system!

 "Finally, finally!"

 Faced with this fact, instead of being frightened, Link was relieved.

 From the moment he learned of the power of the Wizard World Will, Link had anticipated this day.

 Now that the other shoe had dropped, there was no need to guess how it would drop.

 After determining the changes in the system, Link again turned his attention to the Sea of Consciousness, Meditation Technique, and "Small World".

 As soon as his spiritual power entered the Sea of Consciousness, he was instantly stunned.

 The Sea of Consciousness was the "Small World," and the "Small World" was the Sea of Consciousness.

 They have merged into one!
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 "What the hell is going on?"

 Upon discovering the change in the Sea of Consciousness, Link swore out loud.

 After carefully confirming it, his feelings were extremely complex, not knowing how to express them.

 As it turns out, the Sea of Consciousness hadn't actually merged with the "Little World"; its interior had just become identical to the "Little World".

 The real relationship between the Sea of Consciousness and the "Little World" is one of illusion and reality, darkness and light, double-faced oneness.

 In simple terms, the Sea of Consciousness is a reflection of the "Little World" in a mirror.

 Once he figured this out, Link understood the intentions behind the "Sun", predominantly formed from the favored elements of the Wizard World Will, seizing the Study Card of the "Mind Closure Technique" and the Status Card of the "Multi-Threading Thinking" from the System.

 Its use was almost identical to when Link, based on the "Mind Closure Technique" and memory palace theory, developed the Hall of Mind.

 But, this "Hall of Mind" is too high-end, too realistic.

 After myriad influences, the "Solar System" collapsed and the "Sun" exploded.

 Following the drastic changes in the Sea of Consciousness, it became a "Hall of Mind" that was indistinguishable from the "Little World", both inside and out.

 "Franda."

 Link shared his speculation with an excited Franda, asking her to probe into his Sea of Consciousness.

 "All right, sir."

 Franda sweetly agreed, unbothered by Link using her as a probe.

 Link concentrated all his attention, ready to summon her back to the real world immediately if anything went wrong inside his Sea of Consciousness.

 After making his preparations, Franda was transformed from physical to ethereal, entering the drastically-changed Sea of Consciousness as Link gave the command.

 "Huh! Sir, your Sea of Consciousness now feels almost identical to the 'Little World', doesn't it?"

 There were no mishaps with Franda, but her surprised remark quickly echoed in Link's mind.

 "Sense it carefully to see if you can communicate with the original source of the 'Little World'. If yes, see what differences there are compared to before."

 Link didn't let his guard down or relax his vigilance while issuing further instructions.

 "Alright."

 Within the Sea of Consciousness Little World, Franda complied, immediately closing her eyes to carefully sense the environment.

 "This is so strange, sir," Franda muttered as she continued to sense, "I can actually feel two 'Little World' origins. One is closer but more blurry; the other is further away but clearer."

 As she remarked, Franda attempted to communicate with the two distinguishable "Little World" origins.

 Whether Franda noticed something unusual at this moment, Link did not know.

 However, Link himself did notice something different.

 As Franda communicated with the closer source, Link received an intangible hint in his mind, asking whether he would allow Franda to become a World Spirit of the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 Link didn't rush to make a decision, allowing or refusing, but calmly waited for Franda's communication to end.

 A moment later, Franda opened her eyes and expressed her confusion: "Sir, sir, the further origin is the 'Little World's' origin; as soon as I communicate with it, it becomes as clear as it had before, and I can understand everything. The closer origin belongs to this current Sea of Consciousness Little World, but there seems to be a door blocking me; I can't reach this origin."

 "Try it again and see if there is any change."

 Link understood and immediately gave the command.

 "Oh."

 Although Franda did not understand Link's intention, she immediately followed his instruction and again attempted to communicate with the Sea of Consciousness Little World's origin.

 The same intangible hint quickly emerged, and this time Link made his decision, allowing Franda to become the "World Spirit" of the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 In an instant, there was a significant change in Franda.

 A beam of light fell from the hanging Sun, shining on Franda's body.

 Franda's body quickly expanded, then shrank back to its original size.

 Her figure hadn't changed ultimately, but her presence felt even more real and lively to Link than before.

 Following her instincts, Franda subconsciously closed her eyes and stretched out her arms.

 Inside the Sea of Consciousness Little World, Franda floated in the air, slowly rising towards the sky.

 She ascended continuously, all the way through the atmosphere and into outer space.

 When Franda opened her eyes, she found herself standing on a blue planet, from where she could clearly see an entire Solar System moving in the far-off distance.

 After looking at the Sun, Franda turned around and flew towards the dark side of the Moon, following an inexplicable connection.

 Link's "vision" closely followed Franda's movements.

 After a while, when Franda arrived at the other side of the Moon in the Sea of Consciousness Little World and landed there, Link immediately noticed a gate-like hole nearby.

 Before Link had time to ponder the purpose of this gate-like hole, Franda jumped directly into it.

 The familiar spacetime extraction sensation surging through the inter-dimensional teleportation portal immediately emerged.

 As the spacetime extraction sensation disappeared, Link noticed that Franda had already arrived at the back of the Moon in the real "Little World" Solar System.

 From there, a similar gate-like hole could be seen not too far away, identical in shape and size to the one in the Sea of Consciousness "Little World".

 "Sir, sir, this is so much fun!"

 Realising that she had returned to the real "Little World", Franda immediately shouted with excitement.

 Even though Link allowed Franda to become the "World Spirit" of the Sea of Consciousness Little World, the connection between Franda and the Sea of Consciousness Little World remained as if separated by a layer of membrane.
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 The connection between her and the real "Small World" was far stronger.

 Therefore, when moving in the Sea of Consciousness Little World, Franda could only follow her instinct, or the guidance in the dark.

 She was unable to know the purpose of the door-shaped pit as soon as she saw it.

 But after returning to the real "Small World", looking at the door-shaped pit in front of her, Franda immediately understood. It was a special form of teleportation gate.

 Through these two door-shaped pits, she could move freely between the real "Small World" and the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 Discovering an additional way to move between the real "Small World" and the Sea of Consciousness Little World brought inexplicable joy to Franda.

 Link, however, thought more about it, more comprehensively.

 "Franda, find some things and take them with you. Travel through this door-shaped pit again."

 "Eh?"

 After hearing Link's words, Franda tilted her head, blinked her eyes and asked curiously, "Master, do you think that your Sea of Consciousness can now accommodate physical objects?"

 "It should be possible, but we are yet not sure, let's give it a try."

 "Okay then."

 With a grunt, Franda did not make the effort to fly back to the body of the "Small World", the azure-coloured planet.

 Instead, she took advantage of her status as a "World Spirit", vanished in an instant from the door-shaped pit on the far side of the Moon, and appeared on Azure Earth, where tea was grown, toasted, and stored.

 She grabbed a few boxes of freshly-made Rock Tea and immediately teleported back to the far side of the Moon. Under Link's "watchful eye", she jumped into the door-shaped pit.

 The sensation of spacetime extraction appeared again.

 After a while, Franda's figure appeared in the Sea of Consciousness Little World, carrying a few boxes of Rock Tea.

 The fact was proven - Link's Sea of Consciousness could now truly accommodate physical objects!

 This meant that, if the capacity was large enough, even when he was blocked by space and couldn't retrieve items from the real "Small World" or the Storage Magic Tool, Link would still have a backup!

 He would not fall into a desperate situation without resources!

 "Franda, could you take the trouble to test the upper limit of the Sea of Consciousness Little World, in all aspects."

 Without immediately celebrating this point, Link pushed for the next test.

 "Alright, master."

 Franda didn't feel it was a trouble at all, actually, she found it quite fun.

 Anyway, it was just a matter of moving back and forth, it didn't take much time, and picking up things wouldn't tire her either.

 So, over the next hour, Franda transported items from the real "Small World" to the Sea of Consciousness Little World by size, smallest to largest, and by weight, lightest to heaviest.

 Through calculation, as long as the size of non-miniaturised items wasn't larger than the door-shaped pit, they could be moved into the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 Indeed, the Sea of Consciousness Little World had a limit to its capacity.

 If the items inside exceeded a hundred tons, Link's spiritual power would need to be continuously used to maintain the stable storage of the items.

 After all, the Sea of Consciousness Little World was ultimately just a "mirror" world, and since it had just been derived, it still needed further enhancement.

 However, having something was far better than having nothing!

 After the test, Link had Franda move the less frequently used items from the Sea of Consciousness Little World back to the real "Small World". Then she could rest or play.

 As for Link, after taking a brief break, he began deep meditation.

 With such a drastic change in the Sea of Consciousness, whether meditation could still proceed normally and whether the "Universe Meditation Method" needed to be adjusted remained questions.

 Now that he had some energy and time, he had to figure out the specifics.

 As soon as he entered a state of deep meditation, Link found a grave change.

 The customized Wizard Scroll of the "Universe Meditation Method", which he had created, seemed to have been cultivated to its limit and could no longer bring improvement!

 Link had not even touched the edge of being a Tier 3 Wizard. His spiritual power still remained in a liquid state, with no sign of crystallization.

 If deep meditation could not function, the accumulation of spiritual and magic power, both in quantity and quality, would be impossible.

 His Wizard's Level, therefore, would stop advancing, unable to be promoted.

 "This is troublesome!"

 Exiting the state of deep meditation, Link felt that he was facing a massive problem.

 The "Universe Meditation Method" needed to be perfected again.

 If not, it would affect the promotion!

 What a damned mess!

 With a curse, Link felt his mood was overly irritable, and that was not good.

 Inertia made him want to activate the Mind Closure Technique to clear his mind, but he found that his consciousness had entered a peculiar state.

 His consciousness seemed to stand at a crossroads, turning left would lead to the real "Small World", turning right would lead to the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 If he didn't turn left or right, staying at the crossroads would put his entire being in a state of profound obscurity and utter lostness.

 The familiar "Multi-Threading Thinking" state followed immediately.

 Link felt as if his consciousness had transformed into thousands of entities, filling two contrasting Solar Systems, one real and one imaginary, one dark and one bright. He was personally sensing the rotation of the Solar Systems, sensing those intangible forces, and the various rules maintaining the Solar Systems.

 Wait a minute.

 The rules?

 Are these rules referring to the ones I understand?

 A doubt rose in Link's mind and shortly after, he was forcibly kicked out of the profound, lost state.

 Adjusting his mood, Link activated the Mind Closure Technique once again, wanting to return to that spectacular state and sense the rules again.
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 Unfortunately, although he could still enter the wondrous state and the "Universe Meditation Method" would still automatically operate, Link's consciousness could no longer manifest in a multitude of forms and perceive the rules.

 It seemed that the initial 96-hour cooldown time for the "Multi-Threading Thinking" status card had been inherited.

 He needed to cool down before he could sense the rules again.

 With a regretful sigh, Link exited the wondrous state, opened his eyes, and began to ponder meticulously.

 According to some documents and records he had read, upgrading from a Tier 3 Wizard to a Tier 4 Wizard (Sage) required three conditions to be met:

 The first was to meet the basic requirements of spiritual power, magic power, witchcraft, and knowledge;

 The second was to perceive part of the rules and, based on the perceived rules, create a Fourth Ring witchcraft ability, demonstrating a rudimentary application of the perceived rules;

 The third was to communicate with the will of the Wizard World and resonate with it, entering the Metamorphosis Period.

 In other words, if the rules Link had previously sensed were the rules mentioned in the second condition, it meant that Link could potentially meet one of the requirements for upgrading to a Sage early on.

 No wonder the system panel listed Link's wizard level and spiritual power as "unknown".

 The traditional criteria for evaluating wizards were no longer applicable to Link.

 Having figured this out, Link suddenly felt a wave of fatigue wash over him.

 Any alteration required energy to drive.

 The colossal changes in his Sea of Consciousness consumed Link's spiritual power and magic power.

 Additionally, with all the following exertion, it would be strange if Link weren't tired.

 "I'll deal with this tomorrow."

 After freshening himself up, Link went straight to sleep.

 The next day.

 Early in the morning.

 Two people accustomed to getting up early emerged from their bedrooms almost simultaneously.

 "Link, what did you do last night? Why have you changed so much?"

 Upon laying eyes on Link, Jasmine immediately let out an exclamation of shock, extremely stunned by what she saw.

 "What's changed so much?"

 Instead of immediately answering Jasmine's question, Link responded with a question of his own.

 "See for yourself."

 Jasmine raised her small hand, and a Water Mirror as tall as Link appeared in front of him.

 Upon closer inspection, Link noted that his skin was pale and radiant as jade, glowing with vitality, his temperament was ethereal, much like the exiled immortals described in legends from his previous life!

 He also seemed to radiate a unique charm, attracting everything around him and making people instinctively want to get closer.

 Even Link himself was almost captivated by his own image in the mirror.

 This was ridiculously strange!

 "You better adjust it quickly and change back!"

 At this point, Jasmine dismissed the Water Mirror with a wave of her hand, her face burning red as she forcefully pushed Link back into his room.

 She then slammed the door shut with a bang.

 Jasmine felt that if she continued to look any longer, she would surely become completely infatuated.

 She had no idea what she might do if she lost her composure.

 She had no idea what Link had done last night to cause such a disreputable change in him.

 Was he planning to let his true nature run wild and attract all kinds of attention?

 Jasmine covered her heated cheeks with both hands, her mind racing, her teeth grinding.

 A moment later, having finally adjusted and returned to his usual appearance, Link slowly emerged from his room.

 After spinning around in front of Jasmine, Link asked, "Do you still get that feeling?"

 "Not anymore."

 Jasmine took a careful look, feeling both relieved and a bit disappointed.

 She found Link incredibly charming just a moment ago, and she now found herself wishing she had taken more time to appreciate it.

 With that thought, Jasmine sternly warned, "Don't show that kind of brilliance outside and attract others, understand?"

 "Rest assured, I definitely won't."

 Link responded straightforwardly, without any hesitation.

 When asked a life-threatening question like this, even a slight hesitation might get him knifed, right?

 "Humph!"

 Jasmine pouted, emphasizing earnestly, "If you want to show off, you can only show it to me, get it?"

 "Understood!"

 Link fervently promised.

 After this little incident, both of them tacitly ignored the cause of the significant change in Link.

 Jasmine didn't ask much.

 Link, not fully understanding the situation, didn't know how to explain it either.

 In the peaceful and harmonious atmosphere, they went to the dining room, had breakfast, and then went to their respective classes.

 For the next four days, Link threw himself wholeheartedly into studying, researching, experimenting, and coordinating the "Construction" project.

 Despite being preoccupied with the "Universe Meditation Method", "Mind Closure Technique", and the sensation of rules, he didn't neglect his daily tasks.

 There was nothing special about his studying, researching, and experimenting.

 The first phase of the "Construction" project had a target of 3,000 fairies, all of whom had been implanted with the "Savage Strike" package.

 A total of 163 fairies showed signs of "Immune Rejection Reaction".

 After a detailed investigation, the Medical Department and the Potion Department initially determined that the "Immune Rejection Reaction" was caused by the incompatibility between "Construction" and the biochemical modification and enhancement of the fairies.

 All 163 of these fairies had experienced minor mutations.

 All of them had been saved by the Palo Sage army's Medical Department and didn't die as a result.

 As for why "Construction" was incompatible with the biochemical modification and enhancement of the fairies, neither the Medical Department nor the Potion Department had the manpower, energy, or time to investigate further at this stage.

 Link accepted the initial judgment made jointly by the Medical Department and the Potion Department.

 Based on the project logs and data given to him by Witch Renee every day, he noticed a phenomenon.

 Some of the fairies that had participated in the "Sublimation" potion project were compatible with the "Savage Strike" package without showing signs of "Immune Rejection Reaction"!
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 From this, Link concluded that the problem still lies in the incomplete biochemical modification and enhancement of the Fairies.

 It's not that the "Construction" itself has any flaws or hidden dangers.

 Having figured this out, Link reminded the Medical Department and the Potion Department to spare some time to do some comparative experiments to verify his deductions.

 If his deduction is confirmed, there is no need to delve into why the "Construction" is incompatible with the biochemical modification and enhancement of the Fairies.

 It can be shelved for now, and if related issues are found or occur again, they can simply restart it.

 Now that the first phase of the "Construction" project has progressed to this stage, Link can let it go for some time.

 During this period, the Medical Department and Potion Department will track and conduct comparative analysis during the entire process to ascertain the improvement that the "Savage Strike" set brings to the fairies.

 When all the data is collected, Link can step in without delaying the project's progress.

 Thus, Link has a relatively ample amount of time to prepare for the upcoming second extracurricular practice.

 According to the information disclosed by the academy, Link and Jasmine's second extracurricular practice will be a single-rescue mission.

 The destination and the person to be rescued have not been explicitly informed yet.

 It is simply stated that the difficulties Link and Jasmine need to overcome are not unknown enemies, but complex natural environments.

 With the God Devouring Worm as Jasmine's companion spiritual beast, which is adept at hiding, searching, and fighting, Link need not worry too much.

 Although Link is confident in handling the challenges of complex natural environments, he will not take it lightly or be complacent.

 The necessary preparations must still be made, and made thoroughly, just in case.

 The first task in preparation involves verifying the loop of "Mind Closure Technique," "Universe Meditation Method," turning left into the real "Small World," turning right into Sea of Consciousness Little World, "Multi-Threading Thinking" state and sensing rules.

 After a few days of verification, Link had arrived at three points of conclusion:

 First, implementing the "Mind Closure Technique" to enter a vague and unfocused state, allowing the "Universe Meditation Method" to be activated automatically is more effective than proactive deep meditation;

 Moreover, Link faintly senses that the "Universe Meditation Method" is self-improving and self-iterating under this state.

 Second, the consciousness entity indeed enters the real "Small World" when turned to the left, and enters the Sea of Consciousness Little World when turned to the right;

 After entering, he can control both the body and the consciousness entity simultaneously without falling into a coma or shock state.

 So he does not leave himself vulnerable, giving others an advantage.

 Third, under the "Multi-Threading Thinking" state that occurs once every 96 hours, the rules that Link senses are indeed the rules that need to be comprehended for a Sage's promotion.

 With this confirmed, Link was genuinely excited for a while.

 The second preparation task is to move a full set of emergency survival facilities and equipment, food, water, and Magic Stones into the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 The Sea of Consciousness Little World, with a capacity limit of 100 tons, is filled to the brim, ready for any emergencies.

 The third preparation task involves undertakes rescue training specific to the mission.

 Good preparation ensures success; lack of preparation spells failure.

 Link doesn't dare to underestimate everything, thinking that he's invincible and omnipotent, just because he possesses superior combat abilities compared to his peers.

 Link has been conducting the necessary training every day, along with Jasmine, without missing any.

 Thus, another fulfilling week passed by.

 The date of Link and Jasmine's second extracurricular practice arrived as scheduled.

 The two of them, well-prepared, bid each other goodbye, and each stepped into different teleportation gates heading toward different destinations.

 The familiar sensation of spacetime extraction came again.

 "Activate!"

 Realizing that he had left the academy's main world and arrived at an unknown location, Link's first reaction was to activate his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor."

 Wearing the Defense Mode Battle Armor, Link quickly got over the spacetime extraction sensation and looked around at his environment.

 He found himself in a Lava World; boiling magma was everywhere he looked, and there was barely any place to land.

 A piece of parchment paper fluttered down from the sky into Link's line of sight.

 The detailed contents of this extracurricular practice activity were written on it.

 Link reached out, took the parchment and unfolded it to see. His brows knitted together at once.

 The academy's arrangement this time is frankly bizarre.

 He was unsure of who defined these rules, goals, and requirements, but they were very far-fetched.

 For a moment, Link couldn't figure out how to approach this rescue mission.

 He thought and thought until he was nearly bald, but still couldn't think of a plausible solution.

 Unable to stop himself, Link attributed his frustration to whoever arranged this extracurricular practice activity:

 "Screw you!"
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 The rules, objectives, and requirements are not complicated.

 Under the premise of not using large magic tools, delve deep into the Lava World's underground to rescue a Fire Elemental Spirit, who has lost its ability to move due to injury, unscathed.

 But not complicated doesn't mean simple.

 The Lava World, as the name suggests, is home to hardly anything besides flames and lava.

 Forget there being water, food, and oxygen needed for human survival. The high temperatures alone make it impossible for humans to live normally.

 Even a powerful wizard is no exception.

 Once your spiritual power and magic power are used up in an environment like the Lava World, they're gone.

 Where could one possibly replenish them?

 There's nowhere to replenish them!

 Want to meditate in the extreme environment of the Lava World to recover your spiritual power?

 That's easier said than done.

 Want to recover your magic power while meditating?

 Where would wizards find that much free magic and elements to absorb?

 Therefore, once a wizard has exhausted their spiritual and magic power, it's impossible for them to survive in a high-temperature, high-pressure environment devoid of water, food, and magic stones.

 Even wizards who have a single affinity for the Fire system are not exempt.

 Look at the rules, objectives, and requirements summarized in just a sentence or two on the parchment.

 Rule: No use of large magic tools.

 This means Link cannot create a suitable environment or platform for himself.

 In other words, there's no logistical support, zero margin for error, success must be obtained on the first try.

 Otherwise, once your spiritual power and magic power are exhausted, you'll be completely incapacitated.

 This extracurricular practice session would be declared a failure.

 Your scores would be deducted, leaving a black mark on your record.

 Objective: Delve deep into the earth to rescue the trapped Fire Elemental Spirit.

 This means Link will have to endure a hostile environment of extreme heat and pressure to ensure his own survival, and make his way towards an even higher temperatures, greater pressure, and more dangers.

 On top of that, one must find a way to rescue the injured Fire Elemental Spirit, who, according to standards in Link's previous life, could reach a core temperature of 5000℃.

 Under the rules, he can't use large magic tools. How is he supposed to hold the Fire Elemental Spirit?

 Use his own hands?

 Even hands of steel would melt!

 Requirement: Unscathed.

 This is a fucking trap!

 The Fire Elemental Spirit lost its ability to move because it was injured. How is "unscathed" supposed to be achieved?

 This essentially means Link is to heal the Fire Elemental Spirit's injuries, with no lasting ill effects, a complete cure.

 Otherwise, how could he meet the "unscathed" requirement?

 Although the Extraordinary Medic system knowledge and witchcraft taught by the academy is not only for humans/wizards, it also includes various treatment methods for all kinds of extraordinary species/professions in all heavens and realms.

 However, healing any Elemental Spirit is a topic Link has not yet encountered!

 This requirement is beyond scope!

 Based on the injuries suffered by the Fire Elemental, Link has to integrate his knowledge of Extraordinary Medic, develop a treatment plan on the spot, and treat it.

 The person who designed this requirement probably wanted to test the flexible application of knowledge, I guess?

 "Damn it!"

 Thinking of this, Link couldn't help cursing again.

 "Why don't you try standing in this heat that can bake a person alive and see how flexible you can be?"

 Easy for you to say, huh?

 What a bloody bollocks!

 Even when wearing Defense Mode Battle Armor, which shields me from high temperatures and pressure, I still feel the heat.

 If I don't consciously control it, I would break into a sweat and would soon be soaked in it.

 As soon as Link stepped out of the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal and came to the Lava World, he began cursing constantly.

 The heat was simply unbearable!

 Suppressing his mood, Link switched his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" from Defense Mode to Extreme Survival Mode.

 He also significantly enhanced resistances against high temperatures, high pressure, corrosion, and burning.

 This was done to isolate the harmful effects of the harsh environment of the Lava World as much as possible.

 The price to pay was a significant decrease in attack ability and defensive strength.

 With no other choice to preempt potential dangers, Link had to ask Franda to remain vigilant and prepare to reverse summon him into the Fairy World at any time.

 Having done all this, Link used the coordinates given on the parchment, searched for a while to find his direction.

 Then he leaped like a fish, diving headfirst into the magma.

 Link took a straight path, heading rapidly towards the location where the Fire Elemental Spirit was trapped.

 Any obstacles encountered on the way, whether they were rocks, whirlpools, or more intense fires, were all smashed through.

 He moved with furious momentum.

 Since he couldn't think of a more sophisticated approach, he decided to cut to the chase and make a brute force push!

 After all, the rules, objectives, and requirements don't restrict any of this.

 Moreover, Link is not an ordinary Level 2 wizard.

 For other Level 2 wizards or a recuperating Link, the seemingly perverse rules, objectives, and requirements are just a minor inconvenience to Link who is in a "ferocious state", unwilling to hold back, and only wants to quickly finish this extracurricular practice activity.

 Although these annoy him, they are far from leaving Link completely helpless.

 He was originally intending to participate in this extracurricular activity as an ordinary Level 2 wizard.

 He even spent over a week conducting various complex simulation rescue trainings.

 In the end, the various methods learned were inferior to brute force pushing in terms of being direct and efficient!
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 Sure enough, if you're holding a hammer, anything you see should be treated as a nail.

 No need to play with fancy maneuvers!

 So, let's stop pretending and lay all the cards on the table.

 Eighty big hammer strikes, forty small hammer strikes, one blow and it's over!

 The Academy Headquarters.

 The team responsible for formulating the rules, objectives, and requirements of this extracurricular practice activity, involving nearly a hundred advanced wizards, quickly noticed the unusual behavior from Link through their monitoring.

 Compared to other wizards, including Jasmine, who are all doing things by the book and figuring out ways around the challenges of the rules, objectives, and requirements, Link's approach of brute force stands out excessively.

 The style is also somewhat eccentric.

 Whenever he encounters any obstacles, Link never uses witchcraft, just his fists, making him look even more of a body-refining wizard than actual ones.

 However, Link Grande's official file emphasizes his choice of elemental wizard as his major and true spirit wizard as his minor.

 Could it be that it's trendy to be unconventional these days with an Elemental Wizard + True Spirit Wizard equaling a Body-refining Wizard?

 Wizards responsible for monitoring to prevent accidents happen are speechless.

 Isn't he afraid that the excessive consumption of spiritual power and magic power will result in an inability to return, or incapable of healing the fire elemental spirit, or unable to sustain life, hence having to forfeit halfway, or incapable of passing the examination and failing to complete this extracurricular activity?

 "I thought Sage Walters' performance was already unprecedented, but I didn't expect there to be someone even more outlandish than him. Which faction's wizard is this?"

 The leader of the rules, objectives, and requirements formulation team, a Level Five Sage who had just returned from the front-line battlefield in the Wizard World and the World of God and returned to the Academy Headquarters, voiced his sigh and query.

 "Link Grande, a Tier 2 wizard, reportedly comparable in combat power to an average Tier 3 wizard. He was personally taken by Dean Frist to handle the advance study procedures, and as soon as he arrived at the Headquarters, he was greeted by two Great Sages."

 An agile subordinate reported Link's simple information while operating an office brain to pull up Link's detailed file.

 "It's Frist's people."

 The Level Five Sage took a look at the file, pursed his lips and didn't say anything else, but his attention to Link increased.

 Frist Diomand, among the third generation of the Diomand Family, is neither as arrogant as elder brother Rodrigo Diomand nor as willful as second sister Lisandra Diomand. He is stable and dignified.

 On the outside, he looks like a very amiable and agreeable person, but in reality, he is very selective, with very few people who can truly catch his eye.

 The Level Five Sage is of the same generation as Frist Diomand. He once had thoughts of aligning himself with Frist, but unfortunately, he was tactfully rejected.

 The Level Five Sage has always felt ashamed of this incident.

 Now that this Tier 2 wizard, Link Grande, whose combat power is said to rival that of a Tier 3 wizard, and who is favored by Frist Diomand, he must have some special reliance and ability.

 Saving someone deep down in the Lava World is surely not a problem for him.

 In that case, why not ...

 The Level Five Sage considered this possibility, sensed something was off, shook his head, and started throwing purification and soothing witchcraft at himself like they cost nothing.

 Once he calms down, he suddenly turns to the shadowy area to his left and shouts in a bass voice: "Who's there? Show yourself!"

 "Long time no see, Fletcher Domingo."

 The figure of Lisandra Diomand quietly appeared, greeting him with a languid smile.

 "You? Lisandra, are you trying to screw me over?"

 Level Five Sage Fletcher Domingo's face was gloomy, and his expression was fraught.

 "Hardly, I'm just offering you a friendly warning."

 Lisandra laughed and didn't admit to anything.

 "What warning?"

 Fletcher Domingo's voice became increasingly ominous, "Is it so serious that you need to make an appearance yourself? And try to tamper with my cognition using five-ring cognition witchcraft?"

 Lisandra dispelled the grin on her face and stated earnestly:

 "After you preside over this extracurricular activity for the advanced wizards, you will be assigned a mission to lead a team to sniper a team from Shadow City and seize some supplies. However, remember to control the intensity of the fight as much as possible during the sniping and raid, so as not to cause unnecessary harm or deaths due to a hot head!"

 Pausing for moment, Lisandra emphasized, "Especially regarding the defense against cognitive witchcraft, just like you did just now. Because, not only us will show up there but also others. Some will definitely try to provoke a bloody conflict between our College and the Shadow City."

 "Is the College planning to challenge the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell?"

 Fletcher Domingo understood Lisandra's implication and chose to directly ask the question he wanted to know the answer to.

 Even though he's a Level Five Sage and commands a powerful army, he doesn't have much say within the College.

 Not to mention the core management, he's not even part of the periphery.

 His status and standing are all severely limited.

 On many key issues, he only has the authority to carry out tasks, and he's out of the decision-making loop.

 In other words, he's a chess piece, not the player.

 Aside from the Diomand family, the only ones in Ravensmouth College who can be considered chess players are just a few Level Six Sages.

 Since he's only a piece unable to participate in decision-making and can only execute orders, as a Sage, Fletcher will certainly ask for all information he can possibly get before execution.
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 Fletcher Domingo didn't care if his straightforward approach would annoy Lady Lisandra, who preferred subtlety and beating around the bush.

 So what if she got annoyed?

 The worst case scenario? He gets thrown back in the battlefield of the World of God.

 It wasn't like he hadn't been dumped there before!

 He felt more comfortable on the battlefield anyway, where the only thing on his mind was how to kill gods, not having to navigate around twists and turns.

 Lisandra coldly stared at Fletcher Domingo, a sinister light suddenly flashing in her eyes.

 However, Fletcher Domingo was in no way frightened. He stood his ground, staring back at Lisandra, insisting on an answer.

 "My task is to remind you," she finally said.

 Lisandra took a step back into the shadow and disappeared in the blink of an eye, leaving only her voice echoing, "As for how to do it, that's your problem, Fletcher Domingo!"

 Staring at the spot where Lisandra disappeared, Fletcher Domingo pondered deeply and stood motionless for a long time.

 After quite a while, Fletcher Domingo waved his hand, dispensing the layers of Anti-eavesdropping Rune Barriers that Lisandra Diomand had quietly set up when she arrived.

 All the wizards in the command center, unaware of Lady Lisandra's appearance or the conversation that had just taken place, were fully engrossed in the numerous monitor screens.

 Fletcher Domingo glanced at the monitor showing Link Grande, a hidden depth in his gaze.

 Lisandra Diomand deliberately singled out Link Grande, attempting to add an extra layer of difficulty by corrupting Fletcher Domingo's perception of him.

 In Fletcher Domingo's view, Link Grande was definitely an important part of the team he was about to lead into Shadow City.

 Otherwise, why would Lisandra specifically focus on a Level Two Wizard?

 Fletcher Domingo wanted to see what made this Link Grande so special that both Frist and Lisandra, brother and sister, paid him special attention.

 Lava World.

 Link was grumbling to himself.

 A week before the second extra-curricular activity, the college had subtly hinted that this solo rescue mission would deal with complex natural environments rather than hidden enemies.

 But what was that Giant Flame Salamander blocking Link's path?

 The Giant Flame Salamander, with a length of over 250 meters, a width of over 20 meters, and a height of over 5 meters, was a solid Level 3 Extraordinary Creature.

 The path it was blocking was the only way to the injured Fire Elemental Elf.

 The other three sides were solid mountains, not something he could just clear with a few punches.

 "What am I going to do with you?" Link asked himself as he hovered in the air, staring at the Giant Flame Salamander.

 The Giant Flame Salamander lay lazily with its window-sized eyes showing indifference to Link, showing no reaction.

 This was the typical characteristic of the Flame Salamander species.

 As long as they were not disturbed during their lava baths, the Flame Salamanders were actually not very aggressive.

 "Franda, do you want to keep a pet?" Link suddenly asked like this.

 Franda had been sharing Link's vision ever since he ordered her to be ready to reverse summon at any time.

 Everything Link could see, Franda could see too.

 The Giant Flame Salamander blocking the way was no exception.

 This question instantly infuriated the little creature.

 "Humph!" Franda put her hands on her hips and pouted at Link, "Master, you're so annoying, wanting Franda to keep such an ugly pet!"

 "Err…" At her words, Link took a closer look at the Flame Salamander and realized that girls probably wouldn't like its appearance.

 Although he dropped the idea of getting Franda a pet, Link didn't completely give up. He said, "Find a suitable volcano. I'm going to catch this Flame Salamander and put it in the 'Small World' for a while to clear the path."

 "Oh." Franda breathed a sigh of relief, glad that the Master didn't force her to keep such an ugly pet.

 With a thought, Franda communicated with the "Small World" and quickly found a suitable active volcano for the Flame Salamander.

 Link was not idle either.

 Given the lazy nature of the Flame Salamander, he began to set up the Teleportation Rune Formation right in front of it.

 Soon, a Teleportation rune formation large enough to contain the Giant Flame Salamander was ready.

 Link flew over the Giant Flame Salamander, caught it off guard and suddenly activated the Teleportation Rune Formation.

 At the same time, he cast the "Qi and Blood Restrain", a third-ring compound witchcraft for Elemental Wizards, hitting the Giant Salamander.

 "Qi and Blood Restrain" was a very obscure magic created by a Level Five Sage of Ravensmouth College more than three hundred years ago, specifically targeting Body-refining wizards.

 Its effect was like a super-powered muscle relaxant.

 An unknowing victim, hit with this spell, would suddenly find their hands and feet numb and their body without energy.

 Taking into account the Giant Flame Salamander's huge body and tough physique forged from living in lava, Link additionally used the Origin Power from both his Sea of Consciousness Little World and his real "Small World" for reinforcement.

 "Moo!" Caught off guard, the Flame Salamander let out a noise like a bull's roar.

 It wanted to fight back against the despicable wizard but found that its body was powerless and could not move.
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 By the time the Fire Salamander abandoned the idea of using its sturdy body to ram and instead wanted to use its racial ability, it was too late.

 The despicable wizard had already activated the Teleportation Rune Formation laid before it, putting it into effect.

 In order to increase the force of teleportation, Link ignored the damage to the Formation materials, maximized the recyclable attributes of the material that could normally be reused, and deliberately arranged a one-time Rune Array with multiply amplified power.

 The moment the teleportation force of Perceive Defense was applied to the Giant Flame Salamander, Franda immediately coordinated, opened a portal to the real "Small World," and led the teleported Fire Salamander.

 Boom.

 The Giant Flame Salamander fell into the largest active volcano in the real "Small World," causing a surge of lava.

 The effects of "Qi and Blood Restrain" and the Teleportation Rune Formation applied to the Fire Salamander disappeared simultaneously.

 After rolling a few times in an active volcano with a temperature slightly less than the magma at the bottom of the Lava World, the Fire Salamander resumed its lazy posture.

 As long as it can bathe in magma, it doesn't care about any wizards, no matter how despicable they are.

 It's too lazy to care.

 Sleeping is the most comfortable.

 The academy headquarters.

 Having clearly seen the entire process of Link teleporting the Fire Salamander away, Level Five Sage Fletcher Domingo's emotions became incredibly complex.

 In the initial plan set by the team, there was no setting of Fire Salamander blocking the road.

 It was Fletcher Domingo who felt that since this was an extracurricular practical activity for advanced wizards, there should be some challenges.

 A Level 3 Extraordinary Creature, a Fire Salamander which is mild in temper and loves the environment of the Lava World, is more suitable for this challenge.

 How should a regular Level two wizard respond to this Level three Extraordinary Creature that would not initiate an attack?

 This was precisely the intention of Fletcher Domingo's design of this segment.

 Where could he have thought that he would encounter a Level two wizard who possessed a "Small World"!

 Fletcher Domingo was a contemporary of Level Six Sage Walters, and had personally experienced and witnessed Walters' elegance during his undefeated period.

 Even now, Fletcher Domingo couldn't forget the generous figure who was invincible among his peers, and dominated the heavens and the earth.

 "So that's how it is! That's how it is!"

 After a moment of shock, Fletcher Domingo heaved a sigh of emotion.

 A lot of things connected at this moment.

 Staring intently at Link Grande, who dived into the scorching magma and advanced boldly, Sage Fletcher finally understood why Frist and Lisandra both valued him so much at this time.

 Another Walters!

 Speaking of Walters, Fletcher suddenly remembered that the academy had been circulating news for a long time that Walters was preparing to break through to become a Level Seven Great Sage.

 Why has there been no movement till now?

 Could there have been any problems?

 Lava World.

 With nothing hindering him, Link swam in one breath to his destination and found the unconscious Fire Elemental Spirit.

 The so-called Elemental Spirits, their life forms are similar to Franda's "World Spirit", they can be virtual or real.

 One of the symbols of Sage-level wizards, Elementalization, is a method that the predecessors of the Wizard World comprehended from having been inspired by Elemental Spirits.

 "Franda."

 Link didn't touch the Fire Elemental Spirit, but instead laid down the Teleportation Rune Formation once again, then called out in his heart.

 Elemental Spirits that have been severely injured and are in a coma usually have preventive and counter-attack measures.

 The Fire Elemental Spirit's method is super high temperature!

 At this moment, the surface temperature of the Fire Elemental Spirit in front of Link is on par with the surface temperature of the sun.

 "Okay, master."

 Franda sweetly responded, once again cooperating with Link to capture the unconscious Fire Elemental Spirit into the real "Small World".

 Just as Link was about to return to the surface of the Lava World and consider how to treat the Fire Elemental Spirit in a relatively comfortable temperature environment, the newly formed Sea of Consciousness Little World caused trouble again.

 The sun of the Sea of Consciousness Little World emitted a beam of light, which followed the special connection of the two Little Worlds and passed through the real "Small World" Sun, shining on the Fire Elemental Spirit.

 It gave something to the Fire Elemental Spirit and took something from the Fire Elemental Spirit.

 Could this be the so-called equivalent exchange from the legends?
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 Link didn't stop advancing upstream.

 For this extracurricular practice activity, he opted to proceed as usual rather than asking for Sandra's assistance, fully prepared for the possibility that his every move and action could be under surveillance.

 Within the academy, quite a few were aware that he possessed a "Small World".

 Hesitating to use his "Small Word" when encountering troubles during the extracurricular practice activity would raise suspicions.

 It was better to act as naturally as possible.

 So, when he encountered the Giant Flame Salamander blocking his path and the Fire Elemental Elf whose surface temperature could easily melt iron and gold, Link employed his "Small World" to relocate them.

 The whole process seemed effortless, as if it posed no challenge at all.

 This was a testament to the immense power of a wizard who controlled a "Small World".

 If another second-level wizard attempted this, getting near, let alone relocating, the Giant Flame Salamander would be an insurmountable challenge.

 Knowing he was under surveillance, Link would never do anything as foolish as looking dramatically shocked during the extracurricular practice activity, now that only one step remained: healing the Fire Elemental Elf.

 Everything in the outside world was calm and serene. Besides the injured Fire Elemental Elf being moved into Link's real "Small World", nothing notable had occurred to attract his attention.

 Showing surprise or alarm would certainly arouse suspicion.

 Link didn't want to invite any unnecessary trouble.

 Maintaining a calm demeanor, he promptly activated the "Mind Closure Technique", entering a mesmerizing state of oblivion and trance.

 His consciousness turned right, proceeding into the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 Then utilizing the characteristic of multitasking, he smoothly controlled his physical body to traverse towards the Lava World, while investigating what good stuff the "Sun" had gotten its hands on.

 His consciousness, transformed into human form, rummaged through the Sea of Consciousness Little World, focusing on the "Sun", but didn't notice any changes.

 "What happened?"

 Link was perplexed.

 "Master, master, quickly look over here!"

 Franda's voice suddenly echoed in Link's mind.

 Link's consciousness retreated back to the intersection, made a left turn into the real "Small World", and using the authority of the "World Master", he instantly appeared beside Franda.

 "What is it, dear? Why are you causing such a fuss?"

 Gently patting Franda's little head, Link asked softly.

 Franda pointed at the Fire Elemental Elf lying in the magma and said with a puzzled tone: "She suddenly has a baby in her belly!"

 "Huh?"

 Link's consciousness, having taken human form, looked closely at the Fire Elemental Elf. He noted that her injuries were healed, and her previously flat belly was now slightly bulging.

 And it continued to grow visibly.

 "So, the Sun took away her injuries and gave her an offspring?"

 Link theorized and couldn't help laughing, "well… What would this be considered? 'Offspring of the Sun'?"

 "Master, master, what are you laughing at?"

 Franda, blinking her huge eyes, asked curiously.

 "It's nothing."

 Link shook his head, "I was just thinking about a whimsically funny kingdom and some whimsically funny people."

 "Oh."

 Franda didn't know which kingdom Link referred to as whimsically funny and sensing that he didn't want to elaborate, she didn't press for more details. Instead, she changed the topic, asking, "Master, how did she suddenly get pregnant?"

 "I have no idea either."

 As Link was saying this, he suddenly noticed something strange.

 The fetus in the belly of the Fire Elemental Elf was greatly connected to the real "Small World", Franda, and Link himself.

 This connection was very similar to the one between Franda and the real "Small World", although less connected.

 One was a "World Spirit" and the other, at most, a servant of the "World Spirit".

 Well, this was indeed an inequitable exchange.

 The Sun in the Sea of Consciousness Little World healed the Fire Elemental Elf's injuries and took, or rather borrowed, the body of the Fire Elemental Elf to bear a new life.

 And it did so without asking for her consent—quite the high-handed treatment.

 It cooked the raw rice very thoroughly, and that's the way to go about it!

 Quite the tyrant indeed!

 "Eh? Am I about to have a new companion?"

 Franda also detected this connection and curiously muttered, "But she is Fire. What can she help me with?"

 Being with Link, the capitalist with a heart of steel, for a long time seemed to have tinted Franda's own heart black.

 Upon realizing that she might have a new companion, Franda's first reaction was to figure out what the companion could do.

 Even a capitalist would shed tears at this.

 They might at most cheaply employ child labor, but Franda here seemed to be set on deploying infants to work.

 And while they were casually joking about this, the stomach of the Fire Elemental Elf had bulged significantly.

 It looked no different from a human after ten months of pregnancy.

 But the Elemental Elf's method of reproduction was different from humans.

 Once the fetus in her belly matured, the Fire Elemental Elf, now healed, finally regained consciousness.

 She did not take stock of her surroundings. Instead, she transformed from physical to the Elementalization form.

 The whole body, except for the fetus, was shifted into the Elementalization form.

 The placenta enveloping the Elemental Elf Baby, like an egg being laid by an oviparous animal, fell into the magma.

 Prompted by the high temperature of the magma, the soft placenta abruptly started expanding.

 Shortly after, a delicate little hand suddenly poked through the placenta, which had expanded to its limit, and emerged.
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 Then came another soft, white little hand.

 The two little hands fumbled for a bit, making a small tear, and with a gentle pull, the placenta was completely torn apart.

 A small Fire Elemental Sprite, with a body pure as white and red pupils, appeared before Link and Franda.

 The Little Fire Elemental Sprite took a look at a large Fire Elemental Sprite with mixed feelings. Under the latter's gaze full of various emotions, the sprite flew towards Link and Franda.

 Compared to the Grand Fire Elemental Sprite that nurtured its life, the Little Fire Elemental sprite chose Link, Jasmine, and the authentic "Small World" as guided by an unknown force.

 From then on, the Little Fire Elemental Sprite belonged not to the world of elements, but to the authentic "Small World" of Link.

 "Let me out."

 The Grand Fire Elemental Sprite, after seeing the Little Fire Elemental Sprite make its choice, immediately turned its head and requested Link.

 "Wait."

 Link conveyed a message to Franda to take good care of the Little Fire Elemental Sprite, after which his consciousness exited the authentic "Small World".

 Once his consciousness fully returned to his body, Link used his "World Master" authority and directly "expelled" the Fire Elemental Sprite.

 "Tell me your true name."

 The moment the Fire Elemental Sprite appeared in the Lava World, it immediately set up an elemental sprite-exclusive barrier to block the monitoring from the academy's headquarters.

 It wouldn't be hard for the headquarters to forcibly break through this barrier and continue monitoring.

 However, given that the world of elements where the elemental sprites lived and the Wizard World were strategic allies, Fletcher Domingo did not give this command.

 "Link Grande."

 Without hiding or hesitating, Link stated his name.

 In the myriad heavens and realms, there indeed exist several extraordinary methods that can curse through true names.

 The Curse Witchcraft, which the Wizard World once gloried in, could achieve this.

 However, a true name that can be used for cursing holds a significant difference from an ordinary name.

 Humans/Wizards, only when they have reached the Sage level, perceived some laws, could awaken their true name related to the laws.

 Unlike elemental sprites, abyss demons, and natural-born gods of these extraordinary races who possess their true names from birth.

 "I'll remember you."

 The Fire Elemental Spirit deeply looked at Link, "Remember, I am Emily Samantha Daryl Alphlottaena! In the not-so-distant future, we will definitely meet again!"

 As the voice fell, the Fire Elemental Spirit erupted with momentum comparable to a Level Four Sage and disappeared from the Lava World in an instant.

 "What happened?"

 Emily Samantha Daryl Alphlottaena specifically removed the barrier just before disappearing, letting her disappearance scene fall into the monitoring of the academy's headquarters.

 Seeing this, Fletcher Domingo immediately questioned it.

 Elemental sprits can only fully vanish and return to the world of elements once they reach Level 4.

 Fletcher Domingo's team only chose this Lava World as a place for extracurricular activities after confirming that the injured Fire Elemental Sprite was a Level 3.

 They had designed a single-person rescue operation to plan to rescue the Fire Elemental Sprite intact as an extracurricular practice goal and requirement.

 How did this Elemental Spirit level up from Level 3 to Level 4 in the blink of an eye?

 What's more, this wasn't just a regular Level 4.

 Judging from the fleeting momentum, this Fire Elemental Sprite has reached a level comparable to a Level Four Sage in the Wizard World.

 Even Fletcher Domingo, a Level Five Sage, couldn't deduce what had just happened, let alone the wizards in the team.

 Fletcher Domingo's gaze, through the surveillance screen, fell squarely on Link.

 He thought about it and found that besides the secrets owned by the Fire Elemental Sprite, the only thing that could have prompted this change was Link Grande, who had temporarily sheltered the sprite.

 It seemed like Link Grande was indeed worthy of Frist Diomand's attention, even personally taking him to meet the two Great Sages!

 Fletcher Domingo decided that even if the academy didn't assign Link Grande to participate in the mission against the Shadow City Team, he would recruit him.

 He wanted to see what else this guy could do that would surprise and enlighten everyone.

 Lava World.

 Link memorized the name "Emily Samantha Daryl Alphlottaena," and remembered her appearance, then strove to swim back to the surface.

 He took out a piece of parchment, triggered the mark on it, sent a message to the academy's headquarters, and called for teleportation.

 "Bring him back."

 Fletcher Domingo gave the command.

 The wizard in the team responsible for transportation and emergency teleportation immediately triggered a mechanism of the inter-dimensional teleportation portal via their authority.

 A teleportation light pillar, in a strange way, crossed countless light years to shine into the Lava World, covering Link.

 When the light pillar disappeared, Link had already appeared on the platform of the inter-dimensional teleportation portal at the academy's headquarters.

 The familiar spacetime extraction sensation ended.

 Link looked left and right, and found that he was indeed the first person to complete the extracurricular practice activity.

 With a thought, Link deactivated the Extreme Survival Mode Battle Armor, stepped off the platform, and found his later-purchased ordinary Third-Ring Magic Tool level transportation vehicle.

 Sitting in the driver's seat, Link didn't rush back to the villa.

 Instead, he waited for Jasmine while watching the interaction between Franda and the Little Fire Elemental Sprite in his authentic "Small World".
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 And the appearance of a tiny Fire Elemental Elf, what changes will it bring to the actual "Small World".

 This time, Link chose to let his consciousness directly enter the actual "Small World", without going through the intermediate transfer of the "Mind Closure Technique".

 Franda, carrying the tiny Fire Elemental Elf that is curious about everything, is now strolling around the "Small World".

 Spotting Link's arrival, Franda immediately put her hands on her hips, widened her eyes, and glared at Link.

 The less than 60 cm tall tiny Fire Elemental Elf, floated in the air, imitating Franda, and also putting its hands on its hips.

 However, the tiny Fire Elemental Elf did not glare, but instead, its eyes kept rolling around, curiously observing the interaction between the "World Master" and the "World Spirit".

 Link laughed and asked, "What did the old man do again, to upset Franda?"

 "Hmph!"

 Franda turned her body sideways, tossed her head, used the back of her head to face Link and grumbled unhappily, "Old Man, when did your memory get so bad? You just forgot to do something!"

 The tiny Fire Elemental Elf also faced Link with the back of its head, imitating Franda.

 "Um...."

 Reminded by Franda, Link immediately recalled something.

 He actually forgot to return the Giant Flame Salamander to the Lava World!

 A thought crossed his mind, Link looked at the Flame Salamander who was sleeping heartily in the active volcano's magma, and he fell silent.

 It's all the Grand Fire Elemental Sprite's fault for wanting his real name.

 Because of that distraction, Link forgot about it.

 Yes, it's exactly like that!

 "So, what should we do? The old man is back in the academy's main base, he's not in the Lava World anymore."

 Patting Franda's little head, Link spoke softly, "We can only keep the Flame Salamander for now. We'll decide what to do with it later."

 The tiny fire Elemental Elf looked at Link's right hand, which was resting on top of Franda's head, suddenly jumped to Link's left side, using its little head to rub against Link's left hand.

 A blissful joyous smile flashed across its face.

 It seemed as though it was experiencing some top-tier enjoyment.

 "Anyway, I'm not going to keep such an ugly pet. If the old man wants to keep it, he can do it himself."

 This time, Franda's stand was extremely firm, not compromising at all.

 "Don't worry, Flame Salamanders are easy to keep. Just leave it in the volcano's magma."

 "Well, that's more like it."

 Having pacified Franda, who was throwing a small tantrum, Link finally turned his attention to the tiny Fire Elemental Elf.

 Upon considering, Link directly asked, "Do you have a real name?"

 The tiny Fire Elemental Elf blinked a few times, thought about it seriously, and then, in a cute baby voice, replied: "Old Man, I'm called Conelia Alphlottaena."

 "Then can I call you Conelia from now on?"

 "Yes, Old Man."

 The tiny Fire Elemental Elf, Conelia, has been constantly imitating Franda, from her mannerisms to her speech.

 This could be a good thing, or it could also potentially become a problem.

 Franda is a "World Spirit", whereas Conelia is an Elemental Elf.

 An Elemental Elf should act like an Elemental Elf.

 With this in mind, Link decided to look for some materials and documents related to Elemental Elves, once he picks up Jasmine and returns.

 Franda needs to learn how to properly guide a newly born Elemental Elf.

 "Franda, you continue exploring with Conelia."

 Having let out this sentence, Link's consciousness directly left, appearing at the origin of the actual "Small World".

 After communicating with the origin of the actual "Small World", Link indeed found the changes that Conelia's appearance brought about.

 Franda, being the "World Spirit" of the actual "Small World", has the ability to transform into the Spirit of the Wind.

 This is the feedback from the "Small World" overall attribute leaning towards wind, brought to Franda.

 The birth of Conelia, brought a hint of fire attribute to the "Small World".

 As long as Link is willing to invest.

 The "Small World", outside of its rightful evolution, absorbs some Fire-attribute Magic Stones or Magic Stone Mother Lode, then it can nurture Fire Elements and Fire System Free Magic within.

 Is Link willing to invest?

 Of course Link is willing!

 Earth, Fire, Water, Wind are the cornerstone concepts of a world.

 The "Small World" itself is earth, comes with wind, lacking water and fire.

 Now that there's an opportunity to lay down the cornerstone concept of fire, Link definitely won't miss it.

 The "Sun", which is mainly transformed by the Wizard World Will's favor, after collapsing and exploding once, became more extraordinary.

 It helped Link out a lot once again.

 As long as Link manages to complete the cornerstone concept of "water" during the "Small World"'s fifth or sixth evolution.

 The word "Small" can be lifted in advance, to become a truly complete "World".

 Setting aside his daydreams, Link estimated the quantity of Fire-attribute Magic Stones or Magic Stone Mother Lode needed, his mood turned significantly less cheerful.

 He suddenly remembered that he hadn't even seen a shadow of a single standard Tier 3 Magic Stone, that is a single Magic Stone Mother Lode, and he can't even perform a Krypton Gold Draw Card.

 Now there's an additional necessary expense, the economic pressure was seriously great.

 It was so great that it was giving him a headache!

 Once his consciousness returned from the "Small World" to his body, Link took a deep breath, choosing to temporarily forget about his economic pressure.

 Broke, but there's a way to be happily broke.

 Meanwhile.

 Upon the reminder from a wizard in his team, Fletcher Domingo finally realized Link had casually taken a Level 3 Extraordinary Giant Flame Salamander.

 "Mr. Domingo, do you want to recover it?"

 The wizard who made the reminder, seeing Fletcher Domingo keep silent, couldn't help but asked again.
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 "Retrieve what? On what grounds?"

 Fletcher Domingo countered.

 "This..."

 The wizard was left speechless by the question.

 The Lava World, ostensibly, was a masterless realm.

 The extraordinary creatures living there, naturally, had no allegiance.

 The fire salamander that was taken by skill, not stolen, not robbed, on what basis should it be retrieved?

 Coming to this logic, the wizard murmured in a low voice, "Should we just let him off that easy? We spent so much effort just to lure that fire salamander over."

 Fletcher Domingo didn't respond.

 Just let this wizard, who had some schemes about the fire salamander, murmur to himself.

 Anyway, he would not step forward to demand the fire salamander from Link Grande.

 Those who have schemes should satisfy their own desires.

 At the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Link had waited almost three more hours before Jasmine finally appeared.

 Judging from her appearance, Jasmine's hair was somewhat disheveled and her clothes were wrinkled, obviously she had gone through some trouble.

 "How was it? Was it smooth?"

 Link immediately drove back to his villa after picking Jasmine up, asking her while driving.

 "Unsuccessful. Extremely unsuccessful!"

 Adjusting her hair in the rearview mirror, Jasmine vented, "I was sent to a world completely covered by water, the rule was not to leave the water surface, the target was to retrieve a pearl from under the guard of a group of mermaids at the bottom of the sea without killing any mermaid."

 Upon hearing this, Link asked with puzzlement, "Isn't this perfect for you?"

 The two characteristics of the "God Devouring Worm," stealth and prophecy, are very suitable for infiltration and treasure hunting.

 Jasmine pursed her lips: "The silkworm baby is afraid of water."

 "Ah...that!"

 For a moment, Link didn't know how to express his current mood.

 The so-called enemy of the gods, the "God Devouring Worm," is actually afraid of water, which came as quite a surprise to Link.

 At this moment, Jasmine added in a melancholic tone: "This weakness will be overcome as the Silkworm baby grows."

 "I see."

 This was when Link put down his doubt, and then asked, "So how did you end up completing the task?"

 "Huh!"

 Jasmine sneered, "How did I do it? Would I tell you that I disguised myself as a female mermaid, quietly stole the pearl, and then barely managed to escape from the massive pursuit of almost 20,000 mermaids? Should I tell you who the pervert was who came up with this demand? I couldn't even fight back, afraid that if I made a heavy move, I would kill a mermaid and all my previous efforts would be wasted!"

 "Well!"

 Link smacked his lips, making an ambiguous sound.

 It turned out that this time he was not the only one who encountered bizarre rules, targets and requirements.

 At least Jasmine was with him.

 Thinking about it, the experience of other advanced wizards who participated in this extracurricular practicum may not be much better.

 Link's mood mysteriously improved a bit all of a sudden.

 "You are gloating, aren't you?"

 At this time, Jasmine suddenly turned her head and looked at Link, her voice extremely low, and said in a gloomy tone, "You are gloating, aren't you! Your mood improved suddenly because you heard about my situation, isn't it?"

 "No! Absolutely not!"

 Under accusing cross-examination, Link hurriedly defended himself.

 "Humph!"

 Ignoring Link's defense, Jasmine huffed, and turned her back against him.

 Case closed!

 The little tantrums that Franda has been throwing of late, hands on hips and "looking at people" with the back of her head, she learned it all from Jasmine!

 Link burst out laughing.

 "You're still laughing!"

 Jasmine, who was waiting for Link's consolation or comfort, ​​was instantly broken by this laughter. "You're actually laughing! Don't you have a shred of common decency?"

 "Hahahahaha..."

 Seeing this, Link started laughing louder and quickly switched over to the vehicle's intelligent driving mode.

 Hearing Link's incessant laughter, a grumpy Jasmine suddenly burst out laughing as well.

 She recalled her appearance as a disguised mermaid.

 It was truly dazzling!
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 The second extracurricular practice came to an end amidst laughter.

 Having completed the concept of the "Small World" Fire Element Keystone with Link and effortlessly tamed a Giant Flame Salamander, Jasmine also acquired some valuable things from the planet completely covered in water.

 After all such effort, they couldn't possibly return empty-handed, right?

 Link didn't inquire in detail about Jasmine's specific gains, he just knew that Jasmine's strength had increased significantly, and that was enough.

 Upon returning to the villa, they didn't give much thought to the matters related to the extracurricular practice.

 In itself, the extracurricular practice was just a small test used by the college to assess the knowledge and witchcraft abilities of the advanced wizards.

 Its nature was no different from weekly, monthly, mid-term or final exams.

 Once the exam was over, there was nothing worth dwelling on.

 After the ordeal they had gone through, both were somewhat physically and mentally exhausted.

 After having a meal, they chatted over tea for a while, then each retreated to their respective rooms to wash up, meditate and rest.

 The next day.

 They woke up early as usual.

 Even though the college thoughtfully gave all the advanced wizards a day off.

 Combined with the weekend, there were three days in total, they could spend them freely, without classes, and rest in peace.

 However...

 Rest?

 What is rest?

 As long as a person is alive, learning never stops!

 Jasmine stated that she didn't need a rest and went straight into her personal laboratory to immerse herself in her research and experiments.

 Ravensmouth College initially only trained Elemental Wizards in the field of biology and medical, then gradually branched into combat and warfare.

 Once the college had grown to a certain extent, for various considerations, in addition to cultivating Elemental Wizards, the True Spirit Wizard training system was integrated starting from the advanced college study stage, and some gifted individuals were encouraged to switch to Intelligence Mechanism Wizard.

 They also gathered related knowledge and witchcraft of Body-Refining Wizards from various channels for interested individuals to learn from.

 As a result, the wizards trained by the college were diverse and not restricted;

 It made the college's legion well-equipped and enhanced its combat effectiveness.

 However, the college's knowledge reserves in the field of Beast Controlling Wizard were severely lacking, only possessing content below the sage level.

 Although the content was not incomplete to the point of being full of mistakes, it was far from comprehensive, it simply did not form a complete system.

 If Jasmine wanted to excel in the path of Beast Controlling Wizard, besides collecting and purchasing relevant materials and documents, she needed to rely more on her own research and experimentation.

 Few had any idea about what to do in the college or among other people, even Link could not lend a hand.

 The professional span was too large, yielding a deep knowledge barrier.

 Luckily, the college's knowledge reserves in the field of biology were extremely abundant.

 Although most of them could not be applied directly to the field of beast control, having a base allowed for better extension.

 Jasmine wouldn't be at a loss when conducting her research and experiments.

 As for Link, it had been over a week since he had paid attention to the "Construction" project.

 Having time today, he certainly wanted to visit the Fairy World, understand the progress and fulfill his duties.

 Under the name of Sage Selene's Potion Research Group, a request to use the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal was submitted to the college.

 After getting permission, Link arrived in the Fairy World through the official channel and found the "Construction" project team jointly composed of the Medical Department and Potion Department.

 As it happened, Sage Palo and Sage Selene were also here, ready to check the progress of Phase One.

 Link hadn't coordinated with Sage Selene in advance, so he was clueless about her visit today!

 Or rather, unaware that Sage Palo would invite Sage Selene today in the name of inspecting Phase One to strengthen their relationship.

 "You're just in time."

 Upon seeing Link approaching, Sage Palo immediately waved, "Come over and analyze the data to see if it meets your expectation."

 Link walked over, first politely greeted Sage Selene and Sage Palo, nodded at Wizard Salossal and old Morpheus who were accompanying them, and then dove into business.

 On the large screen of the Construction project team's office, there were neatly listed data charts of Phase One, and many test/comparison videos.

 Without looking at the nearly 6000 videos for now, Link opened all the data charts one by one, spending over half an hour on a detailed review.

 In the meantime, Sage Palo enthusiastically hosted Sage Selene, chatted about the past, in an attempt to evoke Sage Selene's emotions.

 Wizard Salossal and old Morpheus didn't dare to loiter in front of Sage Palo at this time, even if bored, they accompanied Link in reviewing the data throughout.

 After reviewing all the data charts, Link selected a few dozen representatively meaningful videos out of nearly 6000 and quickly skimmed through them, comparing them with his preliminary judgment.

 "How are the results? Are you satisfied?"

 Seeing Link stop manipulating the data and not looking at charts and videos anymore, nor pondering, old Morpheus immediately asked.

 He was even more proactive than Wizard Salossal.

 Wizard Salossal gave old Morpheus a stare, somewhat disgruntled.

 Who was the head of the Medical Department, the leader of the Construction project team?

 Was there any need for you to cut in?

 That's not like you!

 Regardless of Wizard Salossal's resentment, old Morpheus continued to stare at Link, looking forward to hearing his reply.

 "Very good, it even exceeded my expectations, it's much better than what I expected!"

 Link didn't beat around the bush, he directly revealed his conclusion,

 "Analyzing from various aspects of the data, the overall increase in combat power is 269.78%, this can be said to be quite astonishing."
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 A level 1 Extraordinary fairy, after being fitted with the 'Barbarian Strike' Suit, can rival a level 2 Extraordinary fairy that has not participated in the 'Sublimation', 'Empowerment', and 'Construction' projects.

 This is the result of a one-on-one comparison.

 If it comes to large-scale warfare, group charges, the results should be even more remarkable."

 "If you think so too, then it's settled!"

 Old man Morpheus breathed a sigh of relief, feeling like a weight had been lifted off his shoulders.

 Wizard Salossal found this puzzling.

 The Medical Department is clearly the main force behind the 'Construction' project, so why does old man Morpheus keep stealing the limelight?

 This cannot continue, he must criticize such inappropriate behavior.

 With a gleam in his eye, Wizard Salossal smiled and said:

 "In fact, our Medical Department has long made a similar judgment. We were just waiting for you, as the initiator of 'Construction' technology, the chief designer and special consultant of the 'Construction' project, to make the final verdict.

 Now that you have confirmed our Medical Department's judgment, I think it's time to consider when to start the second phase."

 This sounded like self-praise, but there was no actual boasting about the Medical Department, it was all facts.

 It was just an analysis of data, a fundamental task for any official wizard, let alone two sages present.

 The reason Sage Palo wanted Link to analyze the data and determine if it met his expectations, was not because of Link's strong data analysis ability.

 There were two reasons:

 First, he wanted to extend the time that Sage Selene stayed in the Fairy World to grow closer;

 Second, it was because Link, as the founder and chief designer, had the most understanding of 'Construction' technology.

 "Great minds think alike."

 Link smiled, not minding the praise, and commended the Medical Department which had performed well for once.

 Old man Morpheus pretended to not hear that Link had referred to the Medical Department's pharmacists as "heroes", and he immediately added: "Yes, our Potion Department has indeed made a significant contribution this time…"

 However, before old man Morpheus could finish boasting about himself, Sage Selene approached and interrupted him, gently asking Link, "As for the second phase, when do you think would be most suitable to start it?"

 Sage Palo also walked up to Sage Selene's side, silently looking at Link, waiting for his response.

 Link pondered for a moment, then replied:

 "I don't believe there's a need to rush into the second phase.

 Although the current data was obtained through meticulous testing and comparison, the 'constructed' fairies have not yet undergone a real battle test.

 I think it would be more appropriate to engage in a few small or medium-scale battles to test their actual combat abilities before advancing to the second phase.

 By then, we could revise or optimize based on battlefield performance."

 Sage Selene did not comment on Link's suggestion, but simply looked at Sage Palo.

 The Potion Research Group only proposed the 'Construction' technology and participates in the 'Construction' project to provide technical output.

 The motions of Palo's Sage Army, especially when it comes to troop movements, still need to be decided by Sage Palo himself.

 Boundary sense is crucial.

 "Alright, no problem."

 Upon seeing Sage Selene's inquiring gaze, Sage Palo nodded, affirming his response.

 Link's idea was practical and not reckless, which was quite in line with Sage Palo's planning.

 Just recently, the army received a command from the academy to withdraw some servant soldiers from the Fairy World and dispatch them to other corps.

 The exchange of different races/professions of servant soldiers between worlds is a common thing.

 The Palo Sage army also has numerous servant soldiers from other worlds and races/professions.

 This would be a good opportunity to carry out a real battle test.

 Sage Palo decided that the servant soldiers to be withdrawn should be composed of fairies who have undertaken the 'Construction' project and those who have not participated in any projects.

 They would be a one-to-one comparison.

 Once the decision was made, Sage Palo and Sage Selene did not stay any longer and left together.

 With no hurry to proceed with the second phase, the 'Construction' project team, including the Medical Department, Potion Department, and the Potion Research Group represented by Link and Renee, could not lounge around; they still had work to do.

 A summary needed to be made for each phase and aspect of the project since the beginning;

 The knowledge system of 'Construction'; needed to be reviewed;

 Certain technical details needed to be stored and retrained;

 And so on.

 Most of Link's three-day holiday would be spent working on the 'Construction' project.

 Having made up his mind, Link informed Wizard Salossal and old man Morpheus, telling them to each organize their respective Medical and Potion Department members to conduct self-summaries and departmental summaries.

 Then, tomorrow morning, a full summary meeting would be held.

 As for Link himself, he copied a set of data reports and videos to take back to the academy headquarters, working overtime to sort out the 'Construction' knowledge system.

 The parts that needed to be simplified should be simplified, those that needed to be expanded should be expanded, and new parts should be added.

 To put it in one word, he was busy.

 By Sunday evening, he had finally finished all the work for this stage of the 'Construction' project.

 As the saying goes, no pain, no gain.

 While the high-intensity workload resulted in both mental and physical exhaustion, the rewards were immense.

 The 'Construction' knowledge system, so far, had been preliminarily formed.

 Both the stages for wizard apprentice and official wizard had corresponding thorough designs.
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 The Wizard Apprentice Stage mainly involves the implantation of individual "Construction" units.

 The physical and spiritual capacities of a First Rank Wizard Apprentice can support 1 to 3 "Construction" units;

 The physical and spiritual capacities of Second-rank wizard apprentices can support 3 to 5 "Construction" units;

 The physical and spiritual capacities of a Third-class wizard apprentice can support 6 to 10 "Construction" units.

 However, considering their development potential, it is advisable to plan for their implants to be assembled into a set similar to "Savage Strike".

 This means they cannot carelessly insert units and waste insert chances, occupying their capacity.

 They should selectively and purposefully place specific units.

 Based on existing data, Link calculated theoretically that:

 A third-class wizard apprentice could implant two sets equivalent to First Ring witchcraft if they maximized their capacity.

 What does this mean?

 This means that, if Link's "Construction" technology matures further and can be widely promoted, countless wizard apprentices longing for combat power will choose to undergo "Construction" implantation!

 Just think about the Zero Ring witchcraft, which can't compare to a First Ring Magic Tool in terms of attack and defense.

 Link's hypothesis is not far-fetched.

 However, after concluding this, Link became uneasy inside.

 This is only an improvement at the Wizard Apprentice Stage.

 The situation is even more exaggerated when it comes to the Official wizard stage.

 Preliminary estimates:

 A First Level Wizard can implant 2 to 3 sets equivalent to Second Ring witchcraft;

 A second-level wizard can implant 4 to 6 effects equivalent to Third Ring witchcraft;

 A Third Level Wizard could implant 8 to 12 sets equivalent to Third Ring witchcraft or 1 to 2 sets equivalent to Fourth Ring witchcraft.

 The reason why it can now be inferred that a Third Level Wizard can implant sets equivalent to Fourth Ring witchcraft, and did not have this concept before.

 Before today, Link had not grasped any rules!

 During the early hours of today, running the "Mind Closure Technique" every 96 hours entered a wonderful meditative state and felt the operation rules of the "Solar System" in the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 Link successfully realized a bit of the rules of gravity, one of the four basic forces of the universe.

 And conceived the idea of creating a related Fourth Ring witchcraft.

 With a clearer intuitive understanding of Fourth Ring witchcraft, Link was able to make such an inference.

 Looking at the inference he had just made, Link was somewhat stunned.

 He even repeated several data calculations until he was sure that every calculation based on different models would yield the same results.

 Only then did he dare to believe his deduction.

 "Tsk..."

 Clicking his tongue, Link didn't know how to describe his feelings at this moment.

 The matter of "Construction" seems to have gone a little astray, it's become too big!

 Even if Link initially had great ambitions and was aimed at creating a brand new wizard sect to perfect the "Construction" technology and knowledge system.

 He never thought that "Construction" could possibly enable a Tier 3 Wizard to have sage level combat power in a short time without the help of large Magic Tools!

 "Should I be celebrating or should I have a headache?"

 Link muttered to himself.

 After pondering for a moment, Link decided to pass the buck and urgently contacted Sage Selene to meet in her office in the Research Group's laboratory building.

 "Jasmine, I have an urgent matter to attend to."

 Before leaving, Link informed Jasmine who had just returned to the villa, and then left hurriedly.

 Jasmine turned to watch Link's retreating figure, then turned back and walked into the dining room to prepare dinner.

 In the Potion Research Group's laboratory building, a top-floor office.

 "What's the rush in finding me? What happened?"

 Sage Selene, seeing Link walking into the office, asked directly.

 "Big news."

 Link handed over his portable brain.

 On the screen were Link's multiple calculation processes and results.

 "Hmm..."

 Sage Selene quickly finished reading all the content and asked with surprise, "What do you estimate is the actual possibility of this deduction holding true?"

 "More than 60 percent."

 Link gave a relatively conservative probability.

 In fact, Link believes the probability is at least 80 percent.

 But because it involves Fourth Ring witchcraft, Link chose to be cautious and did not make bold claims.

 "Is there a way to verify this?"

 Sage Selene contemplated for a while and then asked again.

 Since Link had contacted Sage Selene, of course he had a way to verify it.

 It's just that under his current status and position, he may not necessarily be able to promote it.

 He said, "There is a way, but it's quite troublesome."

 "What is the way? What's the trouble?"

 Sage Selene pressed.

 "Let me convert a Fourth Ring witchcraft into a 'Construction' set of the Fourth Ring."

 Link voiced his thoughts.

 Hearing this, Sage Selene looked sharply at Link, her gaze full of surprise.

 Link faced Selene's gaze calmly, gave a small but firm nod, affirming Selene's suspicion.

 Right now, he could indeed learn the Fourth Ring witchcraft that only a Fourth Level Sage or a Tier 3 Wizard undergoing metamorphosis could master.

 "Do you know what you're talking about?"

 Sage Selene still found it difficult to believe.

 "I know."

 Link nodded again.

 "I see!"

 Sage Selene let out an inexplicable sigh, leaned back, and closed her eyes.
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 On the surface, she managed to maintain her composure, but inside, a storm was brewing!

 A second-level Wizard, she attests, the pulsations and characteristics of Link Grande's spiritual power remained within the category of a second-level Wizard.

 It was acceptable for his strength to rival a Third Level Wizard, considering the widely known secret that Link possessed the "Small World".

 However, it was too anomalous for him to learn Fourth Ring witchcraft.

 Not to mention the Metamorphosis Period, even a second-level Wizard who wasn't at the third level could somehow comprehend a hint of Rule Power.

 Sage Selene rummaged through all known history of the Wizard World and found only a handful of similar secrets.

 And the individuals involved in these secrets, were either Saints or Level Nine Great Sages!

 Didn't that imply that Link Grande had the makings of a Saint?

 Compared to the ability of "Construction" technology, which can enable a three-tier Wizard to have a short-term Sage level strength, this instance was genuinely shocking, wasn't it?

 "Do you know what you're saying?"

 Opening her eyes, Sage Selene forcibly restored her calm and stared straight into Link's eyes, emphasizing sternly, "Do you know what it means for a second-level Wizard to comprehend a hint of Rule Power and learn Fourth Ring witchcraft with some aspects of Rule Power?"

 Link was taken aback.

 In the dark beneath the lamp!

 This was a case of overlooking something due to its proximity!

 All his previous thoughts were concentrated on "Construction", and he hadn't contemplated in this direction.

 Only after hearing Sage Selene's reminder did he react.

 Wow!

 Link, cursing internally, didn't know what to say about himself.

 Even if he had resolved not to play the pig to eat the tiger and to reveal his special capabilities, this wasn't how he intended to do it.

 Fortunately, the first one to discern this was Sage Selene and no one else.

 Like Zoran Archie, Peter Lionel, Lisandra Diomand…

 "I understand."

 Link, also forcibly maintaining his composure, could only answer Sage Selene in this way.

 "You contact Dean Frist yourself and tell him about this. I won't participate anymore."

 Sage Selene was somewhat weary, waved her hand, dismissing him, while also making a promise, "Rest assured, I won't tell anyone about this, including Palo. As for the 'Construction' theory that a Tier 3 Wizard can implant equipment with effects equal to Fourth Ring witchcraft, let them say that I discovered it, understand?"

 "Understood, thank you, Sage Selene."

 Link was grateful for Sage Selene's plan to "take credit".

 Meanwhile, Link planned to adopt Sage Selene's advice.

 In this world where great power originates from oneself, many secrets left untold could still be discovered by others.

 What more when it's something already spoken of?

 There are always many unexpected ways, such as a strange sense of foresight, voices unheard by others, or mysterious prophecies, by which spoken secrets get leaked.

 Since this was the case, Link couldn't act like an ostrich burying its head in the sand, instead, he had to think of ways to minimize the impact of possible leaks.

 To seek protection from his own faction's boss, Dean Frist, was obviously the best choice.

 "Call me sister from now on, no need to be overly formal, it seems distant."

 Sage Selene abruptly said as she watched Link, who was getting up to leave.

 "Yes, sister."

 Link easily complied with the request, turned around and said, and then walked out of the office.

 Tsk! One after another, they never cease to worry me."

 Sage Selene sighed and removed all surveillance footage in the office, deleting both the original and local backup files.

 Thoroughly deleted, in an irrecoverable manner.

 As a well-known Master Potion Maker, it's quite reasonable to install surveillance in the office, right?

 In case of theft, at least there's evidence, isn't it?

 Upon leaving the testing building, Link immediately took out his encrypted inter-dimensional communicator and sent a communication request to Dean Frist.

 Before the communication was even connected, an irresistible force was imposed on him.

 The world switched about in the blink of an eye.

 Link disappeared from where he stood.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 181: It's a bit big, bear with it!_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Surprised?" 

 A garden, a pavilion, a pair of lovebirds...

 As a pair of celestial sweethearts sat in the pavilion, an somewhat frustrated Dean Frist stood outside.

 Great Sage Revo shot a smiling glance at Link, who, not having regained his balance yet, had triggered his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" in defensive mode and chided.

 "Very surprised indeed!"

 Once he had taken stock of his surroundings, Link immediately put away his Battle Armor, and replied earnestly, "I didn't expect you to summon me in this way. I truly appreciate your trouble."

 "Hehe..."

 Great Sage Seuss raised her right hand to cover her laughter, "Did you just get roasted? Look at you, always doing things without others' consent. Showing off your high level and strong power, right?"

 Great Sage Revo's eyelids tweaked, seeming as if he had something to say.

 Dean Frist promptly intervened, shifting the topic, and asked, "Link, what did you need from me?"

 As he spoke, he gestured toward the encrypted Inter-Dimensional Communicator in his hand.

 Last time, when Dean Frist personally escorted Link and Jasmine to manage their study-abroad procedure, he had actually given the duo a means of inter-dimensional contact.

 Yet after all this time, it was the first time that Link took the initiative to reach him through this method.

 It just so happened that Frist was reporting on the recent developments of Mesopotamia University and Shadow City to his grandparents, as well as lobbying the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance.

 Finding out that it was Link Grande who had initiated the encrypted communication with Frist, Great Sage Revo's interest piqued, and without consulting Frist, he instantly transported Link here.

 This act greatly displeased the person involved, also, it was very characteristic of Great Sage Revo.

 As the only granddaughter, Lisandra Diomand was brought up around the two Great Sages, her character, speech, and actions very much like Great Sage Revo.

 Conversely, Frist Diomand, who was left to his own devices from a young age, was very much like Great Sage Seuss.

 One could only say that each of them had inherited characteristic traits.

 "There indeed is an important matter that I need to report to you."

 Link didn't beat around the bush, and directly stated the matters of "Construction" and fourth-ring witchcraft in the presence of the two Great Sages.

 Basically, he was seeking protection whether it was from Dean Frist or the two Great Sages, there was no difference.

 As for worries about his secrets being leaked and to be sliced open for research, they were all gone by now.

 With the identity, status, level, power and outright style of Great Sage Revo, if he really wanted to mess with Link, with Link's current power, there was no room for resistance at all.

 Just like this time, when he was transported from outside the laboratory to here, he was restrained from triggering his Destiny Witchcraft.

 It was only the moment he landed, there was a delayed response from his Destiny Witchcraft, enabling him to armor up.

 Moreover, telling Dean Frist alone and telling Dean Frist in front of the two Great Sages were the same in nature.

 The two Great Sages, when it was time for them to know, could still find out.

 Upon hearing Link's account, before Frist could react, Great Sage Seuss had already intervened.

 "Stand still, don't resist, don't move."

 She gave him a heads-up first, then raised her right index finger, and pointed it remotely at Link's forehead.

 A beam of light shot out from her plump and tender finger, and directly penetrated Link's forehead at the speed of thunder, emitting clusters of clear light.

 This clear light was extremely pure without any impurities.

 "There are no traces of cognitive manipulation or wild thinking."

 Great Sage Seuss was very measured in her actions, and didn't take the opportunity to invade Link's Sea of Consciousness and explore everything.

 She just checked Link's mental state to confirm the veracity of Link's words.

 Great Sage Seuss's check indirectly confirmed Link's words.

 At that moment, Great Sage Revo chuckled, "Boy, you have good luck. You can encounter any good things. I almost envy you!"

 "I dare not compare with the Great Sage."

 Link quickly threw in a few modest words, not daring to be arrogant.

 "Let's set aside the matter of 'Construction' for now, you can report to me in more detail later."

 After careful consideration, Dean Frist said in his deep voice, "Who knows about your current ability to study fourth-ring witchcraft?"

 "I just came from Sage Selene, she advised me to report directly to you."

 Link replied truthfully, but he thoughtfully chose his words to lean towards Sage Selene.

 "Selene, well, that's fine then."

 Upon hearing this, Frist didn't delve deeper into Sage Selene's point.

 He thought for a moment, then looked at Great Sage Seuss and requested, "Grandmother, do you think we should keep this matter under wraps and prevent other organizations from knowing?"

 "Okay, we can."

 Great Sage Seuss agreed to Frist's request, but there were no visible actions taken on her part.

 After a few moments, Great Sage Seuss assured with full confidence, "Okay. Now, unless it's a Level Nine Great Sage or a Saint, nobody can learn about this through means such as prophecy, perception, investigation."

 When Link heard this sentence, his heart stirred.

 Could it be that Great Sage Seuss has completed her promotion to become a Level Eight Wizard?

 Just a few days ago, when Link was browsing various forums, he saw posts discussing when will the Supreme Council actually allocate the supplies they promised Ravensmouth College.

 Many people lamented in the comment section about how long ago it was and how procrastinated the Supreme Council's work was, stalling Great Sage Seuss's promotion.
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 Some wondered if certain organizations, reluctant to see two Level Eight Sages in Ravensmouth College, such as the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, were covertly interfering.

 The discussions grew heated.

 Then unbeknownst to everyone, the Great Sage Seuss quietly achieved the feat of being promoted to a Level Eight Wizard.

 The secrecy was executed flawlessly, without any leakage of information.

 That is to say, Ravensmouth College now has two Level Eight Great Sages.

 Moreover, they are a couple capable of bursting forth even stronger combined power through the use of a secret technique.

 This truly demonstrated strength to challenge the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and its supreme status in Mitchell District.

 No one knew where the long-vacant high-level resources of the college came from.

 "As long as you understand it yourself, do not tell anyone, do you get it?"

 There was no way Link's subtle changes in expression could escape the sharp eyes of the two Great Sages.

 Even if he tried to use the "Mind Closure Technique" with all his might, it wouldn't make much of a difference.

 His emotionless facade and deceptive memories could fool an ordinary wizard, but not those with wisdom to see the true nature of things.

 Great Sage Revo, sensing something slightly off in Link, immediately issued a warning.

 "Understood."

 Link nodded earnestly, making a solemn vow, "I will certainly keep my lips sealed, never letting any word slip out."

 "Enough, such a fuss over nothing. Even if it's spoken about, it isn't something shameful. Don't scare the kid!"

 Great Sage Seuss chastised Great Sage Revo with a glare. "How old are you, threatening a child! Aren't you ashamed?"

 This scene seemed slightly discordant.

 Both Great Sages had youthful appearances.

 Great Sage Revo had a demeanor that was a touch awe-inspiring and weighty.

 Great Sage Seuss radiated a youthful and radiant aura.

 Externally, there wasn't much difference between them and Link, but the content of their dialogue was…

 For a while, Link couldn't figure out how to describe it.

 Old-fashioned?

 No, that wasn't it.

 Exhibiting the privilege of the old?

 Even less so.

 In the end, he chose the phrase "doing as one pleases" as a forced description.

 "Go, go ahead, all of you leave."

 Great Sage Revo, chided by Great Sage Seuss, reacted by hurrying Link and Dean Frist out, complaining, "With you here, whatever I say or do is never right! True indeed, love is fickle."

 Before his words could finish trailing off, Great Sage Seuss had already stretched out her right-hand thumb, index, and middle finger, precisely pinching the soft flesh on Great Sage Revo's waist.

 Dean Frist didn't let Link watch any longer, one hand on Link's shoulder, and they vanished from the garden in an instant.

 This mode of transportation, as seen visually, was as if two people were rapidly erased by an eraser, leaving no trace of their existence.

 It appeared extremely abrupt.

 In Link's perception, less than a second had passed.

 Yet the pair had traversed a great distance, teleporting from the garden to an office, a place unknown to Link.

 From the layout of the office, it seemed they had returned to the Wizard World homeland, to the Administrative Building in Ravensmouth College's Senior Division, specifically inside the Dean's office.

 However, Link's senses told him that he was still within the college's main campus in the Small World.

 Case solved!

 Dean Frist is a lazy person who doesn't even bother to change the layout of his office.

 "Sit."

 Pointing at the chair on the opposite side, Dean Frist gave a casual command, then instructed, "Give me all the 'Construction' files to read."

 Link took out his personal smart mind-link device, swiftly organized the "Construction" knowledge system and project data, then handed the device to Dean Frist.

 "I'll take a look first; you'll have to wait a moment. Oh yes, if there's any good new tea available, you could prepare a pot. I'll taste it later."

 Dean Frist accepted the device, and unceremoniously issued directions.

 What could Link say to that?

 He could only mentally call out for Franda's assistance, unsealing the specially fermented Pu'er tea and carefully selected citrus peel.

 No need to hide it, Link directly fetched the tea utensils, Pu'er tea, citrus peel, and the sweetest spring water from the Small World, and started to boil the water for the tea.

 Pu'er with citrus peel is a classic time-honored combination.

 The water was boiled and swirled a few times, immediately filling the room with a rich fragrance, which made Dean Frist take in a deep breath and carefully sniff.

 As soon as the tea was brewed perfectly, Dean Frist put down the device and started to taste the tea earnestly.

 He could look at the materials anytime, but missing the perfectly brewed tea was something that couldn't be remedied.

 "Hmm, good, very good, indeed very good."

 Dean Frist slowly drank a cup of the golden-clear tea, nodded in satisfaction and suddenly threw out a major demand. "I don't ask for much, just five pounds of each, okay?"

 "This..."

 Link clenched his teeth, trying to look as if he was reluctantly agreeing, "Alright."

 In actuality, Link agreed quite reluctantly.

 He had only made a total of ten pounds of Pu'er tea and eight pounds of good citrus peel.

 With Dean Frist's demand, he'd have more than half less.

 Link had originally planned to make this Pu'er and citrus peel blend the signature treasure for Jasmine's soon to open North High-End Tea Club.

 This was a top-level tea capable of moving the palate and mind of a Level Six Sage!

 The price for a cup of this tea would have to start at at least a hundred standard Level Two Magic Stones, not one stone less.

 "I'm not taking your tea for nothing."
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 Dean Frist observed the unabashed heartache on Link's face, hmmmph, and then spoke, "I know it's not easy for you to make tea, so would a little compensation suffice?"

 "Hehe... Thank you for your care, Dean,"

 Link's thick skin had formed over time. He quickly caught the drift, "May I know what good stuff the Dean intends to give me?"

 Dean Frist was too lazy to deal with such a shameless Link. He put down his tea cup and went on reading the material about "Construction".

 Link didn't press on. If he pursued too much, he would appear not only pleasing but rather annoying.

 After a long while, Dean Frist put down his intelligence tablet again and continued watching Link, not saying anything for a while.

 "Dean, is there a problem?"

 Link felt somewhat uncomfortable under his gaze. Even knowing that Dean Frist had no complaints about him, he still felt anxious.

 No matter how friendly and easy-going Dean Frist was, he was after all a top-notch level six sage, with an innate strength in his eyes.

 Subtle yet piercing, this kind of deterrent would be applied to the person being stared at through the gaze inadvertently.

 Link could hold on for now, but he didn't need to.

 "Your 'Construction', I think it's pretty good, quite promising. Maybe it can really pave the way for a whole new wizard sect."

 Dean Frist drummed his fingers on the table and said earnestly, "Since you have already conducted an experiment in Palo's place, there's no need to change the location. Just keep going in the Fairy World. Besides, the possibility mentioned in the material, that a Tier 3 wizard could wield sage-level power in a short amount of time through 'Construction,' get prepared for it, but don't rush to do it. Do you understand what I mean?"

 "Understood."

 Link fully agreed with Dean Frist's instructions, and then followed up with a question, "Since we need to get prepared first, where can I obtain the Fourth Ring magic needed for suit design?"

 The "Academic Points" exchange page of the academy could actually exchange a few of the most common Fourth Ring spells.

 Having studied for more than four months, Link has published "papers" by the tens in the internal magazine of the academy.

 He has obtained "Academic Points" and patents for Potion Study and Alchemy in abundance.

 Link had the capital and could completely exchange the most common Fourth Ring spells with his accumulated "Academic Points".

 However, when his own faction's boss was sitting across from him, if not taking advantage of this moment to ask for benefits, when would he?

 Crying poor and asking for money, great traditions must be inherited indeed.

 "What kind of reference do you want?"

 Dean Frist saw through Link's little tricks as if he was watching a fire, but he didn't expose him, he just went along and said, "Give me a more accurate range, and I'll arrange it."

 "Gravitation Field, preferably involving the rules of attraction and repulsion."

 Link straightforwardly stated his requirements.

 He had perceived a trace of the rules of the Gravitation Field and had been inspired to create a Fourth Ring spell of his own.

 Hving a reference would, of course, be better.

 "Force field category? Okay, wait for my message."

 Dean Frist seemed thoughtful, muttered to himself, and immediately agreed. Then he said, "As soon as you get the practical test data from Palo, give me a copy of the analysis report immediately."

 "Understood."

 Link answered, "I'll also send you the plans for the second and third phases for scrutiny."

 "All right."

 Dean Frist nodded.

 This highly potential sect "Construction", well..., it can now be called a sect. After all, many minor wizard organizations' inheritances are not as good as the current "Construction" system.

 It was worth Dean Frist's continuous attention amidst his busy schedule.

 At this time, the main business had been completed, so they continued drinking tea.

 After the fifth pouring, the tea became bland. Link didn't stay much longer and got up to leave.

 Link left 5 pounds of Puer tea, 5 pounds of citrus peel, and took with him a Third Ring magic tool that was not of much use to him but was very suitable for Jasmine.

 This was the compensation given by Dean Frist.

 He played a little trick and purposefully made things difficult for Link.

 How thick-skinned you are!

 You dare to ask for benefits in person!

 "Did everything go well?"

 Upon returning to the villa, Jasmine came up to him and asked with concern.

 They had just hastily said goodbye earlier. Link had not said much, but Jasmine knew that he had run into some urgent business.

 That's why she asked him as soon as they saw each other.

 "It's okay. There were some twists and turns, but everything is sorted out now."

 Link, while following Jasmine to the dining room, said, "There are some things that are not suitable to tell you. If I don't speak, don't ask."

 "All right."

 Jasmine didn't get angry because of that. Instead, she pulled out a chair for Link and sat down across from him after he was seated. "Let's eat. We can talk about anything else later."

 In the harmonious atmosphere, the two had a splendid dinner together.

 Having already opened the sealed Puer tea and citrus peel combo, Link simply brewed another pot after dinner.

 As they savored the new tea, Link shared parts of their conversation that he was able to talk about. For instance, the latest progress of "Construction", the conversation contents with Sage Selene and Dean Frist, to Jasmine.

 Jasmine quietly listened to Link's account, with no intention of expressing her views on the matter, and reminded him, "Aren't you going to send some of this new premium tea to your Sage Selene?"

 "Um…"

 Link fell silent for a moment, not knowing whether Jasmine's suggestion was genuine or sarcastic.
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 A moment later, Link realized that it could either be a sincere suggestion or sarcastic teasing. These two weren't mutually exclusive.

 "By the way, I got a great item from Dean Frist, which would be perfect for you."

 Link abruptly switched topics and took out a miniaturized Third Ring Magic Tool from the "Small World".

 Dean Frist was very familiar with Jasmine's needs.

 This time, the Third Ring Magic Tool handed to Jasmine through Link's hands was the most popular "Beast Cage" for Beast Controlling Wizards in the North Region.

 The beasts of the Beast Controlling Wizards are divided into three types: Companion Spiritual Beasts, Contract Beasts, and Nurture Beasts.

 The Companion Spiritual Beast could stay in the Sea of Consciousness of the Beast Controlling Wizard for a long time. Its life state is very special, and it doesn't need an extra survival space.

 However, both Contract Beasts and Nurturing Beasts need additional spaces to survive.

 Otherwise, it would be impossible for them to take a large number of beasts along, which would greatly affect the battle strength of the Beast Controlling Wizard.

 The "Beast Cage" was invented by the Beast Controlling Wizards in the North Region. It's a large-scale spatial storage magic tool capable of storing living creatures.

 At the West Coast, one would have to place an order through the academy's channels, like when Link purchased the Insect Race's Evolutionary Radiation Source, just to buy an ordinary First or Second Ring Magic Tool level "Beast Cage".

 Not to mention the "Beast Cage" of the Third Ring Magic Tool level in front of Jasmine.

 "Yay! I was worrying about where to carry my spiritual beasts."

 Jasmine gave a cry of surprise when she saw it clearly.

 Not only Link had made progress after studying for more than four months.

 On the path of being a Beast Controlling Wizard, Jasmine had moved a considerable distance despite having a difficult journey. This was due to her possession of a high starting point, the God Devouring Worm larva.

 She had already learned various methods for Contract Beasts and Nurturing Beasts but had not yet found a suitable spiritual beast for nurturing or contract.

 While looking at the "Beast Cage", Link remembered something.

 He took out his personal smart device, sent a special request to the academy, and prepared to take Jasmine on an inter-dimensional trip.

 After getting permission, Link immediately took Jasmine's hand: "Let's go, I'll show you something."

 "What is it?"

 Jasmine held Link's right hand in return, interlocking their fingers, and asked with a smile,"Did you prepare a surprise for me?"

 Confronted with Jasmine's expectant gaze, Link didn't dare to nod or tell the truth. He had been too busy lately to prepare any surprises.

 After thinking for a bit, Link could only say: "You'll know when you see it."

 He then reminded Jasmine, "Don't resist, it might feel a bit uncomfortable when we first go in, but you'll feel better after a while."

 "Okay."

 Jasmine noticed Link's slight discomfort but didn't exploit the situation.

 It's better to be oblivious sometimes.

 When it comes to their relationship, there's no need to get to the bottom of everything.

 Jasmine felt an even more intense Spacetime Extraction Sensation than when using an Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Soon, the Spacetime Extraction Sensation ended, and Jasmine discovered that she had arrived in the "Small World" as described by Franda.

 Just as she was thinking about Franda, Franda appeared.

 "Hello, milady!"

 Franda's eyes squinted with a smile, and she greeted Jasmine warmly.

 "Hello, milady!"

 The Little Fire Element Elf Conelia hovered in the air, tilted her little head, and imitated Franda's greeting.

 "Hello, Franda. Hello, Conelia."

 Jasmine responded enthusiastically to the two girls.

 "Franda, you keep playing with Conelia."

 Link spoke up at this moment, awkwardly interrupting the interaction between the three girls.

 With a thought, and before Jasmine could react, Link used his World Master authority to bring Jasmine to the depths of the active volcano.

 "Look, this is the spiritual beast I found for you."

 Pointing at the lazy Giant Flame Salamander dozing off in the lava, Link said with a smile.

 At this moment, Link seemed possessed by a cunning shopkeeper, a sly grin creeping onto his face.

 Jasmine glanced at the tiny "Beast Cage" in her hand and then at the enormous cylindrical body of the Giant Flame Salamander.

 One was so large, the other so small. How could it fit?
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 Perhaps it was really just a flash of inspiration before.

 Perhaps upon first seeing the Giant Flame Salamander, Link subconsciously wanted to give it to Jasmine.

 After all, as a Beast Controlling Wizard, Jasmine couldn't rely solely on the "God Devouring Worm" to get everything done.

 The "God Devouring Worm", even if it's the nemesis of the gods in the World of God, is not invincible and has many weaknesses.

 Although the "God Devouring Worm" is indeed very powerful and can share two significant characteristics and many wonderful abilities with Jasmine, it is not enough to let Jasmine rest easy.

 Jasmine needs to be like the mainstream Beast Controlling Wizards in the North Region, by contracting and raising a large variety of spiritual beasts, centering around the companion spiritual beast, to create a comprehensive and seamless battle system.

 Only then can she hold her ground in the increasingly turbulent Wizard World, and not be overwhelmed by the upcoming drastic changes that haven't occurred in thousands of years.

 Even without the inspiration brought on by Dean Frist's gift of this "Beast Cage", Link would eventually realize that the Giant Flame Salamander could become Jasmine's contracted or raised Spiritual Beast.

 Jasmine still has an Insect Race Nest Seed at hand, which is continuously undergoing transformation by the "God Devouring Worm" offspring.

 Once the transformation is complete, and the cultivation is finished, it can serve as a different kind of "Beast Cage", accommodating Jasmine's contracted and raised Spiritual Beasts.

 It's not impossible to create a suitable growth environment within the Nest for the Giant Flame Salamander.

 "How about it, do you want to make it into a contract beast or a raised beast?"

 Seeing that Jasmine had made no move, Link took the initiative to ask.

 "I really want to contract it, but what will I feed it with? I don't have a 'Small World' like you have, where I can collect and carry everything."

 Jasmine asked back, looking at Link as if he was a fool.

 A Third Ring Magic Tool level "Beast Cage", though powerful and capable of changing its size, and simulating diverse environments inside, also consumes a lot of Magic Stones.

 To put a beast as enormous as the Flame Salamander into the "Beast Cage" she held, and to maintain the salamander's miniaturized form and simulate a volcanic magma environment for it every day, would be a massive expense.

 Maybe not for a day or two, but how can she afford such cost in the long run?

 Jasmine is just a minor rich lady, not a real rich lady like Sandra who has a Magic Stone mine at home.

 Just one month's worth of Magic Stones could bankrupt her.

 "No problem! I've thought of a solution for you."

 Since Link brought Jasmine to see the Flame Salamander, he naturally didn't do it on a whim.

 Before entering the real "Small World", Link had already noticed this problem and had come up with a solution.

 "How so?"

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine suddenly became interested.

 Whether it's contracting or raising, a Level 3 Extraordinary Giant Flame Salamander would be of great help to Jasmine's power enhancement.

 If there's really a win-win solution, it couldn't be better.

 Link said with a smile, "Normally, I'll raise it. When you need to use it, you can carry it with you. Wouldn't that work?"

 "That could work, but…"

 After pondering for a while, Jasmine still had some doubts.

 This method indeed works, gaining the benefits of contracting, without needing to consume too many resources.

 But there is one problem: what can guarantee that the two of them will always be together?

 There will always be various reasons and situations forcing them to act separately.

 Just like last time, Jasmine, who had foreknowledge thanks to the "God Devouring Worm", was sent by Link to the Cultivation Secret Realm, while Link, after being attacked, fled to the Fairy World and then went to accompany another girl.

 (Elise: Pah! Fake sisterhood! So now I'm just another girl? Don't I deserve to be called by my name?)

 There's a high chance that a situation may arise where Jasmine needs to use the Giant Flame Salamander, and Link is not around.

 Moreover, this possibility is extremely high; the foreknowledge shared by the "God Devouring Worm" has already sent a warning to Jasmine.

 Link suddenly thought about it and understood Jasmine's concerns, remembered the 'God Devouring Worm's' prophecy, but still insisted on his view, saying:

 "My suggestion is not to worry about things that haven't happened yet.

 First, contract the Flame Salamander, gain the shared characteristics and abilities of the Flame Salamander, enhancing your skills and foundation.

 Then, look for a Fourth Ring "Beast Cage", or quickly cultivate the Nest Seed, to solve the difficulty of carrying the Flame Salamander with you.

 A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush.

 Seize the present; that's the correct way!"

 "Hm."

 Jasmine pondered briefly and then agreed.

 The logic indeed makes sense; there's no need to lose the whole for fear of part, right?

 So, with Link's help, Jasmine soon set up a contract rune array.

 With Jasmine's own second-level wizard rank and strength, she can forcefully contract the Level 3 Extraordinary creature - Fire Salamander.

 Not to mention, she has a "God Devouring Worm" offspring with significant status in her Sea of Consciousness, which can take action to suppress it at a critical moment.

 "Let's start."

 After helping set up the contract rune array, Link stepped back, leaving the field to Jasmine.

 With a thought, Link's Destiny Witchcraft - "Battle Armor" sprang into action. Link readied himself in his armored, battle-ready mode, preparing to provide support to Jasmine at any time, just in case.

 Taking a deep breath, Jasmine stepped into the center of the contract rune array. With a light swipe of her right index finger across the palm of her left hand, she made a small cut.
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 Scarlet blood dripped down, spiritual power and magic power surged, the contract rune array was activated.

 Jasmine closed her eyes, manipulating the contract witchcraft unique to Beast Controlling Wizards, drawing on the contract rune array.

 Two streams of vast white light surged up from the base of the rune array, connected to Jasmine's body through her feet, ran up her spine, over the back of her head, and eventually submerged into the Sea of Consciousness from her forehead.

 "Contract!"

 Jasmine suddenly opened her eyes, shouted loudly, a complex spherical rune structure shot out from the Sea of Consciousness on her forehead, flying towards the Fire Salamander with an illusionary slow yet rapid speed.

 Whether the contract could be successful in one go depended on whether the Fire Salamander was willing to accept this spherical rune structure.

 If the Fire Salamander resisted, Jasmine would have to adopt a forced contract approach.

 A strong contract and an equal contract have no distinction in essence, but the subjectivity and sense of belonging in the Contract Beasts would be affected.

 There could be a situation where the Beast Controlling Wizard goes all out, but the Contract Beast still refuses to exert its full strength.

 Therefore, the mainstream Beast Controlling Wizards of the North Region are all pursuing the equal contract.

 Jasmine's heart was slightly nervous, she observed the spherical rune structure, hoping that the Fire Salamander would not resist.

 The entire contract process went smoothly, the Fire Salamander, sound asleep, didn't put up any resistance and let the spherical rune structure enter its forehead.

 The contract was completed at that moment!

 Instantly, both Jasmine and the Fire Salamander were bathed in a dazzling radiance of multiple colors.

 This was the exchange, sharing, and feedback after the contract between a Beast Controlling Wizard and a Contract Beast was established.

 Companion Spiritual Beasts can share all their traits and abilities with the Beast Controlling Wizard.

 Contract Beasts can share one trait and no more than five abilities.

 Tamed Beasts, however, cannot share any traits or abilities.

 In return, the traits and abilities that the Beast Controlling Wizard possesses are also shared with the Companion Spiritual Beasts and Contract Beasts randomly.

 This process is not under the control of the Beast Controlling Wizard and is filled with uncertainties, irrespective of the type of Contract Beast involved.

 The Fire Salamander, extraordinary heat creatures, surprisingly shared Jasmine's Water Element Affinity and Wood Element Affinity, as well as an extraordinary ability transformed from Destiny Witchcraft combined with its own characteristics, "Earthquake Tremor".

 The latter was quite acceptable, fairly suitable for the Fire Salamander's unique ability.

 However, having both Water and Wood Elements Affinity was quite absurd.

 Having listened to this point from Jasmine, Link couldn't help laughing.

 It has fire, water and wood elements, it would stew itself!

 But Jasmine had gained much this time.

 She had gained Fire Elemental Affinity, Fire Resistance, and a pseudo-witchcraft ability known as "Flame Flash" from the Fire Salamander.

 She had completed one Element Affinity, further solidifying her Wizard Qualifications.

 Moreover, before she attained the Sage level, she would be able to flash and teleport between two or more locations with fire, similar to elementalization technique.

 "Flame Flash" could be used to avoid attacks as well as initiate surprise attacks.

 Highly useful and extremely effective.

 "Moo!"

 The Fire Salamander, still enjoying a lazy sleep, didn't express much even after becoming Jasmine's Contract Beast.

 It barely opened an eyelid, let out a weak moan in greeting, then continued to sleep soundly after finding a more comfortable position.

 "Let's go, back home."

 In a hurry to process her recent gains, Jasmine didn't want to linger here and waste time.

 The Fire Salamander, living here, certainly wouldn't run into any trouble.

 Link, of course, wouldn't be the holdback, immediately withdrew his Battle Armor.

 Both of them hurriedly said goodbye to Franda and Conelia and returned to the campus.

 Before entering the real "Small World", if Link didn't apply, he might be able to force his way out of the campus by virtue of his connection and authority as the "World Master" of the "Small World", under the premise that the campus didn't attempt to intercept him.

 However, it would be absolutely impossible to re-enter the campus again.

 It wouldn't be as easy as it is now, as if he was simply popping by a house.

 "I'm going to my room. You can stay here alone or you can go find your Sister Serene."

 Jasmine dropped a line with an inexplicably weird tone, then left the dining room gracefully, heading to her bedroom upstairs.

 Link did something he hadn't done since he crossed over, touched his nose, then chuckled.

 Jealousy was good, speaking with sarcasm wasn't a problem.

 This was a sign that she was taking him too seriously in her heart.

 Link called the Steward to clean up the dining room, then he went upstairs, not to the bedroom, but to the study.

 There was still something that he hadn't done today.

 Sitting behind the desk, Link took out his portable smart machine and sent a communication request to Sandra.

 After a while, the video call connected.

 The figures of Sandra, Lanny, and Tiffany appeared on the screen.

 The background was a small conference room at the "Free to Do What You Want" branch office.

 "How's everything recently?"

 Seeing Sandra's complacent smile, Link quickly beat her to it and asked.

 Having been busy with the preparation for the second extracurricular practice activity and being occupied by the "Construction" project during the three-day holiday, Link and Jasmine didn't pay attention to the affairs of the "Free to Do What You Want" branch for almost half a month.

 This video conference should have been hosted by Jasmine with Link accompanying.
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 Now that Jasmine was absent due to something urgent, Link had to step in.

 "Do you even remember our branch exists?"

 Sandra wasn't going to be silenced by Link so easily; she was going to make her complaints regardless. "I thought you'd completely forgotten about us? Or perhaps you never really cared about our branch?"

 "What? Not at all!"

 Link chuckled uncomfortably and explained, "It's just that I've been quite busy recently and could not split my attention."

 "Really?"

 Exasperation was evident in Sandra's tone as she sneered, "I don't care about the past, but what about these past three days? You had time to visit the Fairy World daily but didn't have time to visit our branch once? While Jasmine, despite being engrossed in her laboratory, still managed to visit us a few times. And you? Not a single word of concern."

 Really, there was nothing much Link could do about his shortcomings.

 He could only stay silent and listen attentively.

 The atmosphere of the video conference had become slightly stiff right from the start.

 There was an urgent need for someone to break the ice.

 But Lanny never interrupts Sandra when she is speaking or doing something, let alone interfere.

 Especially after she got promoted to a Second Level Wizard and started her advanced wizard studies.

 She devoted her mind totally to improving herself.

 A fifth-grade wizard qualification was not a false claim, and recently, Lanny was making progress rapidly.

 Seeing this, Tiffany immediately seized the opportunity to raise her profile and smoothly introduced herself into the conversation between Link and Sandra, successfully deviating the topic. "Our branch's recruitment is completed today. There will be a gathering for all members in a few days. Link, you must attend."

 Speaking of which, Tiffany curiously asked, "By the way, where's Jasmine? Why isn't she here today?"

 Jasmine Kidman is the 'Do Whatever You Like' president, the highest leader in appearance.

 This video conference was actually Jasmine's arrangement to let Link understand the progress of the branch's work and also let Sandra, Lanny, and Tiffany communicate more with Link.

 Even if she stayed behind the scenes, she needed to maintain her presence in front of key members.

 Otherwise, she would easily be completely sidelined.

 Link wasn't worried about this, it was Jasmine who needed to fuss over these matters.

 "She had some urgent matters to attend to, the meeting will be presided over by me today. Any issues should be addressed to me first, and I'll relay the conference's content to her."

 Link slightly explained, then responded to Tiffany's earlier statement, "Regarding the all member meeting, I'll certainly attend unless there's anything unexpected."

 "Good."

 Tiffany nodded and said no more.

 Showing presence should be done in moderation and shouldn't be overdone.

 The protagonist of this video conference, it was clearly not her, so there was no need for too much exposure.

 With Tiffany diverging from the topic, Sandra stopped her sardonic comments towards Link and answered Link's previous question, saying:

 "As Tiffany just mentioned, the recruitment has ended.

 Adhering to the standard you provided, we received a total of 20 new members after rigorous selection.

 Among them, there are 5 advanced wizards, mostly drawn by your reputation; and 15 offspring from the main families, most of whom came due to myself and Gerald.

 I believe the focus of the branch's work in the next stage is to cultivate these new member's sense of belonging to 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 Speaking of which, I suggest it's time for a comprehensive member welfare system."

 With this, Sandra's eyes fixed on the camera, with a sharp gaze that seemed to pierce through the screen, emphasizing, "With responsibilities, there should be benefits. This point is crucial and I hope you will take it seriously."

 After hearing Sandra's remarks, Link contemplated for a moment, then said, "Regarding the member welfare system, let's hold an interim committee meeting tomorrow. You should present your specific plans on this issue, and we can discuss them together."

 The decision-making level of 'Do Whatever You Like' is a 7-person committee.

 So far, there are 4 members, namely Link, Jasmine, Sandra, and Assad.

 Three seats are still vacant, to be filled later. It's better to lack than to have an unworthy member.

 "Okay."

 Sandra didn't object.

 If there's a system, it must be followed.

 Unless the system is unreasonable or affects the development of the organization, only then can exceptions be made.

 She proposed the need to improve the member welfare system of 'Do Whatever You Like', and was prepared to make related preparations.

 "Any more matters to address?"

 After addressing one issue, Link continued to ask.

 Sandra glanced at Lanny and Tiffany, "I don't have any more, how about you? It's a meeting. Feel free to speak."

 "Yes!"

 Tiffany immediately responded, without any hint of self-deprecation because she was still a First Level Wizard. She appeared neither humble nor arrogant, simply generous.

 "Go on."

 Link turned towards Tiffany's direction, signaling that he was listening attentively.

 "I've recently sorted out the financial records of our organization and noticed a problem."

 Tiffany was serious as she pronounced solemnly, "Before, 'Do Whatever You Like' could run on your personal funds. But now, I believe there must be a line drawn. Personal belongings to the individual, organizational belongings to the organization. It's better to establish an industry for 'Do Whatever You Like', striving for financial self-sufficiency. Only in dire situations should we rely on members' donations."

 "That's a great suggestion."

 Link nodded, pondered for a moment, then said, "Tiffany, write a report as soon as possible. Input your suggestions, reasons, solutions, and ideas. Sandra will bring it up at tomorrow's committee meeting for discussion."
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 "No problem, I will write the report immediately."

 Tiffany agreed at once.

 "What about Lanny?"

 Link then turned to Lanny Taylor, who had been silent all along, "Is there something you'd like to say?"

 Perhaps many people would have overlooked her due to her silence during this period.

 But Link didn't have that mindset, not in the slightest.

 He could sense that Lanny Taylor's character and style of action were very much like his own.

 She merely made some unavoidable mistakes during her growth.

 Now, she seemed to be gradually getting back on the right track.

 Like a dormant dragon in the abyss, she was accumulating her own power and potential, waiting for an opportunity to soar to the heavens.

 Through the intellectol screen, Lanny's eyes met Link's gaze, she calmly said, "I think the exchange between the headquarters and the homeland branches needs to be intensified. Everything else is fine."

 "Hmm...."

 Link shifted his gaze to Sandra, asking, "Can we make this work somehow?"

 After careful consideration, Sandra replied honestly, "It's difficult to have all the members from the homeland headquarters to come to the world of the headquarters in the college. It's feasible to periodically organize members from this branch to return to the homeland, although it seems a bit..."

 She didn't finish her sentence, but how could Link not understand what she meant?

 Theoretically, before 'Do Whatever You Want' officially announces the relocation of the headquarters from the Wizard World Homeland to the world of the headquarters in the college, it should be the branch members who go to the headquarters for meetings, or team building.

 However, within the structure of Ravensmouth College, the status of the headquarters here is somewhat too high.

 Whether it's an individual, a family, or a small internal organization, they all aim to enter the headquarters of the college.

 Moreover, the members of this branch, whether in terms of background, individual rank or strength, are actually superior to members of the homeland headquarters.

 Organizing members of this branch to return to the homeland headquarters on a regular basis, once or twice is fine.

 But if it happens too frequently, it might easily reveal the issue of the weak trunk and strong branches.

 Link did not have a good solution to this issue for the time being, so he said, "Let's put it aside for now, and consider it in the long run."

 "That works."

 This was Sandra's response.

 Lanny Taylor promptly 'vanished,' expressing no intention to speak further.

 "All right then, let's end this meeting."

 Without further delays, Link directly ended this video conference.

 After putting down his intel-brain, Link reclined in his chair, pondering seriously about the issue of member exchanges between the 'Do Whatever You Want' Wizard World Homeland Headquarters and the World Branches of the College Headquarters that they had discussed.

 After thinking for a while, he suddenly laughed.

 He realized that his thoughts had been misdirected by Lanny Taylor and Sandra.

 As long as the headquarters of 'Do Whatever You Want' as soon as possible has been relocated to the world of the College Headquarters, all problems will no longer be problems.

 Why should he worry about this and that?

 Therefore, Link needed to increase his investments in the Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group, and the core members of the third tier squad.

 He would help them quickly advance to Level Two wizard, so they could come to the College Headquarters for further studies.

 These people were the crème de la crème within Link's direct line.

 With them gathered around Link, the place where Link is located would indeed be the headquarters of 'Do Whatever You Want'!"

 "I'm such a fool, I truly am!"

 Link slapped his forehead as a form of self-punishment.

 Assuming that Jasmine had finished assimilating the Fire Salamander's gains, Link got up from his desk, left the study, and knocked on Jasmine's bedroom door.

 "What is it?"

 The door didn't open, but Jasmine's voice could be heard, "Could we discuss it tomorrow?"

 Jasmine, who was currently in the mini practice room attached to her bedroom heartily mastering the 'Flame Flash', was too engrossed to care about Link right now.

 "All right then."

 Link, who had been turned away at the door, returned vexed to his study.

 The feeling of being rejected and not getting the expected response was truly unpleasant.

 The personal intel-brain on his desk began to vibrate at that moment.

 A notification from a certain department of the college appeared on the screen.

 Link opened it to see, and found that an unfamiliar Level Five Sage had summoned him, causing him sudden confusion.

 Who was Sage Fletcher Domingo?

 Why was he suddenly summoning him?
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 Recruitment has always been a two-way process.

 Those who are recruited can choose to accept or decisively refuse.

 It all depends on the personal will of the recruit; the recruiter cannot force them.

 This sudden recruitment from the unfamiliar Sage Fletcher Domingo did not foresee, making it an unexpected incident.

 For Sage Fletcher Domingo, for this recruitment task, Link had no knowledge whatsoever and therefore could not hastily make a decision.

 Whether to accept or reject, one should be cautious, weighing several factors before making the final choice.

 After reading the recruitment notice, Link contemplated for a while, deciding to report this directly to Dean Frist, seeking guidance.

 Rather than investigating information about Sage Fletcher Domingo and this recruitment mission through Sandra or other channels and then deciding on his own.

 After all, as a Level Five Sage, Fletcher Domingo in Link's previous life would be equivalent to a feudal lord, unlike Sandra Diomand, whose identity is purely noble.

 If Link accepts the recruitment without seeking Frist's opinion, it would be equivalent to Li Guangming, who is a military general in the court, accepting the stranger Prince Feudal King's recruitment, a foolish act.

 If loyalty is not absolute, then it is absolutely disloyal.

 Who among the superiors would dare to trust such a subordinate?

 At present, Link is still in his infancy and requires the big tree, Dean Frist, to shield him from storms.

 He didn't want to be thought of as having split loyalty, vacillating between choices and riding two boats at the same time.

 So, instead of enjoying the shelter of the big tree, blocking the wind and the rain, he would be the one getting struck by the branches.

 That would be unfortunate indeed!

 Taking out his encrypted inter-dimensional communicator, without thinking about the appropriate time, Link directly sent a communication request to Dean Frist.

 "What's the emergency that you're contacting me so late?"

 As soon as the communication was connected, Dean Frist's voice came from the inter-dimensional communicator.

 The tone was as always, calm, not putting too much pressure.

 However, Link knew that if he did not give a good enough reason, his ration of top-grade tea leaves would certainly decrease.

 "Dean, I just received a recruitment notice from a Level Five Sage named Fletcher Domingo. Now, I don't know how to deal with it and I would like to hear your advice."

 Link hurried to report accurately.

 "Fletcher Domingo?"

 Dean Frist said doubtfully, "Why did he think of recruiting you? How did he come to know about you? What does he want to recruit you for? You wait a minute, let me check."

 Having said that, Dean Frist temporarily left the inter-dimensional communication aside.

 Next, he used some channels to understand the recent movements of Sage Fletcher Domingo and his arrangements for the near future.

 As the Dean of the Junior and Senior Divisions of the Revo-Ravensmouth College, Frist. Diomand sometimes studied in the native country and was not always up-to-date with some events of the college's headquarters.

 Like this time, Sage Fletcher Domingo, who had returned to the college's main office for rest from the front line, was appointed as the leader of the assessment team for the second extracurricular activities of the advanced wizards, Frist was also unaware.

 Consequently, he was not aware that Fletcher Domingo, guided by Lady Lisandra, was paying more attention to Link Grande.

 Nor had he realized that Link's various performances had successfully aroused the curiosity of Fletcher Domingo.

 This recruitment was sent out by Fletcher immediately after receiving the task from the college.

 In a short while, Dean Frist discovered the ins and outs of Link's sudden event and was somewhat speechless.

 The task of sniping the returning team from Shadow City's Different World Colonization mission was sent out by Frist himself.

 The aim is simple, it's to cooperate with a strategy he was presiding, releasing smoke to confuse some people and power.

 Aside from having a Level Five Sage responsible for the safety of the team, all the members of Shadow City's Different World Colonization Team were First and Second Level Wizards.

 Not to mention a Fourth Level Sage, there wasn't even a single Third Level Wizard.

 In accordance with the principle of equal competition, besides Fletcher Domingo who was a Level Five Sage, the others that the Rewosos Academy could dispatch must be First and Second Level Wizards.

 The number of people must also be consistent with the Different World Colonization Team of the Shadow City.

 This way, even if the matter of sniping the Different World Colonization Team of the Shadow City is exposed, the Revo-Ravensmouth College would not be caught in a passive position in public opinion.

 Normally, as the task issuer, Dean Frist should follow up on it throughout, even if it is just to understand the progress of the task.

 It's just that he has been busy with many things and delegated this not very important task to several departments of the college headquarters.

 He had been delayed by some matters today, and Dean Frist did not have time to review the progress of various tasks.

 Therefore, he was not aware of the fact that Sage Fletcher Domingo was selected to lead this mission to snipe the Shadow City's Different World Colonization Team, and also of the matter of sending a recruitment notice directly to Link Grande.

 As for the reason why Sage Fletcher Domingo recruited Link Grande at the first opportunity, Dean Frist also figured it out and was even more speechless.

 There were traces of his second sister, Lady Lisandra, mediating between them again.

 What is she trying to do?

 Is she bored?

 Making troubles out of nothing!
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 "Accept the call." 

 Dean Frist resumed his communication with Link, saying, "Actually, even if Domingo doesn't call you, you're already on the sniper team's list. Domingo's call or not doesn't affect much."

 After thinking about it carefully, how could those departments commissioned by Dean Frist at the headquarters of the academy, when selecting members of the sniper team, overlook Link?

 This was the prodigy publically recognized by more than one sage, including Dean Frist himself, with his combat power comparable to a Tier 3 Wizard.

 Of course, it must be fully utilized.

 "Alright, Dean."

 Link agreed first, then asked, "The description of the mission details in the recruitment notice is a bit ambiguous. Dean, would you mind revealing some insider information to me?"

 Upon hearing this, Dean Frist asked solemnly: "Can you keep a secret?"

 "I can!"

 Link's heart jumped, feeling a sense of unease, yet had to loudly affirm.

 "Really? So can I."

 As expected, Dean Frist responded briefly and then hung up the inter-dimensional communication.

 Putting down the encrypted inter-dimensional communicator, Link picked up his portable computer, reopened the recruitment notice, and chose to accept.

 Dean Frist didn't reveal the inside story of this recruitment mission, which doesn't mean Link will stop making efforts to collect information.

 First, he used the academy's public information to search for detailed information about Fletcher Domingo, to roughly understand his character, style, command ability, and fighting style.

 Then, he contacted Sandra Diomand, hoping to learn more specific information about Fletcher Domingo through her connections and channels.

 Sandra's reply came quickly, and was very brief, just one sentence:

 Fletcher Domingo is straightforward, has no social skills, is bold in battle, disregards others, and cares for his subordinates.

 This evaluation is not very good, but it's not bad either.

 If true, perhaps Sage Fletcher Domingo won't be hard to get along with.

 On the other side.

 After Dean Frist hung up the call, he left his office, passed through space, and directly sought out his carefree sister, Lisandra.

 "What are you up to? Didn't you just settle down a few days ago? Can you stop causing trouble all the time, sister!"

 Facing his rebellious and capricious sister, Dean Frist's expression was full of helplessness.

 "What have I done?"

 Lisandra looked calmly into Frist's eyes and asked, "What have I done wrong?"

 Dean Frist opened and closed his mouth several times, but he was at a loss for words.

 Was this a matter of doing right or wrong?

 This matter was related to necessity!

 Taking a deep breath, Dean Frist asked, "What has he done to upset you, that you want to tinker with him again?"

 "He hasn't upset me!"

 Lisandra pouted and said softly, "But why is Sandra just a division general manager and vice president? Why is there a president above her?"

 "Well…"

 Dean Frist was suddenly at a loss for words, not knowing what to say.

 The youngsters' quarrels naturally left the youngsters to quarrel.

 You, a level six sage, why do you have to meddle in this?

 Feeling helpless, Dean Frist chose to leave directly, too lazy to continue "blaming the teacher."

 He thought his sister was going to arrange another ambush like the last one, so he hurried over to stop it.

 But after all that, she just wanted to tease someone in this way in order to fight injustice for her daughter?

 Beyond outrage!

 It's simply outrageous!

 Lady Lisandra ignored this little episode and continued to enjoy her Pu-erh tea with citrus peel.

 Nothing else to say, the tea and tea beverages developed by Link Grande were indeed excellent.

 World of the Academy Headquarters.

 Villa, study room.

 After Link agreed to the recruitment, he received another notice.

 Upon opening it, it was the gathering time and place for the team.

 The team was to gather in ten days, but the mission was to be carried out two weeks later, which surprised Link.

 Generally, for these temporary recruitment missions, there won't be much buffer time.

 But this time was very ample, giving plenty of time to prepare at ease.

 It didn't seem like a temporary assignment at all, but more like a long-planned operation.

 After reading the notice, Link did not continue to pay attention to the recruitment mission, left the study, and returned to his bedroom to rest.

 The following week,

 Link and Jasmine resumed their regular class schedule.

 Until the weekend arrived.

 The field response to the first phase of the "Construction" project wasn't that quick, so there was no need to go to the Fairy World.

 Because he needed to take some time to carry out the recruiting mission, Link didn't do any research or experiments that would take too long, so he didn't need to go to his lab.

 Considering that Link had to go on a mission, Sage Selene reduced the amount of work for Link, so there was no need to go to the lab either.

 And so, when the weekend came, Link found himself with two days of free time.

 After watching Jasmine drive away from the villa to head to her lab for Beast Controlling Wizard related research and experiments,

 Link found himself somewhat idle.

 After thinking about it, Link applied to the academy and decided to use this opportunity to visit the Wizard World Homeland again.

 It has been quite some time since Christina's daughter was entrusted to Link.

 She has been staying with Assad Kenneth and Renee Clarke.
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 Link felt guilty for not having visited her in person yet.

 With the permission from the academy, Link immediately set off for the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal to return to the homeland.

 On the way, Link notified Assad that he was planning to visit Christina's daughter.

 "Link, why didn't you tell us in advance that you're coming back?"

 Assad initiated a video call, asking with confusion.

 Link explained, "I didn't know beforehand that I would have free time this weekend. It was a last-minute decision, I didn't have time to arrange a schedule."

 "Okay, you come directly to the headquarters, I've brought Garona here."

 Assad didn't press Link further about his sudden decision and said so.

 "Okay, I'll be there soon."

 Ending the call, Link found himself at a puzzling matter.

 He didn't even know whether it was Christina who named her daughter Garona, or it was Assad and Renee.

 He and Renee had ample interaction time while co-managing the Potion Research Group led by Sage Selene and the collaboration with the Palo Sage army.

 Mentally berating himself for his negligence, Link arrived at the headquarters of "Whatsoever Independent".

 "Hello boss!"

 The greeting crew which Assad improvised was not large, but their saluting was quite enthusiastic.

 "Hello everybody!"

 Link waved in response, followed by some casual small talk with those who came to welcome his return under Assad's company.

 He briefly interacted with each person, making sure not to miss anyone. After assuring everybody got his attention, Link then let the members disperse and go about their tasks.

 "Why the fuss? It's so pretentious!"

 On the way to the CEO's office, Link couldn't help but voice out, "I think we should abandon such formalities in the future."

 "Okay."

 Assad agreed straightforwardly.

 He didn't enjoy these hollow formalities either.

 But without explicit guidance from Link, he had to bring them up a couple of times to gauge Link's opinion on such matters.

 "Where's Garona?"

 Link did not make the atmosphere awkward. After making the suggestion, he changed the subject as if nothing happened, "How does she behave? Any abnormal signs?"

 After learning that Assad and Renee decided to adopt Christina's daughter, Link shared the detailed information of Christina and her daughter with them, excluding any privacy-invading parts.

 Assad was aware that Link's mention of abnormal signs referred to the connection between Garona's soul and her body and whether her behavior was affected by the Demon Snake Bloodline.

 He immediately responded, "No, nothing. Everything's fine."

 "Good, that's what I wanted to hear."

 Link nodded in approval.

 Upon arrival at the CEO's office, the door was wide open.

 As soon as Link entered, he saw Garona, who was crawling around on the floor non-stop.

 Lifting her head, rolling over, sitting, crawling, standing, walking - the natural progression of a baby's movement.

 Garona was already adept at crawling. She could stand steadily and was not far from walking.

 "Ah ya! Ah ya!"

 Upon seeing Link, Garona quickly opened her mouth and started yelling.

 A desire for closeness could be seen in her eyes.

 "Huh?"

 Link was puzzled.

 Why would Garona, who has never seen him before, react like this?

 He had occasionally heard from Jasmine that Assad and Renee found Garona to be too quiet and not lively enough.

 They had tried many ways to draw out her playful nature.

 "Ah ya! Ah ya! Ah ya!"

 Garona had now turned around and quickly crawled toward Link.

 She crawled to Link's feet in no time.

 "Ah ya! Ah ya!"

 Yelling, Garona grabbed onto Link's trouser leg with both hands, acting as if she wanted to be picked up.

 "Come here!"

 Link bent down and carefully picked up Garona.

 "Ah ya!"

 Garona immediately wrapped her arms around Link's neck tightly. She laid her head over Link's shoulder and a smile spread across her face.

 "Oh my! I feel so sour!"

 Watching this interaction, Assad's voice was a bit sour, "I've been with Garona for so long, but it seems I'm no match for your first sight of her!"

 "Ah ya! Ah ya!"

 Link had not reacted yet, Assad's words, however, seemed to be understood by Garona.

 She Llifted her head, released one hand, and started waving at Assad.

 It appeared as if she was saying, "Don't be jealous, I still love you."

 Her greedy behavior of wanting both made Assad laugh.

 What was Link doing at that moment?

 He was carefully sensing the specifics of Garona's soul and body, and had already made a shocking discovery.

 To prevent any errors, Link checked several times.

 "Link, what's wrong?"

 Assad felt Link's spiritual and magic fluctuations and immediately asked, "Is there something wrong with Garona?"

 "No problem."

 Link shook his head, "Good news!"

 "What good news?"

 Assad continued to ask.

 "Did Renee mention to you the 'Construction' that I created?"

 Instead of giving a direct answer, Link asked back.

 "I have thoroughly investigated it."

 Assad responded cautiously.

 Link smiled and revealed: "Garona was born suitable for 'Construction' implants and her integrated load capacity far surpasses others."

 "She can have it at such a young age?"

 Assad exclaimed in surprise and then said with a serious tone, "Let's not do that."
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 Giving a child a heavy sword, it's hardly a good thing.

 Garona herself, under the influence of the Shadow Demon Snake Bloodline, has already faced problems.

 If it weren't for the joint research of Link and Sage Selene, let alone whether she could have been born, or that she hadn't died prematurely and had grown healthily, is another story.

 Currently, to suppress the negative influence of the Shadow Demon Snake Bloodline on Garona's soul, there is a very special bond between her soul and her body.

 Her soul is like a kite that's been flown high and far, with fine thread as its only connection to the body. Any mishap could sever this connection.

 "Don't worry, I won't do something reckless."

 Link explained, "First, I will design a set or two of suit for Garona. Secondly, I have a feeling that after the suit is implanted, Garona's soul won't have to be worried about being affected by the Shadow Demon Snake Bloodline."

 "Are you sure? How confident are you?"

 When we are anxious, we get confused.

 Assad has not raised Garona for a long time, but he genuinely loves this little girl.

 At this moment, he even became a bit flustered, asking a rather naive question.

 "Yes, very certain."

 Upon seeing this, Link gave a very affirmative answer.

 Taking a deep breath, Assad normalized his mixed feelings, forcibly calmed down and sighed, "Ah! I've said something stupid!"

 "It's okay."

 Link, in turn, reassured Assad.

 "Ah ya! Ah ya! Ah ya!"

 Perhaps sensing that Assad's emotions fluctuated, Garona was shouting, stretching both hands towards Assad.

 She even leaned over her upper body, wanting Assad to hold her.

 Assad immediately reached out, taking Garona from Link's arms.

 "Ah ya!"

 As Garona was embraced by Assad, she reached out her right hand, stroking gently under Assad's eyes, gently wiping.

 It's unclear what she was wiping.

 "Very good."

 Watching this scene, Link feels moved.

 Christina entrusted her daughter Garona to him, and he entrusted her to Assad and Renee to adopt, he did not let down Christina's trust.

 Well.

 Staying in the general manager's office, playing with Garona along with Assad for a while, that is until Garona let out a big yawn and slowly fell asleep.

 Only then did Link leave to chat with the core members of the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and the third squad.

 The reason he came back to the Wizard World Homeland this time is because Link wanted to see Christina's daughter.

 After seeing her, it was only natural to deepen his bond with his own direct line.

 After chatting for a while, answering a few questions, and then inviting everyone to lunch at the North District Villa, he had taken care of everything.

 It was a spontaneous but successful team-building activity.

 After the meal, the third squadron's core members were very tactful and took the initiative to excuse themselves, leaving Link to the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group.

 "Boss, what do you think of them?"

 After the core members left, Buck couldn't hold back and asked the question.

 "Very good, extremely good."

 Link did not hesitate to give his praise, then shifted the topic, asking, "Do you have enough resources?"

 Without even thinking, Buck was about to answer.

 Sitting next to him, Linn raised his hand to stop Buck from speaking, then asked seriously, "Do we have a shortage of manpower at the HQ?"

 Link did not hide anything, he said directly, "I hope to move the 'Do Whatever You Like' headquarters over there as soon as possible."

 "Understood."

 With a solemn expression, Linn said, "Rest assured, boss, we will not fall behind in our training progress, we will definitely promote to second level wizards as soon as possible."

 Link waved his hand and smiled, "I have no intention of rushing you. Training should be done steadily, don't be too impatient."

 After a pause, Link emphasized, "I'm just asking if you have enough resources. If not, just mention it to your big sister, she can take it from my magic stones."

 "Thanks for the concern, we have enough resources."

 The Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group looked at each other and responded in unison.

 Over the years, they have benefited a lot from the boss, used their relationship with him to earn a lot of magic stones.

 They also know that as the business grows larger, despite the boss's larger income, the financial pressure becomes even greater.

 How could they still have the nerve to take magic stones from him.

 They happened to hear from Big Sister what the boss often sighed about a while ago.

 Therefore, the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group are very clear about one fact.

 That is, despite the boss opening up potions, tea beverages, and tea leaves as three financial sources, with magic stones rolling into his pocket.

 In fact, while the boss is very rich...

 He is extremely poor!
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 Link correctly sensed something amiss.

 He had a feeling that if the conversation continued on this topic, the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group might propose to donate funds to him.

 So he decisively abandoned the topic about resources for cultivation, and casually started discussing other topics.

 This time, the conversation did not last long because the atmosphere had changed, Link had to hastily end this heart-to-heart.

 "In their eyes, how poor do they think I am?"

 Watching the Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group leave the villa, Link couldn't help but murmur to himself, questioning life, "Is my poverty that obvious?"

 "My poverty is so obvious!"

 After sighing for a while, Link did not rush to leave his homeland to return to the academy headquarters.

 He turned and went into the study on the second floor, opened his office computer, pulled up all the research materials of Christina and her daughter Garona, including the portion that Christina regularly mailed over after returning to Shadow City, and carefully reviewed them.

 Since he had discovered that Garona was very suitable for "Construction" and "Construction" could also help her growth, he couldn't let this idea remain in his mind.

 He believed in discussing ideas and then acting upon them.

 After reviewing Garona's information, Link also glanced at Christina's information.

 Christina is not as special as her daughter Garona, her compatibility with "Construction" is not particularly high, and there is no difference from other ordinary wizards.

 Moreover, maybe it was because of her successful biochemical transformation, her overall capacity was even more lacking.

 After reading all the information, Link began to design a "Construction" suitable for Garona.

 Considering Garona's age and capacity, it would be impossible to implant a complete set from the beginning.

 Even for a single piece, it had to be meticulously designed into a special version that could be upgraded.

 During his previous playtime with Garona at the headquarters of "Freedom to do Everything", Link already had an idea.

 Now designing the "Construction", his thoughts flowed like a spring, and it was done in one go.

 An afternoon passed, and four special individual pieces were successfully designed.

 This efficiency was exceptionally high.

 Although they were described as four special individual pieces, they were like the 0 ring "Thorn Entanglement", 1 ring "Thorn Killing", 2 ring "Thorn Overgrowth", 3 ring "Thorn Heaven and Earth" of the Thorns series of witchcraft, which are successively upgraded.

 However, different from the Thorns series of witchcraft, the four special individual pieces share the same name and function, the only difference is the degree of effectiveness, much like how different car engines of the same series have 3, 4, 5, 6, 8, 10, 12 cylinders.

 The special individual pieces are called "Embrace of Shadows", as the name suggests, its function is to enhance Garona's affinity for the elements of shadow and the concept of darkness.

 In Link's vision, the "Embrace of Shadows" will form the special set "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" together with the yet-to-be designed special individual pieces "Demon Snake's Kiss", "Shadow Vaporization", and "Invisible Blade".

 A so-called special set refers to a set that can be upgraded from a Level 1 set with the equivalent effect of a First Ring witchcraft to a Level 4 set with the effect equivalent to Fourth Ring witchcraft.

 Looking at the window and noticing that it was already late, Link tidied up a bit, brought the four designed "Embrace of Shadows" pieces and the idea of the "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" set, and returned to the academy headquarters through the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal, then drove directly to the villa.

 Jasmine had just come back from the lab, she had just got off the car.

 "What happened?"

 Link walked to the side of Jasmine, who didn't look very well, and asked with concern.

 "It's nothing."

 Jasmine turned and walked towards the villa, speaking as she walked, "The experiment didn't go very well, that's all."

 "Is there any way I can help?"

 Link frowned slightly as he said this.

 Ever since Jasmine chose the path of a Beast Controlling Wizard, Link really couldn't help much.

 Only in the field of biology could he provide some references.

 "No."

 Jasmine was not polite and stated the truth directly. Then her tone softened a bit as she asked, "You have seen Garona, she is okay now, isn't she?"

 Unlike what Link did before, who was busy and didn't even see Garona.

 As for Jasmine, she had specifically had a video call with Assad to see Garona a few times.

 "It's okay."

 Link replied honestly, "Christina did well, she kept the connection between Garona's soul and body at an appropriate point. The connection is neither too dissociated, and the influence of the Shadow Demon Snake Bloodline was avoided. She also implemented the concept that Serene Wizard and I had very well, letting the abilities of the Shadow Demon Snake slowly merge into Garona's body."

 "That's good."

 Jasmine nodded, and did not continue discussing this topic.

 She had a very bad day in research and experimentation, and her mood was not too good.

 The concern for Garona was a show of spirit even in her dubiety.

 Getting the reply, she no longer wished to speak.

 Link noticed that something was wrong with Jasmine, and swallowed the matter he was about to talk about, "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" set.

 Who has the leisure to listen to something not very relevant when they're in a bad mood?

 Put oneself in someone's shoes, it's better not to speak.

 Entering the hall, Link thought for a moment, beckoned to call the intelligent Steward, and gave it some instructions.

 After that, it was as usual, the two had dinner in the dining room and chatted while sipping tea.

 Jasmine was really in no mood, whether it was eating or drinking tea, she seemed absent-minded, walking through the process as if it were routine.

 "Let's rest earlier today, don't think about anything, just sleep well."

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 184: Shadow_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link saw what was happening, got up voluntarily and went upstairs, "Regardless of what's going on, we'll talk about it tomorrow."

 "Sure."

 With Jasmine's agreement, they headed for the bedroom.

 As soon as Jasmine walked into her bedroom, she noticed something different.

 In each room of the bedroom suite, a refreshing and subtle fragrance flowed through the air, calming anyone who smelled it.

 There was also a guide composed of petals of various colors, directing Jasmine towards the bathroom.

 Following the petal path, Jasmine made her way to the bathroom, where everything was prepared for her.

 Hot water at the perfect temperature, floating petals known for their soothing effects, burning aromatherapy oils, gentle lighting, and soothing music all helped create a relaxing atmosphere.

 "That lumberhead!"

 With a smile creeping onto her lips, Jasmine muttered in a teasing tone.

 All the unpleasant feelings from the day dissipated at that moment.

 Many times, you don't need to do extremely well, just doing it and showing care is enough.

 The night passed without any further words.

 The next day,

 With boundless energy and high spirits, Jasmine left the villa for the laboratory.

 Before she left, she used Link's cheek to wipe her mouth.

 "Tsk."

 Link picked up a napkin and wiped off the traces on his face.

 Opening it to look, there were no grease stains, just red marks!

 The minor episode over, the laid-back Link retreated to his study to continue working on the design of the "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" set.

 Perhaps due to a relaxed state of mind, Link was able to design all three unique components: "Demon Snake's Kiss," "Shadow Vaporization," and "Invisible Blade," during the course of the day.

 This efficiency was even higher than yesterday afternoon.

 Looking at the holographic projection in front of him, which displayed various data, design diagrams, and estimated effects of the "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" set, Link was very satisfied.

 Just like many literary giants from ancient times in his previous life, who composed articles without stopping, and who couldn't change a single word once they finished, Link felt that the "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" set had reached the ultimate in harmony and no further modifications could be made.

 After admiring it for a while, Link made three copies of the file and saved them properly.

 He merely needed to wait for Garona to grow a bit more, then he could start implanting the level 1 "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" set bit by bit.

 "I'm a bit impatient!"

 Link couldn't help but sigh.

 The "Savage Strike" set he designed for the fairies of the Fairy World last time was far less satisfying than the "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" set.

 Therefore, Link really wanted to see the appearance of the complete set of level 4 "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring," equivalent to the fourth ring of witchcraft, as soon as possible.

 Well...

 Speaking of level 4 sets, Link was even more proud.

 Originally, he thought that the effect of the level 4 set, equivalent to the fourth ring of witchcraft, involved the use of some rule power, so it could only be converted by reference to the fourth ring of witchcraft.

 However, while designing the "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" set, he made an unexpected discovery.

 That is, it's not necessary to refer to the fourth ring of witchcraft, just need to exploit the high potential bloodline traits like Shadow Demon Snake to design level 4 sets.

 Link silently thanked his past self for conducting in-depth research on the extraordinary demon beast Shadow Demon Snake to help Christina with her childbirth, taking care of her baby, and reversing the sequelae of biochemical transformation.

 At this time, there was a movement from downstairs, Jasmine was back.

 Getting up and leaving the study, Link went downstairs and saw a beaming Jasmine.

 Unlike yesterday evening, she didn't wear her unhappiness on her face.

 "Solved the problem?"

 Link immediately had a hunch.

 "Yes."

 Jasmine smiled brilliantly, nodded vigorously and said, "Thank you, Link!"

 "What are you thanking me for?"

 Link laughed and said, "You should thank yourself for not losing your fighting spirit after facing some setbacks."

 "I still want to thank you! Thank you for last night's efforts."

 Jasmine walked to Link, pointed at his chest, and suddenly switched her tone. Holding back her laughter, she demanded, "Confess, how many people have you used that trick on? If you don't tell me, I'll cry."

 "Drama queen!"

 Link pursed his lips and was at a loss for words.

 After all this time, she still remembered his fledgling tea-making skills.

 A total absurdity!

 Link didn't know how to respond.

 After making a fuss for a while, Jasmine happily bounced towards the kitchen, deciding to cook herself.

 She decided to properly reward Link tonight, to thank him for his efforts last night.

 Again, the night passed without words.

 Then came three normal days of classes.

 During this time, Link focused on two things: studying and practising combat simulations, turning a deaf ear to everything else.

 Let alone the "Construction" project in the Fairy World, he didn't even go to the Research Group Experiment Building.

 In this way, Link was ready for the team assembly time of the draft task.

 One day, early in the morning,

 "Be careful, don't push yourself."

 Jasmine saw Link leave the villa, admonishing softly.

 "Don't worry, I'll be back soon."

 Link started the vehicle and left the villa without looking back.

 Since they both started their study period, they took to heart the advice of the Great Sage Seuss.

 They were now able to control their clairvoyance, or prophecy ability, at will.

 For this draft task, Link and Jasmine had already released their prophecy abilities to the maximum at different times.

 After confirming with each other, the conclusion they both reached was that there might be twists and turns but no danger.
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 Although prophecies are not always reliable, they were enough to comfort Jasmine's heart.

 Watching Jasmine, who stood at the villa gate and peered at the present area from the screen of the car's brain, Link suddenly accelerated.

 Damn it, if he didn't leave soon, he would be unable to leave at all.

 Link, who had speeded up, arrived at the gathering place, a rather small, stealthily positioned inter-dimensional teleportation portal, just before the assembly time.

 Standing under the teleportation portal platform was a middle-aged wizard with fiery red hair, radiating a powerful aura.

 "Level Five Sage!"

 According to the fluctuation of the aura, Link made a judgement in his heart.

 This witch was none other than Sage Fletcher Domingo, the leader of the mission to target the Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City.

 He reservedly released his own aura, just to subtly suppress the arrogance of those wizards who were chosen by the academy to participate in the mission.

 Especially those wizards from major families.

 Many foolish individuals held their noses high, thinking that because their ancestors were Level Five or Level Six Sages, they could act recklessly and without restraint.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo had encountered many of such individuals, hence he wanted to avoid unnecessary troubles from the very beginning.

 He was not interested in such low-level mental needs as bragging or slapping faces.

 Link parked his car and neatly walked to a fairly suitable place not far from Sage Fletcher Domingo. He declared loudly, "Link Grande reporting in."

 "Hmm."

 Sage Fletcher Domingo slightly nodded, gave Link a meaningful glance, but didn't say much.

 Link didn't feel embarrassed, he found a spot himself, stood firm, and waited quietly.

 Before long, the wizards recruited for this operation all arrived. Including Link, there were a total of 12 people.

 There were 6 First Level Wizards, and 6 Second Level Wizards. The distribution was quite balanced.

 Link glanced at the 11 teammates of this mission and surprisingly found a familiar face, Lanny Taylor.

 The two quickly exchanged glances, then nodded simultaneously, reaching an agreement.

 During this mission, Lanny Taylor still chose to follow Link's command and move together.

 Even though she had made rapid progress recently, ranking among the top ten in terms of actual combat capability within the small circle centered on Sandra Diomand, and had the capital to be independent.

 When the qualifications of a wizard of advance fifth rank were fully utilized, the progress speed was indeed somewhat terrifying.

 Hmm...

 It was terrifying even if Lanny Taylor was arranged by Sandra to enter a Cultivation Secret Realm for official wizards, and got some opportunities there!

 When Sandra learned about Lanny's progress, she even said privately that she was very envious of Lanny's wizard qualifications of advance fifth rank.

 However, Lanny remembered clearly that Sandra also had the wizard qualifications of advance fifth rank!

 When faced with Lanny's doubtful response, Sandra mysteriously kept one guessing, saying that when Lanny reached the Metamorphosis Period just before becoming a sage, she would understand the difference between an advance fifth rank and another advance fifth rank, and why Sandra would be envious of her.

 It seemed that the wizard qualifications still hid some formidable secrets.

 Pulling back her drifting thoughts, Lanny focused on waiting for the leader, the speech of the Level Five Sage, Fletcher Domingo.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo did not talk unnecessarily, he just released his aura and domineering pressure, coldly observing the twelve wizards.

 The atmosphere in the field suddenly became oppressive.

 Even the air seemed to be stagnating, unable to circulate.

 It was as if a mountain was pressing on top of the twelve wizards who were recruited to participate in the mission of the Outlander Colonization Team targeting Shadow City.

 The pressure felt a bit lighter for the First Level Wizards, but heavier for the Second Level Wizards.

 The common point was that it was fairly accurate in pressuring their limits.

 The reason why it was fairly accurate was because the pressure experienced by one person was far from reaching his limit.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo, though not revealing it on his face, was curious in his heart about how much pressure Link Grande could withstand.

 One after another imaginary, yet seemingly tangible mountain pressed towards Link's head.

 Link's face was calm as he quietly endured.

 His perception had already shown that the pressure he was enduring was several times that of other Second Level Wizards.

 However, Link had no intention to hide his weakness, he even wanted to test his own pressure limit.

 When the tenth mountain pressed down, Link finally felt a bit strained and had no choice but to actively withstand the pressure, instead of letting the pressure roll in like before.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo sensitively felt the resistance force, a faint smile flashed in his eyes, he suddenly withdrew all the domineering pressure applied on Link.

 Link seemed relaxed on the surface, not flustered at all, and was very calm.

 In fact, he was secretly exclaiming in his heart, barely avoiding an embarrassing situation.

 Finally, Sage Fletcher Domingo opened his mouth and spoke in an unquestionable tone, "The captain, is Link Grande. During the execution of the mission, everyone will listen to him, I'll only say it once. Also, unless someone beyond your level and strength takes action, I will not appear. That's it, let's go."

 As soon as the words fell, Sage Fletcher Domingo went into the small inter-dimensional teleportation portal first.

 Although Link hadn't expected that he would become the captain, he didn't feel flattered or at a loss.
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 He slowly stepped forward, turned around to face the remaining 11 wizards and calmly said, "If anyone objects, find me privately. Now, follow me."

 Having said this, Link also stepped into the small inter-dimensional teleportation portal.

 None of the remaining 11 wizards, including Lanny Taylor, objected!

 The name Link Grande was not just well-known among local wizards studying at the academy headquarters, it was also familiar to most scions of the major headquarters families.

 Even the only female witch of the fourth generation Diomand Family, Sandra Diomand, did not act arrogantly in front of Link Grande.

 Why would the participating scions of major families dare to oppose Link?

 The logic is clear.

 Exiting the small inter-dimensional teleportation portal, he was surprisingly taken directly to the cockpit of a "Lark" class interstellar battleship.

 This took Link slightly by surprise.

 What wasn't surprising was that Sage Fletcher Domingo was not on this battleship.

 As a Level Five Sage, leading a team composed of first and second-level wizards, executing a mission from the academy.

 A little thought and it was obvious that this Level Five Sage was just serving some sort of insurance role.

 The 11 team members passed through the teleportation portal one after another, arriving at the cockpit.

 With the members all gathered, the "Lark" class interstellar battleship self-started, heading towards a certain coordinate.

 "Hiss Hiss".

 The AI in front of the captain's seat vibrated slightly.

 "Choose your preferred posts and take your positions."

 Link issued an apparently senseless command, then took his seat in the captain's chair.

 The AI screen displayed the itinerary of this interstellar journey.

 The route of the "Lark" class interstellar battleship had long been determined, and the ship was moving along this route.

 The schedule also informed Link that it would take three days to reach the destination.

 Then a day's time for rest, reconnaissance, and preparations.

 After reading the schedule, Link looked up some information on the AI, finding the detailed description of the mission.

 "Strike at the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team, restrain the attack strength, prioritize seizing supplies, avoid causing harm to opponents, beware of other powers taking advantage."

 After viewing the mission's detailed description, Link made note of the key points.

 He felt as if a dark cloth had enveloped him along with his 11 team members, the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team, and any potential other powers.

 Behind that cloth or somewhere else, a pair of eyes were raptly watching, a great hand manipulating everything.

 "This is a trap!"

 Link secretly sighed in his heart, then made a decision, prioritize protecting himself, the mission is secondary.

 Considering Dean Frist's "suggestion" for him to accept the draft and participate in this mission.

 If someone says he has nothing to do with this trap, Link wouldn't believe it.

 Even more, Link suspected, this trap was set up by Dean Frist.

 Its purpose, however, was unknown.

 In that case, there's no need to go all out and wreak havoc.

 Coming out of his introspection, Link looked at the various control panels under the captain's seat.

 Only to see that the 11 team members were orderly sitting before a control panel, familiarizing themselves with the functions or looking at the situation.

 There was no need for Link, their captain, to command them, they had already completed the division of tasks on their own.

 Excellent, this was exactly the effect Link wanted.

 "Everyone, please read the mission's detailed description, if anyone has thoughts, feel free to voice them."

 After some thought, Link sent the mission description to the AI display at each team member's control station.

 Carrying out a mission, of course, cannot be done in the fog.

 Otherwise, wouldn't that raise doubts that one has become disposable cannon fodder?

 The 11 team members carefully read the mission description, their thoughts varied.

 For a while, no one spoke out.

 Seeing this, Link spoke solemnly, "If you have nothing to say now, you won't be able to say anything later. All commands will be obeyed by me. Any objections?"

 "None."

 Lanny Taylor took up the thread and stated her position first.

 The other 10 wizards, after a moment's silence, successively responded.

 With that, the command was officially established.
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 The "Lark" class Interstellar Battleship was heading towards the designated coordinates.

 The Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City managed to complete their exploration and collection of resources just before the deadline.

 The wizards returned to their starships, ready to head back.

 Christina, sitting alone in a corner of the warship after submitting the "valuable" materials she had collected, hung her head in silence.

 She never expected, before this, to suddenly receive an enlistment from the higher-ups of Shadow City to participate in this Different World exploration.

 Christina had indeed heard some rumors about this particular world before she set off.

 It was said that an heir of a Level 9 Sage from the Nostrodamus line, who had prophesied a millennium shift, hid a portion of the Nostrodamus lineage in this particular world.

 This was the contingency the Saint came up with upon foreseeing the extinction of his lineage.

 The hope was for the lineage to resuscitate and reappear in the world during the predicted shift.

 At the time, Christina sensed a pervasive scent of conspiracy.

 Upon discovering such a world reportedly harboring a lineage, Shadow City should have taken stringent measures to keep it a secret.

 How could they be so clumsy as to let rumors abound?

 Were they intentionally inviting covetousness?

 Or, was the discovery itself a trap, a baited hook cast by a different wizard organization to reel in Shadow City?

 With her unfathomable confusion and a creeping sense of danger, Christina realized she could fall victim merely by misstepping.

 As such, she hastily sent her daughter, Garona, to Link Grande before setting off.

 She hoped that Link would take good care of her, out of a bit of rural camaraderie, and the admittedly undeniable fact that Garona had some research value.

 Christina desired nothing more than her daughter's healthy growth.

 If it were possible, Christina indulged a little in her greed, hoping that her daughter might lead a worry-free and smooth life.

 Whenever she thought of her daughter, Christina's mood grew melancholic.

 She wondered how Garona was faring with Link Grande, and whether they would ever meet again in this life.

 After a period of depression, Christina rallied her spirits to check her status, preparing for battle.

 The expedition into the Different World took over a month, and the entire process was odd beyond belief.

 The so-called particular world showed no signs of special arrangements, such as hindrances against mid to high-level wizards.

 Yet, the Outlander Colonization Team that Shadow City designated for this mission was composed of merely six First Level Wizards and six Second Level Wizards.

 There were neither any shadows of a Third Level Wizard nor to mention Sage-level wizards.

 Furthermore, after setting off and entering the particular world—an extremely small planet, the purpose of the mission was not divulged to the team members.

 Only once they had landed on the little planet, did the captain inform them of the mission's objectives.

 Upon hearing the details, Christina thought it ludicrous.

 They were just instructed to wander about aimlessly, and collect items that caught their fancy, considering them valuable. Nothing more.

 What was this? A pretend expedition?

 Their entire approach seemed disorganized entirely based on instinct.

 It was as if the higher-ups of Shadow City had organised a group of wizards to come and take their chances.

 If they struck it lucky, they picked up treasure and rejoiced. If not, it didn't really matter as their investment was minimal.

 Even if it did turn out to be a trap, nothing much would be lost but a team composed of six First Level Wizards and six Second Level Wizards.

 All the peculiar situations in place kept Christina on the edge.

 Moreover, from what she observed, the other wizards in the team, including the captain, seemed to harbor similar feelings.

 Take this moment, for instance. The warship was preparing to carry the team and the collected materials home.

 All 12 members of the Outlander Colonization Team were silently preparing for the battle.

 It was as if everyone had resigned to inevitable intercepts awaiting the team.

 What the hell was going on?

 Did everyone have a collective fit?

 No.

 Nobody was a fool!

 Mesopotamia University was thoroughly sealed off, no one allowed in or out.

 "What the hell are you guys up to?

 Think we're idiots?

 Huh?

 No wonder you're becoming more and more pathetic each year!

 You can't even handle minor tasks, who else will be pathetic if not you?"

 In the principal's office, Dean Frist pointed at Principal Leopold and scolded him loudly, with his voice echoing throughout the vast campus.

 Everyone, tutors, common wizards, and wizard apprentices, heard everything loud and clear.

 Then, the Soundproofing Witchcraft and the Anti-eavesdropping Rune Barrier engulfed the principal's office.

 No more sounds came from the principal's office.

 However, everybody now knew something was amiss. The Mesopotamia University, known for something unknown, had upset Ravensmouth College.

 Due to this, Dean Frist had boldly invaded the sealed-off Mesopotamia University to admonish Principal Leopold in his office.

 Immediately, various speculations arose.

 Mesopotamia University, though supposedly isolated from the world, had swiftly turned into a colander.

 Various rumors, various intelligence, seeped out from here.

 Extra! Extra!

 Why did Dean Frist from the Ravensmouth College reprove Principal Leopold from the Mesopotamia University?
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 Retelling the history of grudges between Ravensmouth College and Mesopotamia University.

 Once staunch allies, now they're no different from mortal enemies, what on earth happened? We unravel it today.

 Mesopotamia University's downfall is surprisingly due to a stab in the back by Ravensmouth College!

 Shocking! The failure of the Great Sage Seuss's promotion is actually because Mesopotamia University has been holding him back!

 In the Principal's office.

 Principal Leopold is fuming, his eyes wide open in anger.

 It's all a show, but was there really a need to go that far?

 How is he supposed to manage his subordinates after this?

 Was it just because he played dumb last time, testing the waters?

 So, this is a property?

 Quite generous of you, Frist.

 What a ruthless move!

 Dean Frist calmly sips his tea, a blend of Pu-Erh and citrus peel, savouring every bit of it.

 He's completely indifferent to the angry gaze of Principal Leopold.

 Silence envelopes the Principal's office today. (╯□╰)

 After a while, Principal Leopold breaks the silence, huffing, "Frist, what's the point behind all that you've been doing recently? I can't make heads or tails of it."

 "That's the point."

 Dean Frist sets down his tea, smugly responding, "I'm just fumbling around, understand? Even I don't know what profound plan I've mapped out recently. How could anyone else then? Try guessing."

 Principal Leopold senses that Frist speaks the truth.

 What the…

 What on earth is going on?

 Is he really creating a scene he himself doesn't understand?

 Leopold doesn't believe Frist, the unparalleled strategist, would do useless actions.

 Even if it is messing around, there must be a deeper meaning.

 Perhaps…

 Based on his understanding of Frist, coupled with Frist's "keep on guessing" statement, Principal Leopold suddenly thinks of a possibility.

 It seems outrageous, but with thought, it may make sense.

 Turning his gaze to Frist, Leopoid is emotionally discrete, unable to express himself.

 The thoughts within Dean Frist's mind are continually turning.

 He didn't deceive Leopold.

 He genuinely doesn't understand the meaning behind his recent actions.

 After his grandmother, the Great Sage Seuss secretly completed the promotion within Mitchell District, and his big brother followed suit, successfully advancing to a Level Seven Great Sage.

 Frist switched his scheming strategy once again.

 He tossed aside everything, like giving cover to staunch ally Mesopotamia University, or joining forces with the other three top powers of Mitchell District, together challenging the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Daddy ain't gonna play this game anymore.

 Now, Frist has only one goal — to cause Chaos in Mitchell District's situation with constant messing around.

 Without tearing heaven and earth apart, at least turning it into a mess, throwing all powers into disarray.

 This way, Ravensmouth College would get a relatively good environment to peacefully digest this wave of promotion, and then wait for special guest Elise Clark to pass the trial.

 That would be the time for Ravensmouth College, which has completed its promotion, to flex its muscles.

 The small Mitchell District is no longer a thorn in the eyes of Ravensmouth College.

 Principal Leopold glances at Dean Frist, who is blatantly in high spirits and sighs lightly.

 A lot can be inferred, just with a hint, without the need for a thorough explanation.

 Presumably, Ravensmouth College must have made a breakthrough when the sage of Mesopotamia University hasn't yet been promoted to a Level Nine Great Sage.

 It's unclear, however, whether this breakthrough has occurred within the Great Sage Seuss, or within those sixth-level sages who aim for the Great Sage's position.

 Or perhaps… Principal Leopold instinctively doesn't want to speculate on that possibility, stopping his imagination on time.

 Otherwise, Frist wouldn't need to use this method to stir the situation and fish in the troubled waters.

 Fortunately, Ravensmouth College values the friendship of its allies and hasn't left Mesopotamia University behind.

 Otherwise, Frist wouldn't need this roundabout way to remind him:

 We, Ravensmouth College, have changed our strategy, don't get led astray and keep speeding on the pre-set path. Also, you need to hurry up and not fall out of line.

 Sighing again, Principal Leopold lifts a cup of tea and drains it in one gulp.

 He hopes that Mesopotamia University can weather the storm, like this tea, taste the sweetness after bitterness.

 Don't lose out.

 Otherwise, an ally?

 Nothing more than a follower!

 In the starry skies.

 This region of the special world found by Shadow City.

 In addition to the interstellar warships of Ravensmouth College and Shadow City, interstellar warships of two other organizations are traveling here.

 According to their respective routes, their targets are all the same set of coordinates.

 If there aren't any unexpected occurrences, the warships of the four wizard organizations will arrive at the coordinates one after the other.

 At that point, a chaotic battle set by certain means, or rather, rules, will naturally erupt.

 The subsequent "plot" will then continue to unfold.

 Link wants to throw a wrench in the works.

 Many people willingly become chess pieces, accepting this role, complying with the player's control, attacking wherever pointed, never overstepping their bounds.

 This group doesn't include Link.

 He's always pursued freedom, not wanting to become a puppet.

 Therefore, this time, Link assessed every aspect, found that there was pretty good room for self-improvement, and decided to stir up trouble on a whim.
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 As long as it does not affect the execution of the task, the chess player or players behind the scenes in the academy shouldn't impose any punishments.

 After all, what is not prohibited by law is allowed.

 "Increase the speed, and adjust the course."

 Sitting in the captain's seat, Link, who had thoroughly considered his decision, gave a completely new order to Tower Spirit.

 This order was surprising to not only the 11 crew members but also Sage Fletcher Domingo, who had been lurking in the shadows.

 What is he trying to pull by springing this surprise?

 "Warning! Warning! This order does not comply with the preset tasks for this voyage."

 Tower Spirit didn't immediately accept the order, but instead sent out a reminder.

 Seeing the warship automatically set off after the team had assembled, Link had already expected this.

 But regardless of the preset task, Link had once again issued the same order: "Increase the speed, modify the course."

 "Warning! …"

 As Tower Spirit started the second warning reply to Link.

 Link suddenly flipped over the smart brain situated on the captain's seat and pressed a red button on the back.

 This button is generally not used at all.

 Once used, the interstellar battleship would be stagnant for quite some time.

 Just like now, the lights, facilities, equipment, and engine within the "Lark" class interstellar battleship all suddenly shut down.

 Even the interstellar battleship itself lost power and began to slow down after its engine suddenly turned off.

 Link had actually activated an emergency measure, and using the captain's authority, he manually uninstalled the Tower Spirit of the interstellar battleship!

 Just shut up already.

 A moment later, the back-up Tower Spirit of the interstellar battleship was successfully activated.

 The spare Tower Spirit went online, taking control of the battleship.

 The lights one after another lit up, and all sorts of facilities and equipment resumed operation.

 The engine restarted and produced thrust, increasing the speed of the battleship.

 The screens of the smart brain at the operation station of the 11 crew members, the screen in front of Link, and the large main screen right in front of the cockpit lit up simultaneously.

 Rows of data and commands, like waterfalls, flooded the screen.

 But Link's operation didn't end there.

 His fingers flew across the recently lit smart brain screen, inputting one command after another.

 At the same time, Link used the brain-machine link to directly take over the highest authority of the substitute Tower Spirit, continuing the "refresh".

 All the preset settings made by the academy, the later moves of control, were all cleared by Link one by one.

 All the authority of the interstellar battleship, even the bathroom's flushing, was personally taken over by Link without any omission.

 The 11 crew members, without any prompts from Link and facing sudden changes, kept their doubts to themselves. No one stepped forward to question Link's operations even if they held different opinions.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo had made it very clear that they should follow Link Grande's commands during the mission.

 Captain Link Grande had also given them the chance to express their thoughts.

 Despite a Level Five Sage leading the team and a captain with a power comparable to a Tier 3 Witch, none of them threatened anyone, but their underlying meanings were clear.

 No matter what you want to say, you can only speak when I give you the opportunity to do so; if I don't give you the chance, don't fucking say anything.

 Otherwise, be careful I might just kill you.

 That's roughly the idea.

 Not long after, under the watchful eyes of the 11 bewildered crew members, Link completed the planned four-step operation:

 Uninstall Tower Spirit, activate the standby Tower Spirit, "refresh" the standby Tower Spirit and take over all authority of the warship.

 Only now, Link truly held the control of this "Lark" class interstellar battleship and officially became its true captain.

 Instead of a puppet with nothing but the title of a captain without any real power.

 All pre-set programs of the academy were discarded, and it no longer had remote control over this "Lark" class interstellar battleship.

 All these were the knowledge and measures Link had learned from studying Alchemy and alchemical construction of Nest Warships.

 Once used, it would secure the initiative for Link.

 Knowledge changes fate.

 After manually inputting the brand new speed, route, and target, Link removed his hands and gaze from the smart brain screen. He looked at the 11 crew members, making eye contact with each of them.

 After a moment, Link asked in a deep voice, "Does anyone have any questions? Whatever you want to say, say it. If I can answer, I will."

 Lanny Taylor was the first to stand up, braving the gaze of the other crew members, she said, "I think if the captain has any thoughts about this mission, he can tell us honestly. If we communicate in advance, we can cooperate towards the same goal when things happen, rather than scattered and not united."

 "Hmm. Good suggestion."

 Link nodded, "Do you all agree?"

 "Agree."

 "Agree."

 Voices of agreement came one after another.

 The remaining 10 crew members, whether they were First Level Wizards or Second Level Wizards, all agreed with Lanny's view.

 "I have no thoughts."

 Facing all sight lines, Link calmly said, "So far, regarding this mission itself, I have no thoughts. Because the situation is unclear."

 After a pause, Link countered with a question: "Among you, does anyone know the background and purpose of this mission?"

 No one answered.

 The academy recruitment is different from personal recruitment.

 The former is compulsory, with a maximum of twice a year, while the latter is mutual choice.

 In a 12-person team, except for Link, who was recruited by both the academy and Sage Fletcher Domingo, the rest were all drafted by the academy.

 Therefore, even though the task explanation was unclear, everyone had no choice but to go with it.

 After getting on the battleship, they finally received the task details distributed by Link.
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 After going through it, though, he found that the information wasn't particularly useful.

 Moreover, there were some laughable restrictions.

 For instance, they couldn't strike too ruthlessly, nor harm the wizards of Shadow City.

 This was simply ridiculous.

 They had to restrain themselves during a sneak attack and couldn't easily harm people.

 What if the opponent counterattacked fiercely and they ended up getting killed?

 They wouldn't even have a place to cry.

 Therefore, Link, as their captain, dared to withstand the pressure and "oppose" the original intention of Ravensmouth College by taking some actions.

 The team members were all supportive, regardless of the effectiveness of these actions.

 But they really didn't know the background and objectives of the mission, so they could only remain silent.

 "Don't know, right?"

 Link waited for a while, and when no one spoke, he chuckled, "I also have no idea!"

 No need for more words, everyone else understood what Link meant.

 Since the college's instructions were vague and not made clear, they could naturally act according to the situation and adapt as they needed.

 After all, the premise of any mission was to ensure their own safety first.

 Having united everyone's thoughts, establishing mutual understanding, it was finally time for Link to officially carry out his role as team captain, arranging for everyone to introduce themselves, dividing up duties, setting battle tactics, and rehearsing plans.

 Three days of sailing and a day of preparation; four days was enough to bind together a makeshift team and form combat power.

 This is the biggest characteristic of the wizards trained at Ravensmouth College.

 The two and a half days passed by quickly.

 Following a warp jump, the Interstellar Warship "Lark" arrived at a new destination half a day early.

 This was a meteoroid belt that Link had chosen based on star maps.

 Link parked the warship behind the meteoroid belt and launched the full-power stealth function.

 He then ordered 11 team members to distribute themselves throughout the meteoroid belt in six shuttles.

 The meteoroid belt was only a ten-minute ride away from the college's designated coordinates, at the shuttles' top speed.

 Whether to advance or retreat, to fight or to withdraw, all options were convenient.

 After completing these preparations, Link, by himself and without carrying anything, activated his Destiny Witchcraft, put on his stealth armor in its interstellar life support mode, and sneaked off towards the college's original coordinates.

 "Franda."

 At the same time, Link called out in his mind.

 "Yes, sir?"

 Franda responded sweetly, emerging from the "Small World" and began examining the surrounding area with Link as the center.

 After the fourth evolution of her "Small World" wa, Franda's ability to change between virtual and real states had improved.

 Link tested it and found that even the surveillance system of a sage-level flagship of an interstellar fleet couldn't detect Franda in a short time if she was determined to hide.

 Therefore, Franda was the ideal scout.

 While they both searched and progressed, they continuously approached the college's original coordinate.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo, who had been secretly following the team, was a bit puzzled by Link's arrangements.

 What was the captain trying to do by leaving his team and acting alone?

 What was Link up to?

 He just wanted to use his superior combat power, high mobility, and the flexibility of Franda's reverse summoning to conduct an initial reconnaissance and figure out which factions would be involved in this incident.

 If there was a chance, he would try to steal the supplies quietly.

 If it weren't possible and they needed to use force, at least they would know the enemy and be able to calmly choose tactics and command operations.

 "Sir, look, see what Franda found?"

 Franda's slightly excited voice echoed in Link's mind.

 Before she could even finish speaking, Franda automatically shared her vision with him.

 In front of Link's "eyes" appeared a familiar main ship. It was the same one that Link had once pricked. It was the main ship of the three-point witch Vina.

 "The Flame and Metal Trading Company are here, can the White Tower Alliance be far behind? Will Mesopotamia University also come?"

 Link pondered, asking Franda to temporary ignore this main ship and continue expanding the detection range.

 He also increased the intensity of his stealth function and was more careful in his movements.

 Before long, in another suitable hiding place, Franda detected an unfamiliar warship belonging to the White Tower Alliance.

 After searching for a while, Link found no traces of any warships from Mesopotamia University.

 He didn't know whether they hadn't arrived yet or weren't involved.

 Link temporarily didn't concern himself with them, instead he carefully reviewed the positions of the college's original coordinates, the warships of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and the White Tower Alliance.

 He found that the three warships were on a semi-circular arc, blocking the 12, 9, and 6 o'clock directions.

 In other words, the three warships had formed a trap.

 They quietly waited for the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team to willingly walk into their trap.

 Then they'd snap it shut!
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 Life is like a chess game.

 Some people play chess, others are chess pieces.

 The pieces move at the will of the player, advancing, retreating, attacking, scarcely able to control their own actions.

 Link knew that this mission, this situation, was a chess game.

 He and the other 11 wizards were one or more chess pieces, already caught in the game.

 What was unique about this chess game was that these chess pieces had a relatively higher degree of freedom.

 Given this high degree of freedom, as a wizard with great power, Link and his 11 teammates naturally sought to control the situation, rather than be controlled by it.

 Struggling for control of the interstellar battleship and changing the navigation coordinates was one attempt to control the situation.

 Unfortunately, even if they wanted to elevate their thinking and break free from limitations, they were still constrained by the opaque fog of information, making it difficult to quickly clarify the development and direction of the situation.

 Without a clear understanding of the development and direction of the situation, their actions would naturally be restricted.

 They feared making a mistake and not only failing to complete the mission assigned by the college, but also putting themselves at risk.

 Thus, early stage reconnaissance, situation analysis, tactical planning, and strategic execution were all especially important.

 For example, at that moment, Link, accompanied by Franda, was using his high mobility and stealth capabilities to approach and observe the situation.

 Of course, as the captain, Link couldn't possibly completely abandon his team and act alone the entire time.

 If he did that, he would just become a lone wolf, what's the point of promoting "do whatever you want"?

 After discovering that both the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, two top-tier organizations in the Mitchell District, had each only dispatched one interstellar battleship, Link did not act recklessly.

 Leaving Franda to continue scouting the surrounding star regions, Link headed back towards the meteoroid belt where his team was hidden.

 He planned to regroup with his teammates, explain the situation, and decide on an action plan.

 During his return journey, Link didn't idle away, instead pondering the various information related to the mission.

 As the information gradually filled in, the fog surrounding the mission slowly lifted.

 Link could also try to guess the deep-seated implications of the mission.

 The mission details given by the college were to ambush an Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City. The objective was to plunder supplies, and the requirement was not to kill.

 The keywords were triggered: Shadow City, Outlander Colonization, and Supplies.

 Considering a widely circulated and credible news that was released not long ago.

 It said that Shadow City had discovered a special planet that possibly concealed some inheritances of the Nostrodamus Holy Sect and had dispatched a team to excavate it.

 It wasn't difficult to understand, the team that Ravensmouth College asked Link and his team to ambush was the team sent by Shadow City to that special planet to dig up lost traditions.

 What Link and his team were supposed to seize were indeed some inheritances of the Nostrodamus Holy Sect.

 This kind of dispute involving the inheritance of lost traditions within the Wizard World, the Supreme Council had given clear instructions for more than a thousand years ago, limiting the intensity of conflicts.

 Various wizard organizations could vie for inheritance, but they had to follow the principle of equal scale.

 In other words, the size of the colonization team dispatched by the organization that discovered the inheritance determined the size of the team that could try to seize the inheritance.

 The numbers, grades, and configurations were not exactly the same, but the difference was minimal.

 Moreover, during the process of looting, it was best to have limited verbal fights, and it was not allowed to have extreme incidents of bloodshed.

 Otherwise, the wizard organization that first caused casualties would face severe penalties from the Supreme Council.

 Whether or not the looted inheritance could be kept depended on the decision of the Supreme Council.

 The original intention of this directive by the Supreme Council was undoubtedly very good.

 To some extent, it protected the enthusiasm of various organizations in excavating lost technology, knowledge, and tradition.

 Unfortunately, for every policy from the Supreme Council, there were countermeasures from below.

 The wizard organizations quickly formed a good tradition of luring other organizations to kill each other while they sat back and reaped the benefits.

 Lady Lisandra personally reminded Sage Fletcher Domingo, who was escorting the ambush team in secret, to be prepared for contingencies and not to get ahead of himself because of this.

 It wasn't that she was idle and specifically targeted Link Grande, trying to dig a hole for him.

 It was just something handy and convenient for her.

 Whether it could be accomplished or not didn't matter.

 Based on a multitude of information, Link found this explicit instruction from the Supreme Council in a remote corner of his memory, which resolved some of his doubts about this mission.

 Then, he had a sarcastic remark stuck in his throat that he really wanted to voice out loud.

 The so-called explicit instruction was indeed very explicit for just a brief period after it was issued.

 Not long afterward, this directive gradually faded from mainstream vision and became hardly noticeable.

 Even in historical records, it was hidden away in a remote corner, very unnoticeable.

 If one hadn't studied the history of the Wizard World deeply, especially the decrees issued by the Supreme Council over the years, not many wizards would know this.

 It seemed as if numerous wizard organizations had contributed to this state of affairs.

 Upon careful reflection, the reason was not hard to guess, and it was quite reasonable too.

 Even with teams of the same scale, small organizations were still not on par with medium-sized ones, medium-sized ones were not on par with large ones, and large ones were not on par with the top-tier ones.

 Therefore, since the grand battle with the World of God, the lost technology, knowledge, and traditions that the Wizard World had gradually regained were basically taken by the large or top-tier wizard organizations.

 The materials and documents on the Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, the True Spirit Wizards, the Body-refining Wizards, and Beast Controlling Wizards stored at Ravensmouth College, were acquired through purchase, exchange, independent research, and also through the excavation and seizure of lost traditions.
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 The Supreme Council and the various large/top-tier wizard organizations still needed to maintain face.

 The original intention of this directive was to protect the interests of the middle and small-sized organizations.

 However, it resulted in middle and small-sized organizations being completely excluded from the good fortune of recovering lost techniques, knowledge, and traditional schools of magic.

 How could such a self-contradictory situation be allowed to become common knowledge?

 It was better to keep it hidden, with only a select few in the know.

 His thoughts drifted, but Link quickly pulled them back, refocusing on the task at hand.

 Clearly, digging out and seizing lost magical traditions were things the major top-tier wizard organizations in the Mitchell District had a lot of experience with.

 The new generation might not understand how to operate, but the middle generation who controlled the organizations, or even the older generation, surely knew?

 Thinking this, Link suddenly understood why Ravensmouth College, the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and the White Tower Alliance had only sent one warship each.

 It was due to the 'scalability principle' defined by the Supreme Council.

 He guessed the other three organizations probably made up their teams as well — six First Level Wizards and six Second Level Wizards.

 And with a hidden Level Five Sage to protect them.

 The question was, where was Mesopotamia University's team?

 Could it be that they had withdrawn completely after the comprehensive ban, not even participating in this "good thing" related to Saint's school inheritance?

 Link was puzzled. But after returning to the Meteoroid Belt, he decided not to dwell on this problem for the time being.

 Through the agreed-upon contact method, Link, inspired by the First Ring witchcraft "spiritual link" of True Spirit Wizards, used the typical characteristics of the "Mind" series of witchcraft to develop the Second Ring witchcraft "Quantum Encrypted Communication," which called back the 11 hidden team members to the "Lark" class interstellar battleship.

 "Captain, what's the situation?"

 In the cockpit, after everyone had taken their seats, Lanny Taylor asked first.

 It was a good coordination, which could enhance efficiency and save time.

 "This way and that."

 Link then took the opportunity to explain to his 11 team members what he and Franda had discovered, his guesses about the mission, the High Council's instruction, the lost saint school inheritance, one by one.

 "That's the situation we're in. Everyone, I want to hear your thoughts. Please, speak freely," he said after he finished his explanation.

 Two heads were better than one, after all.

 "I knew it, I had a feeling something was off about this mission."

 A Second-Level Wizard from a major clan in the headquarters feigned surprise, "So it's about snatching inheritance. No wonder they forbade us from killing."

 "The real issue now is how we can snatch the mission target – those resources that might contain Saint's School inheritance – from under the watchful eyes of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, without incurring any losses."

 Another Second-Level Wizard who hailed from the Stormy Sea, who had once met Link a few times in Ravensmouth City, quickly brought the topic back on track.

 With these two initiating, the in-team discussion quickly heated up.

 Discussion flowed readily, each expressing their views.

 "Why don't we, before Shadow City Team arrives, strike first to force the other two organizations out of the game?"

 "Strike them unexpectedly, that might work."

 "A surprise attack relies on speed, but how do we control the strength and achieve quick success?"

 "That's indeed a problem."

 "What if we wait for the other two to take action against Shadow City first and only intervene at the end?"

 "What if they don't take any action?"

 "How could that be possible?"

 "How could it not be? If we can think of scouting in advance, wouldn't they?"

 "Right. If both organizations discover each other's presence and are too cautious to act, we might miss a good opportunity."

 "Having carefully studied the star chart, I noticed that the preset coordinates by the College are very carefully chosen. Once we leave this star zone, it really isn't easy to take action. There are vassal worlds belonging to other organizations nearby. If the battle is any fiercer, or lasts a bit longer, it's likely to attract other organizations' attention."

 "Exactly, I've noticed it too."

 "So it means, to complete the mission, we must take action here, right? Can't ambush in advance, nor sneak attack from behind?"

 "Enough with the pointless chatter, let's talk about how to complete the mission, that's the most important."

 "Well, aren't you the clever one, why don't you come up with something!"

 "Fine, if you insist. From how I see it, we have more than a day until Shadow City Team reaches the College's preset coordinates, why don't we use this time to clear some obstacles? Either provoke the Flame and Metal Trading Company into fighting each other or devise a way to overpower the both of them. There's no third option."

 "Easier said than done. How do you propose we provoke them? And how do you suggest we overpower two organizations? Be specific!"

 "Gentlemen, I have a proposal to share."

 At this moment, Lanny Taylor used a sound wave witchcraft, and merely whispered, but the others heard it as if it smoothed over them from the inside out.

 The slightly noisy discussion quieted almost immediately.

 Seeing this, Lanny spoke up, "I was thinking, can we move the battleship a little further, then turn around and pretend to be the Shadow City Team to lure Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance? Actually, only the Tower Spirit controls the battleship and we hide somewhere else, waiting for both of them to start fighting, then we move in."
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 "There is some feasibility to it, but there are still some problems,"

 "Please, do tell."

 "Firstly, how do we disguise ourselves? Secondly, how can we be certain that the two parties will be unable to resist making a move?"

 Before Lanny could speak, some other wizards had already begun to answer the questions.

 "Disguising ourselves is simple. I have the blueprint for the design of the commonly used interstellar battleships of Shadow City. A slight modification to the appearance should be able to deceive them within a short period of time."

 "Even if those two parties endure and not make moves, it makes no difference. At the very least, they'll be moved to action. Once they start, the chances of them discovering each other increases. Maybe they'll think about getting rid of the competition first."

 "Wake up! Nobody is that foolish."

 "Hehehe..."

 "..."

 Link listened quietly to the discussion among the 11 members of the team, his mind calm.

 These discussions, though they seem reasonable on the surface, are actually... somewhat pointless. They do not reflect the level of elite abilities that the carefully selected candidates from the college should have.

 But the more he thought about it, the more he realised it was to be expected.

 To make suggestions is to carry responsibility! If the mission fails, Link, as the captain, will bear the primary responsibility. Those who propose strategies will bear secondary responsibilities, while ordinary members will bear collateral responsibilities.

 If you bear too many or too heavy responsibilities, it's not a good look on your record.

 Without a need, which wizard would willingly put themselves in an unfavorable position right from the start?

 That's just how it is with temporary teams.

 Not quite like "do whatever you want", nor like the Mini Legion that Sandra set up for the second time which could unite as one.

 This temporary team, in order to complete the mission, can advance and retreat together when fighting, but will certainly hold back when planning and making decisions.

 Unless the plan made by Captain Link Grande is utterly ridiculous, there is both no hope of completing the mission and the possibility of casualties.

 The sense of alienation, the contradictions, all stood out starkly.

 Link had expected this, knowing that the democratic discussion would be fruitless, but he had to go through this process anyway.

 In this way, the decision that Link will make can be said to be a collective decision, rather than a one-man show.

 When the discussion gradually quietened down, Lanny Taylor looked at him inquisitively. Link gave a small cough, attracting the attention of the members.

 "Everyone makes valid points."

 With those words, Link began, then turned the conversation, "My idea is, to split into two groups. One to act as bait, and one as the main attack force.

 The bait group will pilot the interstellar warships, ostentatiously heading in the direction of the Shadow City Team. Regardless if the Flame and Metal Trading Company or the White Tower Alliance attacks, we'll just ignore it and proceed."

 "The main attack team will follow behind. If the Flame and Metal Trading Company or the White Tower Alliance attacks, we will assess the situation and decide how to intervene; if the two organizations' teams continue to hide, then the main attack group rapidly catches up with the warship, converges, and blocks the unavoidable path of the Shadow City Team."

 "And then?"

 Lanny Taylor asked, frowning.

 She was having trouble understanding the purpose of Link's final arrangement.

 Link gave a small smile and countered, "Who said that we must attack Shadow City's Outlander Colonization Team?"

 "The college... "

 Lanny started to speak, then abruptly stopped.

 The mission details issued by the college indeed stipulated that the objective was to target Shadow City's Outlander Colonization Team but also emphasized two points: one, to seize resources, and two, to avoid injury.

 From another perspective, as long as the resources were obtained without causing harm, the mission could be considered complete.

 So, would peacefully negotiating and peacefully enforcing the transfer of resources count as fulfilling the mission?

 Certainly so.

 From this point of view, the only question was -

 How does one convince the Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City to hand over the hard-earned resources willingly?

 The 11 members remained silent, their minds turning, thinking over this question.

 Link then grinned and asked, "Who said that we must seize all of the Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City's resources?"

 This question immediately enlightened the team members.

 The details of the mission issued by the college did not mandate that the sniper team must seize all of the Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City's resources, just that they must seize resources.

 A difference of a single word leaves room for completely different operational abilities.

 Therefore, Link's idea has high feasibility.

 If the Flame and Metal Trading Company or the White Tower Alliance's warships are alarmed by the bait group and spring into action, it doesn't matter whether they attack the bait group or each other, as the main attack group can easily deal with it from the shadows.

 Under these circumstances, after dealing with the two warships of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, Ravensmouth College's sniper team can then decide based on circumstances how to seize resources from the Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City.

 If the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance's warships hold their breath and remain hidden -

 The main attack group will join the bait team, blocking the Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City, offering them an alliance against the two warships of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance in exchange for half of the resources, which shouldn't be too much to ask?

 Remember, the relationship between Ravensmouth College and Shadow City, though not allies, has never been contentious.

 It's just that there was a bit of unpleasantness recently due to the rise of the Great Sage Seuss.

 But such unpleasantness can certainly be put aside for the time being.

 "I agree."

 Once Lanny understood, she was the first to voice her support.

 "I agree."

 "I agree too."

 The remaining 10 members voiced their support for Link's idea one after the other.

 "Good."

 Link nodded and said solemnly, "As for who will join the bait group and who will join the main attack group, I won't force an assignment. You may all voluntarily sign up."
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 As he spoke, Link manipulated the computer at the captain's chair and sent a group link to the computers at the stations of the eleven team members.

 All eleven of them stared at the group link, deeply considering which group to join.

 Whether they joined the bait group or the main attack group, there were pros and cons to consider.

 "Master, master."

 At this moment, Franda, who had stayed for reconnaissance, suddenly called to Link in his mind.

 "What's the matter, Franda?"

 Link divided his attention, watching the choices of the team members on the computer while sending a mental query in response.

 "Master, another warship arrived, based on the insignia; it seems it belongs to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 As Franda spoke, she shared what she saw.

 Link focused his gaze and confirmed that the insignia on the warship Franda had found indeed belonged to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 "They decided to join the fun too?"

 This was the first time that Link had dealt with the wizards of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, the powerhouse in the Mitchell District.

 The situation had changed, and the original plan might need to be put on hold.

 However, Link chose not to inform the team members about the change immediately, deciding to observe it a bit longer.

 Amid the stars.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo, who hid in the shadows, felt he had been discovered.

 Following the direction of the locking sensation, Sage Fletcher Domingo quickly spotted his observer, a familiar face, a Level Five Sage from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo had actually fought alongside this individual, against a Demigod of the War God System from the World of God.

 "Ragnar Walters? Why are you here?"

 Maintaining his guard, Sage Fletcher Domingo used a witchcraft spell to transmit his voice and made an inquiry.

 Ragnar Walters, who was completely blended into nothingness, leaving only his human silhouette faintly visible, chuckled.

 "Ravensmouth College has been making waves recently, even deliberately leaking the coordinates of the special planet that possibly holds the legacy of the Nostrodam Holy Sect to Shadow City."

 "The news was then broadcasted after Shadow City dispatched an excavation team, setting up the current situation.

 You wanted to muddy the waters to cloud the view of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, didn't you?

 Since the water is muddy and unclear, we've decided to jump right into it. Isn't this what you wanted?"

 Sage Fletcher Domingo didn't understand what Ragnar Walters was insinuating.

 He was merely conducting an escort mission.

 As for the snatching of the Holy Sect's heritage, he was indeed aware of it.

 But wasn't that a matter between teams of first and second-level wizards organized by various factions?

 From Ragnar Walters' tone, it seemed as if the conflict between these teams could impact the situation of the entire Mitchell District and the position of the Great Sage Mitchell's Tower?

 "You don't know?"

 Ragnar Walters, who showed only a vague silhouette that made it impossible to see his expression, clearly saw the subtle changes on the face of Sage Fletcher Domingo, who had stopped concealing himself after locating Ragnar Walters.

 "What should I know?"

 Sage Fletcher Domingo asked straightforwardly.

 He never attempted to hide the fact that he was not a part of the decision-making circle of Ravensmouth College.

 Being marginalized was a fact that he didn't find shameful.

 "Hehehe..."

 Ragnar Walters let out a laugh, then said mockingly, "That's true. Frist Diomand, who prides himself on unmatched cunning, wouldn't let a Level Five Sage he doesn't even respect know about his plans, would he?"

 "What plan?"

 Sage Fletcher Domingo ignored the sarcasm and provocation, continuing to inquire.

 "Do you believe that the special planet Frist deliberately leaked to Shadow City is truly hiding the legacy of the Nostrodam Holy Sect?"

 This time, instead of answering Sage Fletcher Domingo's question, Ragnar Walters asked one of his own.

 "Of course it cannot..."

 Fletcher Domingo's words broke off suddenly.

 Why couldn't the legacy of the Nostrodam Holy Sect be hidden there?

 The Holy Sect founded by Nostrodamus was in the Mysterious System, focusing on prophecy and curse.

 In the eyes of the World of God, the established enemy of the Wizard World, Mysterious System wizards were scheming "thieves" who aimed to seize control of destiny.

 Exhuming this sect's heritage would surely not be an easy task, would it?

 Even if one secured it, would it be a good thing?

 Even after the Saint's annihilation, the fallback plan he left behind would not be so easily handled.

 Given the nature of Frist Diomand, it was highly likely he saw the heritage of the Mysterious System wizard as a chicken rib.

 Tasteless when eaten but too wasteful to discard.

 It would be best used as bait.
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 Here lies the question. 

 What was Frist Diomand aiming to catch with this bait?

 Was it really, as Ragnar Walters suggested, to draw the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell into play?

 Considering Frist Diomand's understanding of him, he might have had that intention, but it didn't seem like the main goal.

 As the saying goes, your enemies know you the best.

 Those who strive but cannot obtain, will rack their brains to investigate and understand everything about what they desire.

 Fletcher Domingo had tried to cozy up to Frist Diomand when he was young, but had been brutally rejected. Since then, he'd been diligently collecting information about Frist, analyzing his character and actions.

 Even though he was well aware that such mentality and methods were not commendable.

 It seemed somewhat twisted.

 But he couldn't help but always wanting to know the latest news about Frist!

 As time went on, it became a habit.

 However, there was also an accidental benefit to this. That is, Fletcher Domingo could claim that he was perhaps one of the few people who understood Frist Diomand best.

 Therefore, Fletcher could determine that Frist wouldn't have thrown out such a large bait just to lure the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell into the game, it wasn't that simple!

 (The Tower of Great Sage Mitchell: I appreciate your high regard!)

 That being said, as the top power in the Mitchell district, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was supposed to play the role of a mediator.

 Getting personally involved in the fight with several top wizard organizations in the district, or other large, medium, and small wizard organizations for interests, it would not only appear unsightly but would also lose the superior status.

 As soon as that cover was ripped off, and a strong impact follows, the status of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell might indeed be shaken or even overthrown.

 Fletcher Domingo did not believe such a huge entity as the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell would overlook this point.

 Therefore, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell should remain calm and ignore this bait.

 "If there indeed is a saint's inheritance, then Frist must use it as bait," Fletcher said. "Some of you must be able to see this. Why are you still biting?"

 Ragnar Walters was silent for a moment and sighed: "It's the inheritance of a saint, the saint!"

 This sigh carried many emotions, too many to be spoken of.

 Upon hearing this, Fletcher suddenly thought of something.

 The Great Sage Mitchell had indeed ascended to a Level Nine Great Sage two hundred years after the establishment of the Mitchell District.

 But before that enormous battle against the World of God, he was already a Level Eight Great Sage and had participated in that epic battle.

 In other words, at this moment, the Level Nine Great Sage Mitchell had to face a problem that all high-level wizards of the Wizard World must face—the limit of natural lifespan!

 Humans, as non-native extraordinary species, have a natural lifespan.

 If you never step into the extraordinary in your life, not even successfully master the early experimental failure of the Body-refining wizard sect—the Knight System, living more than a hundred years would be considered a long life.

 The upper limit of an official wizard's natural lifespan is around 500 years;

 The upper limit of a sage-level wizard's natural lifespan is between 1,500 and 2,000 years;

 For Great Sage Level wizards, it's between 3,000 and 5,000 years.

 Those with short lives yearn for longevity, and after achieving longevity, they aspire to eternal life. This is a common human sentiment.

 In the Wizard World, unless an unexpected accident or total obliteration happens, only saints truly achieve immortality!

 Level Nine Great Sages, of course, can try to extend their lifespan.

 But every time they do, they are assimilated by the Wizard World Will once.

 The humanity that was barely preserved lost a part.

 If it happens too frequently, one would completely lose their humanity, how different would they be from the gods of the World of God?

 Both are agents of Rule Power, or to be more blunt, puppets of the rules!

 Word of mouth had it that the Level Nine Great Sage Mitchell had already extended his life once.

 So when facing the problem of the upper limit of natural lifespan for the second time, there were only two paths before the Level Nine Great Sage Mitchell:

 The first was to continue to extend his lifespan at the cost of some of his humanity, and the second was to find a way to break through, ascend to Saint level, and achieve immortality.

 Given the option of a smooth road, who would go off onto the bumpy path?

 The inheritance of the Nostrodam Holy Sect appeared at this time, and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had no choice but to enter the game, even though it knew it was reckless to do so.

 Because the Level Nine Great Sage Mitchell, as an Elemental Wizard, shouldn't advance to be a Saint.

 Otherwise, was he planning to kill the existing Elemental Saint and replace him?

 If the Great Sage Mitchell wanted to ascend, he was going to have to either establish a new sect and reach the top by himself, or inherit the position of one of the four fallen Saints!

 The inheritance of the late mysterious system Saint of Nostrodamus appearing was just in time.

 Frist was fishing with a baited hook, using an aboveboard scheme.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had to bite.

 After understanding these points, Fletcher Domingo looked back at his straightforward manner and couldn't help but marvel for the umpteenth time. No wonder Frist always looked down on him.

 He wasn't cunning enough!

 Fletcher squinted his eyes, changed his tone and asked, "Spare me the small talk. Why did you come to find me?"

 It was after he completely understood the situation that Fletcher didn't want to get involved in these dirty affairs and sought to get rid of Ragnar Walters as soon as possible.
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 As for which organization would ultimately seize the saint's heritage, Fletcher didn't care.

 After all, he was a body-refining wizard, and in no way could he change to the Mysterious Wizard System.

 He didn't give a damn about saints, let alone their heritage.

 Ragnar Walters laughed, "I want to make a deal with you."

 "What deal?"

 "I won't attack you, and you won't attack me."

 "Okay."

 Fletcher agreed immediately.

 As previously mentioned, Fletcher had fought side by side with Ragnar and realized the strength of Ragnar.

 If the two of them fought, the battle could go on for several years if it was not about life or death.

 And, if it was about life or death, the battle would last for at least ten days or half a month.

 By the time they determined the winner or settled the matter of life and death, it would be too late for anything.

 The level five sages sent by Flame and Metal Trading Company, and White Tower Alliance, however, didn't matter to Fletcher.

 There were differences among sages.

 Some sages always remained in a state of warfare. Some sages, however, pursued a comfortable life or cared about the development of their clans and stayed in the rear.

 Even with the same ranking, there would naturally be a difference in combat power.

 Unfortunately, or fortunately, the level-five sages dispatched by Flame and Metal Trading Company and White Tower Alliance belonged to the latter category.

 From the eyes of Fletcher and Ragnar, who just returned from the front-line battlefield, they were nothing more than chickens and dogs, not enemies worthy of a battle to death.

 "Deal?"

 This was a very serious matter, so Ragnar Walters needed a firm commitment.

 "Deal."

 Fletcher gave a serious and firm promise.

 No matter how Ravensmouth College and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell played against each other, these sages who were active on the battlefields against the World of God had an understanding with each other.

 The battlefield situation was changing rapidly, and nobody knew when they might need support from the others.

 Therefore, these sages took promises very seriously.

 If a promise was made, there would be absolutely no regrets.

 "Thank you."

 Ragnar Walters stepped back and completely melted into the void, disappearing from sight.

 Just like him, Fletcher Domingo concealed his presence but kept a close watch on the two level-five sages sent by Flame and Metal Trading Company and White Tower Alliance.

 He wanted to see how Ragnar, who had once killed several semi-divine creatures, would deal with them.

 The Lark-grade interstellar warship, in the cockpit.

 Link looked through Franda's vision and observed the warship dispatched by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell. He couldn't help but frown.

 The warship brazenly entered the "pocket".

 At the same time, it kept broadcasting to the surrounding starfields.

 Through Franda's transmission, Link heard the contents of the broadcast clearly.

 "The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell is on the move. Bystanders, keep your distance!"

 "Repeat."

 "The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell is on the move. Bystanders, keep your distance!"

 "..."

 This broadcast, with the warship's arrogant intrusion into the pocket, matched perfectly.

 It openly revealed a style of using power to suppress others, and immediately cleared the field.

 "Franda, check out what's going on with those two warships."

 "Yes, sir."

 A moment later, the main ship of Flame and Metal Trading Company, which Link had once pricked in the butt, appeared in the vision shared by Franda.

 This main ship immediately turned around and retreated without any hesitation, and it retreated at a very fast speed.

 It seemed to be really frightened by the name of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 It even gave up on the ambush mission and fled in panic.

 "Sir, do you want to follow them and keep an eye on it?"

 Franda asked.

 "Yes, follow."

 After thinking for a while, Link replied.

 He did not believe that the warship of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell could make the Flame and Metal Trading Company give up their plan with just a verbal threat.

 There must be some trick in it.

 As for the Warship of the White Tower Alliance, since Franda couldn't handle it, and Conelia couldn't be of any help, let's ignore it for now.

 Working on three things at the same time, Link remained in contact with Franda, checked the grouping situation, and thought about how to deal with the sudden intrusion of the team from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Just as he was pondering, the results of the group selection came out.

 Link looked at the results and found that all the first-level wizards had chosen the bait group, and all the second-level wizards had chosen the main attack group.

 It seemed that all 11 team members were self-aware, clearly knowing their own abilities and their most suitable positions.

 This was what made them the elites selected by the college to execute this mission.

 "There is a new situation that needs to be communicated with everyone."

 Without affirming or negating the results of the group selection, Link said solemnly, "The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell has also dispatched a team to participate in the seizing of the Saint's Heritage. Their warship is very arrogant, broadcasting threats and trying to clear the field."

 "The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell?"

 "Why are they meddling too?"

 "Yeah, according to the rules of the Supreme Council, we, the College, and other organizations should pay tribute to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell every year, how could they come in person?"

 "Do these words serve any purpose? They have chosen to step in, what can you do? We'd better discuss how to deal with it."

 "Shall we abandon the plan just made?"

 "On the contrary, I think we should stick to the original plan. However, we don't bother with the bait group or the main attack group anymore. We all belong to one group."

 "..."

 Link sparked a discussion among the team members, yet he didn't listen carefully. He dedicated himself to studying the star map he pulled out.
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 Lanny Taylor noticed this and after a moment of contemplation, approached the captain's chair and asked in a low voice, "Captain, you have already formulated a response strategy, haven't you?"

 The voice was very low, but the remaining 10 members who were engaged in a heated discussion heard it loud and clear.

 They didn't stop their discussion, though.

 Instead, they kept on talking, saying things that didn't carry much value, allowing the camera, which had never stopped operating in the cockpit, to record the chatter. Meanwhile, they pricked their ears, keen to hear how Link would answer Lanny Taylor's question.

 Link was well aware of this and answered softly:

 "Similar to our previous plan, we need to divide into two groups.

 However, this time, we need to divide evenly, not into a bait and main attack groups.

 One group will stay in the meteoroid belt, ready to strike when the opportunity arises; the other will pilot the warship, follow this route, intercept the Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City, explain the situation, and form an alliance with them."

 As he spoke, Link drew a winding route on the star chart, perfectly avoiding the maximum surveillance range of the armies of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, the White Tower Alliance, and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, without having to detour too much.

 Maximizing the performance of the "Lark" interstellar battleship, they could completely pass unnoticed along this route right under the noses of the three warships.

 The 11 team members looked at the route Link had projected onto the main screen, reflecting on his meticulous planning and superior computational abilities.

 Link said that the state of "Multi-Threading Thinking" was quite useful.

 "Why are we dividing into groups again?"

 Lanny suppressed her astonishment and asked doubtfully, "Shouldn't we concentrate our forces at this time?"

 Link explained: "They have their hand to play, and we have ours. Even though the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell has caused some chaos, we can't allow ourselves to be unraveled."

 "I understand."

 Lanny seemed thoughtful.

 The other 10 team members thought differently.

 Since from the beginning the mission hadn't gone according to the academy's task details, they had decided not to "ambush" the Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City.

 Rather, through negotiation and cooperation, they hoped to profit from them.

 There was a certain feasibility to this plan.

 So they decided to follow Captain Link Grande's "mischief".

 The worst-case scenario would be mission failure.

 After all, the main responsibility fell on Link Grande, who had formulated this plan.

 By then, Link had according to self-selection, made a new division.

 He evenly divided the first and second-level wizards into two groups. Leaving aside the extraordinary existence of Link, the two groups were roughly equal in strength.

 "With your permission, Lanny Taylor will be the leader of one group, leading five team members in piloting the interstellar battleship according to plan. I will personally serve as the leader of the second group, leading five members to lie in wait in the meteoroid belt, ready to strike when the moment comes."

 After displaying the results of the new groupings on the massive main screen, Link announced his decision.

 All 11 team members, including Lanny Taylor, weren't surprised by this grouping,

 especially with Lanny Taylor as the leader of one group.

 They were all discerning people; how could they not see that Lanny had been cooperating with Link all along?

 "Time waits for no one, let's get moving."

 After leaving these words behind, Link transferred his command authority to Lanny Taylor. He stood up from the captain's seat and was the first to leave the cockpit.

 The five team members chosen by Link immediately followed suit.

 Six shuttles detached from the interstellar battleship and spread out to hide in the ambush spots that Link had arranged in the meteoroid belt.

 In order to prevent detection, the second group maintained total silence through the entire operation.

 Not to mention sending out reconnaissance magic tools, they couldn't even communicate with each other.

 It wasn't until Link issued an order based on the latest situation that the members of the second group resumed their activities, carrying out actions according to his instructions.

 The "Lark" Class interstellar battleship, under the control of Lanny Taylor's team, followed the route set by Link and slowly advanced towards the Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City.

 Despite the excellence of the route—which theoretically could avoid the surveillance of the three warships—Lanny took no chances.

 It was not until they had passed through the area where they were most likely to be detected that she breathed a sigh of relief.

 On the other hand, after arranging the hiding locations for his five team members, Link chose to not stay in the meteoroid belt any longer.

 He once again left his group and moved alone, getting closer for reconnaissance.

 "Sir, Sir."

 The voice of Franda sounded in a timely manner, "They're making a big detour and planning to get to the back of the team of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 "Hmm."

 At this time, Link was stealthily moving towards the location where the warship of the White Tower Alliance had previously hidden, instructing Franda, "Franda, you come back and keep an eye on the team of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 "Sure, Sir."

 Franda sweetly agreed, immediately entered the real "Small World", and appeared next to Link after a while, disappearing again in the blink of an eye.

 The Spirit of the Wind, free to come and go in outer space.

 After all, "Solar" wind is still wind.

 When Link finally found the warship of the White Tower Alliance team (which had also moved its position), Franda had already set up surveillance on the team of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Perhaps realizing that their broadcast threat could only keep the others away, but not drive them off completely from the Saint's inheritance, the warship of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had stopped this act of swagger.

 Instead, they became even more ostentatious, making no attempt to conceal their actions, as they remained in their current position, directly in the path of the returning Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City.
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 Unlike the teams from Ravensmouth College, the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and the White Tower Alliance, they weren't into setting up ambushes or launching surprise attacks.

 They preferred a direct approach, head-on collision, a frontal assault.

 Watching this, Link felt he could use it to his advantage, but ultimately suppressed the temptation to unite the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance to gang up on them.

 There wasn't a need to forcibly take the lead.

 If the teams of the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance intended to deal with the team from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, they didn't need Link to stir them up, they'd act on their own.

 If not, Link leading the charge would merely expose himself and serve no other purpose.

 Inside the warship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's team.

 Wizard Verna watched the display on the main screen with annoyance, wishing she could immediately launch an attack on the warship from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The experience of the warship being remotely controlled by the company's headquarters without firing a single shot, resulting in a cowardly retreat, was infuriating and humiliating!

 When in Verna's life had she ever suffered such indignity?

 In the warship of the White Tower Alliance's team.

 "Scholar" Silvano, having switched to another warship, watched the main screen display. Seeing the warship from the Flame and Metal Trading Company showing signs of initiating an attack, he couldn't help shaking his head and murmuring, "Verna, Verna, you never do think things through, do you?"

 The alliance between the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, although stirred by Frist, was not so easily broken.

 This time, both were operating in lockstep, executing a coordinated operation.

 Therefore, when Link first spotted the two teams, their warships were positioned at twelve o'clock and six o'clock respectively, ready to launch a pincer attack from two directions.

 When the team from the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell joined the fray, brazenly broadcasting threats and clearing the field.

 "Scholar" Silvano chose to retreat voluntarily and informed Verna to do the same.

 But Verna, in her fury, refused to back down and even thought about going head-to-head with the team from the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell.

 This provoked the Flame and Metal Trading Company headquarters to intervene, remotely controlling the warship to evade.

 "Hmph!"

 Hearing "Scholar" Silvano's mockery, Verna retorted coldly, "All I know is, according to the rules of the Supreme Council, their team size isn't that different from ours. With two against one, victory is assured!"

 "Then what?"

 Silvano calmly countered.

 "What then?"

 Verna asked, slightly puzzled, "Then we win. What else?"

 "Tsk, tsk…"

 Silvano sighed. "Are you really naive or just pretending to be?"

 Verna did not respond and remained silent.

 Silvano continued monologuing,

 "We unleashed a slew of Reconnaissance Magic Tools and even cranked up our individual warships' surveillance systems to the max, yet we never saw either Mesopotamia University or Ravensmouth College's teams. Isn't that strange?

 Mesopotamia University putting themselves on lockdown, not sending a team, I understand.

 But, not sending a team from Ravensmouth College?

 It's practically impossible.

 Like you said, according to the Supreme Council's rules, all organizations competing for the inheritance should send proportionally sized teams.

 So, under what circumstances would we not be able to locate Ravensmouth College's team?"

 As he spoke, Silvano pulled up the star chart of the sector, highlighting several positions, including the meteoroid belt.

 "Only if they're hiding out in these remote areas that are hard to survey and easy to conceal, would we not be able to find them."

 Verna looked at the points Silvano had marked and asked doubtfully, "Since you guessed they may be hiding there, why didn't you send more Reconnaissance Magic Tools to these places?"

 Silvano smirked and fired back, "What good will finding them do? What's the point?"

 This question left Verna completely stumped.

 She took a deep breath but was unable to suppress her anger and snapped, "Quit playing coy and explain clearly."

 Silvano suppressed his laughter and seriously replied, "Because from the very start, I never planned on joining the fray for the Saint's inheritance."

 "Why? What about the mission?"

 Verna asked confusedly.

 Silvano shook his head, a smirk creeping on his lips,

 "Because the situation here is too complex, stepping in could easily drown us.

 The inheritance of the Mysterious Saint, who says it's up for grabs?

 Even if we did grab it, what benefits would we gain?

 Are you willing to take that risk?

 I'm not!"
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 Those who understand the way of the world are outstanding talents.

 Scholar Silvano Latorey was among such talents.

 There was no doubt that he was an outstanding talent.

 What many sought, the heritage of a saint, was not an appealing prospect to him, it was major trouble.

 Hence, he planned to use his trump card once again to avoid any complication, and to quietly sneak away.

 "You..."

 Wizard Verna looked at Silvano's calm face and said in a complex tone, "You're not planning to run away again, are you?"

 "Indeed."

 Without dodging Verna's interrogation, Silvano nodded in acknowledgement, and extended an invitation, "Would you like to join me? I suggest you should."

 "What about...our mission?"

 Wizard Verna asked this question again.

 Due to their previous two failures, Verna and Silvano had hit an all-time low within their respective organizations.

 Not only were their benefits significantly reduced, but they were also assigned to undertake the arduous task of seizing the saint's heritage.

 Although they expected this mission to be very difficult, but...

 Wizard Verna was really not willing to fail again, thus continuing to lose standing in their organization, and further reduction in benefits.

 Therefore, she felt very unwilling, and did not intend to retreat without even seeing a glimpse of the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team.

 They should at least try.

 Silvano chuckled and counter-queried, "What's more important, the mission or your life?"

 In Silvano's intuition and analysis, intervening in the scramble for the saint's heritage could potentially lead to accidents beyond his capabilities.

 Regardless of whether he managed to seize the heritage or not.

 Silvano, who was very attentive to his own life and wanted to keep collecting perfect wizard specimens that matched his ideology in his own collection room, made up his mind to stand by and watch.

 Out of a tiny bit of team camaraderie and the remaining research value in Verna, Silvano patiently waited for a while.

 To give her some time to think about whether she wanted to retreat with him.

 Verna did not speak for a long time, she was hesitating and indecisive.

 Seeing this, Silvano did not continue to persuade her, nor did he wait any longer.

 It's hard to persuade someone who is bent on self-destruction.

 Put away the intention of helping, respect the fate of others.

 In that case, they should each mind their own business.

 "I hope we can meet again."

 After bidding farewell seriously, Silvano immediately cut off the communication with the main ship where Wizard Verna was located.

 Time waits for no one, the more he delayed, the more likely the situation would change. Silvano decisively ordered, "Retreat a safe distance, making sure that even if there's a high-intensity battle, we won't be affected."

 "Understood."

 The Warship Tower Spirit took the order and started executing it immediately.

 The wizards who accompanied Silvano on this mission were used to this.

 Among them, some had previous interactions with Silvano, others didn't know him at all.

 However, when they learned that Silvano was the captain of this mission, they all prepared themselves mentally for the possibility of abandoning the mission halfway.

 In terms of quitting halfway, Silvano had been labeled as a repeat offender who was beyond correction.

 The scene before Link's eyes was that the White Tower Alliance warship, which had already anchored, started up again and retreated furth.

 "Was I discovered?"

 Shock, doubt, confusion, suspicion, various emotions surged in his heart. Link, hidden behind his helmet, looked grave.

 Link's Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" had been continuously integrating, expanding, and optimizing, never stopping.

 Especially after coming to the headquarters of Ravensmouth College for further study.

 There were a copious amount of materials and literature, and as long as he had enough Magic Stones and "Academic Points", all kinds of Magic Blueprints were at his fingertips.

 The integration, expansion, and optimization of the Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor" went very smoothly.

 It was no longer limited to battle armor witchcraft or even elemental wizard witchcraft.

 Attack, Defense, Exploration, Stealth, Assault, Evasion; True Spirit Wizard's witchcraft, Intelligence Mechanism Wizard's witchcraft, and even Body-refining Wizard's witchcraft.

 As long as it's suitable, as long as it meets Link's needs, regardless of compatibility, he would incorporate it first and discuss it later.

 After integrating them, he would continue to fine-tune them.

 If it didn't work out in the end, he would just cast it aside.

 After all, it didn't require much resources.

 As a result, he developed multiple battle armor modes applicable in different scenarios.

 The armor mode that Link was currently wearing was a new version that absorbed the lessons from the previous raid on the Flame and Metal Trading Company's fleet main ship. As soon as he was reverse summoned by Franda, he was discovered by the ship's surveillance system, which significantly enhanced his stealth and raid abilities.

 As he tested the upper limit of Franda's stealth and lurk abilities, Link also tested the stealth and raid abilities of the new version of the battle armor he named "Lonely Light".

 In terms of raid abilities, "Lonely Light" battle armor was better than Franda.

 In terms of stealth abilities, "Lonely Light" battle armor was on par with Franda.

 As Franda's master, Link barely managed to save his face, not disgracing himself.

 Now, the White Tower Alliance Team's warship inexplicably retreated again, hence Link's immediate instinct was to question whether he had been discovered or not.

 The next second, Link dismissed the suspicion.

 It was impossible that a warship produced by Ravensmouth College would lose to a White Tower Alliance's warship of the same level in surveillance capabilities.

 Otherwise, how could Ravensmouth College dare to claim it was the top organization ranked first in Mitchell District?

 This was a reputation and position built from numerous battles across the Heavens over and over again.
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 The importance of interstellar battleships in the Heavens war was self-evident.

 "Silvano Latorey?"

 Coincidentally, Link had a name emerge in his mind.

 He was somewhat suspicious that the commander of this warship of the White Tower Alliance was that "Scholar" who once made him shiver.

 After all, the immediate and consecutive retreats at the first sign of danger was just his style.

 "Them again? Are there no people left in the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance?"

 After some pondering and almost confirming his guess, another doubt sprang up in Link's mind, baffling him.

 From the last competition, the positions of Wizard Verna and "Scholar" Silvano in their respective organizations, could not quite match Sandra's, but they should not be too far off either.

 This time, on the mission to seize the Saint's legacy, Ravensmouth College didn't even consider sending Sandra.

 Why would the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance send Wizard Verna and Silvano Latorey?

 Was there a special arrangement, or some deeper intention?

 Link pondered for a while but, because of lack of information, he couldn't fathom anything.

 Setting aside his somewhat chaotic thoughts, links decided to take a risk and scout closer.

 With his plan in place, Link pursued the warship of the White Tower Alliance, suspecting its commander to be "Scholar" Silvano Latorey.

 The cockpit of the Flame and Metal Trading Company team's warship.

 Wizard Verna, watching the large main screen where the White Tower Alliance warship decisively withdrew shortly after disconnecting communication, had a complex mood and expression.

 The team members under her command were all glancing at Verna, waiting for her decision.

 Feeling the gazes of 11 team members brimming with different emotions, Wizard Verna found it hard to make a decision.

 She and Silvano had partnered and worked together on several occasions.

 Based on their previous cooperation experiences, Wizard Verna did trust Silvano's ability to analyze and judge situations, and his exceptional intelligence.

 Working with Silvano sometimes promised great gains and sometimes not, but the losses would always be minimized.

 Among the witches of her generation whom Verna had known, not even Link Grande surpassed Silvano in terms of crisis perception.

 This time, though reluctant, Wizard Verna was inclined to follow Silvano's lead and retreat first.

 However, it didn't matter much to her being alone, but it was different for other team members.

 This team was not meticulously assembled by her, but temporarily mobilized.

 If she didn't provide a strong reason for her request to abandon the mission and waste the steps taken, it was complete nonsense.

 The lone reason of Silvano Latorey's intuition, analysis, and judgement wouldn't hold up either.

 The other team members aren't like Wizard Verna; they also didn't know about Silvano's abilities and competence.

 They had no basis to trust Silvano unconditionally.

 Wizard Verna was hesitant, her mind in a frenzy, and she stayed silent.

 Therefore, the Flame and Metal Trading Company team's battleship remained idle without any movement.

 Time slowly passed by.

 Link circled around the White Tower Alliance warship, which had stopped again, from a distance and didn't find anything special in the nearby star region.

 Except that it was a perfect spot for a battleship to shift into warp or curvature modes.

 To put it another way, it was a suitable location to make a strategic retreat.

 "It must be Silvano."

 Upon confirming his suspicion, Link didn't continue to observe but instead turned around and came back.

 As long as Silvano was in command of the warship of the White Tower Alliance, there wouldn't be any threat.

 From the data and analysis gathered from various sources after the last competition, Link inferred that Silvano was very cautious and cherished his life.

 If circumstances allowed, Silvano wouldn't risk, and he would retreat at the first chance he gets.

 This time, whether Silvano was wary of the Great Sage Tower's team or didn't want to brush against the trouble of the Saint's heritage, it wasn't surprising.

 As such, the only obstacles left for Link to complete his college mission were three.

 Firstly, the warship of Great Sage Mitchell's Tower, secondly the warship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and lastly, whether the Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City was willing to cooperate.

 "I'll take it slow and solve one problem at a time."

 After nearly half an hour, Link returned to the meteor belt.

 He didn't instantly summon the five team members from the second group, but instead asked in his heart, "Franda, how is the situation? Did you find anything unusual?"

 Franda's sweet voice quickly rang out, "Master, they are setting a trap."

 "What kind of trap?"

 "They've spread many of those 'invisible interstellar landmines' that you were trying to create some time ago."

 "Hmm... anything else?"

 "Yes, there is. I counted a total of 10 witches who came out from the warship and disappeared somewhere."

 "What's going on? You were able to detect them coming out of the warship but couldn't find their trail?"

 "I don't know either, Master. Do you?"

 As her words finished, Franda shared the memory with Link.

 After watching the footage from Franda's memory, of the 10 witches from the Great Sage Mitchell's Tower leaving their warship and then disappearing, Link decided that he couldn't find the answer right away.

 As a force that has been standing in the Mitchell District for thousands of years without faltering, the Tower of Sage Mitchell wasn't wretched at all; it was at its peak.
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 It was only logical for wizards from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to have some tricks up their sleeves.

 It wasn't Franda's fault that she couldn't track down these ten wizards.

 However, judging from the two measures taken by the team from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell — their blatant stoppage of the warship on the way back of the Shadow City's Outlander Colonization Team — was it perhaps a bluff?

 The team from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell didn't seem to have true intentions of confronting the Outlander Colonization Team of the Shadow City head-on.

 Instead, they used their warship to forcibly halt the Outlander Colonization Team of the Shadow City, preventing them from recklessly escaping.

 Then proceeded with small-scale skirmishes?

 Several guesses emerged one after another, and each was pushed down by Link.

 As always, he stuck to his strategy, and I stuck to mine.

 Link wouldn't easily alter his plans due to some changes.

 He didn't allow himself to get flustered and chose to continue observing.

 There was still over a day until the estimated arrival time of the Shadow City's Outlander Colonization Team to this star region.

 There was plenty of time.

 Perhaps something unexpected might happen in the meantime.

 After some thought, Link asked, "Franda, do you see any opportunities to instigate a conflict between the team from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and the Flame and Metal Trading Company?"

 "Who should I ask? Conelia?" Franda complained, which made Link imagine her pouting and rolling her eyes.

 Alright, Link realized he was asking the wrong person.

 Therefore, he gave up on causing trouble and calmly awaited the arrival of the Shadow City's Outlander Colonization Team.

 So far, all of Link's actions seemed to be focused on completing the mission.

 In the void.

 Fletcher Domingo felt that he had been played by Ragnar Walters.

 The two Level Five Sages deployed by the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, jointly facing the enemy, couldn't withstand less than half an hour of intense attacks from Ragnar.

 Now, in the Void Region, the two Level Five Sages were being chased around by Ragnar.

 They weren't even able to fulfill their duty, and secretly protect their respective organizations' teams that were after the Saint's legacy.

 They were barely able to protect themselves.

 Fletcher Domingo could see that Ragnar was really going for the kill from the start!

 Every spell cast was extremely powerful.

 Furthermore, each spell targeted the vital points of the two Level Five Sages.

 It exhibited the determination to kill them.

 The determination of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to obtain the Saint's legacy was apparent.

 "Such a miscalculation!"

 A sigh of lament, Fletcher Domingo, however, had no intention of breaking his promise and intervening in the battle.

 Even though he was clearly aware, from the academy's perspective, he should decisively join forces with the two Level Five Sages to resist Ragnar.

 But a promise was a promise and could not be broken.

 After half an hour, the two Level Five Sages had no choice but to confront Ragnar's attack face on, as they could no longer evade him.

 At this critical moment, the two sages, who had years of experience fighting bloody battles on the frontlines against the World of God, finally exhibited the valor and power that matched their ranks.

 The two of them, jointly, were able to withstand Ragnar Walters's attack.

 It seemed the turning point of this battle had arrived and was about to enter a phase of strategic stalemate.

 "They've lost."

 Having observed the entire process, Fletcher Domingo made such a judgment against the two sages who had joined forces.

 Ordinary humans or extraordinary wizards, many times, behaved like springs.

 When suppressed to the extreme, they would rebound at the bottom and burst out with astonishing power.

 But this kind of explosion was a form of overdraft and was not sustainable.

 Just like now, as long as Ragnar Walters resisted the joint outbreak of the two sages, after this short-lived phase of the explosion, he could easily defeat the two exhausted sages.

 Midway through the fight, the two Level Five Sages, who weren't fools, reacted in time.

 The two, with great harmony, covered for each other, mutually reducing their power, trying to hold on a little longer.

 By the time Ragnar Walters figured out how to approach their hiding place and launched a sudden attack, the two Level Five Sages had already sent out a distress signal to their respective organizations.

 As long as they held on until the reinforcements arrived, everything would be fine.

 Fletcher Domingo saw the intention of the two Level Five Sages and wondered why Ragnar didn't seize the opportunity to increase his offensive and quickly take down the two, but instead chose to continue to wear them down.

 A moment later, a lightbulb turned on, and Fletcher Domingo realized that his train of thought had been led astray by Ragnar.

 Who dictated that the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell came into the field this time only for the Saint's legacy?

 Everything was just Ragnar's insinuation as well as Fletcher's own speculations.

 At this point, Fletcher remembered Lisandra's reminder.

 Only then did Fletcher understand.

 Lisandra was reminding him to control his emotions and not to fight to the death.

 She was not asking Fletcher to ensure that the intensity of the attack on the team going after the Saint's legacy didn't exceed the limit and cause casualties.

 So, why should Fletcher control his emotions?

 Clearly, in Lisandra's, or Frist's judgment, a Sage-level melee might break out, drawing Fletcher into it.

 If it was just the normal battle involving Level Five Sages from each organization, it certainly couldn't be called a melee.
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 Unless, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell decided to bare its teeth this time and give a good beat to the increasingly disobedient top wizard organizations, deliberately escalating the scale of the battle.

 Then by some means, make it look as if Fletcher Domingo had blood on his hands from the other top-notch wizard organizations.

 Or that the other top wizard organizations had Fletcher Domingo's blood on their hands.

 All to avoid the scenario where all the top wizard organizations would cast aside their differences and join forces to fight the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 "A relief force?"

 Fletcher mumbled to himself, "Are they planning to beat me up too?"

 Even before his words had fallen, Fletcher directly entered the battle mode.

 He continued to watch the battle while on guard for a possible chaotic fight that might involve him.

 As for asking for reinforcements from the academy, Fletcher stated that it hadn't come to that yet.

 He'd wait and see, wait and see.

 If it really got to that point, he'd beat a hasty retreat.

 Why bother with infighting when they could be fighting in the World of God?

 "Catching up? Too late now!"

 Ragnar Walters, who was holding back the combined resistance of two Level Five Sages, still had the leisure to observe Fletcher Domingo's movements.

 Seeing Fletcher finally shift from spectator mode to battle mode, Ragnar felt a twinge of guilt.

 Granted, when previously agreeing with Fletcher, Ragnar hadn't promised not to drag him into the fight.

 But, Ragnar had taken advantage of their former camaraderie, the chance they might fight side by side again in the future.

 For Ragnar Walters, accustomed to cutthroat battles on the front line instead of infighting, it didn't sit well with him.

 "Damn it, don't get me involved next time."

 Ragnar gritted his teeth, unconsciously increasing the intensity of his attack.

 The two Level Five Sages, who believed they could hold on, suddenly felt heightened pressure.

 One of them even made a rookie mistake, causing a small gap in their joint defense line.

 Strike while the iron is hot.

 Ragnar Walters could not possibly miss this fleeting opportunity, and his fifth spell, infused with some Rule Power, hammered down one after another onto the two Level Five Sages.

 Not even giving them a breathing room and gradually widening the gap in the defense line.

 Judging from the increased intensity of Ragnar's attacks, it wouldn't be long before this gap was broken through.

 Then the entire defense line would collapse.

 By that time, Ragnar could penetrate through, divide and conquer and easily take down the two Level Five Sages.

 Aware of their precarious situation.

 The two Level Five Sages were gritting their teeth in resistance, while desperately asking for reinforcements from their respective organizations.

 Bloody hell!

 They genuinely couldn't understand, no idea what got into the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Fighting over interests was one thing.

 But their methods were so ruthless.

 They didn't hesitate to completely turn against the normally docile Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, just to flex their muscles!

 Damn it.

 Why were they the ones chosen as the sacrificial lambs?

 Somewhere unknown in the starry sky.

 Dean Frist and Principal Leopold hid their bodies, watching the battle in the Void Region.

 As well as the movements of the teams sent by various organizations to snatch the Saint's heritage.

 "Getting impatient."

 Dean Frist suddenly broke the silence.

 "Who's getting impatient?"

 Principal Leopold asked with confusion, "The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell is indeed being pushed to the brink by you guys!"

 "No, I'm not talking about the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 Dean Frist shook his head.

 "Then who are you talking about?"

 Principal Leopold was even more confused.

 Dean Frist's gaze fell on Link, who was lurking in the Meteoroid Belt.

 Then he moved his gaze to the "Lark" class interstellar battleship, which had gone to intercept Shadow City's Outlander Colonization Team and was attempting to negotiate a cooperation.

 Just on time to see the unfortunate moment when the "Lark" class interstellar warship and the Outlander Colonization Team's battleship narrowly missed each other.

 "Link Grande is getting impatient."

 Dean Frist sighed softly, "He didn't need to back down so early. It's just a Saint lineage inheritance, what's there to fear? If it's snatched away, it's snatched away, no need for such manipulation."

 "Ha!"

 Principal Leopold gave a frustrated glance at Dean Frist, "So, you're now ignoring the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and focusing solely on the prodigy of your own organization."

 Dean Frist nodded and said matter-of-factly:

 "Link Grande has the stature of a Saint, he's even more important than the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 At these words, Principal Leopold was stunned.

 You must be kidding, right?
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 "Is that really true?" 

 Principal Leopold was taken aback, unable to believe it.

 "No."

 Dean Frist smiled, "I was just messing with you."

 "I figured it was a joke. If it were true, would you tell me? You'd need all the time you can get to keep it under wraps."

 Principal Leopold sighed, but secretly kept this information in his heart, deciding to keep a close eye on this Link Grande.

 Even without such an exaggerated claim as being a Saint, anyone who could catch Frist Diomand's attention at this critical juncture would be extraordinary.

 Besides, Principal Leopold was no stranger to this name.

 After all, having drunk Dean Frist's elite-grade tea so many times, he knew quite a bit about the exploits of the man who had created those teas.

 Calm himself down, Principal Leopold asked, "Sigh, what are you really thinking?"

 "What do you mean, what am I thinking?"

 Dean Frist countered.

 "Why did you leak the location of The Saint of Nostrodam's inheritance to Shadow City, setting this trap? What's your game?"

 Principal Leopold spelled out his doubts in detail.

 "Didn't I tell you last time? I don't even know what I was thinking."

 "I thought you were joking last time."

 "There you go again with your faux naiveté, trying to fish something out of me. Can't you come up with a different tactic?"

 "Ha, do I need to pretend around you? Stop the chitchat, let's talk business. Was it your intention to use this opportunity to deliver The Saint of Nostrodam's inheritance to the Great Sage Mitchell?"

 "I told you, I don't know."

 "Still pretending! I've guessed it. There's no point in denying it now."

 "That's up to you. As long as you're happy."

 "Aren't you afraid that if the Great Sage Mitchell did get the inheritance, he might successfully inherit the title of Mysterious Saint?"

 "Tsk… you can be more absurd than that."

 "Do you want Great Sage Mitchell to follow the path of the Mysterious System of Wizards?"

 "I can't be bothered."

 Dean Frist stepped to the left, set up a noise-cancelling rune barrier with a wave of his hand, silencing the chatty Principal Leopold.

 This guy, in order to probe for information, repeatedly plays dumb and his chatter has only increased.

 It's really a pain in the ear.

 Noisy!

 If he knew it was going to be like this, he would never have agreed to bring him to watch the battle.

 Seeing this, Principal Leopold didn't seem to mind. Instead, he chuckled to himself.

 Often, not directly answering was indeed the answer.

 Although he wasn't quite certain yet, Principal Leopold was already quite sure.

 Ravensmouth College did indeed want Great Sage Mitchell Tower to snatch away the Saint's inheritance this time.

 As for the reason, Principal Leopold couldn't figure it out yet and hadn't managed to gauge any intentions.

 That was indeed a pity.

 Inside the Lark-level Interstellar Battleship.

 A group of six wizards, including Lanny Taylor, watched helplessly as the warship carrying the Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City passed right by them.

 Their own interstellar battleship didn't even intercept or send a communication request to establish contact with the other party.

 Even at the moment when the two battleships were about to pass each other, all the permissions for the operation consoles were automatically taken back by Warship Tower Spirit.

 This made the members of the group unable to manually control the battleship to make temporary responses.

 It was truly puzzling and frustrating.

 "What's going on?"

 "Why would such a situation happen?"

 "Leader Taylor, please give us an explanation."

 "Turn around immediately! Turn around immediately!"

 "Catch up quickly! Quickly send a communication request!"

 The sound of noisy chatter broke out, flooding Lanny Taylor's ears.

 A message suddenly appeared on the screen of the office console in front of the captain's chair, a message left by Link in advance.

 Lanny Taylor quickly read it, bit her lip, calmed herself, and met the gazes of the five wizards, waiting for the noise to stop.

 The cockpit soon turned quiet, the atmosphere quite peculiar.

 The five wizards from Group one immediately shut up, silently waiting for Lanny Taylor's explanation.

 A moment later, Lanny Taylor began, "This was all arranged by Captain Link Grande."

 These words were like a drop of water falling into a boiling oil pan, instantly causing a violent reaction.

 "What do you mean?"

 "Leader Taylor, please be more specific."

 "Yes, if it really was Captain Grande's arrangement, why didn't he just tell us directly instead of acting like this?"

 "If he has other plans, he could just tell us, there's no need to hide it."

 "..."

 After the five wizards had expressed their views and vented their feelings one after the other.

 Only then did Lanny reply:

 "Because when Captain Grande discovered that the goods to be seized this time was the rumored Saint's inheritance, he was considering giving up on the mission.

 The reason he did not directly inform everyone was that he did not want you all to bear the responsibility. This way, if the mission fails, the college won't blame you excessively."

 "Huh! As if he's that kind-hearted."

 Before any other wizard had a chance to react, someone suddenly snorted dissatisfiedly, rebuking loudly, "I see it as him trying to eliminate us and the warship that could monitor the operation in order to monopolize the Saint's inheritance!"

 As those words fell, the atmosphere in the cockpit became even more peculiar.

 Tsk, tsk…

 What a wise statement!

 What an obvious act of throwing mud!

 The other wizards immediately looked over, trying to identify the speaker.

 They'd need to steer clear of that person in the future.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 Was Sage Fletcher Domingo just for show?

 He came from a large family at the headquarters of the college. He had once thought of uniting some people to teach Link, who was attracting a lot of attention, a lesson.

 Later, due to pressure from his family, he gave up on this idea.

 But he still harbored some resentment towards Link in his heart.

 If anyone in the team was eager to snatch the Saint's heritage, he could be counted as one.

 If for nothing else, just to see what the Saint's Legacy was all about.

 Whether the mission succeeded or failed did not affect him much.

 For a while, he had seen that Link Grande was considering everything properly and was very keen to complete the mission, so he suppressed his resentment and cooperated actively.

 Who would've thought that Link would play such a trick?

 This made him quite unhappy, feeling as though his IQ was insulted.

 Lanny Taylor ignored him. According to the prompts on the smart screen, she manually inputted operational instructions, slowly altering the direction of the "Lark" class interstellar battleship, trailing far behind the warship of the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team.

 In fact, Lanny had only told half of what Link had left on the smart screen.

 Link's plan was to first remind the Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City, that there was an ambush ahead by passing them closely.

 Then, like Lanny had just operated, he would alter the direction of the battleship, distantly following behind the Shadow City warship.

 Once this was completed, the team could decide how to proceed based on the situation—whether to enter the battlefield, when to enter, and how to enter.

 The reason why Lanny would put all the responsibility on Link was also part of his own arrangement.

 The original intention was to bear the resentment and accusations of the team members for Lanny, without impacting her command.

 To tell the truth, Lanny was not very clear why Link wanted to execute this operation.

 As one team member said, even if there was another plan, he could have simply spoken up.

 There was no need to be so secretive and convoluted.

 Amid the confusion, Lanny continued to steer the "Lark" class interstellar warship, following behind the Shadow City team.

 For the five members of the team, after the uproar, they weren't too interested in controlling the battleship anymore.

 After all, at critical times, control of the console would be taken back by the Warship Tower Spirit.

 What was the point in pretending to operate it then?

 They might as well just give up.

 Inside the battleship of the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team...

 "Captain, what's going on?"

 "They neither stop us nor attack us, but just follow us like this, what does this mean?"

 "Should we fire a shot at them?"

 "They're so far away, firing a shot wouldn't do anything."

 "Better send them a communication request and simply ask them directly."

 "I agree, let's clear up the situation before we discuss anything else."

 "..."

 When they noticed the "Lark" class interstellar battleship from Ravensmouth College in the distance, the Shadow City Colonization Team had already prepared for a possible encounter.

 Who would have thought that the other side did not fire a single shot but just rushed straight past and then turned around to trail far behind them?

 This move really puzzled the wizards of the Shadow City Colonization Team, leading to heated discussions.

 The captain was also equally baffled.

 After careful consideration, the captain decided to follow one team member's advice and send a communication request to the Ravensmouth College battleship trailing behind.

 If they couldn't figure it out, then they may as well ask directly.

 Soon, the video communication was connected.

 The figures of the captains/acting captains appeared on the large main screens of both warships.

 "What is the purpose of your operation?"

 The captain of the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team promptly asked, "What does following us mean?"

 Lanny responded according to Link's arrangement, "The college issued a sniping mission, asking us to seize the resources you have excavated. But, the team leader of the sniping team doesn't want to follow the college's instructions. He would rather fail the mission than be involved in the trouble related to the Saint's Heritage."

 Upon hearing this, the captain of the Shadow City team fell silent for a moment.

 The Outlander Colonization Team, including him, had 12 wizards, all of whom were prepared for battle.

 However, this didn't mean that everyone understood what the so-called Saint's Heritage really meant.

 The captain was a smart man who was aware of the various worries hidden behind the Heritage.

 If he could, he would also not want to mess with this big problem, and prefer to stay far away from it.

 Regrettably, the captain had little influence, and was unable to defy orders, having to comply with the arrangements of the higher-ups.

 Because he understood all this, the Captain had long been mentally prepared for other wizard organizations to plunder the materials his team had excavated.

 He used various methods to send obvious or subtle reminders to his team members.

 He heightened the vigilance of the team to the extreme, ensuring that every member was ready for battle.

 That was the limit of what the Captain could do.

 And indeed...

 Other wizard organizations did indeed send teams to snatch the materials, such as Ravensmouth College.

 But the situation unfolded somewhat differently than the Captain had envisioned.

 Surprisingly, there were reasonable people in the team sent by Ravensmouth College who, rather than comply with the orders of the higher-ups, preferred not to get into trouble.

 This courage was admirable!

 Taking a deep breath and suppressing his emotions, the captain of Shadow City said in a low voice, "Speak your true intentions, don't think about fooling me."

 Lanny responded earnestly, "We have no other intentions, we just want to appease the College. When we return, we have something to report so that it doesn't seem like we've done nothing."

 But the captain of Shadow City was not to be easily fooled.

 He simply drew a line in the sand: "I give you two choices. Either I turn around and fight you now, or you stop following us and choose another path."

 Lanny's face showed a troubled expression, "We only want to appease the College, we really have no intention against you. Why..."

 "No need to explain, just make a choice."

 The captain of Shadow City cut off Lanny coldly, and then stopped talking.

 His attitude was clear, his position firm.

 Either fight or leave, choose one.

 The Captain was convinced that if the other party only wanted to appease, they would certainly choose to leave, not fight.

 Seeing this, Lanny had to reduce the speed of the warship, gradually widen the distance, and lower the captain of Shadow City's guard.

 After completing this operation, Lanny kindly reminded him:

 "Oh, by the way. When we came over, we found two warships from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance lurking on your main route, ready to launch a pincer attack.

 Another warship from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell has arrived, extremely aggressive, broadcasting threats and clearing the area as soon as it arrived.

 He seems to have you in the bag.

 You must be careful."

 Having finished describing what Link had left on her mind, Lanny cut off the communication.

 She didn't look at the increasingly gloomy face of the Captain of Shadow City.

 "Captain Taylor, what is Captain Grande's real plan?"

 Suddenly, an advanced wizard from the Wizard World homeland who was originally from the Stormy Sea, blurted out this question.

 His question immediately drew the attention of other wizards.

 What does he mean?

 Is there another twist?

 Could it be that Captain Grande didn't really give up on the mission and has another hidden plan?

 Lanny looked at the advanced wizard and calmly counter-questioned, "What are you trying to say?"

 "What I mean is..."

 Just as the advanced wizard began to speak, he abruptly swallowed the rest of his sentence and instead made a gesture pointing upward, asking, "Is Captain Grande arranging all of this because he's wary of what's above?"

 "I don't understand what you're saying."

 Lanny didn't engage with the team members whose train of thought had been derailed by this advanced wizard, focusing instead on adjusting the warship's navigation route and speed.

 Why wouldn't the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team keep following them if they were threatened?

 At most, they just needed to maintain a balance, not to provoke a fierce backlash.

 But Lanny's behavior made the team members' guessing even more wild.

 One by one, they wondered if Captain Grande was guarding against Level Five Sages secretly following from other wizard organizations.

 So he dare not lay out the real plan.

 He could only proceed with the mission in such a roundabout way.

 Confused by being considered as a master of deep wisdom, Link Grande received a reminder from Franda at that moment.

 The ten wizards from the Great Sage Mitchell's team who had emerged from the warship but whose whereabouts were unknown were lurking around the warship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company's team.

 They launched a fierce attack, catching the Flame and Metal Trading Company's team's warship off guard.

 From the very beginning, they had firmly held the upper hand.

 The ten wizards cast spells together, rendering a warship defenseless.

 This was indeed very interesting.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 Link couldn't help but think of the Pseudo-Destiny Witchcraft.

 After his promotion to an official wizard, Link used Pseudo Destiny Witchcraft less and less.

 However, he remembered clearly the information he had consulted when he was creating the pseudo destiny witchcraft.

 At a glance, he recognized the combat method of the ten wizards of the Tower the Great Sage Mitchell, cooperative casting, which could also be called combination casting.

 It was before the magnificent battle that erupted in the World of God that the Wizard World dominated the All Heavens and Realms through the combination spells of the Great Sage-level armies.

 Unfortunately, after the war, a lot of knowledge and schools of thought had been lost, including the combination casting techniques of the Great Sage-level armies.

 At first, Link didn't find anything strange about this.

 But as he learned more and more about the history of the Wizard World, he knew that many of the Great Sages, who had been promoted before the war, had survived the war and were alive and well.

 Not to mention the five saints at the top.

 How could knowledge of Great Sage level combination casting techniques be lost?

 During his further studies at the main academy, Link learned a saying which he thought made quite a bit of sense.

 It was said that a deity equivalent to a saint in the Wizard World had, before being slain by an Elemental Saint with the aid of the combined casting of six Great Sage-level legions, sacrificed himself and some of the main deities who followed him with a secret technique, completely sealing the rules of the combination casting of Great Sage-level armies in the Wizard World.

 From then on, the Wizard World only had combination casting techniques of the sage-level armies and below.

 Link had once, before the competition in the Mitchell District where the top five wizard organizations decided on the allocation of educational resources, taught the Brotherhood Group and the Social Phobia Group how to perform combination casts.

 Unfortunately, half of the techniques Link taught were derived from resources and literature he had found, and the other half was self-created.

 The amplification effect on witchcraft was not as effective as he had expected. It didn't meet Link's expectations.

 He later abandoned the effort.

 But now, seeing that six second-level wizards and four first-level wizards from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell could suppress a warship with power equivalent to the "Lark", Link quickly picked up his interest in developing combination casting.

 But now was not the time to think about it.

 "Franda, closely observe their casting methods."

 "Understood, Master."

 Perhaps the exterior does not reveal the technique within, but it could provide a basis for comparison.

 It might be helpful to Link's subsequent optimization of his self-created combination casting techniques.

 Then a question surfaced in his mind.

 Shadow City was known for its combination casting, he wondered which was better between it or the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell?

 At that thought, Link shook his head.

 A clear winner could not be determined without a few genuine combats.

 There was no need for wild guesses.

 However, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was really intent on seizing the Saint's inheritance.

 The team sent out was clearly meticulously put together, and there was a strong synergy between the wizards.

 Unlike Ravensmouth College, whose team members were all temporarily conscripted, with no time provided for acclimatization.

 The actions of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell team were interlinked, from making a grand entrance to broadcasting threats and now launching a powerful strike.

 Was the aim to create an environment most conducive to a one-on-one combat scenario before the warship of the Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City arrives at this star domain?

 "Damn!"

 Inside the warship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company team.

 Wizard Verna was cursing in anger while simultaneously commanding her team members and controlling the warship.

 Last time, they were ambushed by Link Grande, whose combat power was said to be on par with a Tier 3 wizard, losing a supply ship.

 This time they were being beaten mercilessly by ten wizards, helpless to fight back.

 This left Wizard Verna feeling aggrieved and, vaguely, resentment for not listening to Silvano's advice to retreat in time.

 "Retaliate! Retaliate! Hit them hard!"

 Emotions barraged her mind, and Wizard Verna yelled angrily.

 Did her team members have time to respond to her at this moment?

 They were all tensely operating various subsystems of the warship, defending against high-power witchcraft attacks, scanning the opponent's formation for weaknesses, scouting the surrounding star domains to guard against other hidden threats, or controlling the combat system to strike back at the opponent...

 But no one was thinking about leaving the warship to enter space and engage in a witchcraft duel with the ten wizards from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Are you kidding me? Even their warship was being suppressed by the enemy, running out there would just be tantamount to courting death.

 "Retreat!"

 In the cockpit of the White Tower Alliance's warship.

 "Scholar" Silvano was watching the real-time images of the battle captured by his scout, and made a decisive decision.

 This time, he was not going to protect the team from Flame and Metal Trading Company like last time.

 Why save someone who doesn't heed advice?

 "Understood."

 The warship Tower Spirit followed the order.

 The other team members heaved a sigh of relief and simultaneously felt a wave of admiration for Silvano.

 Their team was also put together temporarily and lacked synergy.

 When faced with the ten wizards of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell all specializing in combination spells,

 A one-on-one duel?

 No problem.

 Team battle?

 Better not.

 The warship of the White Tower Alliance had already retreated far away. If this retreat continued, it would completely leave the star domain suitable for sniping the Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City.

 The conventional sub-light speed flight mode could not reach there in a short time; they could only watch through the numerous reconnaissance magic tools left there.

 If they wanted to intervene in the scramble for the Saint's legacy again, the ship of the White Tower would have to advance by warping into the fray.
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 The warp drive, especially warp over special distance, put an extremely high demand on spaceship operators and tower spirits.

 Not only did they need to be skilled in spaceship maneuvering, but they also had to be experts in mathematics, celestial mechanics, cosmology, and other fields.

 Apart from Sages and above high-level wizards, the average official wizard wouldn't be able to handle it.

 Silvano himself admitted that he did not possess such high-level skills.

 Thus, the White Tower Alliance's group had officially announced they had pulled out of the contest for the Saint's inheritance.

 Amid her busy routine, Wizard Verna shot a glance at the position of her ally, the warship of the White Tower Alliance, and was immediately filled with such rage, she cursed, "My God! They fled bloody quickly!"

 Hadn't she been thinking about asking Silvano for reinforcements, seeking shelter, and getting away in the chaos?

 "Bloody useless!"

 Wizard Verna cursed again, refocusing her thoughts, and ordered, "Abandon retaliatory attacks, focus all efforts on defense! Then dodge battle and retreat!"

 She had decided there was no point in holding out any longer.

 Even if after the abandonment of the retaliatory attacks, the ten wizards of the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell, free from the pressure of casualties, could possibly combined to unleash a much more forceful attack spell, which might damage her warship.

 But Wizard Verna couldn't care less.

 Right now, she had only one thought: to flee quickly before the warship of the Great Sage Mitchell, which had already turned its canon and was preparing to fire one or even several small caliber obliteration beams at her, was fully adjusted.

 "Turn! Turn!"

 "Quick, increase the strength of the defense shield to the 3 o'clock position."

 "The light of annihilation! Watch out for the light of annihilation!"

 "Turn! Turn! Hurry up and turn!"

 "Direction of engine thrust adjusted."

 "Start! Quick!"

 Different commands intermingled within the cockpit while Wizard Verna was filled with sorrow.

 Another escape in a panic.

 Another panic-stricken escape!

 Ever since the end of the competition, Wizard Verna felt that she had been on an unlucky streak, constantly facing setbacks.

 What had happened to the world?

 "Master, Master, they're running toward you now."

 Franda's voice echoed in Link's mind, crying out, "Master, they're leading the enemies over to you, what are you going to do now?"

 "It's alright, don't panic."

 Link tried to calm her down, before continuing to observe the battle through Franda's perspective.

 The warship from the Flame and Metal Trading Company was, indeed, fleeing aimlessly, they even detoured in a large circle and shifted toward the meteoroid belt where Link and his five second group members were hiding, in an arched trajectory.

 The ten wizards from the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell followed behind, bombing away wildly and pursuing them relentlessly.

 Soon, Link identified the cause-and-effect relationship that Franda had misconstrued.

 The ten wizards from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell seemed to have intentionally forced the warship of the Flame and Metal Trading Company to flee toward the meteoroid belt!

 "They've found us!"

 Link muttered to himself, unsurprised.

 The moment he learned that Sage Fletcher Domingo would be protecting their team from the shadows, Link had prepared himself psychologically for many possibilities.

 Such as being caught in the aftermath of a possible battle between Sages;

 Or the situation right now, where their team's whereabouts were easily determined by another wizard organization's sage and then revealed to the wizards under his command.

 Not every Sage was capable of treating the weak fairly!

 "Retreat!"

 Without any hesitation, Link used his self-invented second-ring witchcraft spell "Quantum Encrypted Communication" to send the command as well as a coordinate to the five members of the second group.

 "Received."

 "Received."

 "..."

 The five members of the second group quickly responded.

 Soon, the six shuttles began to head for the coordinates that Link had designated.

 One of the prequisites for Link creating the two-ring witchcraft spell "Quantum Encrypted Communication" was his inability to secure the first-ring witchcraft spell "Spiritual Link," and the second, third, and even fourth-ring upgraded versions of it, monopolized by the True Spirit Wizard Union.

 Of course, the two-ring witchcraft spell "Quantum Encrypted Communication" had to possess bidirectional communication capabilities.

 The in-development Third Ring witchcraft "Quantum Communication Platform" was expected to be even more powerful.

 Just like group chats, wizards entering the "Quantum Communication Platform" could also have private chats.

 Detached from the medium of the Magic Tool, it was rather difficult to realize such functions in the form of witchcraft.

 Link hadn't finished developing it yet.

 Enough about that.

 The second team's five members retreated, but Link was still lurking within the meteoroid belt.

 That's right, out of the six shuttles, only five carried human passengers.

 The one belonging to Link carried an increasingly realistic doppelganger.

 It was the highest quality Third Ring witchcraft from Link's own creation, the "Out-of-body Doppelganger".

 It integrated Elemental Wizard's illusionary witchcraft primarily using the water and light systems, True Spirit Wizard's psychic illusion witchcraft focused on mental confusion and cognitive obfuscation, Intelligence Mechanism Wizard's substition witchcraft using flesh-and-blood puppets, and Body-refining Wizard's transformation witchcraft centered around afterimages and doppelgangers.

 Although it was a mixture, it managed to be harmoniously compatible.

 The constructed "Out-of-Body Doppelganger", whether in appearance, substance, spiritual power frequency, or magic power fluctuation, was no different from a real person.

 If Link could understand a portion of the rules of the life domain, and upgrade the "Out-of-Body Doppelganger" witchcraft to the Fourth Ring level or above, perhaps he could really achieve something like the Great Sage Sun Wukong, a hair flicked and blown away could become a capable doppelganger.

 Link wanted to test whether his Third Ring witchcraft "Out-of-Body Doppelganger" could trick the eyes of a Sage at Level 5.

 As for the Flame and Metal Trading Company warship that was fleeing here, and the ten wizards from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell persistently chasing behind the warship, Link wasn't concerned yet.

 Of course, along with the application of "Out-of-Body Doppelganger", there was also "Shape Shifting" after calling back Franda.

 Link instantly changed locations, greatly enhancing his disguise and stealth, and continued to lurk.

 A place where anything is possible.

 "Oh! This is a bit interesting."

 Principal Leopold, who was standing shoulder to shoulder with Dean Frist, let out a very surprised murmur.

 He didn't notice that the "Link Grande" sitting in the shuttle was fake, and the real body was still hidden in the meteoroid belt.

 This discovery was only inferred after seeing through the camouflage and stealth of the real Link Grande.

 "What a pity."

 Dean Frist sighed.

 If Link Grande's camouflage and stealth witchcraft were a bit more sophisticated, sophisticated enough to deceive these top-level Sage at Level 6, then he would really have perfectly realized Link's idea.

 "What are you pitying about?"

 Principal Leopold asked in frustration.

 "I pity that what Link did wasn't good enough."

 Dean Frist sighed again.

 "Enough! A genius like this has emerged, and you should be secretly happy, not pitying."

 Principal Leopold was furious, rebuking, "I didn't even realize at first that the one in the shuttle was a fake, just because I soon saw through his real body's camouflage and stealth, doesn't mean other Sages at Level 6 could! Ragnar Walters is indeed powerful, but in my estimation, if he doesn't focus on searching, it would take him quite a while to accurately find where Link Grande is hiding."

 After pausing a moment, Principal Leopold started ranting, "A Second Level Wizard? You're telling me this shit is from a Second Level Wizard? Do you believe it? I don't!"

 Dean Frist responded with a smile.

 Was there anything that Leopold could see, but Frist couldn't?

 Deliberately sighing "what a pity" was just to tease Leopold.

 Who asked Leopold to play dumb in front of him again, trying to probe for information.

 Amidst the Flame and Metal Trading Company warship.

 As Wizard Verna watched the meteoroid belt getting closer, she operated her smart brain, pulling out the warship's inbound trajectory, and gasped in surprise.

 "Damn, that's so fucking cunning."

 She clearly remembered that Silvano had analyzed several possible hiding places, including the meteoroid belt for teams from Ravensmouth College or Mesopotamia University.

 Did the ten wizards of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell exhaust all their plots to force her to flee to the meteoroid belt, intending to have her and the team from Ravensmouth College or Mesopotamia University have a direct encounter, fighting to the death for them to reap the benefits?

 "Damn, that's so fucking cunning!"

 Wizard Verna sighed again, yet she had no solution to break the situation.

 If she could choose her own escape route, would she be forced to change directions again?

 She could only hope that the possible team hiding in the meteoroid belt would be sensible enough to retreat in time and clear a path.

 Or maybe they could put aside their differences and join forces to counterattack.

 Otherwise, she had no other options!
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 The Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team made a sudden appearance.

 Just as the Flame and Metal Trading Company's warship was about to enter the meteoroid belt.

 This was truly surprising to everyone, except for Link.

 Before the "Lark" class warship set off, when the decision to "strike the grass and startle the snake" was finally made, Link had already anticipated this situation.

 The Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team chose to speed up, or travel at curvature, or with translocation.

 They arrived earlier at the sniping battlefield preset by other wizard organizations to disrupt the rhythm of the sniping team.

 After all, for the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team, this battle was inevitable.

 It makes little difference whether it happens sooner or later.

 Arriving earlier might give them some advantage.

 Thus giving them a chance to retreat in one piece.

 "Good! Well done!"

 After hearing the report of the team member operating the surveillance system, Wizard Verna shouted aloud.

 She knew that with such an unexpected event, the annoying ten wizards of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell would surely let her go and deal with the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team instead.

 Just as she predicted, the ten wizards immediately gave up their relentless pressure on the Raging Gold Trading Company and moved toward their own warship.

 Despite the fact that they had chased them near the meteoroid belt, far away from the Sniper Star Field, the ten wizards calmly advanced in a neat formation.

 Even if the Raging Gold Trading Company wanted to vent its anger by launching a sneak attack from behind, it would be of no use.

 Needless to say, under the command of Wizard Verna, the Team of the Raging Gold Trading Company continued to turn their ship without looking back.

 They only slightly adjusted their course to bypass the meteoroid belt.

 Having been attacked and suppressed by the combined forces of the ten wizards of the Great Sage's Tower, Wizard Verna had recognized the fact that the Saint's legacy was out of her reach.

 "It was right for you to run away early."

 After the suffocating tide-like pursuit ceased, Wizard Verna relaxed, leaned back in the captain's seat, and muttered to herself.

 The other wizards in the team heard it clearly and had varying thoughts.

 Some were embarrassed, some were indifferent, while others blamed and resented Wizard Verna for not making the decision to retreat earlier.

 To be fair, the reason for the earlier desperate situation of the Raging Gold Trading Company's warship was largely due to Wizard Verna.

 As the captain, leader, and commander of the team, she should have taken responsibility.

 Assessing the situation and making decisions is part of a captain's duties.

 Whether to fight or retreat, let Wizard Verna decide, and the other team members just execute it.

 They should not have hesitated like they did before, and missed opportunities.

 Luckily, due to the early arrival of the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team, the crisis had passed.

 The Raging Gold Trading Company's warship was not seriously damaged, just a bit embarrassed.

 "Warning! Warning!"

 At the moment when everyone in the Raging Gold Trading Company team, including Wizard Verna, was feeling relieved.

 The red light, representing unknown danger, lit up in the cockpit of the warship, and the tower spirit began to issue warnings.

 "What's going on?"

 Wizard Verna, who had just relaxed, had her heartstrings tightened again, and she shouted harshly.

 "Not sure, we're checking."

 The team member in charge of operating the surveillance system replied while entering manual commands on the smart brain without lifting his head.

 "Raise the defense, increase the speed, quickly!"

 Wizard Verna hastily ordered, not having time to blame the team member for his incompetence.

 Previously, the ten wizards from the Great Sage's tower had launched a sudden attack on the warship in the same way!

 Before the attack landed on the warship's defensive cover, the surveillance system of the warship was deaf and blind, and did not detect anything.

 This time was the same.

 Wizard Verna wailed in her heart, what was wrong with her?

 Why does she keep having mishaps?

 Link had placed the restless Franda at some point on the other end of the meteoroid belt, ready to reverse summon at any time.

 While he hid himself on the side of the Raging Gold Trading Company's warship, with a powerful attack spell ready but not yet cast, giving enough threat to the Raging Gold Trading Company's warship, but also waiting for a better opportunity to strike.

 Taking advantage of the moment when the Great Sage's Tower couldn't care less about the meteoroid belt, Link planned to make his move and completely disable the Raging Gold Trading Company's ability to continue interfering with the Saint's legacy.

 The academy just asked not to kill anyone.

 It's perfectly acceptable to damage one or two engines of the opposing warship.

 "Haven't you found it yet?"

 Wizard Verna, having adjusted the defensive distribution of the warship, glanced at the large main screen, and could not help but get angry.

 After so long, the surveillance system still hadn't found anything!

 Is this goddamn thing completely useless?

 "Report, the enemy's concealment is extremely strong, and it will take some time."

 The wizard operating the surveillance system had no choice but to make a reporthard.

 "Useless!"

 Wizard Verna could no longer suppress her anger and began to swear,

 "Useless! Useless! Useless! Absolutely useless!

 What good are you guys to me?

 Uh?

 You tell me, what good are you to me?"

 If this were a team that Wizard Verna had built herself, no matter how angry she was, no one would dare to talk back.

 Unfortunately, this wasn't the case.

 As soon as her voice fell, a Tier 2 wizard immediately retorted coldly, "You're the biggest damn waste! Aside from getting angry, have you fulfilled any of the captain's duties? If you're incompetent, don't fly into a rage. It's disgusting!"

 "You..."

 Wizard Verna was somewhat disbelieving, someone dared to contradict her?

 "What? What?"

 The Tier 2 wizard glared at Wizard Verna with a somber face, "I'm not like those apprentices who are powerless in front of you. Without considering your background, you can't kill me! Shut up, or I'll just die and kill you first!"
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 Upon hearing this, the cockpit was instantly silent.

 Aside from a spinning red light and the early warning from the Tower Spirit, no wizard spoke.

 Whether it was the Wizard Verna or any other wizard, they all stared at a certain Second Level Wizard, who exuded a chilling murderous intent. This wizard had locked onto Wizard Verna, ready to strike at any moment.

 This was indeed a flat-out confrontation!

 "Enough! Stop arguing! With a formidable enemy at our door, we might as well be signing our own death warrants if we continue this infighting!"

 A Senior Second-Level Wizard, who also held a grudge against Wizard Verna, broke the silence.

 Though his words were seemingly meant to mediate the situation, they also served to criticize Wizard Verna for her failure as a captain.

 How could she, at such a critical moment, prioritize venting her anger over the safety of the team? Did she bear any resemblance to a captain at all?

 "You..."

 Wizard Verna heard the implicit criticism, shifted her gaze, and was about to retort.

 "Warning! Warning! Incoming attack! Incoming attack!"

 The urgent alarm of the Warship Tower Spirit rang out.

 In the depths of space, on the side of the warship.

 Link deactivated his concealment and entered attack mode. His figure was finally caught by the surveillance system of Raging Gold Trading Company's warship.

 Seeing the familiar armored figure on the massive main screen, his raised hands holding a two-handed sword that was now far less ornate than before, Wizard Verna felt her heart about to burst.

 "Activate Overlimit Defense! Now!"

 As she shouted, Wizard Verna couldn't afford to wait for the Tower Spirit or the Defense team to respond. On the captain's office computer, she rapidly keyed in commands.

 Overlimit Defense meant cutting the energy supply to all the other systems of the warship except for the engine and life support systems, and routing it all to the defense system.

 The idea was not only to exploit the defense system to its greatest potential, but also regardless of potential damage to the system, to forcibly trigger 150% or even 200% of its defense strength.

 After carrying out this operation, just before Link Grande, who had finished preparing his attack, brought down the great sword, Wizard Verna swiftly vanished from the captain's seat on the main screen.

 Along with her, another 11 wizards disappeared as well.

 At this moment, all 12 wizards of the Raging Gold Trading Company made the same choice to run towards the escape pods.

 The 10 wizards from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, no matter how much they dealt damage to the warship, didn't instill as much fear in the Raging Gold Trading Company's 12 wizards.

 They were simply being suppressed, barely able to retaliate.

 Those 10 wizards lacked the ability to breach the warship's defenses in one attack!

 But Link Grande could.

 The supply ship had been nearly halved with a single swipe. A small hole had been opened in the defense cover at the rear of the main ship. This image was still circulating within the Raging Gold Trading Company.

 They had no choice but to be afraid.

 If Link Grande had improved again, his sword could completely break the main ship's defenses with a single swipe.

 If they were stuck within the damaged hull, wouldn't they be awaiting death?

 Or if they preemptively left the warship and fled in different directions, wouldn't their chances of survival be higher?

 At this moment, no one cared about infighting or accusations. They were all focused on escaping.

 Link, who had finished charging his attack, had no idea what was happening inside the warship.

 "Heaven Slaying Sword!"

 He murmured lightly as he forcefully swung his raised hands downward.

 Unlike the previous version of the Heaven Slaying Sword, which after bringing down would show an ultra-gigantic sword-shaped light shadow that was 200 meters long and 15 meters wide, the new version of the self-created composite witchcraft "Heaven Slaying Sword" was completely no longer flashy, with no light and shadow effects.

 Facing the massive body of the warship, Link's figure, and the action of swinging the two-handed sword, looked like a child's play.

 Somewhat clumsy, somewhat ridiculous.

 But in fact, "Heaven Slaying Sword," stripped to its essence and based on the third ring witchcraft "Ultra High Frequency Vibration" and "Ultra High Temperature Cutting," was as effective as its name suggested.

 The overlimit defense of the Raging Gold Trading Company's warship was silky cut open, just like tofu under a knife.

 The invisible sword qi directly went towards the warship's engine cabin.

 Ultra High Temperature Cutting paved the way while Ultra High Frequency Vibration destroyed, and within a blink of an eye, two out of the three engines were ruined.

 Before complete repair, this warship of the Raging Gold Trading Company could only make conventional travels at speeds below light, unable to make a hyper shift or enter curvature mode.

 Link was very satisfied with the performance of the new "Heaven Slaying Sword."

 The power mattered less, the key was it was controllable.

 After breaking the warship's defense cover, there was actually enough power to completely destroy the entire engine cabin.

 But under Link's control, only a small part of the hull and warp engine and curvature engine were destroyed.

 He had perfectly achieved his intended goal.

 "Be careful then!"

 Link sheathed his two-handed sword and sent a warning to the Raging Gold Trading Company's warship via First Ring Witchcraft "Telepathy". He then called out to Franda in his mind.

 Through reverse summoning, Link's image vanished instantly from its original position.

 By the time he appeared on the other end of the meteoroid belt, he had already switched back to stealth mode, enough to deceive the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell's warship.

 "Master, you're incredible, Master, you're cool!"

 Welcoming Link was Franda's unfeigned admiration.

 "It's all right now?"

 Wizard Verna had just entered the shuttle, preparing to escape, when she heard Link's voice.

 "It's all right now!"

 Soon, Wizard Verna reacted. She had inadvertently forgotten the limits of battle for fighting for the inheritance when she sensed the crisis of life and death.

 "Not good!"

 After heaving a sigh of relief, the color of Wizard Verna's face changed dramatically, and she quickly commanded, "Tower Spirit, prioritize repairing the hull damage and defense system."

 "Under...stood."

 The voice of the Tower Spirit accepting the command was a bit intermittent.

 The ultra-high-frequency vibration attack it had just suffered had actually affected the operation of the Tower Spirit.

 Descending from the shuttle, leaving the escape pod, and rushing back to the cockpit, all twelve wizards had gloomy faces, but no one spoke.

 Their previous performance was indeed embarrassing.

 It seems they had become more concerned with their survival at the expense of their dignity.

 No one had the face to speak.

 Let's not mention how the Raging Gold Trading Company's warship was repaired, how it completely extinguished its ambition to intervene in the Saint's inheritance, how it retreated from the Sniper Star Field in fear, and returned in fright.

 The team of the Great Sage Tower of Mitchell.

 The captain of the team of the Great Sage Tower with nine other wizards, combined casting techniques, suppressed the warship of the Raging Gold Trading Company. He received the battle images transferred over by the warship and was left speechless.

 The grandeur that the team had originally achieved by suppressing the interstellar warship, which was capable enough of serving as the main ship of a non-frontline fleet in a Sage-Level Legion, using a combination of casting techniques perfected from half a year of hard training, was instantaneously gone.

 "It's impossible! Absolutely impossible!"

 The captain of the Great Sage Tower team roared loudly in his mind.

 Even his facial expression had become somewhat fierce.

 After painstakingly planning, making a high-profile entrance, broadcasting threats, laying down "landmines", and resorting to various means to "numb" the warship of the Raging Gold Trading Company which stubbornly remained, he finally expended a precious disposable Fourth Ring Invisibility Magic Tool, hid near the Raging Gold Trading Company's warship, and launched a surprise attack.

 Just like this, he could only gather nine teammates who had practiced together for a long time, combine casting techniques, and work together to suppress, but not break through the enemy's defenses.

 Yet, the person managed to do what his own ten-man team couldn't do with just his own power.

 What the hell was happening?

 Were they all trash?

 The captain of the Great Sage team tower hadn't subconsciously doubted whether Link was a Second-Level Wizard.

 After all, the High Council's regulations were clear, and no Wizard Organization dared to violate them.

 The question was...

 Could Link still be considered a Second-Level Wizard?

 "Captain, what should we do?"

 In the team, a Senior Second-Level Wizard asked.

 With such a powerful person lurking around, regardless of which Wizard Organization that person belongs to, the Great Sage team tower would face a lot of trouble trying to complete the mission of seizing the Saint's inheritance.

 "Stick to the original plan."

 The captain took a deep breath, adjusted his emotions, and replied calmly, "Notify the warship to prepare a solution to Link Grande. Listen to my instructions, ready to be used at any time."

 "Link Grande?"

 The Senior Second-Level Wizard was taken aback, then responded, "Understood, I'll inform them now."

 How could the Great Sage Tower of Mitchell, as the boss of the Mitchell District, not pay attention to the rising stars from various Wizard Organizations in the district?

 For this Saint Inheritance seize, the Great Sage Tower is bound to win.

 Predetermining means to counter Link Grande, who is hailed as having combat power comparable to Tier 3 wizards but is actually rated far above an average Tier 3 wizard in the Great Sage Tower's evaluation system, is a very reasonable thing to do.

 "I'll have to see if you really live up to your name!"

 The captain of the Great Sage Tower team muttered through gritted teeth.

 If only he could really fight him all out!
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 Link's eyelid twitched. 

 Since they arrived in the Sniper Star Field, his spirit surged to its maximum level and he sensed an intense foreboding of danger.

 The sense of danger was very distinct, and extremely intense.

 If they did not pay attention to it, it could very well pose a threat to their lives.

 "Is it you?"

 Link looked up before shaking his head and focusing his gaze on the team from the Great Sage Tower, rushing towards their warship at high speed, as he muttered to himself.

 In this star field, there were certainly entities that could pose a threat to his life, and not just a few of them.

 For instance, Sage Fletcher Domingo or the Level 5 sages sent by other Wizard Organizations.

 However, according to the regulations of the Supreme Council, these Level 5 sages could not possibly attack Link.

 So, the source of the danger and threat was quite clear.

 The team from The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell!

 "Is this a specific threat to me, a preparation of some sort?"

 Link well understood that after he had demonstrated his superior combat strength, he would definitely become a target.

 Attracting research, analysis, and countermeasures from other wizard organizations was quite normal.

 During this Saint Inheritance scramble, Link had already mentally prepared for this.

 Otherwise, based on the principle of equivalent scale set by the Supreme Council, Link could have stormed through just basing on his superior combat ability, without the need for elaborate strategies.

 "Franda, we need to be extra careful."

 Link thought solemnly.

 "Don't worry, Sir, Franda will guard you."

 Franda's sweet voice brought a sense of comfort to Link.

 "Good, then I entrust my safety to Franda."

 Link replied, smiling.

 "Sir, you can be rest assured."

 Franda earnestly promised.

 "Hm."

 Link acknowledged and quickly changed the topic, "Franda, can you check whether our warship has reached the predetermined coordinates?"

 "Sure, Sir."

 Before he even finished speaking, Franda had already disappeared from his side.

 Just traveling at sub-light speed, after the fourth evolution of the "Small World" was completely finished, Franda had already mastered it.

 Well...

 This "World Master," this "Sir" Link, was rather lacking in this aspect of the absolute speed of flight.

 If he had not gained some understanding of the rules of the Gravitation Field from Dean Frist, and studied and referenced a four-ring witchcraft related to gravity/repulsion, which gave him a new comprehension of space and space hopping, his speed in navigating the stars would be even slower.

 "Gather at these coordinates and board."

 After Franda had scouted ahead, Link then used the second ring spell "Quantum Encrypted Communication" to inform the five members of his team.

 "Received."

 "Received."

 "..."

 The team members who had watched Link single-handedly break through the Raging Gold Trading Company Warship's defense replied decidedly.

 There was a hint of respect and admiration in their tone.

 Link didn't respond to that, he didn't leave the meteoroid belt either, he just continued to lie low.

 In fact, from the moment the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team's warship appeared, to when the ten wizards of the Great Sage Mitchell's tower turned back, to the moment when Link shattered the Raging Gold warship's defense and the will of the 12 wizards, not much time had passed really.

 It was less than ten minutes in total.

 The Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team realized that their warship was stuck in the "invisible interstellar landmine" array laid out by Great Sage's tower team, they could only move forward or fall back, they tried for about five minutes.

 "Captain, what should we do?"

 The discussion and questioning started in the Shadow City Team after figuring out the existence of the "landmine" array with the cost of a short-term drop in the defense field's strength on both sides of the warship.

 "Advance! We fight unto death!"

 The reply of the Captain of Shadow City was very short, his attitude firm, and tone, decisive.

 "But..."

 The team member who questioned originally wanted to bring out the instructions of the Supreme Council, implying they didn't need to be so desperate.

 But before he finished speaking, he was stopped by the captain.

 "No buts."

 All that could be heard was the icy voice of the Shadow City's Captain, "The moment we accepted this mission, set out to colonize that planet, and collect resources, this battle had become inevitable. Other Wizards' Organizations can use various means to shirk, but we cannot, understood?"

 "Unde...rstood."

 The team member wanted to say he didn't understand.

 However, under the oppressive gaze of the captain's bloodshot eyes, the words that came out of his mouth not quite what he had originally intended.

 "Do you all understand?"

 The captain of Shadow City rose from his seat, surveying the rest of the team. His eyes lingered especially on Christina, who was shrunken in a corner, she had been silent throughout this mission, sternly questioning.

 "Understood."

 What responded to the captain, were sporadic, disjointed voices.

 This was quite telling, that the wizards of the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team knew that this battle was inevitable but didn't understand why they couldn't shirk it.

 What's the big deal about defending the Saint's inheritance?

 If they can't defend it, they can't defend it.

 Why must they fight to the death?

 The captain of Shadow City sighed. It was just human nature to question. Their morale was rather low.

 Half of the battle was lost by Shadow City before it even began.

 After a moment's sigh, the captain issued instructions, emphasizing, "We will use stillness to combat motion, play defense, and counterattack. Once the enemy's attack momentum wanes, we shall abandon our ship according to the plan and charge into close combat. Is this clear?"
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 "Understood!" 

 This time, the voices responding to the captain were in perfect unison.

 The wizards trained in Shadow City excelled at small to medium scale combination and large-scale collaborative spellcasting.

 Being trapped inside the warship, they couldn't lever their strengths as wizards of Shadow City.

 The Raging Gold Trading Company specialized in alchemy and trade, and they leaned towards using magic tools in battles.

 Ironically, due to the restrictions of the Supreme Council, they were unable to equip themselves with high power disposable magic tools, specifically suitable for interstellar combats, for this task of claiming the Saint's inheritance, naturally diminishing their power.

 "Take your positions, let's proceed."

 The captain gestured with his hand, and was the first to sit down, controlling the warship to decelerate, no longer probing forward, but waiting quietly for the warship of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, which was blocking their path, to come and attack.

 Both warships remained suspended, confronting each other in the star region that blocked all other escape routes.

 By the time the captain and nine wizards from the Great Sage Tower returned to their own battleship, half an hour had passed since Link slashed open the Raging Gold Trading Company's warship.

 Void Region.

 Under the watchful eye of Sage Fletcher Domingo, Ragnar Walters finally subdued the two Level 5 sages of the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance before the sage from Shadow City, escorting the Outlander Colonization Team, could intervene in the battle.

 Ragnar's intent was lethal during the battle, but he didn't actually kill them.

 After subduing the two Level 5 sages, he used special means to imprison them in his Chained World.

 This was a major bargaining chip for the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to negotiate with the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance!

 "What do you say, Fletcher?"

 After casting a glance at the level 5 sage from Shadow City, who was on high alert, Ragnar asked Fletcher, who had honored his promise.

 "I choose to leave."

 Sage Fletcher Domingo took a step back, and using a contingency he laid earlier when he sensed something was off, he promptly left the void region, which was suitable for battling sage-level wizards.

 If his calculations were correct, reinforcements from the Raging Gold Trading Company and White Tower Alliance would arrive soon.

 An inevitable melee was bound to happen.

 Fletcher Domingo, who despised civil strife, saw that Link Grande and the other eleven wizards, who were assigned to seize the Saint's inheritance, were either lurking or being sent around on various errands without being much concerned with the task of the Academy, Fletcher no longer wanted to stay.

 "What a pity!"

 Seeing that Fletcher Domingo was always on the sidelines and never fully committed to the game, and that he now left in a timely manner, Ragnar sighed.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell did indeed have plans to allure the straightforward Fletcher Domingo into making some mistakes.

 Unfortunately, Fletcher's demeanor today differed somewhat from his usual temperament.

 Perhaps he had received guidance from a higher power?

 Nonetheless, Ragnar was pleased.

 Pleased that he didn't have to face Fletcher Domingo.

 The only one who didn't take Fletcher Domingo seriously was Frist Diomand!

 Could a Level 5 sage who could venture to the front lines of the World of God and Wizard World be an ordinary sage?

 "What do you say?"

 Ragnar shifted his attention back to the level 5 sage of Shadow City, "How about we have a fight?"

 Having witnessed the capture of two Level 5 sages, the Level 5 Sage from Shadow City, despite his confidence in his own strength, was not willing to fight Ragnar Walters, who was known for his aggressiveness and exceptional combat power amongst all Level 5 sages in the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Besides, what was the point in fighting?

 There was none.

 "No fight!"

 The Level 5 Sage from Shadow City categorically refused, while preparing for defense and retreat at the same time.

 "Then hand over the Saint's inheritance."

 Ragnar Walters bared his fangs directly.

 "Impossible."

 The Level 5 Sage from Shadow City refused once again.

 "Then let's have a fight."

 Ragnar Walters, with an intimidating air about him, took one step forward.

 "Why can't they fight for it?"

 The Level 5 Sage of Shadow City took a step back, gesturing towards the battleship of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell that had already started advancing towards the Outlander Colonization Team of Shadow City.

 "Hehe..."

 Ragnar laughed, "They can fight their own battles, and we can fight ours. There's no conflict."

 "No fight, I must take my leave now."

 The Level 5 Sage from Shadow City stood firm, stating that he wouldn't fight and that he would leave.

 Leaving these words, the Level 5 Sage from Shadow City, like Fletcher Domingo, wanted to leave the void region suitable for sage-level wizard battles.

 "Hehehe…too late!"

 Ragnar laughed even more unscrupulously, "You think you can leave after coming?"

 "You..."

 The level 5 Sage from Shadow City realized that the void region had been locked down somehow, making it extremely hard to get out, and was both surprised and enraged.

 Ragnar didn't waste any more words and directly launched his attack.

 Since the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had voluntarily given up its detached position and entered the competition, it ought to maximize its gains.

 While the Trap didn't lure Fletcher Domingo into making mistakes and didn't cause Ravensmouth College to stir up public rage, it was alright.

 They had a backup plan, which was to subdue the disobedient wizard organizations.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell intended to seize the Saint's inheritance;

 They planned to catch Level 5 sages;

 They were ready to fight the incoming reinforcements as well.

 They aimed for domination, they aspired to restore their prestige!

 "I'm not a pushover like those two."
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 The Level 5 sage of Shadow City wasn't panicked by Ragnar's attack and handled it with ease.

 He had just come back from the frontline, seasoned by constant battles, and was in his prime.

 Even though he was positioned at the frontline battlefield between the Wizard World and the Undead World, the intensity of the war was slightly less than the frontline battlefield with the World of God.

 He was wary of Ragnar Walters, but certainly not scared.

 In the Void Region, the two of them were engaged in a fierce battle.

 The intensity of the fight was pushed to its limit from the very beginning, neither dared to hold back.

 Mmeanwhile, warships from the Great Sage Tower had charged to an appropriate distance and launched the first wave of attacks on the warships of Shadow City.

 Facing the Shadow City team, who were also well-versed, and even rumored to be marginally superior with their combined casting techniques, the captain of the Great Sage team tower didn't act as arrogantly as he did towards the Raging Gold Trading Company.

 This move would be saved for later when the Shadow City team is forced to abandon their ship.

 At that time, it would be clear which organization's combination casting technique was superior!

 Moreover...

 The captain of the Great Sage team tower was burdened with worry.

 The constant absence of Link Grande was a persistent threat.

 Even though they had a powerful strategy specifically designed for him.

 Due to the mines on the battlefield, both warships were constrained and could only maneuver within a limited range, unable to dodge effectively, it was like a face-off.

 You launch a beam of Light of Annihilation, we counter with one in return.

 You fire an Antimatter Annihilation Cannon, just the same, we have to respond with a Star-annihilating Cannon.

 The strength of the defense systems on both warships dropped rapidly.

 Engaging in a face-off for less than a minute, the defense systems on both warships were on the brink of collapse.

 "Attack!"

 "Counterattack!"

 Almost simultaneously, the captains of both sides issued the command to abandon ship.

 The front hatches of the two warships opened at the same time, and the teams on both sides formed orderly formations and charged at each other.

 As soon as they made a move, it was fatal.

 The twelve wizards of the team from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell were distributed from top to bottom in the formation of 1, 2, 4, and 5, showing their characteristic combination witchcraft, "Might!"

 The twelve wizards of the Shadow City team, on the other hand, formed a winding curve like a serpent, displaying their unique combination of witchcraft, "Shadow Demon Snake."

 The former was suppressing everything, as if the real tower of the Great Sage had been moved to this star field.

 The shining wizard tower with insurmountable power appeared above the Shadow City team, slowly suppressing down.

 At this moment, the surrounding space seemed to compress and break subtly.

 The latter was very vicious, with a large shadow demon snake appearing intermittently. Despite the silence of the vacuum, sizzling sounds could be heard everywhere.

 Countless small shadow demons appeared with the sizzling sound, surrounding the team from the Great Sage tower and spewing their poison.

 The twelve wizards of the Shadow City team, who were under suppression, found it difficult to mobilize their spiritual power, magic power, and even their thoughts.

 The team from the Great Sage's Tower was bitten by thousands of snakes, feeling itch, severe pain, and then numbness, even their Sea of Consciousness was subtly poisoned.

 In the first round, both sides were evenly matched, ending in a draw.

 One team is temporarily unable to use high-power witchcraft, and the other team is in a life-threatening situation and needs to detoxify as soon as possible.

 Neither of them could overcome the other.

 If everything went as expected, the battle would get into a stalemate period.

 But the figure of Link Grande, who had somehow broken through the minefield and suddenly appeared not far from the battlefield, informed both teams.

 The unexpected had happened.

 The captain of the team from the Great Sage's tower laughed instead of being angry.

 Finally, you have arrived!
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 "Prepare for an ambush." 

 The captain of the Great Sage Tower issued the command.

 The other eleven wizards complied, silently preparing to strike.

 After discovering Link Grande's location, the captain of the Great Sage Tower had prepared several contingency plans.

 One of those was designed specifically for this scenario.

 The coordinated team of the Great Sage Tower required no extra practice. Having a broad understanding was enough for them to adjust their strategy according to the actual situation.

 "Be ready, seize the moment to close in and take them by surprise."

 The captain of Shadow City Team also noticed the figure of Link and keenly perceived the subtle changes of the opposite team. He issued a low command.

 Including Christina, the eleven members of the team accelerated their actions to get out of the suppressed state.

 The moment the Great Sage Tower team glanced away to confront Link Grande, the captain of Shadow City would seize the chance to deal a significant blow.

 The captain of Shadow City wasn't sure whether the team from Ravensmouth City really intended not to vie for the Saint's inheritance.

 However, eliminating the team from the Great Sage Tower first was always a wise move.

 Christina took a look at Link while also focusing on the ongoing fight.

 Although distractions on a battlefield were detrimental, at that moment Christina really wanted to ask how her daughter Garona was faring recently.

 She had no idea what Link Grande was thinking.

 Since he was capable of silently bypassing their "landmine" formation, why didn't he try a stealth attack?

 Why did he need to reveal himself, attracting attention?

 Could he have other plans?

 "Don't act rashly; be on the alert for tricks."

 The captain of the Great Sage Tower considered this possibility and reminded his team aloud.

 "Understood."

 The well-coordinated team members responded in unison.

 The specially prepared tactic aimed at Link Grande remained untouched.

 They wouldn't employ it lightly unless they were certain of success in a single strike.

 The triangle is the most stable geometric structure.

 The team from the Great Sage Tower and Shadow City set their sights on each other, while Link Grande watched from the side.

 The two teams, which were already in a deadlock, transformed their fighting strategy more smoothly after Link's unexpected intervention, becoming less aggressive.

 No matter how aggressive their initial plans were, they started to become more careful, entirely unlike their initial aggressive attaqs.

 Even when one team was able to extricate themselves from a suppressed state, the circulation of spiritual power, magic power, and thoughts no longer hindered, and the other team successfully neutralized the negative effects of the snake venom restoring everything from their bodies to the Sea of Consciousness back to normal, neither side initiated another ferocious attack.

 In fact, tacitly, both sides pulled back a bit.

 The Great Sage's Tower pulled back to adjust its formation and facilitate the deployment of their special tactics against Link Grande;

 The Shadow City team held back in order to prepare their power to launch a faster and fiercer surprise attack by getting closer and aggressively taking control.

 Suddenly, the figure of Link Grande, who had just appeared and entirely changed the situation without doing anything, vanished as if it was a bubble.

 It turned out that it was not a real person, but a very realistic illusion!

 "Damn it!"

 The captain of the Great Sage Tower cursed angrily.

 He was incensed that he had fallen for the trick.

 "Hehe…"

 A rare smile appeared on the captain of Shadow City's face.

 Ever since receiving the mission to dig for the Saint's inheritance, the captain of Shadow City hadn't laughed at all.

 Until now.

 However, that deceptive tactic from Link Grande was absolutely astonishing, whether it was a spell or a magical tool.

 The ones who didn't realize that it was an illusion, not a real person, were not only the twenty-four wizards on the field, but also the crews of the two warships.

 "Captain, what should we do now?"

 Christina suddenly spoke up, asking the first question since she joined the team.

 "Wait."

 The captain of Shadow City responded briefly, then asked, "You know Link Grande, don't you?"

 "Yes."

 Christina didn't hide this fact.

 Many people knew about her taking a half-year leave to stay in Ravensmouth City until her daughter was born, after which she returned to Shadow City.

 Those who were savvy with information traced back through her background and easily found links to Link Grande.

 The timing was too coincidental, and with Link Grande's series of events lining up and his reputation constantly growing, it was hard not to draw conclusions.

 "Is there any way for you to contact him? I want to discuss cooperation with him."

 The captain of Shadow City hesitated for a moment, then proposed.

 "I apologize, Captain."

 A faint hint of regret flashed in Christina's eyes, "I don't have any means of contacting Link Grande in our current situation."

 "Are you sure?"

 The captain of Shadow City asked again.

 "I'm sure."

 Christina's answer remained the same.

 "Alright, let it be."

 The captain of Shadow City sighed, not pressing any further.

 He had a hunch that Christina indeed had an emergency method to contact Link Grande but was unwilling to use it.

 If he were in Christina's position, he probably would make the same choice.

 The mission was official business, friendship was personal.

 To use personal friendships to accomplish what was essentially unrelated official business was definitely a loss.

 Even if they secured the inheritance of the Saint's lineage, what could the twelve wizards on their team gain?

 Just some rewards.

 "Captain, what should we do?"

 Inside the Great Sage Tower, a wizard couldn't contain the emotions within his heart and asked.
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 Being driven into a such a predicament by an illusion was indeed a humiliation.

 What was more, they couldn't even find the enemy's real form.

 Their warship at the back hadn't caught any image of the enemy breaking through the "landmine" formation and couldn't analyse how he did it.

 How could they intercept or defend if they couldn't identify the opponent's method?

 In this way, the "landmine" formation became the home field where Link Grande could freely move in and out.

 Moreover, it restrained their own team.

 Was this what they called shooting themselves in the foot?

 It made them seem really dull.

 "Wait."

 The captain of the Great Sage Tower team gritted his teeth, "Wait for the opponent to lose patience, to reveal a flaw. I don't believe he could keep acting this strange."

 As soon as he finished speaking, Link Grande's figure appeared again.

 Whether by coincidence or intention, he appeared in the exact spot he had previously disappeared.

 After appearing, he did nothing but observe from a distance.

 "Are we going to do something, captain?"

 The wizard who asked previously was irritated.

 "What are we going to do? Wait!"

 The captain of the Great Sage Tower team's tone hardened a bit.

 However, he didn't mean to reprimand his team member; he was just disgusted by Link's antics again.

 "Can't we try a little attack to see if it's the real person or just an illusion?"

 The restless wizard was reluctant to give up and proposed a question.

 "Let's try? Then let's try."

 Upon hearing the words, the captain of the Great Sage Tower team weighed up the situation and made a decision quickly, "Since you proposed it, you'll do it. Everyone else, be prepared."

 "Okay."

 The wizard happily complied, his tone full of joy.

 Covered by the captain and other team members, the wizard quickly launched a Second Ring Beam-type witchcraft, the "Frost Ray".

 Its target was Link Grande, who was watching them ostentatiously from the side.

 The witchcraft was very fast.

 Link Grande's response was equally quick. He lightly lifted his right index finger and touched the "Frost Ray" when it was about thirty centimeters away from him.

 A wave of cold surged from his finger, causing the penetrating and freezing "Frost Ray" to stop, condensing it into a thumb-sized light ball, and then freezing it.

 This action happened very quickly, almost in the blink of an eye.

 The scene in the other wizard's eyes seemed a bit distorted.

 Link Grande was clearly still lifting his finger, but the "Frost Ray" had already been condensed into a ball and been frozen.

 Such a reaction, such speed, it was indeed frightening.

 At the point when both teams believed the one who could easily handle the "Frost Ray" must be the real person, Link Grande's figure once again disappeared like a bubble, vanishing into thin air.

 They still couldn't tell whether this was the real person pretending to be an illusion or an actual illusion.

 Anyway, they couldn't penetrate it and could only guess.

 "Damn it, here we go again?"

 The captain of the Great Sage Tower team and the wizard who'd attempted to test Link both lost their confidence.

 Link Grande didn't disappear sooner or later but did so right after freezing the "Frost Ray".

 Was this not a blatant mockery?

 Yes, this was a blatant mockery!

 "Ha ha ha...interesting."

 The captain of the Shadow City team laughed heartily, feeling quite cheerful.

 Christina's gaze fell on the place where Link's figure disappeared, a trace of doubt flashing in her heart.

 Other than stirring up the emotions of the two teams, what other use was there in doing this?

 Would he come back again?

 Many wizards from the two teams harbored the same doubts.

 For a while, the 24 wizards on the field, and Link, who was hiding somewhere, all began to wait with or without purpose.

 In reality, Link's real form was always hidden in the Meteoroid Belt.

 After the two teams started fighting, Link had called back Franda in advance.

 Then, employing Franda's speed and high mobility, he broke through the "landmine" formation, realizing "teleportation" through reverse summoning.

 It's just that what had been reverse summoned previously were just "out-of-body" versions of him.

 The one who blocked the Great Sage Tower team's exploratory attack was Franda.

 The "out-of-body" version couldn't cast witchcraft yet.

 Link had intervened twice, disrupting the battle rhythm of the Great Sage Tower team and Shadow City team. He didn't want their fight to end too quickly.

 He wanted them to wait, just like they were doing now.

 As time passed, impatience started to set in for some.

 "Captain?"

 In the Great Sage Tower team, another wizard spoke up.

 Although he didn't elaborate, the Captain knew what the team member wanted to communicate.

 It was undoubtedly about why they had to follow Link Grande's pace and wait around like fools.

 Nevertheless, the Captain of the Great Sage Tower team was in a tough spot.

 Of course, if he could, he wouldn't want to wait.

 But even though the first two appearances had been illusions, who could guarantee that the ones to follow wouldn't be real?

 If they let their guard down, given the attack power Link Grande had demonstrated, it was probable that he could annihilate them in one strike.

 Then it wouldn't matter if they had set up a trap aiming to lure Link Grande in; instead, they might get effortlessly defeated by him.

 In that case, despite the rules established by the Supreme Council that would ensure they suffered only minor injuries and didn't need to worry about their lives, they would lose an extraordinary amount of face.

 The Captain of the Great Sage Tower team was between a rock and a hard place; he was extremely embarrassed.

 Furthermore, he had an inkling that Link Grande's repeated appearances as illusions might mean he had detected something and was probing.

 So the question arose.

 What was Link Grande probing for?

 Probably whether the Great Sage Tower and Shadow City teams had means to "instant kill" him.

 The Captain of the Great Sage Tower team regretted his actions deeply.

 Why couldn't he control his emotions and not harbor murderous intent?

 The records clearly stated that Link Grande's perceptual ability was particularly strong; without the interference of a high-level True Spirit Wizard, he could probabilistically foresee his fortunes and mishaps.

 When push came to shove, they still couldn't make every move perfect.

 "Captain? What exactly are we waiting for?"

 The wizard hadn't received an answer, and he asked again, this time being more straightforward.

 "Stop the chatter and keep waiting!"

 The Captain of the Great Sage Tower team gritted his teeth and spoke forcefully, "Is this a contest of patience? We can hold out. However long he wants to wait, we can wait."

 The wizard opened his mouth, wanting to say something more.

 His companion next to him gave him a tug and made him swallow his words.

 Sigh!

 Let's keep waiting, then.

 Link declared, "I'm waiting for my team to return. What are you two groups waiting for?"

 The atmosphere in the Shadow City team was relatively better.

 Delaying the time was advantageous to them.

 After encountering a warship from Ravensmouth College, the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team had sent a request for aid to their organization.

 The rules of the Supreme Council stipulated that the scale of the team dispatched by a wizard organization aiming to seize the heritage must be equal to the scale of the team dispatched by the wizard organization excavating the heritage.

 After a little reading comprehension, one could find that the Supreme Council did not limit the wizard organization excavating the heritage from asking for help.

 If that wizard organization was willing, the whole group could be mobilized!

 It was unlikely that Shadow City wouldn't send any aid, right?

 "What are you waiting for?"

 In the Void Region.

 Ragnar Walters was unceasing in his attacks. The Shadow City Level 5 Sage managed to avoid his onslaught and would only bear the enemy strikes when there was no other choice.

 Another Level 5 witchcraft attack was blocked, but it did not elicit a counterattack. As Ragnar was preparing his next wave of attacks, he began taunting, "Are you waiting for your Shadow City reinforcements?"

 The Shadow City Level 5 Sage did not respond, only maintaining a distance from Ragnar.

 Reinforcements?

 What the Shadow City Level 5 sage was waiting for wasn't reinforcements, but rather the end of the conflict between the two teams below and the ownership of the Saint's heritage.

 Everything was going smoothly originally. If they delayed for a bit longer, the fight between the two teams would have reached a conclusion.

 Who would have thought that out of nowhere, a fly in the ointment would appear.

 The situation got stirred up, with the two teams neither fighting nor retreating. They were frozen in their places, unable to move.

 If it wasn't for being trapped in the Void Region, unable to escape for the time being or deliver orders.

 The Shadow City Level 5 Sage really wished he could order his team to deal with that troublemaker.

 You're jumping about so joyously. If you want to snatch it, then do. If not, then don't make a fuss.

 Stop goddamn showing off.
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 "Hehehe..." 

 Dean Frist began to laugh with joy.

 "This little trick the kid played is quite interesting."

 Principal Leopold also expressed admiration, filled with envy.

 Why didn't Mesopotamia University produce such promising talents?

 No matter what his motives were, Link's move was a masterstroke, bluffing and startling the opponents, embodying the essence of appearing weak when strong and vice versa.

 He successfully disrupted the rhythm of the Great Sage Tower Team and the Shadow City Team, buying time for the return of Ravensmouth College's Warship.

 "Captain Grande."

 On the "Lark" class interstellar battleship, in the cockpit, Link's figure abruptly appeared.

 Upon seeing Link, Lanny Taylor stood up immediately and greeted him.

 "Hello, Captain."

 Even though some were unwilling, they ended up greeting him out of respect for the college's rules.

 "Hmm, hello everyone."

 Link nodded, scanning each of the eleven team members, starting with Lanny, and said, "Please, sit. You must all be frustrated with me for dragging you around on this mission. Take your time, speak one by one. Speak your mind."

 As he spoke, Link had already taken a seat in the seat reserved for the captain.

 His eyes briefly glanced at the image of the Great Sage Tower and Shadow City teams on the main screen.

 At this moment, both teams had discovered the traces of Ravensmouth College's Battleship, but they were unaware that Link had quietly returned to the battleship.

 Both teams were still confronting each other, still on guard, still waiting.

 Link, upon returning to the battleship, had ordered Franda to continue causing disturbances, so as not to alert the two teams.

 An illusion was created every few minutes. It was like playing the game of "Crying Wolf."

 "Hmph!"

 The scion of a great family, who had slandered Link, angrily stood up.

 He started with a cold snort and then reproached Link sharply, "Link Grande, as the captain, instead of properly completing the task, you've been messing around. You owe us, and the college, an explanation, not asking us to speak our minds!"

 Link remained unmoved upon hearing this.

 The Tower Spirit in this warship had already been "reformatted" by him to fit his mold.

 The conversations that took place in the cockpit involving Link were given priority for recording by the Tower Spirit.

 The moment Link sat down on the captain's seat, he had seen several dialogues pop up on the smart screen.

 This man from a great family's statements were pushed out as a top story by the Tower Spirit.

 "Does anyone else hold this view? Don't hold back, speak all together."

 Ignoring the angry scion, Link calmly awaited the criticism from his other teammates.

 Unfortunately, no one voiced their agreement, leaving the guy looking rather isolated.

 The snooty child turned to the left and the right, utterly upset.

 People had complained privately about Link Grande's actions.

 So why, in front of the main character himself, had everyone gone quiet?

 Not one person dared to stand up.

 Disappointing!

 Unworthy of a plot!

 "Um..."

 Upon seeing this, Link considered a moment, then sincerely said, "Truthfully, I have no desire to be embroiled in this dispute or seize the Saint's inheritance. But this mission is not only mine but all of ours. Let's vote. The minority will follow the majority. We will decide whether to get involved based on the voting result."

 Having said that, Link took out simple pens and papers, asking Lanny to give them to the other ten members one by one.

 "Those who prioritize the mission and choose to get involved, mark a single line. Those who don't mind failing the mission and prefer avoiding trouble, mark two lines. When you have finished, give it to me. You may try to hide your choice from other teammates. This is a secret ballot."

 After explaining the voting rules, Link wrote first, marking two lines openly on his blank paper before returning it to the team.

 This was him asserting his firm standpoint.

 Lanny Taylor immediately followed, also marking two lines on the blank paper openly.

 Of the other ten wizards, those who were straightforward and believed in Link did the same.

 However, the number was not many, only three.

 The remaining seven wizards.all used means to hide their actions, preventing others from seeing their choices.

 Although Link had the ability to see through those covers, he didn't do so.

 It wasn't necessary.

 "6 to 6, it's a draw."

 In front of everyone, Link opened seven folded papers and announced the voting result.

 This result was somewhat surprising yet reasonable.

 That's the problem with even-numbered teams.

 Unless Link decided to exercise his privilege, declaring that as the captain, his vote counted as two.

 Or in a gesture of impeccable integrity, declared that he as the captain would not participate in the voting process.

 "What should we do now?"

 Faced with this outcome, Link chose to toss the ball to the other eleven wizards' court, "Dare I ask, if we divide into teams, those who do not wish to be involved will not participate? Those who want to complete the mission will contend for the Saint's inheritance? That doesn't seem right, either."

 While speaking, a troubled expression appeared on Link's face, as if he had been genuinely stumped.

 The eleven wizards, including Lanny, didn't believe this for a second.

 Lanny even suspected that Link had already calculated this outcome, which was why he'd initiated the vote in the first place.
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 As for the purpose... 

 Lanny fixed her gaze on the massive main screen, watching as the Shadow City Team suddenly began to retreat, pulling back to their own warship.

 Simultaneously with their retreat, a cargo bay detached from the Shadow City Warship and sped toward the Great Sage Tower team.

 "What's going on?"

 This sudden change caught the attention of not only Lanny but also several other team members.

 One of them cried out in surprise, his voice full of bafflement.

 "Franda, what's happening?"

 Link watched the scene unfold without speculating and called out to Franda, who was eager to try out her illusionary scare tactic.

 "Master, even Franda doesn't know."

 Maybe because there was no field for her carefully prepared illusionary scare, Franda's voice was full of grievance.

 "Go and ask Christina."

 Link ordered.

 "Oh."

 Franda agreed and immediately carried out the task.

 "Hey, hey, Franda here."

 Franda, now capable of casting magic, approached the still not boarded warship of the Shadow City Team and used "Quantum Encrypted Communication" to connect directly with Christina. "My master asked me to inquire about what's going on; why did you guys suddenly abandon everything?" she asked.

 Christina maintained a calm facade, revealing no signs of concern, and responded telepathically: "I am not sure of the details, I just heard the captain say, orders from above, surrender half of the supplies to the Great Sage Mitchell's tower."

 "What about the Saint's legacy?"

 Franda asked further.

 "We've only collected what we think are valuable supplies. We haven't found the Saint's legacy, or perhaps, the Saint's legacy might be hidden in the supplies we've collected."

 Christina answered truthfully.

 If they had it, they had it. If they didn't, they didn't.

 Stick to the facts.

 "I see."

 Franda let out a noise of understanding, "I'll report back to the master then. You take care. When the master visited Garona, I watched too. She's adorable." She added after a pause, "And, the master designed a specific set for Garona. It will help her grow more safely, without fear that her soul will be affected by the Shadow Demon Snake."

 Without waiting for Christina to inquire further, Franda disconnected the "Quantum Encrypted Communication" and went to find Link to relay his message.

 "Christina, what happened?"

 The Shadow City team captain, noticing Christina's change in facial expression at hearing the words "no fear...affected by", asked immediately upon entering the warship.

 "Nothing, just wondering why we had to give away half of the supplies. We didn't lose!"

 Christina didn't intend to reveal the truth and avoided the question with her genuinely perplexed thoughts.

 "Are you sure that's it, there's nothing else bothering you?"

 The Shadow City team captain stared into Christina's eyes, which now retained only a slight trace of its serpentine origins due to the regular intake of the drug "Reversal", and asked very seriously.

 Upon hearing this, Christina felt a sudden shock in her heart.

 What was the captain trying to do?

 Despite her surprise, Christina didn't hesitate and continued with her previous statement, shaking her head lightly: "Just that doubt, nothing else."

 "Are you sure?"

 The captain inquired again, his voice now even more eerie.

 Christina sensed that something was amiss and prepared herself for a potential fight, silently confronting the captain's gaze.

 "Attack."

 The captain ordered abruptly, his mood becoming desolate.

 As his words resonated, the four second ring wizards positioned to the front, back, left, and right of Christina launched their attacks.

 And they did so without mercy, using their most lethal tactics.

 The two wizards at the front and back initiated the main attack, both employing the Second Ring combined witchcraft "Shadow Instant Kill".

 Two thumb-sized shadowy serpents, one piercing through the chest, and the other through the heart, targeted Christina.

 The witches to the left and right cast restrictive spells. Each employed the Second Ring combined witchcraft "Python Strangulation".

 Two as substantial as real pythons, as thick as a baby's arm, wrapped around Christina's figure from left to right in a cross.

 One python started coiling upward from her left heel, moved diagonally upward across her backside, and finally, over her shoulder joint to the fingertips of her right hand.

 Beginning at the right foot, spiraling upwards, crossing the hips diagonally towards the left and winding at the shoulder joint to the tip of the left finger.

 Christina was tightly bound.

 Keen but too attached, even though Christina had heightened her vigilance, prepared for defense and escape.

 Nevertheless, her attention was predominantly on the captain and she did not expect that the teammates arranged around her had already made preparations to deal with her.

 "Python Strangulation" bound her while "Shadow Instant Kill" broke through her defense.

 All of Christina's preparations fell through, and she was severely injured in an instant.

 At this time, the captain quickly made his move and rushed to Christina's side at an extremely fast speed.

 He opened his left hand and placed his palm in front of Christina's eyes.

 Then he reached out his right hand and slapped it on Christina's lower abdomen, who was now mostly defenseless.

 A lifelike serpent eye was drawn on the captain's palm.

 Under the gaze of the serpent's eye, Christina instantly felt dizzy, and the operation of her spiritual power and magic power became extraordinarily sluggish.

 Her abdomen was hit by the captain's right hand, and the strong physique she got through biochemical modification also became weak, her limbs feeble.

 From the moment the captain gave the order to attack, the four second-level wizards attacked from all directions, then the captain completely eliminated Christina's ability to resist, a series of falls, all in less than 3 seconds!

 How quick was that!

 How in sync was the captain and the four second-level wizards who had attacked!

 "Why?"

 Christina stared into the captain's eyes, her voice weak.

 "Don't blame me."

 The captain heaved a sigh, "If you want to blame someone, blame the person who wants to exploit your relationship with Link Grande."

 Having said that, the captain waved his hand.

 The two wizards, one on the left and one on the right, who had Christina restrained, immediately put her into a shuttle.

 The shuttle, already set to its flight program, took off, heading towards the warship of the Great Sage Tower that was accepting a cargo hold.

 "Lark" class warship, cockpit.

 After the teams of the Great Sage Tower and Shadow City surreptitiously reached an agreement, no wizard raised the idea of competing for the Saint's inheritance.

 Since the captain, Link Grande, who was also the team's strongest, did not want to get involved in the dispute, their six wizards who wanted to complete the mission were not powerful enough to compete with the two teams.

 One by one, they all silently watched the main screen, as the Shadow City team calmly retreated to their own warship and the team of the Great Sage Tower successfully received a cargo hold.

 "Captain..."

 Lanny Taylor suddenly spoke, as if she wanted to say something but then stopped.

 As Link was about to ask further, he suddenly noticed another shuttle leaving the warship of the Shadow City team and heading towards the warship of the Great Sage Tower at full speed.

 At the same time, his inspiration working at maximum power, produced two prophecies:

 The first was a regular reminder, indicating that the wizard in the shuttle was related to Link;

 The second was a dangerous warning, signaling that there was a threat to Link's life, filled with malicious intent and life-endangering threats.

 "What's going on?"

 Irrespective of what Lanny wanted to say, Link furrowed his brows and fixed his gaze on the departing shuttle.

 "Is it you, Christina? What happened?"

 Link murmured to himself as numerous speculations appeared and disappeared in his mind.

 As soon as Link's inspiration produced the prophecies, Franda willingly transformed into the Spirit of the Wind and approached the shuttle to scout.

 The master is in trouble, so naturally, Franda serves.

 "Heeheehee..."

 Principal Leopold began to laugh joyfully, "Frist, oh Frist, you didn't expect it. Shadow City and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell reached an agreement to take advantage of this opportunity to deal with the promising talents of your Ravensmouth College!"

 Dean Frist remained composed, calmly responding, "It's only natural when I scheme against others, they scheme against me."

 "Aren't you worried?"

 Principal Leopold asked, puzzled.

 "Worried about what?"

 Dean Frist asked in response.

 Principal Leopold, seeing clearly who was about to enter the warship of the Great Sage Tower, yet observing Link Grande's calm demeanor and not panicking, fell silent.

 It seems there's indeed nothing to worry about.

 The young one's heart is tough!
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 "Sir, do you see her?"

 Franda's voice resounded as she shared her vision.

 Enriched with the power of Vision Enhancement Magic, Franda could peer through the side window of the shuttle's cockpit and make out the hazy figure of Christina, bound and held captive.

 "I see her."

 Link's reply was emotionless.

 "What should we do, sir? Do we save her?"

 Franda immediately asked.

 From her bound state, Christina's predicament could be inferred.

 Undoubtedly, she had been used as a hostage, or rather a decoy, by Shadow City and delivered to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 A bait to induce Link into attacking the Great Sage's battlefield.

 With no significant effort, it couldn't be easier for an intelligent person to deduce that a trap awaited Link.

 Combining the two sensed threats and a looming crisis, it wasn't hard to ascertain how deadly the trap awaiting Link was.

 Thus, from a personal perspective, Franda was reluctant to see her master risk himself for a witch with whom he had no close ties.

 However, if her master was determined to save that witch, Franda would not object.

 "Don't worry, I'm not that foolish."

 Link, sensing Franda's conflicting feelings, reassured her.

 "That's good!"

 Franda breathed a sigh of relief.

 It couldn't have been better that her master retained rationality and refused to take unnecessary risks.

 Hesitating a moment, Franda asked, "Sir, do you have any messages for her? Franda can convey them for you."

 "Hmm..."

 Link pondered momentarily, then said with slight remorse, "Tell her that I'm very sorry, but I'm powerless to help."

 "Yes, sir."

 Franda acknowledged and immediately cast the "Quantum Encrypted Communication" spell, connecting with Christina.

 "My master has a message for you."

 Upon hearing Franda's voice, Christina's face betrayed no emotion.

 Having learned her lesson, from the previous hostilities', Christina kept her emotions in check and silently replied through a mental message, "What is it?"

 "He says he's sorry, but he can't help."

 Imitating Link's tone, Franda relayed the message verbatim.

 "There's no need for an apology."

 Maintaining her composure, Christina replied after a moment of silence, "My predicament doesn't have much to do with your master."

 "How so?"

 Seizing the moment before the shuttle entered range of the Great Sage tower's warship, Franda hastily inquired.

 "Please tell your master to take care of my daughter, thank you!"

 Instead of providing an answer, Christina used her remaining time to deliver this message.

 It was as if she had foreseen her ultimate fate and was leaving her last words. It had turned into entrusting her child to their care.

 "Understood."

 Franda agreed and terminated the "Quantum Encrypted Communication," voluntarily distancing herself from the warship of the Great Sage tower team.

 From the analysis her master had just made, Franda believed that the sudden retreat of the Outlander Colonization Team from Shadow City and the dispatch of a supply shuttle was undoubtedly related to the level 5 sage trailing them covertly.

 Even with Franda's immense stealth and mobility, it was unwise to act recklessly under the nose of a level 5 sage.

 It was better to prepare for the worst, after all.

 "Sir, did you hear all that?"

 Franda re-established contact with Link and inquired.

 "Yes."

 Link responded tersely.

 Consequently, he quickly scanned and acknowledged his team members who were coming to terms with the abrupt change in circumstances. With a calm demeanor, he ordered, "Retreat, circumvent them, return to the main campus."

 "Understood."

 The Warship Tower Spirit responded first.

 "Yes, Captain."

 Lanny.Taylor was slightly late in her response.

 "Yes, Captain."

 The remaining three advanced wizards hailing from the Stormy Sea in the Wizard World Homeland echoed in unison.

 "Yes, Captain Grande."

 Voices of affirmation from the remaining seven wizards echoed one after another.

 Nevertheless, the whole team had unified their thoughts and determined the next course of action.

 The interstellar warship "Lark" swiftly retreated, keeping its distance from the warships of the Great Sage Tower team and Shadow City.

 "Dang!"

 Inside the Great Sage Tower's warship.

 The twelve wizards who had readied themselves for the attack by Link Grande, especially the captain, were extremely unwilling and cursed in rage.

 "That's way too cold-hearted, isn't it?"

 One of the wizards couldn't hold back his frustration and muttered under his breath.

 The captain and the other members chose to remain silent.

 They were all wizards and naturally understood the characteristics and conduct of most wizards: rationality, composure, and even to the extent of cold-bloodedness.

 The hot-blooded and friendship-oriented types were not non-existent, but exceedingly scarce.

 The Great Sage Tower Team thought that since Link Grande was willing to help Christina Smith, there might have been the slightest possibility that he might have tried to stage a rescue under the current circumstances.

 Now that their "Hope" had dashed, it was natural for them to feel the gap.

 "Enough!"

 The captain thundered, attempting to suppress the dissatisfaction and unwillingness amongst the members who had experienced violent emotional swings due to Link Grande.

 "Captain, what should we do now? Are we just going to retreat?"

 Despite the captain's fury, a team member boldly asked.

 This team had prepared for a long time, nurturing tacit understanding, training in combined casting techniques. The goal of this trip was not only to obtain the legacy of the saint, but also to severely injure Link Grande at an opportune moment.

 "Or what?"

 The captain lowered his voice and said sullenly, "He didn't fall into the trap, why don't you go and attack him upfront?"

 The team member immediately fell silent.

 A joke indeed, to directly attack Link Grande?
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 This is too much now.

 Thus, the Great Sage Tower Team fell into silence.

 "Enough!"

 Seeing this, the captain shouted again, giving his specific instructions, "Clean up the supplies and prepare to return."

 "Yes."

 The team members responded half-heartedly, without much enthusiasm.

 Eleven wizards all rushed to transfer the supplies from the cargo hold of the Shadow City. None paid attention to the shuttle parked in the warship, let alone Christina inside the shuttle.

 "Ah!"

 The Captain sighed, walked towards the shuttle, and opened the door.

 Looking at Christina, tied up, the Great Sage Tower Team Captain was lost for words.

 He had come to face Link Grande head-on, but the outcome…

 Just this.

 It was hard to describe his complex feelings at that moment.

 After a while, the Captain of the Great Sage Tower Team finally made a move.

 He gently lifted his index finger, using a Force-type witchcraft to shift Christina's figure out of the shuttle, and suspended her in the air, towards the door of the warship.

 "Break."

 The Captain murmured.

 Christina's starry space survival suit which already had two holes in it, completely shattered.

 "Don't blame me."

 Looking at Christina's calm face and her slightly fluctuating eyes, the Captain of the Great Sage Tower Team muttered to himself and released his control on Christina.

 The moment he released his hands, the door opened.

 Christina quickly floated towards the boundless starry sky, without any protection, heavily injured, with her spiritual power and magic power both being restrained.

 It wouldn't take long for the airless, radiation-filled cosmos to take the life of a mere First Level Wizard, Christina.

 The Great Sage Tower's warship closed its doors, adjusted its posture, changed its direction, and started its journey back.

 The bait was useless, so they simply abandoned it. No need to stay behind.

 "Am I going to die like this?"

 Drifting in the starry sky, Christina felt her life force growing weaker due to suffocation and weakness. She felt desolate.

 She didn't want to die!

 Somewhere unknown.

 "Tsk!"

 Principal Leopold sighed, "Those who play tactics always have their ways!"

 "Are you implying me?"

 Dean Frist asked quietly.

 "If the shoe fits, wear it. Don't blame me for mocking you."

 Principal Leopold responded with a hearty laugh, "You walked into that one."

 Dean Frist smiled slightly, showing no intention to continue bickering.

 "Meh! That's dull!"

 Principal Leopold grumbled, rolling his eyes before asking, "Hey, do you reckon your pal, Link Grande, will take the bait?"

 "No."

 Dean Frist decisively answered, without any hesitation.

 "Why's that?"

 Principal Leopold curiously asked, "His unpredictable displacement magic can fool not only his peers but even Tier 3 Wizards, and even some newly promoted Tier 4 Sages. Not to mention a targeted ambush."

 As he spoke, Principal Leopold frowned and muttered: "Damn it! How dare he still claim to be a Tier 2 Wizard, and how dare you guys still call him a Tier 2 Wizard! He's so powerful that he's even more formidable than many senior Tier 3 Wizards!"

 Dean Frist ignored Principal Leopold's complaints and jab, saying indifferently: "That is exactly why Link Grande will definitely not rely on that move to rescue the witch from Shadow City."

 "I don't buy it!"

 Principal Leopold shook his head.

 "Wait and see."

 Dean Frist did not try to convince him to believe his judgment.

 The decision of Link Grande would soon be revealed.

 There was no need to argue.

 "Master, to save or not to save?"

 Franda, who stayed close but not too far from the vicinity of Great Sage Tower's warship, quickly discovered Christina who was left to die in space.

 "Don't act rashly, Franda."

 While commanding his team to prepare for a potential surprise attack, Link responded to Franda's query in his mind.

 "Why, master?"

 Franda asked with confusion, "Franda's speed is very fast, they can't find Franda."

 "Just because a second level witch and a warship can't find you, it does not mean a level-5 sage can't."

 Link briefly explained his reasoning to her.

 "Oh."

 Kind-hearted Franda, who could not bear to see a tragedy unfold, responded in a dejected tone and turned "herself" away.

 Maybe not witnessing it could alleviate some of her distress.

 "Damn!"

 The leader of the Great Sage Tower Team, seeing his second trap set up using Christina had once again failed to serve its purpose, cursed loudly, despite having been prepared for such a possibility.

 "Stubborn as heck."

 Unable to find an opportunity to take down Link Grande, the leader of the Great Sage Tower Team finally gave up on his ambition to severely wound him.

 Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team.

 The atmosphere in the warship's cockpit was exceedingly grim.

 The four witches, who had followed the order of the Shadow City team leader to restrain Christina, had witnessed the entire process of the shuttle entering the Great Sage Tower's warship and the scene of Christina being thrown unprotected into the void of space to die.

 Each of them was gloomy, waiting for an explanation from their team captain.

 Even if Christina Smith might have committed some kind of crime.

 No matter what that crime might be, they could even invent one.

 If the team had dealt with her according to the rules of Shadow City, the mental states of these ten witches would not be as they are now.

 It was truly unacceptable to give up their comrade, who hadn't made a major mistake, as a hostage or bait to another organization.

 The image of Christina being casually discarded by the leader of the Great Sage Tower Team added further insult to the injury suffered by the ten witches from the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team.

 If Christina Smith could be given up, what about them?

 Could they also be given up in the same way if the organization, or certain high-level witches in the organization, required it?

 The leader of the Shadow City team noticed the psychological changes in his team members, but his bitterness was inexpressible.

 He too was just following orders, and he had given Christina a chance.

 However, the team leader could not voice this grievance.

 "Return!"

 After struggling with his words for a while, the leader finally spoke, issuing this command.

 "Yes~~~"

 A sparse and lifeless response echoed.

 The team members, burdened with heavy thoughts, returned to their respective operating stations, listlessly assisting the captain and the tower Spirit to steer the warship back home.

 Not long after, this star domain returned to its quiet state.

 Except for Christina, who was waiting to die while drifting, there was nothing left.

 The Void Region.

 Ragnar Walters glanced at the Shadow City Level-5 sage not far away, feeling slightly annoyed.

 After a tough battle, though Ragnar hadn't yet overcome his opponent, he had already figured out the latter's strength.

 Given more time, Ragnar was confident that he would achieve final victory, capture the Shadow City Level-5 sage, and imprison him in his Chained World.

 Becoming a bargaining chip for the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell.

 Unfortunately, the external teams that acted as reinforcements performed too well.

 In a four on four situation, they had managed to capture the support sent by the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance within half an hour.

 Upon learning this news, the Shadow City headquarters immediately contacted the Level-5 sage who was secretly escorting the Outlander Colonization Team through a special method.

 Subsequently, there was a ceasefire between Ragnar and the Level-5 sage from Shadow City.

 This led to the Shadow City Outlander Colonization Team giving away half of their supplies and Christina's retreat.

 "Next time we have a chance, let's fight again."

 After leaving these words for the Level-5 sage of Shadow City, and shifting his gaze to Fletcher Domingo, who was hovering in the safer part of the Void Region, Ragnar Walters dispelled the Void Region and disappeared in an instant.

 The Level-5 sage from Shadow City, not lingering any longer, continued his escort mission.

 "Should I do a favor?"

 Looking at the pitiful Christina, a thought crossed Fletcher Domingo's mind.

 But he did not decide immediately.
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 "Forget it." 

 Sage Fletcher Domingo shook his head.

 No matter if it was personal or impersonal, it didn't matter anymore.

 It was not because of Link Grande's "cold-blooded" performance, thinking that it was not worth it.

 If he were in Link's situation, Fletcher Domingo believed that he would also react this way.

 This has something to do with whether one's nature is cold-blooded or not, but the correlation is not that strong.

 One just needs to think rationally, act sensibly, weigh the pros and cons, and make choices.

 Fletcher Domingo reached out and saved Christina, who Link could not save due to the threat lurking in the dark.

 After all, it was just a small matter. He thought of it as an investment.

 Heh heh.

 Taking a step forward, Fletcher Domingo appeared in the medical cabin of the "Lark" level interstellar battleship, which had declared mission failure and returned empty-handed, with Christina who was on the brink of death.

 "Come here, I have something for you."

 Through the air transmission, Sage Fletcher Domingo called out to Link Grande who was sitting in the captain's seat.

 Soon, Link had finished quickly dealing with matters and arrived at the medical cabin.

 "Thank you, Mr. Domingo."

 Through Franda, who did not act rashly, turned her "back", but always paid attention to Christina, Link saw the scene of Christina disappearing out of thin air.

 At that time, he had a guess in his heart that it must have been a Level 5 Sage who took action.

 Now seeing Christina lying on the floor, he immediately expressed his sincere thanks.

 "It was a simple matter."

 Sage Fletcher Domingo honestly voiced his thoughts, "I originally intended to owe you a favor, but then I thought it wasn't worth the effort."

 "I owe you a favor."

 Upon hearing this, Link solemnly made a promise.

 Afterwards, without any hesitation, he started treating Christina's injuries.

 Sage Fletcher Domingo did not feel unhappy due to Link's aloofness, but quietly watched Link's treatment operation.

 A wizard from Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College who is not skilled in biological cultivation or extraordinary medical treatment would be laughed at if word got out.

 Fletcher wanted to see whether Link Grande, who stood out in terms of combat power, was reliable in the basic skills of a college wizard.

 From beginning to end, watching Link treat Christina's injuries, Fletcher surprisingly found that he could not find any fault.

 Not to mention flaws or mistakes, some places, some operations, Fletcher believed that even he may not do better now.

 "That darn genius!"

 Fletcher couldn't help but exclaim.

 Then remembering Link's promise just now, he secretly thought to himself, this time I must have made a big gain.

 It's not that Fletcher had the idea of asking for a favor.

 But in case something happens in the future and he needs Link Grande's help, he can build a relationship based on this small favor.

 For the first half of his life, Fletcher Domingo, who only wanted to get close to Frist Diomand once and was severely rejected, understood the importance of connections and investments after experiencing a lot of things later.

 Just now, he successfully placed a small bet on a rising star in the academy, waiting for the harvest.

 "Thank you, Link."

 Christina, who was just barely alive and did not faint, listened to the conversation between the two during the entire process.

 After her spiritual power and magical power returned to normal, the wounds on her abdomen were properly treated, and a lot of vitality was replenished into her body, Christina thanked him as soon as she had the strength.

 "Don't thank me, thank Mr. Domingo."

 While observing the data of the medical pod where Christina was lying, Link said seriously.

 He really thought so.

 Both Fletcher and Christina present could feel the sincerity in Link's tone.

 "Thank you, Mr. Domingo!"

 Christina turned her head, looked at Fletcher Domingo, and thanked him sincerely.

 "Don't thank me,"

 Fletcher waved his hand, "I got a favor, we're even, and I even made a profit."

 As soon as he finished speaking, Fletcher disappeared, leaving the medical cabin to the two of them.

 Christina did not continue to thank him, but asked with concern, "Is Garona okay? Is the plan that can solve Garona's soul problem feasible? Does it consume a lot? I have some savings. Can I give you all, will that be enough?"

 Facing Christina's series of questions, Link was silent for a moment, then counter-asked, "Are you planning to go back to Shadow City?"

 "Of course."

 Christina slightly nodded her head.

 Link didn't ask why, but simply said, "Even if you want to go back, there's no rush. You rest first, wait until you fully recover, I'll show you some information and take you to see your daughter."

 "Okay, thank you."

 Even though she didn't get the answer to her question, Christina didn't press further and accepted Link's arrangement.

 To be able to see her daughter with her own eyes, of course, is more intuitive than hearing about it from Link.

 Link was still the captain of the sniper team at this time, and the warship was not easy to leave for too long.

 After giving Christina a calming potion, as soon as Christina fell asleep, Link left the medical cabin and returned to the cockpit.

 All the team members noticed this little interlude.

 However, the wizards busy returning to the ship didn't care.

 Time flew by quickly.

 After nearly three days of travel, the "Lark" level warship returned to its starting point.

 Team leader Fletcher Domingo appeared in time, said not much but summoned a temporary teleportation gate and took the lead to enter.
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 Arranged by Link, the 11 wizards filed in one by one and teleported orderly.

 "Go on in."

 Looking at a completely recovered Christina, Link instructed, "Don't resist, don't overreact, do you understand?"

 "Understood."

 Christina gently nodded.

 During the three-day voyage, Link had already written the mission report and had voluntarily declared to take major responsibility for the failure of the mission.

 By the way, he had reported Christina's presence to the academy, applying for her to transit through the academy's headquarters and return her to the Wizard World Homeland.

 The academy did not respond to this mission but approved Link's application.

 It merely stressed that while transiting was feasible, Christina had to undergo the most stringent inspections.

 This was perfectly reasonable.

 Link had no objections, and for the sake of seeing her daughter sooner, Christina gladly agreed.

 The two of them entered the teleportation light gate one after the other, leading to different locations.

 Until Christina had completed rigorous inspections, Link would not have been able to see her at the academy headquarters.

 "I announce, the team is dismissed."

 At the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal platform in the academy headquarters, the team leader, Sage Fletcher Domingo, put an end to this somewhat absurd sniping mission.

 The 12 wizards separated on the spot and returned to their respective homes.

 Lanny Taylor greeted Link and then boarded the car of Sandra, who was waving from afar at Link.

 Link also had someone to greet him.

 Jasmine knew the exact timing of Link's return through Sandra, and naturally had to come and "pick him up".

 "How was it, was it smooth?"

 Just as he got into the car, Link was welcomed with a caring inquiry.

 "There were many twists and turns, it would take quite some time to explain."

 Link answered vaguely, not intending to brush Jasmine off, but because the situation was truly so.

 "Alright then."

 Jasmine didn't continue to inquire, instead, she drove straight to her villa.

 "Something happened, Christina is now at the academy headquarters and is undergoing the academy's inspection."

 Link initiated a confession, "After the inspection, we might have a brief meeting before sending her back to the Wizard World Homeland."

 "Christina?"

 Jasmine asked in confusion, "Isn't the mission she was assigned to was to go to that special planet and excavate the Saint's inheritance?"

 During the time Link led the mission, forums of major Wizard Organizations were flooded with posts about Saint's inheritance.

 Under the push of an invisible hand, the entire West Coast District knew that several premier Wizard Organizations in Mitchell District were fighting for the inheritance of the Holy Sect of Nostrodamus.

 There was even an anonymous disclosure that the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell might likely enter the fray.

 Therefore, Jasmine had a certain understanding of the background of Link's mission.

 Hearing Link's words, she immediately began to speculate.

 "Yes."

 Link nodded, then explained, "For some reason, Christina was offered up by the Shadow City Lord as bait to the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell to lure me. I didn't fall for it and then the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell threw Christina into space to die."

 "It wasn't you who rescued her, right?"

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine immediately captured the point, "If there was the first trap, there wouldn't be a second one."

 "The leader, Sage Fletcher Domingo, rescued her. He owes me a favor."

 Link was thorough in the matter of Christina, putting all the cards on the table without any concealment.

 "Oh."

 Jasmine nodded, not making any remarks.

 At this moment, the car had already driven into her villa.

 The two got out of the car.

 Lead by Jasmine, they headed straight for the dining room.

 The idea of welcoming and washing away dust from the journey was actually something that Jasmine learned from Link during a casual chat.

 Jasmine was already aware of the fact that Link was a "special guest".

 She even jokingly teased Link at the time, "No wonder you don't sound like a blacksmith's son, knowing so much, you're such a greasy old man!"

 But she didn't really treat Link as a greasy old man.

 For "special guest", the Wizard World had detailed research.

 The Supreme Council had even issued the most authoritative argument.

 The souls of the "special guests" belonged to the Wizard World, they only awakened their memories of the past life.

 Whether it's the body or the soul, they are naturally grown natural people.

 In layman's terms, it was an undeniable fact that Link and Jasmine were of the same age.

 After finding out that Link was a "special guest," Jasmine occasionally asked about some foreign customs.

 That's how she came to learn about the concept of welcoming and removing dust.

 Picking up from the airport was akin to welcoming, and removing dust, well, having afternoon tea would do.

 This mission, though not time-consuming, took exactly seven days.

 Nevertheless, Link was indeed missing his own tea and desserts.

 "Delicious."

 After sipping some tea and biting into a piece of mung bean cake, Link uttered with a sigh.

 "If you find it delicious, eat more."

 Jasmine, with a smile in her eyes, watched Link devour his food.

 The tea and desserts were all handmade by Jasmine.

 After having afternoon tea, it was just in time, Link was notified and went with Jasmine to pick up Christina.

 The two didn't take Christina to their own villa, but headed straight to the laboratory.

 Christina, eager to know about her daughter Garona's health condition and Link's solution to the soul problem, readily accepted this.

 In the laboratory.

 Link brought out a series of reports, pointed to the data items, and detailed Garona's health condition to Christina.

 "Did you understand?"

 After finishing his explanation, Link asked.

 "I understand more or less."

 Christina replied in this way.

 "If you understand more or less, that's fine, let's move on to the next item."

 Link waved his hand, and as he wished, the office smart brain brought out the overview of the "Construction" system and the special suit "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" tailored for Garona.

 This explanation was even more detailed.

 Jasmine, who was listening at the side, took this opportunity to gain a more comprehensive and deeper understanding of Link's self-created "Construction" system.

 Christina, who was first exposed to the brand new concept of "Construction," didn't fully understand.

 But she distilled a few key points from Link's explanation, thought about it seriously in her heart, and agreed to Link implanting her daughter Garona with "Construction."

 This was not an easy decision to make.

 This decision meant that her daughter Garona had to be fostered in Ravensmouth City, fostered here with Link Grande.

 For Christina, who subconsciously regarded her daughter as the most important or even everything, not being able to see her daughter for a long time was an extremely severe pain.

 But she had to make this decision.

 Firstly, Garona could better accept the "Construction" implantation, and secondly, Christina's own future was uncertain upon her return to Shadow City.

 "Link, what's wrong?"

 Jasmine noticed Link's abnormality in time and asked aloud.

 "Nothing."

 Link was awakened by the call and moved his eyes away from Christina.

 Just now, after he finished explaining the design of the "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" suit, seeing Christina's pupils that were not completely reversed, his mind flashed brightly, and a strong inspiration erupted in his heart.

 At this moment, a completely new, tailor-made special suit for Christina quickly took shape in Link's heart.

 At this moment, the three talents of "Wizardry Specialization," "Alchemy Specialization," and "Material Specialization," which had not been triggered for a long time, were working together.

 "You can do whatever you want."

 In order to prevent the inspiration from slipping away, Link greeted them and then left Jasmine and Christina.

 Switched the function of the office smart computer on his own and started the design of a new suit.

 Seeing this, Jasmine silently gestured for Christina to sit down on the side and made room for Link.

 The two of them didn't speak for fear of causing a disturbance.

 In this way, one "Construction" component after another was quickly formed under Link's hand.

 About more than 5 hours passed, and a total of 8 "Construction" component designs were completely completed, and then linked into a whole to form a suit.

 Even if they couldn't quite understand Link's design thinking and the "Construction" skills used.

 But seeing familiar second ring witchcraft, Christina's mood suddenly became excited.

 This was a tailor-made "Construction" suit for her!

 If "Construction" is really as good as Link introduced, no, just half of it, her strength would soar after she implanted this "Construction" suit.

 By then, she would not only not be easily betrayed by the captain and four teammates.

 She could also show her fangs to them and bite back.

 "What is the name of this 'Construction' suit?"

 Jasmine realized Christina's excitement and restraint and asked on her behalf.

 Link browsed through his own designs, making sure there were no omissions, and then solemnly said,

 "Shadow Annihilation."
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 "Can I have this 'construction' implanted?"

 When Christina heard the term "construction", a thought struck her and, suppressing her hesitations, she asked aloud.

 The name "Shadow Annihilation" had really hit a spot deep within Christina's heart.

 The moment she was abandoned, a thought lingered in her heart - if she could survive, she would definitely get her revenge.

 Her previous experiences had forever changed Christina's character.

 Revenge had become her instinct.

 "Of course."

 Link readily agreed, but then added, "Just not now."

 "When exactly?"

 Christina immediately asked, seeming somewhat impatient.

 "In a couple of days."

 Link estimated that by then, the Fairy Servant Soldiers that Sage Palo had dispatched to the other legions would have been able to provide real-time feedback.

 By then, they would know whether or not the 'construction' could enhance combat power, how much it could enhance, its advantages, shortcomings, and areas requiring improvement.

 Moreover, Christina's stay in the academy headquarters world had been long enough.

 Just because the Academy didn't rush, didn't mean that Link could keep her indefinitely.

 With this in mind, Link asked: "You're not in a hurry to get back to Shadow City, are you? Spend some more time with your daughter when you return home?"

 "Okay."

 Christina instantly agreed.

 Whether it was because she missed her daughter, or because she was waiting for the implantation of the "Shadow Annihilation" set, Christina was willing to stay patient.

 "Jasmine, would you mind sending Christina back?"

 Link looked toward Jasmine, who was pondering over the design of the "Shadow Annihilation" suit, and made a request.

 "Sure."

 Jasmine nodded, took her eyes off the design, and said, "Let's go, I'll take you."

 "Thank you, Link."

 First, Christina thanked Link, and then turned to Jasmine and said, "I appreciate it, Jasmine."

 "No need to mention it, it's a given."

 As she spoke these courteous words sincerely, Jasmine took the lead to walk out.

 Soon, Jasmine drove the transportation vehicle and took Christina to the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Link didn't continue to pay attention to the suit he had just designed but took out the encrypted Inter-Dimensional Communicator and sent a communication request to Assad Kenneth.

 In a short while, the communication connected, and Assad Kenneth, holding Garona, appeared before Link in a holographic projection.

 "I heard your mission failed?"

 Before Link could speak, Assad Kenneth asked first.

 "News travels fast?"

 Link looked somewhat surprised.

 "Hehe..."

 Assad Kenneth chuckled a few times, then explained, "Your mission, Link Grande, was a double summons from the academy and the team leader. Many wizards were watching. When your team returned and the academy updated the mission status, immediately it was transferred to several forum pages by curious people. Moreover..."

 He hesitated a bit, then Assad Kenneth arched his eyebrows, resumed his frivolous demeanor, and said in a teasing tone: " Furthermore, one of your team members publicly accused you on several forums of handling the mission passively, screwing around until you screwed out a result of fleeing. He also said that you were a coward, that you chickened out as soon as you inferred that it's the inheritance of the saint you were going to grab."

 "He's not wrong."

 Link silently listened to Assad Kenneth's account. Instead of becoming angry, he nodded in agreement without any avoidance, "As soon as I figured out the heritage we were to grab belonged to a saint, I chickened out."

 "Uh..."

 Assad Kenneth hadn't expected Link to respond this way, and for a moment, he was speechless.

 At this time, Link continued, "If it were the inheritance of the other three saints, perhaps I would dare to seize it, but the inheritance of the Saint of Nostrodamus..."

 Pondering, Link stared into the eyes of Assad Kenneth's holographic projection and seriously asked, "Would you dare?"

 "I wouldn't dare."

 Assad Kenneth shook his head straight away.

 Joking aside, he, Assad Kenneth, didn't have the merit or ability to meddle in the inherited teachings of the Mysterious Wizard Saint who specialized in prophesy and curse.

 He had only just got married recently and didn't even have his own baby yet. He hadn't lived long enough.

 "I wouldn't dare either."

 Seeing this, a smile emerged at the corner of Link's mouth.

 "Alright."

 At this point, Assad Kenneth could only give up on mocking Link did he need anything urgently?

 Link looked at Garona who remained nestled in Assad's arms, her large black eyes staring quietly at him, and his eyes signaled: "Make arrangements now. You'll pick someone."

 "Huh?"

 Assad Kenneth hesitated for a while, then immediately understood, "No problem."

 "There's nothing else now, that's all. I'll be back in a few days."

 "Okay."

 After hanging up the encrypted Inter-Dimensional Communicator, Link leaned back and closed his eyes.

 He had been dealing with an "empty challenge" these days, which had consumed a lot of mental energy and left him somewhat tired.

 A pair of delicate hands rested on both sides of Link's head, gently massaging.

 After dropping Christina off, Jasmine did not stay any longer but quickly returned.

 As soon as she entered the study, she saw that Link looked tired. She immediately set her heart to do something for Link to relax.

 As for why she used such a primitive means...

 If witchcraft could easily alleviate fatigue, how would she express her feelings?

 "You should also sit down and rest."

 After enjoying the massage for a while, Link opened his eyes, raised his hand to grab Jasmine's left hand, and instructed aloud.

 "Okay."

 Jasmine didn't refuse. She sat down diagonally across Link and said, "You should rest more and not push yourself too hard."
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 "No worries." 

 Link grinned, "I'm not tired."

 Jasmine shot Link a glance but said nothing.

 They sat in silence for a while, savouring the peaceful leisure in unison.

 Afterwards, they both returned to their bedrooms without even having dinner.

 These days, Link was overworked from his tasks, and Jasmine was not having it easy with her research and experiments either.

 Both of them needed a good rest.

 The next day.

 It happened to be the weekend; no classes.

 After sending Jasmine to the lab for her Beast Controlling Wizard-related research and experiments, Link headed to the Potion Research Group Experiment Building.

 "You still remember your older sister."

 As soon as he walked into Sage Selene's office on the top floor, before even greeting her, Link received a sarcastically phrased reply.

 "How could I possibly forget?"

 Link chuckled awkwardly, "Here I am, early in the morning to see you."

 "Oh really? What about yesterday?"

 Sage Selene refuted coldly, "You were too busy with your girlfriend and your little lover that you forgot about your older sister, eh?"

 This retort was undoubtedly a death sentence.

 Link couldn't take it lightly and hurriedly answered earnestly, "Sister Selene, you are in the prime of your youth. It's quite unfair to describe yourself with the word 'old'. As for the girlfriend, I can accept that, but I dare not speak loosely about a lover. Christina and I are innocent, she even has a daughter."

 "Tsk!"

 Sage Selene scrutinized Link from top to bottom and said incredulously, "I didn't see that coming, you're being picky because she has a daughter! Tsk tsk… So, this is your true colors. I made a mistake recognizing you as my brother."

 Link felt both like laughing and crying.

 A woman's tantrum can turn the impossible into possible.

 Unreasonable, truly.

 But Link dared not to throw a fit at this moment, showing a pleading expression and pretended to beg, "Sister, my good sister, please spare me. If you continue like this, I might not even be able to keep my girlfriend."

 "Hehe…"

 Sage Selene burst into clear laughter after being amused.

 After a while, the laughter subsided, and Sage Selene resumed her serious demeanor, "Alright, I will let you off the hook for now."

 Pointing at the chair in front of her desk, Sage Selene said, "Sit down, Mr. Busy."

 Link sighed in relief and sat down on the chair.

 "Sister, are the field feedback reports out? How did they perform?"

 Finally able to speak about serious matters, Link cut to the chase.

 "You can see for yourself."

 Sage Selene operated the office computer a few times, bringing up a huge folder.

 Inside were all the combat feedback of the Fairy Servant Soldiers dispatched to various legions - there were icons, pictures, videos, and summary reports from the "Construction" project team.

 Link skimmed through briefly at first, then singled out the important details to inspect closely.

 After nearly an hour, Link got an idea of the feedbacks.

 "So, are you satisfied?"

 Sage Selene, who was handling her own stuff while patiently waiting, sensed Link's movements and asked casually.

 "Very good, even better than what I had expected."

 Link told the truth, not caring if it sounded like he was praising his own product.

 "I also think it's good."

 Sage Selene chimed in, then asked, "Based on the excellent results of phase one, Palo is preparing to expand phase two on a large scale, what do you think?"

 "Is Sage Palo in a hurry?"

 Before giving a direct answer, Link asked a question first.

 "Hehe…"

 Sage Serene glanced at Link as if indifferent, said, "Fighting the Abyss Demons, depleted Palo's reserves, and he's broke. Now with such a good source of servant soldiers, who wouldn't think of making some profits? Not only will the academies draw in these servant soldiers, but other legions will also lease them on their own."

 "I see."

 Upon hearing this, Link seemed contemplative.

 He had been wondering why the Palo Sage army had been so quiet after conquering the Fairy World and defeating the Abyss Demons.

 He originally thought they wanted to develop the Fairy World deeply, but he didn't expect this factor to be involved.

 However, knowing that even Sage Palo was impoverished, Link didn't take pleasure in his misfortune.

 He understood too well how it felt to be broke.

 "I'll think about it."

 Link pondered but didn't directly answer Sage Serene's question about the scale of the second phase.

 "Hmm?"

 Sage Serene interest was immediately piqued.

 Given her researcher instincts, she realized that if Link didn't want to answer such a simple question, he must have other inspirations or plans.

 Faced with Sage Serene's intense questioning gaze, Link didn't hide anything and nodded.

 "hisss!"

 Sage Serene drew in a sharp breath, quite shocked, "What idea do you have? Say it, I'll help you consider it."

 "Okay."

 Link's purpose in finding Sage Serene was exactly for this reason.

 He took out his personal computer and projected all the prepared data.

 Pointing at the image of ten wizards suppressing a main ship of a non-front line Sage-Level Legion using combination spells, completely reducing the enemy's ability to counterattack, Link said, "These wizards, five are first-level, five are second-level, are not enough when singled out against this warship. However, when united, they magnify their power through combination spells, enough to suppress this warship."

 "So, you want to borrow the idea of combination spell, and add such effect to your 'Construction'?"

 Sage Serene immediately guessed Link's idea as soon as she heard his explanation.

 "You're right, sister, that's what I was thinking."

 Link confirmed Sage Serene's guess.

 "How do you plan to do it? Create something entirely new, or extend it on the 'Barbarian Strike' Suit?"

 Sage Serene ignored Link's flattery and asked about the main matter.

 "Extend it on the 'Barbarian Strike' Suit."

 As Link was speaking, he pulled out the specific design of the 'Barbarian Strike' Suit, pointing at the second ring level 'Charge Attack' and the second ring level 'Powerful Break' pieces, he explained,

 "First, I'm planning to replace these two pieces, and design a new 'Barbaric Barricade' Suit that focuses on defense.

 Then, I'll design a new 'Barbaric Wilderness' auxiliary suit, which functions as a link between three 'Barbaric Strike' suits and three 'Barbaric Barricade' suits, forming a small team to achieve a similar combat power increase as combination spells.

 Then every three small teams can form a larger team with another 'Barbaric Wilderness' suit as a link.

 As for a bigger team, we can talk about that later."

 After hearing Link's explanation, Sage Serene carefully thought it over, then said, "I think it is feasible and promising. You should bring out the specific plan first, then discuss with Palo to see if the 'Construction' project's second phase will also launch simultaneously with your new idea."

 Link operated on his computer for a while, pulling out the 'Barbarian Barricade' Suit's design he had created the previous night along with its two second ring pieces 'Reinforced Body' and 'Diamond Defense', and the special suit 'Barbaric Wilderness' used for linking.

 "Wow!"

 Sage Serene pretended to be surprised and teased, "You're pretty quick."

 Link acted as if he didn't understand the underlying meaning and said seriously, "Please take a look."

 "I can't."

 Sage Serene refused outright without even looking, "The system you created, nobody can understand it better than yourself."

 "Alright then."

 Link put away the designs for the three 'Construction' pieces, "Then should I go find Sage Palo now?"

 Serene Wizard thought for a moment, got up and said, "I will go with you."

 Going together, Link didn't lack the tact to inquire about the reason.

 Speaking of which, Sage Palo had pursued for so long, Link was a bit curious whether he had achieved something.

 Might as well go and see?
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 With a different mindset, 

 Link, after getting the approval from the academy with Sage Selene, came to the Fairy World.

 "Selene, I'm just looking for you."

 The two arrived at the office of the "Construction" project team, and "happened" to run into Sage Palo.

 It wasn't clear whether Sage Palo was really there with business for the "Construction" project team, or if he had come in advance to wait after receiving the notice from the academy.

 "You can chat with Link first. We can put our matter aside for now."

 Sage Selene seems to have ignored Palo's enthusiasm and said in a business-like tone.

 However, Sage Selene actually didn't refuse the invitation to be alone with Sage Palo.

 Renee Clarke, who is in charge of the liaison work between the academic research group and the Palo Sage army, was also in the "Construction" project team and winked at Link.

 Link immediately understood what Witch Renee meant.

 Sage Palo had come early to wait for Sage Selene with a sincere heart.

 "Link, what did you want to talk to me about?"

 Sage Palo turned his head to look at Link and asked indifferently.

 From his tone, Link could sense an emotion: boy, if it's not important, don't bother me.

 Suppressing the smile in his heart, Link took out his portable smart computer and presented his ideas about the "Barbaric" series construction similar to the combined spell casting.

 "What kind of result do you expect to achieve?"

 After seeing the construction ideas, Sage Palo quickly noticed the great potential and immediately put away his other thoughts and focused on it.

 This behavior left Sage Selene at a loss on the side, and made Witch Renee, who was enjoying the drama, very dissatisfied.

 Yes, indeed, they should focus on the main issue.

 Career is important.

 But, they shouldn't be so nosy.

 After all, they should say sorry to others first.

 Witch Renee shook her head, feeling philosophical, her good friend Selene had already softened a lot.

 After this incident, the relation which had improved a lot would probably deteriorate.

 Sure enough, Sage Selene's entire demeanor had completely changed, and a sense of chilliness was subtly emanating.

 While Sage Palo was looking forward to Link's answer, he didn't notice at all.

 Or to say, he noticed, but didn't understand why such a great change would occur in such a short time.

 Link gritted his teeth and said, "Preliminary estimate, a three-fold increase in combat power is very possible."

 "Triple? That's a little less. It should be at least tripled."

 After murmering to himself, Sage Palo then asked, "Is there any room for improvement?"

 "Yes, but it requires data support and optimization design."

 Link nodded, giving an affirmative answer.

 "So, are you planning to add additional related experiments to the second phase of the project?"

 "Yes. Not many, just two or three groups, enough to make comparisons."

 "Two or three groups? That's not a problem. How long do you expect it will take to complete the comparative experiments and get the results?"

 "Half a month to twenty days, depending on the acceptance of the fairies and the progress of the training."

 "Fine, I approve of this. You can directly hand over the details to Wizard Salossal and Morpheus, and follow the usual procedure."

 Having settled the matter at hand, Sage Palo looked at Sage Selene, who was noticeably colder, "Selene, would you come to my office? I have something to talk to you about."

 "No."

 Sage Selene declined decisively and walked away, "Since you are so busy, just do your work. I am not important, and I have other matters to attend."

 "???"

 Sage Palo didn't understand why Sage Selene, who had a good attitude just now, suddenly did not want to deal with him.

 He did nothing wrong!

 "Selene, wait for me. We can go to your office instead of mine."

 After a pause, Sage Palo chased her down, "I really have something very important to tell you."

 After Sage Palo's arrival at the office of the "Construction" project team, only Wizard Salossal and Morpheus, as well as Witch Renee remained.

 Thus, the other members were not fortunate enough to see this side of Sage Palo.

 Um...

 Perhaps even if they had the good fortune, they might not dare to watch their legion commander's embarrassment.

 "Stop watching, we should focus."

 Link clapped his hands to wake up the curious Wizard Salossal, Morpheus, and Witch Renee, "Seize the time, work matters."

 "Yes, yes, yes."

 Wizard Salossal, who had returned to his senses, echoed repeatedly.

 No matter what, he was the one in charge of the "Construction" project, he had to set a good example.

 "What kind of tricks are you up to again?"

 Morpheus started to complain, "We've just finished compiling the data from the first project's combat feedback, haven't even caught our breath yet, and we have to start the expanded second project, not to mention you've added some sort of combination spell casting-like series construction."

 Complaining, Morpheus seemed to think of something, his eyes sparkled with excitement, and he exclaimed:

 "After the small team, is the medium team, and after the medium team...

 If the preliminary feedback data of this series construction reaches the expected result, can it develop gradually to the main force team level, or even the entire legion level like the combination spell casting?

 Link, tell me, it's possible, right?"

 "It's possible, this is the ultimate vision."

 Link did not hide his ambition for the series construct.

 Previously, when he had described it to Sage Selene and Sage Palo, Link had not mentioned the specific name he had conceived for the series construction to replace "combination spell casting": Resonance amplification.
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 The implication was that the more full-set gear that participated in resonance, the greater the increase in battle power would be.

 Not to mention tripling, it was also not impossible to increase tenfold.

 "Are you sure?"

 Upon hearing this, Morpheus's eyes glowed brighter.

 "I don't know."

 In response to this question, Link's answer was conservative.

 Many things didn't always go as planned, and unexpected events could happen.

 He wouldn't make any guarantees for a matter that was still uncertain; his attitude was more cautious.

 The Wizard Salossal and Witch Renee, who were nearby, felt a strange sense of anticipation when they heard Link's response.

 Morpheus was even more like someone who had been reassured, exhaling a long breath in an exaggerated manner.

 It seemed as if the more humble and cautious Link was, the more confident he appeared.

 Seeing this, Link was speechless.

 This inverse understanding could easily be scored a full mark.

 Moreover, did they have too much confidence in him?

 Ignoring the three's inexplicable emotions, Link started operating his personal intelligent computer and displayed the detailed plan for 'Barbaric Barricade' suit, 'Barbaric Wilderness' suit, and the 3D blueprints of the suits,

 With the interoperability between the 'Barbaric Wilderness' suit and the three 'Savage Strike' and 'Barbaric Barricade' suit for resonance amplification.

 All the details were shown in the most meticulous manner.

 With these detailed references, the Wizard Salossal, Morpheus, and Witch Renee, who had a deep understanding of the 'Construction' system, completely understood Link's idea on the resonance amplification of the series suits.

 The more they listened, the more they felt that the resonance amplification of the series suits could be comparable to the combination of witchcrafts.

 The 'Construction' system became more perfect and practical yet.

 However, the more perfect it was, the more difficult it would be to learn and master.

 The members of the 'construction' project team, who were not highly qualified, were about to face painful torments.

 "Tsk."

 Morpheus clicked his tongue, lamenting, "Those guys are going to study until they get bald again."

 "Isn't that the truth."

 Wizard Salossal's voice was full of melancholy.

 However, the two of them were just sighing, with no other intentions.

 They would even prefer the 'Construction' system to be more difficult to learn.

 In this way, they and their subordinates would have strong defenses and a substantial lead.

 Witch Renee recalled the process of how the 'Construction' system was built up from nothing and secretly developed some other thoughts.

 Based on the current situation, Link Grande's 'Construction' system was progressing methodically.

 After embedding the set, it could not only increase individual combat power, but the concept of the series set was more in line with mainstream war needs once it was proposed.

 She could now decide if the 'Construction' System was suitable for the wizards, as soon as she was certain about one thing.

 That was if the effect of the 'construction' suit could achieve or exceed the 4-ring witchcraft.

 This was a critical point.

 Witch Renee did not rashly ask and decided to wait and see.

 After all, it should not be hard to cooperate on the 'Construction' system considering the relationship between Clark Family and Sage Selene, Sage Palo, and Link Grande.

 All she had to do was be patient.

 After explaining to the leaders and deputy leaders of the 'Construction' project team, Link conducted advanced training for the team members who arrived later.

 Just like that, the whole day passed.

 Link didn't stay long in the Fairy World.

 Accompanied by Witch Renee, Link returned to the academy's headquarters.

 By now, the night had set in and the stars were twinkling.

 On the way from the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation platform to their individual vehicles, Witch Renee suddenly asked, "Link, when do you think Elise will be able to complete all the tests?"

 "I don't know."

 Link answered truthfully.

 He honestly didn't know.

 When he was kicked out by the trial mechanism, he had reported to the college all the information he had received.

 After all, Elise had the right to know as she was a member of the Clark family, and they should have learned this information through the college.

 Well...

 Ever since the Supreme Council confirmed Elise Clark to be the special "special guest" prophesied by The Saint of Nostradamus, the Clark Family had maintained an unusually calm demeanor.

 Aside from her initial emotional outburst when questioning Link, Witch Renee didn't bring up the issue again in Link's presence.

 Link even thought that Witch Renee had forgotten about the matter, forgotten about her younger sister.

 Why she suddenly brought it up today was a mystery.

 "Give me an estimate?"

 Witch Renee, refusing to give up, continued to question.

 "No basis, no estimate."

 Link was adamant about his stance, he didn't want to guess blindly.

 "Fine."

 Witch Renee let out a sigh, her mood downcast, "I wonder how Elise is doing."

 Elise's current state was far from good.

 Elise Clark, utilizing the ability to control the data stream of consciousness that surged after absorbing the data world, fought outnumbered. She exterminated Elise Meysia, the Beast Controlling Witch of her previous life, along with the Elise of the early days.

 She became the Elise who survived, earning the right to continue living.

 But this was merely the beginning, hardship was waiting for her further down the line.

 A total of nine trials, she had only passed the first.

 Afterward, Elise painstakingly passed six more trials, only to be completely stumped by the eighth trial.

 In the eighth trial, all of Elise's extraordinary abilities were sealed, turning her into an ordinary human who couldn't be any more mundane.

 Her only standard for passing this trial was to survive a global cataclysm.

 The trial mechanism was humane, providing Elise with three spare lives.

 In other words, Elise had three chances to try and fail.

 Elise had tried twice already, both times ending in failure.

 The first time, she directly fell to the great flood.

 The second time, she barely built a shelter, survived the great flood, yet she was sneakily shot and killed by someone after the flood while she was out investigating.

 "Ah!!!!"

 Elise shouted in despair, venting her emotions.

 There were three parts to the apocalypse.

 First came the great flood, followed by the great plague, and finally, the great chaos.

 Having only two chances yet not even making it to the great plague, Elise, now left with only two lives, was riddled with anxiety.

 "How the hell am I supposed to pass this?"

 Elise roared several more times, then gradually calmed her emotions.

 She knew, being furiously helpless was of no use. To pass these trials, she must remain calm.

 "Just try again."

 Thinking about the many people who care about her, and those she cares about, Elise boosted her own morale, choosing to start once again.

 For this life, she didn't wish for extravagant requisites like passing the trial.

 At the very least, she wanted to cross the edge of the great plague, gathering some experience.

 If possible, getting through in one life would, of course, be better.

 The Academy Headquarter World.

 Link and the downhearted Renee Clarke headed towards their respective transportation vehicles, preparing to return to their respective homes.

 On the journey to his villa, Link speculated the purpose behind Witch Renee's sudden question about Elise's situation tonight.

 From their interactions over the "Construction" project this period, Link knew that Witch Renee was tranquil outwardly but resolute inwardly, a strong woman.

 The reason for her becoming best friends with Sage Selene was not without justification.

 Therefore, Link didn't dare to respond carelessly to every word and action of Witch Renee.

 In Link's view, Witch Renee suddenly asking about Elise's situation tonight certainly held deeper implications.

 However, Link just couldn't figure it out for the moment.

 The car drove into the villa, seeing Jasmine waiting at the entrance, Link suppressed his thoughts.

 No matter what her intentions were, for now, he'd just ignore it.

 Anyway, everything would be revealed in the end.

 Now, having a warm dinner was the most important thing.

 "I'm back."

 Link got out of the car, greeted Jasmine waiting at the entrance, smiled brilliantly, and softly said,

 "Sorry to keep you waiting."
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 They had an uneventful night.

 The next day was Sunday.

 Like yesterday, Jasmine went to the lab to do her own research and experiments.

 Despite having the half-spirit beast Silkworm Baby, the god-devouring worm hatchling, and the contract beast, the Giant Flame Salamander, Jasmine's power was much stronger than that of an ordinary tier 2 witch.

 She was even slightly more powerful than Lanny Taylor, who has recently made drastic progress.

 But the gap between her and Link was still widening.

 Jasmine had to give her 120% effort to catch up with Link.

 The current state of affairs between Sage Selene and Sage Palo was mostly due to Sage Palo's stubbornness, but it was also partly because Sage Selene had not kept up in time.

 Jasmine didn't want to follow the same path seeing that warning sign.

 Link dropped Jasmine off at the laboratory, returned to his own vehicle, and immediately applied to the academy through his portable terminal to revisit the Wizard World homeland.

 As per academy rules, Advanced Wizards should not return to the homeland during their two-year study period unless the academy assigns a mission.

 However, having someone on the inside helps.

 During Assad and Renee's wedding, Link, with the help of Sandra, successfully took a leave of absence to return home, setting a precedent.

 Last time, before submitting the mission, Link didn't turn to Sandra for assistance; he applied himself and also got permission to return home once.

 This time was no exception; the academy quickly approved Link's application.

 Packing up his portable terminal, Link drove directly to the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal. After going through the procedure, he returned to the homeland.

 On the way to the "Freedom to Do Anything" headquarters in the North District, Link contacted Assad and Christina through his portable terminal.

 Before long, the speeding vehicle pulled into the headquarters courtyard.

 Assad and Christina, holding her daughter Garona, waited to greet Link.

 After exchanging pleasantries with Assad and catching up on the recent developments of the "Freedom to Do Anything" headquarters, Link took Christina and left the headquarters.

 Garona, who was reluctant to part, was left in the care of Assad.

 In the vehicle, Link asked bluntly, "Have you made a decision?"

 "Of course."

 Christina responded decisively.

 "I want to let you know, up until now, I haven't found a way to eliminate the 'construction's effect."

 Link gave a friendly warning.

 "No problem, I don't care."

 Christina's determination was already on display. The obsession with revenge made her unconcerned about whether her own decision was comprehensive.

 She initially relied on this determination and obsession to endure the desperation of her brother's death and her own dead-end, not only survived, but also successfully avenged.

 Now, Christina isn't planning on changing her style.

 Seeing this, Link didn't attempt to persuade her further.

 He had already done his part and didn't need to involve himself further.

 The transportation vehicle drove into Link's North District Villa.

 The two got out of the vehicle and without delay, headed directly to the underground lab.

 While Link went to prepare, Christina without any hesitation, removed all her armaments and then her body clothes.

 When the "Shadow Annihilation" suit was being designed, Christina was already mentally prepared for this.

 For now, she was just being candid in front of Link.

 The last time she consulted Link about saving her pregnancy, went through various examinations and specific adjustments, wasn't she already candid?

 By the time Link had prepared everything needed to implant the "Shadow Annihilation" suit, Christina had already voluntarily laid down on the operating table.

 "Do you need anesthesia?"

 Before implementing the "construction" implant, Link asked.

 "No need, I can tolerate it."

 Christina calmly responded, "The pain I've endured before, many people can't even fathom."

 "Alright then."

 Link didn't say much else.

 After doing the disinfection and sterilization work on himself and the parts of Christina's body where the "construction" will be implanted, Link officially began inserting the "Shadow Annihilation" suit.

 This time, instead of using Demon Beast Fur as a carrier, Link directly operated on Christina's skin, using a needle to both draw and insert.

 The structure of "construction" is three-dimensional, and the depth of the puncture can be easily controlled, which is quite appropriate.

 Because the "Shadow Annihilation" suit was custom-made according to Christina's specific situation, as long as Link does not shake or make any other mistakes, there won't be any problems in the implantation process.

 About an hour and a half later, all "construction" components were completely implanted, only lacking a final one, a "dotting" type of connection.

 Link took a deep breath, adjusted his state, and then said, "Activate every component one by one as I instruct, and finally, activate the entire suit, understand?"

 "Understood."

 Having already endured at least ten thousand different deep and shallow, variously forceful punctures, Christina was expressionless as if she hadn't felt any pain at all. Her reply was similarly calm and unflustered.

 "Begin."

 Link held the needle and pointed at the implanted "construction" components in order.

 The eight components were activated one after the other with the supply of Christina's spiritual power and Magic Power.

 A moment later, Christina sensed a huge power stirring and roaring within her.

 In tune with this sensation, Christina orderly controlled the massive power, breaking through the limitations of her body, and displayed it to the world.

 All that could be seen were two thumb-thick beams of dark grey light shooting out from her eyes, still bearing some traces of a snake's pupil.
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 Link appeared just in time on the path of the beam, blocking this attack.

 This was to prevent the laboratory's ceiling from being pierced, the lab from being destroyed, and also to personally test the attack power of the 'Shadow Annihilation' suit.

 Link, dressed in defense mode battle armor, withstood a full 10 seconds of black-gray beam impact, and gathered all the tiny light spots that splattered when met with resistance.

 When Christina's spiritual power and magic power reserves were about to decrease, the 'Shadow Annihilation' suit automatically stopped.

 Link floated back to the lab floor, turned to walk out, and said as he was walking, "Take a rest, I'll wait for you on the first floor."

 "Thank you."

 A somewhat exhausted Christina lay on the operating table, sincerely thanking him.

 Link did not respond, he just walked straight out.

 A moment later, Christina rolled off the table, put on her clothes, and also headed to the first floor of the villa.

 Butler Hamid had already prepared refreshments under Link's orders.

 "Sit, eat something."

 Link extended his hand to point, and took the first light sip of green tea.

 "Thank you."

 Christina found that the most frequent short phrases she said when facing Link might just be that.

 The help she had received was really too much.

 "How do you feel?"

 After Christina had eaten some pastries and drank some tea, Link then asked.

 "Unprecedentedly powerful."

 Christina carefully recalled the sensation of activating the 'Shadow Annihilation' suit, shooting out two black-gray beams from both eyes, thought about it, and then answered seriously.

 "Are there any discomforts, or other negative feelings?"

 Link continued asking.

 "A little short in duration."

 After thinking for a while, Christina only found this one negative point.

 "Heh heh."

 Link smiled upon hearing this.

 The short duration was not a downside of 'Shadow Annihilation', but a strength.

 According to his own experience, the two black-gray beams emitted by the 'Shadow Annihilation' suit had the average attack power of a regular third-ring attack class witchcraft.

 Christina, now could at most be considered a senior First Level Wizard.

 Even when using high-power Magic Tools, very few First Level Wizards were able to launch an attack equal to the average level of third-ring attack class witchcraft.

 From this point of judgment, 'Construction' has a certain advantage over Magic Tools.

 Well...

 If this effect could still be achieved after subsequent standardization.

 Coming back to his senses, Link solemnly advised,

 "When I designed the 'Shadow Annihilation' suit, I referenced the small-caliber 'Light of Annihilation' of the Shadow City warship version.

 You have already experienced the attack mode, and the attack power has reached the expected goal.

 For now, it can only be regarded as your trump card, only when your spiritual power and magic power reserves have increased, can it be used as a regular attack method."

 "Hmm."

 Christina nodded hard and agreed, "I'll pay more attention."

 Link laughed: "But you have to use it when it's time to use it, otherwise, why implant the 'construction'."

 "After I advance to a Second Level Wizard, can I implant a new suit, or upgrade the 'Shadow Annihilation'?"

 Christina suddenly asked a somewhat greedy question.

 "Of course, you can implant a new suit, you can do it now, it's just that there are no good designs, better lack than have."

 Link truthfully answered, "As for upgrading, going up any further would be the level of fourth-ring witchcraft, which involves some Rule Power. I don't have the fourth-ring witchcraft data of Shadow City to refer to."

 "Is that so?"

 Christina seemed thoughtful upon hearing this.

 After this, the two did not chat much.

 After finishing the refreshments, Link drove and took Christina back to the headquarters of the "Free to Do Anything" group.

 Christina went to be with her daughter Garona.

 After having a chat with Assad, Link went to Linn's deputy general manager's office.

 "Hello, boss."

 The backbone of the Brotherhood, Social Phobia, and the third team were already waiting there.

 "Um, hello everyone."

 After nodding in response, Link, without hesitation, took the seat of honor.

 Although the last conversation had gone slightly off track towards the end, it had been effective.

 The Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group, and the members of the third echelon, who used to feel relaxed and approachable even when they had made significant progress, loosened up a little more, not keeping the restraint they had hidden in their hearts the last time they met.

 Sounds great.

 Unity, tension, seriousness, and liveliness.

 Getting along well with each other.

 After a bit of small talk, Link finally got to the point: "After numerous experiments and improvements, it's time to think about allowing members, especially those who joined early and have been through the test of time, to use the 'Fairy' Potion."

 "Boss, has the 'Fairy' Potion been perfected?"

 Buck, who was used to being carefree, immediately screamed, "That's great, boss. I've got a little brother who is honest, loyal to the boss, but he's been suffering from poor qualifications and has been unable to rise in rank. With the improvement brought by the 'Fairy' Potion to Wizard Qualifications, he will surely be able to promote to a First Level Wizard before the four-year deadline."

 The others, though not as emotionally expressive as Buck, were also a bit excited.

 Everyone knew the existence of the "Fairy" Potion, and they'd tried to probe Mitte for information multiple times, but they had never received any solid confirmation that the "Fairy" Potion could be promoted within the group.

 Now that the boss was finally willing to lift the restrictions, it was indeed a surprise.

 Who among them didn't have one or two little brothers?

 Link, with a hint of a smile at the corners of his mouth, watched the members of the Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group, and the third echelon get excited for a while, and then poured some cold water: "This matter will be entirely in the hands of General Manager Assad Kenneth. Who can accept the 'Fairy' Potion, and who can't, will all be determined according to General Manager Kenneth's standards and rules. None of you are allowed to interfere in any way, understand?"

 "This...Boss, can we discuss it further?"

 Buck's face instantly showed a strange expression.

 The others also looked at Link, waiting for a response.

 "No further discussion."

 Link left no room for negotiation.

 "Fine then."

 Buck immediately drooped, his head hanging in dejection.

 Even though he belonged to the "do whatever you want" veteran group, Buck did not dare to undermine Assad Kenneth, the general manager personally invited and appointed by the boss.

 Without talking about rank and strength, Buck highly respected General Manager Kenneth's management ability and development strategy.

 The "do whatever you want" under General Manager Kenneth's command is visibly getting stronger and more regular.

 It's only natural for the boss to entrust the matter of the "Fairy" Potion to General Manager Kenneth.

 Didn't you see that Linn, the deputy general manager, accepted it without saying a word?

 "That's the order."

 Link was here to inform, not to negotiate. He made the decision definitively, beyond doubt.

 It wasn't until then that Linn asked, "Boss, can we do internal prioritized recommendations?"

 Upon hearing Linn's question, Buck immediately smacked himself on the forehead.

 This motherfucker is exactly the kind of question a smart person should ask.

 "Sure."

 Link did not deny Linn, giving a positive response at first, but then changed the subject, "Those recommended as priorities will be heavily tested, do you mind?"

 "No."

 Without waiting for Linn to speak, Buck patted his chest and responded.

 "No!"

 Linn answered in the same way.

 "That's good."

 Link nodded, not going any further with the "Fairy" Potion, and asked, "How are those guys in the West District doing lately? What feedback did they have on the 'Construction'?"

 Dalton, who is in charge of the West District infiltration business, immediately wore a gloomy look on his face.

 After a moment of hesitation, Dalton took a deep breath and said in a ghostly tone, "Boss, they're all dead."

 "What happened?"

 Link hadn't been paying attention to the affairs of "do whatever you want" for some time.

 Jasmine has also been very busy lately and did not mention this.

 "There were spies probing for information about our tea, beverages, and potion factories and entered the West District Black Market to buy information about us. They were discovered while tracking the spies. After a bitter fight, they were all killed."

 Dalton couldn't help but feel a little sad talking about it.

 Link pondered for a moment and said, "Give full compensation to all who died in battle, according to the rules of the Group."

 After a pause, Link brought up another matter: "In a few days, a new member welfare system will be announced. The compensation will be a bit higher, so use that standard."

 Having said that, Link seemed a bit dispirited and got up to walk outside:

 "That's all for today. Meeting dismissed."
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 "Has it been settled?" 

 Link walked into the office of Assad Kenneth, the general manager next door.

 As soon as he entered, a question greeted him.

 "It's settled, you can go ahead with your plan," Link replied. "There can be cliques within the association, it's unavoidable. But such groups can't be too tightly bound; they can't hinder your work."

 "Thank you for your support, Link."

 "Otherwise, it would be difficult to carry out my work," Assad Kenneth said sincerely.

 This wasn't just empty words.

 Even as a third-level wizard and general manager, backed by Link, Kenneth had some challenges.

 The Brotherhood Group and Social Phobia Group were both veterans of 'Do Whatever You Like.'

 Even more so, they were more devoted to Link personally than to 'Do Whatever You Like.'

 If they were determined to wrestle with Kenneth for power, Assy, an outsider, wouldn't be helpless, but it would be tricky.

 Now, Link had assigned the "Fairy" potion that could affect all ordinary members of 'Do Whatever You Like' and the development of the next decade to Kenneth. Deciding who could get the injection and who could enhance the wizard qualifications was to give Assad more power and space to cultivate a solid foundation.

 This was a very clear signal.

 "You don't have to thank me. Doubt those you mistrust, trust those you employ. Since I chose you as the general manager of 'Do Whatever You Like,' I will definitely support you fully."

 Link waved his hand, clearly expressing his attitude.

 "Hmm."

 Assad nodded slightly, pouring a pot of Puerh tea with citrus peel at just the right temperature for Link. "Here, have some tea."

 After a few cups of tea, Assad casually brought up, "Vice President Diomand sent a letter a few days ago proposing a fellowship activity between headquarters and the branch. What do you think?"

 Link put down his teacup and said seriously, "You, Jasmine, and Sandra can handle these affairs, I won't interfere."

 There was a short pause, then Link asked, "Have you considered whether you need to take up the vice presidency as well? You can bring it up at the committee meeting, okay?"

 "Yes."

 This was the confirmation Kenneth wanted from Link.

 He had this in mind, not because he coveted power.

 Rather, he believed that to get things done, one must have enough authority.

 How could a branch manager concurrently be a vice president and restrain a general manager at headquarters?

 Did Link know this?

 Of course he did.

 When he appointed Sandra as vice president, he didn't elevate Kenneth in passing not because he acted rashly.

 He had his reasons for doing so.

 Now that Kenneth had brought it up himself, he could conveniently place him in the position he deserved.

 "Is there anything else? If not, I will be heading back to the main campus."

 Link refused Assad's offer of another cup of tea.

 "Nothing else."

 Kenneth didn't insist on making him stay.

 Once they settled everything, there was no need to waste time.

 After greeting Christina, the Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group, and the backbone of the third echelon, Link left the Wizard World Homeland and returned to the main campus.

 During this period of running around, although he hadn't fallen behind in his studies, he had indeed neglected alchemy and potions.

 Moreover, it had been a long time since he had done research and experiments with Jasmine.

 Even Jasmine's progress in the field of Beast Taming was not followed up and cared for in time.

 This wasn't good.

 Link drove directly to his laboratory.

 "Long time no see."

 The elevator door opened, and Link encountered Sandra, whom he hadn't seen for quite some time.

 Today, the person accompanying Sandra wasn't Lanny Taylor, but Tiffany Colonna.

 "Good afternoon, Sandra, Tiffany."

 Link greeted both of them in turn.

 "Do you have time? Can we have a chat?"

 Sandra walked out of the elevator and asked.

 "Now?"

 Link asked in return, frowning.

 "We can arrange another time."

 Sandra gave a suggestive smile, "If you're not in a hurry, I'm not either."

 "Let's arrange another time then."

 Link seized the opportunity and confirmed.

 "Okay, I'll contact you when the time comes."

 Hearing this, Sandra, leading Tiffany, brushed past Link and walked towards the exit of the building.

 When Tiffany passed Link, she gave him a significant look.

 Seeing this, Link became thoughtful.

 The matter Sandra wanted to discuss with him probably had something to do with the fight for the Saint's inheritance.

 There was a very high chance that there was some insider information she wanted to reveal to Link.

 But it wasn't urgent, so she didn't mention it right away.

 With various thoughts in mind, Link entered the elevator and arrived at his laboratory.

 He waved to Jasmine, who was seriously conducting a biological experiment, to signal his arrival and then plunged into the Potion Study laboratory that he hadn't visited for some time.

 While implanting the "Shadow Annihilation" set for Christina today, Link found a loophole in the "Construction" system.

 Previously, when he implanted the "Savage Strike," "Savage Barrier," and "Savage Field" in the Fairy World, he used the fur of demon beasts as a transfer medium and thus didn't need it.

 But for something like implanting "Shadow Annihilation" directly on Christina's skin, a different carrier was required.

 Today, Link made a personalized prescription temporarily based on a brand-new "Empowerment" potion.

 This was just a temporary solution.

 If the scale wasn't large, it wouldn't be a big deal.
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 For a project as large-scale as the "construction" project of the Palo Sage army, standardization was mandatory.

 Therefore, this time around, Link was set to develop a new potion to be used as an implant carrier.

 Its function was similar to that of tattoo ink.

 Most of the day was spent concentrating on development.

 Even though the two were focused on their experiments and hadn't spoken a word, Jasmine felt very secure with the familiar feeling of companionship.

 Companionship was just like that.

 No need for too many words.

 Knowing that the other party was right there, each doing their own thing, was comforting.

 As dusk fell, the two stopped what they were doing, cleaned up their experiment remnants, and exited the laboratory side by side.

 "Let's take a walk."

 Upon exiting the elevator and landing on the ground floor, Jasmine suddenly made a suggestion.

 She found herself missing the days when she had followed Link around the campus every day after turning over a new leaf.

 Back then, there were no vehicles. They had to walk everywhere on campus.

 Among the trees, under the setting sun, and in the dawn, the shadows of the two mirrored each other at different times, casting different lengths.

 But one thing remained constant.

 Their shadows were always incredibly close to each other.

 Looking back now, it seemed that those days were incredibly beautiful.

 Jasmine longed to experience that feeling once again, to relive those days of past.

 "That sounds good."

 Link agreed.

 Shoulder to shoulder, Jasmine deliberately moved to Link's left side. The two started walking towards the villa that was quite far away.

 With the setting sun at their back, their shadows lengthened slightly.

 From the angle the light fell, their shadows overlapped, making it seem like they were embracing each other.

 "This is so nice."

 As they walked, Jasmine breathed out a sigh in admiration.

 Link smiled subtly, offering no resistance as Jasmine slipped her right hand into his.

 The two walked for nearly an hour before they reached the villa.

 "I had a great day, Link."

 Jasmine hurried up the steps, standing on the porch overlooking Link, grinning, "Thinking of accompanying me, walking home with me, all of those made me happy. Thank you, Link."

 Saying that, she jumped up and threw herself into Link's arms.

 With a smack, she planted a kiss on Link's cheek. Jasmine then slipped off and ran into the villa with a bounce in her step, without even thinking about dinner.

 After all, even if she skipped ten meals, a second-level witch wouldn't starve.

 Link did not completely comprehend the change in Jasmine's mood.

 But he enjoyed seeing it and accepted it willingly.

 Link entered the villa, rejected the intelligent steward's dinner offer, and went straight up to his study on the second floor.

 Not long after he sat down, Link received a notification from the academy while he was outlining a standardized procedure for implanting "construction" directly into the wizard's body.

 The verdict on the failure of the assassination on the Shadow City's Outland Colonization Team and the robbery of the Saint Heritage inheritance mission had been handed down.

 Opening it up, Link was quite surprised.

 The academy didn't deduct Link's "Academic points" and instead gave them considerable rewards without any negative remarks.

 After carefully going through the notification, Link couldn't figure out why the rewards were granted.

 "Good things also happen unexpectedly?"

 Link mumbled under his voice, but his heart didn't rejoice.

 There must be something fishy about an abnormality.

 The academy's handling of this situation could be perceived as both good and bad news for Link and other wizards involved in the mission.

 The good part was that there were no losses, and their record remained intact.

 The bad part was that they could easily become targets for criticism.

 This kind of information was publicly available.

 All the wizards of the academy could look it up.

 What would other wizards think when they found out that Link and the others had failed in their mission, but instead of being punished, they had received rewards?

 If the academy gave specific reasons, there wouldn't be any issue.

 But the absence of such reasons could stir up discussion and foster bias.

 People are not afraid of scarcity, but rather, of inequality.

 After briefly considering the potential consequences, Link suppressed these thoughts and didn't make further assumptions.

 What's done was done. There was no benefit in worrying about events that could or couldn't happen.

 Let it be.

 Closing the notification, Link continued writing the incomplete standardized operating procedures.

 When the procedure was finalized, Link left the study and moved to the bedroom.

 Using the "Mind Closure Technique" as a medium, he entered a mysterious state and, incidentally, initiated a deep meditation session.

 The "Universe Meditation Method", after a period of self-adjustment and optimization, had become quite different from Link's original version.

 Link did not interrupt this transformation as he was probing into some matters.

 The progress in this exploration wasn't very satisfactory.

 Yet, the unexpected gains were quite substantial, of which the meditation technique was just one.

 Importantly, Link discovered he could first simulate in the Sea of Consciousness Little World, weigh the pros and cons, and then decide on the actual development strategy and evolutionary path for the "Little World".

 Thus, the Sea of Consciousness Little World basically served as a virtual simulator for the real "Little World".

 It allowed for countless trials and errors to find the best development strategy and evolution path for the real "Little World".

 Franda and Conelia were responsible for the simulation.

 In the past few days, during Link's mission, Franda had to take on the important responsibilities of reconnoitring and reverse summoning.

 Conelia became the main simulator.

 Now, Link planned to review the results of Conelia's work.

 Perhaps due to her identity as a Fire Elemental Spirit, all of Conelia's simulations were biased towards a fire attribute.

 If it wasn't a volcanic eruption causing the extinction of species,

 it was a meteorite fall igniting a sky-wide fire that led to the ruin of species.

 After going through the simulation records, Link was at a loss for words.

 The evolutionary course of life in the real "Little World" indeed took a wrong turn when the fourth evolution didn't completely succeed from the very beginning.

 Even after completing the fourth evolution, only part of the course got corrected.

 A significant proportion of organic life kept plunging into a Cthulhu-world-like divergence.

 But did they have to be annihilated just like that?

 This destructive impulse was truly fitting for a Fire Elemental Spirit.

 "Milord, how was Conelia's performance?"

 Franda's voice, tinged with suppressed laughter, echoed at the bottom of Link's heart.

 "Milord, how was my performance?"

 Then came Conelia's voice, filled with an eager anticipation for praise.

 "It was okay."

 Not wanting to curb Conelia's enthusiasm or to lie, Link opted for a diplomatic answer, typical of his previous world's ethnic characteristics.

 "Hehehe..."

 Franda giggled happily.

 "Hahaha..."

 Conelia also started laughing jubilantly, her laughter as light and pleasing as wind chimes.

 Ignoring the laughter of the two, Link prepared to exit the Sea of Consciousness and sleep.

 Suddenly, he noticed an inconspicuous detail in one of the simulation records.

 "What's this?"

 Link immediately put aside his thoughts, pulled out that simulation record, and magnified the detail.

 This was the third simulation conducted by Conelia.

 She had set a perverse disaster where all the active volcanoes in the "Little World" erupted simultaneously.

 Lava overflowed, fires reached the heavens, and everything was burned.

 Thick volcanic ashes blocked out all the sunlight.

 All organic life faced their darkest hour, a catastrophe.

 Countless species, normal ones or those with Cthulhu-like tendencies, fell and went extinct, one after another.

 After the brief but extremely brutal lava disaster, there came the ice age.

 The species that had survived the long ice age and those bred through natural evolution finally welcomed a flourishing and bright era.

 The small detail that Link had previously ignored was hidden in the transition period between the ice age and the bright era.

 A primate, born again through nature, briefly appeared and then disappeared.

 This discovery left Link astonished.

 Even though in the simulation, the primate wasn't able to adapt to the sudden climate change and died in the darkness before the dawn, failing to reproduce further.

 But it was a primate, a primate possessing a certain degree of intelligence!

 With proper handling, no matter whether this primate could evolve into a human being, it had the potential to become a Servant Soldier.

 Once Link was promoted to Sage, he could reduce expenditures related to this field.

 He might even achieve abundant financial gains.

 Sage Palo had already conceived the idea of selling or leasing Fairy Servant Regiments imbued with "Barbaric" series constructs. By creating resonance amplification, they had the potential to exhibit surprising collective combat power.

 Earning money was nothing to be embarrassed about!
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 "Franda, what do you think?"

 Link drew his thoughts back and asked softly.

 "Master, it's hard for Franda to rebuild a 'small world'."

 Franda's voice was choked with the feeling of wanting to cry but holding back, she was just short of directly accusing Link of being inconsiderate.

 "New things can't come unless old things go."

 Link said with a laugh, "Besides, didn't you dislike those weird-looking creatures?"

 "But...but..."

 Franda grumbled a few words. Then, she changed the subject and asked, "Master, don't you care about those tea trees that were painstakingly nurtured?"

 Link laughed a few times, placidly saying, "We can just transfer all the tea trees into the Sea of Consciousness Small World when the time comes."

 "Ah?"

 Franda's figure appeared in the Sea of Consciousness Small World, her little face scrunched up in exasperation, declaring in a melancholy tone, "Master, you are determined to make a fuss, right! You're not a good master at all, Franda is unhappy."

 While she complained, she placed her hands on her hips to show her dissatisfaction, but reluctantly agreed to go along with Link's plans.

 Of course, the real "small world" can't be messed around with haphazardly.

 The first task Link assigned to Franda was to conduct simulations in the Sea of Consciousness Small World.

 They had to understand all the parameters, not necessarily all of them perfectly, but at least grasp 95% of them, before they could cause the apocalypse in the real "small world" and then promote the normal evolution of organic life.

 And the appearance, reproduction, and growth of primates.

 This task was not something that could be completed in a split second.

 It required daily simulations and trial and error.

 "Bad master!"

 Franda began to simulate, murmuring to herself, her mood gloomy.

 Link, on the other hand, was in a great mood and slept soundly through the night.

 The next day.

 The strenuous five-day course began once again.

 Both Link and Jasmine focused solely on their classes and completed the various assignments their tutors had assigned them.

 Being a wizard does entail never-ending learning.

 However, the Palo Sage Army would update Link daily on the progress of phase 2 of the "Construction" project through Witch Renee.

 With the project team summarizing and Witch Renee helping to refine, Link didn't need to spend too much effort to keep track of the progress of phase 2 of the project.

 This experience was quite enjoyable.

 If he wasn't too timid to hire her, Link would really like to hire Renee Clarke as his personal secretary.

 "No wonder everyone likes to have a secretary, it feels really awesome."

 Saturday, early morning.

 As Link and Jasmine walked into their laboratory to personally start up some of the necessary facilities and equipment, Link muttered to himself unconsciously.

 "What did you say?"

 After hearing his words, Jasmine immediately gave him a warning look.

 "Nothing."

 Link didn't want to lie, he had to prevaricate.

 Fortunately, Jasmine didn't delve deeper, she just glared at him fiercely, gesturing 'I'm watching you', then she went off to do her own biological experiments.

 After more than a month of hard work, Jasmine was finally about to produce her extremely important research achievement.

 The "Sky Butterfly", which she had cultivated for insect race communication and coordinated combat based on the inherited memory of the "God Devouring Worm" larva's bloodline.

 These "Sky Butterflies" are small in size, with the largest butterfly queen being only palm-sized and the smallest being as small as a pinky fingernail, making them very suitable for transmitting messages in various terrains, topographies, and even outer space.

 With the growing Nest as a container, the "God Devouring Worm" larvae as dominators, and the "Sky Butterfly" coordinating in the center, as long as Jasmine contracts or raises enough insect races of all kinds, she can achieve the feat of one to ten, one hundred, or one thousand.

 In terms of group battle ability, it wouldn't be inferior to Intelligence Mechanism Wizard or Elemental Wizard.

 Link sighed in relief, then chuckled awkwardly.

 He'd been slacking off a bit recently, to the point where he was even voicing his inner thoughts out loud - not a good habit.

 After some self-reflection, Link turned and entered his office.

 A good while ago, Link had obtained a Four Ring Gravity Field witchcraft from Dean Frist to serve as a reference.

 One was to develop a "Construction" set equivalent to a Four Ring witchcraft, and the other was to inspire the creation of a Four Ring witchcraft.

 There hasn't been much progress with the latter, but the former is about to complete its design.

 Regrettably, due to his fragmented comprehension of the rules, a lack of profound knowledge, and the Four Ring witchcraft he was referencing wasn't powerful enough, the "Construction" Four Ring set that Link designed didn't meet his expectations in terms of functionality and effect.

 After careful consideration, Link named his first Four Ring set, "As You Wish".

 Its function is to adjust the gravity acceleration within a certain range.

 Theoretically, as long as the wizard who has implanted the "As You Wish" set can endure it physically, and has sufficient spiritual power and magic power reserve, he can control gravity at will.

 Of course, that's only theoretical.

 After completing the design of the "As You Wish" set, Link was caught in a dilemma.

 A Four Ring set can only be borne by a Tier 3 wizard.

 And the "As You Wish" set can only be used better by third-level Body Refining wizards.

 Among the witches that Link knows, there happens to be one who meets this condition.

 It can even be said that that person is a perfect match for the "As You Wish" set.

 "What the hell am I going to do?"

 Sitting in his office, after considering it again, Link stopped hesitating and decided to pass the decision onto someone else.

 After all, both Sage Selene and Dean Frist were interested in the Four Ring "Construction" set.
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 Dean Frist is constantly busy, he may not necessarily be too fond of the Fourth Ring "Construction" set, unless Link could standardize the implantation process and minimize its cost.

 Therefore, Link plans to let Sage Serene make the decision for him.

 By the way, he would also ask Sage Serene to help him reap some benefits.

 This time, Link won't sell at a loss.

 Through his personal smart brain, he sent all the data pertaining to the functions and effects of the "As You Wish" set to Sage Serene and then quietly awaited the reply.

 Before long, Sage Serene sent a communication request.

 "Link Grande, don't go too far!"

 Upon initiating the video call, Sage Serene immediately started scolding, "Time and time again, what do you take me for?"

 "Sis, Serene sis, dear sis."

 Link completely gave up his usual calm persona, smiling goofily without a care in the world.

 "Hmph!"

 Sage Serene glared at Link, still fuming.

 Link kept his smile, waiting until Sage Serene calmed down before he spoke, "Sis, just say it, even though I brought you a difficult problem, if it's handled well, you'll profit, right?"

 "Is it me who profits, or you?"

 Sage Serene glared at Link, asking coldly.

 "Win-Win! Win-Win! We both profit, everyone benefits!"

 Link kept playing the audacious card.

 Sage Serene was somewhat stymied by Link's disregard for persona and image, and grumpily huffed, "Just wait, I'll notify you."

 Having said that, Sage Serene ended the communication.

 Link slapped his thigh, speaking proudly to himself, "Isn't that all settled then?"

 Not long after, Sage Serene sent a text notification, telling Link to head to the Teaching Research Group Laboratory now.

 "Jasmine, I'll go out for a bit, you keep busy."

 After calling out, Link left his own laboratory and drove straight to the Teaching Research Group Laboratory.

 Third floor basement.

 Sage Serene and the long-unseen Lokan Wizard were already waiting there.

 After the previous stimulation, Lokan made a lucky promotion to Third Level Wizard then, and was no longer infatuated with Sage Serene, and even planned to quit the research group.

 It was as if he had suddenly attained enlightenment.

 "Grande, I haven't thanked you yet for saving my life and helping me keep those natural talents."

 Upon seeing Link, Lokan Wizard immediately did something that the old him would never do.

 He apologized to Link quite formally.

 "All that's in the past, don't worry about it."

 Link waved his hand, signalling to Lokan that there was no need to dwell on those things.

 "Thanks still need to be said."

 Lokan Wizard said very seriously, then bent his sturdy waist and bowed to Link.

 This attitude actually made Link feel a bit embarrassed.

 After all, he was calculating Lokan earlier.

 Sage Serene looked on from the side, witnessing the whole thing, she even caught the subtle change in Link's expression that was hardly discernible to outsiders. It became clear to her, she felt amused.

 But it's precisely because Link isn't always profit-first, holding onto various human traits, that Sage Serene didn't reject Link's approaches from the very beginning.

 For Wizards, preserving one's humanity is common sense.

 But those who can do it well and do it fully are few and far between.

 Otherwise, there wouldn't be so many wizards who fell during the Metamorphosis Period before promotions to Sage status.

 Back to the point.

 Sage Serene started to speak, "Enough of that, let's not beat around the bush. Lokan, you need to think carefully. Link, you describe the details of this 'As You Wish' set again for Lokan's reference."

 "Yes."

 Link took out his portable smart brain, projecting the design of the "As You Wish" set.

 Pointing to each "Constructed" piece, he began to introduce his design ideas, expected functions, expected effects, as well as their pros and cons.

 After he finished explaining, even the noticeably calmer Lokan Wizard couldn't help but listen with gleaming eyes and heavy breath.

 Lokan Wizard imagined if he implanted the "As You Wish" set, combined with his many physical talents, witchcraft, and Magic Tools, he could completely unleash an attack strength comparable to a full-blown strike from a Fourth Level Sage.

 Even though this attack doesn't have enough force to harm or kill a Fourth-Level Sage, it can still cause trouble among Third-Level Wizards.

 Unless they run into a freak like Link Grande.

 "What conditions are needed?"

 The Lokan Wizard took a few deep breaths to calm himself before asking his direct question.

 "Link, don't overdo it."

 Sage Selene focused her gaze on Link, admonishing him seriously.

 She wasn't taking sides with Lokan, but she didn't want to see Link turn a situation that could be beneficial for everyone into an awkward mess.

 In the end, instead of gaining favor, he would end up stiffening relationships further.

 "I understand. Thank you for the reminder, Sis Selene."

 Link expressed his stance before looking at the Lokan Wizard and said seriously, "Lokan, you should be able to calculate the value of the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit. I won't name an outrageous price, and you shouldn't just throw your money away. Let's be fair about this. You name a price, in any form, and I won't haggle. I'll simply agree to it."

 His declaration was indeed full of sincerity.

 The Lokan Wizard scratched his bald head, hesitated for a moment, then asked, "Are you still short on people in 'Do Whatever You Like'? How about I just join 'Do Whatever You Like'."

 "This..."

 Link was a little stunned by Lokan's response.

 They were supposed to be discussing the price of the "Do Whatever You Like" suit, and suddenly the topic shifted to "Do Whatever You Like".

 Sage Selene explained from the side: "Lokan is considering leaving the teaching research group. He doesn't want to go back to Palo's place, so…"

 Before she finished speaking, Link understood what Sage Selene meant.

 After all, if he had to join one organization, it was safer to join one he knew well.

 After weighing his options, he chose 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 Link pondered for a moment, his tone serious, "This is a different matter."

 "That's true."

 Upon hearing this, Sage Selene nodded, "It's indeed two separate matters. Lokan, propose a new price. Something reasonable that passes muster."

 Lokan scratched his bald head again, pondered for a long time, and finally his eyes lit up. He said loudly, "I'll be your personal guard captain."

 "That works."

 Before Link could respond, Sage Selene voiced her opinion.

 "That's acceptable."

 After thinking for a moment, Link agreed.

 The academy doesn't support freeloaders.

 Normally, once a Second-Level Wizard completed their studies, they would have two choices.

 One was to choose a Sage-Level Legion to join and go on to the frontlines for experience. The second was for the academy to assign them to a Sage-Level Legion and go on to the frontlines for experience.

 Considering Link's exceptional abilities, the academy wouldn't make arrangements according to the normal rules.

 So, the most likely scenario was for Link to form a main force group like a senior Third-Level Wizard and then, led by this main force, be incorporated into a newly promoted Sage's legion by the academy.

 That's how Sage Palo's legion came about.

 Given the way body refinement interfered with Lokan's thinking, it wasn't easy for him to figure this out.

 "Alright, let's get started."

 Even though Sage Selene specialized in Potion Study, she had been following the concept of "Construction" since she first became aware of it.

 Aside from Link himself, Sage Selene could be considered the person who knew the most about the "Construction" system.

 Therefore, when Link passed the tricky problem of persuading Lokan to be the first to voluntarily implant the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit and even pay for it, Sage Selene went to great lengths to make it happen despite her complaints.

 Now was the time to witness the implantation process of the "Do Whatever You Like" suit.

 Lokan didn't hesitate. He stripped off his clothes, revealing his muscular upper body and lay down on the operating table.

 Link fetched the already-prepared equipment and potions from within his real "Small World".

 The tools were all designed and created by Link himself to explore the standardization of "Construction".

 The potion was a newly developed implantation medium: "Tattoo", simple and clear in name.

 "Pay attention."

 After getting everything ready, Link cautioned and started to implant the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit into Lokan.

 Considering Lokan would become his personal guard captain, Link was putting his full effort into the process.

 After all, his own life was the most important.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 202: The Riddle Man, Big Brawl_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The implantation process went very smoothly.

 Next comes the test in actual combat to gather data.

 The Teaching Research Group Laboratory clearly does not meet the testing standards.

 Sage Selene stepped in, applying for a wizardry lab suitable for a Fourth Level Sage from the academy.

 Once the application was approved, the trio immediately relocated.

 The granted wizardry lab was just next door to the Teaching Research Group Laboratory.

 The trio quickly arrived on foot.

 Without wasting any words, once the testing facilities and equipment were activated, Lokan immediately brought out his maximum power, maximizing the effect of the transformation suit 'Do Whatever You Like'.

 With Lokan at the center, the gravitational acceleration within a hundred meters was increased eightfold!

 A punch filled with power boomed, causing a sonic burst and shattering the surrounding space.

 The testing board designed to withstand the average attack strength of a Tier 5 attack witchcraft immediately displayed a number.

 It left Lokan, who cast the punch, and Sage Selene and Link, who were observing in the next room, speechless.

 Although the punch was not entirely credited to the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit. As a Third Level Body Refining Wizard, Lokan's self-awakened and transplanted physiognomies, along with supportive witchcraft, all played their part.

 However, to launch a punch exceeding the average strength of a Fourth Ring attack witchcraft, the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit had performed splendidly.

 "How exhilarating!"

 Lokan, having thrown his punch, was still raring to go.

 Just as he was about to gather his spiritual power and magic power to activate the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit once more, he heard Link's voice in protest.

 Taking into consideration that Link was the creator of the "construction" system and the designer of the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit, as well as the boss he was going to serve, Lokan put down the right fist he had raised.

 Seeing Lokan exit his combat mode, Link nodded in satisfaction.

 Actually, given Lokan's physical fitness, there wouldn't be too much problem even if he activated his 'Do Whatever You Like' suit two or three times in a short period.

 Link stopped him in his tracks in order to test Lokan's obedience.

 The test result left Link very satisfied.

 A Personal Guard Captain requires not just a strong combat power, but also obedience!

 "Satisfied then?"

 Sage Selene, who saw through Link's mind, asked casually.

 "Satisfied."

 Link nodded in affirmation.

 He didn't feel one bit that he shouldn't have been testing things.

 "Good that you're satisfied."

 Said Sage Selene. "Since you're satisfied, just put all those past grudges aside. Although Lokan is somewhat eccentric, he is very capable when it comes to doing things."

 "Hmm."

 Link didn't say much in response.

 Those are just empty words, actual actions will tell in due course.

 After the test was done and data gathered, they deleted the backup data from the wizardry lab and left immediately.

 Upon returning to the Teaching Research Group Laboratory, Link immediately delved into his office to analyze the gathered data.

 Nothing is perfect.

 The 'Do Whatever You Like' suit has room for optimization and improvement.

 To optimize and improve it, data analysis has to be performed.

 Sage Selene went back up to her office to handle her own affairs.

 Only Lokan was left, wandering around the lab for a while, looking around without much interest.

 Finally, he slapped his forehead, remembering the request that had been rejected previously.

 Since he had let go of his strong pride and willingly agreed to become Link Grande's Personal Guard Captain, why not commit fully to his role?

 Lokan Wizard, having made his mind up, left the Teaching Research Group Lab and headed for the headquarters of the 'Do Whatever You Like' division.

 Joining through proper procedure wouldn't result in a denial, would it?

 After all, he's a Third Level Body Refining Wizard.

 Link, having finished his data analysis and leaving his office, didn't see Lokan around and paid it no mind.

 Taking advantage of the still early hour, Link returned to his private lab.

 "Link."

 As soon as he entered, he heard Jasmine calling him.

 "What's wrong?"

 Link immediately went to the lab where Jasmine was.

 Link saw Jasmine holding her mobile computing device, her brows slightly furrowed, seeming to have encountered some difficulties.

 "Lokan is applying to join 'Do Whatever You Like', Tiffany realizing that you and Lokan have had past disagreements, thus during the process, she asked me if we should reject Lokan."

 Jasmine's gaze moved away from her device and fell on Link, and she spoke solemnly.

 "Follow the procedure. There's no need to intentionally target him. If conditions are suitable, then allow him to join. If not suitable, then reject."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately replied.

 Jasmine didn't ask why, just relayed Link's exact words across.

 Then, Jasmine asked: "Has something happened that I don't know about?"

 Link then gave a detailed explanation to Jasmine about the design and function of the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit, how Lokan had agreed to become Link's Personal Guard Captain in return for implanting a 'Do Whatever You Like' suit.

 "I see."

 After Jasmine heard all this, she came to a sudden understanding, reacted quickly, and asked, "Have you already started to establish your main force team?"

 Link nonchalantly replied: "Just making early preparations. Who knows when the academy will come up with an arrangement?"

 "Indeed."

 Jasmine nodded, "Your strength is unique. You should indeed prepare early."

 Dropping that line, Jasmine ignored Link and went back to her experiment.

 Hard work reaps results.

 If you want to keep up, you have to make every minute and second count.

 Link did not disturb Jasmine, quietly leaving the lab to go back to his own office.

 Now that an appropriate subject for the 'Do Whatever You Like' suit implantation has been found, they can keep on collecting usage data continuously, and keep on optimizing and improving it.

 Getting a Personal Guard Captain out of the blue was indeed a pleasant surprise.
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 However, he couldn't become complacent.

 Link still needed to follow his plan and continue moving forward.

 Before pouring his energy into data and documents, Link sent a special email to Dean Frist, updating him on the progress of the fourth-ring set.

 Also, he sent over a detailed design of the "Wish" set in an encrypted file.

 After sending the email, Link pulled up data and documents he had been collecting on collaborative spells and combination spells, and began reading carefully.

 According to the feedback from the Palo Sage army, the resonance amplification of the "Barbaric" series Construction was effective, but still had many issues. It was far less flexible and controllable than a wizard's collaborative/combination spell.

 If Link's ambitions for the series Construction resonance amplification were only about training a powerful Servant Battalion, then this level was enough.

 However, Link's ultimate goal in the "Construction" system was always to establish a new wizard sect.

 Therefore, he must strive for perfection in all aspects to achieve the best.

 Since the resonance amplification was much inferior to the combination spell, he simply needed to make improvements by referencing the combination spell.

 It would be best if he could enhance the original and exceed it.

 If he temporarily couldn't, he could still make up for the shortcomings, so that the resonance amplification of the series Construction would not have obvious defects.

 Moreover, a deep study of collaborative/combination spells would also help Link build his own main forces.

 A main force that could not cast combination spells, could that still be called a main force?

 Zi~ Zi~

 While Link was engrossed in reading, his personal intelligence device vibrated.

 Link lit up the screen and found a summons from Dean Frist.

 The location was the college's public inter-dimensional teleportation portal.

 Not daring to delay, he marked the unread documents, said goodbye to Jasmine, and drove straight to the place where he was summoned.

 "You're quick."

 Dean Frist, standing in front of the teleportation portal, saw Link rushing over and teased him.

 "The dean summoned me, I didn't dare to delay."

 Link acted as if he hadn't heard the tease and replied seriously.

 "Ha ha…"

 Dean Frist laughed, pointing at Link, "You, young man, have thick skin."

 "Learning from the dean."

 Link plucked up the courage and teased him back.

 Dean Frist was not offended, on the contrary, he seemed quite pleased.

 Being in high places can be solitary.

 Other than a few peers, he often had no one to joke with.

 That Link Grande could act like this was very much to his liking.

 "Come, I'll take you to a place to watch a good show."

 Dean Frist stopped joking and brought up serious matters, taking the lead into the teleportation portal.

 Link hurriedly followed.

 After the familiar spacetime extraction sensation ended, Link found himself in an unfamiliar space region.

 With a thought, his Destiny Witchcraft ignited, and he had the star version of the battle armor, which combined defense and life support functions, covered his body for protection.

 "Do not speak, just watch quietly."

 The voice of Dean Frist rang in Link's ears, admonishing him.

 Link silently nodded, indicating that he understood.

 Dean Frist made a light swipe with his right hand.

 A non-reflective screen appeared in front of them.

 On the screen was a live chaotic battle.

 A dozen sage-level wizards moved back and forth in a Void Region specially created as a battlefield at a speed that Link's eyes couldn't catch.

 They brought forth exceedingly powerful attack spells.

 If there was no Void Region to contain the battle, all celestial bodies within the war star region would suffer.

 They might not all be shattered, but the losses would be severe.

 Noticing Link's dilemma, Dean Frist made another light swipe with his right hand.

 The image on the screen then went into slow-motion play mode.

 Only then could Link see clearly.

 Of the sage-level wizards in the chaotic battle, Link didn't recognize a single one.

 However, from the style of their clothing, some information can be deduced.

 Three sages of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell collaborated, struggling against eight sages belonging to the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance.

 Even though they were at a disadvantage, the three sages from the Great Sage's Tower remained incredibly calm and composed.

 In contrast, the eight sages from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, who were in the lead, seemed quite desperate.

 For some unknown reason, the eight sages were eager to end the battle and defeat the three sages from the Great Sage's Tower.

 After understanding the battle situation, Link's mind began to churn, filled with one hypothesis after another.

 Dean Frist wouldn't bring him to watch this unrelated melee for no reason.

 Recently, the only thing Link was involved in, which related to the Great Sage's Tower, the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and the White Tower Alliance, was the seizure of the saint's inheritance.

 So, was this sage melee a follow-up to the seizure of the saint's inheritance?

 If the conjecture was correct, then, what about Shadow City?

 Link very clearly remembered that Shadow City had submitted to the Great Sage's Tower at the last moment.

 Not only did they offer a cargo hold of supplies, but they also handed over their own wizards.

 Having gone this far, Link didn't believe that Shadow City could remain uninvolved and not participate in this sage melee.

 Just as he was thinking, three more sages appeared on the Light Screen and joined the melee.

 These three sages came from Shadow City and stood on the side of the Great Sage's Tower.

 With the intervention of fresh troops, the battlefield situation gradually balanced out.

 The eight sages from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance became even more impatient seeing this.

 With Link's current judgment, he could tell that as long as the six sages from the Great Sage's Tower and Shadow City held on for a while longer, they could potentially turn the tables.

 He wondered what the sages from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and White Tower Alliance were so anxious about.

 Link turned his focus back to the battle, his attention completely focused.

 This was a rare opportunity, and he never knew when he might witness a melee between sages again.

 Link had always been studying the Rule Power, especially the rule of the gravity field, and trying to create a fourth-ring witchcraft of his own.

 Being able to observe this battle was of great help in this regard.

 A battle between sage-level wizards couldn't end in a short time unless the difference in power was significant.

 In the blink of an eye, over an hour had passed.

 Both sides were still at a stalemate, neither able to conquer the other.

 However, as time passed, the six sages from the Great Sage's Tower and Shadow City were increasingly composed, while the eight sages from the Flame and Metal Trade Society and the White Tower Alliance grew more agitated.

 This puzzled Link, who hoped to find answers later.

 After a while, the eight sages from the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance suddenly stopped their attack, withdrawing a significant distance beyond the attack range of the six sages from the Great Sage's Tower and Shadow City.

 Seeing this, Dean Frist promptly touched the Light Screen.

 In the space where sound shouldn't have been transmitted, a live broadcast suddenly sounded.

 A sage from the White Tower Alliance loudly declared, "We stop the fight. Name your price. What do you need for you to release the hostage?"

 Ragnar Walters, the leader among the three sages from the Great Sage's Tower, scoffed at this, "You want to fight, then fight. You don't want to fight, then don't. Who do you think you are to command me?"

 As soon as he finished speaking, Ragnar Walters advanced aggressively on his own.

 Having been on the defensive for so long, Ragnar was getting impatient.

 The other two sages from the Great Sage's Tower, familiar with Ragnar's temperament, promptly followed.

 The three sages from Shadow City, unfamiliar with Ragnar's style, were a beat late.

 However, this inadvertently led to a staggered attack rhythm.

 The sages from both sides were once again entangled in battle.

 At that moment, Dean Frist waved his right hand, turned off the Light Screen, and turned to ask, "Do you understand now?"

 "I don't understand."

 Link answered truthfully.

 Dean Frist chuckled, "It's okay if you don't understand, just remember it, and think about it slowly later."

 Having said that, Dean Frist summoned a teleportation portal, leading Link back to the academy's headquarters.

 "Go back and think about it carefully."

 Only after reminding Link again did Dean Frist leave.

 Standing on the platform of the inter-dimensional teleportation portal, Link pondered for a long time but still didn't understand.

 He wondered why Dean Frist had suddenly brought him to watch such a sage melee.

 He really wanted to beat the riddler to death!
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 It was late. 

 Link returned to the laboratory in a haze.

 Jasmine had long finished her experiment for the day and was waiting for Link's return.

 As soon as she saw Link appearing at the entrance of the lab, she immediately got up and walked out, saying, "Let's go."

 She never asked what business Dean Frist called Link for.

 It was too far removed from her, asking would be futile. It was better not to ask at all to avoid irritation.

 When it came to assembling a main force, Jasmine considered how she might be able to help Link.

 At least in terms of Magic Stones and logistic supplies, she felt she could do better.

 As for personnel whether in recruitment or training, it would be better for Link to worry about it by himself.

 After all, it was Link Grande's main team, not Jasmine Kidman's.

 Involving her too much in personnel matters wasn't a good idea.

 Each lost in thought, they walked back to the villa from the laboratory.

 The journey was quiet, with an unspoken understanding between them.

 A quiet night ensued.

 The next day, a new week began.

 This week, in addition to his studies, Link set aside some time to pay attention to the situation on the West Coast of the Wizard World, especially the relationships between the wizard organizations in the Mitchell District.

 Dean Frist wouldn't have brought him to watch a melee between sage-level wizards without reason.

 However, there wasn't much news about the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, Shadow City, the Flame and Metal Trading Company, the White Tower Alliance. Instead, they served him some gossip about Mesopotamia University.

 With the decrease in the frequency of Ravensmouth College's provocations and a shift in their developmental focus, the picture at Mesopotamia University, which had completely closed its doors for a whole semester, began to appear out of place.

 More and more wizards and wizard organizations started to question the real reason behind Mesopotamia University's total closure.

 Perhaps to prevent further leaking of information or to divert attention, the results of the anti-corruption measures within Mesopotamia University, which lasted over a semester, were progressively exposed.

 The parasitic families and the appalling accounts of corruption were shocking.

 But Mesopotamia University couldn't take drastic measures to cut off these families and wizards.

 All they could do was adopt a more moderate method of dealing with them—embezzlement.

 As long as they were willing to pay back half of the embezzled funds, their families would be safe.

 At most, they would have to do some hard and dirty work as penance.

 Link believed that not many wizards and wizard organizations would ignore their real motives for complete closure while watching this play unfold.

 The harder Mesopotamia University tried to hide it, the greater the sensation they would cause when it was eventually revealed.

 Link was looking forward to that day, with a mind full of anticipation.

 While there was fun to be had, he certainly couldn't forget his main task.

 Through some hints and the alignment of the factions in the Sage melee, Link derived some information.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell changed its style of cherishing its reputation, and got involved in the internal struggles for power and organizational strife from various aspects.

 The conquest of the Saint's inheritance wasn't enough to satisfy them.

 Internally, wherever there was a conflict, the shadows of the wizards from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell could be seen, overbearing and arbitrating forcefully.

 Externally, they had already dispatched several sage-level legions to wage war in the Heavenly World and seize everything.

 Link felt that the behavior of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was quite off.

 It didn't look at all like the style of a traditional large power.

 Instead, it was more like a drowning man frantically grabbing and kicking to find a sliver of hope for survival.

 Shadow City seemed to have made its stand, completely siding with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell between Mitchell and Ravensmouth College.

 They cut off the collaboration they had started with Ravensmouth College where they could, took a passive attitude to those that they couldn't.

 They also actively cooperated with various actions of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, both internally and externally.

 The Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, these two organizations, had been keeping a low profile recently.

 They even appeared ready to shrink their power circles at any time—as a sign of self-protection.

 Having understood these, Link vaguely sensed what Dean Frist wanted him to understand from the chaotic melee of the sage-level wizards.

 Although Ravensmouth College had achieved some progress through its various actions, whispering to Shadow City, Flame and Metal Trading Company, and the White Tower Alliance to undertake "resistance" against the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 However, as long as the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell revealed their strength that was at least on par with their status, these organisations would shrink.

 Even completely turn sides like Shadow City.

 The melee of the sage-level wizards was a reminder from Dean Frist to Link.

 For a wizard, aside from their own might, everything else including level, fame, and position, was an illusion.

 As sage-level wizards, the three sages from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell could team up to stand against the eight wizards from the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance. Even though they had the disadvantage, they were not in danger.

 With the addition of three wizards from Shadow City, they could gradually turn the tide from being disadvantaged to a stalemate.

 This was the effect of real strength!

 The arrangements for newly-minted second-grade wizards to receive further education at the college and prohibiting them from returning to the Wizard World homeland within the two years were fully considered.

 Link relied on his qualifications and encounters and squandered time without a care, often shuttling back and forth, which seemed somewhat trivial.
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 If this continues, the advantage of being ahead of my peers will no longer exist.

 This is an alarm bell!

 It buzzes loudly, echoing through Link's heart.

 It is for this reason that Link, early on a Saturday morning, sought out Sage Serene.

 "Speak up, what brings you here so early?"

 In the laboratory building of the Potion Research Group, in the top-floor office, Sage Serene looked irritably at Link who had made an appointment to see her early in the morning.

 "I want to take a break from my daily work in the research group."

 Link formally requested.

 "Reason."

 Sage Serene's gaze became slightly sharper, "The reason you give, better be persuasive, otherwise …"

 "I intend to focus and settle down for a while."

 Link spoke slowly, "Since joining the research group, I've been distracted too much and it has affected the progress of my skills and the upgrade of my level."

 "Heh heh heh …"

 Upon hearing this, Sage Serene burst out laughing.

 Link silently waited for a while.

 When the laughter subsided, Sage Serene nodded slightly, "Fine, your reason is acceptable. But what about the 'Construction' project? Are you going to let it go as well?"

 "No way."

 Link quickly shook his head and said earnestly, "I could never let you and Sage Palo down."

 The "Construction" system was created by Link himself and the intellectual property rights belonged entirely to him.

 The benefits generated by the "Construction" project cooperation, which was reached through Sage Serene's Potion Research Group and Palo Sage's army, were shared with Sage Serene and the research group.

 What are the benefits of the "Construction" project?

 They are in those fairy servant regiments that are about to be put on the "shelf", and sold or rented to other sage-level legions in the academy.

 So far, Palo's sage army has set up more than a dozen fairy servant regiments of three different types through the Five-Clan Coalition Government of the Fairy World and is currently undergoing intensive training.

 The first type was the product of the early "Sublimation" potion project;

 The second type was the product of the "Sublimation" potion + "Empowerment" potion project;

 The third kind was the product of the "Construction" project, with only the "Savage Strike" outfit implanted into it.

 As for the "Barbaric" series of resonance amplification kits being tested in the second phase of the "Construction" project, no regiment had been formed as the technology was not yet finalized.

 Every time Palo's Sage careers sell or lease a second or third type fairy servant battalion, they have to give some dividends to Sage Serene's Potion Research Group and Link.

 The ratio is not high, but it adds up over time.

 What Link said about not letting Sage Serene and Palo Sage down was not referring to the two types of fairy servant regiments that have already been profitable.

 But it can be completely foreseen that the "Barbaric" series of resonance-enhancing fairy servant regiments, which are sure to win market favor, are the ones that can really earn a lot of Magic Stones.

 "At least you have some conscience."

 Sage Serene chided Link, and then changed the subject, suggesting, "While you need to improve your personal strength, don't neglect the progress of building your main force."

 Link immediately asked, "Has Sage Serene heard some kind of news?"

 Sage Serene laughed, "There are rumors everywhere, which one are you asking about?"

 "Uh …"

 Link paused for a moment, and then jokingly replied, "I want all of them."

 "Heh heh …"

 Sage Serene let out another round of pleasant laughter, but she didn't tease any further, and said seriously, "Whether it's a rumor or not, there's no need to pay attention to it. In any case, I won't lie to you."

 "Yes, thank you, Sage Serene."

 Link immediately thanked her sincerely along the conversation.

 "Alright, go do your thing."

 Once the important matters were over, Sage Serene gave the order to leave.

 For some reason, that fellow Palo has become more attentive these days.

 Not all of his conversations with her were about business anymore, he even tried to create some romantic moments.

 Just yesterday, he had asked her to visit a small world with unique scenery for a leisurely stroll.

 If it weren't for Link's early morning interruption, Sage Serene would have already gone to meet him.

 Link did not continue to disrupt Sage Serene's mood and left quickly, turning to find Renee Clarke.

 Since Renee the witch mentioned Elise out of the blue last time, Link had yet to talk to her in private.

 This time he had to find her and face it head on.

 "Was I really that intimidating? You had been avoiding me these all this while?"

 The very moment they met, Renee Clarke questioned him coldly.

 "Not at all!"

 Link gave a small laugh, then said seriously, "I haven't been avoiding you. I was just unsure how to respond to your probe."

 He spoke truthfully, since he was being straightforward for Assad Kenneth's sake.

 After hearing Link, the witch Renee fell silent, and shortly sighed, "I didn't mean anything else that day. I just wanted to leverage your relationship with Elise to increase the chances of Clark Family obtaining the 'construction' technology from you."

 In fact, with the collaboration between Clark Family and Sage Selene & Sage Palo, they could completely circumvent Link Grande and still introduce the 'construction' project.

 But in doing so, it would undoubtedly be a foolish act of penny wise and pound foolish.

 The 'construction' technology, even more formidable than the resonance amplification of 'Savage Strike' series suit, was still in Link's mind!

 Although Renee's intention that day was good, the consequence she achieved was negative.

 But she didn't inform Assad about this, and instead tried to make up for it through him.

 So she patiently waited until today, an opportunity to clear the misunderstanding.

 "We can talk openly about this type of cooperation. It's unnecessary to beat around the bush or bring personal relationships into it."

 Link stated clearly with a determined attitude.

 Clark family was Clark Family, Elise was Elise, to Link, they are not the same.

 "I understand."

 The witch Renee nodded as she mulled over it.

 Link didn't let the atmosphere fall into silence or awkwardness. He directly cut to the chase, handing over the summary and analysis of the resonance amplification of 'Savage Strike' series suit for that week, and the plan for the next week, to the witch Renee.

 Having done with handing over the work, Link didn't stay in the Teaching research group laboratory building. He went back to his own lab directly.

 He had agreed with Sandra to chat another time, which had been delayed until now.

 Why not just take advantage of today and tackle it all at the same time?

 They were lucky because both of their labs were on the same floor, so it was quite nice to meet up and chat in the lab.

 When Link arrived, Sandra was already sitting in the visitor's room with Lanny.

 Jasmine had prepared some tea and biscuits to welcome them.

 The three of them talked about the affairs of 'Anything Goes' division and got along quite well.

 "Sorry, I'm late."

 Link sat next to Jasmine and apologized.

 "It's alright, we just arrived too."

 Sandra responded and then immediately cut her chat with Jasmine short saying, "The reason I wanted to meet with you last time was to tell you why you still got a reward from the academy after failing the mission. But my uncle blocked me a few days ago. He asked me to tell you to think more about the reason."

 After a pause, Sandra changed her tone and said somberly, "I have never seen my third uncle take so much interest in others before, he's training you from all aspects."

 "Thank you Dean Frist."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately showed gratitude and then said seriously, "And thank you, Sandra."

 "You should thank my uncle."

 Sandra laughed and said, "But no need to thank me."

 After some polite exchanges.

 Sandra brought up another subject asked, "Have you been progressing with the preparations to set up a main force squad recently? "

 "Indeed."

 Link nodded slightly and admitted frankly, "I'm making the preliminary preparations and have already applied to the academy for a training camp."

 "How about the members? How do you plan on recruiting?"

 Sandra immediately asked the most critical question.

 Link replied, "Primarily recruiting locally. But if there are any witches from the headquarters who are willing to join, they are very welcome."

 As soon as he had finished speaking, Jasmine interjected and asked, "Sandra, are you trying to recommend some people to Link or someone has asked you to inquire about the standard required to enter Link's main force?"

 "Both."

 Sandra gave an affirmative reply first and then pondered and said, "I've formed two mini legions before, actually, I wanted to take a path independent of family patronage. However, facts have proven that such a path does not exist. So, the partners I had recruited before now lack a good place to go. Link, if you have no concerns, perhaps you could let them join your main force."

 After the 'Anything Goes', Sandra put her stakes on Link Grande again.
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 It's called betting, but that might be a bit of an exaggeration.

 Once Sandra realized clearly that she definitely could not tread a path without the support of her family, she switched her thinking.

 Since she herself couldn't, or rather, it wouldn't be convenient to inspire the children of those major families in the academy's main world division to strive for progress, she would find someone else to do it.

 The person she selected for this task was none other than Link Grande.

 The "Do Anything You Want" Department, and the soon-to-be established Grande Main Force, served as both a way for Sandra to recruit children from the main families who leaned towards her ideology, and an excellent vessel to challenge other wizards.

 If the children from major families who joined the "Do Anything You Want" Department and the Grande Main Force performed better than their peers, wouldn't that prove her ideology?

 Thinking to this point, Sandra was expectant of Link giving a positive response.

 Link didn't disappoint her; he nodded.

 However, he added a cautionary note, "Although we welcome their participation, they must meet the admission standards. I can't go easy on them."

 "Of course, that's only reasonable and fair."

 Sandra said this, appearing very understanding.

 At this moment, Jasmine spoke up, "Link, why don't you give Sandra a copy of the admission standards you've set?"

 "Okay."

 Link agreed.

 He took out his personal smart computer, keyed in a few commands, and sent the admission standards for the Grande Main Force to Sandra.

 "You two chat, I'll give these a quick read."

 Seeing this, Sandra took out her smart computer and began to read carefully.

 Lanny Taylor, who had been quiet ever since Link's arrival, finally spoke up, "I have decided to join, how do I apply?"

 Jasmine immediately replied, "You have to follow the school's specified process; you can't apply privately. During the assessment, the college will also send someone to supervise on-site."

 "Is that so? Fair enough."

 Lanny got her answer and fell silent again.

 At this point, Sandra had finished reading the admission standards and looked up, puzzled, "Link, Jasmine, did you set the admission standards a bit too low?"

 Generally speaking, the basic requirement for the core members of a Sage-level legion is to be a Second Level Wizard.

 Only a handful of veteran First Level Wizards could join the core team of a sage-level legion for various reasons.

 Yet, Link's specified admission standards made it clear that First Level Wizards could apply to join.

 "There are additional provisions."

 Jasmine explained with a smile, "The majority will still be Second Level Wizards."

 "Additional provisions?"

 Muttering under her breath, Sandra turned back to her smart computer.

 She skipped over the main part of the Grande Main Force admission standards and went straight to look at the additional provisions.

 "This…"

 Sandra, who had been closely tracking Link's every move, was naturally aware of the "construction" system that Link had created.

 She just didn't expect that Link would dare to roll it out now for the wizards.

 Moreover, it wasn't for those five low-level thugs in the West City District who had already died, but for the elites of the college.

 This was surprising to Sandra.

 "Are you sure?"

 Sandra looked at Link, full of questions, "Isn't the technology still immature?"

 "Indeed, it's still immature."

 Link explained, "But it's already sufficient for a First Level Wizard."

 "What results do you anticipate?"

 Sandra was immediately intrigued.

 If the performance is good, it wouldn't be a bad idea to recruit First Level Wizards.

 As long as that so-called "construction" resonance amplification could truly produce similar effects of combination magic with a series of suits.

 "I'm not certain yet, but the results should be promising."

 Facing Sandra, Link had answers for every question.

 "Is that so?"

 Sandra was lost in thought.

 Without a definitive affirmative answer from Link, Sandra immediately dismissed the idea of arranging for some First Level Wizards to accept the "construction" implantation.

 The leaders of Ravensmouth College will always be Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 The core will always be the Diomand Family, created by the two Great Sages.

 However, this doesn't mean that the Diomand Family can impose and disrespect the wizards' rights.

 Sandra wouldn't dare to "force" the elite of the college to accept the experiment of "construction" implantation with an unclear future, as a member of the Diomand Family.

 These experimental procedures must be left to the wizards to decide for themselves.

 At this point, Sandra had no further questions about the Grande Main Force.

 The four of them then moved on from discussing the as-yet-nonexistent Main Force to talk about how the "Do Anything You Want" Department was thriving.

 On this topic, Link listened more and spoke less, not making opinions lightly.

 Only when Jasmine and Sandra were discussing whether to allow Assad Kenneth to be promoted to vice president, did Link perform his duty as a member of the governing committee, casting a vote in favor.

 Even though they were not currently holding a governing committee meeting.

 Jasmine naturally agreed with Link, and Sandra did not object either.

 The obstacle for Assad Kenneth to be promoted to vice president was thus completely removed.

 Soon after the discussion of the "Do Anything You Want" Department was over, Sandra got up to leave with Lanny Taylor and went to the laboratory next door.

 What a waste not to use the weekend for research and experiments!

 "Have you settled everything on your end?"

 Once Sandra and Lanny had left, Jasmine asked Link.

 "Yes, everything is arranged."

 Link quickly went over his negotiation process with Sage Selene and Witch Renee.

 "The Clark Family…"

 Upon hearing the story, Jasmine fell into deep thought.
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 "Do Whatever You Want" headquarters had a partnership in potion making with the Clark Family.

 It was arranged by Assad Kenneth as a gift of gratitude from the Clark Family to Link.

 The cooperation between the two has always been pleasant.

 The potions provided by "Do Whatever You Want" were of good quality and the Clark Family paid in a timely manner.

 Despite this relationship, Renee the witch was still worried that Link would be unwilling to share the construction technology better than the "Barbaric" series of armor sets with the Clark Family.

 What does this show?

 It shows that Renee the witch is overly anxious.

 After fully understanding the potential of the "Construction" technology, she became eager to establish cooperation in advance.

 She even considered using the personal relationship between Link and Elise as a bargaining chip.

 Jasmine didn't know what to think of this.

 In the end, she chose to not comment and went back to her laboratory to continue her seemingly endless biological experiments.

 It's really tough to walk the path of a Beast Controlling Wizard alone.

 Up until now, apart from the hatchling of the God Devouring Worm and the Giant Flame Salamander, Jasmine's only contracted and cultivated spiritual beasts were the "Sky Butterfly" developed recently, and a few dozen Insect Race creatures ordered from the North Region for the purpose of battle.

 She couldn't even form a complete three-dimensional combat system, let alone match the combat power of a Senior Second-Level Wizard.

 The hatchling of the God Devouring Worm is still growing!

 Link wanted to help but couldn't.

 Luckily, Jasmine persevered due to her strong will and her experience in dealing with different difficulties. She never complained or backed down.

 A sigh escaped from Link's lips as he entered his office.

 After Dean Frist's warning, Link decided to temporarily neglect his alchemy and potion research to focus on improving his personal strength and wizard level, with the exception of further developing his construction system.

 Primarily, he aimed to gain a more complete, deeper, and accurate understanding of the Gravitation Field.

 The more complete, deeper, and more accurate his understanding of the rule, the more and stronger rule power he would be able to control, hence enabling him to study more abundant Fourth Ring spells.

 This would also allow him to create his own Fourth Ring spells with fewer drawbacks and greater power.

 Secondly, he planned to delve deeper into the self-optimized "Universe Meditation Method".

 Understanding its principles, logic, and knowledge, Link would be able to better prepare the next scroll of the "Universe Meditation Method" for his ascent to Sage.

 It was only natural for him to prepare in advance for the Sage Scroll and Rule Power premeditation, given his advance understanding of Rule Power.

 Last but not least, he intended to optimise the combat system based on his Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor".

 This would enable him to adapt to any weather or terrain, without any weak point or flaw.

 All of the three points mentioned above could not be separated from a large amount of high-level knowledge.

 Reading various materials and documents became Link's main way of learning.

 Six weeks passed in a blink of an eye.

 Link was so engrossed in his studies that he seemed to have shut out all external disturbances.

 If it were not for the assistance of Jasmine, the preparations for the main team would definitely fall behind.

 It would be impossible to start the assessment as soon as the application and registration process was completed by the academy.

 As for the progress of the "Barbaric" series construction, with the control of Renee the witch, everything went smoothly as well.

 Link only took out a small amount of time for a few data analyses and made minor adjustments to the "Barbaric" series construction.

 The rest was left to Renee the witch to liaise with the Palo Sage army and handled by the "Construction" project team.

 The Five-Clan Coalition Government in the Fairy World had even established two "Barbaric" series armor resonance amplified fairy servant regiments.

 Once training was complete, they could be sold or leased externally.

 They were poised to test the servant battalion market.

 As for Link and Jasmine, another extracurricular practice activity laid ahead.

 However, before that, Link had two important tasks to be taken care of.

 One of them was to proceed with the ninth lottery draw in the Krypton System on Deadwood Magic Stone.

 The standard Tier 3 Magic Stone, which was exchanged with the Krypton system for lottery draws, also known as Magic Stone Mother Lode, took a lot of effort to acquire.

 With his income from Alchemy, Potions, and Construction, Link finally accumulated enough standard Tier 2 magic stones to pay Sandra.

 He was once again penniless overnight.

 "Jasmine, come here."

 In the study of the villa, Link called out before he started the lottery drawing.

 "What is it?"

 Jasmine, who had rarely taken a break from her research and experiment to enjoy some leisure time, came from the first-floor kitchen to the second-floor study.

 She was in the middle of tinkering with a new milk tea recipe and came without understanding why Link had called her.

 "Sit."

 Link pointed at the chair beside him.

 "What are you up to?"

 Seeing Link's preparations, a nearly forgotten memory surged in Jasmine's mind. She looked at Link suspiciously, "You're not going to do something perverted again, are you?"

 Recalling the last time, Link made her close her eyes, only to slyly sniff her, Jasmine was immediately filled with rage.

 "Okay then! Are you planning to tease me again?"

 Jasmine angrily shouted. She put her tea cup down and pounced at Link.

 Sniff my scent, is it?

 I'll make sure your whole face is covered in my saliva.

 After a lengthy one-sided scrimmage, Jasmine got up from Link's arms, looked at her masterpiece with satisfaction, turned her head away, and happily continued to ponder over her new milk tea blend.

 Link conjured a water mirror and looked at his face reflected inside it - his cheeks covered in red lipstick marks and his neck full of strawberry-like traces. He was speechless.

 Though he had been bullied quite a bit, he had, as he wished, managed to borrow some Qi.

 "System, draw a card!"

 Murmuring silently in his heart, Link brought forth the plain-looking panel.

 [Link Grande]

 Wizard Qualifications: Unknown, Full-Element Affinity

 Wizard's Level: Unknown;Spiritual Power: Unknown

 Zero Ring witchcraft: (omitted)

 Destiny Witchcraft: Battle Armor (Tier 3) (Expandable)

 First Ring witchcraft: (omitted)

 Second Ring witchcraft: (omitted)

 Third Ring witchcraft: (omitted)

 Fourth Ring witchcraft: Repulsion Gravity Field (Proficient), Homeward (In progress)

 Card pack: Twin Contract Card

 Already used: Talent Card of "Alchemy specialization", Talent Card of "Wizardry Specialization", Talent Card of "Material Specialization"

 Draw Card Frequency: 0 (10 standard Tier 3 Magic Stones)

 Link quickly browsed through the changes in the system panel, then focused on sensing the function of the new "Twin" contract card in his card pack.

 After a moment, the sensing ended and Link didn't know how to express his feelings at the moment.

 The effect of this contract card seemed painfully familiar.

 In fact, Link suspected that the increasingly dubious system had borrowed the relationship between him and the real "Small World", Franda.

 After using the Twin Contract Card, Link can designate a person to temporarily sign the "Twin" contract with.

 The contract's effective range is the area covered by Link's spiritual power projection.

 The duration depends on the amount of spiritual power Link injects when using the contract card.

 During the effectiveness and range of the "Twin" contract, Link and the contracted person could live or die together and could move or shift forms freely.

 This effect cannot be said to be weak.

 If used properly, it could play a key role in determining the outcome.

 But as far as Link himself was concerned, it offered little help.

 "So be it."

 After staring at the "Twin" Contract Card for a long time, Link accepted the reality of exchanging a Magic Stone Mother Lode for it.

 Putting away the system panel, Link proceeded to the second major task.

 "Franda, are you ready?"

 Link called out in his heart, questioning.

 "Master, are you sure you want to do this?"

 Franda's voice echoed, filled with hope, praying that their master would change his mind.

 She had relocated with Conelia to the Small World within the Sea of Consciousness and had even moved all the beloved teatrees of Link in there.

 "Franda, master is sure of this decision. You don't want to govern a bunch of strange and ugly creatures in the future, do you?"

 Link was determined. As he was speaking, he even materialized a few images of Cthulhu-style monsters and shared them with Franda.

 "Ew! That's disgusting."

 Franda shuddered, feeling her skin tingle, hairs on end, her body covered in goosebumps.

 Then, she resolutely initiated the ultra-massive meteor shower destruction of the real "Small World"!

 To rebuild, it must be destroyed first.

 Franda, to save herself from future disgust,

 Had to put the "Small world" through some discomfort.
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 The end of the world doesn't happen overnight.

 The destruction and rebirth of organic life forms require time.

 Even though Franda has simulated it many times in the Sea of Consciousness Little World, and has figured out most of the parameters.

 But reality isn't a simulation.

 The real "Small World" can't be accelerated at will like the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 Whether it's Franda as the "World Spirit" or Link as the "World Master", neither can achieve this.

 This involves the rules of time!

 During the extinction and evolution period, the real "Small World" can still provide the functions of Reverse Summoning and Shadow Shifting.

 There's no need to worry too much about Link's safety.

 Moreover, this extracurricular activity is unlikely to put him in a life-threatening situation.

 The task assigned to Link by the College is to act as a member of the Emissary Group and visit the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to negotiate certain matters.

 In times of war, envoys are not harmed.

 Perhaps, due to the current strained relations between the two organizations, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell might send out wizards to provoke.

 Or perhaps, both organizations need some clashes on various levels to test their strength.

 The fights might be intense, but they will not escalate to a life or death situation.

 Therefore, Link was very at ease the day before he set off for the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, he conducted his ninth system draw and extincted the real "Small World".

 Jasmine's extracurricular activity is also as a member of the Emissary Group.

 But her destination is Shadow City.

 "Link, why haven't you come down yet?"

 Speaking of Jasmine, her voice echoed up.

 "I'm on my way now."

 Link instructed Franda in his heart to pay attention to the progress of the real "Small World" and call him if anything happens, then he left his study and headed downstairs.

 He had to show up for the newly formulated tea drink that Jasmine had personally researched, developed and made.

 If not, wouldn't he be disregarding all the effort she put into it?

 After tasting the new tea and giving a critique, and chatting for a while, Jasmine suddenly asked a question.

 "Link, should I try to find out what's going on with Christina?"

 Ever since Christina accepted the implantation of the "Shadow Annihilation" set, and returned to Shadow City, there has been no news.

 Whether she is alive or dead, we have no way of knowing.

 Jasmine didn't really care about Christina's safety, but wanted to help Link track the use, effectiveness, and data of the "Shadow Annihilation" set.

 Thinking this way may seem a bit unsympathetic.

 But there's really nothing wrong with it.

 Christina chose to return to Shadow City of her own accord. If something really did happen, she would be the one responsible.

 It has nothing to do with Link or Jasmine, not even related to a single magic stone.

 "No need."

 Link said, "Just let nature take its course. As for the feedback and data of the 'Shadow Annihilation'..."

 Guessing Jasmine's thoughts, Link pondered for a while, and then shook his head, "There's no rush."

 "True."

 Jasmine didn't insist.

 After all, Jasmine knew that what Link truly valued was the special set "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" custom-made for Garona.

 Although the "Shadow Annihilation" set is of high quality, it did not impress Link as much.

 If there is something to be gained, it's a bonus, if not, it doesn't matter.

 "Let's just focus on the mission."

 Link emphasized.

 "Alright."

 Jasmine nodded.

 The two no longer discussed this topic and quietly savored their tea.

 They are to set off tomorrow, following different Emissary Groups to visit different Wizard Organizations.

 It could be as short as a week, or as long as ten days or half a month, without seeing each other.

 The leisure time they have now is to be cherished.

 The next day.

 Link and Jasmine left home early to look for their respective Emissary Groups.

 Wizard World Homeland.

 West Coast, Tudor region, Mitchell District, Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The Emissary Group of Ravensmouth College arrived at their destination quite low-key.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell didn't make much of a fuss about receiving the Emissary Group from Ravensmouth College either, even more low-key.

 The Emissary Group from Ravensmouth College is composed of six wizards.

 The ambassador is Lady Lisandra, a sixth-level sage;

 The deputy ambassador is Fletcher Domingo, a fifth-level sage.

 Among the remaining members of the Emissary Group, Link is familiar with two.

 Wizard Cody, a fourth-level sage;

 Renee Clarke, a third-level wizard.

 The only one he doesn't know is a first-level wizard.

 This person is from a large family within the College, and has never interacted with Link.

 From the composition of the Emissary Group members, Link inferred some information.

 This mission might need to resort to combat to resolve certain issues if the negotiations reach a stalemate.

 Otherwise, why would they purposely form an Emissary Group comprising of wizards from first level to sixth level?

 The team sent by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to receive the Emissary Group from Ravensmouth College are also composed of six wizards, practicing the principle of equivalence.

 The leader is also a sixth-level sage, Cowell Ludville.

 In terms of identity, level, and strength, he is not much inferior to Lady Lisandra.

 This was information Link found on the "official website" of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Similar to Ravensmouth College, the core leaders of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell responsible for daily affairs are also sixth-level sages and fifth-level sages.

 Cowell Ludville, a sixth-level sage, is a member of the core leadership of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, and is very highly ranked.
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 Having him entertain Lady Lisandra was quite fitting.

 "Ladies and Gentlemen, please follow me."

 After exchanging polite pleasantries with Lady Lisandra, Cowell Ludville led both parties into a large conference room.

 A long conference table was placed in the center of the room.

 The conference table was utterly bare.

 Not even a cup of water was prepared.

 This offered a glimpse into the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell's attitude towards this visit by Ravensmouth College.

 It was just short of shouting, "You're not welcome here!"

 Both teams took their seats on either side of the table, creating a standoff.

 "On this trip, I not only represent Ravensmouth College, but also the Flame and Metal Trading Company, and the White Tower Alliance," Lady Lisandra began, playing host and throwing down the gauntlet as soon as she sat down.

 Cowell Ludville responded breezily, without any hint of surprise, "Lisandra, I will not discuss this with you. Let them deal with the small matters. What I wish to discuss with you is cosmic law."

 With these words, the attempt by Lady Lisandra to provoke Cowell Ludville backfired you could say.

 At first listen, it sounded normal, but if you lingered on the punch, you could taste its quality.

 He was mocking that Lady Lisandra was dealing with matters not worthy of her status, too menial indeed.

 Slightly pretentious, wasn't it?

 Subtly, Cowell Ludville gained the upper hand.

 One must admit, the art of language was indeed worth pondering.

 Fletcher Domingo, the acting deputy of the Ravensmouth delegation, responded bluntly, "Right, we will handle the trifles. As for significant matters, it's up to you to discuss. Uh..."

 As Lady Lisandra began to look concerned and some members of the Great Sage Tower negotiation team were on the verge of laughter…

 Fletcher Domingo hesitated before changing the topic, speaking mysteriously, "Regarding significant matters, Lady Lisandra can certainly make decisions on behalf of the Diomand Family; can Sage Ludville make the final decision? I'm not doubting, just a tad curious."

 As we all know, the Diomand Family is more or less Ravensmouth College.

 As long as the decisions made by Lady Lisandra were not outrageous, the Diomand Family would back them up.

 Thus, she could certainly make decisions on behalf of Ravensmouth College.

 Although Cowell Ludville, a Level Six Sage, was in the core leadership of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and ranked highly, he was not a member of the Mitchell Family after all.

 There were many things he could not make the final decision on.

 No matter how senior a professional manager is, they could not escape the essence of being an employee!

 This comeback directly hit Cowell Ludville's sore spot and successfully regained control of the situation.

 Meanwhile, on the negotiation team of the Great Sage Tower, the Tier 2 wizard whose face bore a smile, quickly concealed his facial expression.

 He feared that another second later, Sage Ludville, who was clearly affronted, would smack him dead with a gaze.

 One must say, being blunt can often produce remarkable effects.

 Lady Lisandra had some doubts, wondering if Fletcher Domingo had been playing dumb for nearly a hundred years.

 However, thinking about her own brother Frist's judgment of character, she quickly dismissed this doubt.

 She just took it as a fortuitous miscalculation.

 An unexpected joy.

 After a brief verbal joust, the two parties reached a stalemate.

 Cowell Ludville quickly regained his composure, and without missing a beat, led the likewise composed Lady Lisandra to the connecting reception room of the conference room for a private chat.

 Leaving the teams of both sides to begin their negotiations and tug of war.

 Within the Ravensmouth College emissary group, in terms of actual status, Wizard Renée and Link were on par.

 However, Link didn't take on any significant part in the negotiations, so there was no need for him to speak much.

 The two teams went back and forth, neither conceding, resulting in a stalemate.

 The negotiation scene was extremely heated.

 If the individuals present weren't at least First Level Wizards, there would likely be a maelstrom of disorderly banter.

 Despite this, the two sides argued from morning to dusk, until the sun set, without a consensus even on the first point for negotiation.

 Both sides were stubborn, and though they shared their opinions freely, they quietly signaled that they couldn't be bothered with the opposition.

 "Therefore, given these points, we propose that the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, as a representative of the Mitchell District, should be fully informed and have decision-making power on the matter of the special 'Alien Guest'.

 That's why Wizard Link Grande, who escorted the Witch Elise Clark, the special 'Alien Guest,' through the first trial, should actively and thoroughly report to us.

 He must answer our questions unconditionally."

 After the Tier 3 Wizard from the Great Sage's negotiation team grandly stated their contributions and achievements for the Tower, he surprisingly turned the conversation towards Link Grande, who had been quiet all day long.

 Attentively listening the whole day, Link didn't expect that the originally unrelated issue about the captured wizards from the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance by the Great Sage Tower would somehow turn towards him.

 In a little while, today's negotiations would be over.

 Link's face was expressionless, gazing directly at the Tier 3 Wizard.

 The others were staring directly at Link, too.

 Even Sage Fletcher Domingo, the vice rep of the Ravensmouth College emissary group, rather than taking the matter into hand or switching the topic, was waiting for Link's response.

 Witch Renee Clarke opened her mouth wanting to say something, but when her ear twitched, she swallowed her words.

 Link steadied his gaze on the Tier 3 wizard, showing no sign of wanting to say anything.

 The conference room, noisy all day, fell into an odd silence.

 "You…"

 For some reason, this Tier 3 wizard felt uncomfortable under Link Grande's emotionless gaze and started to speak.

 "You what?"

 Link finally uttered his first words since stepping into the Tower of the Great Sage.

 This Tier 3 wizard swallowed his spit and sought to calm his nerves from the unnerving stare. He then managed to ask in a steady voice, "When will you be reporting to us and when can we question you?"

 Link smiled and counterasked, "Since when does the status and rules of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell outweigh the High Council's?"

 As soon as he spoke, the expressions of the five wizards from the Great Sage Tower, including a Level Five Sage, all changed significantly.

 Nobody was supposed to pose such provocative questions.

 Did the High Council, with five saints, not have the right to make arbitrary decisions and equate any wizard organization with them?

 But sadly enough, Link's words were unflawed and quite reasonable.

 In the matter of the special 'Alien Guest', the High Council had accepted and approved Ravensmouth College's claim application, acknowledging that the special 'Alien Guest' Elise Clark belonged to Ravensmouth College.

 After all, what the High Council needed wasn't the special 'Alien Guest' herself, but the portal to another parallel universe.

 The demand, or rather, command, put forth by the Tier 3 wizard of the Great Sage Tower of Mitchell, was simply making a fuss over nothing. Its utter nonsense.

 There was absolutely no problem with how Link had responded.

 "Hehehe…"

 At this moment, Sage Fletcher Domingo suddenly burst into laughter.

 All eyes turned towards him, releasing the Great Sage Tower from the focused attention, interrupting the bizarre atmosphere in the conference room.

 After ending his laughter, Sage Fletcher Domingo stood up and exclaimed, "We've been bickering all day and haven't gotten anything done. It's meaningless. Let's end it here for today, and continue tomorrow."

 Before leaving, Sage Fletcher Domingo emphasized, "Everyone should rest well and bring their brains with them when they come to negotiate tomorrow. Let's not hear any more foolish talks."

 After speaking, Fletcher Domingo left the conference room without bothering about Lady Lisandra for his allocated place of stay at the Tower of the Great Sage.

 The remaining members of the Ravensmouth College emissary group followed him out in single file.

 In the guestroom…

 Lady Lisandra watched Cowell Ludville, and sighed deeply:

 "The Great Sage Tower really does produce talents!"
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 "Is that so?" 

 Cowell Ludville seemed not to have understood Lady Lisandra's true meaning.

 "Yes it is!"

 Lady Lisandra would not easily pass up this excellent opportunity and continued with her sarcasm, "Indeed wise, simply a genius! Do it more, and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell will surpass the Supreme Council in no time."

 "Ha... Our Great Sage Tower's development pace over so many years certainly cannot compare to yours, Ravensmouth College."

 A cold light flashed in Cowell Ludville's eyes, but he laughed and said, "Oh, by the way, I heard that Walters failed again in his promotion? How many times has it been now? Haven't you found a solution yet?"

 "What about it?"

 Lady Lisandra slightly raised the corner of her mouth, "My eldest brother just got promoted successfully."

 "Did Rodrigo become a seventh-level witch and became a Great Sage?"

 Cowell Ludville cried out in surprise, somewhat disbelieving.

 This news had always been silent before, truly too unexpected.

 Whether it was the information publicly released by Ravensmouth College, or the intelligence probed by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, it had always been about the Great Sage Seuss trying to become a level eight wizard, and Walters, a level six sage, trying to become a level seven witch.

 There was absolutely no movement, not even a tiny bit, about Rodrigo Diomand.

 After having let out a cry of surprise, Cowell Ludville quickly tried to regain his composure, smiling, "Congratulations to you, you have made another step forward."

 "Thank you."

 Lady Lisandra graciously accepted the other's unwilling congratulation.

 The stronger Ravensmouth College is, the bigger the impact on the credibility of the Tower of the Great Sage of Mitchell in the Mitchell District.

 Before the news of Rodrigo Diomand being promoted to a Level Seven Great Sage broke, they had already forced the Great Sage Tower down from its high pedestal, to participate in the struggle for interests that they shouldn't be involved in.

 It had greatly shaken the lofty position of the Great Sage Tower.

 Now, Lady Lisandra deliberately informed him again, hoping to press the Great Sage Tower once more.

 The more they do, the more mistakes they make.

 When the Great Sage Tower gets to the point where all the top wizard organizations in the Mitchell District can no longer endure, that's when Ravensmouth College will have its crowning moment.

 As Lady Lisandra thought back to the plans of her own younger brother Frist, she couldn't help but get excited. Then, realizing something was wrong,

 She first used the strong tactics of a True Spirit Wizard to clear her mind, lock down her rising memories, then glared fiercely at Cowell Ludville and sneered aloud, "Is this the hospitality of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell? I have learned."

 Having said this, Lady Lisandra left with a displeased look, shaking her sleeve.

 Cowell Ludville also stood up at the same time, silently escorting her off.

 After seeing off Lady Lisandra, Cowell returned to the reception room and sat for a while in a gloomy mood.

 "I didn't do it on purpose."

 A delicate and weak voice broke the frozen silence in the conference room.

 "Is that so?"

 Cowell remained silent, looking at the young witch who had appeared out of thin air in the conference room and was standing timidly in front of him. He asked in a strange tone, "When were you ever wrong on purpose?"

 "Can you please not be angry?"

 The young witch picked at her fingernails, her voice becoming even weaker, her tone begging.

 "Do I have the right to be angry?"

 Cowell calmly retorted, "Sage Fletcher Domingo of Ravensmouth College openly stated that I am not a member of the Mitchell family and cannot make the final decision on important matters on behalf of the Great Sage Tower. Tell me, do I have the right to be angry with the jewel of the Mitchell family like yourself?"

 "It's not like that."

 The young witch looked up, tears welling up in her doe-like eyes, "My grandfather, father, and my older brothers all value you a lot."

 "Is that so?"

 Cowell didn't continue the previous topic, and with a change of subject, he asked, "Do you know why Lisandra Diomand, a sixth-level sage who specialized in the True Spirit Wizard system, still tried to influence her perception and peek at her memories? Do you know, if it weren't for the fact that she is inside the Tower of the Great Sage, she would have killed you on the spot!"

 "That old lady spoke too unpleasantly! She kept taunting you, I couldn't stand it, so…"

 "So you wanted to teach her a lesson?"

 "Um."

 "Did you succeed?"

 "No."

 The young witch shook her head, tears ready to fall, lowered her head in disappointment.

 Cowell remained unmoved, just looking indifferently at the young witch who was not much younger than Lady Lisandra, his mood subtly gloomy.

 Suddenly, Cowell shifted his gaze, turning his head to look in the direction of 10 o'clock.

 At this moment, his gaze pierced through many obstacles, and he saw Link Grande single-handedly blocking the negotiation team of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 "Anything wrong?"

 Cowell's deputy, a level five sage from the Great Sage Tower, was not in the room.

 The one who asked was a fourth-level sage.

 "You want me to make a report and answer your queries, right? Here I am."

 Ignoring the might in the fourth-level sage's eyes, Link looked at the third-level wizard who proposed this, and coldly said, "You want to question me, right? Let's go, fight me, if you win, feel free to question me."

 The fourth-level sage was provoked by Link's attitude and narrowed his eyes, ready to make the first move and teach this insolent fellow from Ravensmouth College a lesson.

 "Hey, are you kidding me? The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell has fallen so low, to stoop to bullying the weak?"
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 Sage Cody's figure abruptly appeared beside the Fourth Level Sage of the Great Sage Tower, expressing sarcasm in a mocking tone, "No wonder you haven't been challenging the other forces in the Tudor region lately, but instead targeted the wizard organizations within the region."

 As his words fell, Sage Cody directly dragged the Fourth Level Sage of the Great Sage Tower into the Void Region, a place suitable for sage-level wizards to duel.

 The so-called Void Region is actually a mirror space temporarily constructed by sage-level wizards using the will of the Wizard World.

 However fierce the battle in this realm, it will not cause any destruction in the real world.

 "Are you all coming together to gang up on me, or am I going to take you guys on one by one?"

 Link sneered contemptuously, behaving recklessly.

 The remaining three wizards from the negotiation team of the Great Sage Tower changed their expressions at once.

 He was blatantly looking down on them.

 "Ah! Why did they start fighting?"

 In the reception room, the young witch, following along Cowell's gaze, saw this scene and exclaimed in surprise.

 "What do you expect from the likes of Lisandra Diomand? Could she possibly be one to tolerate humiliation? If she were, she wouldn't have resolutely divorced years ago and returned to the West Coast with her daughter from the Central Plains!"

 Cowell provided a patient explanation.

 It seemed only then did the young witch understand why Ravensmouth College was suddenly provoking a conflict.

 "So what do we do now? Should we stop them?"

 The young witch blinked, asking naively, "It seems like all three of them combined can't beat that Link Grande, can they?"

 In saying so, the young witch asked another question, "Does that Link Grande still count as a second-level wizard?"

 "If you want to overthrow the traditional wizard level system of the Wizard World and the authority of the Supreme Council, he wouldn't count as a second-level wizard,"

 Cowell responded as such.

 "Huh?"

 The young witch raised her eyebrows, puzzled, "What does this have to do with the authority of the Supreme Council?"

 Cowell stated lightly, "Because the standard for wizard level classification, though not established by the Supreme Council, has been promoted by the Supreme Council."

 "Oh, I see."

 The young witch nodded in understanding, then exclaimed, "They're really fighting!"

 Cowell didn't make another sound.

 He had been watching the situation progress, naturally noticing that Link Grande, not receiving a response, took the initiative to attack.

 The battle started suddenly, and it ended quickly.

 In less than a few moves, the remaining First Level Wizard, Second Level Wizard, and Third Level Wizard from the negotiation team of the Great Sage Tower were all defeated under Link's full-scale attack without any hesitation and a little dissatisfaction in his heart from the trouble before the negotiation.

 The whole battle lasted less than a minute.

 The First Level Wizard was terrified by Link's gaze, casting a seldom-used 3rd ring spell in the True Spirit Wizard System named "Silent as a Cicada". The wizard cowered on the ground with snot and tears streaming down his face, a pitiful sight to behold.

 The Second Level Wizard was hit in the cheek by a swift and straightforward punch from Link, who was in his attack mode battle armor. His spiritual power, magic power, Destiny Witchcraft 'Battle Armor', and Origin Power of 'Small World', all four powers enhanced, instantly knocked out the Second Level Wizard like a dead dog within the blink of an eye.

 Having the previous moments as a buffer, the Third Level Wizard managed to react in time, preparing for defense and brewing an attack spell.

 However, Link switched his battle armor mode in a split second, instantly changing from a full-on attack to a full-on defense. He withstood the Third Level Wizard's attacking spell and forcibly approached him.

 He cast his self-created 3-ring compound spell, "Heaven Slaying Sword".

 Holding a two-handed great sword in his hand, he swung it down at the Third Level Wizard's head at dozens of times the speed of sound.

 Combining the features of the 3-ring spell "Ultra High Frequency Vibration" and "Ultra High Temperature Cutting", the "Heaven Slaying Sword" would take the life of this Third Level Wizard in an instant if it hit him squarely.

 Luckily, the Third Level Wizard retreated in time, only losing a finger and not suffering a major injury.

 Link knew when to stop and didn't pursue relentlessly. He stepped on the fallen finger on the ground and crushed it into powder, warning seriously, "In the future, just speak. Don't always point your finger at others. It's very impolite."

 As he finished speaking, Link was about to leave the scene.

 Unexpectedly, a young witch appeared on his path, blocking him.

 Link's intuition sent alarm signals. Not daring to be careless, he immediately created some distance, preparing to defend himself with all his might.

 The young witch in front of him posed a threat equivalent to that of Sage Fletcher Domingo.

 With a Level Five Sage standing before him, Link dared not take things lightly.

 Simultaneously, he instructed Franda in his mind to prepare to retreat to the Fairy World at any moment, ready for a reverse summoning at the speed of light.

 "Don't be foolish."

 The figure of Cowell Ludville promptly appeared, stopping the young witch about to attack Link Grande.

 "Hmph!"

 The young witch stomped her foot, but she really did listen and held her anger back.

 "You're quite impressive. You have strength, and you have restraint."

 Cowell looked at Link and unexpectedly started to sing his praises, "Young achievers like you, who are not overly arrogant but not grim and depressed, are rare. Have you considered transferring to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell?"

 Halfway through his speech, Cowell openly recruited Link, right in front of two sages from Ravensmouth College.

 In their respective void regions, Sage Cody and Fletcher Domingo, each dragged by a Fourth Level Sage and Fifth Level Sage from the Negotiation Team of the Great Sage Tower, were utterly speechless.

 Saying such things in front of them, was it deliberate?

 Was he trying to provoke Lady Lisandra, who had abruptly approached the emissary group members and asked them to firmly discipline the wizards of the Negotiation Team from the Great Sage Tower?

 Indeed, Lady Lisandra, who had been lurking in the shadows, appeared.

 First, she glimpsed at the three wizards from the Great Sage Tower who were effortlessly defeated by Link Grande. She let out several disdainful tuts. Then, facing the slightly angry gaze of the young witch, she scrutinized the other's flat face. At last, she turned to Cowell and seriously said:

 "Can the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, with its current system, cultivate a genius like Link Grande?"

 "You don't have that capability, do you know?"

 "I suggest you think carefully about how to avoid the parasitism of the Mitchell Family and reform the system of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell. Work on nurturing your own talents."

 After leaving these words behind, Lady Lisandra, who had vented her anger and was feeling refreshed, grandly waved her hand, "Let's go."

 After she finished speaking, Lady Lisandra, along with Link, disappeared into the void, and immediately appeared at the accommodation arranged for the Ravensmouth College emissary group by the Great Sage Tower.

 The figures of Sage Fletcher Domingo and Sage Cody followed closely.

 "Rest up. We'll continue the negotiations tomorrow."

 Lady Lisandra lightly ordered and disappeared once again.

 The impressive ability to come and go without a trace, made Link quite envious.

 Although he could flash, change forms, and stealthily move at high speed in the starry sky, he couldn't achieve such an effortless calm without any fuss.

 "You performed admirably just now, Link."

 Sage Cody came over to Link, briefly went over the previous fight, and then earnestly said,

 "The Wizard World is thus; power is supreme.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell wanted to use you as a breakthrough for their negotiations, to create some incidents, and thus achieve their negotiation targets.

 You should display your strength and let them weigh whether it's worth continuing to use you as their breakthrough."

 After a pause, Sage Cody emphasized, "However, this strategy must be based on constantly protecting yourself, you must never be negligent and provide the enemy an opportunity."

 At this point, Sage Fletcher Domingo intervened in the conversation, adding, "Sage Walters, my peer, was no less a genius than you. Due to not prioritizing his safety, he was eventually unable to ascend to a seventh-level wizard, take this as a warning."

 Link listened attentively to the advice of his two seniors, took it to heart, and sincerely said:

 "Thank you!"
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 Listen to advice, have a full meal.

 Link is no stranger to the stories of Sage Walters.

 Upon entering the college for advanced studies, more than one lecturer of the advancement lesson, either directly or indirectly, has mentioned this issue.

 Especially when Link's reputation grew, his deeds increased, and the teachers got to know his situation more and more.

 Those mentions of these deeds, were all insinuations.

 He knew that Sage Fletcher Domingo's mention of Sage Walters at this moment was purely out of goodwill.

 "As long as you know in your heart."

 Sage Fletcher Domingo left these words and went straight back to his room.

 "Come to my side to chat?"

 Sage Cody extended an invitation.

 "Alright."

 Link did not hesitate to agree.

 The two entered the room assigned to Sage Cody.

 The high-end tea Sage Cody served Link was also sent by Jasmine.

 After a few cups of tea, Sage Cody started the conversation, asking, "What do you think of today's negotiations?"

 Link thought for a moment and sincerely said, "The negotiation result is not important, having this negotiation is what matters."

 "Tell me more about your thoughts."

 Sage Cody was interested and asked further.

 Link explained in detail:

 "In terms of status, Ravensmouth College is not on par with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 But in today's negotiations, the positions of both parties were actually on equal footing.

 That's where the significance of these negotiations lies.

 It allows other Wizard Organizations in the Mitchell District to realize that the status of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell is no longer superior. Ravensmouth College is now able to confront the latter."

 "Anything else? Keep going."

 Sage Cody's expression brightened, very appreciative.

 "There's also..."

 After a pause, Link continued to speak, "Forcing sides."

 "Hehehe. . ."

 Sage Cody laughed, "What you said is all correct, but you missed the most important point."

 "I am all ears."

 Link leaned slightly forward to show his attention.

 Without keeping Link in suspense, Sage Cody went straight to the point, "It is indeed to subtly tell everyone that Great Sage Seuss has successfully promoted."

 "That is true."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 Although Ravensmouth College has been at odds with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, they have never dared to confront the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell in this posture.

 Status is directly proportional to strength.

 Without strength comparable to, or even surpassing that of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, how dare they ask for an equal status.

 Havoc befalls those who hold positions they are not qualified for.

 Sage Cody suddenly said again, "Therefore, during these negotiation proceedings, if the other party uses you as a talking point, be sure to think carefully about how to respond. Be clear about when to fight and when to endure. You can't handle it like today's incident every time."

 "Well, thank you for your guidance, Sage Cody."

 Link took the lessons to heart, expressing his gratitude sincerely.

 "Just call me Wizard Cody, let's not be strangers."

 "Yes, Wizard Cody."

 The two continued to chat about the negotiations, exchanging their points of view.

 Nearing the end, Sage Cody's curiosity got the better of him and he asked, "How are Palo and Serene doing now?"

 Link just smiled, showing no intention to answer.

 "Hehehe. . ."

 Upon seeing this, Sage Cody laughed out loud.

 After a good while, he finally controlled his laughter, saying cheerfully, "I warned him before, to respond to Serene's feelings sooner, and not to drag on. But he just wouldn't listen."

 Saying that, Sage Cody suddenly asked, "What do you think of the relationship between Palo and me?"

 Link, staring into Cody's piercing eyes, did not evade and after pondering for a moment, he said solemnly, "I'm observing from the sidelines."

 "Good!"

 Sage Cody suddenly got up, saying earnestly, "Remember what you said today."

 "Of course."

 Link got up, affirming with a promise, then asked to leave.

 Sage Cody didn't hold Link back and watched him leave.

 Returning to his own room, Link first checked for any magic tools for monitoring or surveillance, then sat in the chair by the window, staring at the sunset, recalling today's events in silence.

 The negotiations were not directly related to Link initially, but after that incident, he would likely be involved continuously.

 Going berserk on the Tier 3 wizard didn't really serve any significant purpose.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell would still use Link as a talking point.

 Getting beaten and having fingers cut off doesn't result in death, at most they have to swap out a few wizards responsible for negotiations every day.

 Next was Lisandra suddenly appearing, her motivation to select Link, Sage Cody, and Sage Fletcher Domingo to discipline the negotiation team of the Great Sage Tower.

 Looking at Lisandra's state of mind, she appeared shocked in the reception room.

 It seemed less likely that she was purposefully making Link a target.

 Lastly, the fate of Walters.

 A lesson that must be internalized and treated as a warning.

 After reflection, Link paid no more attention to the negotiation and entered his Sea of Consciousness.

 "Master, master, you were so cool just now!"

 Franda, who had been watching the whole battle through Link's eyes, immediately began praising him sweetly.

 "Master, master, you were so cool just now!"

 Conelia followed suit, sounding like an echo.
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 "Very common." 

 Link replied casually, then asked, "How is the progress?"

 Franda replied: "How can it be so fast? Sir, you are too anxious, aren't you?"

 "Being anxious?"

 Conelia wanted to repeat the whole sentence, but seeing that Link was about to speak, she quickly skipped the beginning and only repeated the end.

 "There's no way I can't be anxious."

 Link rarely sighed, "Those who stand against me, those who want to override me, are becoming higher and higher level."

 "Whose fault is that?"

 Franda pouted and muttered under her breath.

 "Whose fault?"

 Conelia did not lower her voice.

 Franda quickly grabbed Conelia and covered her mouth to stop her from speaking.

 How could she say such a secretive thing aloud?

 Link chuckled and didn't take this as an offence.

 The two childish beings, the livelier, the better.

 "Can we find a way to speed up?"

 Link raised a difficult question.

 "It's up to you, Conelia."

 Franda immediately released her grip on Conelia's palm and passed the buck.

 "No, sir."

 Conelia is straightforward, very innocent.

 "I see."

 Link was not disappointed, he accepted calmly.

 In fact, he knew there was no way to accelerate the rhythm of the "Small World" destruction and the re-proliferation and evolution of organic life.

 People like to receive negative news from others.

 "You two keep on watching, let me know if there's any situation immediately."

 After giving this order, Link withdrew his consciousness from the Sea of Consciousness.

 At this time, night had completely fallen.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell has entered the rhythm of nightlife.

 The location of the negotiation is actually Mitchell City, which plays a similar role to Ravensmouth City.

 Looking out through the window, Link saw a brightly lit, towering tower-like building that seemed to reach the sky.

 It was the Wizard Tower established when Great Sage Mitchell built the Mitchell District.

 As an early symbol of the status and influence of high-level wizards in the Wizard World, the surviving Wizard Towers are actually quite rare.

 There are less than ten on the entire West Coast.

 The Tudor region has only this one, it's rare as a phoenix feather unicorn horn.

 Standing by the window, quietly admiring the splendid night view, Link saw a trace of decay.

 Just like the age of Great Sage Mitchell.

 Under the prosperous appearance of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, the cruel reality of imminent collapse is hidden.

 For many years, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell hasn't produced any Level Eight Great Sages outside of the Mitchell Family, this is one clear evidence.

 The words Lady Lisandra mocked Cowell Ludville face-to-face weren't groundless.

 Shaking his head, Link discarded these irrelevant thoughts and walked to the side of his bed, lying down clothed.

 The daily necessary practice of deep meditation, chose to pause for a day, or for a period of time.

 Being in the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, the base camp of the Wizard World Homeland, all aspects need to be considered.

 The existence of Franda, the existence of the "Small World", is not a secret, and it doesn't matter if they get exposed.

 But the "Great Cosmic Meditation Method", the special way of meditation, virtually no one knows, and it can't be easily exposed.

 Especially the matter of comprehending rules in advance, is the absolute top secret amongst secrets.

 Dean Frist had specifically asked Great Sage Seuss to hide it.

 Link didn't want to act foolishly.

 Just before he was about to fall asleep, Link suddenly remembered the chaotic battle of Sage-level wizards that Dean Frist had brought him to watch.

 Combining with what Lady Lisandra said at the beginning of the negotiation today, "also represents the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance", Link gained a different understanding of Dean Frist's move.

 Without dwelling on that matter, Link fell into a deep sleep.

 The next day.

 The two negotiation teams resumed their discussions.

 From morning till evening, still to no avail, no progress was made.

 As expected, at the end of the negotiation, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell again brought up the matter of the special "special guest", demanding that Link report and unconditionally accept the inquiry.

 This time, Sage Fletcher Domingo stepped up.

 He did not directly respond to the confrontation initiated by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, nor did he attract enmity to the Tower like Link did. He simply stated, "Has the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell prepared to go to war with Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College? If so, then start the war directly."

 Having said that, Sage Fletcher Domingo led his team to leave.

 From the slightly taken aback expression of the level five sage from the Great Sage's Tower, Fletcher Domingo had already gotten his answer and didn't find it necessary to linger.

 Would they be taken aback if they were prepared?

 Since they weren't ready, what was it that dissuaded the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell from going to war with Ravensmouth College immediately?

 The answer could be intuitively guessed.

 However, even after finding a hint of an answer, the Ravensmouth College delegation did not end the negotiation over that.

 These were two separate issues.

 In the sitting room, there was no conversation all day.

 The young witch from the Mitchell Family sat beside Cowell Ludville, glaring at Lady Lisandra who was tasting tea leisurely all day long.

 The young witch was genuinely irritated by Lady Lisandra's tea-time, the overflowing fragrance of tea, and the high-quality character it revealed.

 The third day.

 The negotiation continued.

 After an all-day long verbal tussle, the negotiation finally moved forward a bit.

 That is, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell promised to stop raising the special "special guest" matter randomly, while Ravensmouth College promised to not retaliate, in any form, against Shadow City, which had substantially severed ties with Ravensmouth College.

 This progress seems like Ravensmouth College was at a slight disadvantage, but in reality, it wasn't.

 The special "special guest" Elise Clark belonged to Ravensmouth College, which was unquestionable.

 Ravensmouth College belonged to the Mitchell District, that was also unquestionable.

 Before the Ravensmouth Special Area gained independence from the Mitchell District and dropped the "Special" from its name, if the Wizard World broke into a worldwide war with other worlds, Ravensmouth College must obey the orders of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 If the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell didn't care about their reputation, they could temporarily transfer special "special guest" Elise Clark to interfere and grab the benefits.

 Now that such an exchange has been made, Ravensmouth College has one less hidden danger, it's not at a disadvantage.

 Seeing that this round of negotiation didn't involve him, Link felt slightly relieved.

 Although it was all talk, with the Great Sage's Tower not daring to take real action, it had been ear-tiring to listen to all the noise.

 That day, Lady Lisandra took a few packs of top-class tea leaves from Link via Dean Frist, and brewed and tasted tea in various styles in the reception room.

 Not for any other reason, just to annoy the young witch from the Mitchell Family.

 Cowell Ludville felt quite helpless.

 A level six sage and a level five sage, both not young, with their own wealth of experiences, acted so childishly.

 It was indeed … speechlessly ridiculous.

 But Cowell was also getting worried.

 Now, the two were merely acting somewhat childishly, but when Ravensmouth College and the Great Sage's Tower really start fighting, there is a high probability that only one of them would survive the war.

 In the history of the Wizard World, such things had happened before.

 A witch, at her core, is still a woman, with small-mindedness and holding a grudge being the nature of most women.

 Therefore, on the fourth day of the negotiation, Cowell Ludville found an excuse to get rid of the young witch from the Mitchell Family.

 Lady Lisandra looked around and did not see the young witch. She mentally sorted out the events immediately and laughed understanding Cowell's restraint and worry.

 She indeed had the intention to kill!

 No one has ever been able to live till today, after tampering with her cognition and peeping into her memory!

 When it comes to holding a grudge, Lady Lisandra has inherited the "good" style of her grandfather, the Great Sage Revo.

 Well …

 With Ravensmouth College's current strength, they are actually qualified to apply to the Supreme Council and be promoted from a "Special Area" to a "District".

 Only because of the Great Sage Revo's long-standing resentment against the Great Sage Mitchell did he refrain from submitting the application to take his revenge.

 What the Great Sage Revo wanted was to overthrow the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and rename the "Mitchell District" to "Ravensmouth District".

 The difference in this was indeed huge!
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 The negotiation in the conference room was fierce.

 As an outsider, Link observed the whole process without saying a word.

 As long as the conversation didn't revolve around him, Link didn't have to care about the progress or result of the negotiation.

 After all, it's not his business.

 The negotiations on the fourth day ended with both sides making a concession.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell agreed to release the prisoners from the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance.

 Ravensmouth College agreed to give up a Different World that was awaiting conquest and the maximum limit level was a level six sage.

 However, this deal has only reached a preliminary intention and is not finalized.

 It still needs the Core Management of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to have a meeting to decide whether to accept the terms offered by Ravensmouth College.

 Before leaving the reception room, Lady Lisandra gave Cowell Ludville a meaningful look.

 "Meaning?"

 Unexpectedly, Cowell who usually kept his cool actually asked.

 This really isn't what people of his level should do.

 Lisandra was surprised, but reacted quickly and replied calmly, "If you would agree to marry her, today's matter could have been settled instantly."

 The 'her' she referred to was the young witch of the Mitchell Family.

 Well... she looks young.

 Cowell's face darkened slightly and he shook his head, "Not that I can't, just that I don't want to."

 "Hehe..."

 Lisandra laughed a few times and asked boldly, "Do you think you are special and can attempt to be promoted to Level Seven Great Sage?"

 Cowell did not answer this question and acted as if he had not heard it.

 Lisandra didn't say anything more and disappeared as soon as she stepped out.

 Provocation doesn't necessarily have an immediate effect.

 If she planted a nail for a possible use, it would naturally take effect later.

 Cowell sat in the chair for a long time without saying a word, picked up the tea that Lisandra had brewed, and drank it all.

 Then he looked at the box of tea that Lisandra had deliberately left on the table and remained silent.

 "Eh! What's this?"

 Isabella Mitchell, the young witch, suddenly appeared in the reception room and immediately noticed the box of tea that Cowell was staring at.

 Without asking Cowell for his opinion, she picked it up and opened the lid.

 "Damn woman!"

 Finding out that the box contained top-notch tea currently only produced by Ravensmouth College, Isabella's face suddenly changed, and she angrily yelled out, throwing the box down.

 Luckily the tea wasn't loose, but packed in bags, so it didn't scatter everywhere.

 After she tossed the box, Isabella was still unsatisfied, extended her hand wanting to throw away or destroy the tea outright.

 It was at this time when Cowell finally reacted, reaching over to get the box of tea first and put it in his storage space magic tool.

 "You..."

 Isabella was greatly shocked, very surprised at Cowell's action.

 "We'll need this to serve Lisandra tomorrow. It's useful."

 Cowell explained calmly.

 But what he was thinking in his heart, only he knew.

 The color of Isabella's face changed several times, and in the end, she stomped her foot and left the way she had come.

 One's heart can change with time, but no one would have guessed that Cowell's heart would change that easily.

 Not that simple.

 Link returned to the accommodation arranged by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell with the Emissary Group.

 Sage Cody signaled him to visit his room later.

 Renee Clarke took the initiative to walk to Link, indicating that she had something to discuss.

 Link first went to a meeting room in the accommodation with Witch Renee, where they sat across from each other and started talking.

 Renee got to the point and directly said, "News has come from the Palo Sage Army that the second phase is going smoothly, additional test results meet expectations, and they are about to start the third phase. They're asking if you have any guidance on your end."

 "I don't have any specific guidance."

 Link thought for a moment, choosing his words carefully and said, "Maybe, the project team could consider designing a single piece or set on their own."

 "Can they?"

 Upon hearing this, Witch Renee was quite surprised, "Do they have the skills for that?"

 "If they don't start, they'll never have enough skills."

 Link replied, "Some time ago, I reorganized some materials and gave them to Witch Selene. Inform the Palo Sage Army to get it from Sage Selene."

 "Maybe I should just inform Sage Palo direct."

 Witch Renee pouted, wanted to complain, but swallowed her words.

 After pondering for a moment, Witch Renee recalled Link's statement from last time, and straightforwardly said, "The Clarke Family wants to cooperate with you on this matter, what do you think?"

 Link counter-questioned, "Does the Clarke Family want to bypass Sage Selene's Potion Research Group?"

 "Not bypassing, but conducting cooperation in two batches."

 Witch Renee immediately gave her reply.

 Obviously, the Clarke Family had fully considered the advantages and disadvantages and made a decision.

 "First cooperate with Sage Selene's Potion Research Group, both parties can try it out, how about that?"

 This time, Link opted for a more conservative approach; unlike his fast agreement with the Clarke Family on the potion cooperation last time, he did not readily agree.

 There are still some misgivings.

 Witch Renee did not insist and agreed to Link's suggestion.

 After finishing this topic, Witch Renee brought up a new one, "Assad said, yesterday he received a package from Shadow City."

 "What's inside?"

 Link immediately became interested. Compared to the cooperation with the Clarke Family on "Construction", this mattered more to him.
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 Witch Renee sighed slightly in her heart, then calmed herself and said, "Some clothes suitable for Garona, and a cryptic letter."

 "Where is the letter?"

 Link immediately asked.

 The only one who could send clothes to Garona from Shadow City was Christina.

 Link had an agreement with Christina. Once she was settled, she would try to give him some news, ideally feedback on the use and data of the "Shadow Annihilation" suit.

 The cryptic letter was the agreed-upon method of communication.

 "Hold on."

 Witch Renee took out her portable smart device, projecting the photo of the cryptic letter sent by Assad Kenneth.

 With just a glance, Link deciphered the content of the cryptic letter.

 "I've got it."

 Link didn't hide his strong memory, nor was there any reason to hide it.

 After being promoted to the official wizard, each wizard's memory ability, along with the continuous increase in the intensity and quantity of spiritual power, would be enhanced.

 Although Link's performance was great, it wasn't too exaggerated.

 "Hmm."

 Witch Renee put away her smart device, stood up, "I have no more business here, you can go to find Sage Cody."

 After a few steps, Witch Renee suddenly stopped, looked back, and reminded him, "Be careful in tomorrow's negotiations."

 After speaking, Witch Renee didn't stay any longer, heading straight back to her room.

 Link noted this reminder, then got up and walked toward Sage Cody's room, to keep the appointment and to glean some information from him about the negotiation.

 "Did Renee Clark tell you?"

 As soon as he entered the room, Sage Cody asked the question directly.

 Link sat opposite Sage Cody without hurry, slowly saying, "She only reminded me to pay attention to tomorrow's negotiations, she didn't reveal any specifics."

 "She is quite cautious in her dealings."

 Sage Cody first praised her, then shifted his gaze to a brightly blooming tree outside the window, saying sarcastically, "After all, we are in the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell. Although there is no surveillance in our rooms, who knows what could be happening outside? Who knows if a blade of grass or a flower can spy on our conversation?"

 Link followed Sage Cody's gaze.

 After thinking about it, Link silently cast a first ring witchcraft, "Low-frequency Drum Noise".

 This was an unpopular witchcraft. For wizards, the offensive effect was almost nil.

 However, it was quite useful for Link at this moment.

 Moreover, the "low-frequency drum noise," enhanced many times over, was much more potent than the original version.

 The bright flowers on the mentioned tree quickly withered.

 Strictly speaking, Link was the younger generation, so it was fine for him to be a bit reckless.

 All he did was mess up some flowers, it wasn't a big deal.

 "You..."

 Sage Cody saw this, pointed at Link a few times, a smile on his lips.

 He could find out about the eavesdropping, so naturally, he could destroy it.

 He didn't do anything these past few days, partly because it wasn't necessary, and partly because it didn't match his dignity.

 He purposely told Link about it today because he wanted to use Link's hand to destroy the surveillance.

 Facing Sage Cody's behavior, Link just smiled and didn't make any other expressions.

 "If the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell accepts our conditions and decides to release the captives of the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance, then the final negotiation will take place tomorrow. This negotiation might involve you."

 The interlude ended, and Sage Cody spoke about the main purpose of inviting Link over.

 "What's the subject?"

 Link couldn't help but frown slightly.

 Ever since Dean Frist took him to watch a large-scale brawl between sage-level wizards, Link really sobered up.

 Now he just wanted to focus on improvement, and didn't want any additional issues.

 Sage Cody said:

 "It is still about the unique 'Alien Guest'.

 But it's not about asking you to make a report or accept unreasonable questioning.

 It's that the Supreme Council, using one of the magic tools left by the Saint of Nostrodam, predicted that Elise Clark is in a difficult position and might not be able to pass the exam."

 This matter disturbed the five Saints.

 After deliberation, the five Saints decided to open a temporary passage and send some help to the special 'alien guest,' Elise Clark,"

 At this moment, Link spoke up, interrupting Sage Cody, and asked, "Have I been appointed?"

 "Of course."

 Sage Cody gave a firm reply, then said, "The Tower of Great Sage Mitchell is now paying great attention to everything related to the Saint of Nostrodamus and wants to take part. Therefore…"

 Link pondered for a moment, and then continued, "Therefore, the College wants to gain something from the Great Sage Tower and is prepared to make a trade for mutual benefit."

 Sage Cody nodded, then explained further, "The College does indeed plan to have you team up with a wizard from the Great Sage's tower to jointly participate in the selection of the Supreme Council."

 "I understand,"

 Link responded, but did not reveal his stance.

 If the College had already made this decision, then there was no room for bargaining.

 Moreover, for Link, it was not an issue.

 Skipping over this topic, Link and Sage Cody chatted about trivialities for a while before he excused himself to leave.

 Upon returning to his room, Link did nothing but went straight to his bed to rest, still dressed.

 He appeared to be asleep, but in reality, his consciousness sunk into the Sea of Consciousness, monitoring the end of the real "Small World."

 The night passed without incident.

 The negotiation on the fifth day started punctually.

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had agreed to the Ravensmouth College's proposal of an alternate world with an upper limit for a level six sage, in exchange for the release of prisoners held by the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance.

 This marked the end of the most important part of the negotiation, which was now final and unchangeable.

 Then, as expected, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell mentioned the Supreme Council's plan to summon some outstanding young wizards to help the special 'alien guest,' Elise Clark."

 On this matter, both parties found some common ground.

 No matter how heated the competition between the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell and Ravensmouth College was, it was still an internal struggle within the Mitchell District.

 The so-called dirty laundry should not be aired in public.

 Once outside the Mitchell District, the two organizations still needed to cooperate as they usually did.

 As a result, the issue of Link Grande teaming up with a superstar wizarding prodigy from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to participate in the selection of the Supreme Council was quickly agreed upon.

 The Tower of Great Sage Mitchell promised not to interfere personally in disputes over interests with the other numerous Wizard Organizations within the district.

 Ravensmouth College agreed unconditionally to dispatch Link Grande to participate in the team selection and, in addition, share all the college's internal documents related to the Saint of Nostrodamus.

 Link's focus immediately shifted to these documents.

 After stringing together many events, a clear thread began to emerge.

 After deep contemplation, Link vaguely perceived some of Dean Frist's arrangements and plans.

 Link believed that inside the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell, there was someone else who was also aware of Dean Frist's plans regarding the prophecy and heritage of the Saint of Nostrodamus.

 However, as it was a clear open plan, they had no choice but to participate.

 Having thought it through, aside from helping him gain a better grasp of the situation, it had no other benefits.

 Link quickly brushed aside these thoughts.

 The negotiation could be considered over at this point.

 However, the mission of the delegation was not entirely complete.

 On the sixth day of the mission to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The delegation from Ravensmouth College held a joint press conference with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 In front of the "reporters" from all the large media groups in the Tudor region, the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell and Ravensmouth College signed a package agreement.

 Some of the content was confidential and not disclosed;

 Part of the content, however, was exposed directly.

 For example, Ravensmouth College actively invited the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell to join in the development of an alternate world with an upper limit to a level six sage.

 For instance, both parties would unite for a combat exercise.

 At the end of the press conference, the entire Tudor region started to pay attention to this matter.

 Was this a combat exercise?

 It was simply a head-to-head showdown.

 A competition to see who was stronger.

 To decide the real boss!
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 On the seventh day of the mission.

 The Emissary Group had completed all the tasks for this mission.

 The exchange of prisoners from the Raging Gold Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance was handled by dedicated personnel, so the Emissary Group didn't need to worry about it.

 The same was true for the practical exercises at Ravensmouth College and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Therefore, the Emissary Group just needed to wait for Lady Lisandra's instructions to return to the city.

 Lady Lisandra, accompanied by Sage Cowell Ludville, was on her way to meet with the Level Nine Great Sage Mitchell.

 This meeting was not originally planned.

 Even Cowell was notified at the last minute.

 Not to mention Lady Lisandra.

 She didn't understand why Great Sage Mitchell would suddenly summon her.

 Whether it was because of her status as an emissary or a member of the Diomand family, both reasons were possible, but neither was highly likely.

 Soon, after several teleportations, Lisandra and Cowell arrived at the place where Great Sage Mitchell usually lived in seclusion.

 It was a tower-like building, identical in external appearance and interior layout to the Wizard Towers in the Wizard World Homeland.

 However, Lisandra could clearly perceive that this was just an ordinary building, not a Wizard Tower.

 Extraordinary effects such as attack, defense, and movement were totally absent.

 "Cowell, you've worked hard these past few days."

 The Great Sage Mitchell did not appear in person but rather manifested a holographic projection in front of the tower gate.

 "It's my duty. I dare not complain," Cowell Ludville immediately responded respectfully, also expressing his stance.

 "Put aside your various affairs for now," Mitchell advised calmly. "Focus on self-reflection. Once you're ready, go ahead and challenge the Great Sage stage."

 "Yes," Cowell was quite surprised, he could hardly believe what he'd heard.

 As a Level Six Sage with strong spiritual power and will, he naturally wouldn't lose his composure easily.

 After responding, Cowell saw that the Great Sage Mitchell had no other instructions for him, so he took the initiative to ask for leave and departed.

 "What do you think of Cowell?"

 The holographic projection of Great Sage Mitchell turned around and walked into the tower.

 The tightly closed tower door opened automatically.

 Lisandra immediately followed and calmly replied, "If he were at Ravensmouth College, he would have been promoted to a Seventh-Level Sage long ago."

 "Is that so?" Great Sage Mitchell asked, "When is Frist planning to advance?"

 Due to some complicated past events, the second generation of the Diomand family had all passed away.

 Now, apart from the founders, Great Sage Revo, and Great Sage Seuss, the Diomand family only consisted of three siblings from the third generation and a few people from the fourth generation.

 As the eldest of the third generation, Rodrigo Diomand's promotion to Level Seven Great Sage was already known to Great Sage Mitchell.

 Great Sage Mitchell, skipping over Lisandra to inquire directly about Frist, wasn't because he looked down upon Lisandra, but rather because he valued Frist too highly.

 There was one matter that many wizards were unaware of, but as the most powerful and influential person in the Mitchell District, Great Sage Mitchell knew it very well.

 That was the fact that Sage Walters, who was once hailed as having the greatest talent in the Mitchell District, had lost to Frist in a fair duel.

 Therefore, Frist Diomand was actually the wizard with the greatest talent and potential among all wizards of his generation on the West Coast, including the Mitchell District.

 It was just that Frist didn't like to show off and never flaunted his abilities.

 "I don't know," Lisandra replied honestly, with no intention to deceive or be vague.

 She remembered once when her grandfather, Great Sage Revo, couldn't hold back his anger, he had harshly criticized Great Sage Mitchell for planning to change his path to the Mysterious Wizard System. Mitchell had taken a very important legacy from him.

 Later, she found out from her grandmother that this legacy, although it didn't come from The Saint of Nostrodam, was indeed the culmination of a peak Level Nine Great Sage's lifetime of research.

 After obtaining that legacy, Great Sage Mitchell would gain a terrifying enhancement in discerning people's intentions.

 So, Lisandra didn't dare to be insincere in front of Great Sage Mitchell.

 "Relax, I'm not prying into your thoughts."

 The holographic projection of Great Sage Mitchell gave her a glance and reassured her.

 At this moment, Lady Lisandra suddenly understood why Fletcher Domingo, after reporting the official affairs, would immediately leave the past few days.

 So this is how it felt when one's thoughts were deciphered and controlled by someone else.

 It felt like she was standing naked, being completely seen from head to toe, from the outside to the inside.

 And this inspection could take place at any time, rendering evasion useless and resistance futile.

 She bit her lip and fell silent.

 At that time, the projection and she had already entered the tower.

 Great Sage Mitchell did not lead Lisandra to the upper floors, but just found a random spot in the lobby on the first floor and sat down.

 Lisandra of course sat down on the clean, shiny floor beside him.

 "Do you know why I called you here?"

 As soon as they sat down, the holographic projection of Great Sage Mitchell immediately asked.

 "I don't know," Lisandra shook her head.

 "Don't be nervous. I just want to ask you something."

 Great Sage Mitchell wasn't surprised, none of the wizards on the West Coast could guess his thoughts.

 Even the Saint of the Elemental Wizards!

 "Please ask," Lisandra leaned slightly forward, indicating her full attention.
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 "Did Frist achieve his purpose by causing all these disturbances?"

 The Great Sage Mitchell asked directly, yet ambiguously.

 Lisandra pondered for a moment, then honestly replied, "I have not asked him, but from my guess, he probably did."

 "Really?"

 Great Sage Mitchell beckoned with his hand.

 A thumb-sized bone piece flew over from somewhere.

 The bone piece had a lustrous, almost transparent exterior.

 As soon as it appeared, it emitted a compelling aura that drew Lisandra's attention.

 She was suddenly filled with possessiveness.

 Lisandra was taken aback by her sudden urge to snatch the bone piece from Great Sage Mitchell.

 Etiquette was completely disregarded at this moment.

 Lisandra quickly employed the True Spirit Wizard's technique to calm her heart.

 However, it was like dropping a drop of water into boiling oil.

 The True Spirit Wizard's technique made her feelings of possessiveness and destructiveness flare up even more when activated.

 If not for Lisandra's subconscious resistance and the relentless warnings of her intuitions, she would have lost her rationale and acted impulsively.

 Halting the influx of the True Spirit Wizard's technique, Lisandra took out a potion as pure as water from her Storage Magic Tool and drank it.

 Only then did she barely manage to escape her previous dilemma and regain some emotional control.

 The Great Sage Mitchell observed the entire process without hindering nor helping.

 "What… what is this?"

 Lisandra struggled to divert her gaze from the bone piece, asking with residual fear.

 Great Sage Mitchell chuckled, "This is the precious thing that your brother had worked hard to obtain for me."

 "The Nostrodam Saint's lineage?"

 Lisandra's eyebrows furrowed, seemingly doubtful.

 "No, not the lineage."

 Great Sage Mitchell denied Lisandra's guess and then ominously added, "This is the legacy left by the Nostrodam Saint himself, and..."

 Pausing, the Great Sage Mitchell's voice grew even more faint, "And his fallback plan for resurrection!"

 "What?"

 Lisandra exclaimed in shock.

 This revelation was truly shocking.

 "If you don't believe me, ask your brother Frist when you go back."

 The projection of Great Sage Mitchell slowly faded, leaving a sentence behind, "Take this bone piece and return it to him. Also, tell him thanks for me."

 As his voice faded, the bone piece instantly changed from lustrous to dull.

 The inexplicable aura, the peculiar attraction, and its influence vanished without a trace.

 It seemed like an ordinary piece of dry bone.

 Lisandra took an isolation box from her Storage Magic Tool and carefully placed the bone piece inside.

 After catching her breath, Lisandra stood up, bowed to the empty space, and left the ordinary tower.

 Once Lisandra had gone, the Great Sage Mitchell's holographic image reappeared, watching the direction in which Lisandra had departed.

 His eyes seemed murky but could actually perceive everything.

 No, there was one thing he couldn't perceive.

 It was the upper limit of human lifespan!

 Not being able to perceive it means not being able to break it.

 Mitchell, who had already prolonged his lifespan once and lost some humanity, truly had only the path of promotion to a saint left.

 And on this path, only two choices lay before him.

 One was to take over the position of the Mysterious Saint Wizard of Nostrodam.

 The other was to find his own path in the upcoming millennial upheaval.

 "Sigh!"

 Great Sage Mitchell sighed deeply.

 Finding his path wasn't hard, the hard part was reaching the summit on that path.

 Mitchell didn't have much time left for this climb.

 Therefore, even though he knew that Frist Diomand had bad intentions when he expended all his efforts to get the legacy left by the Nostrodam Saint himself into his hands, Mitchell had no other choice.

 However, those who plot against me, I plot against them too.

 He hoped that Frist, the audacious one who dared to scheme against him, would enjoy his return gift.

 After leaving the tower, Lisandra soon met the patiently waiting Cowell Ludville.

 With a brow furrowed at Lady Lisandra, Cowell's expression became odd. A few times he opened his mouth to say something, only to shut it at the last minute on instinct.

 Cowell had a premonition that if he spoke up, not to mention progressing to a Level Seven Great Sage, he might die on the spot.

 Surprisingly, Lisandra wasn't aware of Cowell's changes. She just remained silent and kept moving.

 Seeing this, Cowell dared not speak more.

 Soon, both of them returned to the Wizard World Homeland.

 With no intention for social pleasantries, Cowell escorted Lisandra to the Ravensmouth College Emissary Group and then left.

 The emissary group, finally with their leading representative back, didn't stop and went straight on their return journey.

 Perhaps this return journey was destined to be arduous.

 The emissary group had just left the accommodation arranged by the Great Sage Tower when they were intercepted.

 Isabella Mitchell, the Level Five Sage, and a young girl who bore some resemblance to her, blocked the path of the emissary group.

 "You go, find out what's going on."

 Lisandra looked at Vice-Representative Fletcher Domingo and ordered.

 This attitude, this tone, instinctively upset Fletcher Domingo.

 Only out of regard for the situation did Fletcher not react.

 Furthermore, dealing with Isabella Mitchell, the Level Five Sage on equal terms, was indeed the most appropriate choice.

 Fletcher took action as ordered, but he was very aggrieved.

 He had already decided that once they returned to the college headquarters, he would promptly end his current post.

 It seemed more refreshing to fight the gods in the World of God.

 "What do you mean?"

 Feeling aggrieved, Fletcher didn't even want to say more than he had to.

 "We're not looking for you. Call Link Grande."

 Isabella Mitchell was not the type of person who would care about others' feelings. Seeing Fletcher's cold expression, she didn't put on a pleasant face either.

 "Is this how the Mitchell Family treats guests?"

 Fletcher sneered, "Isn't it a joke if the word gets out!"

 Ignoring Isabella, whose face had turned extremely cold, Fletcher turned and left.

 However, despite his expressions of disdain, Fletcher still called Link for negotiations.

 "Greetings, sage."

 Link's voice was calm, his attitude neither humble nor proud, he greeted.

 "You two talk."

 Isabella Mitchell, without even glancing at Link, disappeared suddenly.

 Link's expression remained unchanged, but in his heart, he had already taken note.

 "My aunt is used to being arbitrary, please don't mind."

 The girl who looked somewhat like Isabella Mitchell spoke, "I'm Jasmine Mitchell. I'm the one who's partnering with you for the Supreme Council selection."

 "Link Grande, nice to meet you."

 Link also introduced himself formally.

 "It was because of me that my aunt came to look for you. I didn't expect it to make you uncomfortable. I'm sorry."

 The girl, Jasmine Mitchell, apologized for the previous incident, and then said, "There's nothing else, I just want your contact information. We are partners after all; we need to understand each other, right?"

 After speaking, the girl, with her bright eyes wide open, looked hopefully at Link, waiting for a reply.

 "Of course."

 Link didn't understand the motive of the other party and didn't reject her. He agreed.

 It's just contact information, there's nothing to worry about.

 They then exchanged their MindNet contact information.

 Once the friend request was successful, a bright smile spread across Jasmine Mitchell's face.

 It seemed like being able to have Link's contact information was a very happy thing for her.

 "I..."

 Jasmine held her personal MindNet in both hands, put them behind her, wiggled her upper body slightly, and asked hopefully, "Can I chat with you usually?"

 "You can."

 Link agreed again.

 "That's great."

 Jasmine cheered, then turned around with a blush and ran away, like a scared little rabbit.

 Link watched Jasmine's retreating figure for a while, with a subtle mind.

 An unsolicited favor implies an ulterior motive.

 Jasmine had come forward just to get a contact method.

 However, Link's instincts told him that this matter was not simple.

 There must be a hidden agenda!
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 The delegation had returned to the headquarters of Ravensmouth College.

 On their journey home, they were not intercepted again and the process went smoothly.

 Lady Lisandra, who was the lead emissary, didn't even bother to hold a summary discussion. Naturally, Deputy Fletcher Domingo did not make a fuss about it either.

 The six-person delegation disbanded on the spot.

 Link returned directly to his villa and, after inquiring with the intelligent housekeeper, found out that Jasmine hadn't returned yet.

 He sent Jasmine a message informing her that he had returned home, and then put the matter aside and went into his study.

 Reflecting on this nearly week-long mission, Link had gained some insight but also had some confusion.

 However, these insights and confusion had nothing to do with personal power, so he set them aside for now.

 The only thing that really concerned Link during the entire mission was the selection process for participation in the Supreme Council.

 Despite the aim of the selection being to aid Elise Clark, Link had no objections.

 However, not knowing details like when and how the selection would take place, when he would set off to aid Elise Clark, bothered him somewhat.

 He didn't care about much else, he was just worried about it taking up too much of his study time.

 Casting aside these trivial concerns, Link calmed down and contacted Sandra immediately.

 Before he embarked on the mission, Link asked Sandra to oversee the construction efforts of the Grande Main Force.

 Driven either by a desire to observe or out of her scientific curiosity, Sandra had readily agreed to Link's request.

 Shortly after, the video communication was connected, and the figures of Sandra, Lanny, and Tiffany appeared on the smart brain screen.

 Upon hearing the news of Link's plan to set up the main force, both Tiffany and Fred had chosen to join.

 Only Gerald, for some unknown reason, did not fancy the idea.

 "How was the mission?"

 Sandra was the first to ask.

 "There were some ups and downs, but we achieved our goal," Link considered for a moment before replying.

 Although Link was well-informed about the specific circumstances of the mission and the negotiations, he didn't want to waste time discussing them further.

 After answering, Link changed the topic and earnestly said, "Thank you for your hard work these past days."

 "Don't mention it."

 Seeing this, Sandra also didn't dwell on the mission, and gave a bit of room for Lanny to take the lead, "Lanny has been in charge of overseeing the day-to-day affairs. Let her fill you in."

 Lanny Taylor's figure then occupied the main area of the smart brain screen.

 "Everything is going smoothly. The arrangements of the college are very appropriate. The main force team of 55 people has been filled. It consists of 12 senior second-level wizards, 30 second-level wizards, 12 first-level wizards, and one third-level wizard."

 Lanny was proficient with all aspects of the Grande Main Force's construction, speaking fluently, "Once you complete the college's training and receive your graduation certificate, the college will arrange for the day after or the third day to assemble all members of the main force. You will then organize two months of intense training."

 "Okay."

 After listening to this, Link nodded slightly and earnestly said, "Thank you, Lanny."

 "You're welcome."

 Lanny responded before stepping aside.

 Sandra's figure then reoccupied the center of the screen, smiling at Link, "So, are you anxious to graduate?"

 "No."

 Link replied honestly, "In this regard, I'm not in a hurry."

 "Well, it's good not to rush."

 Sandra approved of Link's attitude, saying, "Laying a solid foundation during training can be of great help in the future."

 This common phrase was quite self-explanatory.

 Almost every wizard could understand it.

 However, when spoken by Sandra, it carried a different weight entirely.

 Although Sandra was just a Senior Second-Level Wizard, she was a Diomand!

 Her words underscored the importance of thorough training in the wizard training system of Ravensmouth College.

 "Thank you for the reminder."

 Link, who was not one to not appreciate kindness, did not hesitate to give his thanks.

 "Haha…"

 Sandra chuckled but did not reply.

 At this moment, Tiffany, who had been sitting silently beside her, interjected, "Link, the Colonna Family wants to discuss a cooperation with you."

 "Could you please tell them to hold off for a while? I don't have enough time recently."

 Link of course knew that the "cooperation" Tiffany referred to was related to the "Construction" system and project.

 Sage Palo treated the Fairy Servant Regiments as a cash cow, and that the information on the "Construction" project was leaking out was a natural outcome.

 Witnessing the specific effects and performance of the resonance amplification of the "Barbaric" series armor set, anyone with a bit of foresight would want to get involved.

 Some would lease formed Fairy Servant Regiments from Sage Palo, while others, like the Clark Family, would directly establish a "Construction" project cooperation.

 Naturally, these families interested in the "Construction" project wouldn't bear the high risk of applying it directly to their own wizards.

 However, which large family didn't have a few Resource Worlds or Servant Soldier Origin Worlds at their disposal?

 Applying the "Construction" project to their own servant soldiers was the perfect use.

 "Okay."

 Tiffany responded lightly.

 Ever since she had gotten close to Sandra, her relationship with her family had been gradually fading.

 It wasn't to the point of a complete fallout, but their supposed closeness was more of a facade.

 This kind of cooperation, whether it was achieved or not, had little to do with her.

 As a result, Tiffany didn't invest much into this matter, and unlike her family's wish, didn't use her slight friendship with Link as well as her status as a "freelancer" to persuade Link to enter into a cooperation with the Colonna Family.
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 After discussing this topic, all official business between the four was over.

 There was no time for idle chatter.

 The video call was quickly terminated.

 Link put away his personal smart device, rose from his desk, and entered his underground Magic Laboratory.

 All the defensive measures of the entire villa were activated and adjusted to their maximum strength.

 The quantity and quality of Link's spiritual and magic power had long surpassed the standards for promotion toThird Level Wizard.

 He had previously attempted to break through the Second Level Wizard and failed in all attempts to reach the Third Level.

 Even the reasons for failure could not be identified, which was truly frustrating.

 However, things didn't always go as planned. Just as unintentionally planted willows may thrive, Link encountered an unexpected chance.

 This time, in order to guide the evolution of organic life into a normal direction and for the appearance and proliferation of primate intelligent life, Link prepared thoroughly and initiated an apocalypse in his "Small World".

 The progress of the species was not very obvious, whether in terms of destruction or rebirth.

 However, Link's spiritual force began to solidify from its original liquid state.

 After repeated examinations, Link confirmed this surprising observation.

 Having returned to the safety of his own property, rather than being vulnerable to accidents like when he was at the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, Link decided to immediately complete his breakthrough.

 He sat cross-legged in the center of the Magic Laboratory floor.

 After instructing Franda to be on guard, he concentrated and began the promotion process.

 He fully exercised the "Universe Meditation Method" through deep meditation.

 After a period, Link entered into a peculiar transformative state.

 Especially his spiritual force, it was like a mix of ice and water, half liquid half solid.

 And after some time, the liquid spiritual power became less and less, almost non-existent, while the solid spiritual power increased.

 The prerequisite for the promotion to the Third Level Wizard could soon be completed. It was going very smoothly.

 Within the Sea of Consciousness Little World, a magical change occurred just as the liquid spiritual power that formed the planets of the Solar System was about to be completely replaced by solid spiritual power.

 A rainbow of light emitted from the Sun of the Sea of Consciousness Little World, curved through a hole on the backside of the Moon, and arrived in the real "Small World".

 The pace of the ongoing "end of the world" in the Earth of the real "Small World" was rapidly accelerated due to the stimulation from the rainbow light.

 Link estimated that at least a third of the time was saved.

 It was a positive cycle.

 Soon, the last bit of liquid spiritual power transformed into a solid state.

 And with the guidance of his spiritual power, his magic power also underwent a metamorphosis.

 Just like water turning into mercury, its density greatly increased, as did its potency.

 Exiting from his deep meditative state, Link carefully sensed the status of his various bodily functions before slowly rising up and leaving the Magic Laboratory.

 It certainly wasn't easy becoming a Third Level Wizard.

 Meeting the requirements in terms of spiritual and magic power was just a prerequisite, there were also demands in respect to knowledge, witchcraft, and other aspects.

 However, for Link, completing the transformation of his spiritual and magic power signified that the promotion was successful.

 From this moment onwards, Link Grande was a bona fide, undisputed Third Level Wizard, not just an equivalent in combat strength.

 Returning to his second-floor study and rubbing the corners of his eyes, Link didn't prioritize testing the extent of his increased power after his promotion, instead, he contacted Dean Frist first.

 This speed of advancement was somewhat exaggerated, he must seek support from the big boss of his own faction.

 "You need something?"

 After a while, the figure of Dean Frist appeared on the inter-dimensional encrypted communicator.

 He appeared with a knit brow and his tone did not contain the usual warmth, instead, it had a hidden chill.

 Even to this point, Link did not have a good grasp of Dean Frist's temperament, but he knew that he was not easily provoked.

 Given his demeanor, he must have encountered some thorny issue.

 However, having established the connection, it wouldn't be good to quickly end the call without discussing any official business.

 So, Link succinctly reported:" Dean, I have promoted to Third Level Wizard."

 "Hmm."

 Dean Frist responded indifferently. A flash then passed through his eyes as he questioned, "Huh?"

 Link repeated himself: "Dean, I have promoted to Third Level Wizard."

 "Wait a moment."

 After Dean Frist left these words, he ended the call.

 Almost instantaneously, Link heard a voice next to his ear: "Come out."

 It was Dean Frist who had teleported outside the villa.

 Link believed that with Dean Frist's abilities, he could have entered the study directly.

 He did not do so out of respect.

 Without hesitation, Link flashed in front of Dean Frist as quickly as he could.

 "You've really advanced."

 Dean Frist evaluated Link up and down, "And it's a recent advancement."

 "Yes."

 Link responded candidly, "During the mission to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, due to certain circumstances, I was inspired and sensed an opportunity for advancement. I suppressed it until after I returned to the Academy's headquarters before attempting."

 "Hmm."

 Dean Frist approved of Links course of action, "You did the right thing in not promoting yourself there. Nothing wrong with erring on the side of caution."

 Having said this, Dean Frist had a thought about the thorny issue he encountered earlier, and came up with an inspiration: "Perfect, there's something that you might be able to help me with. Don't resist, I will take you somewhere."

 As his words fell, a formidable force descended around Link.

 Following Dean Frist's request, Link did not resist.
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 It was unclear whether every sage-level wizard liked to travel using teleportation, or members of the Diomand family were especially skilled in its use.

 Dean Frist, with Link by his side, transported them in an instant from the villa to a location Link had never been before.

 It was a delicate little house nestled within a dense forest.

 The area was not large, just over eighty square meters.

 The decor inside the house was minimalistic, emphasizing cleanliness and simplicity.

 Lady Lisandra, who they had just parted ways with, was lying on the only bed in the house, fallen into an unconscious sleep.

 A withered yellow bone piece floated above Lady Lisandra's forehead, slowly circling.

 Link could see clearly that some materials, which he could not fully comprehend at the moment, were seeping out from the bone piece and trying to enter the center of Lady Lisandra's forehead.

 This was the gateway to the Sea of Consciousness, to the ocean of one's spiritual power.

 The sight reminded Link of an ordeal he had once experienced.

 It was possession by the Fairy King's Spirit!

 "Dean, what is this?"

 Link refrained from guessing and asked directly.

 He clearly remembered that Dean Frist had just said he might need his help.

 But how could he help if he didn't fully understand the situation?

 After taking a deep breath to calm himself, Dean Frist spoke in a collected tone, "It is Great Sage Mitchell's revenge against me for trying to plot against him."

 "Revenge?"

 Link was puzzled.

 "It can't be explained in a few words,"

 Dean Frist waved his hand, his expression serious, "The key now is to sever this connection."

 As he finished speaking, Dean Frist pointed, revealing a thread, barely visible to the naked eye, which connected the withered yellow bone piece to Lady Lisandra's forehead.

 "How can I assist you?"

 Before Dean Frist could speak, Link took the initiative to ask.

 If there was something that he was destined to do, better to do it swiftly!

 "If you had not been promoted to a Third Level Wizard, I would have asked someone else to do this,"

 Dean Frist did not rush to explain the task but instead began to explain in detail, "But you have been promoted, and having you do this is the best option."

 As he spoke, Dean Frist's expression became increasingly somber, his brow furrowing deeper.

 "Lucky? Just a coincidence? How could it possibly be so coincidental? Was the timing purely accidental or was it calculated?"

 The usually composed Dean Frist seemed to abandon his usual facade, pacing around the cabin, murmuring to himself, "So that's it! That's it! The Mysterious Saint, who specializes in prophecy, is truly exceptional! So that's how it is!"

 With each step he took, he muttered, "So that's it."

 Link was utterly perplexed.

 There was so little information, he couldn't even make a guess.

 But his instincts told him that Dean Frist's peculiar behavior had something to do with the secret behind the withered yellow bone piece.

 After a while, Dean Frist finally broke out of his self-murmuring state, looking at Link with a piercing gaze, he declared decisively, "We were wrong! All of us were wrong!"

 "What was wrong?"

 "The special 'alien guest' mentioned in the prophecy of the Saint of Nostrodamus is not one, but two."

 Dean Frist radiated an aura of wisdom and confidence, "One is the special 'alien guest' from the Special Ruin World, used to open the portal to the Parallel Universe; the other is the special 'alien guest' of Saint Nostrodamus, used for resurrection!"

 "Link Grande, I am certain, you are the second special 'alien guest'."

 "You undoubtedly hold the contingency plan for the resurrection of Saint Nostrodamus!"
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 Resurrection? 

 And a fallback plan?

 Link was genuinely stunned.

 Upon contemplation, the most special thing about him was the Krypton Card Drawing System.

 Link believed that a saint should have no trouble creating such a system.

 But his intuition suggested that his Useless System likely wasn't the fallback for the Saint of Nostrodam's resurrection.

 He couldn't pinpoint why, it was just pure intuition.

 Besides, there was another suspect in Link's mind.

 It was the spherical lightning that had assisted Elise Clark to complete her first test, and initiated the evolution of organic life in the "Small World".

 Thunders symbolize rebirth.

 Resurrection, in fact, is also a kind of rebirth!

 Would it be possible that when the Saint of Nostrodam truly resurrects, he might borrow some power from the real "Small World"?

 These thoughts flashed through Link's mind swiftly.

 Yet nothing surfaced on his expression, he just asked calmly, "Dean, I don't understand about a saint's fallback for resurrection. All I want to know is whether helping Lady Lisandra from her present situation will bring any adverse effects upon me."

 There was no room for saving face at this moment, all necessary questions must be clarified.

 Otherwise, acting recklessly and causing unnecessary problems, there would be no time to regret.

 "No."

 Dean Frist initially affirmed, then frowned, "However, it might potentially trigger the fallback of the Saint of Nostrodam's resurrection."

 "Once it is triggered, will there be any impact on me?"

 A complex look flickered across Link's eyes, and he asked frankly again.

 This was crucial, so he must be clearer.

 This time, Dean Frist deliberated for quite a while before speaking:

 "The conditions for the resurrection of the Saint of Nostrodam are extremely harsh.

 Though I don't know the specific conditions, there is one thing I can be sure of.

 The Saint will not resurrect through you, nor will he seize your life or consciousness.

 You or even me can't bear the life form of a Saint.

 If done so, the one who resurrects would not be a Saint, but simply a tier 3 Wizard or a level six sage with the knowledge of a Saint.

 That would be a terrible choice for the Saint of Nostrodam."

 Saying this, Dean Frist seemed to have thought of something and speculated:

 "I guess, this fallback is more likely to use you to deliver this bone piece to a certain place.

 Such as the test of a Special Ruin World, or the parallel universe beyond the Special Ruin World."

 Having listened to Dean Frist's explanation quietly, Link had a sense that even Dean Frist was uncertain about this matter.

 In the end, the level of a Saint is simply too high.

 Even Dean Frist, a peak level six sage who could advance to a Great Sage at any time, and whose grandparents were level eight Great Sages, couldn't speculate at all about the thoughts and ideas of a Saint.

 Especially the intricate plans of the Saint of Nostrodam, a Mysterious Wizard System known for prophecy.

 After thinking for a while, Link decided to remain silent, waiting for Dean Frist's instructions.

 No matter what, the initiative was not in his hands today.

 All actions must follow orders.

 "Let's put aside the fallback plan for now, and focus on the rescue first."

 After another lengthy contemplation and reviewing all the information one more time, Dean Frist made this decision.

 "Alright, Dean."

 Link immediately agreed and asked, "What should I do?"

 Dean Frist pointed at the withered yellow bone piece and said, "When I cut off this line later, all you need to do is store this bone piece into your 'Small World' in that instant."

 "Understood."

 The operation wasn't complicated.

 The only challenge lied in the timing.

 The sole risk was whether anything unusual would happen after the bone piece entered the real "Small World".

 "Don't worry, it won't cause any impact on you or your 'Small World'."

 Having perceived Link's concerns, Dean Frist reassured him saying, "Even if it triggers the fallback of the Saint of Nostrodam's resurrection, it is very likely not a bad thing. You might even gain some benefits."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded and didn't say anything else.

 The rationale was such, and Link understood it.

 But understanding didn't mean no concerns.

 "Get ready, we are about to start."

 Upon noticing this, Dean Frist, who had no intention to say anything more, gave a reminder.

 Taking a deep breath, Link communicated with Franda.

 After ensuring that the pathway between the real "Small World", which was in the process of apocalypse, and the Sea of Consciousness Little World was thoroughly cut off, all other connections between the two were temporarily severed as well. Then, he gestured to Dean Frist.

 "Ready!"

 Dean Frist raised his right hand, pointing his middle and index fingers like a sword, aiming at the invisible thread between the withered yellow bone piece and Lady Lisandra's brow. "Take it!"

 Words were slower than actions.

 The moment the thread was severed, Link immediately took the withered yellow bone piece into the real "Small World".

 Without time to report back to Dean Frist, Link immediately shut his eyes, concentrating all his spiritual power and attention on isolating the real "Small World", cutting off the connection between the real "Small World" and the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 As soon as the withered yellow bone piece entered the real "Small World", the ongoing apocalypse, as if paused, abruptly halted.
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 An invisible mighty power pressed down on the earth-shaking fires, consuming nearly the entire planet, against the ground.

 In an instant, a layer of overcast clouds formed in the sky across the entire planet.

 Crackle-crackle.

 Fine arcs of electricity sparked from the friction between layers of the clouds.

 The electric arcs continually merged, forming thunderbolts.

 The spherical thunderbolts kept amassing, holding their fire, and very quickly, they formed a mass nearly half the size of the moon.

 With lightning from the skies above and fires from the earth below, the bone fragment, which had shed its sallow color and regained its white luster, lay suspended in the middle.

 Though the fragment's size was minuscule, the aura it radiated outclassed both the thunder and the fire.

 An overwhelming and arrogant air emanated from it, as though it ruled the worlds above and below.

 At that moment, Link no longer perceived the fragment as just a piece of bone.

 It was as if he had glimpsed a super-strong being that had reached the end of a grand path, solitary and desolate, a figure in the vast expanse of time.

 The figure had its back to Link, never once turning around.

 "Alas!"

 A sigh echoed.

 The celestial thunder silently disappeared, as if the dark clouds had never existed.

 The fires of the earth no longer crouched low but resumed their apocalyptic state.

 The whitened bone fragment was nowhere to be seen.

 Everything that had just occurred seemed like a fleeting illusion.

 Link couldn't quite understand what had just happened; many questions filled his mind.

 Opening his eyes, Link was met with Dean Frist's probing gaze. He opened his mouth, trying to describe the scene that had unfolded in the "Small World."

 He hoped to get some explanation from Dean Frist.

 However, even though his mouth was open, the words he wanted to say would not come out.

 It felt as though staying silent could mean death.

 It was impossible to describe the scene from before, especially the figure and the sigh.

 "No need to try. If the Wizard World Will forbids you from speaking about it, there's no way for you to do so," Dean Frist said, quickly guessing the reason for Link's predicament upon seeing his state.

 "The Wizard World Will?" Link was bewildered.

 Was it not the act of the Saint of Nostrodamus after his resurrection?

 Why did it involve the Wizard World Will again?

 "You're not yet ready to understand these secrets. All you need to know is that it's for your own good," Dean Frist explained. "There are many things that become burdens once you know them, which won't be beneficial for your future development."

 "Alright, thank you for the reminder, Dean," Link said, immediately dropping the idea of further investigation upon hearing his words.

 Heed the advice of others and you will have a full meal. Especially when the advice is from Dean Frist—one must listen to it.

 "Maintain your current mindset, and you will achieve something," Dean Frist said with a reassuring smile. "I've always had high expectations for you. Hmm..."

 He paused, then continued,

 "This time, you've taken risks and contributed greatly. We certainly can't let you return empty-handed. Now, you are allowed to expand your main force to 80 people. In addition, the academy will provide all warships and magic tools for an interstellar fleet according to the top standard of Sage-Level Legions. Plus, when Lisandra wakes up, I will have her personally present you with a gift."

 "Dean, thank you for your generous offer. I won't be modest with you on this. I'll accept it now," Link responded, showing no understanding of what modesty was. Upon hearing the Dean's words, he immediately agreed to accept the offer.

 "Hehe..."

 Dean Frist chuckled, "There's no need to be modest. All of this is what you deserve."

 Seemingly remembering something, Dean Frist added, "Oh right, before the Supreme Council's selection begins, you should visit the Cultivation Secret Realm. A sage-level one. It will help you understand the rules."

 "Thank you, Dean!"

 Link immediately expressed his heartfelt gratitude.

 Though he was recently promoted to a Third Level Wizard, what he needed wasn't an understanding of the Third Ring magic, but rather the Fourth Ring magic associated with the rules.

 The "Small World" not only contained the Apocalypse, but also housed a whitening bone fragment unknown to existence, potentially carrying one of the powers of The Saint of Nostrodamus after his resurrection. Link did not dare to use the special connection between the Sea of Consciousness Little World and the "Small World" to comprehend the rules in the near future.

 Being able to visit a Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm would quickly help Link make up for this defect.

 This time, Link undertook huge risks in doing something for Dean Frist.

 Receiving such rewards was only natural, but he still felt the need to express his gratitude toward Dean Frist.

 Not every superior person is this generous.

 At this time, Lady Lisandra, no longer affected by the bone fragment, came to slowly.

 A brief look of confusion flashed in her eyes, but Lady Lisandra quickly remembered the day's events.

 "Damn old thing!"

 The cursing exploded from her in anger.

 Lady Lisandra levitated herself, seething with rage, seemingly wanting to charge at Great Sage Mitchell who had schemed against her and fight him to the death.

 Link remained unmoved.

 A cold smirk flickered at the corner of Dean Frist's mouth as he silently watched.

 "Why didn't you stop me?"

 Shooting a glance at Link who was doing his best to make himself inconspicuous, Lisandra glared at her own brother, gritting her teeth in anger, "You just stood by while your sister went to court death?"

 "You actually realize you were courting death?"

 Frist retorted coldly, "If you knew that, why would I bother dissuading you from doing something foolish?"

 "You..."

 Lisandra was momentarily at a loss for words.

 "What about me?"

 The cold sneer on Frist's face became even more pronounced, "Didn't I warn you not to meet Great Sage Mitchell alone? Did you listen?"

 "Hmph!"

 Lisandra was left speechless and could only give a cold 'hmph' in dissatisfaction.

 "Alright, what's done is done."

 Frist waved his hand at this moment, "Great Sage Mitchell had no intention of actually harming you. He was merely using you to hit me."

 Without waiting for Lisandra to open her mouth, Frist changed the subject:

 "Link Grande put in a lot of effort to free you from the hands of Great Sage Mitchell.

 Without his help, I would have had to request our grandparents' intervention. In which case, Mitchell might have been able to probe my grandparents' secrets.

 So, no matter how you look at it, you should thank Link Grande and also offer him a token of your gratitude."

 Link remained silent, as though he was just a wooden figure.

 Lisandra gave Link a fleeting glance, said nothing, and her figure suddenly disappeared.

 Seeing this, Frist chuckled a few times.

 His sister was a classic example of someone who would rather die than lose face.

 "Don't resist."

 Dean Frist said, exerting his great power, and in the blink of an eye, he and Link appeared outside Link's villa.

 "Wait for it, her token of gratitude will be delivered to your doorstep soon."

 Releasing the force of his spatial teleportation, Dean Frist said, "Keep me updated if anything new comes up."

 With these words, Dean Frist disappeared.

 Link stood outside the door for a while before returning to his villa.

 Going directly upstairs to his study, Link reviewed the earlier incident with his thoughts ponderously whirling.

 He had to admit, Dean Frist had treated him well and had been quite candid, without deception and at most a little concealment.

 Which was only normal.

 However, Link's craving for power, having been stimulated by this incident, became even more intense.

 Letting his mind gallop free and emitting chaotic energy for a while to relieve some psychological pressure, Link then collected his thoughts to get back to serious business.

 Retrieving his personal smart device, Link first looked at Jasmine's replied message.

 The Emissary Group to Shadow City had run into some difficulties. To complete their mission, it will take a few more days.

 Jasmine wasn't going to be able to return for some time.

 Link thought for a moment and left her a message, telling her he was about to head to the Cultivation Secret Realm soon and he didn't know how long he'd be there.

 Afterwards, Link informed Sandra, Lanny, and Tiffany about his provisional itinerary and the expansion of the main force team to 80 members.

 He asked them to continue to coordinate with the school regarding the preparations for the main force team while he was in the Cultivation Secret Realm and Jasmine had not yet returned to the school headquarters.

 After getting an affirmative response, Link didn't stall and directly contacted the academy to apply for entrance to the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 This was what Dean Frist had promised.

 The academy responded quickly.

 Within less than ten minutes, the transportation vehicle that would take Link to the secret location and through the special teleportation gate was parked outside the villa.

 After some minor episodes, Link appeared outside the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 Sixth-level sage Rosenthal, who was languishing guarding a few Cultivation Secret Realms, waiting for death and expecting it at any moment, recognized Link at a glance.

 He also noticed that his original attack had already left no trace on Link.

 Unable to help his curiosity, he muttered to himself:

 "This young fellow is pretty interesting!"
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 He confirmed that there were no issues with the procedures.

 Rosenthal let Link Grande pass into the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 He didn't act rashly because he had taken an interest.

 He was waiting for death, not seeking it.

 If someone could neutralize his attack and leave no trace, the other party's strength would definitely not be lower than his own.

 Seeing that Frist Diomand personally helped Link Grande apply for this qualification, Rosenthal even suspected that Great Sage Seuss had stepped in.

 Well... Rosenthal admitted that his strength was only higher, not lower than Frist's.

 Therefore, if it were Frist who had resolved the situation, there was no way he wouldn't notice it.

 "Who was it then?"

 Rosenthal glimpsed Link's retreating figure, pondering deeply.

 Inside the Secret Realm.

 Only now did Link fully understand the entire purpose of Dean Frist arranging for him to enter the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 The moment he entered the Cultivation Secret Realm, the Sea of Consciousness Little World, the real "Small World," and the Sun, which served as the foundation of the "Universe Meditation Method," all began to stir, filled with desire.

 In the Secret Realm, the various rules scattered everywhere held immense attraction for these three!

 Moreover, whether it was Link himself creating or learning Fourth Ring witchcraft, he also needed to comprehend a large number of rules of various types.

 To use a very vivid metaphor, Link felt like a mouse that had fallen into a vat of sesame oil.

 "Master, Master, what's happening to Conelia?"

 The voice of Franda suddenly echoed in Link's heart.

 "What happened?"

 As Link asked, he plunged his consciousness into the Sea of Consciousness.

 Conelia, who was usually always by Franda's side, was currently in a very peculiar state.

 The elf was in a deep sleep, lying across the void in the Sea of Consciousness Little World, slowly drifting towards the Sun.

 A wisp of flame fluctuated around her nose with her breath.

 After a careful perception, Link could sense several thin connections between Conelia and the Sun.

 This connection was the manifestation of comprehending a certain rule.

 The thicker and more robust the thread, the more thorough and transparent the understanding.

 At this moment, Conelia's understanding of the rules of the fire domain was still very weak.

 And the Sun in the celestial structure of the Sea of Consciousness Little World of the "Cosmic Meditation Method," and the rules scattered all over the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm had just established thousands of connections.

 Perhaps stimulated by this, Conelia was experiencing her first Metamorphosis Period.

 Translated into the language of wizards, it was the stage of a Wizard Apprentice being promoted to an Official Wizard.

 "Well, I'm the tool man again,"

 Realizing this situation, Link instantly understood his predicament.

 It looks like there was no need for him to rack his brains to create the Sage Scroll of the "Universe Meditation Method."

 Under the favor of the Wizard World Will, the wise "Universe Meditation Method" was trying to grow on its own.

 The celestial structure of the Sea of Consciousness Little World was no longer satisfied with the Solar System and was slowly expanding to become the Orion Arm.

 He guessed that when the celestial structure of his Sea of Consciousness Little World expanded into the Orion Arm, he would naturally be promoted to Sage, or reach the level of a level six sage.

 With unclear circumstances and unknown data, Link couldn't make an accurate judgement for the time being.

 He could only let things happen and see how it went.

 "Don't worry."

 Regaining his wits, Link hurried to reassure the anxious Franda, "This is good for Conelia. She is a Fire Elemental Spirit. Bathing in the Sun is a very normal thing."

 "Is that so?"

 Franda was still very concerned about Little Conelia who always followed her around and always imitated her words and actions. How could she possibly not worry just because she was told not to?

 "If you're not at ease, just pay more attention to Conelia."

 Link could only advise her thus.

 "Mmm,"

 Franda nodded repeatedly.

 Just as Link was about to bring his consciousness back, he suddenly noticed that the previously severed connection between the back caves of the two moons in the Sea of Consciousness Little World and the real "Little World" had been abruptly opened.

 The Whitening Bone Fragment, which had previously disappeared from the real "Small World," popped out and burrowed into the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 "Damn it!"

 Noticing this, Link couldn't help but curse silently.

 He didn't know when, but his Sea of Consciousness had become a public bus where anyone or anything potentially stronger than him could freely come and go.

 This feeling was truly uncomfortable!

 With a thought, Link mobilized the most powerful attack that the Sea of Consciousness Little World could muster, aiming at the Whitening Bone Fragment.

 As long as it dared to move in the slightest, no matter whether it was really the handiwork of the Saint, he would strike first and ask questions later.

 It seemed to have sensed Link's fury, and the Whitening Bone Fragment circled around the back of the moon and crawled back into the real "Small World" through the connection between the two worlds.

 Link didn't let down his guard and immediately tried to sever the connection between the two worlds.

 Unexpectedly, the severing process went very smoothly, without encountering any obstruction.

 It seemed that the Whitening Bone Fragment was merely there out of curiosity to observe Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 "Cosmic Meditation Method?"

 Link could only conjecture in this direction.

 Otherwise, he couldn't explain why the Whitening Bone Fragment, which might very likely be one of the hands left by the resurrected Saint of Nostrodamus, would be interested in Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 As a great being standing at the top of the extraordinary path of a wizard, even after perishing, what could attract its attention naturally would not be something common.
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 The transformation of the fire elemental sprite, Conelia, was not sufficient.

 Only the "Universe Meditation Method," which was encouraged and led by the Wizard World Will for self-optimization and development, could possibly have this honor.

 With a deep sigh, Link chose to use the ostrich strategy and temporarily ignore it.

 He couldn't manage it even if he wanted to.

 His consciousness returned to his physical body, and Link simply let go of all restrictions. Whether it was the Sea of Consciousness Little World or the "Small World" in reality, if they wanted to complete the rules, then they could do it themselves.

 Link was too lazy to manage so much, and directly began to comprehend the various rules of the Gravitation Field to lay a foundation for his self-created or learnt Fourth Ring witchcraft.

 That could be considered as him resigning himself to his fate.

 Thus, a peculiar scene appeared in the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm.

 There was only one wizard, but four different field rules were being comprehended.

 "Good lord!"

 Even Rosenthal, the level six sage who prided himself on being well-informed, couldn't help but gasp in surprise when he saw this scene.

 This was utterly monstrous.

 When he was promoted to a Fourth Level Sage and came to the Secret Realm to comprehend the rules, he was only comprehending two different field rules simultaneously.

 According to Rosenthal's knowledge, since the establishment of the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm at Ravensmouth College, the most number of different field rules comprehended by a wizard at the same time was held by Rodrigo Diomand.

 That was only three!

 "A new record."

 Recalling this, Rosenthal casually waved his hand and recorded this event.

 "How do you feel?"

 The elusive Dean Frist suddenly appeared next to Rosenthal, the level six sage, and abruptly asked.

 "About what?"

 Rosenthal answered indifferently.

 "About Link Grande?"

 Dean Frist made his question more specific.

 "He's fine, um... very fine."

 Rosenthal considered his words, giving a rather objective evaluation.

 "If there's a bit of a risk, but it could potentially aid you in advancing to a Level Seven Great Sage, would you be willing?"

 Dean Frist's figure suddenly appeared right in front of Rosenthal.

 The two men stared solemnly at each other.

 "Do you know what you're saying?"

 A flash of brilliance passed through Rosenthal's seemingly muddy eyes, and his wrinkled old face glowed with a hint of fire.

 "I do."

 Dean Frist, ignoring the imminent fury of Rosenthal, answered in a very serious tone.

 "Speak."

 Taking a deep breath, Rosenthal found his still heart fluttering for a moment.

 Who was the peak level six sage that was willing to sit and wait for death?

 He just couldn't find the slightest hope to advance to a Level Seven Great Sage, and he was unwilling to fight for life and death for people and things unrelated to him.

 If he could complete the promotion before his limit, naturally his lifespan would be extended and he could still enjoy life for a few hundred years!

 Therefore, Rosenthal admitted that his state of mind was broken by a few words from Frist Diomand.

 Frist didn't beat around the bush and said, "You know that Link Grande has a 'Small World'. After all, the secret move that Walters made during the 'Seed' period was uncovered by you."

 "Be direct, don't waste time talking about things that are irrelevant."

 Rosenthal still felt that Frist was not direct enough.

 Frist had to simply say, "If you're willing to take the risk of possibly being embroiled with The Saint of Nostrodam after his resurrection, I can persuade Link Grande to transfer to you his 'Small World' that is only one step away from being a 'World'."

 The promotion process of a level six sage to a Level Seven Great Sage was quite similar to the promotion of a Wizard Apprentice to an Official wizard.

 The only difference was that one was about having a First Ring witchcraft as one's Destiny Witchcraft.

 And the latter was about having a "World" as one's "Destiny World"!

 However, not all worlds can be taken as the "Destiny World" of a Level Seven Great Sage.

 The requirements were quite steep.

 The best choice was to nurture a world from "Seed" to "World" by oneself.

 The next best choice was to take those mature worlds where no natives had ever become the "World's Master."

 The worst choice was Sage Palo's previous idea of using the Fairy World, a world that had produced a "World's Master."

 The differences between the three were numerous and substantial, too many to list.

 The most significant difference was that only wizards who had followed the optimal route to reach the level of a level seven Great Sage were qualified to glimpse the rank of a saint!

 So, when Dean Frist finished speaking, Rosenthal's gaze became incredibly complex.

 Shock, revulsion, and a hint of temptation and desire were all present.

 "Rest assured, I will not force Link Grande in any way,"

 Frist, facing Rosenthal's scrutiny, spoke candidly, "And, I think he might even be rather willing to transfer that 'Small World' to you."

 "Is that because of the risk you mentioned?"

 Suppressing his long-stagnant emotions, Rosenthal coldly responded, "This could possibly be an opportunity."

 "Right."

 Frist nodded.

 Given his understanding of Link, Link would be extremely willing to shake off the entanglement of the Saint of Nostrodamus after his revival, if such a method existed.

 Even if he had to give up the 'Small World,' which was just one step shy of becoming a 'World,' a result of his hard cultivation.

 Even if he might lose the opportunity set up by the Saint of Nostrodamus.

 "I have to consider this."

 Rosenthal didn't rush to make a decision.

 This matter was significant, and he needed to consider it from various angles.

 "Of course."

 Frist agreed, and with great consideration, vanished, leaving Rosenthal alone.

 Rosenthal cast his gaze on the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm and observed closely without disturbing or affecting Link Grande's comprehension of the rules.

 At this moment, Rosenthal finally understood why Link Grande, who had just been promoted to a third-level wizard, could comprehend the rules of four different fields at the same time.

 So the initial 'Seed' was about to bear fruit.

 Why did he unravel the underhanded trick Walters had applied to the 'Seed' back then?

 Wasn't it because he didn't want to witness the tragedy of his carefully cultivated plant being harvested by someone else?

 Unexpectedly, it ended up not being the despicable Walters picking the fruit, but him, Rosenthal.

 Words really fell short of describing this situation!

 Time passed with Rosenthal's contemplation, Link's comprehension, and Frist's waiting.

 Forty-eight hours had passed since Link entered the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm, reaching the maximum time limit allowed within the Secret Realm.

 Rosenthal, hearing the reminder, flicked his fingers and moved Link out of the Secret Realm.

 "How did it go?"

 Dean Frist once again demonstrated his uncanny ability to appear out of nowhere, suddenly popping up and asking the question.

 This time, Frist managed to appear beside both Rosenthal and Link at once.

 Just a split image, there was no reason why Frist, as a Level Six Sage, wouldn't be able to do what Link could do as a mere second-level wizard.

 "I have no issues; it depends on what the young man thinks,"

 Rosenthal had to admit, he didn't want to wait for death; he wanted to take another shot.

 "Alright, one moment."

 Frist responded.

 Elsewhere,

 Link was already used to Dean Frist's mode of appearance and was not surprised. He calmly replied, "There were significant gains. My previously incomplete original Fourth Ring witchcraft is now basically perfected, and two additional incomplete original Fourth Ring witchcrafts have been created."

 "Hmm."

 Whether the true body or a split one, Frist nodded and continued, "If you give up your 'Small World', you might be able to escape the aftermath of the resurrection of Saint Nostrodamus. Would you be willing?"

 After a pause, Dean Frist emphasized, "This is only a possibility, not a certainty. It is possible that you could end up losing your 'Small World' but still be entangled by the ramifications of the saint."

 This question was a considerable surprise to Link.

 In the moment, Link didn't know how to respond, so he simply said, "Can I have some time to consider?"

 "Of course."

 The figure of Dean Frist suddenly disappeared.

 Link immediately began weighing the pros and cons of this matter.

 Franda became anxious, "Master, Master, do you not want Franda anymore?"

 Her sweet tone was replaced with a tearful one, exuding despair and sorrow.

 She made Link seem like an unfaithful scoundrel!
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 "Don't worry." 

 Link quickly comforted, "Master will not abandon Franda."

 "Then, Master, you should hurry up and refuse!"

 Franda was still very anxious and couldn't be calmed down.

 "There's no rush to refuse, let Master think about it."

 Link expressed his stance and then changed the topic, "In fact, even without this situation, Master had plans to disconnect you from the real 'Small World'. So, Franda, even if Master doesn't take the 'Small World', it doesn't mean he doesn't want you."

 "Then... if Master doesn't need the 'Small World', where will Franda live?"

 Franda sniffled and muttered, "Master isn't planning to let Franda live in the Sea of Consciousness Little World, is he?"

 "Smart!"

 Link replied in a slightly exaggerated tone, "That's exactly what Master was thinking. How about it, Franda? Will you be uncomfortable?"

 Franda didn't answer immediately but fell silent.

 An unmistakable feeling surged in Franda's heart.

 Her eyes turned red unconsciously, and her longing for someone erupted suddenly.

 But Franda held back and didn't cry out loud.

 Seeing this, Link had a hunch and somewhat understood Franda's state of mind.

 For Link, the real "Small World", despite being nurtured by him for so long, went through various fortuitous incidents, and even nurtured to the level of being one step away from being a "World", was nothing more than a small world.

 Besides the resources and efforts he put in, there was no special significance.

 But for Franda, the real "Small World" had a significantly different status.

 Not to mention the fact that the "Small World" evolved from Franda's original world.

 Just one thing, the "Small World" was where her father, God Slayer, rested, signified so much.

 After taking a deep breath, Franda forcefully suppressed her emotions and answered as calmly as possible, "Master, Franda will obey Master's commands. As long as Master doesn't abandon Franda, that's enough."

 "Rest assured, Franda, Master will never abandon you."

 Link made a solemn promise.

 "Um um."

 Franda nodded vigorously, choosing to believe in her Master.

 Following that, Link's consciousness detached from the Sea of Consciousness. He seriously pondered over whether he should risk losing the real "Small World."

 One thing, he did not deceive Franda.

 Before Dean Frist made this proposal, Link indeed had intentions to abandon the real "Small World."

 There were many reasons, but two were the most significant.

 Firstly, the "foreign objects" contained in the real "Small World" were far too many.

 If only the Will of Wizard World had a significant influence on the real "Small World", Link would not have many rebellious feelings.

 After all, as a wizard, despite not having a "Small World", the path of cultivation from being a Fourth Level Wizard onwards must involve the Wizard World Will.

 However, the Whitening Bone Fragment, even though it was plausible that it could be Nostrodamus's backup plan after his resurrection, going back and forth between the two Small Worlds as it pleased was something Link found unacceptable.

 At that moment, Link genuinely wanted to disregard everything and attempt to destroy that bone fragment.

 However, he feared hurting his own Sea of Consciousness and did not dare to do it.

 Secondly, after the two days of comprehending in the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm, the Sea of Consciousness Little World took another significant step towards actualizing from the virtual.

 Link foresaw that, in the relatively distant future, one day, the Sea of Consciousness Little World could become a real world completely!

 Besides, Link still had a long way to go to reach the Sage level.

 Not to mention advancing from Sage to Great Sage.

 Choosing a world as his Destiny World was not urgent!

 With these two reasons, coupled with Link's confidence that he could completely cut the connection between Franda and the real "Small World", binding the World Spirit's identity to the Sea of Consciousness Little World, he was enough convinced to abandon the real "Small World."

 The reason he didn't immediately agree to Dean Frist was that Link still had two concerns.

 The first concern was whether the Wizard World Will would allow Link to do this?

 The second concern was that if he were to do so, could he really shake off Nostrodamus's passing hand after his resurrection?

 The answers to these two concerns, destined to be impossible to think about.

 Link had to make a choice while facing these two concerns.

 "Franda, begin disconnecting from the real 'Small World'."

 After adequate thoughts from all aspects, Link decided to take the risk in the end.

 Compared to the benefits, Link chose freedom.

 "Alright, Master."

 Having received the method shared by Link on how to dissolve her "World Spirit" identity, to completely cut off the connection with the real "Small World", Franda immediately took action.

 Soon, with Link's assistance, Franda accomplished the disconnection.

 From that moment on, Franda was no longer the World Spirit of the "Small World", and had nothing to do with the "Small World."

 In the real sense, Franda only had her Master!

 The real "Small World" that was undergoing Apocalypse underwent a drastic change suddenly.

 Blood-red rain poured down all over the world.

 This was the "Small World's" source crying!

 Grief-stricken over the loss of the "World Spirit."

 Having been attacked by fiery flames non-stop, and now subjected to the savage rainstorm, the extinction rate of the species within the "Small World" increased.

 The connection between Conelia, who was sleeping in the sun within the Sea of Consciousness Little World, and the real "Small World", was effortlessly cut off by Link, the World Master.
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 Conelia's connection with the real "Small World" wasn't particularly tight.

 Therefore, this time it didn't trigger any anomalies.

 The origin of the "Small World" didn't care about the Fire Elemental Sprite, Conelia.

 "It's your turn."

 Link's consciousness sank into the Sea of Consciousness, descended on the far side of the Moon, and arrived near the pit leading to the real "Small World."

 Before Link relinquished his status and authority as the "World Master", he had to fill up this pit first, blocking the passage between the two small worlds.

 Otherwise, if the real "Small World" was lost, there would still be a backdoor in his Sea of Consciousness that could be pried open at any moment. This wouldn't be worth it!

 As for the two one-way teleportation gates between the real "Small World" and the Fairy World, it wasn't too late to block them when he truly abandoned the real "Small World."

 After all, it was just a matter of thought once his consciousness entered the real "Small World."

 After trying for a long time, Link finally found a way to completely disconnect the two small worlds.

 In the process of disconnection, there seemed to be signs of the favor of the Wizard World Will participating.

 After doing all these preparations, Link pondered once again on the pros and cons before speaking softly towards the direction where Dean Frist had disappeared earlier, "Dean, I've made my decision."

 "What do you say?"

 The figure of Dean Frist appeared at the sound.

 "I agree."

 Link gently but firmly tapped his forehead.

 "Wait."

 Dean Frist spoke, but made no other moves.

 Another Dean Frist appeared next to Sage Rosenthal, "Did you hear all that?"

 "Of course."

 Rosenthal nodded, then asked, "But, isn't this a bit rushed? Should we let the kid think some more?"

 Dean Frist laughed, "Even if we give him more time to think, he would still make the same decision."

 "Okay then."

 Rosenthal didn't feel like saying anything else.

 It wasn't that he didn't want to stick to his principles, but the temptation of promoting to level seven Great Sage was indeed too great, and the person involved had agreed.

 Moreover, it wasn't like Ravensmouth College couldn't find other level six sages who desired promotion if Rosenthal didn't go through with it.

 In that case, it would be disrespectful to refuse.

 "Alright, I'll arrange it."

 A slight smile appeared at the corner of Frist's mouth.

 On the other side.

 A glint flashed in the eyes of Dean Frist standing in front of Link, "Both sides have agreed, let's begin."

 As his words fell, both Frist took action at the same time.

 In the blink of an eye, the surroundings changed.

 Sage Rosenthal, Link Grande, and Dean Frist found themselves in a spacious space with six pure white sides.

 Great Sage Seuss was floating alone not far from the three of them, seriously reading a handwritten book.

 "Grandmother, they've both agreed."

 Dean Frist signaled Rosenthal and Link to stay calm, walked forward, and respectfully said.

 The scheming Frist Diomand had already asked for Great Sage Seuss to provide protection before he went to Rosenthal and Link Grande.

 What confidence!

 "Hmm."

 Great Sage Seuss responded.

 Without any visible movement, the handwritten book in her hands disappeared and two high-backed chairs appeared behind Rosenthal and Link, "Please, have a seat."

 The two did as told and sat down.

 Great Sage Seuss slowly walked down, and while walking, she said, "Rosenthal, there's something I need to tell you in advance."

 "Please do."

 In front of Dean Frist, Rosenthal, who was indifferent, had to maintain a respectful attitude in front of Great Sage Seuss.

 This was both out of respect for the founder of the college and for a level eight Great Sage.

 "Using this relatively opportunistic method to obtain a top-notch 'Destiny World' has a downside."

 Great Sage Seuss said casually, "That is, the chance of ascending to Saint is at least halved compared to other Great Sages of the same level. Can you accept this?"

 "I can accept it."

 Rosenthal didn't hesitate and directly gave his answer.

 "Alright."

 At this point, Great Sage Seuss turned to Link, "Are you sure you've thought this through? You should know that a 'seed' with the potential to germinate into a 'world' is very hard to find. It can barely be called 'precious'. When Walters managed to transform that broken God World into a 'seed,' you had a hand in it as well. If you abandon this 'Small World,' finding another like it will be exceptionally difficult."

 "I've made up my mind."

 Link also gave an affirmative answer.

 There was an old proverb in his previous world, saying, 'Although the Liang's Garden is beautiful, it isn't a place to stay forever.'

 This real "Small World" had numerous merits, and was full of wonders. Since the moment when the Whitening Bone Fragment was able to freely move from the real "Small World" into the Sea of Consciousness, its fate of being abandoned had been sealed.

 It was just a matter of time.

 "Let's begin then."

 Great Sage Seuss went through the procedures and, after confirming the attitudes of both parties, didn't waste any more time, "Don't resist!"

 After making a reminder, Great Sage Seuss' thoughts moved and a shield of rainbow light covered both Rosenthal and Link.

 "Link Grande."

 Great Sage Seuss suddenly shouted.

 "Here."

 Link responded promptly.

 "Trust your intuition."

 Great Sage Seuss ordered, "Your intuition will tell you the best moment to cut ties. Do you understand?"

 "Understood!"

 Link concentrated his utmost attention, ready to abandon the real "Small World" at any given moment.

 To prevent any accidents, Link's consciousness didn't enter in advance. He planned to block the two transport doors leading to the Fairy World.

 "Rosenthal, be ready."

 Great Sage Seuss treated everyone equally and warned Rosenthal, who stood at the very top of all Level Six Sages in the Wizard World, just as carefully.

 "Alright, Dean."

 Rosenthal replied.

 It had been so long since anyone had addressed Seuss as "Dean," he was slightly taken aback before quickly nodding.

 Wasn't she, after all, the dean when Ravensmouth College was initially founded?

 In those times, the Rivo Sage, who was always full of heroic bearing and liked to advance courageously, was constantly active throughout all the Heavens and Realms, never ceasing his battles.

 Great Sage Seuss steadied her heart and raised her hands. Her two index fingers pointing at Rosenthal and Link respectively.

 A stream of obscure fluctuations radiated from Seuss' body, pouring into the pair.

 Both Rosenthal and Link, especially Link, couldn't immediately absorb all these obscure fluctuations.

 At this point, the rainbow shield played its part and locked in the unabsorbed fluctuations, preventing unnecessary consumption.

 Soon, both individuals absorbed enough of the obscure fluctuations.

 A highly unusual connection was established between the two of them.

 Fortune favors the prepared mind, and Link perceived an opportunity to abandon his "World Master" status.

 Without any hesitation, Link swiftly followed the contingency plans he had formed in his head countless times to enter and exit swiftly with his consciousness.

 First, they blocked the two one-way transportation doors. Then, immediately, the authority of "World Master" was tossed to Sage Rosenthal using the peculiar connection.

 Rosenthal, who was prepared, promptly absorbed the authority of "World Master" practically the moment it appeared on the special connection.

 He attempted to become the new "World Master" of the real "Small World."

 Great Sage Seuss held her breath and concentrated, guarding against possible changes.

 However, her caution proved to be misplaced.

 The real "Small World" smoothly completed the transfer of rulership.

 The "Will of the Wizard World" that Link was worried about didn't cause any trouble.

 And that Whitening Bone Fragment also didn't interfere.

 As for whether he had successfully evaded the trap set by The Saint of Nostrodam for after his resurrection, Link was still not certain for the time being.

 Nevertheless, he had a strong intuition that he had most likely shaken off that boundary-defying Whitening Bone Fragment.

 However, before Link could even sigh in relief, his face suddenly turned rather strange.

 Despite having made the most thorough cut-off and abandonment, why did he still have a vague feeling that he could indirectly control the real "Small World" through the Sun in the Sea of Consciousness Little World?

 What was going on?

 A world within a world?
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 "What's wrong?" 

 Dean Frist quickly noticed something peculiar about Link.

 Link took a glance at Sage Rosenthal, who was still closing his eyes after accepting the "World Master" authority. Without attempting to conceal anything, he explained what he had noticed.

 "That's normal."

 Dean Frist gave a hint of a smile, "This is a regular occurrence. Everyone who has just completed the handover will experience this phenomenon."

 "Really?"

 Link was skeptical, but his intuition told him his situation might be slightly different.

 Because the medium that allowed him to manipulate the real "Small World" was primarily the sun, brought into existence by the favor of the Wizard World Will.

 By now, Link wouldn't be surprised if the Wizard World Will was capable of anything.

 However, he decided not to delve further into this subject.

 Firstly, his sense was vague, and he wasn't entirely confident about his accuracy;

 Secondly, since transferring the "Small World" was heavily pushed by Dean Frist with Great Sage Seuss acting as insurance, he didn't have to worry too much about it.

 So let it be.

 At this point, Dean Frist began, "Link, I'd like to know why you were willing to agree to my proposal."

 Link seriously said, "Because I believe Dean wouldn't cheat me."

 "Hehe..."

 The one with a clear laugh was Great Sage Seuss.

 The enchanting young lady-like Great Sage Seuss chuckled, her smile filled with profound meaning. She glanced at both Link and Dean Frist, then disappeared without a trace.

 Link was somewhat perplexed.

 However, he soon brushed this off.

 Perhaps Great Sage Seuss laughed because she wanted to, there was no need to keep guessing.

 In the end, this would only cause unnecessary hassle.

 "You..."

 Dean Frist pointed at Link vaguely, uttering a sigh of regret.

 Can he even flatter me?

 His mind indeed operates uniquely.

 Link responded with a gentle smile.

 He really did agree so readily because he trusted Dean Frist.

 It wasn't for the sake of flattery.

 Otherwise, even if willing to discard his "Small World", he could have negotiated the terms before straightforwardly agreeing.

 You won't suffer a loss from this."

 Exactly as Link had expected, Dean Frist voluntarily said, "The opportunity for Sage Rosenthal to become a Level Seven Great Sage is a huge advantage for the college. In addition to compensating your losses, the college will also issue extra rewards."

 After a pause, Dean Frist made a promise, "There's no rush for the compensation and rewards. You can think about what you need and then tell me. I will negotiate to meet your requirements as much as possible."

 "Thank you, Dean."

 Link was sure that he wouldn't be at a loss from discarding his "Small World."

 Perhaps he might even profit handsomely.

 "Moreover..."

 Dean Frist gestured to the side, "Sage Rosenthal is a fair man, he surely wouldn't take advantage of you. He will definitely compensate you privately."

 Link remained silent.

 Of course, he wanted Sage Rosenthal's personal compensation.

 He wouldn't pretend to be virtuous and modestly decline.

 However, he couldn't be too obvious about it.

 That would make him seem overly greedy.

 Speaking of compensation, Dean Frist was suddenly reminded of an interesting incident and couldn't help but give a knowing smile, "Link, there's something you probably don't know. Actually, the "Small World" has been destined to belong to Sage Rosenthal from a long time ago."

 "Really? How so?"

 Link played the role of the straight man bemusedly.

 "The wizard who was responsible for guarding your first-grade competition was Sage Walters.

 Due to some of your actions, Sage Walters opportunistically refined that broken world into a 'seed' and gave it to you as an additional reward.

 Due to certain reasons, Walters left a backdoor in the 'seed'. He planned to seize it when you had cultivated the 'seed' to a certain degree.

 Later on, you entered the Cultivation Secret Realm, Sage Rosenthal noticed the trap Walters had left and destroyed it.

 Walters even took the matter to my grandparents, demanding that Sage Rosenthal compensate him for his loss.

 Hehe..."

 For some unknown reason, Dean Frist thoroughly narrated this incident, something Link couldn't have possibly known.

 "Then I must sincerely thank Sage Rosenthal."

 Link immediately recalled his initial experience of entering the Cultivation Secret Realm for the first time, along with the changes and feelings he had then. Consequently, he said so sincerely.

 As for Walters...

 He was not unfamiliar with this name.

 The previously dominant super genius from Ravensmouth College and currently at the peak as a Level Six Sage.

 Recently, there was a rumor that Sage Walters failed in his attempt to become a Level Seven Great Sage once again.

 Though the authenticity remained unknown.

 Regardless of whether it was true or not, Link couldn't possibly do anything for quite a long time.

 Thus, Link acted as if he hadn't heard about this matter.

 It seemed like Dean Frist only casually brought up this matter.

 Changing the topic abruptly, Dean Frist asked, "Do you know the concept of 'Destiny World'?"

 "No, I don't. Please enlighten me, Dean."

 Link shook his head slightly, his bright eyes eagerly waiting for Dean Frist's explanation.

 He was genuinely curious about this concept.

 Moreover, the dean mentioned it for a particular reason.

 So, he might as well listen attentively. It would surely be useful in the future.

 Dean Frist explained, "The so-called Destiny World is actually straightforward. It's a real world, which operates according to the rules the wizard, who owns it, has comprehended."
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 "This..." 

 Link couldn't help but feel confused, then voiced his question, "Wouldn't the rules of that world be skewed then?"

 Not even a Saint could be all-knowing, omniscient.

 Every Wizard above level four would have a distinct understanding of the rules, emphasizing different aspects. It was impossible for one to be comprehensive and profound at the same time.

 According to what Dean Frist had expressed, indeed the Destiny World of a Great Sage could not be seen as a complete world!

 Dean Frist retorted, "Is it such a bad thing if the rules are somewhat skewed?"

 "...."

 Then, it suddenly dawned on Link.

 Having some variance was the unique feature and pursuit of each Great Sage.

 The underlying logic was somewhat complex. Link only had a vague concept and it took him a moment to think it through.

 However, simply based on this vague concept, Link largely grasped the deeper meaning in Dean Frist's words.

 Therefore, was Sage Rosenthal now using the rules that he discerned, through his "World Master" authority, to transform the "Small World?"

 Thus, when the "Small World" advanced to the "World," it could seamlessly and smoothly transform into Sage Rosenthal's Destiny World, clearing the barriers to becoming a Great Sage.

 "Do you understand now?"

 Seeing Link's reactions, Dean Frist asked with a smile.

 "I get it, somewhat."

 By this time, Link finally understood why Dean Frist didn't take his doubts about the "world within a world" seriously.

 Generally speaking, after Sage Rosenthal transforms the "Small World," Link would have no chance to influence it anymore.

 On the other hand, when the "Small World" was in Link's hands, was the ease with which beings or objects beyond his level were able to penetrate its defenses due to his understanding of too few and too basic rules?

 It was like a computer with top-level hardware, but no compatible operating system or firewall.

 Absolutely defenseless!

 A perfect sitting duck!

 "I see, I'm just too weak."

 Link murmured to himself, somewhat taken aback.

 "Weak? What do you mean?"

 Sage Rosenthal just opened his eyes at that moment, heard Link's murmur, and asked curiously.

 "Nothing, just meaningless babbling. I didn't mean anything."

 Link quickly explained.

 Sage Rosenthal didn't dwell on it and turned to Dean Frist, accusingly, "What do you take me for?"

 "Pardon?"

 Dean Frist understood what Sage Rosenthal meant but acted confused on purpose.

 "Humph!"

 Sage Rosenthal glared at the feigned ignorance of Dean Frist and grumbled, "Could you give us some privacy? I need to talk to Wizard Grande alone."

 "No problem at all."

 With a wave of Dean Frist's hand, the three of them immediately exited the all-white special space and in a blink of an eye, returned to the Cultivation Secret Realm.

 The difference was, Link shifted from outside of the Secret Realm to where Sage Rosenthal usually meditated.

 "Give me a shout if you need anything."

 After leaving these words, Dean Frist disappeared.

 "Finally, some peace and quiet."

 Sage Rosenthal heaved a sigh of relief, then looked at Link, seriously saying, "As Frist has suggested, I must compensate you for this."

 "No!"

 He waved his hand and added, "Not just compensation, I must also thank you."

 Link didn't respond, silently waiting for him to continue.

 Not wasting any time, Rosenthal Sage immediately made it clear about his prepared compensation and gratitude, "I took a 'Small World' from you, and I'll return it with three Worlds."

 "Three Worlds?"

 Link was somewhat guessing and puzzled.

 "One World is good up to a Level Five Sage, and the other two Worlds are suitable up to level 5 Extraordinary beings. The former can serve as a Servant Soldier Origin World and the latter two can serve as Resource Worlds. I will take care of the final steps soon, and then facilitate the transition through the academy."

 Sage Rosenthal provided a detailed explanation.

 "Thank you, Sage Rosenthal."

 Link immediately offered his sincere thanks.

 "Hmm."

 Sage Rosenthal nodded, falling silent.

 Dean Frist, who had previously stated, "Call me if you need anything," appeared just in time.

 "Goodbye."

 With a simple farewell, Dean Frist promptly led Link out of the Cultivation Secret Realm and back to the main world of the academy, the office Link had previously visited.

 "Fancy a sit and a chat?"

 Dean Frist sat behind his desk, his eyes whimsically smiling at Link.

 "I've already consumed a lot of your time."

 Listening to the tone, Link declined politely.

 "Alright then, I won't see you out."

 "Goodbye, Dean."

 Leaving the office, Link drove straight back to his villa, following the navigation system.

 On the way home, Link reflected on his experiences over the past few days.

 His gains from the Sage-level Cultivation Secret Realm didn't require much thought.

 The main point was the gains and losses from surrendering the "Small World."

 From a short-term benefit standpoint, Link came out a big winner.

 The definite gains included three worlds, the yet-to-be-confirmed gains included compensations and rewards from the academy.

 From a long-term benefit standpoint, it's possible that the balance of gains and losses could either reverse or remain the same.

 The key was whether Link could obtain another "Seed" or "Small World" that could be nurtured into a suitable Destiny World for a Great Sage, and whether the Sea of Consciousness Little World could actually materialize.

 These factors were full of uncertainties.

 Just before arriving at the villa, Link recalled the cause behind his abandonment of the "Small World."

 He helped Dean Frist treat Lady Lisandra, who had been shafted by Great Sage Mitchell, and forcibly contained the Whitening Bone Fragment using the "Small World."

 "I hope the compensation you promised is to my satisfaction."

 Link thought gravely as he got out of his vehicle and walked into the grand hall of his villa.

 "Link, you're back."

 Jasmine's voice echoed from the kitchen, carrying a hint of surprise.

 "When did you get back? How was this extracurricular practice activity?"

 Instead of wasting time with a response, Link asked a question.

 Before Jasmine could open up again, Franda suddenly burst out from the Sea of Consciousness Little World, wailing as she flung herself towards her mistress.

 "What's the matter?"

 Jasmine quickly swallowed her words as she coddled the tearful Franda, asking with concern, "Franda, what's wrong? Did something upset you?"

 "Master, Master..."

 Franda's head was buried in Jasmine's embrace as she complained in a muffled voice, "Master has lost Franda's home! Franda is now a child without a home."

 "What?"

 Jasmine's voice escalated in surprise, "What on earth happened?"

 As she spoke, Jasmine fixed a stern gaze upon Link's eyes.

 This matter was originally something Link had intended to tell Jasmine about anyway, so he was not flustered by Franda's outburst.

 With a calm demeanor, he explained everything in detail, from saving Lady Lisandra to his mental changes, to Dean Frist's proposal, to the division completed under the presiding of Great Sage Seuss, and to the compensations and rewards that followed.

 "Three worlds? One Servant Soldier Origin Type and two Resource Types?"

 Perhaps due to her extensive experience in logistics, Jasmine's primary concern was the compensation promised by Sage Rosenthal.

 "Wah!!!!"

 Franda cried even harder, wriggling out from Jasmine's embrace in distress, accusing, "The mistress doesn't care about Franda anymore – poor Franda!"

 Jasmine quickly pulled Franda back into her embrace, holding her tight with her left hand while patting her back soothingly with her right, placating, "Franda, how about we let your master choose a world from those three for you to reshape, how does that sound? Out with the old, in with the new. We could reconstruct a dream world that completely aligns with your desires, what do you think?"

 At this moment, Link readily made a promise, "Not just one, all three will do!"

 "Will master keep his promise?"

 Astute Franda, having vented out her emotions, didn't stir up any more trouble. With teary eyes, she awaited Link's response.

 Of course, Link affirmed her doubts.

 "Master always keeps his promises!"
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 Sage Rosenthal acted swiftly. 

 The day after Link returned to the Academy headquarters world, the Academy issued a notice asking him how he would receive the three worlds.

 Considering that Link's current strength and influence were not enough to properly manage these three worlds, the Academy proposed a trusteeship service.

 This meant that each year Link would take a certain portion from the output of the three worlds as a service fee to be submitted to the Academy in exchange for the Academy dispatching a professional team to manage these worlds according to Link's policies.

 Link happily agreed to this proposal from the Academy.

 As for the management policy, Link did not easily change the management system left by Sage Rosenthal.

 This was unless Link had thoroughly understood the situation of these three worlds and had other requirements.

 There was only one thing that Link planned to promote in the near future.

 That was to prioritize the introduction of the "Construction" system in the Servant Soldier Origin World with a maximum level of Level Five Sage.

 As for the other two resource worlds, they would also be promoted after accumulating a certain amount of experience and technical team reserves, if the conditions were suitable.

 Jasmine, as Link's authorized representative, liaised with the academy and presided over the transfer of the three worlds.

 Link stayed at home, studying the detailed information about the three worlds sent by the academy.

 He focused on the studies of the native species of the three worlds and the extraordinary systems.

 The ability of the "Construction" system theoretically came from three sources: witchcraft from the Wizard World, the innate abilities of extraordinary creatures, and other extraordinary systems.

 The first two sources had been practiced by Link, while the latter was still in the design phase.

 This was a good opportunity to carry out a practical exercise and see how effective it could be.

 As for giving Franda a world to transform, it wasn't an empty promise, but also not something that could be implemented in a short time.

 It wouldn't be possible until Link's own power and influence were sufficient to suppress at least one world with an upper limit of Level 5 extraordinary power.

 Otherwise, Link wouldn't be able to handle the potential resistance from the native inhabitants, let alone the potential coveting from other wizards.

 Franda was very understanding and accepted the arrangement to temporarily reside in the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 Conelia felt the same and had no other thoughts.

 Before the commencement of classes, Jasmine completed the handover accompanied by a specialized team dispatched by the Academy.

 "Link, Link, you're rich!"

 As soon as she returned to the villa, Jasmine burst into the study, shouting excitedly.

 "Rich? Tell me more!"

 Link, who had lived in poverty, immediately dropped the "Construction" design he was halfway through and switched his focus when he heard those words.

 He was now interested in the enchanting Magic Stones.

 "The two resource worlds pay their yield quartely. The scheduled yield payment was only a few days away, but Sage Rosenthal had left all the materials that should have been submitted in the warehouse for you. The team from the academy evaluated it, and it could be sold for about six standard Tier 3 Magic Stones."

 "The academy is buying them?"

 "The academy is buying them!"

 Speaking of which, Jasmine's tone changed to regret: "If we had channels, we could take it to the market for sale, maybe we could earn a little more."

 "Contentment brings happiness."

 Link was rather calm about this.

 Selling those materials to the academy wasn't a bad thing.

 Although the price was a little lower than the market price, it was fine as long as the payment was prompt.

 Although Link had lost a major resource consumer - the "Little World", the amount of Magic Stones needed for the next draw in the Krypton system was a whopping 10 standard Tier 3 Magic Stones.

 Furthermore, he had a main force of 80 people that needed funding for their upkeep.

 Although Dean Frist had promised to provide the Grande Main Force with a Sage-Level Legion standard interstellar fleet and magic tools for saving Lady Lisandra previously,

 The demand for Magic Stones was huge for regular salaries, garrison, equipment, maintenance and consumption of fleet, training, combat, and other aspects.

 A combination of income from potions he could already produce, future income from alchemy, and the emerging income from "Construction", was insufficient to support a powerful main force for Link!

 The yield of the two resource worlds left by Sage Rosenthal this quarter could be described as timely aid.

 "And there's more."

 Jasmine was still excited at this point.

 "What else?"

 Seeing this, Link was even more interested.

 Jasmine wasn't frivolous, so something that she deemed more exciting than six standard Tier 3 Magic Stones must be more valuable.

 "A battalion of Servant Soldiers!"

 Jasmine shouted in an overly jubilant voice, "A battalion of Servant Soldiers that have completed their training and met the academy's selling or leasing standards!"

 "Really?"

 Link was pleasantly surprised by this good news.

 "Really!"

 Jasmine said and took out her personal smart device, projecting the images she had taken.

 A battalion of 3000 various extraordinary soldiers in orderly and uniform formation, with uplifting spirit, appeared before Link.

 Link had already studied the Servant Soldier Origin World that Sage Rosenthal had transferred to him.

 He could immediately recognize the three main extraordinary races, elves, dwarfs, and orcs, that made up the battalion.

 Among them, the orcs were front-line warriors, the dwarfs were proficient in forging and handling equipment, and the elves were good at long-range combat and reconnaissance.

 From a conventional sense, this was a very powerful Servant Battalion.

 Link's half-finished "Construction" was based on the characteristics of the three extraordinary races, trying to design a set that would be compatible and better harness the talents of the three races.
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 He originally thought that he would verify it separately after completing the design.

 He didn't expect a servant battalion that had already completed its training was waiting for Link to receive.

 This is really… falling asleep and the pillow propped itself behind the head.

 "Great, this is really great!"

 Thinking of this, Link also became excited.

 "Isn't it."

 Jasmine said blissfully, "With this servant battalion, your main force will officially take shape, no need to further purchase and lease. It saves a big chunk of expenses, and you don't have to worry about the servants not being handy."

 Seeing Jasmine say this, Link didn't explain his thoughts, he just continued the conversation: "No need to bother, just another thing you have to handle."

 "Humph!"

 On hearing this, Jasmine pouted, "You always give me the tedious and trivial tasks. Might as well just change the name of Grande Main Force to Kidman's Main Force."

 "That's not impossible. The key depends not on me but on you."

 Link responded thoughtfully.

 "I'm ignoring you now, I'm going to hand over the matter of the main force to Sandra and Lanny."

 On hearing this, Jasmine's face turned slightly red, she glared at Link and left the study nonchalantly.

 Speak of the devil and he shall appear.

 Just as Jasmine left, Sandra sent a message saying that she was about to arrive at Link's villa.

 Link quickly got up, called Jasmine who had already reached her bedroom door, and they went downstairs to meet her together.

 "Why would Sandra think of finding you?"

 On the way, Jasmine asked with curiosity.

 "Um... "

 Link thought about it and expressed his suspicion, "Maybe she's running errands for her mother, Lady Lisandra."

 "Your compensation?"

 "Should be."

 The two spoke, and arrived outside the hall.

 Even if there was some distance from the villa's gate, they fell silent.

 Wizard, after all, has extraordinary hearing and sight.

 Let alone a few tens of meters, even if it was a few hundred meters, they could hear clearly without resorting to witchcraft.

 A soundproof rune array is always active within the villa, but there isn't one in the yard.

 After a while, Sandra arrived.

 The transportation vehicle she drove today was quite unfamiliar to Link. He had never seen it in person or related pictures or videos.

 The wealthy woman must have changed another customized private vehicle that probably only she possesses. This is simply inhumanly extravagant.

 Lanny and Tiffany appeared one after the other, walking behind Sandra towards the villa.

 Since some time, Lanny and Tiffany had taken the place of Sandra's previous "besties".

 Whenever the two got some time, they would be called by Sandra to stay with her.

 "Welcome, welcome…"

 As the host, Link of course had to show due courtesy.

 However, Sandra, Lanny, and Tiffany all ignored Link and walked directly passed him towards Jasmine.

 Well, this is resentful!

 Judging by their behavior, there seems to be resentment against Link, mainly from Sandra.

 Otherwise, Lanny and Tiffany wouldn't follow her in doing so.

 Link simply abandoned these polite and courteous matters and watched silently as Jasmine greeted the three girls into the hall on the first floor of the villa.

 Upon Jasmine's order, the Steward timely served the tea and snacks.

 The four girls chatted leisurely.

 They talked about formal matters, such as the handover of the preparations for the Grande Main Force.

 As well as casual matters, like which 'Friend of Witches' perfume recently launched in Grande Potion Shop smells better and more effective.

 Link sat quietly by their side without saying a word.

 After chatting for a while, Sandra finally couldn't hold it in and cast a glance towards Link, lightly coughing.

 Link calmly met her gaze.

 Those with a clear conscience are never afraid of their wrongdoings coming to light.

 Having a single Sandra look at him like this in Jasmine's presence isn't daunting at all. Even Lanny and Tiffany, or even Elise wouldn't scare him.

 There's no fear that Jasmine could stab him at all!

 "Link, I want to know what you have done so that my mother asked me to deliver this to you."

 Seeing Link unmoved and fearless, Sandra opened her mouth and said in a deep tone, "You should know that my mother has not sent anything to any man for over twenty years."

 That's quite ambiguous.

 Although Link believes that Jasmine wouldn't misinterpret, he couldn't allow Sandra to continue speaking in such a manner. He replied solemnly ,"At the request of Dean Frist, I have contributed a small effort in treating Lady Lisandra."

 "Really?"

 Sandra knew about this matter, but she was still a bit upset.

 Because…

 "My mother has really been quite generous."

 The topic took a sudden change, and Sandra's tone became increasingly subtle, "Even the good things I asked for a long time but didn't get, I have given you."

 These words seemed familiar.

 With a little thought, Link remembered.

 The laboratory that Dean Frist donated last time also led to this sentence of Sandra.

 This made Link somewhat curious about Lady Lisandra's choice of apology.

 So, with an expectantly hopeful look, he gazed at Sandra, waiting for her next words.

 Sandra did not beat around the bush and said, "My mother has a idle mechanical maintenance team, as long as you can afford it, she can transfer it to you."

 Link's heart suddenly felt heavy.

 Listening to this, it seemed that the maintenance cost of the team was quite high.

 However, the interstellar fleet of the main force indeed needed such a team to maintain the interstellar battleships.

 Was he going to become poor again shortly after becoming slightly wealthy?

 Jasmine asked on Link's behalf at this time, very considerately, "How many magic stones are needed each month?"

 "Not much."

 Sandra gave a smile, "The basic cost is only five standard tier 3 magic stones per year."

 "Five....."

 Jasmine opened her mouth but did not finish her sentence.

 A base fee of five standard tier 3 magic stones was quite a lot for Link and Jasmine.

 For Sandra herself, it was indeed not much.

 "Do you want it?"

 Sandra teased him with a grin at this moment, "If you don't want it, I can take it."

 "Yes!"

 Link gritted his teeth and decisively stated.

 Save what should be saved, spend what should be spent.

 A mechanical maintenance team that can work under a level six sage was undoubtedly more reliable than the maintenance service provided by the academy.

 Just five standard tier 3 magic stones per year.

 The two newly acquired resource worlds could yield six standard tier 3 magic stones per quarter.

 The worst-case scenario was that this year only had three quarters.

 "Truly want it?"

 To Sandra, this was actually not unexpected.

 Before she came, she already knew about Sage Rosenthal transferring three worlds to Link.

 She knew even more about the output of these two worlds and understood that Link could afford the expenses of this team.

 So, she didn't really want to step in and take it away, she was just teasing him, venting a little.

 "Truly."

 Link once again gave a positive answer.

 "Alright then."

 Sandra did not continue to tease, instead, she said, "Tell me where you plan to station this team. Once you decide, I will notify them to report there."

 Link naturally looked at Jasmine.

 After giving Link a glance, Jasmine responded, "Alright, I will contact you later."

 After finishing talking about this matter, Sandra decisively switched the topic, looking at Link and asked, "My Third Uncle has asked me to relay a message to you."

 "Please go ahead."

 Link looked forward to it.

 "My third uncle said, you'd better think about what you want and tell him as soon as possible."

 "Alright, thank you."

 Upon hearing this, Link was thoughtful.

 Was there something?

 After all, from the expansion of the main force, to the deployment of an interstellar fleet, and then to the mechanical maintenance team, the style was a constant continuation.

 The group chatted idly for a while again.

 Sandra then left Link's villa with Lanny and Tiffany, who hadn't spoken much the entire time.

 After seeing off the three guests, Link and Jasmine sat back down in the hall.

 They remained silent for a while.

 Jasmine then broke the silence, "Does the dean have another task for you?"

 "Not necessarily."

 Link shook his head and replied.

 "How so?"

 Jasmine inquired with concern.

 Link explained, "I still have two unfinished tasks on hand, how could there possibly be another task this soon?"

 Jasmine suddenly understood, remembering that Link still had to team up with a witch from Great Sage Mitchell, participate in the Supreme Council's selection, and then go to support Elise Clark.

 Thinking about it, there was quite a lot to do indeed.
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 Three days passed in the blink of an eye.

 While Jasmine resumed her studies, Link had been arranged by the college to take the graduation test due to his promotion to Third Level Wizard.

 After three days of continuous evaluations, Link successfully obtained his graduation certificate.

 In terms of qualifications, with the graduation certificate in hand and being a Third Level Wizard, Link is fully capable of being the commander of the Main Force.

 If anyone objected, they could step forward to question or challenge Link.

 Unfortunately, after completing all preparations, the college announced the official establishment of Wizard Grande Main Force to both internal and external parties. However, no one questioned or challenged it.

 As such, the Grande Main Force is unchallenged by law.

 But the commander can't take office in a short time.

 According to the college's regulations, the newly-promoted Third Level Wizard also has a refining phase that lasts for half a year.

 Given that Link will soon participate in the selection of the Supreme Council and assisting Elise Clark, an 'special guest' currently in a difficult situation, the college very generously postponed Link's next refinement period.

 Thus, Link obtained a short period of free time.

 If Grande Main Force wants to welcome their commander, they have to wait a bit longer.

 During the less than a week of free time, Link had fully perfected the "Construction" suit design prepared for the Servant Battalion.

 Following this, Link entrusted the suit testing work to Sage Palo's "Construction" project team through Sage Palo himself.

 The objects subjected to "Construction" implantation and effect testing were obviously the elves, dwarfs, and orcs that Link specifically transferred from the Servant Soldier Origin World.

 After arranging this matter, Link received a notice from college that he needed to go to participate in the selection of the Supreme Council.

 He didn't even have time to convene the fully formed members of the main force to have a meeting and make a speech,

 Reluctantly, Link had to entrust the full power of the Main Force to his girlfriend.

 "Now it's good, whether Main Force's surname is Kidman or not, it's still Kidman's."

 Jasmine jested on the way to see Link off.

 "I have no problem, the key is you, are you ready?"

 Link still replied this way.

 Jasmine responded with a faint smile, ignoring Link's tease.

 Silently escorting Link to the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal, Jasmine suddenly hugged Link, her hands tightly clutching him.

 "What happened?"

 Link gave Jasmine a hug and asked softly.

 "Nothing."

 Feeling the restless movements of the God Devouring Worm offspring "Silkworm baby" in the Sea of Consciousness, Jasmine replied as calmly as possible.

 "What's wrong?"

 Link, feeling something was off, asked again.

 "Nothing."

 Jasmine sniffed, "It's just that we have to part again, I'm a bit saddened."

 At Jasmine's words, Link was silent for a moment, then he asked, "Did you foresee something?"

 With the growth of the God Devouring Worm's offspring "Silkworm Baby" and Jasmine's progress in Beast Controlling Wizardry, Link was not as intuitive as Jasmine.

 So, it's quite possible that Jasmine has foreseen a certain possibility but Link has not sensed it.

 "You go."

 This time, Jasmine simply did not answer, she let go of Link and pushed him towards the teleportation portal.

 She even turned and walked away immediately, not giving Link a chance to question her.

 Watching Jasmine's retreating figure, a shadow cast over Link's heart.

 "Wizard Grande, please make haste."

 The wizard accompanying Link to the selection of the Supreme Council at the college reminded him at this moment.

 Link didn't delay, turned around, and entered the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal with the wizard.

 Jasmine looked back, watching Link's figure who disappeared into the teleportation portal, her feet didn't stop, she headed towards a rented volcano.

 The Giant Flame Salamander that was arranged as Jasmine's contract beast before the real "Small World" apocalypse, had already been relocated to the college.

 With the help of the God Devouring Worm's offspring "Silkworm Baby", Jasmine foresaw the uncertain return date of Link's journey.

 Although the prophecy of the God Devouring Worm is not necessarily accurate, the chances of errors are also not great.

 After asking Sandra, who confirmed that she could not accompany Link to participate in the selection of the Supreme Council, Jasmine decided to accelerate her power increase.

 This visit to the volcano rented for the Giant Flame Salamander is to use a newly learned Beast Controlling Witchcraft spell to extract some characteristics from the Fire Salamander for self-enhancement.

 Jasmine was really fed up with being left behind nearly every time for a long period because she was not strong enough to accompany him!

 On the other side.

 Link, who was weighed down with concerns, finally arrived at the location for the Supreme Council selection via several long-distance teleportations with the wizard from the college.

 "Wizard Grande, this way."

 The wizard, having determined the direction after stepping out of the teleportation portal, led Link into an ordinary box-like building.

 This ordinary exterior building is extraordinary inside.

 As soon as they entered, they were hit by the familiar sensation of Spacetime Extraction.

 In the blink of an eye, they had arrived in the star region where the monitoring of the Special Ruin World Starry Fortress was located.

 Everywhere was the starry sky.

 Link understood that he had not stepped into the starry sky and he was still standing on the floor of the ordinary looking building.

 This feeling was extremely similar to wearing AR glasses, but countless times more realistic.

 Of course, the wizards appearing in the starry sky were not just the two from Ravensmouth College.

 The selection of the Supreme Council this time was aimed at the entire Wizard World.

 "This way."
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 The college wizard observed for a moment, then quickly led Link to the gathering place of the wizards on the West Coast.

 "Link... Wizard Grande, I am here."

 Jasmine Mitchell, the wizard of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, showed excitement on her face upon Link's arrival, raising her right hand high and waving it.

 Considering Link had her contact information but had never taken the initiative to send a single message, nor even responded to any of her messages.

 She switched from the more intimate "Link" to "Wizard Grande" halfway through her greeting.

 "I can only bring you here, Wizard Grande."

 The college wizard glanced at Jasmine Mitchell, who was still waving her hand, and whispered, "You're on your own from now on. Just a friendly reminder, the witches of the Mitchell family are not simple."

 With those words, the college wizard turned and left without hesitation.

 Link mentally noted the college wizard's caution, calmly walking towards Jasmine Mitchell.

 Whether willing or unwilling, this was his partner for the selection.

 Even if they did not cooperate or if the cooperation was not smooth, it was better than being adversarial from the beginning.

 He had to maintain face.

 "Hello, Witch Mitchell."

 Link greeted her in an understated tone.

 "Call me Jasmine."

 Jasmine Mitchell lowered her right hand, pouted, first sounded a little displeased, then became cheerful, "I thought you weren't coming when I couldn't find you at first. I'm so glad you came. I'm very happy."

 Link remained silent, responding with a silent stare.

 Jasmine kept talking, unembarrassed, pointed a finger and continued, "Those who have come here today are the best among the young generation of wizards, starting from the second level wizards, most of them are senior second level wizards, and a very few are super talented and already third level wizards."

 "Really?"

 Link did not doubt Jasmine's meaning but was quite curious.

 He wondered who had already been promoted to the third level wizards.

 It should be known that the Supreme Council's selection targets were the true young generation, not older than Elise Clark by three years.

 At such a young age, being able to advance to third level wizard meant they had a promising future.

 He himself managed to luck into ascending by capitalizing on many fortuitous opportunities and receiving assistance from countless external forces.

 Of course, he knew how rare this was.

 At that time, Link heard Jasmine Mitchell give a sigh of envy with more expectations, "I really envy them. They don't need to take a test and can get a quota."

 "Do you know who the third level wizards are, Jasmine?"

 Link asked out of curiosity.

 "Yes."

 Jasmine nodded as a matter of course and then went into detail, "Five descendants of the saints, the young leaders of the wizard organizations founded by several senior level nine Great Sages, and there is also one from our Tudor region."

 "Anyone in particular?"

 Link frowned slightly, inquiring further.

 "Why yes, but I'm not quite sure."

 Jasmine pouted, protesting, "I wanted to find out, but the people from the Supreme Council wouldn't let me see, no matter how much I begged."

 At her words, Link didn't continue to question.

 Whether Jasmine really didn't know, or pretended not to know, she clearly didn't want to disclose any information.

 Besides, Link felt that her mention of a contender emerging from the Tudor region wasn't without implications.

 Seeing Link's unwillingness to continue the conversation, Jasmine opened her mouth, but in the end, she remained quiet.

 Soon, the young wizards sent by the various wizard families in response to the call of the Supreme Council were all present.

 At a rough count, there were more than four hundred people.

 After so many years of development in the Wizard World, there were no less than four hundred wizard organizations above the level seven Great Sages, but there were also no more than six hundred.

 Like the Mitchell district, according to the agreement, one participant each from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and Ravensmouth College served as representatives. This wasn't an uncommon arrangement.

 Once everybody was accounted for, an anomaly appeared in the starry sky.

 Beams of light shot from the unknowable places towards the void where the special ruin world was located.

 The special ruin world that used to exist there was no longer visible.

 The beams of light vanished into the void, absorbed as if by a black hole, unlike in other places where they easily dissipated and disappeared.

 In reality, these beams were a tactic by the Supreme Council.

 The purpose was not to illuminate or investigate, but simply to establish a connection.

 Link took a glance and discovered that there were 64 beams of light.

 He didn't know if there was any deeper meaning to this number.

 As he was thinking about this, changes occurred again.

 Each beam of light emitted a branch, aiming at the young wizards waiting for selection.

 These light branches were extremely flexible and could twist at will.

 It was as if they were scanning back and forth.

 Link instinctively wanted to dodge these light branches. The minute the thought arose, he found that his figure had been silently fixed, unable to move.

 Two beams of light passed over several wizards and came to Link and Jasmine Mitchell's side.

 As if possessing intelligence, the two branches hesitated for a moment before lighting up on Link and Jasmine Mitchell, ceasing their movement.

 Blessed by fortune, Link immediately understood that he had passed the assessment of the Supreme Council.

 "So the assessment was not about who is stronger!"

 Jasmine, next to him, expressed her emotions, "I thought we had to fight, so I begged my family to arrange for me to team up with you. I didn't expect it to be so simple."

 Link fell silent upon hearing this.

 Was it simple?

 This assessment method seemed simple yet was the most ruthless.

 Because the underlying logic was "Fate".

 What were the selection criteria?

 Unknown.

 What was the selection standard?

 Unclear.

 In the end, they just gave a result.

 If it fits, it fits, if not, it does not.

 Those participating in the selection could do nothing but accept the result, unable to change anything through their own efforts.

 Watching the young talents of the magical world being silently teleported out of this starry sky because the light branches did not want to stay and illuminate them, Link felt this examination, this selection, was unbearably ruthless.

 A moment later, 64 wizards remained in the starry sky.

 "Is it over?"

 Jasmine Mitchell sounded puzzled and somewhat regretful, "Not even a few fights? I actually wanted to watch Wizard Grande's fighting prowess up close. To see how Link Grande, who is dubbed as unmatched among wizards of his age in the rumors, fights out of tight corners."

 Link couldn't help but look at her.

 Was this girl finally done playing the shy and obedient girl?

 Was she revealing her true colors and no longer hiding the fact that from the very beginning she was considering Link as a pawn and stepping stone?

 Jasmine, sensing Link's gaze, showed a sweet smile, and said sweetly: "Why is Wizard Grande looking at me like that? Don't you recognize me? I'm Jasmine Mitchell."

 "Of course I do."

 Link smiled lightly, "Only now I know you better."

 "Really? Then please take good care of me in the future."

 The smile on Jasmine Mitchell's face became even brighter, her tone sweeter.

 Link nodded lightly.

 If he could, he really wanted to take care of his partner a little more.

 Having some craftiness was alright, but it was more reliable than a naive and sweet attitude.

 The only problem was, as reinforcements entering the test to aid Elise Clark, what would these 64 wizards encounter?

 Link inferred from his own experience of the first test that the more people they had to help Elise Clark, the greater help they could provide, the greater the difficulty of the test would be.

 He believed that the wizards of the Supreme Council, especially the five saints, certainly understood this.

 But the Supreme Council still firmly promoted support for the "special guest" Elise Clark.

 This suggested that Elise was probably already in a desperate situation!

 And as reinforcements, entering the area, they were bound to encounter situations similar to Elise, or even more difficult ones.

 He hoped it wouldn't be too outrageous!
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 "No!" 

 Within the mystical realm of the ninth trial.

 The long-stagnant Elise Clark suddenly felt her heart stirring.

 She lifted her head, watching dozens of columns of light that pierced into the secret realm from the sky, knowing from the test mechanism that these pillars of light were support from the Wizard World for her. Yet, she wasn't happy at all; instead, she let out a mournful sigh.

 After such a long time, Elise had completed eight trials.

 Every completed trial had allowed her level and power to increase substantially.

 Thus, when she entered the ninth trial, she already possessed the level and power equivalent to those of a Level Five Sage.

 The rapid increase in her level and power, but the lack of knowledge to control it, made Elise feel ill at ease.

 How could a child wield a heavy sword that weighed tens of kilograms, let alone wield it well?

 Nonsense!

 So, upon entering the ninth trial, Elise didn't rush to pass the challenge; instead, she focused on honing her skills and training her ability to control her powers delicately using her nine chances to redo the test.

 By now, Elise had used up five redo opportunities and was about to start her sixth attempt at the ninth trial.

 In the past five attempts, although Elise could not claim to have mastered power equivalent to a Level Five Sage fully, she could at least confidently use various abilities without fear of losing control or getting hurt.

 This was indeed significant progress.

 For every slight improvement in refined power control, the difficulty of the trial decreased.

 Because of this, Elise was confident that she could pass the ninth trial before exhausting all her nine chances.

 According to the trial mechanism, as long as Elise passed the trial, her level and power would inevitably rise to the level of a Level Six Sage.

 At that time, the Special Ruin World would be refined and transformed into a "Destiny World" completely under the control of Elise.

 As long as Elise's knowledge base and her understanding of the rules kept up with the progress, she could strive to advance to the rank of the Great Sage at any time.

 Therefore, Elise was not worried at all that after opening the passage behind the Special Ruin World to the parallel universe, she would become a mere tool or an insignificant pawn!

 However...

 Looking at the 64 brightly shining pillars of light coming from the sky and piercing the entire testing secret realm, lingering for a long time and even becoming brighter, Elise's feelings became complicated.

 At this moment, even though she was in the ninth trial, Elise's control over the Special Ruin World was sufficient for her to know the origin of these columns of light.

 "Did you really want to help me? Or..."

 Elise said in a soft voice.

 "They didn't really want to help you!"

 The image of Elise Meysia, disguised as a Beast Controlling Wizard from the North Region, quietly emerged, a sarcastic smile appearing at the corner of her mouth, "When my identity was exposed in the past, I was not valued, but was forcefully killed. Can you guess why?"

 Elise turned her head to look at her, quietly waiting for the explanation.

 After barely passing the eighth trial, Elise accidentally failed to suppress her surging power, causing her two past lives, which should have been completely obliterated by her, to reignite and reappear.

 Though they could no longer interfere with reality, they could appear in Elise's vision at any time in the form of illusions.

 The most disgusting thing was that this process was not under Elise's control.

 They could appear or disappear at will, making it seem as if Elise was often looking around, then speaking some inexplicable words, as if talking to someone.

 If there were others present, they would probably think that Elise was mentally deranged, talking to herself, uttering mad ramblings.

 Elise Meysia didn't beat around the bush and said softly, "The only reason was that my appearance was happening before the time predicted in The Saint of Nostrodam's prophecy. Haha... haha..."

 Elise Meysia laughed loudly, her expression and posture quite manic, "Just because it wasn't time for the prophesied event, I was expected to willingly be killed. Haha... hehe... That's the Wizard World for you! That's the Supreme Council!"

 "Nothing is new under the sun."

 A mature version of Elise, wearing a light blue floral dress, calm and tranquil, also joined in, stating an "obvious" fact.

 After listening to the words of her two past lives, Elise Clark didn't react, but calmed down again.

 All circumstances were still unclear. What the Supreme Council intended was not clear to Elise.

 Therefore, she wouldn't suddenly harbor hatred against the Wizard World or the Supreme Council just because of a few instigating words.

 Elise gathered her emotions and patiently waited for the reaction of the test mechanism.

 Given the circumstances, except for acceptance, there is no other option.

 Accepting in suspicion or accepting in tranquility makes no difference.

 Shortly, when the 64 columns of light were forcefully implanting something into the ninth trial's secret realm, the test mechanism reacted.

 The predetermined ninth trial was reset, Elise's previous failures were all nullified, and her figure suddenly disappeared.

 The entire secret realm of the trial also shattered in an instant and was quickly reconstructed.

 From one came two, from two came three, eventually resulting in exactly 65 different trial secret realms, completely separating Elise and the 64 wizards who were forcibly inserted into the trial by the Supreme Council using special means.
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 This means that even if Elise Clark passed the trial on her own, the other 64 wizards must similarly pass their individual trials or do so with her assistance.

 Only then would Elise Clark have completed the entirely new ninth challenge.

 Moreover, the chance of successfully re-melting this Special Ruin World had become slim.

 Did they... just make things worse?

 In the starry sky.

 Link felt a powerful suction force emanating from the beam of light that fell upon him.

 For a wizard, this isn't exactly a delightful experience.

 While his body was silently frozen in place, he was being drawn towards an unknown location by a strong suction force.

 However, Link did not resist, but was rather cooperative.

 "Remember to come find me, Wizard Grande."

 Jasmine Mitchell shouted neurotically, and in an instant, she disappeared.

 In that same moment, Link's figure was also teleported away by the beam of light.

 He only saw Jasmine open her mouth, but he couldn't hear what she said clearly.

 He felt as if he was thrown into a tumble dryer.

 Somersaulting, spinning, non-stop.

 It wasn't long before Link was so dizzy and disoriented that he became drowsy.

 He didn't know how many revolutions he made.

 With a 'plop' sound.

 Like a meatball being squished, he rolled into water.

 Link escaped from his dizzy state and landed in a warm and damp environment.

 For some reason, his eyelids were quite heavy and he couldn't open them no matter how hard he tried.

 Even trying to speak was impossible.

 Moving his body was incredibly difficult too.

 Moreover, he felt increasingly sleepy.

 The time he could stay awake every day was very short, less than a minute.

 Wait a minute...

 What does 'every day' mean?

 Why would I know this?

 Confused, Link fell asleep before he could think.

 This state continued for quite a while, roughly several months, until major changes occurred.

 Link felt the warm and damp environment that had hosted him for some time started to reject him, forcing him to leave.

 If I have to leave, so be it.

 Who cares?

 For some reason, Link had become extremely emotional, and he even started a fit of pique.

 Following the exclusionary force, Link struggled to escape from the warm and damp environment, leaving the place that no longer welcomed him.

 The escape process went smoothly.

 In just a short while, Link left the warm and damp environment through a relative narrow passage.

 What's this smell?

 As soon as he left, Link noticed something was off.

 He instinctively sniffed.

 Wait a minute, what's a nose?

 Sniff, sniff...

 After taking several more sniffs, Link breathed in the peculiar smelling air and felt a little uncomfortable.

 The warm and damp environment from before felt much more comfortable than this.

 He had just left for a short while and Link was already starting to miss it.

 However, one should not hold onto what has passed.

 Since he has already left, he shouldn't miss it too much... right?

 Instead, he should examine his new environment.

 Lost in thought, Link blinked and made an effort to open his eyes that had been closed for a long time.

 A person wearing a mask and cap was what he saw. Their face was obscured, revealing only a pair of bright eyes that seemed capable of speech.

 Link distinctly saw an expression of "hey, this guy is quite intriguing" in the other's eyes.

 He was just about to use his dwindling mental capacity to ponder the situation at hand when sudden...

 With a crisp 'smack' sound,

 Feeling the burning pain in his buttocks, Link was somewhat in disbelief.

 Was I... spanked?

 Anger flared up instantly.

 Fueled by this emotion, Link instinctively shouted, "Who was it? Step forward!"

 Something unexpected happened.

 Link thought he had shouted furiously, but the sound that reached his ears was a clear and lustrous cry.

 Only then, with his scant remaining intelligence, did Link realize that he had become a newborn baby!

 "I..."

 At a loss for how to express his feelings at this moment, Link opened his mouth, yawned, and fell asleep.

 Just before he fully succumbed to sleep, he seemed to hear a murmur.

 The nurse or doctor holding him muttered in Mandarin, a language he had not heard for a long time, "The little guy is finally born. You must be considerate, a good child. Your mother suffered a lot while carrying you."

 On the bed, the young woman who had just completed her postnatal cleaning and recently became a mother, raised her hands with radiant motherly glow on her face.

 Seeing this, the nurse hastened to hand over the sleeping baby.

 The young mother nestled her newborn to her chest, took several careful looks, pursed her lips, and almost burst into tears, "He is so ugly!"

 For a moment, all the doctors and nurses in the delivery room burst into laughter.

 "Babies all look like this when they're just born, their skin all wrinkled. Wait a few days, once they grow a little, they'll look nice."

 The doctor comforted her and then signaled the nurse to wheel the bed out of the delivery room.

 Time flew by.

 In the blink of an eye, over six years passed.

 The young mother, through six years of hard-earned experience, had made considerable progress in motherhood.

 She even learned to cook all kinds of dishes, just to make nutrition-packed and tasty meals for her son, a chore she never bothered with before.

 To the young mother's relief, her son was naturally sensible and didn't act recklessly.

 Except for preferring solitude and not playing with kids his age, he was the perfect son.

 "Link, come here."

 The young mother had made a pot of carrot and pork rib soup, scooped out a bowl, and called from the kitchen.

 "Coming."

 A beautifully carved, excessively cute little boy responded and walked into the kitchen with steady steps.

 Seeing her son acting mature, the young mother couldn't help but tease him a bit, she put on a stern face and scolded, "When a parent calls, you should not delay. You came too slow, mom is very upset!"

 Little Link stared at the young mother with wide eyes, showing a profound sense of helplessness, then, in the face of his mother's whimpering eyes, sighed, bowed, and said, "I'm sorry, I was wrong, I will correct it."

 "That's my good son!"

 The young mother hummed proudly, rewarded little Link with a kiss on the cheek, then picked up the bowl of soup, and commanded, "Finish it, don't leave a drop, understand?"

 "Understood ~"

 Link drawled out a reply, slowly walked to the dining room with his bowl of soup, placed it on the table, sat up straight and started to ladle and sip the soup.

 "In a few days, I'll be seven."

 As he drank the sweet carrot and pork rib soup, Link was planning.

 After more than six years of growth, Link's intelligence was almost fully restored, not much different from when he first offered his help to Elise Clark.

 What troubled Link was that his Sea of Consciousness had been locked by an imposing power, rendering him unable to open it.

 Even the connection to Franda had been thoroughly blocked.

 His current spiritual power was just a bit stronger than his peers, not even reaching the average of a twelve-year-old in the Wizard World.

 Despite his efforts, he couldn't summon the Krypton System.

 Without any buffs or extra help.

 Even the knowledge he acquired in the Wizard World had been locked, he could only sense it, but not access it.

 All these signs indicated that he had truly become a six-year-old child.

 Of course, being a six-year-old didn't mean he had to act immaturely.

 Link had never hidden his peculiarity. He loved solitude, thinking, and reading.

 His single mother, still bustling in the kitchen, was initially slightly surprised, but she didn't reject his peculiarity, instead, she smoothly accepted her son's uniqueness.

 Exceptionally tolerant, exceptionally great.

 There's a reason Link, who didn't want to disappoint her, often did things he didn't want to do.

 His single mother was originally a strong cultivator.

 During her pregnancy, because Link would meditate subconsciously every day, absorbing too much nutrition and energy, her cultivation progress completely stopped and her body became even weaker than an ordinary person.

 It wasn't difficult to change this situation, if Link could recover some power, or make progress in cultivation.

 The seveth birthday Link had been waiting for, was the starting point of cultivation in "This World".

 Link understood that, whether this world was real or an illusion, in order to pass the test and achieve the goal of aiding Elise Clark, everything depended on cultivation.

 Since he had to cultivate according to the methods of "This World" anyway, by the time he had made progress in cultivation, it should be an easy task to nurture his single mother's health and restore her cultivation, so why not?

 Link has always held great respect for his mother.
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 The seventh birthday quietly arrived.

 Like every year, the single mother meticulously prepared a banquet.

 Link patiently endured and joined in the festivities with his single mother, cooperating fully throughout the event.

 The next day, an unexpected change occurred.

 Relatives from the single mother's family came over.

 Two elegantly dressed young men, bearing some resemblance to the single mother, came accompanied by a group of servants and set the house where Link had lived for seven years on fire.

 The single mother desperately tried to stop them, but to no avail.

 Having lost her cultivation, and now frail, she was incapable of freeing herself from the grip of two maidservants.

 "Bastard!" exclaimed

 one young man with more malice in his eyes than the others, who stared harshly at Link. Despite the sudden changes, Link remained unmoved. The man spat out these offensive words.

 "Third Brother, mind your manners!"

 The more mature-looking young man promptly reprimanded him, "Do not tarnish the dignity of our Jiang Family."

 "Hmmph!"

 The malicious young man had no choice but to shut his mouth under his elder brother's stern gaze.

 "Please calm the young lady down, we are taking her home."

 The mature young man didn't even glance at Link as he commanded the two maidservants handling the single mother.

 "Yes, Young Master."

 The maidservants replied in unison.

 "Jiang Dehao, what are you trying to do?"

 Realising something was wrong, the single mother struggled to free herself and run to Link.

 However, one of the maidservants gently pressed her nape, causing her to go limp and faint.

 "Let's go."

 With a wave of his hand, the mature young man, Jiang Dehao, left nonchalantly along with the malicious young man and a group of servants.

 Link turned around, looking at his single mother who was being hauled into a luxurious carriage. His face was calm, his eyes tranquil, but there was anger boiling within him.

 When the caravan of carriages had traveled far enough to disappear from sight, Link immediately left, taking nothing with him.

 Inside the caravan,

 the mature young man, Jiang Dehao, sat facing the malicious young man, Jiang Demiao.

 The single mother lay unconscious between them, covered with a quilt.

 "Big brother, should we just let that bastard go?"

 Manifesting his inner nature, Jiang Demiao was rather violent and bloodthirsty.

 Between his words, he hinted at wanting to kill the bastard who had brought shame upon his Jiang Clan.

 "What difference does it make to let him go or not?"

 Jiang Dehao looked at his pallid, weak sister with a mixture of pity and frustration. He spoke with indifference. "Killing him won't restore the losses the Jiang family has suffered over these years, but would only cause your sister more grief. Have you forgotten who has been resolving all your past misdeeds?"

 "I haven't forgotten!"

 Jiang Demiao twisted his neck and argued stubbornly. "I will always remember my Second Sister's kindness. But right and wrong are distinct matters, this is different. You've also seen the files. My Second Sister's fall into such a predicament, her cultivation being ruined, was all caused by that bastard. A Female Sword Immortal from the Normalization Realm can't even deal with a maidservant in the spiritual energy realm, it irks me beyond tolerance!"

 Finally, Jiang Dehao looked up at Jiang Demiao. After staring at him deeply for a while, he indifferently said, "There are certain things you don't understand, things I've never told you. The family decided to disregard your Second Sister's wishes, forcing her to agree to an engagement with the Zhong Family, in order to resolve the trouble you caused. Initially, your Second Sister was already in love with Lin Nantian, she didn't run away after the engagement."

 "This..."

 Jiang Demiao's face changed.

 He was both humiliated and enraged, absolutely shocked.

 "Let bygones be bygones, do not bring it up again."

 Jiang Dehao waved his hand, seemingly trying to clear away the dirt he hadn't been able to clean up all this time. "As for the son of Lin Nantian, that turtle who retracted into his shell, I, Jiang Dehao, can choose to act as if he doesn't exist."

 "Ah!"

 Jiang Demiao sighed deeply upon hearing these words.

 He had tried to find Lin Nantian for trouble, searched the entire Southern Pugilistic World, but was never able to find him.

 The rage burning within him with even greater intensity had nowhere to vent, and that was really bothersome.

 On the other side,

 Link ran to a secluded corner, dug a hole, took off all his clothes, and buried them in the hole.

 Even the longevity lock that the single mother had given him, which he had been wearing around his neck, was wrapped in the clothes.

 The stark-naked young boy ventured into the mountains alone, reached a stream with great speed, and meticulously bathed himself.

 Once he was sure he didn't have any scent on his body, Link left the stream. He went round the mountain and found a rather inconspicuous cave and crawled into it.

 This cave was hidden behind a waterfall, making it a great shelter. It was spacious and dry on the inside.

 Four years ago, at a birthday banquet, Link unexpectedly learned some information from his single mother, who had gotten drunk. Since then, he started to prepare a fallback for himself.

 After several years of preparation, Link had set up several safe havens like this Water Curtain Cave in the mountains.

 Each of these havens was quite far from the others. Over the past few years, Link had taken various opportunities to prepare these havens, which was no easy task.

 Now, they were finally of use.

 Clothed in dry clothes, Link sat on a natural stone stool, closed his eyes, and recalled the things that had happened.

 He inferred some useful information from the snippets of conversation.

 Firstly, his single mother was the Second Young Miss Jiang from the Jiang Family in Tianshui County. She had an engagement with a certain young master from the Zhong Family, another prominent family in the county.

 However, not only did Second Miss Jiang run away from her arranged marriage, she also eloped with another man and gave birth to a child out of wedlock.

 This incident caused the Tianshui County's Jiang Family to lose face.

 To appease the Zhong Family's anger, they had to give up substantial benefits.
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 After becoming pregnant, the Second Young Miss Jiang was hindered by her condition and decided to escape alone to avoid burdening her lover, thus disappearing for eight years.

 Originally, she concealed her identity and hid very well, avoiding any detection from the Jiang's Clan.

 The reason for the scene that happened today was that Second Young Miss Jiang noticed Link's strong desire for training and thus proactively contacted the Jiang's Clan, hoping to get a training method suitable for Link's physique.

 Furthermore, the Jiang Family brothers from Tianshui County who had come to "retrieve" Second Young Miss Jiang, despised Link, who they referred to as the "bastard child".

 Not only did they not provide a training method, but they also attempted to separate mother and son, not even leaving a place for Link to reside.

 When Link was abandoned by them, he was penniless.

 A seven-year-old child in such a situation would either starve to death or become a street urchin.

 This shows that the anger of the Jiang's Clan is indeed intense and has lasted to this day.

 Unable to express their anger towards Second Young Miss Jiang and her lover, they turned it towards Link.

 Finally, there is a strong sense of social progress disconnection.

 Seven years ago, Link was born in a near-modern hospital.

 Despite the fact that he lived in the remote mountains with his single mom these years, he still occasionally went out.

 According to Link's initial observations, a small county town has the development level of early Republic of China Shanghai.

 Landline telephones, wireless telegrams, electric lights, trams, and movies are all fully equipped.

 Yet the Jiang Family from Tianshui County still use horse carriages as a mode of transport.

 This made Link quite curious.

 Is it because the automobile industry is not flourishing, or merely for the purpose of showcasing the historical heritage of an old-school family?

 After indulging in his thoughts for a while, Link gathered his somewhat scattered thoughts and began contemplating on his next course of action.

 "Fortunately, I was prepared."

 Soon, Link, having figured everything out, let out a sigh of relief.

 In these past few years, taking advantage of his single mom's lack of interest in money, Link had managed to save quite a sum of money.

 In the Water Curtain Cave he currently resided in, there was enough silver for Link's living expenses for two or three years.

 However...

 "The plan has changed, and the money is somewhat insufficient."

 Sighing, Link got up, spread out his bedding on the dry natural stone bed, and slept in his clothes.

 A child ought to behave like a child.

 He should go to bed early and get up early, ensuring proper growth.

 The next day.

 Link got up early, used the waterfall water to wash and get refreshed, then, after eating some dry food, he performed a set of exercises facing the morning sun.

 After warming up, Link chose his direction and, carrying enough silver, headed down the mountain.

 It was not until noon that he finally emerged from the mountain.

 After finding a clean source of water to freshen up just slightly and eat some dry food, Link came to the side of the main road, planning to hitch a ride into the city.

 Not long after, Link seized an opportunity to flag down a cow cart selling firewood into the county town.

 The old man driving the cart had an honest and simple appearance and demeanor, dressed like a farmer.

 "Old sir, can I trouble you to give me a ride?"

 After stopping the cart, Link directly pulled out a copper yuan, shaking it in his hand, "I was on a school outing, and I forgot to play and missed the bus."

 "The young man is a scholar."

 The old man looked Link up and down, grinned, "Little scholar, if you don't mind the clutter in my cart, just come on up, there's no need for money."

 "Don't mind, don't mind."

 Link promptly climbed onto the cart, sat next to the old man, and stuffed the copper coin directly into the old man's palm, seriously saying, "Master taught us that when asking for help, one must prepare a gift as gratitude. This is proper etiquette. Old man, please accept it. Otherwise, Master will find out and scold me."

 "Good, good, good, what a fine young man!"

 Upon hearing this, the old man no longer refused, accepted the copper yuan, and went back on the road.

 "Which school does the young man attend? I see you don't seem to be wearing a uniform."

 The cow cart moved slowly forward.

 The old man was asking casually.

 Based on his chosen role as a county town student, Link was already prepared.

 During the journey to the county town, over an hour's cart ride, Link chatted on and off with the old man without any mishap.

 Upon arriving in town, Link declined the old man's kind offer to take him to school, thanked him sincerely, and then parted ways.

 After just a few steps, he had disappeared from the old man's view.

 "What a clever, good young man!"

 Seeing this, the old man couldn't help but sigh, turned around and led the cow cart to the front of a wealthy family's street, and began to loudly sell his goods.

 If he hadn't already given up his old business, encountering a good-looking young man like this, he would have definitely attempted to kidnap him, no matter what.

 It's such a pity...

 It's a pity that he had already retired from the Jianghu, and a pity that a young child, not even a teenager, could pose a fatal threat to him, forcing him to give up his plans of another big score.

 "Damn it, people these days, morality is completely lost!"

 Link grumbled to himself as he quickly made his way to his destination.

 The old man he picked as his target was chosen carefully based on his appearance – he didn't look like a bad person.

 Who would have thought that after getting in the carriage and exchanging a few words, Link realized that the man seemed like a human trafficker, always subtly trying to size him up.

 "Strength! Strength!"

 Living with his single mother in the past, he never felt inadequate.

 However, the first thing he does after leaving home is almost get into trouble. This made Link even more determined to quickly recover his strength.

 Even if his strength could not recover quickly, he should at least find a way to unlock some spiritual power, or inspiration.

 While pondering over all this, Link finally arrived at the best-rated Octagon Martial Arts School in Fuli County.

 Two majestic stone lions stood guard on either side of the deep red bronze-plated gate.

 The gate was studded with many rivets.

 "What do you want?"

 Circling around to the side entrance, Link was immediately interrogated.

 "Enroll, learn martial arts."

 "Where are your parents?"

 "Learning martial arts is for self-reliance. No need for parents to accompany."

 "Great ambition! Did you bring enough money?"

 "Of course."

 "Then proceed straight to the practice field and call for Brother Shi."

 "Thank you."

 Following the routine questioning, the gatekeeper let Link enter the martial arts school.

 According to the gatekeeper's instruction, Link quickly found the practice field.

 Despite it being late in the afternoon, the practice field was bustling with activity.

 Dozens of disciples of the martial arts school—teenagers, young adults, some shirtless, others neatly dressed, each practicing their moves or engaging in physical training.

 As soon as Link arrived, many eyes were cast on him.

 But he showed no fear and shouted loudly, "I'm looking for Brother Shi."

 Having said that, he stood firmly and calmly amidst the scrutinizing gazes, waiting quietly.

 Before long, a ripped man with a bare torso emerged from the crowd, laughing loudly, "Great, it seems our Octagon Martial Arts School is about to have another junior disciple."

 At the Octagon Martial Arts School, anyone can join to study martial arts once he pays the fees.

 However, the disciples in the school are divided into several classes, and they are treated quite differently.

 Ordinary disciples in grey clothes have a business relationship with the school—pay money, learn self-defense.

 Disciples admitted in blue clothes are considered students—pay both money and do work for the school, but they get to learn true martial arts.

 Elite disciples in black receive the actual teachings of the masters. Even though they have to do work for the school, they don't have to pay and even get benefits too.

 The last category is the secret disciples.

 Brother Shi is the eldest among the secret disciples, and also the elder disciple of the entire martial arts school.

 What he was saying, that they were about to get another junior disciple, meant that in his eyes, Link had the potential to become a secret disciple.

 As soon as he said this, there was a commotion on the practice field.

 The many gazes on Link became even more complex.

 There was envy, jealousy, and some unspoken emotions.

 Link quickly noticed these changes and couldn't help but wonder why the previously unknown Brother Shi would make such judgment and announce it so publicly.

 "Come, let me take you to our Master."

 Brother Shi didn't give Link much time to ponder. With a wave of his hand, he led him straight towards the inner court.

 This action made the commotion on the training field even more heated.

 It had been almost ten years since a new disciple could see the Master before even paying the admission fee. The last person to do so was Senior Sister Su Yan, who had made a big name for herself in the Jianghu of Langya Prefecture.

 What kind of virtue and ability did this kid possess to receive such attention from Brother Shi?

 He is only slightly better-looking and more composed, right?

 There didn't seem to be anything particularly special about him.

 All this confusion was left without an explanation.
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 "Are you curious, little brother?"

 Brother Shi ignored the disturbances from the martial arts field behind him, leading Link forward while casually initiating conversation.

 "Indeed, I am somewhat puzzled. May Brother Shi enlighten me, please."

 Link indeed was very puzzled, and did not hide this fact.

 "Because your aptitude is so strong that it is visible at first glance."

 Brother Shi turned his head to look back, and said very seriously, "It is the kind of aptitude that whether it's a martial arts school or a sect, they would all compete to accept as a disciple."

 "Really?"

 Link was doubtful.

 Because, in these seven years in this world, he has not seen many outsiders.

 When he was brought out by his single mother in the past, they would always hurriedly arrive and hurriedly leave, with barely any contact with the outside world.

 "When you meet Master, you'll know."

 Brother Shi did not explain further but only quickened his pace.

 Soon, the two of them passed through a hanging flower gate and arrived at the inner courtyard where the Master and his family lived daily.

 Brother Shi, who probably had a hearty and generous personality, tidied up his appearance before entering the inner courtyard, put on some clothes, and covered up his bare upper body.

 "Manager Fu, is the Master in the study or...?"

 After walking a few steps, the two bumped into the steward with white temples, and Brother Shi asked him.

 The steward, named Manager Fu, was directing some maidservants and servants to sprinkle some water in the yard to cool the hot air.

 Hearing the sound, he turned around and laughed, "Indeed. The Master is teaching the young miss to read in the study. Do you need something from him?"

 Brother Shi cracked a smile, his tone quite proud: "I have brought a little brother to the Master for him to see."

 "Oh?"

 Manager Fu's gaze immediately shifted, falling on Link's figure.

 His eyes flashed a hint of cunning as he carefully sized up Link, and couldn't help but nod in approval: "Excellent! Truly magnificent! With such aptitude, it would be a waste if he did not join our Octagon Martial Arts School to practice the Human Immortal Martial Path."

 Link was somewhat confused about what was being said.

 However, he did not show it, maintaining a calm expression on his face.

 Even though his Sea of Consciousness was sealed and the knowledge of the Wizard World was locked away, his spiritual power —although only slightly better than his peers due to innate and acquired training— did not reach the standard of being extraordinary.

 However, with deliberate and unintentional guidance, Link had balanced nutrition from a young age in this life, plus scientific habits and exercise, making his physique naturally much stronger than his peers.

 What was presented before Manager Fu and Brother Shi was a seven-year-old boy who was as tall as an average eleven or twelve-year-olds, with unusually remarkable bones. He possessed an composure that was even more stable than those of eleven or twelve-year-olds and barely showed any signs of laughter or jokes.

 Such qualities were even better suited for practicing the Human Immortal Martial Path, which required one to endure hardships.

 Manager Fu couldn't help but nod his head again, saying to Brother Shi, "You take him to see the Master. I presume the Master will be very pleased tonight."

 "Alright, Manager Fu."

 Brother Shi held great respect for this Manager Fu, and only after returning a salute did he lead Link towards the study.

 There is no harm in showing too much respect.

 Link also bowed to Fu in courtesy, then followed.

 "He's a good lad."

 Manager Fu sighed appreciatively with a hearty laugh, then pointed to a maidservant and commanded, "You, go to the west chamber and clean out a room. Get ready for the young master to move in tonight."

 "Yes, Manager Fu."

 The maidservant lowered her head to salute, her eyes calm and serene, revealing strong traces of training and professional competence.

 It was clear that Manager Fu was very competent as a steward.

 "How do you read this character, and what does it mean?"

 As they were nearing the study, before they could enter, Link heard a voice tinged with slight anger, yet deliberately suppressed.

 "Well, I don't know! If I knew, why would I still need daddy to teach me?"

 An endearing, pleasant voice like the tinkle of a bell followed, very righteous and natural in its insistence.

 "Ahem…"

 Clearing his throat, Brother Shi didn't bother to knock on the door, but loudly said, "Master, your disciple, Shi Gandang, has something to discuss."

 "Come in!"

 The powerful and energetic voice immediately granted permission.

 The door to the study opened on its own.

 Brother Shi led Link into the room.

 "Eh! What a handsome young man."

 The cheerful and pleasant voice beat everyone to the punch, "Daddy, can this boy accompany me in my studies?"

 Li Shuwen - the head of the martial arts school, Brother Shi's Master, a renowned martial arts master in Fuli County – squinted his eyes slightly, while his piercing gaze appeared to penetrate Link's exterior to see everything within.

 Unexpectedly, Link clearly felt the martial arts master increasing his mental pressure with each penetrating glance.

 "Is he testing my resistance limit?"

 A flash of doubt crossed his mind. Link immediately calmed his mind and silently withstood Li Shuwen's mental pressure.

 After a moment, just when Link felt that as per his current spiritual power, he could hardly withstand any more pressure, Li Shuwen decisively stopped increasing his mental pressure. He gradually decreased it until it was completely withdrawn.

 Sigh...

 Link unconsciously let out a breath.

 This was the body's instinctive reaction. It could be suppressed, but there was no need to.

 "His talent is so overflowing."

 Li Shuwen murmured "quietly," then asked seriously, "Name? Age? Background? Why come to my Octagon Martial Arts School?"

 Link immediately straightened up and gave the predetermined answer: "My name is Link, just turned seven years old. I grew up with my mother who admired Master Li's demeanor and was already planning to send me to the Octagon Martial Arts School to become Master Li's disciple. Now our home has taken an unexpected turn, and my mother has been taken back by her family. I was left alone and therefore even more determined to join the Octagon Martial Arts School. When I become strong enough, I will bring my mother back."
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 "Hmm..." 

 Li Shuwen found himself lost in contemplation.

 He greatly admired Link's candidness, his honesty without false expectations, but also worried that accepting Link would unnecessarily bring trouble to the Martial Arts School.

 However, he really didn't want to miss a good prospect for the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 As a result, he was stuck with indecision.

 Brother Shi opened his mouth, wanting to encourage the master to make a decision sooner.

 The previously overlooked little girl spoke up again: "Daddy, I want this young man to study with me, is that okay?"

 Li Shuwen felt a strange sensation.

 The boy in front of him had thick eyebrows, bright eyes, and a pleasant appearance that made him a handsome prospect.

 If he took him under his wing and the boy grew up, wouldn't he steal his precious daughter's heart?

 That's not acceptable, absolutely not.

 As a rebellious thought popped into his mind, Li Shuwen was about to sternly reject Link's request to become his disciple.

 However, at that moment, a woman entered the study and lightly reprimanded Li Shuwen: "If our daughter wants a study companion, is it so hard for you to agree?"

 Li Shuwen chuckled awkwardly: "I'm just worried it would cause trouble for the Martial Arts School."

 "What kind of trouble?"

 The woman's eyebrows shot up, "If there was any trouble, could this young man have come to our Martial Arts School alone and unharmed?"

 "You're right, my Dear, you're right."

 The widely revered Martial Arts master Li Shuwen, famous in and around Fuli County, turned out to be under the thumb of his wife, and he quickly softened his tone.

 "I've decided, we'll accept him."

 The woman beckoned towards the little girl sitting in front of the desk, "Having a younger brother for Sisi, studying and practicing martial arts together, sounds great!"

 She pulled the little girl towards her, then turned to instruct Brother Shi: "Manager Fu has already had a room prepared in the western wing. It's next to your room, Gandang. Take your junior brother to get acquainted with the place, then you can all join us for dinner. As for becoming a disciple, it's getting late today. Let's do it tomorrow morning."

 "Certainly, Madam."

 Shi Gandang, known as Brother Shi, quickly responded, then bowed to both Master and Madam.

 Seeing this, Link also bowed to his soon-to-be Master and Madam, then followed Brother Shi out of the study.

 Just before Link turned around, the little girl flashed him a bright smile and winked.

 Link kept his expression calm and responded with a straightforward look, displaying no frivolous behavior.

 Back in the study, Li Shuwen exchanged glances with his wife, then suddenly sighed: "My dear, it's not that I'm timid or afraid of trouble. It's just that the current situation is overly complex, we must be careful."

 His wife snorted, "What is there to be afraid of? Those people from the Mechanical martial arts are striving to improve. If the Human Immortal Martial Path doesn't want to be swept into the dustbin of history, they must also strive for progress and spread their teachings widely. This young man Link has such great talent, whether in studying the Human Immortal Martial Path or Mechanical martial arts, he can make a difference. What if he brings a little trouble? To give up eating for fear of choking is not advisable!"

 "Yes, yes, you're right, dear!"

 Seeing his wife getting more excited, Li Shuwen quickly laughed nervously, reminding her carefully, "Dear, don't get too worked up, you mustn't disturb your pregnancy."

 His wife rubbed her obviously swelling belly, radiating motherly affection. She glared at Li Shuwen then left the study with the little girl, who was sticking out her tongue at her father.

 Now alone in the study, Li Shuwen waved his hand, using Palm Wind Skill to close study's window. The electric light turned off, leaving the room dark.

 Li Shuwen sat at his desk, his expression as somber as the dim light in the room.

 His wife was correct.

 The group of heretics from the Mechanical Martial Way were growing stronger, while the Human Immortal Martial Path seemed to be declining.

 Waiting and hesitating wouldn't do.

 However...

 Well, he himself didn't matter much, fighting to the end was like risking his own life.

 But what about his wife? What about Sisi? What about the unborn child? What about the secret disciples?

 Thinking of the fate of several Human Immortal Martial Path sects and Martial Arts Schools that were destroyed by the Mechanical Martial Arts people, Li Shuwen couldn't help but clench his fists.

 He absolutely wouldn't let his own Octagon Martial Arts School follow that path.

 From tomorrow onwards, he'll relax the criteria for choosing secret disciples, with an aim to recruit more people.

 Emphasizing both quality, to cultivate a few disciples who could support the Martial Arts School, and quantity, because more hands meant more work could be done.

 A quiet night fell.

 The following morning came, and Link awoke promptly.

 Just as he stepped outside his room, he met Brother Shi.

 It appeared that Brother Shi was planning on waking him up.

 Last night, after acquainting himself with his room, Brother Shi had taken him to the dining room, and they had dinner with the Master, Madam and the other senior brothers.

 Master Li Shuwen set the apprenticeship ceremony for this morning.

 Considering Link's outstanding talent but lack of martial arts accomplishments, no renowned heroes or martial art masters from Jianghu are invited to witness the ceremony.

 Once Link steps into the Condensation Realm, the formal disciple accepting ceremony will be held.

 Of course, Link doesn't put much emphasis on these procedures.

 What he cares about is embarking on the path of cultivation in this world, unlocking his sealed Sea of Consciousness, and the power that comes with his Wizard's Level.

 "Let's go, junior brother."

 Shi Gandang was particularly delighted to see Link getting up early to prepare.

 His biggest disdain is laziness.

 "Sure, big brother."

 Link showed respect by bowing before following Brother Shi towards the main hall.

 Currently, Master Li has seven direct disciples. Shi Gandang being the senior brother, has reached the peak of the Condensation Realm in terms of cultivation and strength.

 In due time, with the right opportunity, he would be able to step into the Normalization Realm.

 By then, he would not only uphold the Octagon Martial Arts School's reputation but also establish a branch school on his own.

 The second senior sister, third, fourth, fifth senior brothers, and sixth senior brother are also accomplished in their own rights, their force varying from the early phase to the latter phase of the Condensation Realm.

 The seventh junior sister is Master Li's daughter, Li Sisi, who is about to officially start her journey in the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 Link, being the youngest, ranks last as the eighth after he joined the school.

 The two arrive at the main hall.

 Several senior sisters and brothers arrive one after another and settle on both sides.

 A moment later, Master Li, his senior companion, and Li Sisi entered the main hall.

 Master Li and his companion sit in the upper seat. Li Sisis moves to sit next to the fifth senior sister.

 As the senior brother, Shi Gandang is in charge of the simple master-disciple ceremony.

 He solemnly read out the rules of the Octagon Martial Arts School and then sternly asked, "Link, can you abide by the rules, respect your master, and uphold the school's reputation?"

 Link replied in a serious manner, "Yes!"

 "Bow!"

 Upon Brother Shi's loud command, the process continued.

 Martial artists don't bow easily.

 Master Li Shuwen made it clear that no one in the Octagon Martial Arts School, including him, needs to do so. They just need to respect each other sincerely, without the concern of unnecessary formalities.

 Link holds his fists over his heart and bows ninety degrees towards Master Li and his senior companion.

 The second senior sister hands a tray with two cups of tea.

 Brother Shi timely ordered, "Bow and serve tea!"

 Link took one step forward, picked up the tea cup on the left with both hands, and respectfully offered it to Master Li.

 After Master Li took a sip, he returned the tea cup to the tray.

 He then picked up the tea cup on the right and offered it to his senior companion in the same manner.

 After she took a sip, he put back the tea cup on the tray.

 At this point, the simple master-disciple ceremony concludes.

 Link successfully joined the Octagon Martial Arts School, becoming the eighth disciple based on his exceptional talent.

 "Gandang, pay attention to your junior brother's basic training and make sure it's well grounded," Master Li looked at his eight disciples in the hall and instructed his senior disciple. He then addressed the other disciples, "Your seventh sister and eighth brother are about to officially train in the Human Immortal Martial Path, don't forget to assist and guide them."

 "Yes, Master!"

 From the second senior sister to the sixth senior brother, they all bowed and echoed the agreement.

 "Go for morning practice."

 Seeing the situation, Master Li was very satisfied and gave a hearty wave of his sleeve.

 Brother Shi led the seven junior sisters and brothers out of the main hall, out of the inner court, and into the Outer Court Martial Arts Arena.

 After handing over Seventh Sister Li Sisi to the second sister, Brother Shi beckons Link to the side.

 "No good comes from practicing martial arts without setting a good foundation in breath control, or Gong. The Gong at the beginning of the Human Immortal Martial Path is the really the pole training," Brother Shi told Link while showing him a horse stance and explaining, "Pay attention, this is the most basic pole training."

 Link learns from Brother Shi's stance, poses as a horse stance, and firmly sets himself up.

 Seeing Link's effort, Brother Shi was pleased but his requirement remained high, "First, practice the basic horse stance for ten days. Once you are solid, I will teach you the Two Yin pole training."

 "Yes, Brother."
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 A decade flies by in the blink of an eye.

 Link has grown from a cherubic child into a handsome young man.

 The secret disciples of the Octagon Martial Arts Academy have increased from the original 8 to 26 people.

 Eldest Senior Brother Shi Gandang, Second Senior Sister Yu Huiying, and Third Senior Brother Liu Zongquan have successively received permission from their master to open branches of the Octagon Martial Arts School abroad, promoting the Human Immortal Martial Path and Octagon Fist.

 The fourth brother, fifth sister, and sixth brother are in charge of various branches and industry of the school scattered in different places. They are often on the go.

 The real pillar of the Octagon Martial Arts School headquarters in Fuli County is Link.

 As for Seventh Senior Sister Li Sisi, after the onset of her puppy love, her mother sent her back to her family home to continue her studies in the Mingxin Sword Sect.

 The most infuriating part for her mother was that Li Sisi's crush was not on Link, the hometown boy, but a fellow student at the provincial university, a boy whose family advocates mechanical reform and development.

 Link, the eighth junior who once fascinated Li Sisi with his extraordinary talents and rapid progress in the Human Immortal Martial Path, became a 'backward conservative' in her eyes after spending less than half a year studying at the provincial university.

 She didn't want to talk to him much anymore, let alone getting closer as they used to.

 It was as if she was afraid of being tainted by a sense of decay if she got a bit closer, and she avoided him whenever possible.

 "Link, don't worry about Sisi. I promise I will correct her wrong thinking."

 When she returned to Fuli County from her home in the Mingxin Sword Sect, her mother immediately sought out Link, advising him earnestly, fearing that the increasingly outstanding Link might have other thoughts.

 Apart from the services Link provides and will continue to provide for the development of the academy, over the years Mother has come to regard Link as half a son and her prospective son-in-law.

 Therefore, she attaches great importance to what Link thinks.

 "Don't worry, I'm not going to think too much."

 Faced with his mother's well-intended advice, Link assured her that he wouldn't cause any trouble.

 Moreover, Link really didn't have any special feelings for Seventh Senior Sister Li Sisi.

 He wasn't some naive boy who would fall in love with a girl just because she was pretty.

 "It's good you're not overthinking. That's good, really good."

 Listening to Link's calm response, the mother felt a bit disappointed.

 Her dream of having Link as her son-in-law seemed destined to fall through.

 Not only was Sisi rebelliously messing about, but Link also seemed to have no intention of marrying Sisi.

 "All right then, you go on with your work, I won't disturb you. You need to take care of yourself and get some rest."

 The mother didn't say anything more on this topic. She glanced at the various books on Link's desk, and the opened martial arts secret manual, left him a word and then left his study.

 As soon as his mother left, Link closed the manual and took out a stack of documents from the drawer to read carefully.

 "These two are not in love!"

 After reading information about Li Sisi's crush and his family, Link muttered to himself, making a very decisive judgement on Li Sisi's puppy love.

 In the past decade, Link has made great progress in all aspects of his life.

 First of all, in the realm of the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 The Martial Way has four realms: Spiritual Energy Realm, Condensation Realm, Normalization Realm, and Hollow Void Realm.

 After ten years of hard cultivation, under his overflowing innate talent, Link has outwardly reached the Condensation Truth Realm Peak, but in actuality, he has already advanced to the late period of the Normalization Realm.

 Within the entire Octagon Martial Arts School system, only Master Li Shuwen in the Hollow Void Stage, has a higher realm and fight power than Link.

 The realm of mother, Normalization Realm Middle Stage, Big Brother Shi Gandang, and Second sister Yu Huiying, Normalization Realm Early Stage, can no longer match Link.

 Looking at the whole Danyang Prefecture, Link is considered one of the top martial artists.

 Secondly, is Link's status and influence within the Octagon Martial Arts School and Jianghu.

 His master is a typical martial artist, with wisdom but little cunning, and even less patience for management.

 After being in the academy for three years, Link started to see things more clearly and began to provide strategies, expanding the influence and industries of the academy.

 As of now, under Link's management, the Octagon Martial Arts School has become the first major martial school in Danyang Prefecture. Its overall strength can be compared to some sects and factions.

 In the industry, unlike most other Human Immortal martial art schools and factions who shun the growing development of machinery and technology due to their opposition to mechanical martial arts, Link actively pushes the Octagon Martial School to embrace the trend of the era and undergo industrial transformation.

 After seven years of operation, it has successfully accumulated considerable wealth and a vast industry for the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 As the saying goes, a bird that sticks out gets shot.

 The rapid development of the Octagon Martial Arts School naturally aroused the envy, covetousness and oppression of others.

 If they lost in the competition in the market, they would change the racing track.

 Some martial art schools and factions both from the Human Immortal Martial Path and Mechanical Martial Arts started to pick fights and challenge the school.

 In the first few years, the main forces dealing with these challenges were Master Li Shuwen, Big Brother Shi Gandang, and Second Sister Yu Huiying.

 Once Link showed his realm of the Condensation Stage, Master Li Shuwen began to arrange for Link to spar and learn from others.

 After more than three years and dozens of fights with an unbeaten record, Link has made a name for himself in the Jianghu of the whole Danyang Prefecture.
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 Whether it was the sects of the Human Immortal Martial Path or the Mechanical martial arts, all knew of a figure named Link.

 The reputation of Young Hero Link had even spread to several counties surrounding Danyang Prefecture, such as Tianshui County.

 Once again, it was the intelligence system set up with the construction and development of branch outlets.

 The extremely detailed information in Link's hands came from this intelligence system.

 Lastly, it was about how to restore his wizard's strength and, through this trial, help Elise Clark.

 Even though he was fully engrossed in role-playing and practicing the Human Immortal Martial Path, Link would not forget the real purpose of this journey.

 Extensively researching information and adding his personal practice experience, Link believed that as long as he could break through the Hollow Void Stage and reach the legendary fifth stage of the Martial Way – the God Seeing Realm, he would be able to unlock the Sea of Consciousness, knowledge, and witchcraft then.

 As for the method of passing the test, Link had some guesses.

 That was to win the title of the World's First Martial Arts Conference held in eight years, and become the world's number one.

 To overpower all martial artists of the Human Immortal Martial Path and Mechanical martial arts!

 Link pulled his thoughts back and focused on the matter of Seventh Senior Sister Li Sisi's puppy love.

 Li Sisi's sudden change in attitude towards him and the suspicious aspects of her falling into puppy love raised concerns.

 That's why Link investigated the matter.

 It was under Link's indirect prodding that the Master's wife noticed her daughter's abnormality and decisively sent her to the Mingxin Sword Sect.

 As a secluded sect, the Mingxin Sword Sect was built in the mountains, almost isolated from the world.

 In this way, even if Li Sisi had indeed been tricked by some evil methods, there could be some buffer.

 Link intuitively felt that Li Sisi's "puppy love" incident was just the beginning.

 There was a force in the dark that had set its sights on the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 Whether the opponent wanted to discredit the reputation of the Octagon Martial Arts School to hit the Human Immortal Martial Path, or coveted the industry of the Octagon Martial Arts School, Link couldn't agree.

 Not to mention the friendship built over ten years, just speaking of the help the Octagon Martial Arts School could give him in the challenge for the World's Number One in eight years' time, Link had to investigate the matter thoroughly and find out who was behind it.

 Waiting to be killed or defending and counterattacking was not Link's style.

 "It seems I need to make a trip to the provincial city,"

 He closed the files, spoke to himself, and made a decision.

 If the mountain won't come to me, I shall go to the mountain.

 The opponent is hiding in the dark and doesn't dare to act openly.

 What Link needs to do is to drag the opponent into the sunlight and kill him with a single punch!

 The next day.

 After bidding farewell to his master and the master's wife, Link set off alone, took a boat straight from Fuli County, and headed for the provincial city.

 In terms of whereabouts, Link didn't hide at all.

 All the forces paying attention to the movements of the Octagon Martial Arts School could know when Link left, when he got on the boat, and when he arrived where.

 If they want to do something, such as ambush him, it would be very convenient.

 "Husband, will Clark run into danger?"

 Watching the sailing ship go far, the master's wife couldn't help but worry.

 Even if Link is mature beyond his years and is very determined, how could she not worry after raising him for ten years?

 "Don't worry, my lady. Even if there is any danger, it won't be Clark's, but the danger belonging to those who can't help but come out and make trouble,"

 Li Shuwen smiled faintly and spoke with full confidence.

 "How so?"

 The master's wife's beautiful eyes were fixed on Li Shuwen's eyes, desperately wanting an explanation.

 "Clark's strength should be stronger than yours now,"

 Li Shuwen whispered, saying the sentence only to his wife.

 Looking around, the master's wife did indeed find quite a few people with secretive activities at the dock.

 Ever since Clark developed and expanded the martial arts school, the surroundings of the school always had the eyes and ears of other forces.

 Seeing this, the master's wife didn't say anything more, holding Li Shuwen's hand as they walked back to the martial arts school.

 Whatever needed to be said could be whispered when the two were alone, it would be more private and more sincere.

 Meanwhile.

 Link's journey went very smoothly, and no one came out to provoke him.

 By nightfall the next day, the sailing ship had entered the dock of the provincial city.

 "Junior Brother, over here!"

 Knowing that Link would arrive this evening, the big brother Shi Gandang was quite excited.

 He even personally went to the dock to welcome him today.

 "Big brother, it's been a long time,"

 Link disembarked, calmly passing through the crowded crowd, walking towards Brother Shi.

 "Haha… It's been over half a year. The last time we saw each other was when you sent Seventh Senior Sister to study in the provincial city," laughed Brother Shi. His tone suddenly got complex and heavy. He sighed, "Alas! I didn't watch Seventh Senior Sister closely enough and something went wrong."

 "This matter has nothing to do with you, Brother," Link said seriously, "More importantly, we are still not clear about what really happened with this case. We need to investigate."

 "So you came to the provincial city specifically to investigate this matter, didn't you?" Brother Shi asked quickly.

 "Indeed I am," Link nodded in response.

 "Just let me know if you need my help anywhere," Brother Shi stated plainly. Then his tone changed, "But there's no hurry with the investigation. Let's go; I have arranged a feast to welcome you."

 As he finished speaking, Bishop Shi threw an arm around Link and dragged him towards a car parked outside the station.

 Link didn't resist; he followed Brother Shi's momentum and approached the convoy of three beetle-like cars.

 The two of them sat in the back seat of the middle car.

 The convoy moved, heading towards the most luxurious hotel in the provincial city.

 About half an hour later, the convoy entered a bustling urban area full of people from the nearby suburbs' dock. It stopped in front of an brilliantly illuminated, magnificent hotel.

 The disciples from the Martial Art School who got down from the first and the last cars held back the doormen rushing to greet them.

 "Master, we're here," a youth dressed in strong attire, who was in the passenger seat of the central car along with the driver, opened the car doors for the two brothers.

 "Let's go Link. You didn't get the chance to visit this place last time you came. Tonight, enjoy some delicacies and see the bustling life in the provincial city," Brother Shi said as he walked towards the hotel, arm in arm with Link.

 The lobby manager who noticed them early was waiting by the revolving door. He greeted with a professional smile, "Mr. Shi, the private room you booked is ready, this way please."

 "Let's go, Link."

 Brother Shi first nodded to the lobby manager, then signaled Link with a glance, who was peering at the west corner of the lobby.

 "Alright, Brother," Link withdrew his gaze and followed Brother Shi to the second floor private room.

 All the while, his mind was racing.

 He had just arrived in the provincial city, without having started the investigation, and the suspect appeared in the same hotel where Brother Shi was hosting a feast. He was hiding in a corner, trying to quietly observe Link.

 This was definitely not a coincidence.

 The other party must have been tracking Link's schedule.

 However, they were a bit naive because they failed to cover their tracks and exposed themselves too soon.

 With a quick thought, Link formed a discreet mark in the air that landed on the person hiding behind the pillar.

 Then, he very carefully turned his attention to catching up with Brother Shi.

 People always change.

 Especially when there is a huge shift in their living conditions.

 Brother Shi had been running a martial arts hall in the provincial city for five years. Despite not neglecting his martial arts practice, the dazzling nightlife and flourishing society of the city had become an obstacle for him to further progress.

 Master Li Shuwen pointed this out to Brother Shi.

 Link also subtly mentioned that it might be better to move the martial arts school to another place or return to Fuli County for a period of quiet training.

 Brother Shi didn't avoid the topic, neither did he withdraw from the provincial city.

 He believed that the dazzling city life may be an obstacle in the path of martial arts, but it also helped him to harden his resolve.

 As long as he could stick to his principles and not get swayed, he would definitely benefit a lot.

 Thus, Brother Shi continued to hold down the fort in the provincial city.

 The two brothers entered the private room and sat down for dinner.

 As martial artists, they didn't drink much.

 Brother Shi's "main course" for Link tonight was not a banquet.

 Soon, a table full of delicious food was devoured by the two of them.

 The disciples of the Martial Arts School who came along enjoyed themselves in the two adjacent private rooms.

 "Link, let's go…" Brother Shi was about to call Link to taste tonight's "main course," when he finished wiping off the grease on his lips with the napkin, but suddenly, someone stormed into the private room, looking quite angry.

 The leader was a seventeen or eighteen-year-old young man, formally dressed, wearing a pair of gold framed glasses, presenting himself as extremely refined.

 However, his attitude was extremely rude. He pointed at Link and asked ferociously, "Tell me, where have you hidden Sisi?"
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 "Is that your intention?" 

 Link's gaze passed over the clamoring refined young man and fell on the middle-aged man behind him, who was slowly stepping into the box in his suit and leather shoes, his hair slicked back, exuding the air of a third generation godfather. He asked indifferently.

 "You..."

 The refined youth, feeling ignored, immediately got angry and was about to start cursing.

 The middle-aged man lightly patted the refined youth's shoulder and softly reminded him, "Ah Wen, control your anger."

 The refined young man, referred to as "Ah Wen," obediently calmed down and stepped aside.

 The middle-aged man then took two steps forward, pulled out a chair and sat down without invitation. He said leisurely, "My uninvited arrival was indeed rude; I apologize for disrespecting Director Shi and Young Hero Lin."

 With that, the middle-aged man picked up a glass of the white wine that one of his subordinates had poured for him, tilted his head back, and finished it in one gulp. "Allow me to make amends."

 He set the empty glass upside down as a sign that he had drained it completely as a sincere apology.

 The middle-aged man continued, "Shall we discuss the main issue now?"

 Brother Shi didn't rush to answer, instead turning to look at his younger brother.

 Logically speaking, as the eldest brother and as someone who had been running a martial arts school in the provincial city for many years, he should be the one to deal with the middle-aged man.

 However, Brother Shi fully trusted his younger brother's temperament and abilities to handle this matter and even in front of others, he did not hesitate to show his younger brother's authority and say in the matter.

 Link first nodded slightly to Brother Shi in a gesture of respect, then met the probing gaze of the middle-aged man. He asked in a chilling tone, "Is Mr. Wei trying to flex his power to show me that I can't even eat a meal in peace without his permission?"

 Mr. Wei, the middle-aged man, chuckled, "Not at all. Young Hero Lin, you misunderstand. I am merely a regular businessman who is able to manage his business due to the support of many friends. How dare I intimidate Young Hero Lin, who single-handedly developed the Octagon Martial Arts School to its current scale? On the contrary, I am eager to make friends with you, hoping to gain insights."

 Upon hearing this, Brother Shi's eyes narrowed.

 These words appeared to praise Link, yet they concealed ill intent.

 Firstly, it reveals that Wei has done thorough research and knows the situation of the Octagon Martial Arts School well. Secondly, it tries to sow discord between them.

 Master Li has no sons and by the Jianghu rules, the successor to the Octagon Martial Arts School should be Shi Gandang, its eldest student.

 However, the truth is that the power and status of the eldest student, Shi Gandang, have become lower than Link's in recent years.

 If a more narrow-minded person were in Shi's position, it's probable that he would have had a falling out with, or even become enemies with, Link.

 But Brother Shi chose to step away and moved to the provincial city, allowing Link to take charge.

 Wei Hanshan, the middle-aged man, is truly devious.

 The technique of "Observation" unique to martial artists in the early stage of the Normalization Realm is naturally used.

 His strong spirit pressure transmitted from his eyes, and moved along his gaze, directly towards Wei Hanshan.

 If Wei Hanshan were truly just a common businessman as he claimed, he would already be kneeling on the ground under this spiritual pressure.

 However, he sat steadily, his face turning slightly pale, but he managed to withstand it.

 "Brother, stay calm."

 Link gently patted Brother Shi's clenched fist subconsciously and advised him.

 Brother Shi then retracted his spiritual pressure, no longer pressing against Wei Hanshan.

 "Huff…"

 Wei Hanshan took a long sigh, barely containing his upset. In terms of control and usage of spirit, Qi, and mind, the mechanical martial arts truly is lacking.

 Then Link looked at Wei Hanshan and said indifferently, "I don't presume to offer advice, but if there's time, I could discuss with Mr. Wei about the development direction of machinery and the trend of technological revolution."

 "Great!"

 Wei Hanshan clapped his hands in approval, "If we could reach a cooperation with the Octagon Martial Arts School represented by Young Hero Lin, it would be even better."

 Link smiled faintly, "Birds of a feather flock together. If the two parties don't share the same philosophies, there's no foundation for cooperation."

 "Embrace diversity."

 Wei Hanshan didn't easily back down and kept trying, "Young Hero Lin isn't completely opposed to machinery."

 "Embrace diversity?"

 A slightly mocking smile appeared around the corners of Link's mouth, "Machines and mechanical martial arts are two different things. Plus…"

 With that, Link's eyes turned colder, and his overall presence suddenly became ominous, "I disdain to cooperate with someone who resorts to underhanded tactics against an inexperienced girl."

 "What underhanded tactics? Speak clearly, don't beat around the bush here!"

 The refined young man standing behind Wei Hanshan immediately couldn't help but point at Link's nose, his anger flaring, and shouted harshly.

 With a cracking sound.

 Everyone in the box hadn't even reacted yet.

 The right index finger of the refined young man who pointed at Link was already broken.

 And Link was still sitting in his chair, as if he hadn't moved at all.

 "Ugh...ah!"

 After a short while, the refined young man let out a cry of pain.

 "Young Hero Lin, that's over the line!"

 Wei Hanshan's face darkened, his tone repressing his anger.

 His son was being injured in front of him and he was quite displeased.

 However, his response was so fast that not even a residual image had been left, and he himself didn't quite understand how the opponent managed to do it.

 Could this be the so-called "merely" peak martial artist of the Condensation Truth Realm?
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 Wei Hanshan couldn't imagine if the assault was aimed at him earlier, whether he would have been able to escape with his life.

 Therefore, even though his heart was burning with anger, Wei Hanshan didn't dare to vent his anger loudly, nor dare to retaliate on the spot.

 "Overboard? I don't think so,"

 Link picked up the white napkin and methodically wiped his right hand fingers as if he had touched something filthy and calmly replied, "Barging into this private room is disrespectful. Even after entering, your son pointed at me, which is also disrespectful. Not knowing how to behave, and still pointing at me, is the height of disrespect. Mr. Wei, fortunately, your son encountered me and only ended up with a broken finger, which can be reattached. If he had run into some short-tempered people, even getting beaten is considered light, perhaps he could even have lost his life. Don't you agree, Mr. Wei?"

 Upon hearing this, Wei Hanshan's face fluctuated between anger and pale.

 A moment later, Wei Hanshan stood up and harshly slapped the scholarly young man across the face, reprimanding, "Haven't you thanked Young Hero Lin yet for his lesson?"

 The scholarly young man, covering his right cheek that had a clear hand print, looked at Wei Hanshan in disbelief. Then he turned his head and rebelliously responded with silence.

 Another slap resonated.

 Wei Hanshan backhanded a slap to the scholarly young man's left cheek: "I told you, thank Young Hero Lin."

 The scholarly young man clenched his jaw, held back the pain and indignation, and in a voice choking back tears, bowed to Link: "Thank you, Young Hero Lin, for the lesson."

 "You're welcome,"

 Link waved, "Go get some ice to put on your face. It looks pretty painful."

 "Aren't you going yet?"

 Seeing the young man lower his head and glare at Link, Wei Hanshan reprimanded him again.

 The scholarly young man, with his swelling face, left the private room.

 "Young Hero Lin, thank you very much for disciplining my son. His upbringing has been unsatisfactory, causing you to see this sideshow, I really owe you an apology."

 Wei Hanshan, as if he had received a huge favor from Link, kept thanking and apologizing, conveniently forgetting that he barged into the private room initially to teach Link a lesson.

 To stop Link from investigating Li Sisi's premature love affairs.

 The speed and thoroughness of his about-face were indeed worthy of a ruthless man who could establish a large-scale industrial group from scratch.

 Link then seriously looked at Wei Hanshan and said earnestly, "Mr. Wei, you know exactly why I'm in the province. Let me warn you, if it's not your own doing, you don't need to carry the burden for others. You might become the scapegoat instead."

 Wei Hanshan's face froze, then he chuckled: "What is Young Hero Lin talking about? I have always been peace-loving and prefer to keep a harmonious relationship with everyone, won't do such a foolish act."

 "Is that so?"

 Link remained commentless and simply responded indifferently.

 Wei Hanshan didn't continue with the topic, filled up a glass of white wine, raised it, and seriously said: "I'm the one at fault tonight, and I've annoyed Hall Master Shi and Young Hero Lin. Allow me to make amends."

 As he said this, he emptied the entire glass, nearly three ounces of strong white wine.

 Setting down the glass, Wei Hanshan said: "I won't continue to disturb you both any longer. Tonight's expenses are on me, as a token of my apology."

 Without waiting for Brother Shi and Link to respond, he turned around and left.

 The private room was soon left with Brother Shi, Link, and the Martial Arts Hall disciples who couldn't stop Wei Hanshan and his entourage.

 "It's not your fault, go back and have a good meal."

 Brother Shi waved his hand at several Martial Arts Hall disciples who looked guilty.

 It's been less than six years since the establishment of a Martial Arts Hall in the province. It had only been able to train some disciples in the spiritual energy realm, and there haven't been any disciples in the Condensation realm who can represent the school.

 It's understandable that they couldn't stop the local bully, Wei Hanshan.

 "Yes, Hall Master"

 The few Martial Arts Hall disciples breathed a sigh of relief, saluted, and left the private room, closing the door.

 "Younger brother, what do you think Wei Hanshan is really trying to accomplish tonight?"

 With only the two of them left, Brother Shi no longer hid his thoughts and directly expressed his doubts, "It looked like he was here to show his power, but then it turned into him trying to sever any connection with Seventh Junior Sister's affair. I am really puzzled."

 Link smiled lightly: "This is exactly the craftiness of the old fox, Wei Hanshan. As long as he showed up tonight, he could report back. Whether it was to show his power or to sever relationships, it doesn't matter."

 "You mean?"

 Brother Shi seemed to understand something.

 "Yes."

 Link affirmed Brother Shi's guess.

 "Sigh!"

 Brother Shi couldn't help but take a cold breath.

 The Octagon Martial Arts Center's six-year rapid development places it as the number one Martial Arts School in Danyang Prefecture.

 In terms of power and influence, it's almost at par with Wei Corporation, thus they balanced each other out.

 Listening to Link's meaning, it seems he wants to use Seventh Junior Sister Li Sisi as a breakthrough to deal with the people of Octagon Martial Arts School while still remaining hidden.

 Wei Hanshan and his son, they are merely chess pieces in their opponent's hands.

 Even, manipulating Seventh Junior Sister's cognition with some insidious methods, it's probably just a small test.

 "Since when did we, the Octagon Martial Arts School, offend such a treacherous person?"

 Brother Shi felt puzzled and apprehensive at the same time.

 Moving targets are easy to hit, while hidden arrows are hard to guard!

 "No need to worry too much, Brother Shi. We just need to be cautious, alert and ready. Water covers earth, soldiers will block the enemy."

 Link calmly reassured his suddenly anxious older brother/master.

 "Hmm."

 Brother Shi nodded, took a deep breath, suppressing his emotions.

 After this incident, he didn't have the heart to take Link to enjoy tonight's "main course".

 Link noticed the change in his brother's mood and offered a way out: "Brother, the boat's rocking so much. I'm tired and need to rest."

 "Ah? Okay, okay, good."

 Brother Shi was taken aback before quickly agreeing.

 The two brothers led their martial arts disciples out of the hotel to go back to their school.

 As for the bill, Wei Hanshan had said that he would bear the expenses, so naturally, he'd pay it.

 In another place.

 Wei Hanshan had immediately sought out his son after leaving the private room.

 The refined young Wei Bowen had already fixed his index finger and was receiving ice compress treatment to reduce the swelling on his face.

 "Father, what's the result?"

 Seeing Wei Hanshan entering the room, Wei Bowen waved away the two hotel room attendants who were helping him with the ice compress, and asked anxiously.

 "We're in trouble."

 Wei Hanshan pondered over tonight's encounter with Link, and said with a troubled face, "Lin is not as easy to fool as Shi Gandang."

 "He's the same age as me, isn't he? Seventeen?"

 Wei Bowen asked with ghostly eyes.

 "Yes, he's indeed your age. However, he cannot be treated with the same consideration. We need to be cautious."

 Wei Hanshan warned cryptically.

 "Father, I understand."

 Wei Bowen promptly responded.

 "Understand?"

 Wei Hanshan forced out a word from his nostrils, then angrily reprimanded,

 "If you truly understand, you won't have forgotten my repeated warnings about not getting too involved with your cousin! Mechanical martial arts, although they deviate from tradition, are essentially good and can promote the development of the world.

 Otherwise, those Human Immortal Martial Path sects that have been around for hundreds, or even thousands of years would have annihilated them, at their inception."

 Your cousin's family, however, is not just deviating from the norm!

 It's a blasphemy, a demonic behavior, it's eerie!

 If this gets exposed, not just human immortal martial artists, but even mechanical martial artists, would decisively kill them off!

 You, on the other hand, not only do not stay away from your cousin, but, under her instigation, you have even set your sights on Li Shuwen's daughter!

 You're truly courting death!"

 After being scolded by his father, Wei Bowen knew in his heart that his father was right, but he couldn't suppress his teenage rebellious spirit, and couldn't help but murmur: "She's just a martial arts school head. What's there to be afraid of?"

 "Just a school head?"

 Wei Hanshan immediately raised his voice, unconsciously raising his right hand, wanting to slap Wei Bowen again. But he held back, pointing his finger at Wei Bowen's nose and scolding, "You are killing me! If you knew anything about the history of Jianghu, you wouldn't be ignorant of the Divine Gun Li Shuwen's fame! It's him who has been known to fight and pacify a whole generation of martial artists in the southern pugilistic world with just one punch and one gun! If he hadn't changed his name in recent years, and unwilling to leave Fuli County, the entire Jianghu of Danyang Prefecture, would have changed completely!"

 Upon hearing this, Wei Bowen's mouth twitched a few times, a feeling of fear creeping up in his heart.

 No wonder his father hurriedly followed when he forced open the door to the private room tonight.

 It turns out, he was worried about his life!
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 The next day. 

 Link declined the proposal of being accompanied by his senior brother and left the branch by himself.

 Having visited the provincial capital twice and studied its most detailed map, he was not as unfamiliar with it as others might think.

 Without any disguise, Link followed his planned route, wandering through the streets and alleys of the provincial capital from early morning till midnight, before returning to the Martial Arts School.

 In the less than a year that Seventh Junior Sister Li Sisi had been studying in the provincial capital, Link visited all the places she frequented, as well as those she had only been to once or twice.

 All his actions were done openly and honestly, making it clear for all those who had their eyes on both the Octagon Martial Arts School and him.

 He was not worried about assassinations or other tricks in the least.

 In fact, he was rather hoping that those hidden behind the scenes would lose their patience and show themselves.

 After all, Link only had incomplete memories of his past life and the earliest years of his current life. However, after the age of three, his memories had been restored.

 Well… with the exception of his knowledge of witchcraft from the Wizard World.

 He had a very deep and clear understanding of his situation and goals.

 Having lived in this world for seventeen years and accumulated enough power to take care of his business, he could no longer live as quietly as he had for the last seventeen years.

 After investigating and handling the matter of Seventh Junior Sister Li Sisi's infatuation, Link planned to visit Tianshui County to check on the Jiang Family and see how the overly simple single mother has fared over the years.

 "Junior Brother, how did it go? Did you find anything?"

 Brother Shi seemed to be waiting specifically for Link's return and inquired about it as soon as he saw him.

 "There's no particular discovery. I just checked out the places where Seventh Senior Sister had been to, looking for anything suspicious."

 Link was not hiding anything and explained as it was.

 Giving a quick glance, it would indeed be hard to spot any problems.

 Having no findings is quite normal.

 However, if he had any guesses or deductions in his mind, that was another story.

 "Which direction do you plan to investigate next?"

 Brother Shi's brows furrowed, and he said seriously, "Let me accompany you tomorrow. After all, I am more familiar with the provincial capital as I have stayed here longer than you."

 Link still declined: "Brother, you focus on your duties in the Martial Arts School. I'm okay with investigating alone, as long as there's timely discovery. After all, Seventh Senior Sister is currently not in any trouble. There's no rush to get this matter thoroughly investigated. We can take our time."

 "Fine then."

 Brother Shi didn't insist.

 The branch in the provincial capital was not just a simple Martial Arts School. There was a whole set of industries surrounding it.

 Currently, Brother Shi lacked capable assistants.

 Master Li's later private disciples who had met the graduation standard were sent to Fourth Senior Sister's school first.

 If Brother Shi wanted to get help, he had to train by himself or wait for the upcoming graduate brothers and sisters.

 Therefore, Brother Shi was indeed busy with a lot of things every day.

 His previous negligence concerning Seventh Junior Sister was not intentional and had its reasons.

 "Brother, you should rest early. I'm a bit tired, I'll go back to my room first."

 Link did not behave differently around Brother Shi. What should be said should be said openly, without any concealment.

 "Alright, you should rest early as well."

 Brother Shi nodded, stood up and left the main hall, walking back to his room with his hands behind his back.

 Link watched Brother Shi's back and then turned towards the small courtyard arranged for him.

 After returning to his room, Link did not rush to sleep. Instead, he practiced his skills for about half an hour, and after a slight shake, all the sweat and dust on his body were shaken off. Only after his body was clean and dry did he go to sleep.

 A phrase often on one's lips, a technique often in one's hand.

 Since he couldn't perform witchcraft due to restrictions, he had to follow the customs of this world and improve his strength through its cultivation methods.

 Whether it was for offense or self-defense, he had plenty of leeway.

 As for the cultivation method of this world...

 Lying in bed, Link closed his eyes tightly. It seemed like he was sleeping, but in reality, he was sensing everything in the bedroom with his spiritual power, far exceeding that of a Normalization Realm martial artist, nearly matching that of Master Li Shuwen in the Middle Stage of the Hollow Void Stage.

 In ten years, even if his Sea of Consciousness was locked and knowledge was sealed.

 But with his self-study and hazy feelings, Link had found some spiritual power techniques similar to the True Spirit Wizard System.

 Looking at the surveillance tool shaped like an eyeball hanging on the window, facing the bed directly but completely invisible and intangible, Link had some ripples in his heart.

 "Does such evil exist in this world as well?"

 The eyeball-shaped surveillance tool, under the spiritual power sensing, emitted a revolting, strange aura.

 Even if his witchcraft knowledge was sealed, Link immediately recognized that this eyeball-shaped surveillance tool, which had not appeared when he left home this morning, was actually created by refining human eyes through evil means.

 In other words, apart from the Human Immortal Martial Path and Mechanical martial arts in the Extraordinary system of this world, there are some dark arts that are not public.

 After careful contemplation, Link found it quite reasonable.

 The Human Immortal Martial Path emphasizes the balance of spirit, qi, and mind, without any bias.

 The Mechanical martial arts does not pay much attention to qi, slightly emphasizes spirit, and focuses more on mind.

 During the development of Mechanical martial arts, or before its appearance, the birth of a quasi-witchcraft Extraordinary system entirely based on the "mind" was highly likely.

 However, looking over the cultivation history of this world, techniques like visualization and meditation were unable to significantly increase spiritual power.

 Therefore, if a cultivator of this world wants to use quasi-witchcraft techniques based on the "mind", solely relying on the practitioner's own "mind" is far from enough.
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 In poverty, there's change; in change, there's understanding.

 People with manipulative intentions and ruthless hearts naturally would target the "divine" of others.

 Thus, the origin of dark magic emerged.

 Link recalled the abnormal changes he had noticed in Seventh Junior Sister Li Sisi, which seemed very similar to the memory alteration techniques he vaguely remembered used by True Spirit Wizards.

 Both pieces of evidence confirmed Link's belief—there were dark magic organizations or societies secretly operating in this world.

 Now, for unknown reasons, these same organizations had set their sights on the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 "Just rats from the sewer!"

 Murmuring to himself, Link left a precautionary measure in place and went to sleep peacefully.

 Just a group of rats, too timid to operate in broad daylight under the sun. Not something to worry about.

 Find them, kill them, and let them decay under the sun.

 And as for how to find them, Link already had a plan in mind.

 As the saying goes, humans leave traces behind them.

 And as you stare into the abyss, so too it stares back at you.

 If they dared and were able to leave a magical surveillance method in Link's bedroom, they had to prepare for the possibility that Link could trace it back to them.

 Otherwise, what awaited them would be a ruthless iron fist!

 While Link slept peacefully, others were restless.

 "Yun, how are things?"

 Wei Bowen secretly slipped out from his home, fooling his father Wei Hanshan, to meet with his cousin Yun Xinying, whom he had been strictly forbidden to interact with.

 Watching the rather blurry image reflected in the basin of water before her, Yun Xinying calmly said, "What's there to panic about?"

 "I have to worry, Yun."

 Panic was written all over Wei Bowen's face, "Li Sisi's father is none other than Divine Gun Li Shuwen, who dominated the Southern Pugilistic World twenty years ago, and is simply using the alias Li Shuwen now."

 After hearing this news last night, Wei Bowen dug into the background today of the man that put such fear in his father, Wei Hanshan.

 Without looking, he had no idea. Once he did, he was anxious and terrified since noon, unable to shake off the fear even now.

 No wonder mechanical martial arts in the Southern Pugilistic World are so much less developed than in Northern Jianghu.

 This was because, twenty years ago, Li Shuwen, known as the unbeatable master of spear and fist, went on a killing spree all by himself.

 And earned the reputation, "Victorious in fighting, God Spear Li Shuwen."

 All he had done was to change his name and disappear after being framed by some people in the mechanical martial arts discipline for injuring a righteous person by mistake.

 If nothing happened to Li Sisi, it's okay, but if anything happened, every member of the Wei family, would not be enough for Li Shuwen to kill.

 How could Wei Bowen not be afraid?

 "Just because it's Li Shuwen, is that a reason to be so scared? What a loser!"

 Yun Xinying turned off the magical surveillance of Link and disdainfully snapped.

 "Huh?"

 Wei Bowen gasped, quickly composed himself, and hurriedly asked, "Do you guys have a way to deal with Li Shuwen?"

 "Of course we do."

 Yun Xinying responded smugly, "Otherwise, why would we waste our energy trying to get Li Sisi to fall in love with you who is...worthless."

 Honest words are the most hurtful.

 Wei Bowen always carried himself elegantly on the outside, but he was indeed a worthless hedonist on the inside.

 At such a young age, he was obsessed with pursuing love and showed no ambition towards his studies or his career.

 Practicing Human Immortal Martial Path was too strenuous for him.

 Practicing mechanical martial arts was too painful for him.

 His behavior caused Wei Hanshan great disappointment, and if not for being the only son, a successor would have been chosen long ago.

 Listening to his cousin Yun Xinying's openly belittling words, Wei Bowen could only chuckle awkwardly - he did have a sense of face.

 It's not like Yun Xinying was just throwing out insults.

 Even after they'd changed Li Sisi's cognition, Wei Bowen had yet to win her over. If that didn't make him a loser, what did?

 This mistake led to the Octagon Martial Arts School catching wind of their schemes.

 But this guy, Link, was more troublesome than he expected.

 On the surface, it seemed like he was just taking a casual glance. But according to Yun Xinying's secret observation, Link had discovered some leads.

 Fortunately, they had cut off all connections and left those spots and people as discarded pawns.

 Otherwise, they might really have been found by him.

 "Humph!"

 Yun Xinying snorted, with unyielding determination in her heart.

 She decided to give the persistent and arrogant Link a taste of her power.

 Wei Bowen saw the malicious smile creeping up Yun Xinying's lips, and he immediately had flashbacks to the times when she had teased and tortured him, causing him to shiver involuntarily.

 Without even a goodbye, Wei Bowen quietly left the room, rushing back home.

 "Worthless!"

 Yun Xinying glanced at Wei Bowen's hasty retreat, snorted in contempt, and then dismissed him from her mind.

 She began to ponder how she could teach Link a lesson without him discovering her involvement.

 After a while, an exquisite idea came to mind.

 "He he he..."

 No one could help but shiver at Yun Xinying's menacing chuckle.

 Wei Bowen raced a few steps to his family's mansion right next door, took a leap, and hopped over the wall.

 "I thought perhaps you were sleeping at your cousin's house again tonight."

 Immediately upon landing, Wei Bowen heard his father, Wei Hanshan, express his disappointment with a sigh. This immediately set him into a cold sweat.

 "No... That's not it."

 Wei Bowen stammered as he replied.

 "Nothing? Really, I think you're just too afraid, aren't you?"

 Wei Hanshan recalled the last time Wei Bowen was sucked dry overnight by that witch, Yun Xinying, and couldn't help but seethe in anger.

 This dimwit never learns. After his previous ordeal, he still dared to mingle with Yun Xinying.

 Is he not afraid of never waking up one morning?

 Total cluelessness.

 Suppressing his emotions, Wei Hanshan took a deep breath and asked, "What did you talk about tonight, and how did she respond?"

 Seeing that his father had no intention of further investigating, Wei Bowen felt a weight lift off his chest. He was just relieved he wasn't being reproached.

 Steadying himself, Wei Bowen replied, "Yun said she's been keeping an eye on Link. Also, they targeted Li Sisi only because their real aim is Li Shuwen."

 "Hmm..."

 Upon hearing this, Wei Hanshan let out a derisive laugh.

 "Father, what do you mean by that?"

 Wei Bowen was puzzled about his father's reaction and what it could possibly mean.

 "They think they can take on Li Shuwen?"

 Wei Hanshan looked at him with a mocking gaze. "You think their shallow tricks can stand against Li Shuwen? Even with more manpower, it's futile."

 "Is that possible?"

 Wei Bowen mustered up the courage to counter, "I've seen how extraordinary their techniques are for myself."

 "Extraordinary?"

 Wei Hanshan scoffed and turned to leave.

 "Father, is there something I don't know? Can you tell me more?"

 Wei Bowen quickly caught up, eager to dig deeper.

 He was indeed very curious. He wanted to know why, despite Yun and her allies' extraordinary techniques, they seemed so insignificant compared to Li Shuwen in his father's eyes.

 "There's a lot you don't know."

 Wei Hanshan continued as he walked, "Do you know why Li Shuwen retreated and no longer involves himself in the Jianghu?"

 "I've heard that it was because he was tricked by the Mechanical martial arts and accidentally hurt a righteous man."

 Wei Bowen shared what he had found in the information he looked up that morning.

 "Their power had a hand in setting up that trap too. Can you guess what else Li Shuwen did besides accidentally hurting a hero during that incident?"

 Wei Hanshan asked with a meaningful look on his face.

 Wei Bowen immediately shook his head, "I can't guess."

 "Ha ha ha..."

 Wei Hanshan laughed first, then his tone became serious, "Li Shuwen massacred a total of 187 people without a single scratch!"

 "Ah!!!!!"

 Upon hearing this, Wei Bowen let out a shocked cry.

 One man killed as many as 187 people, a story so incredible it's hard to believe.

 And he was unscathed?

 No wonder the tales of Li Shuwen have been seldom mentioned in the Southern Pugilistic World these years, whether it's the Human Immortal Martial Path or the Mechanical martial arts.

 The story is simply too monstrous.

 It showcases the inadequacy of the Mechanical martial arts, and in comparison, the Human Immortal Martial Path and other martial artists are also not looking good.

 It's terrifying indeed.
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 He woke at dawn. 

 Link leisurely woke, practiced in the morning, ate a meal, and then went out.

 But this time, he didn't act straightforwardly. After leaving the Martial Arts School, he quickly found a place to disguise himself and changed his appearance.

 The ones tailing him soon lost track of Link.

 This news spread back, and many people and forces had different thoughts because of it.

 Some were worried, like the Wei Family's father and son; some hoped, like several Human Immortal Martial Artists and those forces that didn't get along well with the Wei Family; and some were excited, like Yun Xinying, who was thinking of finding a chance to make a move.

 "Hehehe...."

 Yun Xinying stared at the blurry image on the water surface in front of her, letting out a triumphant laughter, "No matter how cunning you are, you will fall into my trap."

 The invisible and intangible Monitoring Eye floated behind Link, presenting all of Link's actions for Yun Xinying to watch.

 And Link was completely unaware.

 This kind of performance, made Yun Xinying look down on the Human Immortal Martial Path, which had shown signs of decline in recent years, even more.

 The so-called rising talents, weren't they still at her mercy?

 Yun Xinying laughed happily for a while, then started her preparations.

 First, she took a transparent mirror and transferred the surveillance imaging technique from the water basin to the mirror surface. Then, she tied up her usually hanging hair into a bun, changed out of her long skirt, put on clothes suitable for active movement, and put on a little makeup.

 In no time, a completely different Yun Xinying appeared.

 So different that even a man who had had intimate relations with her would not recognize her.

 She wandered around the room, took out some materials for the technique, activated a mechanism, opened a secret door, and sneaked out of the mansion through a tunnel.

 When she got outside, Yun Xinying glanced at the mirror to ascertain Link's latest location and direction.

 Unbeknownst to him, Link had already left the bustling main city area and was heading towards the west suburbs, a place that Li Sisi had been to once.

 There was a haunted house there where many strange incidents had occurred.

 Having grown up in the Martial Arts School, Li Sisi had developed a fearless personality.

 When a few classmates invited her, she readily agreed to go on an adventure to this haunted house.

 "Hmph, you're quite observant."

 Yun Xinying sneered, saying disdainfully, "But what if you found out there's something wrong here?"

 This haunted house was indeed the first place where Yun Xinying made her move on Li Sisi.

 However, the organization and she had long severed all connections with the haunted house.

 What remained in the haunted house, any clues that Link could find, would all lead to highly misleading places.

 According to the original plan, Yun Xinying should have let Link investigate freely.

 But now, Yun Xinying had decided to take matters into her own hands and deal with this somewhat annoying fellow.

 She didn't have the mood to play cat and mouse anymore.

 She took out two yellow talismans from her upper garment pocket, and held them in her left hand, while her right hand pinched the technique. She chanted and activated the effect of the two yellow talismans.

 She then attached the two talismans to her legs, her body immediately felt light as a swallow, and her speed greatly increased.

 Picking a direction, Yun Xinying quickly headed towards the haunted house.

 In no time, she arrived near the haunted house.

 This haunted house was carefully selected by Yun Xinying to suit Li Sisi's personality.

 She was very familiar with the surroundings.

 She quickly found a place well-suited for hiding herself and launching a surprise attack, and hid there.

 However, not before laying a careful trap in the haunted house.

 Even if the trap wasn't triggered, it wouldn't affect the ambush this time.

 But what if it was?

 That would be a huge win.

 Meanwhile.

 Link was focusing on several things at once. While conducting a diligent investigation, he reversed the surveillance via the Monitoring Eye to observe the movements of the caster, while also monitoring the people in the Martial Arts School through a method he had figured out from being monitored by the Monitoring Eye.

 The person who could plant the Monitoring Eye in his bedroom was definitely collaborating from within and without.

 In other words, there was a mole in the Martial Arts School.

 Not only should the external threat be eliminated, but the inner problems should also be dug out.

 Soon, before Link had left the city or gone to the west suburbs, he made a discovery.

 A disciple from the Martial Arts School, who had come to the pier with Brother Shi to pick him up the night before last, sneaked into his room suspiciously and began to carefully search.

 His focus was on the bookshelf and the desk.

 He seemed to be looking for whether Link had made any written records of his investigation results.

 After the search ended, the disappointed mole left the room with disappointment all over his face.

 The monitoring carrier that Link had left behind quickly followed.

 Following him like this, Link discovered a clue.

 The mole left the Martial Arts School in normal spirits, took a few detours, came to a teahouse, and pretended to drink tea and listen to the storytelling.

 In reality, not long after the mole ordered some tea, a person came and sat behind the mole, back to back with the mole.

 Link manipulated the monitoring carrier to move to the other person's front and clearly saw the other person's face.

 With a little thought, Link recognized him. He was one of the attendants often used by Wei Bowen, Li Sisi's early love interest, and a scholarly young man.

 "Sure enough, you're also problematic."

 Link's face was calm, but this thought flashed through his mind.

 The mole and the attendant began to talk, reporting the search results.

 After the conversation ended, the attendant reminded the mole not to expose his identity, and not to act recklessly anymore, in order to avoid arousing suspicion.

 Even if his identity was exposed, he must not divulge the attendant and Wei Bowen, otherwise, his old mother staying in the hospital would not receive proper treatment.

 The mole packed up the money bag left by the attendant. He sat for a while in the teahouse after the attendant left, then returned to the Martial School with a complicated expression.
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 After listening to the two's conversation and observing the mole's behavior, there was no ripple in Link's heart.

 His mind to purge the mole doesn't waver in the slightest.

 All beings suffer.

 People who inflict harm on others because of their own sufferings don't deserve sympathy.

 Since he has found another clue, he naturally won't let it go.

 The monitoring device abandoned the mole and quickly targeted Wei Bowen's attendant, following him back to the Wei Family Manor.

 However, Link couldn't pay attention to Wei Family Manor for the time being as he was almost at the West Suburb Ghost House. He needed to concentrate.

 After giving the monitoring device the instruction to record video and sound, Link no longer paid attention to it.

 Last night, inspired by the Evil Method of the Watchful Eye, Link very smoothly developed this potent monitoring method/technique.

 It can not only observe the scene and sound in real-time but can also record them to check later.

 The consumption of energy and spirit to use this method/technique isn't much. It is just maintaining it that was somewhat taxing on the mind.

 However, with Link's current reserves of spiritual power, he can maintain it for more than six hours without affecting his combat power.

 It was for this reason that through the reverse detection of the Evil Method of the Watchful Eye, after discovering that the people behind the scenes were planning to act against him, Link quickly decided to catch them here at the West Suburb Ghost House.

 Firstly to interrogate them about some matters, and secondly to interrogate them about their evil methods.

 Of course, Link wouldn't practice evil methods. He just wanted to use them as a reference and lead to pry open more knowledge locks.

 Soon, he arrived at the West Suburb Ghost House.

 Link pretended not to notice the hiding place of Yun Xinying, circled around the periphery of the ghost house, made sure there were no other traps and lurking personnel, then entered the ghost house.

 He planned on catching and interrogating inside the ghost house.

 The ghost house is a typical standalone triplex residential building.

 The front door leads to an open space, the entrance leads to a hall, with rooms on both sides, and the kitchen, toilet, pigsty, and a room for storing miscellaneous items at the back.

 There's a large cellar underneath the storeroom.

 The bizarre events mentioned in rumors all happened inside the cellar.

 Link pretended not to be aware of the trap set up in the cellar and plunged right in.

 "Hahahahaha..."

 A wild, triumphant laugh resounded throughout the ghost house.

 The hanging Link, with his blood, power, and True Qi restrained, revealed a panicky expression.

 He started to struggle violently, but couldn't get rid of the net entwined around him.

 "Who is it? Come out!"

 After failing his attempt, Link, out of "frustration and anger", started lambasting. "You coward, hiding and plotting. If you have guts, come out and fight one on one!"

 While cursing, Link continued to struggle.

 But the more he struggled, the tighter the net became.

 "Is this the genius inheritor Link of Octagon Martial Arts School? Somewhat disappointing, I must say!"

 Yun Xinying was quite surprised that her carefully laid trap worked so well. Initially, she didn't believe it and thought it was deceptive, so she didn't reveal herself immediately.

 Even though this trap was a simplified version of a method the organization used against Li Shuwen, specifically targeting Human Immortal Martial Artists.

 When Yun Xinying found that Link indeed had no way to deal with the net, she decided to come out and mock him.

 Yun Xinying didn't even know why she had such an idea. She just felt that doing so seemed quite enjoyable.

 Thus, while expressing her disapproval of Link, Yun Xinying left her hiding place outside the ghost house and came in.

 "How's it? Feeling suffocated?"

 Yun Xinying entered the cellar, waved her hand to light a few torches on the wall.

 These torches were left behind by Li Sisi and the rest when they came for an adventure last time.

 "No, not suffocated."

 After Yun Xinying entered the ghost house, Link ceased to struggle and waited patiently.

 When he met Yun Xinying in person, his spiritual power silently scanned her, and his feelings were quite complex.

 Reflected on his face, it was a management failure of his expression, quite exciting.

 Link wouldn't have anticipated such a discovery in this world.

 Was the Supreme Council sending the 64 most outstanding young wizards of the Wizard World to the test of Elise Clark really for helping her complete the test?

 Or are there other hidden purposes?

 Or perhaps, it wasn't wholeheartedly to help Elise Clark at all, but with the intent to achieve other goals?

 Link couldn't help but start to doubt in his heart, then immediately refocused his attention on dealing with the matter at hand.

 Since the key figure hiding behind the scenes has appeared before him, and there's no need to worry about any strange escape techniques from the other party, why continue the pretense?

 Under Yun Xinying's shocked gaze, like a gold bell hanging upside down,Link, who was bound by a net and suspended in mid-air, turned into a specter and disappeared in an instant.

 A phantom-like figure flashed behind her.

 A few swift sounds.

 The real Link used his Human Immortal Martial Path techniques to cut off Yun Xinying's circulation of Qi and blood within his hands.

 Then, using a bone-joint disruption technique, he dislocated all of Yun Xinying's limbs and jawbone, to prevent suicide.

 Following that, he pulled out several silver needles and inserted them into a few of Yun Xinying's key points, locking up her spiritual power, at a speed that couldn't be caught by the naked eye.

 Essentially, he completely eradicated Yun Xinying's chances of using any unusual techniques.

 A dull thud.

 Yun Xinying, who had instantly lost her ability to move, speak, and cast skills, heavily fell to the ground.

 But she didn't care about the pain. Her eyes reflected shock, panic, and fear.

 All day she had been the hunter, but today she suddenly became the hunted.

 She thought she was the hunter, but she was actually the prey.

 The sudden reversal of roles had dealt a heavy psychological blow to Yun Xinying.

 "Let me introduce myself..."

 Link squatted down, expressionless, looked down at Yun Xinying, and calmly said, "My name is Link, the eighth junior brother of Li Sisi. I think, you should be clear that falling into my hands won't bode well for you. If you don't want to suffer more, just be straightforward, tell me what I want to know, alright?"

 While speaking, Link repositioned Yun Xinying's jawbone, and casually threw out a sentence: "If you dare to shout, or curse, you must dare to endure torture. Every shout, every curse, will endure ten times this..."

 Before he could finish his sentence, with his right hand Index and middle finger combined into a sword point, Link casually touched one of the painful points on Yun Xinying's body.

 Yun Xinying immediately curled up, bending like a thoroughly cooked shrimp, suffering in silence.

 She opened her mouth wide, but not even a tiny scream that might vent some of her pain was possible.

 "Understand?"

 Link watched as Yun Xinying endured the sudden severe pain bit by bit, panting heavily, and asked indifferently.

 "Un... Understood."

 With a hint of resentment and hatred flashing in the depths of her eyes, Yun Xinying nodded in response.

 "Good if you understand."

 At this moment, Link missed his gold frame glasses.

 Even without the gold frame glasses, he wished he had a pair of black rimmed glasses that said "All of you here are trash."

 Otherwise, he felt as if something was missing, that could make the mood of the current scene friendlier.

 Suppressing the thoughts in his mind, Link got to the point and asked, "Why did you want to hurt Li Sisi?"

 Yun Xinying did not hide or deceive, and truthfully replied, "To lure out your master Li Shuwen."

 "Hmm... You're not afraid to die?"

 Link had been in the Octagon Martial Arts School for ten years, how could he not know that Li Shuwen was only his master's alias?

 He was already very clear about his master's real identity and past.

 So, he wasn't too surprised by the other party's answer, but he was a bit puzzled. What confidence did they have to provoke the "God Spear" who had been away from the Jianghu for a long time?

 "The organization has a way to deal with Li Shuwen."

 Yun Xinying's goal at the moment was to delay, so she answered accordingly.

 "Oh? Just like that trap earlier?"

 Link was slightly interested.

 The trap just now was indeed quite clever.

 If it were his eldest brother or his second sister, they would probably have fallen for the trap, unable to resist.

 It was only because Link had a lot of strange cards up his sleeve that he was unaffected.

 If the power of that trap was increased several times, maybe it could harm Master Li Shuwen.

 "Exactly."

 Yun Xinying's answer confirmed Link's guess.

 "Why?"

 Link didn't delve into the trap, but switched the question.

 Yun Xinying was silent for a while, bit her teeth, and finally said truthfully:

 "To make Li Shuwen a puppet!"

 "To conquer a Secret Realm."
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 "Hehe..." 

 Upon hearing this, Link couldn't help but let out a scornful laugh.

 Evil paths, they are indeed evil paths.

 When they need something, they never think about cultivating it themselves, but rather resort to plundering from others.

 Through the oscillation of spiritual power, Link could confirm that Yun Xinying wasn't lying, and he could even determine whether she was withholding any key information.

 Therefore, it could be assured that everything Yun Xinying had just told was nothing but the truth.

 Once he understood her and her organization's motives, Link continued his interrogation, "What's the name of your organization? What are your strongholds in the provincial city? What practices do you follow? Tell me everything."

 "I can tell you all of this, but only under one condition."

 Yun Xinying turned her head to look into Link's eyes, her own eyes displaying a steadfast determination.

 "Go ahead."

 Link smiled, finding it quite interesting.

 Yun Xinying spoke earnestly, "I don't beg you to let me go, I just ask for a quick death, to not have to suffer torment."

 "Granted."

 Link gave an immediate affirmative response.

 "Good, I hope you will keep your word."

 Yun Xinying took a deep breath and said, "Our organization is called Witch Charm. We practice Ancient Witchcraft and operate like phantoms. There aren't many of our strongholds in the provincial city, only three. One is the mansion where I lived, one is the Wishful Gambling House, and one is the Lotus Heart Boat. As for our practices, we do not practice Human Immortal Martial Path, nor Mechanical Martial Arts, we practice the Way of Witchcraft. Witchcraft specializes in 'spirits', emphasizing that all things in the universe possess a spirit as a core philosophy, utilizing spirits for cultivation and casting spells."

 She paused for a moment, then spoke somewhat expectantly, "If you want, I can tell you the complete technique. I can even explain the way to practice it, how to cast spells."

 "Proceed."

 Link nodded his head.

 Yun Xinying then recited a practice method of ancient witchcraft that was only around four hundred characters long, filled with complex and difficult words, and explained a few simple techniques for beginners.

 After carefully listening, Link instantly grasped the true essence of the practice but didn't actually try it.

 Even if his Sea of Consciousness was locked and his knowledge sealed, Link could still discern that this ancient witchcraft practice was extremely inferior.

 Adhering to this practice would produce an end result of not resembling either a human or a ghost, one would become a hybrid.

 However, the few techniques explained by Yun Xinying did arouse Link's interest.

 Especially the technique Link named 'Monitoring Eye'.

 "Wow, your organization is really impressive!"

 After hearing the detailed explanation about the crafting method of the technique named "Ghost Eye" by the Witch Charm organization, Link couldn't help but express his admiration.

 This "Ghost Eye" method required the eyes of two pregnant mountain goat mothers, crushed into a potion; the eyes of seven pairs of girls born at Yin Year, Yin Month, Yin Day, Yin Time, also crushed into a potion; the eyes of seven pairs of boys born at Yang Year, Yang Month, Yang Day, Yang Time, again crushed to form another potion; finally, these three potions were mixed at the exact moment of midnight on the fifteenth day of the seventh lunar month to form one, three drops of heart's blood were then added, stirred well, and with this as an ink, a vertical eye was drawn on the left palm and chanted over for seven days.

 As the technique was completed on the day of the Ghost Festival, with the chanting moment filled with ghostly aura, it was called "Ghost Eye".

 But what interested Link wasn't the "Ghost Eye" technique itself.

 It was the crafting process.

 Just as the "Ghost Eye" monitoring him last night led him to understand the method of remote, multitasking surveillance, the crafting process also provided Link with a profound touch.

 A concept named "Construction" burst through the blockade, popped into his mind.

 Then came the pure "Construction" system content, completely stripped of any related witchcraft knowledge.

 The flood of complex information from this sudden breakthrough momentarily distracted Link, leaving him standing in place stupefied.

 Yun Xinying, who had never given up on escaping and was only buying time by cooperating and telling the truth to decrease her torment, seized this opportunity. She had no time to consider whether this was a trap or not, hurriedly using her recovered strength to forcefully expel the silver needles that had been inserted into her acupoints.

 This process of forcing out the needles was extremely painful.

 Yun Xinying clamped her jaw tight, refusing to utter even the slightest sound.

 Once her power of mind was still slow but could barely be used, she hypnotized herself to ignore the bodily pain, forcing her dislocated joints back into place with loud snaps, regaining her ability to move.

 Casting a resentful glance at Link, whose eyes were lifeless and who was standing still without displaying any reaction or movement due to an unknown reason, Yun Xinying, who had not yet recovered much of her strength, could only reluctantly retreat.

 She didn't attempt to finish off Link.

 "You'll pay for this!"

 Having escaped from the basement of the haunted house, Yun Xinying didn't dare to stop nor look back. She could only grit her teeth and utter that bitter threat, stumbling away as fast as she could.

 Back in the basement.

 Link quickly regained his senses.

 Originally, he had planned to find a chance to let Yun Xinying escape in order to track her back to the bigger fish.

 It seemed perfect to execute this 'feigned concession for a better capture' plan when his pure "Construction" system knowledge kicked in.

 "Think you can escape?"

 By sensing the spiritual power mark left in Yun Xinying's body, Link was not at all worried about her escaping from his clutches.

 Link stood up, scanned the basement, and confirmed that there was nothing more that needed investigation. He then extinguished the torch, left the haunted house, and returned to the Martial Arts School.

 At this moment, issues like Li Sisi's early love affair, Yun Xinying, the mole in the Martial Arts School, the schemes of Witch Charm were no longer important.

 The most important thing was the pure "Construction" system knowledge that had been unlocked in his mind.

 After stripping away any related witchcraft content, the "Construction" system could be considered as a separate academic discipline, or a type of superpower.
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 Even though his Sea of Consciousness was locked, and his knowledge was sealed, Link's academic intuition persisted.

 He had a very strong premonition that if he could independently perfect the "Construction" system after divorcing it from witchcraft-related content, and then back in the Wizard World, recombine it with witchcraft-related knowledge, it would truly create a brand new, high-potential Construction Wizard Sect!

 At that moment, Link was filled with great joy, but simultaneously, he was filled with great fear.

 Link himself couldn't explain why something that was clearly a colossal blessing would cause such trepidation, such heart-pounding fear.

 Perhaps because his arrival in this world was arranged by the Supreme Council.

 There were five Saints in the Supreme Council of the Wizard World.

 But as the "Construction" system content was unlocked and some of his memories were unsealed, Link was not sure that forgoing the real "Small World" could entirely sever the hand of the resurrected Saint of Nostrodam that Dean Frist had deduced from him.

 The stature of a Saint was too high and remote. Link could not speculate.

 What if the prophetic Nostrodam Wizard, a Mysterious Saint, prophesied Link's present moment?

 Link shuddered and decided not to think about this for now.

 Better to concentrate on the task at hand.

 With mixed emotions, Link returned to the provincial capital, changed back into his original attire and returned to the Martial Arts School.

 "Disciple, did you gain anything?"

 Brother Shi, who was waiting outside Link's bedroom door, directly asked him.

 "Yes!"

 Link was not surprised by Brother Shi's action.

 After all, his own disciple, a living person, disappeared after leaving the Martial Arts School. Brother Shi must have been alarmed.

 Based on Brother Shi's understanding and trust in Link, he definitely didn't think anything bad had happened to Link.

 So, on second thought, it would naturally occur to him that he had gone undercover to investigate quietly.

 "Tell me in detail."

 Brother Shi opened the room door and accompanied Link into the bedroom, pouring him a cup of tea.

 "Thank you, Brother."

 Link thanked first, but didn't drink the water. Instead, he directly addressed, "Brother, there's a mole in the Martial School. That's one; second, there's an organization called 'Witch Charm' which is probably the shadowy force behind this incident. The target is Master."

 After a pause, Link asked, "Brother, you must know some of Master's past, right?"

 Brother Shi's face was extremely solemn when he heard the name "Witch Charm" but turned frosty when he heard that the target of the "Witch Charm" was his Master.

 A murderous aura was all over him.

 Hearing Link's question, Brother Shi gave a nod.

 As the eldest disciple, how could Brother Shi not know that his Master's real name was Li Shuwen, and how could he not know about Li Shuwen's heroic deeds of the past?

 A moment later, Brother Shi regained his composure and said coldly, "Disciple, you will take the lead in this matter, and I will assist you. However, before that, we need to get rid of the mole in the Martial Arts School first."

 "Agreed."

 Link agreed with Brother Shi's opinion.

 Even if Yun Xinying disguised herself and changed her appearance, how could she fool Link?

 By the time he used Ghost Eye to investigate, Link had already gotten to the bottom of her relationship with the Wei Family.

 There was no longer any use in keeping this mole around.

 Next, Link described the mole's appearance.

 "It's him?"

 After listening, Brother Shi was somewhat shocked and reflective. He said pensively, "When he and his mother were about to starve to death, I gave them a meal, that's how they survived. I didn't think..."

 Saying that, Brother Shi stopped speaking and got up to leave, giving Link some space alone.

 There was no need for too much politeness between them as disciples, so he left without a goodbye.

 Watching Brother Shi leave, Link sat at his desk and fell into deep thought.

 Before coming to the provincial capital, Link thought the key to passing the test was to take the number one spot in the Martial Way Tournament.

 After discovering the traces of Ancient Witchcraft and unearthing the organization "Witch Charm", Link's thoughts had shifted a bit.

 Passing this test may not be that simple.

 "After dealing with the 'Witch Charm' organization, I need to quickly go to Tianshui County."

 Thinking so, Link advanced his plan to travel the world by a good deal.

 Originally, he intended to travel the world, touting the name of "making friends through martial arts" after advancing to the Hollow Void Stage.

 Now, an inexplicable sense of urgency prompted Link to bring his plans forward.

 But before that...

 Link pulled over a piece of paper and neatly wrote the word "Construct."

 That was the real issue!

 Elsewhere.

 Yun Xinying, in a frantic escape, quietly returned to her own manor without alarming anyone.

 The residents of this manor were not only the servants of the Yun Family but also some members of the "Witch Charm" organization.

 If the organization knew that she, Yun Xinying, had taken action without permission, was captured, and had provided information about the organization, the consequences would be dire.

 So after returning to her bedroom, she changed her outfit and treated her injuries. As Yun Xinying recovered her full strength, she realized she had no good way to take revenge on this guy named Link.

 Fighting him was definitely out of the question!

 She didn't even dare to think about using magic for assassination.

 The trap set in the ghost house cellar, although simplified, was based on the wisdom of many senior members of the organization, specifically targeting mortal martial artists with a secret technique.

 Even this secret technique was useless against Link, Yun Xinying couldn't be sure that her ancient witchcraft could harm him.

 Moreover, considering Link's reaction, he seemed to have discovered her long ago.

 Either she hadn't concealed herself well when setting the trap, or...her "Ghost Eye" was exposed.

 Thinking of this, Yun Xinying hurriedly canceled the "Ghost Eye" technique, severing her connection with the other party.

 After doing these things, Yun Xinying felt that it was still not safe enough.

 What if the other party left a tracking mechanism on her, using means she couldn't detect, and came knocking on her door?

 Yun Xinying hastily packed a few clothes and some valuables and left the bedroom.

 Taking only four maids who served her, Yun Xinying headed straight for the Lotus Heart Boat.

 During the interrogation, Yun Xinying did not lie or hide anything.

 The Lotus Heart Boat was indeed just a base of the "Witch Charm" organization in the provincial city, nothing special about it.

 Only that the Lotus Heart Boat was a leisure boat located on the Sleeping Willow River, convenient for transportation and escape.

 Yun Xinying's sudden departure left Wei Bowen, who was worryingly looking for her at the manor, to find nothing.

 Wei Bowen inquired with the servants left at the manor, but no one knew where Yun Xinying had gone.

 This made Wei Bowen even more fearful, returning to his own manor in a distraught state.

 "Didn't find her?"

 Wei Hanshan, who watched Wei Bowen pick up a phone call and run towards the neighboring manor without hesitation, guessed the situation as soon as he saw Wei Bowen's appearance.

 Wei Bowen didn't speak, just shook his head.

 "Are you scared now?"

 Wei Hanshan asked coldly.

 Wei Bowen still didn't answer, his eyes full of terror.

 "Humph!"

 Wei Hanshan became even more disappointed, almost to the point of despair.

 How could such a loser inherit the large fortune he had built from scratch?

 Was it really necessary to bring back the illegitimate child he had kept outside for sixteen years?

 Forget it, let's wait a little longer.

 After considering for a moment, Wei Hanshan said out loud, "Ah Chen, prepare the gifts and the car."

 The middle-aged steward Ah Chen, who seemed to be invisible standing not far from Wei Hanshan yet without any sense of presence, asked respectfully, "Master, what level of gift should be prepared?"

 "The highest!"

 Dropping these three words, Wei Hanshan got up and went upstairs.

 He had to tidy up his appearance and mood so that he wouldn't be the first to show fear in the forthcoming conversation.

 Whether the Wei Family could safely weather this unprovoked crisis, or even seize the opportunity to take their momentum to the next level.

 Depended on the upcoming negotiations.

 "Master, the gifts and the car are ready."

 Before long, the middle-aged steward, Ah Chen, silently walked into the second-floor cloakroom to remind him respectfully.

 Wei Hanshan thought for a moment and took off his tie, messing up the collar of his shirt. He changed his glasses to black-framed ones and headed out.

 "None of the others are coming, you drive, take me to the Octagon Martial Arts School."

 "Yes, master."
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 Link decided to delve deeper into researching this world's ancient witchcraft system.

 While Yun Xinying and her "Ghost Eye" dark magic did not leave a good impression on Link, it doesn't give one the right to make wholesale rejection of the ancient witchcraft system without fully understanding it.

 Retaining skepticism and modesty grant the correct mindset for an academic investigator.

 Wizards, in essence, are just a group of avid academic researchers.

 To investigate the ancient witchcraft system, one needs an entry point.

 This entry point could be none other than Yun Xinying and the "Witch Charm" organization she is affiliated with.

 Bear in mind, in the past ten years, Link only encountered the Human Immortal Martial Path and the Mechanical Martial Art.

 In all the books he has read, he couldn't find a single mention about the ancient witchcraft system, or organizations like "Witch Charm".

 Perhaps it was because the books Link read were pre-screened by Master Li Shuwen;

 Perhaps it was because the authorities banned these materials;

 Or perhaps there were other reasons.

 But it doesn't matter.

 What's important is...

 Link realized from the trace he left behind that Yun Xinying had ventured to the Lotus Heart Boat on the Sleeping Willow River, lost in her thoughts.

 She might still have useful information, however, her real value lies in her connection which might lead to more members of the "Witch Charm" organization.

 If he could follow the trail and nab some higher-ups like elders, their interrogations would presumably produce a wealth of information.

 As Link was lost in these thoughts, Brother Shi, who was handling the matter of the mole in the martial arts school, arrived.

 "Brother, are you busy?"

 Link broke off from his contemplation and stood up to meet Brother Shi who was waiting outside.

 "Wei Hanshan came, he has some urgent matter and wants to discuss with us, specifically requested to see you."

 Brother Shi didn't seem too pleased, speaking with a slightly lower voice.

 Anyone would feel upset if there was a traitor in their family.

 A traitor in the family, how heartbreaking, how infuriating!

 "Oh?"

 Link made a sound in surprise, feeling a bit curious.

 Yun Xinying had just left and Wei Hanshan came knocking? He really has sharp instincts and decision-making skills.

 No wonder he managed to create one of the top ten industrial groups in the province from scratch.

 "Let us go, brother, let's meet him together."

 Link collected his thoughts and walked towards the front yard of the Martial Arts School.

 Before long, the two brothers arrived in the reception hall and found Wei Hanshan leisurely sipping tea.

 However, Link didn't focus on Wei Hanshan, instead his eyes were affixed to the middle-aged steward named Ah Chen standing behind Wei Hanshan, whose presence was barely detectable.

 "Hmm..."

 Link smirked and immediately regained his calm though slight indifferent expression, saying, "Is Mr. Wei here to talk or to demonstrate his power? Even the former head of the American Instrumentality Sect in the Southern Pugilistic World was invited."

 In the world of the Human Immortal Martial Path, the power resides in various forms of sects, gangs, and martial art schools.

 On the other hand, within the world of Mechanical martial arts, the power resides within different schools of thought, each with its own ideology.

 The ideology of the American Instrumentality Sect is that beauty represents combat power. Beautiful machinery is powerful machinery, and beautiful moves are the strongest moves.

 In the world of martial arts, martial artists of the American Instrumentality Sect are also known as dancers.

 That's because, whether in training or in combat, the movements of American Instrumentality Sect martial artists are always aesthetic, as if they were dancing.

 "Oh, no, no, Young Hero Lin, it's a misunderstanding."

 Upon hearing this, Wei Hanshan hastily put down the tea cup in his hand, and stood up to explain sincerely, "I am here not to show off any strength, but to request the understanding and peace talks with the Octagon Martial Arts School. Ah Chen retired from the American Instrumentality Sect twenty years ago, and is an independent individual, not any grand senior anymore."

 "Is that so?"

 Link made a sound from his nostril, seemingly skeptical albeit knowing Wei Hanshan was telling the truth, he decided to give him a hard time anyway.

 How dare this man sit and leisurely sip tea when the two of them walked into the hall, instead of standing up immediately; he is unforgivable.

 "Yes, yes, yes!"

 Wei Hanshan repeatedly acknowledged, with cold sweat trickling down his forehead.

 He seemed to be full of fear and unease at having been called out, and was afraid that Link would refuse to give him a chance to speak due to his anger.

 In reality, he was quite pleased with his own performance.

 Most times, voluntarily showing one's weakness before a confrontation produces a more favorable outcome.

 "Please have a seat, Mr. Wei."

 Link glanced at Wei Hanshan, a man full of tricks. He took the main seat on the left while allowing his senior brother to sit on the right, then motioned for Wei Hanshan to sit back down.

 "Thank you, Hall Master Shi, and thank you, Young Hero Lin."

 Wei Hanshan bowed and sat back down with a sigh of relief.

 He exaggeratedly wiped the sweat from his forehead to appear extremely anxious.

 "Mr. Wei, please speak your mind, no need to put on a show in front of us. Your time and ours are both precious. You have a large business to manage, and we have pressing matters to attend to."

 Seeing that Brother Shi had no intention of speaking, Link naturally took up the initiative in the conversation.

 Hearing Link's forthright words, Wei Hanshan abandoned some of his former pretense, straightened himself up and began to speak earnestly, "Despite the fact that Octagon Martial Art School has not officially issued a statement of intent to undercut my business, there are already rampant rumors in circulation affecting the normal operations of my business. My visit is not for the purpose of complaining about the rumor, but rather to sincerely ask for the School's forgiveness, and invite them to the negotiation table. With utmost sincerity, I am willing to offer the shipping business in Sleeping River as a gift in hopes of receiving an endorsement from Hall Master Shi."
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 After a pause, Wei Hanshan saw that Brother Shi and Link didn't care much about this matter which was important to him. He couldn't help but sigh.

 Despite the Octagon Martial Arts School's recent focus on expanding its business empire, it was still at heart a Martial Arts School, and not a businessman chasing after wealth.

 When wronged or victimized, they preferred to take revenge rather than swallow their pride for the sake of profit.

 Wei Hanshan then presented his main argument for reconciliation, saying:

 "There is one thing that I believe necessary to tell Hall Master Shi and Young Hero Lin.

 This matter is extremely important and is relevant to the investigation that Young Hero Lin is currently undertaking.

 One hundred sixty-eight years ago, at the peak of the Human Immortal Martial Path, a group of peculiar individuals caused chaos in the Jianghu, stirring the world.

 These people called themselves 'Witch', with elusive whereabouts and unusual methods.

 The martial artists of Jianghu, in cooperation with the troops of the Imperial Court, finally annihilated these peculiars after several major battles.

 After joint verification by several Grandmasters, it was determined that this group of 'Witch' had fallen into demonic cultivation. Hence, their scriptures were burnt, inherits were cut off, and any writings about this group of 'Witch' were strictly banned from being circulated.

 Thirty years ago, the 'Witch' made a comeback, appearing in Jianghu again but adopting a more sinister, bloodthirsty demeanor.

 My family suffered a tragedy, my sister was abducted when we were children.

 Three years ago, my sister found me, but she had completely become a stranger, even attempting to control me with evil methods to make me a puppet for her behind-the-scenes organization.

 Being able to protect myself was a stretch already, I dared not offend them and didn't report to the Imperial Court.

 The ordeal that Miss Sisi has been through, is also caused by this re-emerged group of 'Witch'.

 That idiot Son, is also a pawn in the hands of this group of 'Witch'."

 Link quietly listened to Wei Hanshan's long speech, completely indifferent to the other party's words of completely dissociating him from the matter. He coldly said: "'Witch Charm', a group of rats in the sewer. Did Mr. Wei really believe that we wouldn't know? Say something we don't know, otherwise, I'm afraid we cannot assist with what Mr. Wei is asking for."

 Wei Hanshan was greatly shocked.

 Could it be that the Octagon Martial Arts School had found out about "Witch Charm"?

 It seems that Yun Xinying's escape without notice must have something to do with Young Hero Lin.

 No wonder Young Hero Lin wanted to avoid all informants and act secretly today.

 It turned out that he had found the tail of the "Witch Charm" organization and was trying to catch those rats.

 Yun Xinying most likely suffered a big loss at the hands of Young Hero Lin.

 Upon considering this, Wei Hanshan said seriously: "I have a certain amount of influence in the provincial city, and I have found out the three bases and one contact point of the 'Witch Charm' organization in the city."

 This was one of the only two startling news left by Wei Hanshan.

 If this didn't impress Young Hero Lin, then he would likely need to play his hidden card which was meant to save his life.

 "The Wishful Gambling House, the Lotus Heart Boat, and the mansion next door to your house?"

 Link asked back.

 Wei Hanshan opened his mouth, then nodded in a defeated manner: "Indeed, these are the three bases. As for the contact point..."

 As he spoke, Wei Hanshan carefully watched Link's expression, trying to discern something.

 Link gave a cryptic smile.

 Wei Hanshan quickly whittled down his probing attitude, and confessed honestly: "The contact point is in the provincial city newspaper office, and the editor-in-chief, is one of the members of the 'Witch Charm' organization. Even her identity is unknown to my sister's daughter, the one who outsmarted and caused harm to Miss Sisi; Yun Xinying. Both of them belong to two different lines and are not subordinated to each other."

 "Mr. Wei is really worthy of his reputation, being able to learn such secret information, I admire you," said Link.

 Upon saying this, he gave a bow with his fist.

 This was not sarcasm, but sincerity.

 Although Link had only had a brief experience with the "Witch" and only one confrontation, he could still infer how difficult "Witch" was to deal with.

 The threat of 'Witch' were not in their direct killing power, but in their insidious and covert methods, which were difficult to guard against.

 Being able to protect himself and subtly handle the coercion from the "Witch" was already very remarkable for Wei Hanshan.

 Having the courage to investigate the other party and make progress was even more commendable.

 "Shame! Shame!"

 Wei Hanshan was a crafty person. How could he not differentiate between sincerity and insincerity?

 Whilst being modest verbally, he felt satisfaction in his heart for earning Link's praise.

 Who was Young Hero Lin?

 An exceptional talent of the Human Immortal Martial Path and an extraordinary manipulator of business and influence.

 Being able to receive a word of "admiration" from Young Hero Lin was a commendable feat when spoken about.

 However, Link, who had just expressed "admiration", immediately switched the tone of his conversation and calmly said, "The information provided by Mr. Wei is very valuable, but it's not enough."

 Upon hearing this, Wei Hanshan gave a bitter smile.

 Before stepping out of his house, he knew that he would likely have to give up the critical piece of information he had been saving for a life-saving moment.

 "Young Hero Lin, please assure us that our conversation will not be overheard."

 Wei Hanshan's expression suddenly became extremely serious as he made this solemn request.

 Link waved his hand, using both his Immortal Cultivator's skills and spiritual power to seal off the guest hall.

 No sound would reach the outside, even if they were to shout at the top of their lungs inside the hall.

 This casual move instantly sent shockwaves through the two martial artists present.

 Both Brother Shi and the middle-aged steward, Ah Chen, could seal off the guest hall, but they wouldn't be able to do so with such ease.

 Moreover, they could only identify one of the techniques Link used. They were unsure about the other technique and realised that they wouldn't be able to break it within half an hour with their Normalization Realm Early Stage Immortal Cultivator status and Mechanical Martial Artist capability at Three Nucle 30% Mechanical Heart.

 Wei Hanshan, who is not an ordinary businessman but also a Mechanical Martial Artist at Two Nucle 60%, was even more horrified.

 Rumours in the Jianghu really cannot be trusted.

 Is Young Hero Lin really just a Condensation Realm martial artist?

 His strength is clearly greater than that of Hall Master Shi, who is at the Early Stage of the Normalization Realm!

 Brother Shi couldn't help but examine his Eighth Junior Brother, a trace of surprise flashing in his eyes.

 As the elder brother, Shi Gandang was aware that his Eighth Junior Brother was a person of profound thoughts who liked to keep trump cards up his sleeve.

 However, he never imagined that the trump card his Eighth Junior Brother kept would be so substantial.

 Did their Master know that their Eighth Junior Brother had already reached the Middle Stage of the Normalization Realm, or even higher?

 He must know, right?

 Link didn't pay any attention to their astonishment and said, "Mr. Wei, you can speak freely. Unless a Hollow Void Stage martial artist is present, nobody else will be able to overhear what you are about to say."

 "Okay."

 Wei Hanshan swallowed a few times, choosing his words carefully before saying, "The 'Witch Charm' organization was actually founded single-handedly by Hu Suqi, the second daughter of our province's governor."

 "What?"

 Brother Shi jumped up from his chair in surprise, "Are you certain that you're talking about Miss Hu Suqi, the second daughter of Governor Hu?"

 "This matter is of great importance. How would I dare to fabricate anything?"

 A bitter smile surfaced on Wei Hanshan's face, "This piece of information was discovered accidentally. I haven't told anyone else about it, keeping it as my last resort for saving my life."

 "Saving your life?"

 Brother Shi scoffed, "It seems to me more like it's beckoning death!"

 Wei Hanshan could only give a sheepish grin without saying anything.

 This piece of news was indeed life-threatening, but he was highly confident that it could be used to save his life!

 However, this is not something to reveal to others.

 Link understood the reason for Brother Shi's loss of composure.

 Brother Shi, who had remained single and unwilling to leave the provincial city, was not only seeking to hone his Martial Way heart but also because he had a beloved.

 This woman was none other than the second daughter of the governor of this province, Hu Suqi!

 When this layer of wrapping paper was torn, Link immediately understood which secret realm the "Witch Charm" organization wanted to send Master Li Shuwen as a puppet to - Death Valley, a place of legend where even a Hollow Void Stage martial artist could not guarantee a safe return, and it was located not far from this provincial city.

 Despite understanding this, Link did not say it out loud, but merely stated to Wei Hanshan, "Mr. Wei, you can rest assured now, my upcoming investigation will not involve Wei Corporation. As long as Mr. Wei and his family do not get involved in this matter again."

 "Thank you, Young Hero Lin, I understand! I will confine my son at once, and will not permit him to go anywhere."

 Having received Link's assurance, Wei Hanshan finally felt a sense of relief.

 As long as Young Hero Lin does not investigate Wei Corporation, and Hall Master Shi speaks a few good words about Wei Corporation.

 If the Wei Family could peacefully overcome this crisis, they may even turn a curse into a blessing.

 Which major business owner doesn't want to collaborate with the Octagon Martial Arts School?
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 Wei Hanshan left contently. 

 Upon returning to his own estate and seeing his son all lost and terrified because Yun Xinying left without notice, he was overcome with anger in an instant.

 People always say a tiger never fathers a coward, yet how did he bear a spineless, worthlessness son?

 Just look at Young Hero Lin, both of them being seventeen-year-old boys, but why is the difference between them so significant?

 It's like one in the heavens, one on the earth, too disparate to even be compared.

 "Ah Chen, lock him in the basement. As long as Young Hero Lin stays in the provincial city, don't let him out."

 Wei Hanshan coldly transferred his frustration from the Octagon Martial Arts School onto his decent-looking son, Wei Bowen.

 He was a prominent merchant, someone who could shake the provincial city just by stomping his foot, yet he had to play the fool and smile before the young ones. This was truly distressing, truly humiliating.

 How could he not give a good punishment to this son of his, who always ignored his warnings and got into trouble?

 In a fit of rage, Wei Hanshan completely ignored as Wei Bowen, gripped by the nape by the middle-aged steward Ah Chen, was dragged like a small dog to the basement while shouting and screaming, and he coldly ordered, "Starve him for three days and three nights! Let's see if he dares to think with his lower half anymore!"

 "No, father, I was wrong, I'll change, isn't it enough if I change?"

 Wei Bowen let out a heartbreaking scream.

 It was indeed heartrending to hear and tear-inducing to see.

 Wei Hanshan remained unmoved, coldly watching his son being dragged into the basement.

 He truly brought it upon himself, no one else could be blamed.

 It's time to take back his illegitimate son who has been raised outside.

 Octagon Martial Arts School, provincial branch.

 Half an hour after Wei Hanshan left, Brother Shi, who hadn't yet recovered from the shock that the founder of "Witch Charm" organization was Hu Suqi, sat blankly in the guest reception room.

 A thirty year old bachelor, who had just fallen in love for the first time.

 Yet, his heart's desire was focused on dealing with his master, even wanting to control his master like a puppet. How outrageous!

 Link didn't try to comfort or persuade him.

 This was something he could only figure out and overcome himself.

 "Brother, I will have to go out tonight for some matters. I will not be staying at the Martial Arts School."

 Link left the reception room after accompanying Brother Shi for half an hour, fulfilling his duty as his younger martial brother.

 Returning to his bedroom and sitting at the desk, Link activated the mark he had placed on Yun Xinying, enabling remote delayed surveillance.

 The Lotus Heart Boat was a boat on the river but it was not just one boat, rather, it was composed of seven or eight boats together.

 The boat Yun Xinying was on was the Bone Eroding Land of the Gambling Den, the most luxurious and lavish place in Lotus Heart Boat.

 Currently, Yun Xinying, dressed as a man, surrounded by beauties, was immersed in the soft pink thrall.

 Such mannerism was not because Yun Xinying was careless and did not take Link's threat seriously, but because she didn't want to reveal her cover.

 Every time Yun Xinying came to the Lotus Heart Boat, she acted in the same way, and naturally, she couldn't act out of the ordinary now.

 She still wanted to take advantage of the "Witch Charm" organization's base in the Lotus Heart Boat for protection.

 But she dared not let anything slip and arouse suspicion from other members of the "Witch Charm" organization.

 Suddenly, Yun Xinying's drinking paused for a moment.

 She suddenly felt that someone, from afar, was watching her coldly.

 "All of you, leave."

 Putting down the wine glass, Yun Xinying clapped her hands, driving out the charming female entertainers from the room, and then activated the soundproofing device in the room.

 "Greetings, Witch Master!"

 Yun Xinying kneeled to the ground, paid her respects solemnly.

 Silence.

 It was a suffocating silence.

 Pressure like a high mountain quietly descended on Yun Xinying, reducing her to a tremble, floored completely.

 With a 'puh' she spat out a mouthful of blood, already severely injured internally.

 However, she was relieved by this.

 It meant that the Witch Master had doled out punishment.

 The reason why the sword hanging overhead is so terrifying is because one doesn't know when it will fall.

 "Are you aware of your crime?"

 The solemn voice seemed to transmit into Yun Xinying's ears from an infinitely high and distant place.

 Yun Xinying jolted, hurriedly answered under the immense pressure, "I'm aware of my crime."

 "You are aware? But what is the crime?"

 "I... I should not have acted without authorization."

 How could Yun Xinying not understand by now? Her act of ambushing Link without orders had been exposed.

 What she didn't know was whether Witch Master had discovered that she had leaked information about the organization.

 "Humph! Still not being honest!"

 Along with a cold snort, wrath came thundering down.

 It seemed as if an invisible, huge hand was descending from the sky, slapping Yun Xinying on the back.

 'Crack, crack' sounds consecutively echoed around.

 They were the sounds of Yun Xinying's whole body, bones and wooden floor of the room, all shattering and fracturing into several pieces at the same time.

 Suffering this heavy blow, Yun Xinying didn't even have the strength to spew blood.

 The intense pain also made her momentarily speechless.

 Her mouth opened wide, but she couldn't scream out in pain to vent her agony.

 "Waste!"

 The Witch Master, whose location was unknown, coldly spit out a word. The will that had invaded the boat room quickly withdrew.

 Link, who had been observing all of this through the mark, immediately noticed that the spiritual power mark he had put on Yun Xinying had been broken.

 Moreover, there was a force, traveling through the void following the mark, wanting to trace its origin.

 "Heh heh."

 Link chuckled, promptly severing all connections between himself and the spiritual power mark.

 He did not try to trace back the origin of that power.

 This "Witch Master" that Yun Xinying spoke of was most likely Governor Hu's second daughter, Hu Suqi, if the information given by Wei Hanshan was true.
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 To verify this, it's actually quite simple.

 Link lifted his head to look at the sky outside the window. It was still early, there were several hours left before nightfall. There's no need to rush.

 Setting aside those miscellaneous issues, Link's attention once again returned to the "Construction" system.

 He wondered if it was possible to implement "Construction" onto a Human Immortal Martial Artist, thereby enhancing their strength.

 Worlds are different, rules are different.

 The individual and set designs from his past were not suitable for this world.

 Link needs to design the "Construction" individual and sets based on the operating rules of this world.

 Operating rules, rules, operating—

 These two words struck him like a spark, igniting an explosion of inspiration in Link's mind.

 All paths lead to the same goal.

 In this world of Human Immortal Martial Arts, the stages—Qi, Condensation, Normalization, Hollow Void, and the rumored fifth stage "Seeing God"—could be equated ...

 Under the state of "inspiration explosion," Link awoke some more of the sealed memories, connecting Tier 1 Wizard with the Qi stage martial artist, Tier 2 Wizard with the Condensation stage martial artist, Tier 3 Wizard with the Normalization stage martial artist,

 And most importantly, connecting the Hollow Void with the Fourth Level Wizards, or the Fourth Level Sages.

 The so-called "Hollow Void" is actually understanding rules and resonating with the world!

 "No, wait!"

 Link suddenly thought of something.

 Although martial artists and wizards can be corresponded across realms, there is still a difference in their strength.

 Martial artists only have combat power, but no creative power.

 Wizards are more balanced in all aspects and even more so in depth. Therefore, they are stronger, in both combat and creative ability, than a Human Immortal Martial Artist.

 However, Link did not dwell on this point.

 Because it is merely a minor detail, not really important.

 What concerns Link the most now is two things: one is to try and perfect the "Construction" system alone, and try to implement "Construction" into a Human Immortal Martial Artist. The second is to investigate whether "Hollow Void" really means understanding the operating rules of the world.

 With his goals clear, Link no longer wastes energy thinking.

 There is a big event tonight, which required him to keep his energy up.

 Time flew by swiftly.

 Deep in the night.

 Heaven was on his side, tonight was moonless and starless.

 "What a good omen."

 In a suit suited for night travel, Link blended into the night shadow, trailing Brother Shi who sneakily left the Martial Arts School without saying goodbye.

 According to Brother Shi's character, Link had long guessed that tonight Brother Shi would sneak into the women's room to investigate whether his beloved was truly the founder of the "Witch Charm" organization.

 "Tsk"...

 Looking at Brother Shi disregarding all else and going straight to the separate courtyard where Hu Suqi lived alone, Link couldn't help but grit his teeth.

 Brother Shi seems to have a pretty clear grasp on Hu Suqi's whereabouts.

 He couldn't help but wonder what kind of charm Second Young Miss Hu had that was capable of making Brother Shi so involved.

 The two brothers, one after the other, sneaked all the way, avoiding all eyesights, and successfully snuck into the vicinity of Second Young Miss Hu's separate courtyard.

 The moment he arrived, Link saw many warning settings that were invisible to the naked eye, hard for a Human Immortal Martial Artist's intuition to sense, and required strong spiritual power to summon.

 Link had no intention of reminding Brother Shi.

 Perhaps this seemed a bit cold, but his best choice was really to let Brother Shi explore the path first.

 In Link's information system, Second Young Miss Hu is known far and wide as a cultured and educated lady versed in music, chess, calligraphy, and painting.

 There was never any information linking Second Young Miss Hu with Jianghu, or more accurately, with the Hidden Jianghu.

 Link does not know much about Second Young Miss Hu.

 Knowing oneself and the enemy is the key to victory in every battle.

 Link wouldn't rashly confront her without fully understanding Second Young Miss Hu.

 If something went wrong, that would be quite a loss.

 "Brother Shi, thank you for your hard work."

 With a smile on his lips, Link stayed outside of the alert line of the separate courtyard, remotely focusing on Brother Shi's movements through the surveillance secret technique he had optimized this afternoon.

 As for Brother Shi's safety, Link wasn't worried.

 No matter what, the senior elder brother is a practitioner of the Human Immortal Martial Path in the Early Normalization Stage, it's impossible he would be instantly killed by Second Young Miss Hu, who schemes against Master Li Shuwen but doesn't dare to face him herself.

 Also, whether Second Young Miss Hu will take action against the senior elder brother is still an unknown.

 Let's observe the situation for now.

 Brother Shi successfully bypassed the overt security of the other courtyard, heading straight from the outer court into the inner court and directly to the room where Second Young Miss Hu spends her time.

 Standing outside the window, Brother Shi stopped his movement of pushing open the window. He headed with a complex expression to the door and softly knocked.

 "Who is it?"

 A pleasant woman's voice came from the room.

 "It's me."

 Brother Shi answered in a deep voice, his mood quite heavy.

 "Director Shi?"

 There was surprise in the woman's voice, then resentment, "Director Shi visiting in the middle of the night without prior notice - is that really necessary? Could it be some sort of underhanded tactic? It's late; even if Director Shi has urgent matters, please make a formal visit tomorrow according to the etiquette. Director Shi, please leave. It would save us both any embarrassment."

 Undeterred, Brother Shi mustered power in his palms and trembled the door's latch open, entering Second Young Miss Hu's room.

 The room was already lit with electric lighting.

 Facing the heavens with a bare face, Second Young Miss Hu was wearing a thin, translucent nightgown. She sat beside the bed, her face full of annoyance, waiting for Brother Shi who was entering the room.

 In the style of half-annoyed, half-angry, the dazzling whiteness of her body made Brother Shi subconsciously divert his gaze.

 Regardless of the circumstance, whenever meeting with Su Qi, Brother Shi was always unable to act freely.

 A man known for his straightforward and forthright demeanor in normal times, he becomes involuntarily coy.

 "Cough!"

 Brother Shi gently coughed, "Please put on your clothes properly."

 "Oh!"

 Su Qi rolled her eyes, "Director Shi dares to enter a lady's room at night, yet he dare not look at her directly. Are you a scoundrel or a gentleman?"

 "I have important matters to discuss with you."

 Brother Shi bit down on his back tooth, forcing himself to turn his head and look directly into Su Qi's eyes. In a deep voice, he asked, "Are you the founder of the 'Witch Charm' organization? Was the plan of Witch Charm to use my seventh junior sister Li Sisi against her Master Li Shuwen put forward by you?"

 Upon hearing the words from Brother Shi, Su Qi's expression changed instantly.

 She lightly lifted her delicate hand, and the clothes hanging on the rack flew towards her.

 After putting her clothes on, Su Qi walked towards Brother Shi. "How did you know that I created the 'Witch Charm' organization?" she asked seriously.

 "Answer my question first!"

 Brother Shi didn't step back, he simply used his True Qi to halt Su Qi's gradually approaching body.

 "You first answer my question!"

 Su Qi narrowed her eyes, an invisible mental force emerged from her, breaking through Brother Shi's True Qi barrier. She advanced a few steps.

 "Answer my question!"

 Brother Shi raised his right hand in a vertical position, and a powerful realm of Qi was released, freezing everything in the room.

 "Answer my question!"

 Su Qi flipped her hands and quickly executed an unknown technique. In a short time, she entered a state similar to "beyond the five elements", bypassed the Qi realm that Brother Shi had realized, and took a big step forward.

 The two were extremely close at this point.

 If Su Qi charged forward with her chest even slightly, intimate contact would occur between the two.

 Brother Shi's face turned slightly red, which was ludicrous.

 After a moment of silence and suppressing the instinct to retract his hand, Brother Shi said seriously, "Are you really the founder of the 'Witch Charm' organization? Did you devise a plan against my Master?"

 "Sigh!"

 Su Qi deeply sighed, looked seriously at Brother Shi and confirmed, "I did indeed establish the 'Witch Charm' organization. However, my original intention was just to explore and restore ancient witchcraft knowledge. I didn't expect that the incomplete ancient witchcraft would affect the minds of cultivators and cause so many in 'Witch Charm' to fall into evil paths. I have already distanced myself from the 'Witch Charm' organization and don't know about their plot against your Master."

 "Can you swear?"

 "I swear."

 "I hope you're not lying to me."

 After a long silence, Brother Shi left a sentence and turned to leave.

 As he turned around, Brother Shi thought to himself: if you're lying to me, whatever the eighth little brother may do to you, I will not intervene.

 Su Qi didn't try to retain Brother Shi, she just stood still quietly.

 A moment later, a figure in the shape of Link quietly appeared and greeted:

 "Hello, Witch Master."
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 "So Young Hero Lin finally decides to show up."

 Hu Suqi seemed to know all along that Link was following Brother Shi, but it wasn't clear whether she had guessed it or found out through reconnaissance.

 "Hehe..."

 Link responded to Hu Suqi with a laugh, "I'm not worthy of being called a 'young hero' by the Witch Master."

 Hu Suqi's face fell slightly, speaking indignantly, "Are you insisting that I am the one meddling behind the scenes?"

 "Not necessarily."

 Link shook his head, thought for a moment, then added, "I'm just suspicious. Here I am, to confront the Witch Master, right?"

 "Huh..."

 Hu Suqi scoffed, "You two brothers really are righteous gentlemen, upstanding heroes. You all seem to love sneaking into women's quarters at night! What business can't be discussed during a formal daytime visit?"

 Against the accusation, Link remained unmoved, responding with a smile, "What I meet in the daytime is the daughter of the Provincial General, whereas what I meet at night is the Witch Master who created 'Witch Charm', the two are not the same."

 "Humph!"

 Hearing Link's sophistry, Hu Suqi appeared truly outraged.

 However, after a short while, she took the initiative to invite Link to sit down and talk.

 Maintaining decorum, Link did sit down in the small living room next to the bedroom, even taking a sip of tea poured by Hu Suqi.

 "Isn't Young Hero Lin afraid I might have poisoned the water?"

 Hu Suqi also took a sip of tea, curiously asking.

 "Not at all, after all this body is just a clone."

 Link spoke candidly, not hiding anything.

 "Clone..."

 Hu Suqi sounded surprised upon hearing this.

 With her mastery in Ancient Witchcraft, and her powerful mind control, she had failed to detect it.

 It was indeed a shocking revelation.

 "Young Hero Lin, do you practice Ancient Witchcraft too?"

 Bothered and confused, Hu Suqi asked.

 "Just a small trick I learnt, I hope the Witch Master is amused."

 This sentence silenced Hu Suqi completely for a long time.

 Meanwhile, Link leisurely savored his tea, feeling quite content.

 He was increasingly finding the 'Witch Charm' organization interesting. Every interaction with them either unlocked a memory or triggered a new technique.

 The method he used to capture Yun Xinying in the Ghost House was not the Clone Technique, but creating an illusion by taking advantage of the environment and lighting of the Ghost House, using his powerful spiritual power, distorting Yun Xinying's perception.

 Upon arriving at Hu Suqi's house and seeing the myriad of traps, defenses, and warning techniques that were not at all haunted, Link was inspired once again.

 A flood of techniques based on the use of spiritual power poured into his mind.

 The Clone Technique was among them.

 "Let's talk properly to avoid further misunderstandings."

 Composing her emotions, Hu Suqi broke her silence, "I indeed founded the 'Witch Charm' organization and I am indeed the 'Witch Master' you referred to, but I have not been involved with the 'Witch Charm' organization for a long time. In fact, the 'Witch Charm' organization has betrayed my ideology, we are not with the same motive, they have even chosen another 'Witch Master'!"

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, seemingly accepting Hu Suqi's explanation effortlessly.

 "You believe me?"

 Seeing this, Hu Suqi seemed somewhat surprised.

 "Why not?"

 Link laughed, "The protective techniques you've set up aren't haunted, and there's no wicked aura on you. I think your techniques must be quite different from those currently used by the 'Witch Charm' organization. To be honest, I am quite curious."

 Hearing the hidden meaning in Link's words, Hu Suqi pondered for a moment before gritting her teeth and saying, "I can give you all the restored and incomplete Ancient Witchcraft that I have acquired, but on one condition."

 "Ancient Witchcraft?"

 Before inquiring about the condition, Link was more interested in the term "Ancient Witchcraft."

 "That's my own definition."

 Hu Suqi explained, "I call the techniques that don't require the use of human body parts and aren't bloody or evil 'Ancient Witchcraft'; and those bloody and evil techniques that are prepared using human bodies, I call them 'Evil Witchcraft.'"

 After a pause, Hu Suqi emphasized, "In fact, Ancient Witchcraft and Evil Witchcraft have entirely different origins. This was something I gradually discovered after I withdrew from the 'Witch Charm' organization."

 "Oh? Could you please explain in detail?"

 Link immediately became even more interested.

 "Sure, but first let's discuss the condition."

 Hu Suqi agreed, but forced the topic back to the conditions.

 For her, explaining the origins of the two witchcraft techniques was just a matter of some extra effort in talking, it wasn't critical.

 But what was vital was the condition that Hu Suqi wanted Link to agree to.

 "Please go ahead, Miss Hu."

 Link straightened up and addressed her with a different title.

 This change surprised and delighted Hu Suqi.

 Witch Master and Miss Hu are entirely different identifiers.

 The reason Link made this change was that he was fairly sure that Second Young Miss Hu wasn't the distant "Witch Master" who had punished Yun Xinying.

 They just have many similarities.

 The Provincial General, who was known for his womanizing ways when he was young, had countless affairs and uncountable emotional debts.

 (Based on the data gathered by Link's intelligence system, the Provincial General had no fewer than 15 illegitimate sons and daughters.)

 Among them was one illegitimate daughter who resembled Second Young Miss Hu in both looks and temperament.

 Link knew this was no coincidence. That illegitimate daughter had often publicly or semi-publicly expressed that she had been required to model herself after Second Young Miss Hu since she was young.

 That illegitimate daughter of the Provincial General was the financial backer behind Lotus Heart Boat!
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 With this in mind, wouldn't it be clear who the current Witch Master of the 'Witch Charm' organization is?

 Perhaps because the suspicion of her intention to kill Li Sisi was lifted, Hu Suqi appeared joyful, her voice much more uplifted, she said: "My conditions are simple. I would like you to step in and reduce the worries in your eldest martial brother's heart."

 "Um..."

 Upon hearing this, Link wondered, "Does Miss Hu have feelings for my senior brother?"

 "What are you talking about? Having feelings or not?"

 Hu Suqi shot Link a hard look, inadvertently revealing the charm and allure of a mature woman.

 No wonder my senior brother would be so fascinated.

 "Oh? Why then is Miss Hu so concerned about my senior brother's opinion?"

 Link kept his gaze steady, his mind tranquil, continuing his line of questioning.

 "Your elder martial brother is just a blockhead. How could I possibly have feelings for him?"

 Hu Suqi replied defiantly, explaining, "My reputation, you should know, it is not good. It is rare to find someone who regards me highly. I just don't want to lose that."

 Having passed the age of thirty without marrying, frequently dealing with Governor Hu's affairs, mixing with high society, along with being a good-looking and well-mannered woman naturally gave rise to various rumors.

 Whether it's sour grapes, envy, or other hidden intentions.

 At any rate, the reputation of Miss Hu, the second daughter, is hard to explain.

 "Alright, I agree, Miss Hu."

 Link knew that Miss Hu, in reality, led a very proper life. She took emotions and chastity very seriously, and never messed around.

 She was just tricked by a deceitful man during her teenage years. Though she didn't lose her purity, she lost a pure heart and a fortune. After that, she began to disguise herself.

 The so-called socialite was just a way of protecting herself.

 Having received Link's assurance, the frustration that built up within Hu Suqi from the continuous disturbances and misunderstandings tonight vanished. She quickly stood up and went into the study to take out a thick volume.

 "This is the orthodox ancient witchcraft that I've collated over the years, some of it has been restored, but most of it is incomplete."

 As she spoke, Hu Suqi handed the thick book to Link.

 "Thank you, Miss Hu."

 Link received the thick book, expressed his thanks, and then asked, "Could Miss Hu please explain the origin of Ancient Witchcraft and Evil Witchcraft?"

 "Of course."

 Hu Suqi agreed, thought for a moment, and began, "The Ancient Witchcraft originated from the ancient times when humans feared nature, the powerful beasts, worshiped the heavens and the earth, and yearned for immortality. The Human Immortal Martial Path, in a strict sense, is an extraordinary system developed by our forefathers in their pursuit of immortality. Young Hero Lin, being a genius of the Human Immortal Martial Path in the Southern Pugilistic World, naturally knows that Human Immortal Martial Path requires a balance between essence, qi, and spirit. In fact, in the early stages of human cultivation, the focus was on the spirit."

 After a pause, Hu Suqi continued with a hint of yearning:

 "A group of forefathers believed that the world was filled with suffering, the body was like a precious raft, carrying the true spirit across the sea of suffering to reach the other shore, pursuing the shedding of the mortal body and the transcendence of the spiritual soul.

 Latterly, several Ancient Witchcraft sects announced that their powerful members had ascended to the upper world and had successfully transcended. This led Ancient Witchcraft to reach its peak.

 Unfortunately, the good times didn't last. According to the theory of Ancient Witchcraft, those who have ascended to the upper world should be able to maintain a certain connection with the lower world. They should answer the prayers of their disciples and grandchildren, granting protection and power.

 However, no sect was able to achieve this.

 This led to doubts within the cultivation circles.

 Whether Ancient Witchcraft could truly transcend became a question, not a truth.

 Later on, one day, a meteor shower fell from the sky.

 Someone found a fragment of a stone tablet with some information on it from a meteorite crater.

 The decoded information turned out to be a method of cultivation, very similar to the then-known 'Ancient Witchcraft'.

 As the news spread, more and more cultivators searched for meteorite craters and those broken stone tablets.

 As more pieces of broken stone tablets were found, a cultivation system similar to 'Ancient Witchcraft' yet different emerged in this world.

 Many thought that this was the path to heaven that those who had ascended to the upper world had found a way to send back. They ignored the warnings of the knowledgeable and forcefully practiced this.

 From then on, Evil Witchcraft, which nourishes itself by seizing and draining the essence, qi, and spirit of sentient beings, spread and plagued the world.

 Human Immortal Martial Path took this opportunity to categorize 'Ancient Witchcraft' and Evil Witchcraft together as heretical practices and sought to eliminate them.

 Thousands of years went by, 'Ancient Witchcraft' and Evil Witchcraft disappeared completely, until 168 years ago.

 Someone discovered a relic and obtained a mixed heritage of 'Ancient Witchcraft' and Evil Witchcraft.

 A group calling themselves 'Witch' appeared, flourished briefly, wreaked havoc in the world, then were eradicated."

 Link listened carefully to Hu Suqi's account, deep in thought.

 He was certain that Hu Suqi herself firmly believed in her explanation.

 Whether it was true or not was still up for debate.

 After all, the story was too old, with a lot of content based on inference, even speculation.

 But that wasn't very important, whether it was true or not didn't have much impact.

 "Miss Hu, there's something I need to clarify with you first."

 Link decisively switched the topic, prepping her for his next point.

 "What is it? Young Hero Lin, please feel free to speak."

 Hu Suqi's attitude was excellent, maybe due to feelings for him, or perhaps for another reason.

 "The 'Witch Master', who controls the 'Witch Charm' organisation and plotted against my master—I must track it to the very end. I'm telling Miss Hu in advance, so we can avoid any misunderstanding down the line."

 Link declared his determination solemnly.

 Hearing this, Hu Suqi exhaled softly.

 After a long silence, she nodded slightly, "Young Hero Lin, please do as you see fit."

 "With those words from Miss Hu, I am relieved."

 Link stood up, picked up the heavy book, and walked out, "I've disturbed Miss Hu tonight, I apologize."

 Once his words fell, he had disappeared, along with the heavy tome.

 Hu Suqi sat quietly for a while, sighed softly, then went back to bed. She did nothing else.

 Link's real body returned to the martial arts school at an extremely fast speed, even earlier than Brother Shi.

 The heavy book he had gotten from Hu Suqi was transported to him through a secret technique from his doppelganger, and brought back home.

 Regardless of whether Brother Shi would visit in the middle of the night, Link turned on the light, sat at the desk, and read the thick book carefully, hoping to find some useful information and references.

 Ancient Witchcraft, Evil Witchcraft, if they could help unlock memories and improve the 'Construction' system, it didn't matter.

 A black cat or a white cat, whichever catches mice is a good cat.

 This made him read from midnight until dawn.

 Naturally, he reaped quite a bit.

 Unlocking memories, inspiring ideas, put those aside for now.

 Just in terms of how to perfect the 'Construction' system, Link had a clear direction.

 Whether it was Ancient Witchcraft or Evil Witchcraft, the proportion of 'Totems' was very significant.

 Of course, 'Totem' was Link's own translation for ease of understanding.

 In reality, it used tattooing in the form of a specific technique, with specific paints, to create specific symbols or patterns on the body, achieving the effect of a branded technique.

 An example of such a branded technique in Evil Witchcraft was the 'Ghost Eye'. Its advantage was in quick casting, without needing to find materials on the spot.

 The disadvantage was that the process was complicated, consuming time and materials.

 Link would not give up the 'Construction' system to solely study the 'Totem' in Ancient Witchcraft or Evil Witchcraft.

 He just clearly determined that after people in this world are implanted with 'Construction', many problems would be solved.

 Besides, now that he had grasped the 'Witch Master's tail, he could just dig it out.

 There was no need to waste any more time.

 He closed the heavy book, hid it well, and left his bedroom.

 "Brother, I have some matters to attend to and need to be away for a while."

 Finding Brother Shi, Link directly expressed his intentions, "I might need to hide my tracks during this time. So, if you do not hear about me for a while, please don't worry."

 "Alright, take care."

 Brother Shi neither stopped him nor said much.

 He didn't seem in good spirits, looking languid.

 Link smiled, turned and walked towards the exit of the martial arts school, sending a joking secret message:

 "Second Young Miss Hu is quite good, Brother, keep up the efforts."
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 Sleeping Willow River. 

 Lotus Heart Boat, located on the most central painting boat.

 A woman with a striking resemblance in looks and demeanor to Second Young Miss Hu is sitting in front of the dressing table.

 This woman is indeed one of Governor Hu's illegitimate daughters, the current Witch Master of the Witch Charm organization that punished Yun Xinying from afar, Hu Songqi.

 What is displayed in the dressing mirror is not the image of Hu Songqi, but the distant view of Hu Suqi's separate courtyard.

 Ever since she managed to infiltrate the "Witch Charm" organization and replace Hu Suqi as Witch Master, Hu Songqi has not relaxed her surveillance of Hu Suqi.

 Hu Songqi knew that even if she majored in Evil Witchcraft and took shortcuts, she was still far inferior to Hu Suqi in terms of technique.

 So, since Hu Songqi took up the position of Witch Master, she has been acting very low-key.

 Unexpectedly, this low-key style ended up earning her the support of the members of the "Witch Charm" organization.

 However, no matter how much support she gets, Hu Songqi does not dare to act under the name of Hu Suqi.

 Even the surveillance of Hu Suqi was disguised.

 The image in the dressing mirror in front of Hu Songqi was extremely blurry, because she used the "Ghost Eye" technique to monitor not Hu Suqi's separate courtyard, but the real-time footage from the latest mechanical invention - the camera.

 She did this to avoid the risk of being discovered by Hu Suqi.

 She was afraid that one day, Hu Suqi would disregard the blood relationship and the scarce sisterly love, and barge in to kill her.

 The reason why she punished Yun Xinying so severely, reducing her to a quadriplegic, was actually a combination of guilt and caution.

 To further progress in the way of technique, Hu Songqi was required to explore the Death Valley Secret Realm and acquire an Evil Witch Art Canon.

 Hence, targeting Li Shuwen was an act of desperation.

 Among the Hollow Void Stage martial artists Hu Songqi could plot against, there weren't many.

 After weighing the options, the most suitable turned out to be Li Shuwen, who had left the Sect.

 After the plot failed as soon as it began, Hu Songqi urgently directed the "Witch Charm" organization to cut off all ties.

 When Link left Fuli county, came to the provincial city, and started investigating, Hu Songqi did not panic at all.

 After all, all the preparations had been done in advance.

 Even if Link could pull off something big, even if he tracked down Yun Xinying through the Wei Father and Son's clue, there wouldn't be much of a problem.

 Hu Songqi had already arranged Yun Xinying's exit strategy in advance.

 By then, all clues would end with Yun Xinying.

 Even if Link wanted to investigate further, he would be at a dead end.

 Afterward, stirring up some trouble in Fuli county would distract Link, and that would be the end of it.

 Who could have anticipated that Yun Xinying would take matters into her own hands, violate the plan, and ambush Link privately?

 Did she really think Hu Songqi was blind and deaf, not noticing that very sophisticated surveillance mark?

 Unable to guess what Yun Xinying had experienced?

 From the moment Hu Songqi discovered Yun Xinying's disobedience, she had a bad feeling that it was only a matter of time before Link found out about her existence.

 But she couldn't run away alone, giving up the wealth, position, and power that she had worked so hard to acquire.

 So, she stayed put, waiting at her home court.

 Waiting to see who would come calling for her.

 Hu Suqi, Shi Gandang, or Link?

 The one she was most looking forward to was actually Hu Suqi!

 After imitating Hu Suqi for nearly thirty years, Hu Songqi still harbored a strong desire deep down to break free and be herself.

 And the prerequisite for breaking free was to break the shackles in her heart.

 If she could defeat Hu Suqi in a face-to-face confrontation, Hu Songqi felt that she might be able to start over.

 Thus, Hu Songqi watched Hu Suqi's separate courtyard closely, filled with complicated emotions and an inexplicable anticipation.

 Octagon Martial Arts School.

 After Link left, Brother Shi hesitated for more than two hours before finally making up his mind.

 He tidied himself up, put on his most formal suit, left the Martial Arts Hall disciples, and drove alone to Hu Suqi's separate courtyard.

 As he passed by a flower shop, Brother Shi remembered a strategy he had read before and bought a large bunch of roses.

 Getting out of the car, Brother Shi picked up the bouquet from the passenger seat, clenched the small box in his pocket, took a deep breath, and rang the doorbell of the big gate of the separate courtyard.

 "Who is it?"

 A moment later, a cold female voice came from the speaker next to the doorbell.

 Without listening carefully, Brother Shi could tell, this was Hu Suqi's voice.

 "It's me."

 Brother Shi swallowed, pretending to be calm as he spoke.

 "Who are you?"

 Hu Suqi didn't let Brother Shi enter so easily, pretending she didn't recognize his voice.

 However, as a highly mechanical and technologically advanced Governor's daughter, cameras were installed as surveillance on both sides of Hu Suqi's separate courtyard gate.

 She could see Brother Shi's face very clearly, so how could she not know who was standing outside the gate?

 Brother Shi felt somewhat bitter inside.

 He knew that Hu Suqi was annoyed about what happened last night.

 Taking a deep breath, Brother Shi said, "Su Qi, it's me, Shi Gandang. Open the door, I have something very important to tell you."

 "Shi Gandang? Which Shi Gandang?"

 Hu Suqi asked curiously in response, "Is it the Shi Gandang who claimed to have something important to say, so he barged into a lady's room late at night and then inexplicably left?"

 Upon hearing these words, Shi Gandang was rendered terribly embarrassed.

 If he weren't concerned about his image, he'd wish to take off his shoes and socks, dig a hole with his toes, and crawl into it.

 With a sly noise.

 The main gate of the separate courtyard opened at that very moment.
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 "Come in, I'm eager to hear what such important matter you, Director Shi, have to discuss with me during daylight."

 This statement instantly fired up Brother Shi's mood again.

 Awkward?

 What is there to be awkward about?

 As long as the door is opened to let him in, it means that Su Qi is not really angry with him.

 Then there is room to make up for it.

 Not waiting for the door to fully open, Brother Shi exerted force with his feet, his figure flashed, and quickly darted in.

 His speed was so fast that an afterimage was left.

 The bunch of roses he was holding were protected well by his True Qi.

 Not even a single petal fell off.

 "How about it? Do you think my eldest brother can achieve his goal?"

 In the Lotus Heart Boat.

 In the room where Hu Songqi was.

 Link's voice suddenly appeared quietly behind Hu Songqi, who was wholeheartedly staring at the door of Su Qi's villa in the mirror.

 Words could not do justice to Link's method of appearing.

 It was clear that Link's appearance greatly shocked Hu Songqi.

 The latter shivered violently.

 "How did you get in here?"

 Hu Songqi slowly turned around, looking at the expressionless Link, "I've set up so many warning signs and traps. Not even your master, Li Shuwen, a martial artist from the Human Immortal Martial Path at the Hollow Void Stage could sneak into my room without alerting me."

 "Ah, you're asking about that."

 Link's mouth curled up slightly, "That's a secret, how could I tell you?"

 Hu Songqi squinted her eyes but did not ask any more, she just got ready to be on guard and prepared to take action at any moment.

 "There's no need to be so nervous, if I really wanted to hurt you, why would I warn you in advance?"

 Seeing her reaction, Link reassured her, indicating her to not be so wary like she was facing a great enemy.

 "What do you want?"

 Hu Songqi was still on guard but she asked.

 If she can solve the situation at hand easily, Hu Songqi wouldn't like to have a conflict.

 She found it harder and harder to see through this person in front of her.

 Rumors were abounding that this man was just a genius martial artist from the Human Immortal Martial Path at the Condensation Truth Realm Peak.

 However, Hu Songqi deduced from various signs that this man has most likely already advanced to the Normalization Realm.

 From deciphering Yun Xinying's technique and leaving that monitoring mark on Yun Xinying, Hu Songqi further deduced that this person must have mastered some profound techniques.

 Moreover, from the existence of that mark, this person's technique is likely more traditional and closer to "Ancient Witchcraft" than Hu Suqi's ancient witchcraft!

 Therefore, Hu Songqi is genuinely reluctant to have a conflict with Link, whose true abilities are unknown!

 "I only have two conditions. If you can agree to them, I wouldn't mind letting you go."

 Link raised two fingers, his tone was extremely calm, but his words seemed quite bold.

 Seeing Hu Songqi's eyebrows furrowed, Link kindly gave her a reminder: "Trust me, it wouldn't take me more than three moves to kill you."

 After reading the thick book given by Hu Suqi, the martial way of the human immortal that he had been practicing for ten years, was now only left for Link as a reference to perfect his "Construction" system, and whether the breakthrough to the Hollow Void Stage could be used as a stepping stone to promote him to the Fourth Level Sage when he returns to the Wizard World.

 What Link relies on to dominate the world now is the secret technique that he constantly created based on spiritual power to conform to the rules of this world under the "burst of inspiration".

 Movement, stealth, breaking restrictions, defense, attack, he could do whatever he wanted.

 Therefore, Link was also curious about the history of the "Ancient Witchcraft" and "Ancient Shaman" in this world.

 From his currently "self-created" secret techniques, unless the ancient shamans of this world made a wrong choice in the fundamental direction, the shamans had a chance to develop a scale and achievements similar to the True Spirit Wizards in the Wizard World.

 There must be a reason why they have taken a different path of detaching from the physical body and consciousness transcension.

 Perhaps, the origin of evil witchcraft wasn't as late and simple as Hu Suqi speculated.

 And clearly, Hu Songqi, who was a major practitioner of evil witchcraft, naturally became Link's entry point to investigate these secrets.

 "You should speak first, I need to consider your conditions before saying yes or no."

 Although Hu Songqi was extremely irritated by Link's arrogance, as a practitioner of evil witchcraft whose combat power was almost equivalent to a pinnacle Normalization Realm martial artist in the Human Immortal Martial Path under normal circumstances, she had a certain ability to make fortunate decisions and avoid danger.

 After Link calmly threatened her, Hu Songqi truly sensed a life and death crisis.

 But Hu Songqi wasn't willing to submit so easily, she still wanted to negotiate.

 "You don't have a choice, you can only agree or disagree, there is no option of considering it later."

 Link expressed his position clearly and also emitted a slight killing intent.

 Hu Songqi felt it instantly.

 She gritted her teeth, eventually succumbing under the trigger of the frenzied crisis alert: "I agree, speak up."

 "The first condition, all information about witchcraft, Ancient Witchcraft, and Ancient Shamans in your possession, must all be handed over to me."

 Link withdrew his middle finger, leaving only his index finger still raised, emphasizing, "Remember, I want all of it, including all information about secret realms like the Death Valley. Don't think about hiding or glossing over anything, I can tell the difference."

 "The second condition, everyone involved in targeting my senior sister Li Sisi, all must be killed."

 After a pause, Link added a sentence: "You can exempt yourself, but you must quit the 'Witch Charm' organization and stop acting as a Witch Master."

 "The first condition, no problem. The second condition, that's too much."

 Even though Hu Songqi had mentally prepared herself, she didn't expect to hear such outrageous conditions.

 This made her very angry, burning with rage.

 But under the increasingly oppressive lock of killing intent and threats, she didn't even dare to loudly oppose.

 She could only lightly voice her objection.

 Link suddenly smiled: "You can refuse, and then I'll kill you. It will just take me a few more days to find them."

 Hearing this sentence that completely disregarded her life, Hu Songqi felt a chill run through her body.

 She really wanted to risk everything, maybe she could fight for a lifeline.

 But she dared not, and she couldn't bear to.

 She had been afraid of poverty and hardship when she was little.

 Hu Songqi couldn't bear to give up her current luxurious lifestyle to become a stray dog on the run, hiding from a hunt.

 "Fine, I agree to them all!"

 With the mindset of 'a retreat today can mean a comeback tomorrow,' Hu Songqi gritted her teeth and accepted these two very outrageous conditions.

 Before long, several ancient books, two sets of bamboo slips, a map, and a thick handwritten book of secret techniques were laid out in front of Link.

 "This is the information you wanted."

 Hu Songqi pointed to the items she had taken out of the safe in her room, and said with heartache.

 These were her foundations, and it was indeed hard for her to part with them just like that.

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, confirming that Hu Songqi was not hiding anything. He casually waved his right hand, and instantly, all those pieces of information disappeared somewhere.

 This move made Hu Songqi's eyes widen in shock, she was both stunned and envious.

 "As for the people you want, I have already instructed them to come here and see me, so we will have to wait."

 After saying this, Hu Songqi was ready to resist with all her might, afraid that Link would go back on his word.

 "Fine, I'll wait."

 But Link really started to wait quietly.

 He wasn't afraid that Hu Songqi was just calling people to kill him on the surface, but actually summoning people to gang up on him behind the scenes.

 About ten minutes later, there was a knock on the door.

 "Come in."

 Hu Songqi glanced at the silent Link and gave the command.

 The door opened, and more than a dozen people with different outfits entered the room in a line.

 There were scholars, courtesans, small vendors, office workers, and even patrol officers...

 "Greetings, Witch Master."

 These people seemed not to see Link. As soon as they entered, they knelt down on one knee and bowed to Hu Songqi.

 "They are all here, I hope you keep your word."

 Hu Songqi didn't pay attention to her subordinates, but instead said this to Link.

 "Yeah. I always keep my word."

 Just as over a dozen members of the "Witch Charm" organization who had targeted Li Sisi felt uneasy, Link made his move.

 Without any noticeable action from him, their hearts were shattered in an instant.

 All of them fell to the ground at the same time, lifeless.

 The next second, Link disappeared without a trace, just like when he arrived, Hu Songqi did not notice how he left.

 Only more than a dozen corpses and Hu Songqi, clutching her heart with lingering fear, were left in the room.

 Before leaving, Link lightly pinched Hu Songqi's heart.

 To show that his words were not empty.

 Killing her was as easy as killing a chicken!
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 Sparing Hu Songqi wasn't a spur-of-the-moment decision.

 Some people have a character that's both timid and obstinate. They are destined never to settle down, always making trouble.

 Hu Songqi is one of these people. Once she was sure that Link wasn't in the provincial city, she wouldn't be contented being so exploited, and would surely start to stir the pot in secret.

 What Link wanted was for Hu Songqi to cause trouble, thereby giving him more clues about ancient witchcraft and evil witchcraft.

 As for Hu Suqi, Link didn't fully believe what she said.

 Even though he felt a bit guilty towards his eldest brother, Link still used some tactics to guide him to confess his love to Hu Suqi.

 Whether Hu Suqi accepted it or not, it would serve as a type of restriction.

 As for whether it would work or not, that could be seen later on; there was no need to rush to a conclusion.

 The one who entered the Lotus Heart Boat was a clone.

 Right now, Link's real body had completely changed its appearance, even his breath and frequency of spiritual power fluctuations had been altered.

 Link believed that even if Li Shuwen, who was at the Hollow Void Stage, was right in front of him, he wouldn't be able to recognize him.

 On a ship heading downstream towards Tianshui County.

 Link purchased a first-class cabin ticket and moved into a suite with a master bedroom, guest bedroom, servants' room, and two bathrooms alone.

 There were windows in the suite from which he could enjoy the river view and let in daylight.

 Sitting in front of the window-side desk, listening to the sound of the rushing river, Link was looking through the materials plundered from Hu Songqi.

 He did gain something, but the quality was a little less satisfactory compared to the pile of stuff he got from Hu Suqi.

 Link didn't bother to explore the reasons behind it. After putting away the ancient books, bamboo slips, and secret scripts, he began to study the map of the Death Valley Secret Realm in earnest.

 After visiting Tianshui County and seeing his single mom who he hadn't seen in ten years, he was planning on a return attack, going back to the provincial city to see the situation there.

 The Death Valley was vast.

 According to the scale on the map, Link made a rough estimate and found that it would take at least half a month to fully explore it.

 "Think long term."

 Murmuring to himself, Link put away the map of Death Valley and gazed out at the river view for a while.

 With a somewhat relaxed spirit, Link then threw himself into perfecting the "Construction" system.

 Once the inspiration arrived, there was no stopping it.

 Link had already decided that after returning to the provincial city, he would start experimenting with embedding the "Construction" into Human Immortal Martial Artists.

 As for the design work of the "Construction" individual pieces and set pieces, he could start now and adjust later based on feedback.

 The river flowed eastward, and the boats competed to sail.

 The provincial city.

 Link had already left, and the impact he left was just beginning to ferment.

 In the private courtyard.

 Hu Suqi looked at Shi Gandang, who was kneeling on one knee before her, one hand holding flowers, and the other holding a ring, her feelings mixed.

 She actually was a bit unsure whether this was really Shi Gandang's genuine feelings or if it was mostly influenced by the technique.

 With Hu Suqi's understanding of ancient witchcraft, she could naturally see the traces of the technique that Link didn't bother to cover up.

 However, techniques aren't omnipotent, especially those altering cognition.

 Shi Gandang was no ordinary person, but an advanced practitioner of the Human Immortal Martial Path in the early stage of the Normalization Realm.

 To alter Shi Gandang's cognition, given Hu Suqi's mastery of ancient witchcraft, perhaps it would take years of constant techniques to be successful.

 So, it wasn't that Hu Suqi was unsure, but that she was afraid to admit it.

 As long as she didn't acknowledge that Shi Gandang's confession was sincere, it would be easier to reject, and there was no need to question her own heart.

 She opened her mouth to reject him, but the sincerity in Shi Gandang's eyes and his increasingly erratic heartbeat made it impossible for her to get the words out.

 "Your Eighth Junior really gets on my nerves!"

 After a long silence, just when Shi Gandang thought his confession would be rejected, Hu Suqi finally spoke, her voice full of grievances.

 "Eh? Eighth Junior? Annoying?"

 Shi Gandang was surprised and confused.

 What does this have to do with Eighth Junior? I'm confessing my love to you, why bring him up?

 Hu Suqi didn't leave Shi Gandang in confusion for long, she immediately disclosed the answer: "Your Eighth Junior, Young Hero Lin, appeared to take my words at face value, but he turned around and influenced you to come and test me, spying on me. Is it annoying or not?"

 "Eighth Junior looked for you? When?"

 Hearing this, Shi Gandang seized on the key point and hurriedly asked.

 And when did Eighth Junior influence me to test and watch you?

 Seeing Shi Gandang's stunned expression, Hu Suqi had to admit, Shi Gandang's confession was truly sincere.

 "Sigh!"

 After a sigh, Hu Suqi said, "Last night, shortly after you left."

 Then she swiftly changed the topic, asking, "Have you ever thought about what you'll face if I accept your pursuit? And what will the Octagon Martial Arts School face?"

 This question immediately diverted Shi Gandang's attention.

 Did Hu Suqi just loosen her rejection? That meant she might accept his confession.

 Was there any better news than this?

 No, none at all!

 However, what Hu Suqi said was indeed quite important.

 After all, her identity was clear. She was the second daughter of a provincial general and a widely connected socialite in the upper class.

 As for Shi Gandang, he was the main disciples of the thriving Octagon Martial Arts School.

 As for the Octagon Martial Arts School, the ordinary people might not be aware of it, but those of a certain status, power, and wealth certainly knew that its founder was Li Shuwen, the man who once dominated the Southern Pugilistic World.

 If the two of them, with such identities, got together, it wouldn't just concern the two of them.

 No matter what the inside story was, from an outsider's perspective, it would be seen as a strong alliance between Governor Hu and the Octagon Martial Arts School/Li Shuwen.
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 This is not to say it could trigger an earthquake, but at the very least it would make quite a commotion.

 It could even create mass panic among many people and forces.

 After all, Governor Hu and Octagon Martial Arts School/Li Shuwen indeed have many adversaries.

 Had Shi Gandang pondered on any of these before he came here?

 Of course, he had.

 The two hours he hesitated were spent not only on making up his mind but also on weighing the pros and cons.

 However, he eventually did come and confessed his feelings.

 This indicates that Shi Gandang has thought through it all, understanding what he was about to do and its subsequent ramifications.

 "I'm aware of the consequences, but I don't think we can't bear the risk,"

 Shi Gandang said adamantly, "I've made my decision, and master will not object. If you're willing to accept it, we can overcome the pressure from Governor Hu's side together."

 "Heh..."

 Hu Suqi chuckled, "Pressure? What pressure? Who can pressure me?"

 "Does this mean you accept?" Shi Gandang asked.

 Although Shi Gandang was somewhat slow in picking up emotional cues, he was not an utter fool incapable of perceiving the underlying messages.

 "We shall see."

 Leaving just these words behind, Hu Suqi took the flowers and small box from Shi Gandang, turned around, and entered back into the house.

 As for the ring in the box, she promptly put it on.

 Seeing this, Shi Gandang laughed with joy until his eyes were almost shut, looking like a child despite being in his thirties.

 Lotus Heart Boat.

 Hu Songqi cleared up the final pieces but had no intention of changing rooms.

 She sat in front of the dressing table, her expression grim, her mood greatly unsettled.

 Not long ago, she surrendered her position as the Witch Master of the "Witch Charm" organization, complying with Link's second condition.

 Even without Link overseeing, Hu Songqi did not dare to procrastinate or provide perfunctory efforts.

 A large forest always harbors all kinds of birds.

 Given that Hu Suqi, the founder, had abandoned the organization, it was clear that her successor Hu Songqi would also have rivals within the "Witch Charm."

 The organization quickly elected its third Witch Master, and under the new Master, thoroughly severed ties with Hu Songqi.

 The "Witch Charm" organization has completely abandoned Lotus Heart Boat.

 Luckily, Hu Songqi indeed possessed the property rights to Lotus Heart Boat. Thus, she did not lose her wealth and industry along with her power.

 "Death Valley!"

 But Hu Songqi seemed truly unwilling to accept this.

 Particularly the threat from Link, who easily made her pulse stop without her noticing or reacting, made her feel absolutely terrified.

 This indicated that if Link really wanted to kill her, she could've already been dead like the cleaned-up corpses – dead beyond dead.

 This terrified Hu Songqi and also gave her a different idea.

 She could replace him!

 As long as she could safely enter Death Valley and find that secret book - copied from the source of the legendary evil witchcraft...

 Hu Songqi took a deep breath, stopped overthinking, swept everything off the dressing table, spread a piece of white paper, and began to draw a map of Death Valley from memory.

 There were many pieces of paper like this one nearby.

 The paper, pen, and ink were all old items.

 Through special treatment, the map of Death Valley became an ancient map.

 Hu Songqi's plan was clear as day.

 If she couldn't achieve her plan of turning a Hollow Void Stage martial artist into a puppet, then she would muddy the waters by disseminating the map of Death Valley.

 This way, there would be many people lured by the potential profit, choosing to ignore the dangers and adventure into the Valley.

 As long as Death Valley is attractive enough!

 "Immortality! Who among the high-ranking, elderly leaders can resist such a temptation?"

 Hu Songqi thought of a secret rumor recorded in official history and began to laugh.

 Legend has it that there is a peach tree in Death Valley that bears fruit once every thousand years.

 Anyone who eats a peach from this tree can extend their life by three hundred years. If one consumes three peaches, they could live for a thousand years more.

 In history, indeed someone lived for a whole four hundred years.

 The legend says that a martial artist at the peak the Hollow Void Stage, only one step away from the "Seeing God" realm of the Human Immortal Martial Path, had once managed to escape from Death Valley with his life.

 No one could say for certain whether the longevity of the pinnacle-level Hollow Void Stage martial artist, who had lived for 400 years, had anything to do with eating the peach.

 No one could provide a definite answer.

 However, the cause of death for this peak Hollow Void Stage martial artist was clearly recorded in the history books.

 He was killed by the ambush of six Hollow Void Stage martial artists, each with just a short time left to live, rather than dying a natural death due to old age!

 If it weren't for this event, could that person have lived for a thousand years?

 On the back of the paper with the finished map, Hu Songqi wrote down this secret rumor and also thoughtfully included the book references.

 It was the truth anyway and she was not afraid of anyone checking it.

 "Hehehe…"

 Having done all this, Hu Songqi started laughing somewhat crazily.

 She was doing all this to muddy the waters and thus increase her odds of finding the manual of evil witchcraft in Death Valley.

 She also hoped to disrupt Link's plans.

 "You wanted to enter Death Valley, didn't you? Let's see what you do now!"

 Two days later.

 The ship carrying Link arrived at its destination - the County City of Tianshui.

 Before he even disembarked from the ship, Link noticed a lot of people dressed as martial artists gathered on the dock, swirling onto the ship in a dense swarm.

 "What is going on?"

 A passenger, who was also preparing to disembark, immediately asked.

 "They've gone mad! Everyone's gone mad!"

 When he found out that the dock was blocked and passengers might have trouble disembarking, the anxious captain contacted the dock management for information.

 After learning about the situation, the captain immediately rushed to the deck and started shouting.

 "What do you mean 'gone mad'? Who's gone mad?"

 Immediately, curious passengers started asking loudly.

 "Death Valley! Death Valley! Death Valley! *cough cough*..."

 The captain called out three times, choking on his words without providing a proper explanation.

 The gossip-hungry passengers were so frustrated that they wanted to strangle him.

 Upon hearing the words "Death Valley", Link immediately thought of one possibility.

 In the information provided by Hu Songqi, Death Valley was described as one of the most unique locations.

 "Interesting."

 Muttering to himself, Link quietly teleported to the dock, unnoticed by any of the passengers on the deck.

 Silently stealing a cheap photocopy from a martial artist dressed in typical mechanical martial arts gear, Link read it while walking, confirming his guess.

 As expected, it was Hu Songqi causing a ruckus, unwilling to go down without a fight.

 Moreover, the situation she created was beyond Link's expectations.

 It was not targeted at Hu Suqi, nor the Octagon Martial Arts School, not even the "Witch Charm" organization, but him.

 She aimed to attract everyone's attention with the Longevity Peach and stir the water.

 It must be said, this move was pretty effective.

 "Let's see how this plays out."

 Handing the photocopy back to a bewildered mechanical martial artist, Link smoothly walked out from the crowded dock towards the County City of Tianshui, leaving a stunned young martial artist with a map that had vanished mysteriously only to reappear just as mysteriously.

 "Oh my God!"

 The young martial artist yelped, dropping the map as if it had burned his hand, and began to wrestle his way through the crowd to get off the dock.

 This world was becoming too terrifying!

 He hadn't even reached Death Valley and was already facing such incidents.

 If he really entered Death Valley, wouldn't he die without knowing how he died?

 The indifferent Link, who had just saved a life, had already reached the planned hotel at a seemingly normal, but actually incredibly fast speed.

 The hotel was the tallest building in the County City of Tianshui, with 22 floors.

 The room reserved by Link had a distant view of the large Jiang Mansion in Tianshui County.

 Of course, the distance between them was very far, over two thousand meters.

 But with Link's vision enhanced by secret techniques, he could easily penetrate the defense of the Jiang Mansion and see their activities.

 Standing before the window, looking far into the Jiang Mansion, Link couldn't help but recall that naive and innocent single mother.

 It had been ten years since they'd last met. I wonder how she is doing now?
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 Link was not the type to wait passively.

 Earlier, through his own information network, he confirmed that his single mother was indeed in the Jiang Mansion.

 She rarely left the home, and when she did, it was to go to various Taoist temples and temples to burn incense and worship the gods and Buddha.

 Link had doubts about Taoist temples, temples, gods, and the Buddha, but he never voiced them.

 He decided to wait and see if anything as strange as ancient witchcraft or evil witchcraft would suddenly appear.

 There was no hurry, no rush.

 What needed immediate action was a home visit.

 After the home visit, Link could cut off one of the few bonds in this world and concentrate on the test with a light load.

 On the early morning of his second day in Tianshui County City.

 Link left his hotel early in the morning, hailed a horse-drawn carriage, and headed to Qingyun Temple in the northern suburbs.

 Since Governor Hu took office, he has vigorously promoted and supported the development of the machinery industry. Electricity, cars, trains, and construction machinery. Those who can afford it must buy, those who can't afford it must also buy.

 The provincial capital is closest to Governor Hu, so the mechanization industry developed faster.

 Tianshui County is the stronghold of conservative forces.

 Large clans, led by the Jiang Clan, resisted Governor Hu's policies.

 These clans, based on real estate, mining, aquatic products, and farming, as well as lending to craft industries, controlled the whole of Tianshui County.

 It's not just Governor Hu, even if the emperor himself came, unless he brought a large army, he wouldn't be able to do anything outrageous in Tianshui County.

 And the mechanical martial arts supported by most mechanical industry owners is the most unconventional heterodoxy in Tianshui County.

 Link hasn't ridden in a horse carriage for many years and was very uncomfortable with the sway.

 Fortunately, after ten years of practicing the Human Immortal Martial Path, he was able to control his body to the point where his mind moved with his heart, and his body moved with his mind. He could control his body to sway slightly with the rhythm of the carriage, thereby eliminating the discomfort.

 The temple wasn't thriving with activities.

 The common folk usually preferred to burn incense in temples.

 The indifferent Taoist and Taoist temples were a bit too aloof to be popular.

 However, among the upper class of Tianshui County City, Qingyun Temple had a great reputation.

 The Taoist priest, with his medical skills, health preserving sutras, and fortune tellings, had won the hearts of many nobles.

 The temple that Link's single mother visited the most was Qingyun Temple.

 Today was the 15th day of the lunar month, the day Link's single mother regularly visited Qingyun Temple to burn incense and pray for blessings.

 "Master, we have arrived."

 The coachman stopped the carriage steadily and respectfully announced.

 In the provincial capital, people address others as Sir, whereas they use Master in the county city. It was quite amusing.

 Link paid the fare, got out of the carriage, and walked towards Qingyun Temple.

 He was dressed in fine clothes for the occasion, his face handsome, his demeanor noble. Even though he was alone, with no attendants, and traveling only by rented carriage, he looked like a true nobleman among noblemen.

 As soon as he entered the mountain gate, a welcoming Taoist Priest greeted him.

 As Qingyun Temple was a quiet place, after performing a ritual, and exchanging greetings, the Taoist Priest quietly accompanied Link at his side without actively explaining anything.

 If Link had any questions, he could ask and would definitely get an answer.

 After paying respects in the Lingguan Hall, Link came to the main hall of Qingyun Temple, the Sanqing Hall.

 Looking at the divine statues of the three Tianzuns enshrined in the hall, Link was deep in thought, contemplating something unknown.

 The more knowledge-based memories he unlocked recently, the more he felt the oddities and peculiarities of this world.

 To say that it's false, but the people Link came across were real.

 Although his Wizard's Level wasn't very high, having just advanced to a Third Level Wizard, Link couldn't judge by common sense.

 With all kinds of blessings and opportunities, Link had begun to comprehend the rules early on and was practically on the brink of becoming a Sage.

 The so-called Sage in the Wizard World refers to the Fourth Level and above Wizards deserving respect from everyone. It also means that the Fourth Level and above Wizards have begun to understand the truth of the world and the cosmos.

 If it could be said that in the seventeen years before his knowledge-based memories were unlocked in this world, Link couldn't tell whether the people he encountered were real or fake.

 Then, with more and more knowledge-based memories being unlocked, if Link couldn't distinguish between reality and illusion, he would be letting down the blessings and opportunities that helped him comprehend the rules in advance.

 To say that it's real and yet everything reveals oddities and peculiarities.

 He won't delve into the extreme separation of the Human Immortal Martial Path and Mechanical Martial arts, and the Mechanical Martial Arts that look more like armoured heroes than martial artists no matter how Link sees it.

 He won't delve into the ancient witchcraft that seems to worship heaven and earth and nature, and the evil witchcraft that seems to originate from extraterrestrial objects.

 Just discussing the Taoist belief represented by the three Tianzun divine statues in front of him, it was difficult to explain clearly.

 Link had never heard of a world of immortals in the Wizard World!

 He couldn't find a hint of anything related to immortals in the history books of the Wizard World or in the records of numerous large-scale wars.

 Yet, this world had numerous Taoist temples and temples, and most of the gods and immortals worshipped were well-known.

 Only in terms of scripture, because Link lacked understanding, he didn't know whether they were the same.

 Even so, it was quite strange.

 "This layman is polite. I am Immortal Jingxu, I have had the honor of meeting you."

 Just when Link was staring at the divine statues of the three Tianzun and drifting off into his thoughts, the welcoming Taoist Priest quietly excused himself. He had managed to find the resident Immortal Jingxu of Qingyun Temple to receive this distinguished guest whose aura filled him with awe.

 Link's thoughts were interrupted, but he wasn't irritated. He smiled and returned the greeting, "Colin has seen Immortal Jingxu."
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 "Colin, I have prepared some pure tea in the quiet room. I wonder if I am fortunate enough to invite you for a chat," Immortal Jingxu said, waving his horsetail whisk and pointing in a direction.

 "It is my honor to have a mystical discussion with Immortal Jingxu," Link immediately agreed.

 "Please,"

 "After you."

 After some polite formalities, Immortal Jingxu led the way with Link following behind.

 Soon, they arrived at a quiet room in a side hall.

 The room wasn't large, only about a square meter in size, with no other objects inside, just a low square table and two cushions.

 It was spotlessly clean, bright and tidy. No incense had been burned, making the air fresh.

 Both sat opposite each other on the low couch. Immortal Jingxu poured two cups of tea from the teapot.

 It was indeed pure tea.

 The tea was clear, without any discoloration, and had a faintly fragrant aroma.

 Just a whiff could cleanse one's heart and sweep away one's troubles.

 This simple and unadorned tea-brewing skill had deeply impressed Link.

 A few more locked memories surfaced, making Link think of the tea he had produced in the Wizard World.

 "I've deviated! I've really deviated!"

 He sighed inwardly at how he had lost the true essence of tea, but his face remained calm. After thanking Immortal Jingxu, he took a sip of the tea.

 "Excellent tea!"

 Leaving the tea in his mouth for a brief moment, before swallowing it, Link couldn't stop praising.

 "Wherein lies its excellence?" Immortal Jingxu asked with a smile.

 "In its ability to cleanse the heart and reduce desires," Link replied with a similar smile.

 "Have you cleansed your heart though?" Immortal Jingxu asked casually as he sipped his tea.

 Rather than reply, Link countered, "Has Immortal Jingxu reduced his desires?"

 "I'm ashamed!" Immortal Jingxu pondered seriously, his face reflecting embarrassment. Still, he didn't shy away, "My cultivation is insufficient, and I haven't managed to reduce my desires."

 "In that case, I haven't cleaned out my heart, and I have numerous worries," Link continued smoothly. Then, changing his tone, he asked, "I hear that Immortal Jingxu is excellent at fortune-telling. Can I have the honor of asking him for a fortune?"

 Immortal Jingxu shook his head slightly and said seriously, "Seeking the fortune in yourself is better than seeking it in a stick. Why shake a mere piece of wood?"

 "Why then does Immortal Jingxu agree to read fortunes?" Link inquired curiously.

 "Those who seek fortunes are seeking peace of mind. What I am resolving is not their fortunes but their mental knots," Immortal Jingxu didn't hide and shared his genuine thoughts and practices.

 "So that's how it is," Link said, nodding thoughtfully.

 Just then, the door of the quiet room was gently knocked and a middle-aged Taoist stood at the door, "Master, Miss Jiang has arrived."

 "Please wait a moment, I will be back shortly," Immortal Jingxu first gestured for the middle-aged Taoist to leave, then apologized to Link.

 "Take your time, Immortal Jingxu. I am okay here," Link was gracious, showing no signs of displeasure.

 "Thank you for your understanding," Immortal Jingxu performed a bow, then stood up and left the quiet room.

 Link remained seated in the quiet room, leisurely enjoying his tea, showing no signs of immediately intending to meet the single mother.

 After Immortal Jingxu left the quiet room, his expression turned grave.

 The middle-aged Taoist and Daoist Zhike who had initially welcomed Link were waiting at the path from the side hall to Sanqing Hall. Seeing Immortal Jingxu, they promptly bowed in respect.

 Immortal Jingxu waved his horsetail whisk lightly to signal them to not be overly formal, then asked, "Did Miss Jiang come alone? Were there people from Jiang's Clan accompanying her?"

 "Replying to the Master, Third Young Master Jiang accompanied her," the middle-aged Taoist answered.

 "Hmm," Immortal Jingxu nodded, feeling less tense. Then he turned to Daoist Zhike, "Are you sure you didn't make a mistake?"

 Daoist Zhike cautiously replied, "Master, I can't be entirely sure. But after accompanying that visitor to Sanqing Hall, I saw his face change. After the change, his features were more than ninety percent similar to the Link of Octagon Martial Arts School, who Miss Jiang is extremely interested in."

 "What a troublesome situation," sighed Immortal Jingxu upon hearing this.

 This matter, if not handled properly today, could create big trouble for Qingyun Temple.

 "I just hope that Young Hero Lin did not come to Tianshui County with a vengeful heart."

 "Let's meet Miss Jiang first."

 In the face of a situation he couldn't immediately resolve, Immortal Jingxu decided to keep calm and observe how things would unfold.

 Before stepping into Sanqing Hall, Immortal Jingxu wondered why Young Hero Lin chose Qingyun Temple when Miss Jiang was at Gold Mountain Temple for prayer.

 "Greetings, Immortal."

 Having already offered her prayers to the three Tianzuns, Miss Jiang was sitting quietly on a zafu. Upon seeing Immortal Jingxu approaching, she greeted him, "I have disturbed your meditation once again, my apologies."

 "Miss Jiang is too courteous."

 Immortal Jingxu greeted her with a nod and said with a smile, "Miss Jiang has a connection with our faith. Your coming to Qingyun Temple cannot be considered a disturbance."

 Miss Jiang responded with a gentle smile, not saying a word.

 "Miss Jiang, this way, please."

 Seeing her response, Immortal Jingxu bravely guided her to the guest room in the side hall of the temple.

 It was Miss Jiang's routine.

 Every time she offered incense to the three Tianzuns, she would ask for a fortune stick and seek Immortal Jingxu's interpretation.

 The bamboo fortune stick she asked for was already in her hand.

 Of course, there were not many rooms in the Qingyun Temple guest hall, there were only three.

 Immortal Jingxu specifically arranged for the room where Linke was received to be in the west, separating him from the usual room in the east where Miss Jiang went.

 This was the extreme limit Immortal Jingxu could do.

 "Eh? There are other devotees in the temple today?"

 When they pace near the three rooms, perfectly positioned in the guest hall, before Immortal Jingxu, the middle-aged Taoist, and Daoist Zhike had even noticed anything, Miss Jiang had already exclaimed in surprise.

 The three Taoists looked where Miss Jiang was pointing, and were shocked to find that Monk Colin, who closely resembled Young Hero Lin, was standing under the apricot tree outside the quiet room, peacefully admiring the scenery.

 "This is Monk Colin."

 Immortal Jingxu sighed slightly in his heart, and introduced him.

 This situation was evolving in the way he least wanted to see.

 If Monk Colin is indeed Young Hero Lin, why would he change his identity and conceal himself?

 It must be to secretly meet his mother at first, to judge how to face the Jiang's Clan in Tianshui County, who took away Miss Jiang but abandoned Young Hero Lin.

 All these years, every time Miss Jiang asked for a fortune, it was for her abandoned son.

 Immortal Jingxu was very aware of what had happened in the past.

 He only hopes that the third young master of the Jiang mansion, who always dislikes Taoist temples and Buddhist temples, will, as usual, stay outside the temple gate and will not walk into the temple.

 So as to avoid an enmity confrontation, which would only stir up intense negative emotions.

 "Colin?"

 When Miss Jiang heard this name, she was inexplicably troubled.

 After carefully examining his appearance, she couldn't help feeling a little disappointed.

 "Immortal, I'm a bit tired."

 Miss Jiang looked dejected as she sighed out.

 "Miss Jiang, this way."

 Immortal Jingxu took the hint, guiding Miss Jiang towards the quiet room in the east.

 As they walked by Linke, who was standing under the apricot tree enjoying the scenery, the hearts of the three Taoists clenched, fearing that Linke would recognize his kin on the spot.

 Fortunately, Linke did not move. He just looked at the four people calmly and continued to enjoy the scenery.

 The three Taoists couldn't help but breathe a sigh of relief.

 Behind the four people, Linke frowned slightly.

 With his keen observation, how could he not realize that his mom was still frail and her Martial Way cultivation had not yet recovered?

 Did the Jiang's Clan in Tianshui County not intend to provide treatment for her over the past ten years, or did she refuse it?

 It was a question. A very important one.

 In the quietest room in the east, Miss Jiang was restless, feeling as if she had missed something.

 She held the bamboo fortune stick in her hand, forgetting to hand it to Immortal Jingxu, and sat there in silence for a long time.

 Immortal Jingxu dismissed the middle-aged Taoist and Daoist Zhike and poured tea for Miss Jiang himself.

 The sip of tea finally did its job, calming Miss Jiang and pulling her out of her deep thoughts.

 "Please interpret the fortune, Immortal."

 Miss Jiang, consumed by her concerns, placed the fortune stick on the tea table.

 "Heavenly Will, huh?"

 Taking a glance at the fortune stick, Immortal Jingxu couldn't help but sigh.

 The general meaning of the fortune was that something lost would be found again, but the process would be twisted, and it would ultimately be lost again.

 Putting down the fortune stick, Immortal Jingxu envisioned a bloody battle, falling silent for a long while.

 "Immortal?"

 Miss Jiang asked, "Is the fortune not good?"

 Jingxu Immortal took a heavy sigh and made a decision, loudy calling,

 "Monk Lin, please come in."
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 "Monk Lin?" 

 Hearing Immortal Jingxu's address, Miss Jiang was suddenly startled.

 Could her previous feeling have been right? Standing under the apricot tree was in fact her son?

 "Immortal, what do you mean?"

 Miss Jiang clenched her sleeves tightly with both hands, her voice trembling, full of anticipation.

 "Miss Jiang will know soon."

 Immortal Jingxu reassured her and then said no more.

 Upon hearing Immortal Jingxu's call, Link calmly entered the meditation room.

 The changing appearances within Sanqing Hall were all deliberately done by him.

 The Daoist Zhike, overwhelmed by the pressure, dared not speak and went to invite Immortal Jingxu. This too was Link's handiwork.

 After talking a few words with Immortal Jingxu, confirming that he only cultivates his mind and not the Martial Way, Link subtly influenced Immortal Jingxu's thoughts.

 Thus, without hurting the bodies and cognition of the two taoists, Link got an appropriate opportunity to make his entrance.

 "Thank you, Immortal."

 Link stood before the low table, first thanked Immortal Jingxu, and then looked at his anxious single mother who was desperately trying to control her emotions.

 Without any hesitation, Link removed his disguise and revealed his true appearance.

 "My son!"

 The single mother immediately shouted emotionally, lifted her hand in an attempt to touch Link's face but stopped abruptly.

 For the past ten years, she knew that Link was in Octagon Martial Arts School in Fuli County.

 Yet, bound by family and the pressure from the Zhong Family, she couldn't step outside the county city, let alone leave Tianshui County to search for her son.

 But, whether intentional or not, abandoning her son was the reality.

 Jiang Yuer was deeply guilty!

 "Mother, how have you been all these years?"

 Link was not that emotional, nor was he too cold.

 Human emotions are peculiar, sometimes they are related to memories, sometimes not.

 At this moment, as Link faced his mother Jiang Yuer in this life, his emotions were incredibly complex and strange.

 The rather loose mystery of inside the womb for Link was in fact an incomplete rebirth experience.

 For his single mother Jiang Yuer, he felt more sympathy and pity, but actually not much of the thick blood relation between mother and son.

 After all, when he was born in this life, he was already somewhat wise.

 Before the age of seven, his wisdom had completely restored.

 In terms of mentality, he actually looked more like a mature adult compared to Jiang Yuer back then.

 Only out of sympathy, pity, and the instinct he had since birth, Link has always acknowledged that he is the son of Jiang Yuer in this life.

 Link fully admits the mother-son relationship between him and Jiang Yuer, and of course, there is no need to avoid it in terms of address.

 "Yes, I've been fine. What about you, my son?"

 Although Jiang Yuer had learned about some of Link's exploits through some channels of the Jiang's Clan, seeing her grown-up son with her own eyes, she still wanted to hear Link say "I'm fine" in person.

 Perhaps, this is what being a mother is like.

 "Mother, I've been very well."

 Link nodded his head, his reply brought comfort but also guilt to Jiang Yuer.

 It could be said that countless emotions welled up in her heart.

 After a few simple conversations, Jiang Yuer suddenly didn't know what else to say.

 Link also didn't say anything more, just quietly standing there.

 Having acknowledged Jiang Yuer, he could clearly perceive that, as if from the unseen depths, a thread binding him has been completely severed.

 This was a sensation that he had never experienced in the previous seventeen years.

 Link slightly frowned, and with a flicker of thought, he grasped this sensation and traced it back to its source.

 A moment later, Link indeed found the root, his consciousness entering a rather unusual state.

 His "two eyes" seemed to "see" two different scenes.

 The "left eye" saw a person entangled with threads and chains, the "right eye" saw a door with a large lock.

 Having "seen" the two scenes, Link had an epiphany.

 Severing all the threads and chains entangling his body would allow him to cut ties with this world and leave without regret;

 Breaking the lock on the door would completely unlock the Sea of Consciousness, restoring his wizard realm and strength.

 Upon closer scrutiny, there were five threads and one chain.

 The thread severed just now represented the maternal line between Link and Jiang Yuer.

 So...

 "Son, you should go. I'm very happy to see you one more time, but you can't stay here for long."

 Regaining her rationality from the emotional mother-son reunion, Jiang Yuer suddenly realized a severe consequence, "If the Jiang's and Zhong families find out your whereabouts, they may come to attack you. You must leave quickly!"

 "Why?"

 Link returned to his senses, questioning with doubt.

 For ten years he was in Octagon Martial Arts School, never hiding his identity.

 The Jiang's and Zhong families of Tianshui County, as large clans with high-end cultivation of Human Immortal Martial Path, surely knew about Link's identity and whereabouts.

 They hadn't made a move in the past ten years, and now on the surface, Link was already a martial artist at the peak of the Condensation Truth Realm, and he had displayed strength surpassing the Normalization Realm multiple times in the provincial city.

 If the Jiang's and Zhong families had always wanted to deal with Link, why would they choose this time?

 There must have been something happening that Link had yet to discover.

 Jiang Yuer explained anxiously:

 "Three days ago, rumors about 'Death Valley' suddenly spread in the martial arts world.

 After verification from historical records, it was confirmed that there indeed exist longevity extending fruits in 'Death Valley'.

 The entire martial arts world, including the Imperial Court, moved upon hearing this news, all planning to enter 'Death Valley' and pick peaches.

 The Jiang's and Zhong families are no exception.

 If they find out that you're away from your master's protection and have appeared here alone, they'll surely try to capture you and then force Lin Nantian to enter the valley to pick peaches!"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 231: Letting Go _2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Lin Nantian?" 

 Upon hearing this name, Link couldn't help but utter a scornful laugh.

 How could Link not look into the origins of his identity in this world?

 His biological mother Jiang Yuer, who had lived with him for seven years and to whom he owed a debt of nurturing.

 His biological father, Lin Nantian in this life, was a total stranger whom he hadn't even seen face-to-face.

 Link sensed the ties of fate and chains that were wrapped around him. They had nothing to do with Lin Nantian.

 What this signifies is self-evident.

 "The Jiang and Zhong families would be total idiots if they really did this."

 With a sneer on his face, Link said murderously, "Lin Nantian, this man, in his obsession to break through in martial arts, has fallen into madness, devoid of affection and heart. How could he possibly be threatened? Moreover, if the Jiang and Zhong families don't dare to directly confront Lin Nantian, how could they dare to confront 'God Spear' Li Shuwen? I don't believe it! And, I'm not made of clay. I haven't sought trouble with the Jiang and Zhong families, and they should consider themselves lucky. If they dare to come, I dare to kill, and I dare to bury!"

 Upon hearing these words, Jiang Yuer was extremely shocked, her pupils constricting.

 Despite having seen many records and materials about Link's deeds over the past decade, including videos of him representing Octagon Martial Arts School to fight against those who challenged them.

 In Jiang Yuer's heart, her son was still that innocent young lad who was always helpless yet unable to reject her unreasonable demands.

 The cold, murderous and chilling demeanor of the young hero in front of her made Jiang Yuer think that she should reevaluate her understanding of her son.

 "Braggart!"

 Suddenly, a voice containing extreme fury entered the chamber.

 It turned out to be the third Young Master Jiang from Jiang Mansion, Jiang Demiao, who rarely ever set foot in the Qingyun Temple. For some reason, he was now standing outside the chamber.

 Link slightly turned his body and looked in the direction of the voice.

 After ten years, Jiang Demiao's face was still radiating fierceness, with his eyes already turning into stern and chilly triangular ones.

 Jiang Demiao, with the sword in hand, is full of murderous intent, "I want to see what you have learned from Li Shuwen, to dare to belittle my Tianshui Jiang Clan."

 Having said that, he raised his sword and pointed it at Link, seemingly ready to launch an attack.

 "Third brother."

 Jiang Yuer quickly stood up and stood in between Link and Jiang Demiao. With her back turned to Link, she faced Jiang Demiao and cried out with a plea in her voice.

 "Mother, don't worry. I'm not like Lin Nantian, who is heartless. I won't do something like killing my own relative."

 Before Jiang Demiao had a chance to respond to Jiang Yuer's plea, Link spoke up first.

 As his voice echoed around, Link's figure had already disappeared from where he stood.

 Under the alarmed gaze of Jiang Demiao, he lightly tapped the sword in Jiang Demiao's hand, leaving a red mark.

 "I'm staying at the Four Directions Hotel. If you want to regain face, I am always waiting for you."

 With the sound echo⁠—but not seeing the person—Link disappeared.

 The room fell into silence, so quiet that one could hear a pin drop.

 Immortal Jingxu had closed his eyes and began to chant as soon as Link had entered the room, unconcerned with the ongoing events inside.

 Jiang Yuer was staring blankly in the direction of the door, her tears falling like string of pearls.

 At this moment, her heart felt as if it was being gripped. She was feeling lost and empty.

 No, it wasn't just a sense of loss. It was a real loss.

 She could feel that she had lost her son forever.

 The connection between the two of them had come to an end.

 It was a strange feeling.

 But Jiang Yuer, who was once known as a famous talent in the Human Immortal Martial Path in Tianshui County, became a powerful figure in the Normalization Realm before she was twenty, and earned the title of "Female Sword Immortal," she knew that this impulsive feeling was not false!

 However, a clean break might be better.

 So as not to let this complicated relationship affect her son's future development and Martial Way.

 Jiang Demiao, too, stood in the same place without reacting, unable to believe that he had been "instantly killed".

 Why?

 Why on earth?

 How could he, Jiang Demiao, a peak figure in the Normalization Realm, who used to rule Tianshui County, be "instantly killed" so easily?

 He is still looked down upon, by a bastard who despised him the most!

 Jiang Demiao suddenly felt a shattering sensation in his Dao heart, his whole person was utterly disoriented.

 A moment later,

 Jiang Yuer gathered her complex emotions, stopped her tears, and turned to Immortal Jingxu, who remained with his eyes closed, apologetically saying, "Immortal, I apologize for disturbing your peace and that of the temple due to our family affairs."

 "Ah!"

 Immortal Jingxu heaved a long sigh, opened his eyes, and gently handed the bamboo stick to Jiang Yuer, saying gravely, "Everything happens as per the Heavenly Will. This sign is unique; it can be considered both good and bad. If the good prediction comes true, it would be like the current moment when Monk Jiang and Monk Lin recognize each other but ultimately separate. If the bad prediction becomes reality, the two monks will still recognize each other, but there would be a calamity of bloodshed. As for whom this calamity of bloodshed will fall upon, I am unable to conclusively predict."

 After pausing, Immortal Jingxu continued to say, "However, based on my calculations, the calamity is likely to fall upon the Jiang Family, and it could even affect the Zhong Family."

 "Thank you, Immortal."

 Jiang Yuer, too preoccupied to think about anything else, paid some respects and then led the still dazed Jiang Demiao away from the quiet room.

 Once they were out in the courtyard and a gust of wind blew past, Jiang Demiao regained his senses. His right hand clenched the sword hilt so tightly that the veins on his hand bulged and the hilt shape seemed to distort slightly.

 "Third brother, don't be impulsive. Let's go home first and wait for our elder brother to make a decision."

 Seeing the situation, Jiang Yuer decided not to persuade Jiang Demiao to calm down directly but chose to approach it indirectly.

 "Hmph!"

 Jiang Demiao huffed with unwillingness, yet he didn't argue or immediately head to the Four Directions Hotel to confront Link.

 The siblings hurriedly left the Qingyun Temple and returned to the Jiang Mansion.

 "Monk Lin, please, have a seat."

 In the quiet room, Immortal Jingxu changed the teacup and filled it with clear tea, inviting Link, who apparently was standing before, to sit down in the empty space.

 "Immortal, you have good patience."

 Link took a seat on the cushion of the low couch as instructed and praised.

 "Monk, you have skill."

 Immortal Jingxu shook his head, indicating that he was not deserving of such praise, "Such a skill is nearly similar to the narration of various Mysterious Techniques in the scriptures. When I saw it, I was astonished."

 It turned out that Link didn't actually leave the quiet room, but instead used a deceptive technique.

 His duplicate made the illusory action of leaving, while his original presence remained hidden on the very spot, visible only to Immortal Jingxu.

 "Oh?"

 Upon hearing the words "Mysterious Technique", Link immediately took an interest and made a request, "I wonder if Immortal could elaborate on the relationship or difference between this Mysterious Technique, and 'Ancient Witchcraft', 'Ancient Shamanism', 'Evil Witchcraft'?"

 "Of course."

 Immortal Jingxu agreed to Link's request, contemplated for a moment, organized his thoughts, and then explained leisurely,

 "Taoism's Mysterious Technique, like the ancient 'Shamanism', both originated from the veneration of nature and the cosmos.

 At that time, the conception of Taoism hadn't yet formed or even appeared. Those who controlled sacrificial rituals and power were known as Shamans.

 A Shaman is a person who communicates between heaven and earth.

 Over time, the status and power of Shamans had greatly declined.

 To regain their zenith, some Shamans started to reform.

 Some sought longevity and used it to establish and develop themselves. This gave rise to 'Ancient Shaman' and 'Shamanism';

 Some advocated the natural principles of Taoism, which led to the creation of Taoists.

 Later on, when 'Ancient Shaman' faced disaster and 'Shamanism' dissipated, some Taoists advocated absorbing the longevity-seeking philosophy of 'Ancient Shaman' and the transcendent 'Shamanism'.

 After integration, it became the 'Mysterious Technique' of Taoism, also known as 'Taoist Technique'.

 Even later, due to several 'Witchcraft' disturbances, Taoism either actively or passively banned the inheritance of 'Taoist Technique'.

 Since then, 'Taoist Technique' merely remains as a 'Mystery' recorded in the scriptures, with no actual practice."

 Link, seemingly deep in thought after listening, asked, "So, whether it's Ancient Witchcraft or Evil Witchcraft, in fact, it's closer to the original 'Witchcraft' that the Shamans possessed in the ancient and even prehistoric times, compared to 'Shamanism' and 'Taoist Technique'?"

 Immortal Jingxu nodded and said, "The so-called Ancient Witchcraft and Evil Witchcraft, they are all Witchcraft. During ancient and even prehistoric times, human beings were brutish – there wasn't much room for morality. An important reason for the decline of Shamans was that too many Witchcraft rituals required human sacrifice!"

 "That's highly possible."

 Link agreed quite a bit with Immortal Jingxu's views, then abruptly asked,

 "Was your method of interpreting the sign a Taoist Technique?"
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 "Monk Lin is joking." 

 Immortal Jingxu was not flustered, speaking calmly, "I'm just a humble Daoist. How could I know Taoist techniques?"

 "It's merely out of curiosity, no other intentions, hope you understand, venerable one."

 Link chuckled, rounding off his previous statement.

 "No problem."

 While saying so, Immortal Jingxu picked up the teapot, filled Link's cup with tea, "please have some tea, Monk Lin."

 Link glanced at the cup filled with tea, understanding Immortal Jingxu's intention, picked it up, and drank it all like a bull chewing on a peony.

 "Thank you for your hospitality, venerable one. For any inconvenience caused, I hope for your understanding."

 Setting down the teacup, Link nodded to Immortal Jingxu to express his gratitude and took his leave.

 Immortal Jingxu closed his eyes and sat quietly on the low stool for quite a while. He confirmed that Link really left before he opened his eyes again.

 Gazing at the two teacups on the tea table, one empty and one seven-tenths full, used for entertaining the two guests, Immortal Jingxu let out a sigh.

 The teacups mirrored their owners.

 One is destined to have nothing to do with this world, and the other is destined to have only seven-tenths fulfillment in this life, without complete happiness.

 After sighing, Immortal Jingxu left the room and came to a very quiet little courtyard behind the side hall of the temple.

 There was a ginkgo tree planted in the courtyard which has a history of several hundred years.

 Under the tree, there were stone tables and benches.

 An old Daoist with white hair and a youthful face was sitting on a stone bench, playing chess against himself.

 The black and white chess pieces looked like several dragons, engaged in fierce combat.

 Immortal Jingxu stood by waiting for the game to be over.

 "What do you seek?"

 The old Daoist was leisurely packing up the chess pieces while asking.

 "Master, the source of the information from Death Valley has been traced, it's from the 'Witch Charm' organization in the provincial city after Hu Songqi resigned the position of Witch Master," Immortal Jingxu gave a respectful salute and continued. "Moreover, a person suspected of experiencing the Tribulation, Link from the Octagon Martial Arts School, visited our temple and demonstrated a very special technique. It does not resemble Ancient Witchcraft, nor does it have anything to do with Evil Witchcraft. Before he left, he seemed to have perceived something and specially asked me, 'Is the method of divination a Taoist technique?'"

 The old Daoist patiently listened to Immortal Jingxu's explanation, thought for a moment, picked up the chess pieces, and then did some calculations.

 The implications became more shocking as he calculated.

 His brows, which hadn't furrowed for dozens of years, couldn't help but knit tightly.

 "Master, did something unexpected happen?"

 Seeing this, Immortal Jingxu quickly asked, fearing that some rebounding calamity might occur.

 The old Daoist shook his head and sighed: "Young people these days, they really do not respect their elders."

 After sighing, the old Daoist continued playing chess against himself and casually instructed: "As for the matter of Death Valley, don't bother, someone will handle it. As for the matter of Young Hero Lin, don't bother even more. Starting from today, close the mountain gates and meditate on Huang Ting."

 "Yes, master."

 Immortal Jingxu very much understood the old Daoist's way of doing things.

 Worldly troubles often cause disputes.

 Those who have transcended these worldly troubles do not touch these, they just live in seclusion and cultivate peace.

 Outside of Qingyun Temple.

 Link, who chose to return to the hotel by carriage and locked eyes with the old Daoist from afar, shook his head and laughed. The old Daoist was taken by surprise when Link figured him out.

 Taoist techniques are Taoist techniques, making fun of them or not.

 The world is becoming more and more interesting.

 Human Immortal Martial Path, Mechanical Martial Arts, Ancient Witchcraft, Evil Witchcraft, and the authentically profound Taoist techniques.

 With anticipation in his heart, Link returned to the hotel.

 Previously, when Link told Jiang Deyu about this place, he wasn't just making it up.

 He truly planned to stay here for a few more days to see how the Jiang clan and the Zhong family would react to his appearance.

 This was part of the original plan and remained unchanged even after understanding the threads of karmic ties and shackles that were intertwined around him.

 "This is the only thing I can do for you."

 Link severed his link with the single mother at the level of these karmic ties.

 However, at the actual level, due to Link's appearance, the single mother might encounter some troubles.

 Before leaving the county city and exploring Death Valley, Link was willing to clear all these troubles for the single mother.

 If the Jiang and Zhong families, or even the so-called Lin Nantian, act recklessly.

 At the Jiang Mansion.

 The first thing the siblings did when they got home was to find their elder brother, Jiang Dehao, who was already in charge of household affairs.

 The parents of the three were actually quite healthy, but they had retreated to the second line, leaving the large Jiang family to Jiang Dehao to manage.

 Therefore, among the Jiang family, as well as among the other forces in Tianshui County and ordinary people, the three of them were still referred to as young masters and young ladies.

 "Hmm?"

 Jiang Dehao was taking a rare break, playing the zither for his own amusement in the pavilion.

 Seeing the brother and sister hurrying over, especially the poor complexion on his younger brother Jiang Deyu, Jiang Dehao was immediately startled.

 There were few possibilities in Tianshui County that could lead to this situation with the third young master of the Jiang family.

 Every possibility was not a good one.

 "Big brother..."

 Jiang Deyu called out and was about to continue speaking.

 "Sit down for a while."

 However, Jiang Dehao immediately raised his right palm to stop Jiang Deyu from speaking, and turned to look at his second sister Jiang Yuer, "Yuer, you speak."

 Jiang Yuer slowly sat down opposite Jiang Dehao and calmly said, "Link came to see me, and his strength is extremely strong. He can kill our little brother in seconds. The means he used is neither Human Immortal Martial Path nor similar to Ancient Witchcraft, yet different. I couldn't see through it."

 Jiang Dehao didn't care whether Jiang Yuer couldn't see it or saw it but didn't want to speak about it. He was not interested in these details.

 What he cared about was whether Link, whom he and his brothers had abandoned years ago, came for revenge this time.
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 Looking at her eldest brother's scrutinising gaze, Jiang Yuer shook her head, "Link has no plan to take revenge against you two ruthless uncles and the Jiang's Clan."

 Jiang Dehao was indifferent to Jiang Yuer's accusation.

 Turning his head toward his much calmer third brother, Jiang Dehao asked, "What do you plan to do?"

 "I'll listen to my eldest brother."

 Even though Jiang Demiao had a thousand words in his heart, he could only say one thing at the moment.

 Ever since they were little, as the younger brother, Jiang Demiao had always been obedient to his eldest brother and never disobeyed.

 Especially after their father, under the pressure of the elders, forcibly handed over the position of Clan Leader to the eldest brother in advance.

 Jiang Demiao, as a rightful heir to the Jiang's Clan with inheritance rights, never had any disagreement with his eldest brother, Jiang Dehao, whether in public or in private.

 At most, when he was in a bad mood, he would secretly complain to his eldest brother once or twice.

 "Let's do nothing then, let this matter pass."

 Jiang Dehao made a decision instantly.

 In Jiang Dehao's view, this matter was simply bad debt.

 If it really came down to it, Link could stand firm even if he took blatant revenge on the Jiang's Clan.

 Now that Link had the ability, but still showed restraint, it was already a situation that everyone was happier with.

 There was no need for the Jiang's Clan to provoke Link, along with the man behind him, Divine Gun Li Shuwen.

 As for the Zhong Family and Lin Nantian, they could go to hell for all he cared.

 Zhong Family Mansion.

 After the person in charge heard about Link appearing in his original form at the Four Directions Hotel in County City, he specifically ordered that no member of the Zhong Family was allowed to take any action against Link.

 The rumor that the Jiang's Clan was willing to join forces with the Zhong Family to take down Link and force Lin Nantian into Death Valley was pure nonsense!

 Which major clan with a long-standing lineage of the Human Immortal Martial Path dared to mess with Death Valley?

 Not to mention it would cause a death toll just to explore Death Valley.

 Even if they survived and came out, regardless of whether they gained anything or not, they would face the decimation of the entire Jianghu and even the Imperial Court.

 The others might not know, but these big clans with lineages, how could they not be clear?

 "I don't care who wants to seek death!"

 "Whoever dares to act in the name of the Zhong Family, I'll kill them first!"

 Before long, these two sentences from the Zhong Clan Leader reached Link's ears.

 "Hmph..."

 For this, Link's reaction was just a sneer.

 Lin Nantian, who was in seclusion not far from Tianshui County City, had his own channels of information and knew about Link's appearance and the hinted intent.

 In the end, Lin Nantian's response was to send a broken mirror and a water basin with a few water droplets through an intermediary.

 "Hahaha!"

 Link's response was to let out three cold laughs.

 They all had rather obstinate characters.

 It was no wonder the grudges between the Jiang's Clan, Zhong Family, and Lin Nantian due to Jiang Yuer's illegitimate child were not settled even after almost twenty years.

 Petty wretches who didn't know they were wasting time.

 Therefore, the morning after his visit to Qingyun Temple,

 Link left the Four Directions Hotel and left Tianshui County City.

 On the city gate tower, Jiang Yuer, who knew the news in advance, stood high up, looking at the passenger boat Link boarded to return to the provincial city.

 Her complexion was no longer as pale as it had been for the past decade or so, and her temperament had also changed a lot.

 She was still gentle, still seemingly weak.

 But there was now a bit of sharpness in her pair of Phoenix eyes.

 The Female Sword Immortal who had once amazed Tianshui County had gotten rid of her chronic illness, and her practice had not only recovered, but also improved.

 She had even touched the edge of the Hollow Void Stage, ahead of her arch-enemy, Lin Nantian.

 That was Link's doing.

 Last night, he silently entered Jiang Mansion and found the bedroom of the single mother.

 After a period of effort, he nearly exhausted the True Yuan cultivated through the Human Immortal Martial Path and also used a lot of spiritual power. Only then, using a secret technique he had recently understood, was he able to cure the single mother's chronic illness.

 On the passenger boat.

 Link, who looked languid, leaned against the window, silently watching the reverse flow of the river scenery. He was physically and mentally exhausted, but he also felt an unparalleled sense of relaxation, both inside and out.

 Indeed, merely severing the connection of karma didn't completely resolve the karma.

 Hearing the responses from the Jiang's, Zhong's and Lin Nantian and repaying the debt to his single mother, Link finally returned the favor of birth to this world.

 This discovery sparked many associations in Link's mind.

 For instance, did Nostrodamus, the Mysterious Saint who excelled in prophesy, also comprehend the "cause-effect" rules of the universe where the Wizard World was situated?

 Or his repeated modifications of the conjecture concerning the standards of the completion of this test.

 All kinds of ideas emerged, but were all suppressed by Link in the end.

 After yawning, Link left the window, lay down on the bed, and fell into a deep sleep.

 Four days later.

 The passenger ship sailing upstream reached the pier.

 Among the disembarking passengers, Link's figure was absent.

 Link had already disembarked halfway after he had restored his full strength a day before.

 He was not in a hurry to conduct the experiment of implanting the "construction" into the Human Immortal Martial Artists, nor was he anxious to explore the increasingly bustling Death Valley.

 Instead, he silently returned to Fuli County on his own, avoiding all attention.

 "Master, Mistress, I am back."

 In the Octagon Martial Arts School, within the main hall.

 Link revealed his presence after requesting Li Shuwen to dismiss the other secret disciples through a secret message.

 "Finally decided to stop hiding?"

 Li Shuwen, standing at the end of the Hollow Void Stage of the Human Immortal Martial Path and intending to break through to the legendary fifth stage, "Seeing God", looked at his eighth disciple and joked with a smile.

 "There was never an intention of keeping it from Master and Mistress," Link could only respond in this way.

 The Mistress did not speak, sitting there with a frosty expression, occasionally glaring at Li Shuwen.

 The incident where her daughter Li Sisi was made to bear the consequence by her father was not well-received by the Mistress.

 Next, she blamed her husband for staying in Fuli County and not wanting to move a finger in retribution for their daughter.

 Didn't she know that "Old Eight" Link had already arrived in the provincial city and was investigating the case, and that he already had results?

 All she wanted was a personal reckoning!

 Link noticed the friction between his master and mistress as if he didn't see it, continued speaking about Ancient Witchcraft, Evil Witchcraft, Taoist Technique, and other such matters.

 After finishing, Link said, "Master, Mistress, I don't want to deceive you, so I can't explain the origin of the techniques I use. But I assure you, I won't do anything detrimental to the Octagon Martial Arts School, our family."

 "I am very relieved."

 Li Shuwen glanced at his wife who was still upset, "It's just that I don't know if your Mistress is relieved."

 The Mistress hummed, "Link is much more reliable than you!"

 "Ha ha…" Li Shuwen heard this, not only was he not annoyed, he laughed heartily, "Blue but better than blue, and that's a good thing!"

 After the interlude, Li Shuwen solemnly warned, "It's ok if you are interested in Ancient Witchcraft, Evil Witchcraft, Taoist Technique, and other such things. Only one thing, don't practice them. From ancient to modern times, why only the Human Immortal Martial Path has been passed down? I hope you understand its profound meaning."

 "Because it's harmless."

 Link immediately responded.

 In comparing Ancient Witchcraft, Evil Witchcraft, and Human Immortal Martial Path, Link had discovered long ago that only the Human Immortal Martial Path walked the path of balance in essence, energy, and spirit.

 He had little understanding of the Taoist Technique in this world, but inferred from the two points of being based on "Ancient Witchcraft" and being sealed by Taoism itself, that it must also be biased and poorly received.

 "Well, it's good that you understand this."

 Li Shuwen nodded, very satisfied with Link's answer.

 The Mistress glared at Li Shuwen and abruptly said in a serious tone, "Link, do not go to Death Valley. You must never go there!"

 The matter of the Death Valley was getting more and more heated and had spread throughout the entire north and south of the Jianghu.

 It was said that the Imperial Court intended to organize an elite team to enter it.

 The emperor was over fifty years old; day and night work had already caused his health to decline rapidly, and he was in urgent need of supplements.

 "I won't go there for the time being."

 Link conveyed his plan truthfully and then changed the subject. He discussed the concept of the "Construction" system combined with "Totem" theory and the Human Immortal Martial Path, and his idea of ​​implanting "Construction" in Human Immortal Martial Artists.

 "What do you think, Master?"

 When three people walk together, there must be my teachers.

 Link wanted to use the implantation of "Construction" in this world's Human Immortal Martial Artists to perfect his own path. Therefore, he sought advice.

 In terms of understanding the Human Immortal Martial Path, who could be more knowledgeable than Li Shuwen who stood at the Peak of Hollow Void Stage?

 Make reasonable use of all resources!
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 "We can give it a try."

 Upon hearing Link's exposition, Li Shuwen took a moment for deep thought before giving his answer.

 Though semi-retired, Li Shuwen still greatly cared about the development of the Human Immortal Martial Path, which was why he founded the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 Through Link's explanation, coupled with Li Shuwen's own understanding of the Human Immortal Martial Path and its origin— the veneration and pursuit of longevity by the ancient and primordial human tribes — Li Shuwen felt that the so-called "construction" method might be feasible.

 If it truly worked, the strength of the Human Immortal Martial Path could experience a massive increase.

 Even if this growth did not fundamentally enhance the potential of the Human Immortal Martial Path, it could at least slightly improve the situation.

 Li Shuwen had a disdain for the mechanical martial arts' pursuit of external objects rather than inner self-improvement, but he had to concede that mechanical martial arts was easier for beginners, hence it was more favored by the Imperial Court, receiving strong promotion and protection.

 The practice of mechanical martial arts did not particularly value Qi, placed moderate emphasis on Essence but heavily favored Spirit.

 Essence represented physical constitution, while Spirit stood for computational capabilities and precise control abilities.

 Their realm was divided by the number of "cores".

 The so-called "core" was a creation that could be refined and absorbed into the brain through the "Spirit".

 With these creations, Mechanical Martial Artists could control various robots crafted purely from steel to fight.

 One core could control no more than eleven robots, two cores no more than thirty-one robots, three cores no more than seventy-one robots, and four cores one hundred fifty-one robots.

 The robots also had different grades.

 Robots controlled by one core were Level 1, those by two cores were Level 2, those by three cores were Level 3, and those by four cores were Level 4.

 The reason that each core controls an odd number of robots was that during the practice and battle of Mechanical Martial Arts Practitioners, they also integrated themselves into a special robot.

 This special type of robot had three unique features:

 Firstly, the fabrication material had to be as excellent as possible to leave room for upgrades; secondly, it had to be as light, portable, and wearable as possible; and lastly, it could be continuously refined and upgraded.

 When Link first learned about mechanical martial arts, he had renamed it in his mind to Mecha martial arts.

 However Link believed that the development philosophy of the Mecha martial arts in this world was not yet clear.

 Either they took the route of quantity, controlling many with one and utilizing swarm tactics; or they took the route of quality, controlling one with one and pursuing the path of mechanical ascension.

 As a result, they ended up with this limited potential hybrid.

 "How are you planning to begin?"

 Li Shuwen broke his contemplation and interrupted Link's train of thought with his question.

 "I plan to head outside Death Valley and capture some notorious criminals for experimentation. Once the technique is mature, I'll then start implementing it on a small scale within the Martial Arts School, selecting disciples and students with less talent. After confirming its efficacy, we can discuss scaling it up."

 Link truthfully shared his plans.

 He intended to develop the "Construction" system independently from wizarding knowledge, necessitating extensive data from other "construction" experiments based on Extraordinary systems. He needed to pave a path before he could consider incorporating wizard knowledge, thus creating a 'construction' wizard sect.

 Given that the Human Immortal Martial Path of this world was suitable for implementing "construction", it made sense to carry out as many experiments as possible, collect as much data, and learn through association.

 With the support of his master, Li Shuwen, the effects of conducting his work openly were far better than doing it surreptitiously.

 "Alright, just be careful not to go overboard."

 Without any hesitation, Li Shuwen agreed.

 "Thank you, Master."

 Link expressed his gratitude with sincerity.

 It was not only out of respect for the teacher-student relationship in this world but also an acknowledgement of Li Shuwen's abilities being far superior to his own at his prime.

 In terms of realms, the Hollow Void Stage was somewhat superior to a Level 4 Extraordinary but slightly inferior to a Fourth Level Sage according to Wizard World's standards.

 Furthermore, the Human Immortal Martial Path specializes in combat.

 Li Shuwen, a Martial Artist at the Peak of the Hollow Void Stage, could certainly beat Link who had just advanced to a Third Level Wizard in either tournament or duel to death, though there might be some twists and turns.

 The Mistress was increasingly irritated as the master and the disciple seemed to have finally finished discussing serious matters but they still made no mention of her daughter, Li Sisi.

 She was angry at not just her husband Li Shuwen but also the disciple Link.

 "All of you, so heartless."

 Unable to contain her complaint any longer, the Mistress spoke, "Doesn't Sisi matter to you at all? You've finished discussing all those nonsensical matters but didn't express any concern about how Sisi is doing."

 Link laughed, "Rest assured, Mistress, Sisi is perfectly fine now."

 The evil witchcraft utilized by Yun Xinying of the "Witch Charm" organization, directed by the Witch Master Hu Songqi, to alter Li Sisi's cognition, was not particularly sophisticated.

 Even an under-recovered Link could easily see through the trick and, of course, could reverse it.

 However, forcibly undoing it was nowhere near as reliable as natural healing.

 Under Link's guidance, the Mistress sent Li Sisi back to her maternal hometown — the Mingxin Sword Sect located in the mountains. They couldn't have asked a more suitable place.

 According to his calculations, Li Sisi should have already recovered. She was probably too embarrassed to return home.

 "Humph!"

 The Mistress cast a stern look at the master and the disciple, then angrily huffing, left the room.

 Was she not aware that her daughter was alright?

 What really mattered to her was that the two men, didn't show any concern for her daughter.

 Li Shuwen was Li Sisi's father after all, and Link was the son-in-law candidate she had her eyes on.
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 After the master's wife had left, a smile passed between Link and his teacher, Li Shuwen, conveying their deep mutual understanding.

 "Master, I won't stay any longer. Once there are results, I will return."

 Link did not linger and suggested to take his leave.

 "Hmm."

 Li Shuwen nodded in response, giving his advice, "Be careful out there. If anyone dares to offend you, kill them. If you encounter any trouble, your master will back you up. In the Southern Pugilistic World, those who dared to belittle me, Li Shuwen, have all perished."

 "Thank you, Master."

 Link took his leave without any unnecessary courtesy, and then he promptly left.

 Watching Link's figure suddenly disappear, Li Shuwen slowly closed his eyes.

 He began to simulate how to deal with an opponent who could appear and disappear so suddenly.

 A moment later, Li Shuwen opened his eyes and hummed a tune as he went to find his wife. He certainly didn't want to sleep on the floor tonight.

 As for strategies to fight the enemy, it's all about being quick, accurate, and ruthless.

 As long as he's fast enough, accurate enough, and ruthless enough, fancy techniques are irrelevant. One punch is all he needs.

 The practitioners of mechanical martial arts and some Human Immortal Martial Artists who prattle on about breaking free from the constraints of the body and making efficient use of energy were talking nonsense.

 The body is both matter and energy, matter can be converted into energy, and energy can be transformed into matter.

 No matter what kind of matter or energy, nothing can beat a solid punch!

 Near the provincial city.

 Link's figure suddenly appeared, yet no one noticed.

 Based on Octagon Martial Arts School's booming industry, a number of independent locations have been set up as part of an intelligence system.

 These locations were established after several layers of cover, passing through many hands, thoroughly concealed any association with the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 One of these locations, which Link was about to use as an experimental base, was among them.

 This was a mansion-style building with two above-ground floors and five underground, located in a remote area with few inhabitants, but it was conveniently close to a major road leading to the provincial city.

 The geographical location was excellent.

 Perfect for conducting secretive activities.

 However, Link didn't rush to this well-stocked mansion right away, but instead went directly to the outskirts of Death Valley.

 For many years, no one had entered Death Valley. The wild area outside the valley was littered with rocks, overrun with weeds, and dense with trees.

 Now, however, it had undergone a great change.

 The rocks, weeds, and trees had all been cleared away.

 One camp after another of varying sizes had been set up on the cleared land.

 Grouped in threes or fives or in large numbers, the martial artists waited outside Death Valley for the first brave person to venture inside.

 Link saw the banners of well-known martial arts schools, sects, companies, associations, and other organizations of Human Immortal Martial Arts and Mechanical Martial Arts. There were also a few banners from martial arts organizations from neighboring provinces.

 He believes that in a few days' time, the forces gathering outside Death Valley will only increase.

 After a glance, not finding any traces of Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, or Hu Songqi, Link didn't pay any more attention to the people and forces gathered outside Death Valley.

 They're just cannon fodder. There's no need to waste precious time.

 With a flash, Link arrived inside the provincial city.

 He carefully sensed and searched for the imprint left by Hu Songqi.

 Surprisingly, Hu Songqi was still at the Lotus Heart Boat, and he didn't even change his room.

 This was very interesting.

 Was he fearless or was he waiting for Link to come again?

 After some thought, Link's figure suddenly appeared in Hu Songqi's room.

 The awkward thing was, Hu Songqi had just finished taking a bath and was getting dressed.

 Thankfully, he had put on his inner clothing, so it wasn't too revealing, and thus not impolite.

 "Young Hero Lin, your hobby is rather unique."

 Having not seen each other for a few days, Hu Songqi even dared to sarcastically tease Link.

 Was he ready to give up?

 Link always felt that there was a reason why he liked this method of travel after he had unlocked the secret technique of teleportation.

 However, the memory of that was still locked away, so he wasn't very clear why he liked moving in such a mysterious and unpredictable manner.

 "Did you spread the news about Death Valley?"

 Link asked, ignoring Hu Songqi's sarcasm.

 "I did."

 Hu Songqi leisurely put on his coat, sat in front of the dressing table, and began to comb his hair, "Is Young Hero Lin coming to interrogate me? Or force me, the instigator who ruined your plans of exploring Death Valley?"

 Finally, Link could confirm that Hu Songqi was indeed ready to give up and face the consequences.

 He wasn't sure what had stimulated him over the past few days to cause such a significant change.

 "None of them."

 Link denied Hu Songqi's guess and said, "I'm here to give you an opportunity, but I don't know whether you are willing to seize it or not."

 "What opportunity?"

 Hu Songqi asked casually, pretending to be indifferent as he applied glossy yellow polish.

 "An opportunity for transcendance."

 "Transcendance? What is that?"

 "You can understand it as the ascension of legends, but it's better than that, as it doesn't require abandoning your physical body."

 "Oh? If so, why not give this opportunity to your master and mistress instead of me, who has been your enemy to your fellow disciple?"

 "Did I say that the opportunity for transcendance is only one?"

 "I see."

 After a few exchanges, Hu Songqi couldn't help but fall silent.

 The makeup he was applying to distract his thoughts involuntarily paused.

 Hu Songqi stared blankly at his reflection in the vanity mirror, pondering, weighing pros and cons.

 "Don't you trust me?"

 Seeing this, Link took the initiative to address Hu Songqi's concerns.

 "No, I don't."

 Hu Songqi nodded candidly.

 He indeed had this concern, and it was significant.

 Measure others by oneself.

 Hu Songqi thought that with the enormous bait that Link had thrown out, the thing he wanted her to do must not be simple.

 The more complex a task is, the dirtier it usually is, and the higher probability that you will be assassinated after the mission is accomplished.

 Hu Songqi had committed many of such deeds and seen others do the same.

 Therefore...

 Hu Songqi was worried that he might not live to see the day of transcendance.

 "Then forget it."

 Link left a sentence and then walked away.

 Desperation is not the way to do business, the initiative is essential.

 Link would never indulge Hu Songqi.

 "Wait."

 As expected, Hu Songqi couldn't suppress herself. Even though she knew that Link was playing hard to get, when she saw Link walking towards the door, she couldn't help but shout out.

 Those who practice ancient witchcraft or evil witchcraft are pursuing two things.

 One is a robust technique, and the other is ascension.

 The transcendance that Link mentioned, even if empty talk, was inexplicably attractive given Link's bizarrely strong power.

 How could Hu Songqi let herself miss such a great opportunity?

 Moreover, she has always been a daring person.

 Otherwise, she wouldn't dare to take the high risk of being killed by Hu Suqi, connect with those members of the organization leaning towards evil witchcraft after Hu Suqi decided to withdraw from the "Witch Charm" organization, and "grab" the position of Witch Master.

 Not to mention, daring to target Divine Gun Li Shuwen when she wanted to dig out a core secret book of evil witchcraft from Death Valley.

 "You promise me you won't trap me, won't discard me after using,then I will work for you."

 She turned to look at Link, bit her lip, and made a nearly powerless request.

 To tell the truth, apart from the position, apart from the concept of good and evil, and apart from the fact that the other party had once schemed against Li Sisi, Link really admired Hu Songqi's spirit.

 He seemed to see some shadow of Lanny Taylor in Hu Songqi.

 "Don't worry, I have always never taken advantage of people who work for me."

 Link came back to his senses quickly and said casually.

 "Alright."

 Hu Songqi nodded her head and asked, "What do you want me to do?"

 "There are so many martial artists gathering outside Death Valley. I want you to capture a few evil doers among the Human Immortal Martial Artists every day without causing a big commotion and send them to this place."

 As the words fell, the address of the manor, which would soon become the experimental base, was engraved on Hu Songqi's vanity table.

 "Remember."

 Link emphasized, "What I want are those evil-doing Human Immortal Martial Artists. Good people and Mechanical Martial Artists are not allowed. Do you understand?"

 "Understood."

 Hu Songqi replied in a somber tone, "I can definitely do it, only..."

 "I hope that you keep your word."
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 Hu Songqi was highly efficient.

 The very next day, five immoral Human Immortal Martial Artists were delivered to Link.

 If Link was not mistaken, these five were peripheral fighters of the "Witch Charm" organization.

 "What a ruthless woman!"

 Muttering this, Link started to prepare for the official commencement of his experiment.

 Firstly, he needed to set up his laboratory.

 When he initially chose this secluded yet easily accessible mansion as his base, Link did not plan to use it as an experimental base.

 Therefore, he had to arrange the laboratory from scratch.

 Fortunately, Link was financially capable and the development of machinery in his world made it easy to gather necessary experimental facilities and equipment.

 Although they were simply sufficient, not extravagant, it would cover the necessities.

 The next step was to collect human body data.

 This part was downright gory, even cruel.

 Hence, Link ensured that Hu Songqi only brought people who had committed heinous crimes.

 In doing so, he could somewhat alleviate the guilt he felt.

 After completing a live detection test and cleaning the blood off his hands, Link somehow remembered that he had a way to avoid guilt.

 That method was very useful.

 However, no matter how hard he thought, Link could not recall what that specific method was.

 "So annoying!"

 Link muttered, temporarily stopping his attempts in that direction.

 With the restoring of his memory, unlocking of knowledge and the outburst of abilities, he would eventually recall the method, would he not?

 The last step was to design "Construction" blueprints.

 Ever since he fostered the idea of perfecting the "Construction" system, Link never stopped thinking.

 The results he produced were extremely vital.

 Link had deduced the "Three Factors" principles for the evolution of the "Construction" system into the Construction Wizard Sect.

 These were namely: suitability to circumstances, flexibility over time, and adaptability to individuals.

 "Circumstances" referred to different worlds, "Time" referred to different stages of civilization development, and "Individuals" referred to different races and extraordinary systems.

 Therefore, designing "Construction" pieces and sets that fit the Human Immortal Martial Artists of this world became crucial, rather than reusing old products and ideas.

 More and more forces were gathering outside the Death Valley.

 The materials required for Link's "Construction" implant experiment were also becoming increasingly abundant.

 Once everything was prepared, more than thirty materials were already imprisoned in the underground isolation room.

 Most of them were in the spiritual energy realm, some in the Condensation Realm, and one in the early stage of the Normalization Realm.

 Link instructed Hu Songqi to suspend her capture operations to avoid attracting attention. After that, he plunged into the underground laboratory.

 For some reason, after the experiment started, Link felt that the lab was his rightful place.

 As if doing research, conducting experiments, writing papers, were his life's work.

 Fighting, killing, plotting and maneuvering all seemed wrong to him.

 There was nothing more interesting than the pursuit of truth in the lab!

 Harboring this peculiar idea, after seven days, Link finally emerged from the underground lab, bathing in sunlight.

 During these seven days, he had tirelessly brainstormed, conducted one experiment after another, and simply could not stop.

 Fortunately, his efforts were not in vain.

 After wasting more than twenty materials, he finally succeeded in implanting the first "Construction" piece into the body of a spiritual energy realm material.

 Although the effect of this single piece was simple, merely a certain kind of strength that could only be stored for three days.

 But it was a start.

 It proved that the fighting strength of Human Immortal Martial Artists indeed could be enhanced through "Construction" implants.

 However, improving one's fighting strength was just one aspect Link sought.

 If the "Construction" system were to evolve into the Construction Wizard Sect and not just remain as a secondary job of a "Constructor", one vital condition must be met.

 That was, the Construction Wizard should have a set of unique practice principles and matching methods of cultivation.

 In simpler terms, there needed to be a set of an autonomous upgrade system for Construction Wizards.

 The existence of Construction Wizards should not be limited to designing and implanting "Constructions" for others.

 Otherwise, they would be reduced to mere Tattoo Masters or Construction Workers.

 Therefore, Link had to experiment on Human Immortal Martial Artists, explore a set of methods to speed up the efficiency and quality of cultivation under the assistance of implanted "Constructions".

 After taking a brief break, not caring about outside situation or the development of Death Valley, Link ordered Hu Songqi to continue capturing thirty materials, then plunged back into the underground laboratory.

 There were still seven materials left for experimentation. It would be a waste not to use them.

 He had to make the most of them.

 Perhaps out of curiosity about Link's secret technique, Hu Songqi came to the underground laboratory when delivering a new batch of materials.

 She went in full of expectations and came out full of fear.

 She admitted that she was not a good person, her hands stained with blood from killing countless people.

 However, she did not think she could do what Link was doing without batting an eyelid.

 'Cold-blooded' would be an understatement.

 No wonder he insisted on capturing only those who had committed terrible crimes.

 The reason was clear now.

 From that moment on, Hu Songqi's perception of Link was not only awe but also a deep fear.

 She was afraid that if she angered him one day, she would end up on that operating table as an experiment, being dissected while still conscious.

 In comparison, Evil Witchcraft was merely cruel, not so bloody mad!

 "Huh...."

 Seeing Hu Songqi's reaction, Link let out a cold chuckle and then continued with the experiment.

 In the blink of an eye, ten days had passed.

 All the materials from the previous two batches had been used up, the unqualified products were destroyed, leaving only three qualified products.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 After wiping out all traces of the underground laboratory, Link moved the three qualified products to another base alone and decided to take a break from the experiment for a while.

 It wasn't because Link's knowledge was insufficient, or his inspiration was used up.

 Rather, there was new activity in the Death Valley.

 The first adventurer to venture into the Death Valley had already emerged, but less than ten minutes after entering the mist shrouded at the entrance of the valley, he let out a scream and was silenced.

 Afterwards, the atmosphere outside the valley was depressed for a few days before the second adventurer appeared.

 This person lasted longer, moving forward for more than ten minutes before encountering an accident.

 Just when many people were about to give up, the Mechanical Martial Arts took action.

 More than fifty dual-core Mechanical Martial Artists worked together, controlling more than 1500 temporary replacement exploration robots entering the valley.

 These robots have unique designs, using the most cutting-edge camera monitoring technology that can transmit explored images.

 Under the "request" of all forces, the Mechanical Martial Arts sect that took action could not withstand the pressure and decided to release the exploration images publicly.

 The condition was for all present parties to share the construction cost of these 1500+ exploration robots.

 Compared to the enormous benefits potentially gained by successfully exploring Death Valley, what was this amount of money?

 Immediately, a comprehensive force organized as a consortium expressed a willingness to bear a quarter of the expenses.

 With a template, the construction cost of 1500 exploration robots was swiftly shared.

 And so, a novel exploration began.

 Robots don't need to breathe air to survive.

 Any toxins possibly present in the mist at the entrance of the valley were useless.

 Therefore, the robot array smoothly moved into the mist, freely operating.

 The corpses of the first two adventurers were subsequently found.

 The first adventurer died of asphyxiation, his hands tightly clutching his neck.

 The second adventurer was hanging upside down on a banyan tree, drying up.

 Several tree roots penetrated the adventurer's body, still absorbing his flesh and blood.

 Through the live broadcast of the robots, over 3000 martial artists gathered outside the valley could clearly hear a gurgling sound.

 The banyan tree seemed alive and swallowing!

 "Burn it!"

 The one in charge of the sect that dispatched fifty dual-core Mechanical Martial Artists gave the order.

 On the right arms of the first 100 robots, a dark tube emerged simultaneously, spurting out a flame with a boom.

 At the same time, a yellow tube popped out of the left arm, spraying fuel.

 The body of the second adventurer was the first to ignite.

 After the superficial moisture of the banyan tree got dried, it also ignited into a roaring fire.

 "Eh, ah, eh, ah..."

 A horrifying thing happened; the banyan tree made a painful cry like a donkey.

 This banyan tree was genuinely alive!

 A glimpse tells you part of the truth.

 The evil and strange occurrences described in historical records and material about the Death Valley were not exaggerated!

 They might even have been understated and not described as blatantly.

 The fire burned for more than half an hour, and only then did the banyan tree turn into ashes.

 The over 3000 martial artists outside the valley also waited for more than half an hour.

 "Fan out the mist!"

 After the fire died out, the in-charge didn't order the robot array to advance, but instead issued this order.

 The movements of more than 1500 robots were sequential. Their mechanical parts at the back disassembled, transformed, and reassembled to form one extractor fan after another.

 Considering the mist might be toxic, the exhaust port of the extractor fans faced the sky.

 The roars from the operation of machines followed.

 More than 1500 powerful extractor fans began to blown the air at the valley entrance high into the sky to dispel the mist that has covered the entrance since the appearance of the Death Valley.

 Link stopped his experiment and rushed to the Death Valley because after three days of continuous air extraction, there were clear signs of the mist at the valley entrance dissipating completely.

 Compared to the initial situation where it was impossible to see the landscape inside the valley entrance, it was now clear to see more than 1500 robots, continuously operating at the entrance of the valley.

 This was an incident that hadn't happened for hundreds of years!

 "Weak in flesh and blood, soar with the machine!"

 The slogan of a radical fraction of the Mechanical Martial Way echoed repeatedly, resonating throughout the exterior of the Death Valley.

 When Link arrived, he observed this scene.

 More than two thousand people were all chanting this slogan, their faces red, ears burning, and extremely excited.

 Especially those radicals who were rendered powerless within the ranks of Mechanical Martial Arts.

 The remaining thousand or so silent individuals were either practitioners of the Human Immortal Martial Path, or those who were proud of their status, the cautious and taciturn ones who hold high positions.

 Ignoring the noisy crowd, Link's eyes were focused, looking towards Death Valley.

 A moment later, Link quietly vanished, returning to the base where he had placed three qualified products.

 The fog at the entrance of the valley was just a façade. Inside Death Valley, there were traps everywhere that could kill without blinking an eye.

 There was still a long way to go to conquer Death Valley.

 Moreover, Link had long discovered that Death Valley was an entire formation in itself.

 Indeed, there was a peach tree in there, located in the center of the valley which was also the core of the whole formation.

 All the plants in the valley had the property of absorbing the vitality of animals.

 The absorbed vitality would be divided into two parts. The smaller part for its own use, and the majority supplementing the peach tree.

 As a result, there were no mosquitoes or flies in the valley.

 The Evil Witchcraft Scriptures that Hu Songqi wanted to find, Link had also located them.

 Under the peach tree, several un-decaying corpses lay.

 One of the corpses was dressed as a shaman, and what he held in his left hand was the essential scripture of Evil Witchcraft, affixed from the pieced-together stone tablets.

 Link assessed the situation, his current strength was still insufficient to break through this formation.

 Therefore, he chose not to recklessly break into the formation, but to peacefully continue his experiments.

 After all, he wasn't interested in the longevity peach, nor eager to peruse the essential scriptures of the worldly evil witchcraft.

 After getting back to the base, Link didn't notify Hu Songqi to send more experimental samples, instead, he began to summarize his previous harvest and results.

 In terms of enhancing the combat power of Human Immortal Martial Artists, Link had made significant progress.

 Three qualified products had been implanted with "constructions", belonging to the same series but different levels of suits.

 Usually, practitioners channeled their unspent True Qi, True Yuan, and Big Dipper achieved through concentration of mind and body into their "constructions", accumulating over time.

 When facing enemies, stimulating the suit would grant augmentation.

 It was like inviting a deity to possess the body, a humanoid aura would appear, each move possessed effects like heavy hit, double hit, triple hit and so on.

 They could also replenish themselves with the stored True Qi, True Yuan, and Big Dipper.

 There were many ingenious uses.

 However, progress in auxiliary cultivation was not much.

 After all, there was not enough time for the experiment, and the sample size was insufficient.

 However, Link already had a vague direction for his research.

 If he could achieve what he envisioned, Human Immortal Martial Artists would truly be able to accelerate their cultivation through the implanted constructions.

 The Human Immortal Martial Path might enter a new chapter of development.

 It took two days to summarize the gains and results, sort out the following research ideas, formulate experimental plans, and Link decided to continue the experiment.

 However, an accident happened.

 When Link tried to contact Hu Songqi, he found that he had lost contact with her.

 Even the mark he put on Hu Songqi, he could no longer sense it.

 "Interesting."

 Link attempted to locate Hu Songqi's position several times, but all ended in failure.

 "Did you escape on your own, or did an accident happen?"

 With a hint of curiosity, Link left the new base, flashed into the city, and went to Hu Songqi's bedroom in the Lotus Heart Boat.

 There was no sign of packing in the room.

 Even the Evil Witchcraft materials that Hu Songqi had copied were left in the secret compartment, not taken with her.

 Link then went to the "Witch Charm" organization's casino base.

 Not only did he not find any trace of Hu Songqi, he also found that all the official members of the "Witch Charm" organization had disappeared.

 "It seems that something has happened in the past few days."

 With that thought in mind, Link immediately went to find his senior brother, intending to ask him for some information.

 When he found his senior brother, he was fully armed and sharpening his knives.

 Seeing him filled with murderous intent, with an air around him so intense it seemed to warp the space around him.

 He was obviously gearing up for a life-threatening fight!

 Could it be that something had happened to Hu Suqi as well?
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Brother, what happened?" 

 Link appeared immediately and asked.

 Brother Shi was only slightly startled by Link's appearance and accepted it right away.

 After Hu Suqi accepted his confession, the two of them spent a shamelessly wonderful life together, being open and honest, discussing everything.

 From his girlfriend, Brother Shi learned about things he'd had no idea about for the past thirty years.

 He gained a lot of different experiences and insights.

 He laughed heartily when he was happy and sighed deeply, holding his waist when he felt put upon.

 In the process of their full-hearted exchanges, Brother Shi learned about the peculiarities of his eighth younger brother.

 Especially his ability to appear and disappear mysteriously, so he wasn't surprised by it.

 Brother Shi continued to sharpen his knife, calmly saying, "The imperial court sent an angel with the imperial edict for Governor Hu, ordering him to send troops to search Death Valley, pluck the Longevity Peach, and present it to Emperor Kangqian. If the order is disobeyed or cannot be fulfilled, it will be considered a heinous crime. Most of Hu's family members and relatives in the capital have been put under surveillance. Governor Hu, being upright and adamant, considered this order as unfair and refused to comply, opting to jail himself willingly. Su Qi and the other children of Governor Hu have also been detained."

 "So, are you intending to break into the jail?"

 Link frowned slightly, believing intuitively that this situation wasn't as simple as it seemed.

 While the Human Immortal Martial Path and mechanical martial arts were thirving in this world, organizations practicing ancient witchcraft and evil witchcraft hid in the shadows but were not diminishing. However, the imperial court consistently maintained overall control, possessing the greatest power.

 The angel represents the will of Emperor Kangqian, and his team is filled with experts who are more than capable of suppressing Hu Suqi and Hu Songqi. That is an expected situation.

 But this doesn't mean that Hu Suqi and Hu Songqi lacked the ability to escape.

 In particular, Hu Songqi, who was half concealed in the shadows, could easily retreat if anything went wrong.

 Link equally did not believe that Hu Suqi would just give up without a fight.

 Therefore, Link disagreed with Brother Shi's reckless plan to rescue people from jail.

 The death of one person is a small matter, while getting the Octagon Martial Arts School involved is a big issue.

 "Don't worry, I'm not that foolish."

 Having realized Link's concerns, Brother Shi finished sharpening his knife, cleaned it, dried it, applied anti-rust oil, and stored it away.

 "Then what is your plan, Brother?"

 Link, having his thoughts guessed, showed no awkward feelings, like guilt.

 He continued to inquire in his straightforward manner, and a decision had formed in his mind.

 If Brother's plans were reasonable, he would still assist, making a contribution.

 "I intend to go to Death Valley and look for this so-called Longevity Peach to see just how enchanting it is, that it caused Emperor Kangqian to give such absurd orders."

 Although Brother Shi's tone was indifferent, it was filled with deep hatred.

 Regardless of Governor Hu's personal character, in terms of ability, he is quite formidable.

 Before his appointment, this province was a stronghold of the conservative faction and not just Tianshui county. They strictly adhered to tradition.

 Ever since Governor Hu took office, he established authority with a stamp in one hand and a knife in the other. Then, he used a money bag to attract people and successfully broke through the conservative faction's defenses, opening up the situation.

 Since then, the province has experienced massive development in the mechanical industry in less than fifteen years, making an economic leap from the bottom of the provinces to the top three.

 Remembering this, Link quietly said, "Brother, have you ever considered that Emperor Kangqian might be killing several birds with one stone in this plot?"

 "What do you mean?"

 Brother Shi paused while oiling the blade.

 "The existence of the Longevity Peach is more than just rumors; it's recorded in both official and wild histories. Emperor Kangqian is aging, and he wants the Longevity Peach to prolong his life; that's one aspect," Link carefully explained his suspicions.

 "Secondly, tens of thousands of martial artists will swarm in. This isn't enough to accomplish anything major but it can create havoc and thus, must be controlled."

 "Thirdly, Governor Hu has been rooted in this province for fifteen years now. He has an excellent official reputation and great authority. He holds power, wealth, and the military, basically ruling like a provincial emperor! Emperor Kangqian wants to test if Governor Hu is still loyal to him using this. If he isn't, he will be executed. If he is, he will be transferred."

 After a pause, Link mentioned an incident that could corroborate his suspicions: "According to Brother, Governor Hu willingly went to jail without any resistance. This is a great wisdom on the part of Governor Hu as it shows his loyalty, preserving himself and his family while avoiding the murky waters of Death Valley."

 "There's so much to this?"

 Brother Shi was astounded, he hadn't thought of this.

 When Hu Suqi told him not to break into jail, that they would safely be released from jail, this was what she meant.

 "Brother, do you still want to enter Death Valley, find the Longevity Peach, and trade it for the release of Hu Suqi and her family?"

 Seeing this, Link directly laid bare the plan Brother Shi had not expressed.

 "Ah!"

 Brother Shi sighed and sheathed his knife, "I don't want to think about it anymore."

 According to Brother Link's words, rushing into Death Valley wouldn't help Suqi. On the contrary, it would potentially trap him instead.

 If Suqi was released from jail and he ended up dying in the valley, that would leave too much regret.

 Through their interaction these days, Brother Shi had deeply fallen for her and didn't want to leave any regrets behind.

 "Brother, return to Fuli County. Ask our master and mistress to call back all the disciples who are out there, and together head to the Mingxin Sword Sect to find refuge," Link abruptly made a potential suggestion and said it in a serious tone.

 "Huh?"

 Brother Shi was slightly puzzled.

 Did he worry that he would still want to sneak into Death Valley after giving up openly?

 Seeing this, Link, who guessed what Brother Shi was thinking, explained, "Since the imperial court has sent an angel, it's not possible for them to just walk away. I predict that the martial artists gathered outside the valley will be used as pawns. If Death Valley is indeed as terrifying as the rumors suggest, even using all these martial artists as cannon fodder wouldn't be enough. So..."
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Speaking to this point, Brother Shi had already come to understand, taking over the conversation with a deep sigh of sentiment, "So, the Imperial Court will surely send someone to explore again. Either they gather a large army, or they enlist renowned martial artists from Jianghu, like our semi-retired Master, right?"

 "Yes."

 Link nodded, confirming Brother Shi's speculation.

 "I'll set off immediately."

 Without daring to delay, Brother Shi immediately rose to leave.

 The preparations for entering Death Valley could be used, allowing Brother Shi to rush back to Fuli County quickly.

 Link watched as Brother Shi hurried off. He didn't linger either; with a flash, he appeared in Hu Suqi's boudoir within her secluded courtyard.

 Sniff... Sniff...

 The smell in the room was somewhat unfriendly.

 Especially for Link, a so-called "lone dog", it was a considerable stimulus.

 "Damn it!"

 Link exploded with a rare curse.

 A thought crossed his mind, and he reduced his sense of smell. He began searching the room.

 Instead of going through things physically, he scanned the room with his spiritual power.

 Hu Suqi, as the founder of the "Witch Charm" organization, had a high level of accomplishment in ancient witchcraft.

 If she did, as Link speculated, leave some clues, she most likely left them using ancient witchcraft.

 As expected, Link found traces on the dressing table.

 Sisters are indeed sisters, though they are half-sisters and have not spent much time together.

 Hu Suqi and Hu Songqi both liked to arrange things on the dressing table.

 Of course, this may also be related to the fact that ancient witchcraft and evil witchcraft often use mirrors and powder as a medium for casting spells.

 With a small wave of his hand, he pulled out a small round cosmetic mirror from the drawer.

 With a slight thought, the small round cosmetic mirror suspended in the air, aligning with the center of the large rectangular mirror on the dressing table.

 A beam of light shot out of Link's pointed right hand, falling on the small round mirror and reflecting into the large rectangular mirror.

 Hu Suqi was then projected in front of Link, almost as a holographic image.

 "You're here."

 "I'm here."

 "You shouldn't have come."

 "I came anyway."

 This projection had extremely high consciousness, just like a real person.

 Link was curious about the technique Hu Suqi had used to create this effect.

 There were no such techniques recorded in the large volume that Hu Suqi had given him.

 Either it was a secret, or she came up with it recently.

 The former possibility seemed more likely.

 At this time, Hu Suqi said, "This time, my family will certainly be able to weather the storm. Watch your Senior Brother carefully, don't let him do anything foolish."

 "Rest assured, I've persuaded him against it."

 Link responded lightly.

 "What was he going to do?"

 Hu Suqi, hearing the words, paused and asked with concern.

 "He wanted to enter Death Valley, find the Longevity Peach, and exchange for your safety."

 Link did not hide anything and told the truth.

 "How silly!"

 Hu Suqi whispered softly, but a look of happiness appeared in her eyes and on her face.

 Having someone willing to give their all for her, it felt so good.

 At this time, Hu Suqi's projection started to waver, showing signs of instability.

 She hurriedly left a word of caution, then disappeared: "You must not enter Death Valley before the fifteenth of July."

 "July fifteenth?"

 Link, looking at where the small round cosmetic mirror had been before it turned into ash and dispersed in the air, murmured to himself.

 The fifteenth of July is the Ghost Festival or the Hungry Ghost Festival.

 All places influenced by the Daoist culture in this world have customs related to this festival.

 Link instantly made some speculations, connecting the timing of the Ghost Festival with the array in Death Valley and the peculiar Longevity Peach Tree.

 However, all of this, at present, didn't have much to do with him.

 "Huh?"

 Link suddenly noticed something unusual and turned to look in the 9 o'clock direction.

 His eyes shone brilliantly, penetrating the window curtains, the wall, and crossing the space to directly "see" into the Military Governor's Mansion.

 In one of the courtyards, an elderly Taoist wearing a Taoist robe was conducting a ceremony.

 Strange waves surged out in all directions, exploring the entire provincial city, inside and out.

 Was he trying to search for all the hidden martial artists or magicians both in and out of the city?

 "Taoist Technique?"

 Link didn't care about the old Taoist's purpose, but was only interested in the technique he was currently employing.

 "Who is there!"

 The old Taoist, who was in the middle of his ceremony, suddenly felt startled, feeling as though he were being watched by a pair of eyes, and he couldn't help but shout out loudly.

 "He's indeed skilled."

 Link quickly retracted his gaze, severing all traces of his presence in Hu Suqi's bedroom and quietly disappeared.

 With just that one look, Link had discerned many things.

 Immortal Jingxu had indeed spoken of the existence of Taoist techniques, and they didn't differ greatly from the Big Dipper and chanting spells of his previous life(?).

 "This is getting more and more interesting."

 Link made his form disappear completely and appeared outside of Death Valley, recalling the sound attack contained in the old Taoist's shout, he couldn't help but sigh.

 The Human Immortal Martial Path, Mechanical Martial Arts, Ancient Witchcraft, Evil Witchcraft, Taoist Techniques, Ancient Witchcraft.

 The extraordinary methods of this world were quite mixed.

 Moreover...

 The history of those who successfully ascended to the upper world but lost all contact, and the grand formation of Death Valley, all revealed a lot of exceptional things worth investigating.

 Thinking about exploring Death Valley, Link couldn't help but cast a glance below.

 More than 1,500 exploration robots dispatched by a Mechanical Martial Arts faction successfully cleared the thick fog in the mouth of the valley.

 However, after a few days, they had advanced a certain distance, but at a significant cost.

 A rough count revealed that about 1,200 robots were completely destroyed, leaving only over 300 battered robots still barely functional.

 The martial artists of the Mechanical Martial Arts Second Realm, who were controlling the robots, were under the watchful eye of the Court Army, forcing themselves to command the robots to explore brutally, activating traps.

 The gathering of martial artists outside the valley were surprisingly completely under the control of the powerful army led by Governor Hu.

 With cannons erected and the army in formation, never mind just over 3,000 Martial Artists of various realms, even if 3,000 more came, as long as they dared to resist, their fate would only be complete slaughter.

 Even if Li Shuwen, a martial artist at the peak of the Hollow Void Stage, came, he would be relentlessly killed by the formation of the army.

 Even the Imperial Court Army would also have to pay a heavy toll.

 "Who is there?"

 In the military camp overseeing the group of martial artists outside the valley, a shouted reprimand suddenly echoed like thunder.

 Crash!

 An Armored Military General charged out of the camp gate, flew into the air above the camp and began searching all around.

 There was immediate reaction inside the camp.

 A group of heavily armed soldiers reassembled into a smaller formation with incredibly proficient movements and an extremely fast speed.

 Their Qi was blazing, and True Qi and True Yuan were wildly surging.

 Instantaneously, a spectral giant tiger was summoned from the newly formed small formation within the army and with a roar, landed beside the Armored Military General.

 Link, who was not discovered by the military general, surprisingly felt as though he was being watched.

 Without feeling shivers down his spine, he did, however, feel as though there was a sharp point at his back.

 Clearly, the spectral giant tiger had detected Link.

 "Who dares invade the camp of our Dayong army and should be punished!"

 Following the gaze of the spectral giant tiger, the Armored General immediately pointed at the void where Link stood, raised his Azure Dragon Halberd, shouted loudly and hacked down at the air.

 The shout was a Sound Attack Technique, like a tiger's roar, shaking the heart.

 The Big Dipper light wave created by the hacking down of the Azure Dragon Halberd was truly like an Azure Dragon.

 Both of them attacked Link at the same time.

 "Ha!"

 Link let out a light laugh, and without dodging he took the shout and the chop head on.

 As soon as his presence was detected, Link used a clone technique and moved his real body elsewhere.

 What was left behind was a mere clone who could be killed and wouldn't mind.

 As for Link's real body, it escaped the detection of the spectral giant tiger and "experienced" the attack strength of the Armored Military General first hand.

 "If Brother Shi were here, he would probably already be dead."

 After pondering and comparing for a while, Link made a judgment in his mind.

 The Armored military General also followed the Human Immortal Martial Path, just like Brother Shi, and both were at the early stage of the Normalization Realm.

 But with the aid of a military formation, he could unleash an attack comparable to the Hollow Void Stage.

 This was just a lieutenant of a military camp, whose rank wasn't very high.

 The Dayong Dynasty's reputation of overpowering one another is well-deserved.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Link never gave up cultivating the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 However, he had to admit that the more memories he unlocked and the more secret techniques he created from his own inspirations, the more indifferent he felt towards his cultivation of the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 Especially lately when he was entirely engrossed in the experiments of "Construction", this sentiment was even more prominent.

 He seemed to have forgotten that he initially wanted to have a glimpse of the realm of the Fourth Level Sage in the Wizard World by breaking through the Hollow Void Stage via the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 Until today, while outside Death Valley and after crossing paths with a battalion of the Dayong Dynasty's Government Army, Link suddenly came to a realization.

 He needed to prioritize both paths, not simply favor one over the other.

 He could not forget about the World's First Martial Arts Conference that would take place in eight years.

 Therefore, after returning to his new base, Link observed the ongoing performance of the three approved products, collecting data while summarizing the content of the "Construction" which enhanced the combat power of Human Immortal Martial Artists. He started designing an entirely new, optimized set. Meanwhile, he thought about how "Construction" could aid the cultivation of Human Immortal Martial Artists, and diligently practiced the Human Immortal martial arts teachings of his master, Li Shuwen.

 Others' strengths could contribute to one's own progress.

 Due to a change in mindset, Link's self-created secret techniques made a significant contribution to the cultivation of the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 And the help wasn't minor, it was substantial.

 The Human Immortal Martial Path had four realms: spiritual energy realm, Condensation, Normalization, and Hollow Void.

 The spiritual energy realm refined the body. It was divided into four stages: flesh and skin, bones and tendons, blood and marrow, internal organs, starting from the external to the internal, eventually combining the internal and the external, and generating True Qi.

 The Condensation realm transported True Qi. It also had four stages: Sensing Qi, clearing the meridians, the Minor Circulation, and the Major Circulation. It first sensed and captured True Qi, then opened up the meridians. Finally, it opened up both the Ren and Du meridians, resonating with the heaven and earth, the True Qi then turned into a liquid, generating True Yuan.

 Normalization realm solely refined the True Yuan and had no stages assigned to it. Regardless of the school or sect, the only thing to do at this realm was to increase the amount of True Yuan and purify the quality, without any other path.

 The reason why it was difficult to advance to the Hollow Void realm was that there was a strong sense of separation between the Normalization and Hollow Void realms.

 When the True Yuan is purified to the extreme, it turns into the Big Dipper, enhancing its attacking power.

 The Hollow Void realm required one to comprehend the great "Void", understand the great "Reality", grasp the principles of heaven and earth, and fathom the profound mystery.

 Before, Link only had a vague understanding. Now, looking back, he saw something interesting.

 The level up from a Third Level Wizard to a Fourth Level Wizard/Sage in the Wizard World is also very challenging.

 But the difficulty was much lower than the advancement from a Normalization realm martial artist to a Hollow Void martial artist in this world.

 The reason was the Metamorphosis Period.

 The Third Level Wizards undergoing the Metamorphosis Period needed to maintain their true nature and could not fake or suppress their emotions. This was done to resonate better with the Wizard World Will.

 The martial artists of this world, transitioning from the Normalization realm to the Hollow Void realm, lacked the transition of the "Metamorphosis period", hence the profound sense of detachment.

 Understanding this, Link naturally increased the energy he invested in the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 In the blink of an eye, another fifteen days went by.

 The past fifteen days were equivalent to a closed-door cultivation, not knowing anything happening outside.

 Unknowingly, Link's Human Immortal Martial Path cultivation had reached the late-stage Normalization realm, and only a minor level of "Completion" was left before he reached the Hollow Void realm.

 If he continued to be in closed-door cultivation, Link believed that within one month, given his current condition of diligent progress, he could cross over this minor level.

 But the situation had changed, Link had to leave his seclusion.

 After all the martial artists gathered outside Death Valley, numbering over three thousand, were sent into Death Valley and nothing was gained, the Imperial Court really issued a call to the entire Jianghu!

 It ordered all cultivators above the Normalization realm, whether of the Human Immortal Martial Way or Mechanical Martial Path, to gather in Death Valley for briefing. Failure to comply would result in them being subdued by the local garrison and their sects, martial arts schools, or associations being eliminated.

 Even the secluded Mingxin Sword Sect received an angel delivering a royal decree.

 The Emperor Kangqian seemed to be increasingly desperate for the Longevity Peach in Death Valley.

 Master, Master's wife, Brother Shi, and several other seniors who had reached the Normalization realm had already arrived at the provincial capital.

 It was the markings on Brother Shi's body reentering the range of detection that awakened Link from his engrossment in experiments and cultivation.

 Before meeting his Master, Master's wife, and the senior disciples, Link took the time to understand the current situation and thus came to know about the news above.

 With a flash, Link silently appeared in the inner courtyard of the provincial branch of Octagon Martial Arts School.

 "Master, it's me."

 He tapped on the room door and said softly.

 "Come in, I knew you were here."

 The voice of Master Li Shuwen came from the room.

 Link was not surprised at this.

 He was found by his master the last time he returned to the Octagon Martial Arts School in Fuli County for advice, and that was still the case even after he had improved his Teleportation secret technique.

 The place where Hollow Void Stage martial artists reside, within a certain range, is their martial arts domain.

 A domain is where the rules are concentrated.

 The small world within the range of the inner courtyard of Octagon Martial Arts School had temporarily raised the rule authority grasped by Li Shuwen to the maximum.

 Any small thing could not escape Li Shuwen's perception.

 The ingenuity of this was similar to the "Void Region" used by the sage-level wizards of the Wizard World during combat.

 "When does the Imperial Court require Master to enter the valley?"

 Entering the room, Link did not waste words and asked straightaway.

 "Sigh!"

 Upon hearing this question, Li Shuwen could not help but sigh.

 Human efforts sometimes fall short.

 Although he is a peak Hollow Void Stage martial artist and had vaguely touched upon the legendary realm taking him to see God after witnessing Link's Teleportation secret technique, he still could not defy the will of the Imperial Court.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The angel didn't go to the Mingxin Sword Sect alone to proclaim the imperial decree.

 In order to prevent martial artists at the Hollow Void Stage like Li Shuwen from overturning the table, he went with a large army.

 Emperor Kangqian was truly adept at playing with the hand of the knife and the hand of the money.

 But if martial artists above the Normalization Realm all perished in Death Valley, what good would it do for the Mingxin Sword Sect and the Octagon Martial Arts School to receive all the gold, silver, and resources bestowed by the Imperial Court?

 Whether they can continue to pass on their traditions, that itself is a question.

 If Li Shuwen was a lone man, why not go anywhere in the vast world?

 He could even storm into the Beijing Imperial Palace and assassinate Emperor Kangqian.

 But Li Shuwen not only had disciples, but also family members.

 Thus, he was constrained by the Imperial Court and Emperor Kangqian.

 After a sigh, Li Shuwen replied, "In three days, the first batch of martial artists at Normalization Realm will enter the valley, which includes you and Gāndāng. If you have not come back by that day, your second senior sister and third senior brother will take your place. As for me, I will definitely enter the valley only after all the Normalization Realm and most of the martial artists at Hollow Void Stage, couldn't come out from Death Valley"

 Pausing for a moment, Li Shuwen emphasized, "The key now is not on me, but on you and your elder brother."

 Link slightly furrowed his brow, "Has the Imperial Court reprimanded the Martial Arts School because I was not there some time ago?"

 "There wasn't any reprimand, but some disagreeable words were unavoidable."

 Li Shuwen shook his head slightly, "When I am around, some face is still given unless the conflict escalates to a breaking point."

 "Oh, yeah."

 Changing the subject, Li Shuwen said, "Governor Hu has already been released from prison and went back to the capital to report on his duty. However, Governor Hu's two daughters, Hu Suqi and Hu Songqi, stayed behind and were specifically requested by Emperor Kangqian to enter the valley for an exploration."

 "Hmm," Link nodded.

 He had heard about this before he went to see Li Shuwen.

 This move of Emperor Kangqian was a test again.

 Even though he was not the subject of the matter, Link, as a bystander, felt thoroughly disgusted with it.

 This was a repeated attempt to test Governor Hu's bottom line, and to bring the art of persuasion to its extreme.

 The so-called art of the emperor, the core of most of its content, was persuasion.

 "Master, rest assured, I will take good care of Brother Shi."

 Then, Link took the initiative to express his stance.

 "Good, with your words, I can rest assured."

 Li Shuwen was quite pleased with his disciple's caring attitude towards each other.

 Link thought for a moment, asking, "Master, do you have time now to take a look at the results of the 'Construction' implant experiment?"

 All these years, under Link's promotion, The Octagon Martial Arts School has vigorously developed various industries, a large part of which involved mechanics.

 Originally due to mechanical martial arts, Li Shuwen, who despised anything related to mechanics, came to understand what is called mechanics, the development and change of mechanics, the concept of mechanics...under the pressure from his wife.

 Therefore, Li Shuwen is no longer unfamiliar with terms like "experiment", "stage results".

 He can even read the most cutting-edge research papers in the field of mechanics now.

 And even a few times, when seeing some errors in the papers by mechanical martial artists related to martial arts, surprisingly, he wrote rebuttals under a pseudonym.

 After several debates, the pen name "Righteous Mountain Man" actually became a flag.

 Yeah, there are factions within mechanical martial arts too.

 The conservatives of mechanical martial arts denounced the remarks of the "Righteous Mountain Man" as heresy, while the radicals regarded the philosophy of the "Righteous Mountain Man" as a golden rule.

 This outcome has truly amused Li Shuwen.

 Speaking of which, he was a Peak of Hollow Void Stage martial artist of the Human Immortal Martial Path!

 If the mechanical martial arts radicals knew the true identity of the "Righteous Mountain Man", they would probably shatter their belief.

 Based on this, Li Shuwen was actually interested in Link's "construction" last time. When he heard of any "stage results", there's no way he could sit still.

 "You go ahead, I'll tell your master mother, and I'll be right there."

 As his voice fell, Li Shuwen's figure disappeared from the room.

 Teleportation - he could also do it!

 Link was not surprised by this. As he admired his master's sincere dread... respect for his wife, he teleported back to the base in a flash.

 A moment later, Li Shuwen arrived tracking the ripple in the void created by Link's spatial crossing.

 "Your method of movement is fast enough, but it's not quite stealthy."

 After landing, Li Shuwen gave his evaluation, "I wanted to talk to you about it last time but didn't get the chance. This time, we need to discuss it thoroughly."

 "Please enlighten me, Master. I am all ears."

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately asked respectfully for instruction.

 The accomplished takes precedence.

 Even without the emotional fetters of this world's lost memories, for a genius like Li Shuwen whose potential is restricted due to the loss of inheritance or worldly limitations, who reached the peak of the fourth realm, Link had to show respect.

 "Space is like a lake full of water. Moving in space is like a fish swimming in water, meeting resistance from all around. When a fish reaches the surface of the lake and leaps up, jumping from one point to another, it is a completely new way of moving."

 Li Shuwen made a few analogies, then said, "To improve the stealthiness of such movement, you have to work from three aspects. Firstly, reduce the disturbance when breaking the water's surface, secondly, prevent water droplets on your body from falling after breaking the water's surface, and thirdly, re-enter the water gracefully without causing a big splash. Do you understand now?"

 Link felt a sudden flash of enlightenment.

 Many points he did not understand before were immediately clear after Li Shuwen's explanation.

 "Thank you for your instruction, Master."

 Link bowed respectfully in thanks.

 "Hmm."

 Li Shuwen accepted this gesture graciously, "Let's go, let's see your achievements."

 "Yes, Master, this way please."

 Link gestured and led Li Shuwen towards the underground laboratory at the base.

 The three successful products were kept separately in three specially modified isolation rooms without any harsh treatment except for the experimental requirements.

 They were not in a good mental state, being somewhat numb, but they had not completely collapsed.

 However, as soon as they saw Link, they all started to shiver.

 The product in the spiritual energy realm was the least able to cope, curling up in the corner and constantly muttering, "The devil, the devil is here."

 "What did you do to them?"

 Seeing this situation, Li Shuwen couldn't help but feel curious.

 The debate with the Mechanical Martial Arts Conservatives had completely stimulated Li Shuwen's inherent research spirit.

 He now maintained a keen curiosity about all new things.

 If it weren't for the fear of causing too much sensation, he would even want to closely observe the daily cultivation of Mechanical Martial Arts Practitioners.

 "Nothing much, just some routine experiments."

 Link simply responded without intending to disclose the truth.

 Although he hadn't recalled how to block emotions in the Wizard World, the bloodshed and cruelty in the experiments no longer disturbed his inner peace.

 Pausing for a moment, Link emphasized, "The subjects I captured for the experiments are all scum, people who have committed countless atrocities."

 "Hmm."

 Li Shuwen did not care about these.

 The people who died by his hand were not less than a thousand or eight hundred.

 As for ruthlessness, Li Shuwen was no less than anyone!

 Without wasting time, Link immediately had the three successful subjects start their demonstration.

 First, the regular strength without activating the suits, then the explosive force after activating the suits, creating a stark contrast.

 After watching, Li Shuwen fell into deep thought.

 It wasn't until they left the underground lab that Li Shuwen, who had returned to his senses, immediately said, "In terms of boosting immediate combat effectiveness, it is indeed very impressive. But there is one point I am worried about, will they become dependent? The boost is not sustainable; it can't be that the tail wags the dog."

 Link understood what Li Shuwen was referring to.

 Instead of replying verbally, he led Li Shuwen to the study and showed him his experimental logs, the design blueprints for each version of the 'construction' pieces and suits, the thought process for the auxiliary cultivation, one by one, asking him to examine them carefully.

 In terms of understanding the Human Immortal Martial Path, Link was far behind Master Li Shuwen.

 To complete the "construction" system of the Human Immortal Martial Path, he needed to consult him on this aspect.

 Link was looking forward to the response from Li Shuwen after reviewing these materials.

 This might help break the impasse in auxiliary cultivation once and for all.
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 Li Shuwen gave some valuable advice.

 Whether it's in the optimization and improvement of combat capabilities through "Construction", or the design and assisting martial artists in their cultivation with "Construction", his words were like a wake-up call to Link.

 Indeed, it's no exaggeration to say that Li Shuwen, who has reached the Peak of Hollow Void Stage in the Human Immortal Martial Path, and transformed into the "Righteous Mountain Man", an emblem for the Mechanical Martial Arts Radicals, is not a man of idle reputation.

 Many thoughts began to surge crazily in Link's mind.

 If it weren't for the matter of entering the valley, Link wished he could dive into the lab right away and improve those ideas.

 "No rush, no rush."

 Li Shuwen saw Link's state, and laughed.

 To be honest, he also wanted to see the effects of the complete "Construction" system on the Human Immortal Martial Path as soon as possible.

 At first, he thought that the "Construction" implantation could only increase combat power and he had some worries deep in his heart.

 Now that he has learned that Link is focusing on the development of "Construction" that can assist martial artists in their cultivation, he feels relieved.

 Improving combat power is the end, but assisting cultivation is the foundation.

 Only by solidifying the foundation, the end would be more prosperous!

 "Go back, master. Just in case, the Imperial Court discovers that the master has disappeared and do something stupid."

 After taking back the three qualifying results, Link suggested.

 If anyone said that the Imperial Court was not watching the Octagon Martial Arts School, nobody would believe them.

 Not to mention the destructive power of Li Shuwen, an Hollow Void Stage martial artist, the twenty or so Normalization Realm martial artists currently gathered in the Octagon Martial Arts School alone, if they were to cause a commotion in the city, there's nothing to be done unless they call in the military to suppress them.

 The Mingxin Sword Sect group, who are social phobics, but have amazing power at or above the Normalization Realm, also live in the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 If it weren't for the Hollow Void Realm martial artists who are not in a hurry to enter the valley, and thus have not left the mountain.

 The combat power gathered in a small provincial branch of the Octagon Martial Arts School would be extremely horrifying.

 "Hmm."

 Li Shuwen nodded.

 The two men disappeared by teleportation, one after the other.

 This time, Link tried to adjust his movements when entering and exiting the "lake surface" based on the pointers given by Li Shuwen, reducing or even eliminating the "water droplets" on his body from falling into the lake surface, so as to alleviate the ripples caused by re-entering the "lake".

 One sentence of true teachings can outweigh thousands of volumes of fake teachings.

 In fact, Link, who was also constantly exploring the art of teleportation, quickly saw the differences and progress.

 The entirety of his movement seemed even quieter, more elusive, harder to discover, and harder to track down.

 Moreover, Link also understood the mistakes he had made before.

 There is a huge difference between spatial teleportation and shape-shifting teleportation.

 In simple terms, shape-shifting teleportation is direct, ultra-fast movement between two points in three-dimensional space.

 In essence, it is still about constantly increasing "speed". The ultimate state that can be reached is sub-light speed.

 Spatial teleportation is similar to the curvature travel of an interstellar battleship. It enters the curvature bubble from one point, then comes out of the curvature bubble when it reaches the next point.

 Li Shuwen's pointer, in terms of entering the curvature bubble, moving at faster than light speed in the curvature bubble, and coming out of the curvature bubble, gave Link important pointers.

 This is the significance of having a master.

 A master imparts knowledge, provides education, and resolves doubts.

 "Thank you, master."

 Having returned to the Octagon Martial Arts School, Link stood firm and expressed his sincere thanks immediately.

 Although he doesn't know why he is so obsessed with teleportation, the improvement of his ability is definitely something to be celebrated.

 After all, teleportation is extremely useful whether it's travelling, hunting, or fleeing.

 "Hmm."

 Li Shuwen accepted the compliment with equanimity and then took Link to meet his wife.

 Soon, the news of Link's return spread throughout the Octagon Martial Arts School branch.

 Brother Shi, Second Sister, and Third Brother all came to meet him.

 "It's a pity that the Imperial Court doesn't understand martial courtesy despite our junior brother's foresight"

 No sooner had they met than Brother Shi made everyone burst into laughter with a single sentence.

 How could the Imperial Court understand martial courtesy?

 They always talk about power and authority.

 After the laughter, everyone began to discuss the matter of Death Valley.

 As the first batch of people chosen to enter the valley, Brother Shi and Link did not feel anything special."

 But his wife, Second Sister, and Fourth Sister were all extremely worried and troubled.

 The conversation turned into everyone comforting the mother, Second Sister, and Fourth Sister.

 After the chat, all the disciples bade farewell to their master and their mother and left the courtyard.

 Under the introduction of Brother Shi, Link met two Normalization Realm martial artists from Mingxin Sword Sect who were also chosen to enter the valley in the first batch.

 Due to some historical reasons, Mingxin Sword Sect has more female disciples.

 These two were no exceptions.

 One is in her thirties but already over forty. She appears younger due to her tranquil temper, plain life, noncompetitive nature, and peaceful livelihood.

 The other is genuinely in her early twenties, a martial arts talent. Unfortunately, her character is a bit flawed; she doesn't like to talk and spent the entire time eating melons with her head down.

 Well...

 The melon specially prepared for her by Brother Shi is a rare product from the Western Region in the Mingxin Sword Sect.

 After bidding farewell to the two promising students from the Mingxin Sword Sect, Link let Brother Shi go to handle his own affairs and returned to his former bedroom.

 Despite not being inhabited for a month, the room was clean and tidy, obviously well-maintained.

 The sky was now nearing dusk, the sun setting.

 In a little while, it would be the time most suitable for discreet actions.

 There are some things, Link still has doubts about, and needs to seek answers.

 Li Shuwen has not had much dealings with the Imperial Court, and often floats outside of Jianghu, so it's normal that he's not well informed about the news.
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 The Mingxin Sword Sect is a hidden Sect, filled with people prone to social anxiety. Even if they have some connections, they will not actively inquire.

 So, Link had to personally get involved and attempt a night visit to Hu Suqi's separate residence.

 Hu Suqi is a master of Ancient Witchcraft, the founder of the "Witch Charm" organization, and its first Witch Master.

 But where did her knowledge of ancient witchcraft come from?

 Link had long suspected someone was behind Hu Suqi.

 After all, among the two capitals and twenty-nine provinces of the Dayong Dynasty, this province is just one and is located in the southernmost frontier.

 If it were not remote, why would Li Shuwen hide in Fuli County?

 It's only because of one Death Valley and the emergence of Governor Hu that this province's significance and appeal were elevated.

 Indeed, Link even suspected that someone was behind Hu Songqi.

 Otherwise, how can one explain the source of her Evil Witchcraft and her confidence in replacing Hu Suqi to become the second Witch Master of the "Witch Charm" organization?

 Governor Hu went to the Imperial Court to show his loyalty to Emperor Kangqian and let Hu Suqi and Hu Songqi venture into the Death Valley as proof of his determination.

 For the sake of appearances, the court couldn't imprison the Hu sisters again.

 Times have changed.

 Therefore, Link guessed that Hu Suqi must have returned to her separate residence by now.

 Link gathered this from observing Brother Shi's physical and mental state.

 Lv Zu once said:

 A beauty in her prime is soft as curd, wielding a sword around her waist to kill the foolish; Light of day sees no severed heads yet in darkness, it drains the marrow from the bones of men.

 Hu Suqi is truly a beauty, more dangerous than an eighteen-year-old girl, she can be described as a wolf and a tiger.

 In Link's view, Brother Shi is most likely no match for Hu Suqi.

 If not restrained, he would most likely be beheaded at her feet.

 While lost in thoughts, he arrived at the separate residence.

 This time, Link did not rashly intrude into Hu Suqi's boudoir.

 His status was different now.

 Jokes about relationships like dumplings and sisters-in-law were not appropriate.

 After pressing the doorbell, Link waited quietly.

 After a while, with a creak, the gate was pulled open from both sides.

 Link stepped inside, crossing the path paved with shattered stones and entered the main hall on the first floor of the separate residence.

 Hu Suqi was already formally waiting.

 "Greetings, Miss Hu. Please forgive my uninvited visit," Link said politely.

 "What's wrong, do you still consider me a stranger?"

 Hu Suqi cast a blaming glance at Link, "Isn't it you who encouraged your elder brother to confess his feelings for me? Aren't you going to admit it now?"

 "Greetings, sister-in-law."

 Link immediately corrected his manner of addressing her.

 "Now that's better."

 Hu Suqi hummed a note and came forward to pour tea for Link.

 The vacant teacup was there just waiting for this moment of acknowledgement.

 Even though Second Young Miss Hu did not have a good reputation, she wasn't a frivolous woman.

 On the contrary, she was very conservative at her core.

 If not for the changing times, she was planning to officially marry Brother Shi and move into a new house together.

 This separate residence had once served as a place for her to practice ancient witchcraft and was not quite suitable for having children.

 "Thank you, sister-in-law."

 Link raised his teacup and took a sip.

 The act of pouring or not pouring tea is an attitude.

 The act of drinking or not drinking tea is also an attitude.

 After exchanging their attitudes, they began to discuss serious matters.

 Link initiated the conversation by asking, "Dare I ask sister-in-law, do you know why the court is so hasty this time? Is Emperor Kangqian's health not well?"

 This question was about why the court was in such a hurry to enter the fray, pressuring the martial artists of Jianghu to risk their lives exploring Death Valley.

 Under such intense pressure, even if the imperial court's power was intimidating, it would inevitably lead to trouble afterwards.

 Many martial artists are rebellious, upon seeing too many people die and realizing they can't escape either, they might as well rebel.

 If a strongman steps forward during this time, or if there are those with ulterior motives, it is highly likely that chaos would break out in the world of Dayong.

 Even the removal of the royal family from the Golden Throne could be possible.

 Hu Suqi looked at Link steadily, seeing his calm expression, she knew that he had intentionally chosen not to set up any sound barriers, to allow those who were monitoring her to hear.

 Giving her eyeballs a quick roll, Hu Suqi decided to play along with Link's game and bluntly said: "Because Emperor Kangqian is dying. Emperors are the most heartless people in the world. Now that he's on his deathbed, if there's something that could prolong his life or even extend it by hundreds of years, how could he not seize it? As for the world of Dayong, if he doesn't get the Longevity Peach and dies, let the floods rise. If he eats the Longevity Peach, he will have all the time to reclaim the old mountains and rivers."

 "Is that really all there is to it?"

 Link was skeptical of this explanation.

 Hu Suqi was silent for a long time after hearing this.

 The world cannot be separated from the two words of Yin and Yang.

 The reasons for most things also have a transparent and hidden aspect.

 What she had just revealed was the transparent explanation that the imperial court deliberately let out.

 As for the hidden real reason, too shocking to be spoken of, if spread, it would certainly cause chaos in the world.

 However, Link was a mysterious person, even if she doesn't tell him, he would find out.

 Moreover, there was Hu Songqi.

 Hu Suqi had long known of Link's discipline of Hu Songqi, forcing her to resign her Witch Master's position.

 She also largely guessed that Hu Songqi's recent abduction of martial artists was for Link's purposes.

 With Hu Songqi stirring things up, it wouldn't be too difficult for Link to find out the hidden real reason.

 Thinking of this, Hu Suqi decided not to hide it anymore, she waved and set up a sound barrier technique and said solemnly: "The Astronomical Bureau Supervisor observed celestial phenomena at night and foretold a disaster that could overthrow Dayong would erupt in eight years. The only way to avoid this disaster is hidden in Death Valley."

 Taking a pause, Hu Suqi explained: "The Supervisor is the leader of the world's Taoism, understanding ancient witchcraft, Taoist techniques, even the evil witchcraft, his predictions based on the observations of celestial phenomena, have always been accurate."

 "Death Valley? Eight years from now?"

 Link mumbled to himself, lost in thought.

 With that particular location and time, it was hard for Link not to overthink.

 "How high is the supervisor's realm?"

 Soon, Link suppressed his thoughts and asked a very important question.

 In response, Hu Suqi solemnly replied, "He's the person most likely to ascend in this world, in terms of combat power, your master is far from his match."

 "Wow!"

 Link couldn't help but gasp.

 After recovering most of his memory, he made a comparison. Li Shuwen's combat power wasn't bad among the Fourth Level Sages he had encountered.

 All that fell short was the overall creative potential.

 However, this was the limitation brought by his profession, not a subjective flaw.

 The Astronomical Bureau Supervisor, who's most likely to ascend and has far superior combat power than Li Shuwen, wouldn't he be a likely Level Six Sage?

 A suspicion sprouted in Link's mind.

 "Whew!"

 Link gasped once again.

 If this suspicion turned out to be true, that would be a big deal.

 Looks like he had to go to Death Valley after all, and he had to be very cautious once he was in.

 Even if the Astronomical Bureau Supervisor is not a Level Six Sage, there's a pretty good chance he's at a Level Five Sage stage and he's eyeing Death Valley, must be on guard.

 The mess Hu Songqi stirred up was getting bigger and bigger.

 Link had no idea how the situation would end.

 "Look what a mess you've made!"

 Lotus Heart Boat, Hu Songqi's boudoir.

 Hu Songqi was kneeling on the ground, listening to a figure hidden in the shadows scolding her.

 "I taught you Evil Witchcraft and told you to find a way to get the Supreme Secret Canon from Death Valley, is this how you handle things?"

 The figure kicked Hu Songqi down and stomped on her face a few times, angrily cursing, "Where's your brain? Didn't you think before you acted? How dare you spread the news about Death Valley? Huh?"

 The angrier he got, the harder he kicked, sending Hu Songqi flying with a kick.

 With a thud.

 Hu Songqi collapsed the sturdy bed and spat out a gush of fresh blood.

 "Let me tell you, I can give you Evil Witchcraft and I can take it back! If you can't find the Supreme Secret Canon inside the valley, just die there. Don't make me do it personally."

 The figure dropped a threatening tone, threatening line, and disappeared instantly.

 Hu Songqi was lying in the ruined bed, continuously spitting out unending blood.

 After a long time, having finally expelled the clotted blood from injured organs, Hu Songqi, in despite of pulling her wound, broke into a wild laughter.

 "Great...Great...what a great Governor Hu! What a great father!"

 As she laughed, tears rolled down from the corners of Hu Songqi's eyes.

 But there's a sense of happy abandon in her eyes!
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 Time was fleeting. 

 The deadline set by the Imperial Court for the first wave of martial artists at the Normalization Realm to enter Death Valley had arrived.

 The last incident where a mysterious individual had spied on the military camp and even openly provoked them before escaping had provoked the wrath of the angel holding power in the province in place of Governor Hu.

 The consequences of this were that the armies camping outside of Death Valley had increased threefold.

 The three camps were set up in a trigram formation, occupying the "Heaven", "Earth", and "Man" positions on the Three Talents Formation, making a rather sparse formation.

 Thus, no matter which camp was being spied on, infiltrated, or attacked, the other two camps could provide swift reinforcement.

 Under the might of the official army organised in three camps, even though there were no less than a hundred martial artists at the Normalization Realm present, none dared act rashly.

 As for martial artists at the Hollow Void Stage like Li Shuwen from various sects, martial arts schools, and powers, as well as those at the Normalization Realm that belonged to the second and third waves of entrants, they were all locked within the provincial city by an even larger army.

 Though the Imperial Court looked down upon the Jianghu, it still valued the martial artists.

 The main force making up the Imperial Court's army was also composed of martial artists after all.

 As the largest "sect" in the world, the Imperial Court had a good understanding of the destructive power a group of martial artists could wield when organised.

 Link, Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, and two disciples from the Mingxin Sword Sect walked together, located in the middle of the queue entering the valley.

 Hu Songqi had rejected Hu Suqi's invitation and chose to travel alone. Now, she was walking at the very end of the procession, covered in a black cloak.

 After the first three thousand martial artists had risklessly explored the path, almost a quarter of Death Valley had been safely traversed.

 According to the map and route given by the Imperial Court, this batch of Normalization Realm martial artists could very smoothly traverse the first quarter of Death Valley.

 Death Valley was vast and had complex terrain with numerous paths.

 It was not possible for the hundred-plus martial artists to stick together after entering the valley.

 As such, not long after they entered the valley, the martial artists naturally split into small groups and went their separate ways.

 "This way."

 After sensing the array within the valley, Link chose a path deemed most dangerous, where the most people had died.

 Though the others were somewhat confused, they chose to trust Link and resolutely followed him, including the older and younger female disciples from the Mingxin Sword Sect.

 Before setting off, their elders had repeatedly stressed to them to follow Link's orders.

 The reason wasn't explained, it was just a firm requirement.

 Being respectful and obedient disciples, they naturally followed.

 Seeing this situation, Link was quite pleased.

 It was good that there were no self-righteous fools in the team.

 Actually, in Link's perception, the large array within Death Valley had already undergone great changes.

 The so-called first quarter of the area that the Imperial Court claimed to have made safe was, in fact, riddled with numerous dangerous traps and mechanisms again.

 However, these traps and mechanisms were just dormant, yet to be awakened.

 The martial artists entering the valley again were the trigger that would awaken the traps and mechanisms.

 The path that Link had chosen was, in fact, a special path, once extremely dangerous but now a route of comfort and safety.

 In the array, this was called the "Life Gate."

 Mysteriously, although Hu Songqi wasn't walking with Link's group and wouldn't have been able to track him, she ended up choosing this same route.

 These six people, five in the front and one trailing behind, slowly yet safely progressed along a small mountain path; rugged, narrow, and dangerous, it was akin to a mountain cliffside.

 Meanwhile, in other areas, martial artists were occasionally caught in traps and mechanisms.

 The good news was that the martial artists of the Normalization Realm were somewhat capable of resisting and escaping.

 The bad news was, there were still substantial casualties.

 "What is actually happening?"

 Outside the valley, within the military camp.

 The angel, watching the surveillance video combined with technique and machinery generated images, saw the continuous deaths of martial artists reported in the first quarter of the area claimed to be safe by the officials, was furious.

 However, the angel didn't rage, but simply asked in a calm tone, "I need an explanation, one that will suffice to my superiors."

 Yet, the calmer the tone, the greater the pressure it imposed.

 The official responsible for map-making was terrified and trembling, but didn't dare to show it.

 He wracked his brains and came up with a reason that the operative mechanisms within Death Valley were not yet completely understood and were likely to have changed. He forced himself to remain calm, trying not to let his teeth chatter, and reported his findings.

 "Hmm."

 Fortunately, the angel merely needed a passable explanation.

 This allowed the official to breathe a sigh of relief.

 His life was spared, for now.

 However, this moment of relief was short lived. The angel said indifferently, "Take him away, put him under arrest. Such incapacity and shifting of blame needs to be investigated."

 At the angel's command, two cavalrymen entered the tent and dragged away the petrified and speechless official.

 Being arrested and investigated by the cavalry usually resulted in severe punishment. If one didn't die in prison, they'd likely be severely tortured.

 "Who are these people?"

 Suddenly, the angel gestured, enlarging a small image.

 The people in the tent looked over. They found that while other groups had met various obstacles, a group of five people and one woman, who was left behind, were progressing very smoothly.

 No wonder the angel had taken special notice.

 Immediately, someone referred to the roster, matched the looks and body types, and reported the names of the six people.

 "Governor Hu's daughter? Li Shuwen's disciple?"

 The angel, after hearing the report, mumbled thoughtfully to himself, "Interesting."

 In the valley.

 Within the group deemed "interesting" by the angel, Link realized that someone was observing him.

 Thinking about it, it seemed quite normal.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 238: Entering the Valley_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The Imperial Court had expended so much effort, "mobilizing" such a multitude of martial artists, wave after wave, to explore Death Valley, even resorting to downgrading the highly capable Governor Hu. It cannot therefore just be throwing these martial artists into Death Valley and then turning a blind eye.

 Surveillance was inevitable – and a minor affair at that.

 Link believed that among this batch of martial artists in the Normalization Realm, good hands of the Imperial Court must certainly be hidden.

 Besides, Death Valley, initially an optional exploration point, had risen in importance in Link's eyes after the Imperial Court's strenuous interference.

 He was not drawn there for the so-called Longevity Peach and the Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft, but merely intended to discern the real intentions of the Imperial Court and Emperor Kangqian.

 With this mindset, Link decided not to care about the back pricking sensation of being watched, nor about Hu Songqi, trailing far behind him. Instead, he pressed ahead – cautiously navigating the route.

 A lion uses full force when hunting a rabbit.

 Link would not rest on his laurels of mental prowess and secret techniques - he would not be careless.

 Even though he could teleport and wasn't afraid of danger, what about the others?

 It would be best to prevent the death of a teammate.

 "Before you hear a peep!"

 Among the two female disciples of the Mingxin Sword Sect, the younger one - Xu Huiyun, suddenly sighed.

 After circling a low hill, it felt as though they were walking from one world to another.

 The previously ceaseless din of noise was abruptly shut out.

 The feeling was akin to arriving at a paradise.

 As luck would have it, what appeared before the group was a peach forest, flush with fallen petals.

 "Stop."

 Sensing the anomaly, Link quickly issued a warning.

 Under his spiritual power, there was a precipice ahead, not a peach forest.

 Yet visually, like the others, what he saw was the peach forest, not the precipice.

 It is simple; either the sensing was wrong, or the vision was wrong.

 Yet Link felt that perhaps neither the sensing nor the vision was wrong; rather, a phenomenon of overlapping spaces, or even time distortion, could have occurred.

 Upon hearing Link's voice, the other four immediately halted.

 Hu Suqi had been constantly releasing her mental power to sense the surroundings.

 However, her mental power, in both quality and quantity, was no match for Link's. Its range was not as wide, nor was it as keen.

 After receiving the warning, Hu Suqi noticed the anomaly and immediately asked, "What's the situation?"

 "I'm not sure yet."

 Link didn't elaborate on his speculation, but made a new decision. "We'll change course. Let's go this way."

 Turning towards the 9 o'clock direction, Link picked a new path, not intending to uncover the secret of the peach forest/precipice.

 Curiosity killed the cat.

 To survive in the peril-riddled Death Valley, one's curiosity must be restrained.

 Even if the Peach Forest/Precipice concealed a major secret, Link was not interested in the slightest.

 Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, and the two from Mingxin Sword Sect quickly understood Link's intentions and followed suit.

 Link's newly chosen path was more arduous to navigate.

 From time to time, half-rotten, half-bone humanoid monsters jumped out to block the way.

 At their peak, they completely blocked the path ahead.

 It seemed they were pressuring the team to return to the fork in the road, and headed for the peach forest/precipice.

 If Link was not mistaken, these humanoid monsters should be the transformed forms of the martial artists who died in the valley in previous batches.

 Not every plant species in the valley can fully absorb the vitality contained in human flesh and blood.

 Bodies that hadn't been entirely drained turned into puppet-like humanoid monsters, there to deal with those who came after.

 There was no need for Link to step in, nor for Brother Shi, or the two Mingxin Sword Sect disciples to engage in close combat, Hu Suqi merely raised her hand, and with a fire technique, she burned through those zombie-like humanoid monsters.

 This performance was clearly beyond the expectations of the two disciples from the Mingxin Sword Sect.

 Their gaze at Brother Shi became somewhat strange.

 Having spent so much time together, Min Ruohua and Xu Huiyun naturally knew that Brother Shi and Hu Suqi were a pair.

 The crux of the matter was, it appeared that Brother Shi may not, possibly, presumably, perhaps, be able to defeat his partner.

 How then would he secure his position at home?

 Under the gaze of Min Ruohua and Xu Huiyun, Brother Shi gave an awkward smile.

 In their relationship, Brother Shi had gone from having the upper hand to maintaining a balance of power, and now he had to secretly take the tonic that his master had given him to supplement his health - his status in the relationship had been decreasing progressively.

 Now, he was resigned to his fate.

 Watching the blazing fire, the team of five found a windward position, each using their own way to avoid the smell of burning flesh.

 Behind them, Hu Songqi sensed the fluctuation of Hu Suqi's magic use and couldn't help but peer forward with the technique of "Ghost Eye".

 Watching the fire technique being used to incinerate the zombies, Hu Songqi's expression subtly changed.

 Having not seen Hu Suqi in action for a long time, she was becoming increasingly powerful.

 Out in the valley, within the military camp.

 Through surveillance footage, watching Hu Suqi's fire technique and Hu Songqi's "Ghost Eye", Angel couldn't help but sneer continuously.

 "What a loyal and righteous Hu Shengqing!"

 "His own daughter practicing ancient witchcraft, his illegitimate daughter practicing Evil Witchcraft, and both have reached such a profound realm, hehehe …"

 "Do you truly believe that your little trick couldn't be seen by the Imperial Court officials and His Majesty?"

 At this moment, the military generals and officials waiting for orders in the tent wished they were deaf.

 Were they supposed to hear this?

 The Angel stood fearlessly against Governor Hu with the Emperor and several Imperial Court leaders standing behind him.

 But they didn't have that privilege!

 If this matter was ever leaked, they would face a bizarre death.

 However, they didn't even need to think about it, Governor Hu would certainly know of Angel's words.

 Not to mention that Governor Hu had nurtured many people over the years in this province, he had many loyal subordinates.

 It was estimated that Angel and the force he represented would likely take the initiative to inform Governor Hu about today's events.

 Otherwise, without using drastic measures and probing bit by bit, when could they completely eradicate Governor Hu's influence in this province?

 Inside the valley.

 The fire burned for a full half hour before it finally incinerated all the zombies blocking the road.

 But they still couldn't go yet.

 How could they walk on a ground full of ashes and tar?

 Since Hu Suqi had exposed her identity as an ancient witch, she might as well make a complete break and act again.

 Without needing to chant or use magic materials, she simply pointed her finger and the ground full of ashes and tar rolled over automatically.

 The dirty soil on the surface was quickly flipped underneath, and the ground was covered with a layer of new soil.

 But she wasn't finished.

 Hu Suqi pointed again, and a narrow ice path wide enough for one person to walk on quickly created.

 Walking on the ice path, there was no worry about stepping on anything dirty.

 "Take it easy."

 Brother Shi, seeing Hu Suqi's face had turned noticeably paler, couldn't help but feel sympathetic.

 Hu Suqi just gave a slight smile, not responding.

 Seeing this, Brother Shi felt helpless.

 The team of five didn't delay and immediately stepped onto the ice path to continue forward.

 Meanwhile, Hu Songqi, after standing for nearly an hour in front of the peach forest/cliff, finally made up her mind.

 "Father, you forced me to do this."

 Hu Songqi gritted her teeth, hatred shooting through her eyes.

 She had only done a bit of investigation after receiving the task to retrieve The Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft from Death Valley.

 Who could have known that Death Valley was so significant in her father's plan?

 She couldn't possibly have known that Emperor Kangqian would care so much about Death Valley, mobilizing so much effort and even resorting to any means necessary!

 The fact that she revealed the existence of Death Valley was merely a way to retaliate against Link.

 When Death Valley started to cause a major stir, the situation quickly surpassed Hu Songqi's expectations. She started to panic when things didn't go as she imagined.

 Thus, when Link approached her, offering her a way to be free in return for her services, Hu Songqi agreed promptly.

 Even the faintest hope was still hope.

 Now, it was time to take a risk again.

 After much hesitation, Hu Songqi decided to take the plunge.

 Anyway, if she failed, it would simply mean death, but if she succeeded, she might turn the tables.

 Why not give it a shot?
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 The Imperial Court... no... The Imperial Palace knows more about Death Valley than anyone else.

 As a staunch confidant of Emperor Kangqian, Angel knew more about the inside story than those who planned against Governor Hu in this court.

 Angel actually knew that the greatest peculiarity of Death Valley lies in that the Longevity Peach Tree sustains its peach fruits by drawing on the vitality of human beings.

 The reason for driving the martial artists of Jianghu into the valley was not because they did not want to lose the strength of the Imperial Court, or because the Imperial Court planned to reduce the power of Jianghu.

 It was simply to satiate the Longevity Peach Tree.

 Once satiated, the object buried under the Longevity Peach tree could be opened.

 According to the royal secret, the last time it happened, when the condition was just about met, the opening of that object was destroyed by a human immortal martial artist at the peak of Hollow Void stage, who had not much time left to live.

 Once the Longevity Peach is removed from the tree, the seal under the roots of the tree would take effect again.

 There is no possibility of opening that object again then.

 This time, Death Valley has finally arrived at the time when that object can be opened again, the Emperor Kangqian decided to eliminate the threat in advance.

 Forcing the martial artists of Jianghu to enter Death Valley, under the guise of exploration, was actually a delivery of a meal, and was just one of the many strategies.

 Angel was thinking about it and spaced out for a moment, not paying attention to the monitor picture.

 "Sir...sir, there's a situation."

 At that moment, a local civil officer who had come over to pledge allegiance, noticed that no one else had found anything unusual, gritted his teeth, and reminded him.

 "Hmm?"

 Angel glanced at him displeasingly.

 Yet, his gaze, devoid of malicious intent, frightened the officer so much that his soul almost left his body.

 The local government had experienced one earthquake after another in a short span of time.

 No one knew when or why someone would fall from their position, be imprisoned, or die miserably.

 The Ministry of Education had taken in many families of the guilty officers.

 Many of the world's sisters and nieces of the past had fallen into it and were stained by the world's dust.

 This officer had even taken the time to console them, truly left something behind.

 Thinking about the weeping sisters and nieces, the officer became even more afraid.

 He feared that if he was not careful, his wife and daughter could end up in the same situation, relying on the exchanges and donations of others to survive.

 But there was no use in regret now, this officer gritted his teeth: "Sir, the ones you've highlighted earlier, both daughters of Hu Shengqing, have disappeared."

 "Hmm?"

 Hearing this, Angel was outraged, and immediately turned his attention to the monitor.

 Hectic, he found that in the video, he really couldn't see the figures of the five-member squad and Hu Songqi.

 "What's going on?"

 After staring directly at the monitor for a while, which showed nothing but the forest in the valley, Angel finally asked in a faint voice.

 The civil officer responded, "Hu Shengqing's illegitimate daughter entered the Peach Forest, and his biological daughter's team entered a white fog, after which we lost sight of them."

 "Is that so?"

 "I can confirm."

 Angel gazed deeply at the civil officer who spoke with such certainty, exposing a smirk, "Good! You're doing well!"

 "Thank you for the compliment, sir."

 The officer immediately kneeled and kowtowed.

 "Ha ha ha..."

 Feeling the scholar, who always claimed to be of noble character and high prestige, such a shameless minion in front of him, provoked a hearty laugh from Angel.

 What a wonderful feeling it was.

 "Stand up. I propose you to be the Deputy Governor. I hope you won't let the emperor down, let the court down, or let me down!"

 "Thank you, sir."

 The civil officer kowtowed again before standing up, and stated, "I am at your command, sir."

 "Good."

 Angel nodded in response and returned to watching the surveillance footage.

 He would like to see what kind of commotion the two daughters of Hu Shengqing could cause.

 The bigger, the better.

 Only in this way, can the supposed rebel conspiracy of Hu Shengqing be effectively squashed, and his execution go unnoticed in this world.

 The civil officer let out a long sigh of relief.

 Not only had he managed to save his own life, but he had also been promoted three ranks.

 Good, very good, the risk he took was worth it.

 He would return to the city tonight, share this good news with his former sisters and nieces, and bring some joy to their miserable lives.

 In Death Valley.

 Hu Songqi entered the Peach Forest/cliff and passed out.

 The five-member team safely walked over the cremation ground on the ice crystal path created by Hu Suqi.

 However, at the end of the path, there was a heavy fog.

 As per Link's perception, this thick fog, apart from covering, had no other harmful effects.

 It could perfectly use this fog to shake off the ongoing surveillance of the Imperial Court, so he led the team straight into it.

 The biggest two difficulties of walking in the fog are, one is the reduction of visibility, and the second is the difficulty in breathing.

 After all, the particles are large, the respiratory system naturally resists.

 But these two points could not stop the five-member team.

 Hu Suqi took the initiative to cast a technique without a word, summoning a fist-sized light ball hanging in front, illuminating all directions.

 At the same time, Link finally made a move, constructing five air filtration light shields with a secret technique.

 "What kind of technique is this?"

 Hu Suqi was extremely surprised whilst pondering about the invisible but tangible air filter light shield in her hand.

 She felt more and more that Link's techniques truly had their own system, a kind of technique different from Ancient Witchcraft, Taoist Technique, Ancient Witchcraft, and Evil Witchcraft.

 "Just use it. It's not something that can be explained in a few words."

 Link was not being secretive, he really could not explain.

 When he cast a technique now, except for teleportation, after being pointed out by Li Shuwen, he pondered deeply about the principle.
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 At other times, he mostly operated in "I am thinking" mode.

 Like now.

 Link figured he needed something to filter the air, and then he came to understand the secret technique.

 He called it a secret technique, not witchcraft, because Link knew, as the principle was unclear and could not be promoted, it was not worthy of being called witchcraft.

 "Oh."

 Hu Suqi didn't probe too deeply, she put the air filtering light mask on her face, experiencing it first-hand, hoping to reverse-engineer the principle.

 Many of the ancient witchcrafts she mastered were derived this way, from the ancient witchcraft artifacts.

 "Brother, where are we going next?"

 Brother Shi asked out loud.

 After entering the fog, the five-man squad under Link's direction had already stopped and stayed put for a while.

 Now that the problems of low visibility and difficulty breathing had been solved, they should continue on their way.

 "Wait a bit longer."

 Link replied, while signaling for others to watch ahead attentively.

 Brother Shi, Min Ruohua, and Xu Huiyun, the three pure Human Immortal Martial Artists, finally noticed after Link's hint, that the fog was not as simple as it seemed.

 The scenes in front of them kept changing, never settling down.

 "What's going on?"

 Brother Shi, perplexed, asked what was on his mind.

 Min Ruohua and Xu Huiyun of the Mingxin Sword Sect were all ears, eager to know the reason.

 Link smiled, "You will need to ask Sister-in-law Su Qi."

 "Huh?"

 Brother Shi turned to Hu Suqi.

 "What are you looking at me for? I didn't do anything!"

 Glaring at Brother Shi, Hu Suqi responded a bit angrily.

 Do you believe everything your brother says?

 Seeing this, Link did not immediately explain his meaning, but instead focused on the ever-changing scenery in front of the fog.

 After a moment, Link called out, "Be careful, make sure to keep up with me!"

 With these words, Link stepped out, standing in front, stabilizing the surrounding space.

 The four of them were all elites among elites, and given prior warning, they immediately followed suit.

 Once he made sure they were all in the same space, Link withdrew his spiritual power used to hold the surrounding space.

 There was a crashing sound.

 It was as if a mirror had been shattered.

 Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua, and Xu Huiyun found themselves standing under a towering peach tree.

 "What's this?"

 Pointing at the tall peach tree in front of her, Hu Suqi was quite excited, even speechless.

 Brother Shi, Min Ruohua, and Xu Huiyun felt the same way.

 More than three thousand martial artists explored for over a month without even reaching the edge of the Longevity Peach Tree that had appeared in front of them, which was quite unbelievable.

 "This is the Longevity Peach Tree."

 Link answered the four's questions nonchalantly, his gaze fixed at the base of a tree root.

 He didn't even glance at the corpse that was holding the Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft.

 "How did we get here?"

 Brother Shi, serving as the speaker for everyone, asked the question that Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua, and Xu Huiyun all wanted to know the answer to.

 Link chuckled, "Because this tree wanted to meet us, it gave us a chance inside the rules to see if we could seize it."

 Having said that, Link stopped further explanation and just quietly stared at the tree root.

 Hu Suqi pondered on hearing this.

 Once Brother Shi noticed this, he immediately switched his query target and asked his girlfriend, "Su Qi, did you think of something?"

 "Uh huh."

 Hu Suqi nodded, and organized her thoughts, met the inquisitive gaze of the three, and said, "There might be many reasons why Death Valley is so hard to traverse. But there has always been a guess that Death Valley is a relic left by the ancient shamans, or even the Shamans of ancient times. I just used a technique repeatedly, which is more oriented to standard ancient witchcraft, perhaps triggering the valley's selection mechanism."

 "Is that so?"

 The idea made Brother Shi's brow furrowed; he still found it a bit hard to understand.

 At that moment, Xu Huiyun of the Mingxin Sword Sect suddenly said, "Then... does that mean martial artists entering the valley is akin to bandits entering the city, and will be met with resistance and counterattacks?"

 "That's one way to understand it."

 Hu Suqi confirmed Xu Huiyun's guess.

 "Oh."

 Xu Huiyun nodded a bit dazedly, "No wonder so many people died without being able to get here."

 "Follow me."

 Just as the four were about to continue their conversation, Link took a new action.

 He headed toward the root of the peach tree he had been staring at for a while.

 The four immediately followed.

 The roots of the Heaven-reaching Peach Tree were as wide as a four-lane road in both directions.

 The five of them stood in front of the slightly arched roots, as if standing under a bridge.

 The space formed by the arched roots was like a bridge tunnel.

 "Eh! There's a door here!"

 After a period of familiarity, Xu Huiyun finally dared to speak up and be herself.

 Min Ruohua, who was like her older sister, or even mother, noticed this but did not stop her.

 The relationship between Mingxin Sword Sect and Octagon Martial Arts School could be described as extraordinarily close.

 If the disciples of the Mingxin Sword Sect couldn't relax in front of the direct disciples and their spouses in the Octagon Martial Arts School, something would be seriously wrong.

 It should be this way!

 "Yes, there is a door here."

 Looking at the door, which looked very familiar, Link was a bit confused.

 What on earth was going on with this world?

 Every time he thought he had a deep understanding of this world, a "strange" thing would pop up.

 Just like Evil Witchcraft, Ancient Witchcraft, Ancient Shamanism, Taoist Technique are.

 And now...

 Link actually saw the cabin door of the interstellar battleship from the Wizard World!

 The notion that he was in a real world, rather than a fictitious illusion, started to waiver.

 Is it real? Or is it fake?

 He was become less sure.

 "Junior disciple, what's wrong?"

 Seeing that Link was a bit off, Brother Shi asked with concern.

 "I'm fine, Brother. I was just thinking about something."

 Link took a deep breath, regaining his composure.

 Hu Suqi's eyes twinkled, as if deep in thought.

 "So...should we go in?"

 Xu Huiyun, who hadn't noticed the change, asked timidly.

 Min Ruohua sighed inwardly, it seems they had spent too much time in the mountains and lacked worldly experience.

 After sighing, Min Ruohua said, "Brother Shi, Junior disciple Link, we've been on the road for so long, I think I need a rest. I'm a bit tired."

 "Huh? Tired?"

 Xu Huiyun was somewhat puzzled.

 The elder sister's cultivation was higher than hers, she wasn't tired, how could her elder sister be tired?

 "I'm tired."

 With a straight face, Min Ruohua glanced at Xu Huiyun expressionless.

 In an instant, a cold chill went straight up her spine, and the fear of being dominated by her senior sister rushed into her heart.

 "I'm tired! I'm tired! I'm also tired!"

 Xu Huiyun chimed in agreeing with her sister's words.

 "Then let's rest for a while."

 Brother Shi made the decision before Link could speak.

 Link accepted their kindness and agreed.

 The situation here was unclear, so they didn't sit down, they just stood.

 Seeing Link fall into deep thought again, Brother Shi signaled to Hu Suqi and took her to one side, asking quietly, "What's special about this door? Why does my junior disciple seem a bit off after seeing this door?"

 Hu Suqi looked strange as she replied, "This door reminds me of a legend. Perhaps the change in your junior disciple has to do with this legend."

 "What legend?"

 "According to legend, the ancient shamans were not born naturally among humans, but descended from the sky."

 "Wait a minute! The shamans aren't human?"

 "Shamans are human, but the first shamans in ancient times were not native humans."

 "What you're saying is making my head spin. What do you mean by non-native humans? Could it be aliens?"

 "According to the legend, that's exactly the case, the first shamans in ancient times were aliens!"

 Upon hearing this, Brother Shi's expression became as strange as Hu Suqi's.

 After a long time, Brother Shi swallowed and said with difficulty, "Could it be... could my junior disciple also be an alien?"

 Remembering Link's inexplicable and unique secret techniques, Hu Suqi subtly nodded her head.

 This was indeed her suspicion.

 Otherwise, there would be no explanation for the origin of those secret techniques.

 Hu Suqi made sure of this fact through Brother Shi, who knew intimately about the past ten years of Link's life.

 That was, before the Li Sisi event took place, Link hadn't used even a single secret technique.

 At this moment, Brother Shi was still in shock, his mouth opening and closing, murmuring to himself,

 "An alien?"
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 Link realized that he had fallen into a trap of misunderstanding.

 Or as it's said in this world, he had developed an obstacle of knowledge.

 Who says that if space is real, then the timeline must be leveled?

 Regarding the rules of space and time, he hadn't even grasped much, let alone comprehending them.

 Where did he get the confidence to convince himself that what he saw, heard, and touched must be true?

 From where did he get the confidence to insist that what he believed must be correct?

 Knowing that he was in the midst of a special test, why did he still presuppose a position?

 Link contemplated this issue deeply.

 Most of his memories of the Wizard World had been restored.

 Including his being ambushed due to his perception being tampered with by the True Spirit Wizard's cognitive witchcraft.

 Logically, after recalling this event, he should carefully check whether his perception had been tampered with or induced.

 But he didn't.

 Why was that?

 One after another, questions rose in Link's heart.

 Some found answers, some did not.

 But that doesn't matter now, there are more crucial things to do, such as entering the cabin door and seeing what's behind it.

 Danger is very likely to exist.

 Just stay alert, don't abandon your whole meal just because of a bite that sticks in your throat.

 Once he came back to his senses, Link heard Hu Suqi talking about "visitors from outer space," and he couldn't help but speculate again.

 But Link didn't continue to think deeply, he suppressed that speculation and slowly walked to the door of the interstellar battleship.

 "Brother?"

 Brother Shi had been keeping an eye on his own brother with his peripheral vision, seeing his posture, he immediately called out.

 "I want to go in and take a look."

 Link did not turn his head back, responding to Brother Shi, pausing for a moment, then emphasizing, "I will go in alone, and you guys will be on guard outside."

 This decision was not made because he had other thoughts, such as not wanting Brother Shi and the others to see the facilities and equipment inside the interstellar battleship, but purely from a safety perspective.

 Moving alone, he would be free to come and go.

 Moving together will only add risks.

 Brother Shi, of course, got the message.

 But he was not annoyed at being ignored, rather, he understood completely.

 The fog surrounding his brotherwas thicker and thicker, and his secret techniques were more and more, especially that unpredictable teleportation.

 After entering, even if he can't find anything, he can retreat in time if he encounters danger.

 "What do you guys think?"

 But Brother Shi did not rashly agree, he turned his head to look at Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua, Xu Huiyun for their opinions.

 Since they traveled here together, major decisions should of course be made with everyone's input.

 "I have no objections."

 Hu Suqi was the first to express her stance.

 Aside from Link wanting to act alone, even if asked to join, she wouldn't want to go in.

 As a magician skilled in Ancient Witchcraft, going recklessly into unfamiliar places is a big mistake.

 Only on their own base could magicians show their greatest power.

 Hasn't the Astronomical Bureau Supervisor been not going down that Star Observation Tower for many years?

 If it wasn't for the double pressure of the imperial court and his father, Hu Suqi wouldn't be bothered to move her nest and enter Death Valley to be cannon fodder.

 "We'll do as Brother Shi says."

 Min Ruohua was thoughtful, and then stated her stance.

 The friendship between the Mingxin Sword Sect and the Octagon Martial Arts School was actually established many generations ago.

 The connecting hub was exactly Li Shuwen.

 "There's only one way to Unyielding Fist, Divine Gun Li Shuwen" was not a monkey jumping out of a stone, he also had a sect.

 Both sects were branches of the same tree, whenever there were disciples walking outside, they always came in and out together.

 "I want to go in...I want...I...I don't have an objection."

 Under Min Ruohua's tender gaze, Xu Huiyun repeatedly changed her statement.

 After spending some time together and finding the personalities of the other three quite good, Xu Huiyun's nature began to reveal itself.

 Crying, laughing, playful, noisy, likes novelty, traits typical of a young girl, she had them all.

 Upon reaching their destination, right below the Longevity Peach, after a round of fog in Death Valley, Xu Huiyun was already extremely astonished and curious.

 When she found that there was a strange door under the tree root, and it caused Link, who had been calm and collected since their first meeting, as if there was nothing in the world that could pose a difficultly to him, to be at a loss for words.

 Xu Huiyun was even more curious about the origins of this door, and what was behind it.

 Especially after Hu Suqi told the legend about the "visitor from outer space."

 Such a pity...

 Xu Huiyun pouted her lips and unsatisfyingly watched Link walk step by step to the door to carefully inspect it.

 "Come back to your senses, be on guard!"

 Min Ruohua slapped Xu Huiyun's shoulder, waking her up.

 Not going in doesn't mean there's nothing to do.

 Death Valley was full of risks, their smooth journey so far doesn't mean that the journey ahead will go just as smoothly.

 Being extra careful wouldn't hurt.

 "Oh."

 Xu Huiyun was very sensible, she quickly got busy with serious matters.

 But she couldn't help but take a glance at the door with the corner of her eye, wanting to check on Link's progress.

 The result was shocking, Link had merely pressed a button on the door, heard some strange, foreign language, then replied in the same language, and the door opened automatically!

 Xu Huiyun could confirm that she had never heard or understood that foreign language before.

 Could it be that Brother Link really is a "visitor from outer space"?

 "Don't let your imagination run wild!"

 Min Ruohua was not blind, she had also taken in that scene, and noticed Xu Huiyun's roaming eyes, she didn't know what Xu Huiyun was thinking about, so she warned her.

 "Oh."

 With her sword in her left hand and her right hand touching the top of her head, Xu Huiyun dazedly complied.
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 Walking to the location Sister had designated as a warning point, she couldn't help but speculate whether Brother Link was a visitor from another world after all?

 At the moment, Brother Shi has complicated feelings.

 He harbors a contradictory hope that his fellow monk is not an extraterrestrial, yet he simultaneously wishes that he is.

 If his fellow monk is an extraterrestrial, it would rule out the possibilities of him being parasitized by someone else or being the reincarnation of an old monster.

 Sigh!

 Brother Shi heaved a heavy sigh, what am I thinking about?

 Gently shaking his head, he cast out his unrealistic thoughts and focused on standing guard for his fellow monk.

 Once Hu Suqi discovered that door, her attention never strayed from it.

 She naturally noticed the scene when Link entered the door.

 She did not become entangled in the debate like Brothers Shi, Min Ruohua, and Xu Huiyun, as to whether Link was an "extraterrestrial".

 What concerned Hu Suqi was the language that Link had just spoken.

 In the fragmentary inheritance of ancient witchcraft she had obtained, there was mention of an anecdotal event.

 It was said that during ancient times, the language used by shamans for worshipping heaven and earth had no relation to the language used in this world today.

 "Could it be that what he just spoke was the language used by the ancient shamans during their rituals?"

 Hu Suqi speculated in her mind.

 If this guess proved true, that would be extraordinary.

 If she can learn this language from Link, many lost ancient witchcraft techniques could easily be restored.

 Ignoring the wild speculations of the four people waiting outside the door, after Link entered the door, he completely gathered his thoughts, remaining highly vigilant and focused on exploring.

 Behind the cabin door is a hallway that is several meters long.

 The lights on the sidewalls of the two sides of the hallway are still in normal operation.

 Sensing the presence of Link, they automatically adjust the brightness.

 In addition to the lights, there are also two manual control valves and several screens.

 Link didn't move anything or even step on the ground, but instead hovered a few centimeters above it.

 Moving forward, at the end of the hall, there is another door.

 This time there's no need to issue a command in any language, the door opens automatically.

 "Hmmm …"

 Watching this scene, Link had a vague guess.

 Hesitating for a moment in front of the door, Link stepped into the second one, truly entering this interstellar battleship hidden underneath the Longevity Peach Tree.

 "Welcome back to the Sky Shuttle, Captain Link Grande."

 A human-shaped holographic projection suddenly appeared in front of Link, bowing to him.

 Perhaps due to long-term disrepair, or maybe due to lack of energy, the holographic projection was not clear and was filled with ripples like water from head to toe.

 After saying the welcome message, it disappeared and switched to audio mode.

 "Sky Shuttle?"

 Link murmured to himself, remembering his first interstellar battleship.

 Named the "Sky Shuttle", the "Hummingbird" class interstellar battleship that was scrapped and disintegrated in a time-space disorder.

 It wasn't scrapped?

 How did it get here?

 And that it arrived so long ago?

 Is this the effect of a time-space disorder?

 There's no use in guessing, better to investigate it myself.

 The memory of "Sky Shuttle" rolled in Link's mind, quickly recalling the layout of the battleship.

 Following his memory, Link directly entered the cockpit.

 Looking at the almost perfectly preserved facilities and equipment, after a moment of hesitation, Link still did not take a seat on the captain's chair.

 He clearly remembered that before encountering that claw, the "Sky Shuttle" had already been damaged.

 At that time, all the energy was gathered to the defense system.

 After being ejected from the "Sky Shuttle" in an escape pod, it was unlikely that the "Sky Shuttle" would have been preserved this well, even without checking the fate of the "Sky Shuttle".

 Unless the time-space disorder brought the "Sky Shuttle" to the ancient times of this world and also reversed the state of the "Sky Shuttle" back to before entering the time-space disorder.

 It's possible.

 But to be on the safe side, Link decided it would be best not to touch anything inside the battleship.

 "Tower Spirit, bring out the starship log, play from the moment it entered the time-space disorder."

 After thinking for a while, Link gracefully "accepted" his role as the battleship's captain and issued an order.

 Back in the day when he first got the "Sky Shuttle", he was on a tight budget and couldn't afford an intelligent high-level Tower Spirit.

 As a result, the Tower Spirit of the "Sky Shuttle" was provided by the manufacturer and couldn't control the battleship independently without the captain's command.

 "Understood."

 The Tower Spirit answered formally.

 The large screen at the front of the cockpit flickered for a while and finally managed to light up.

 The starship's log file surfaced. The video was opened and played at an accelerated speed.

 The beginning was filled with crackling sounds and mosaic images.

 Link guessed that these were recorded when the "Sky Shuttle" was in the time-space disorder and had received interference.

 Quickly, the noise and mosaic disappeared.

 There was a planet on the screen, but the battleship had lost its power source and couldn't escape the gravity. It was captured by the planet.

 After the Tower Spirit's continuous calls for the captain went unanswered, it activated the survival mode according to the procedure.

 The battleship concentrated the last bit of backup energy, and just before it crashed into the planet's surface, it activated the defense system for a hard landing.

 The ground was rocked creating a large crater, and the battleship fell into it, unable to move.

 If it was only like this, the "Sky Shuttle" in survival mode would not simply allow "itself" to be buried.

 After recharging energy from the sun, the battleship would automatically return home, searching for the Wizard World.

 However, meteorite after meteorite fell from the sky, striking the ground near the battleship.
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 Some were intact escape pods, others were architectural ruins.

 That's how Death Valley was created.

 Not long afterwards, over a dozen Wizard Apprentices wearing Ravensmouth College uniforms emerged from several warships.

 After a period of adaptation, they managed to overcome their panic and started to seek ways for survival and escape.

 Gathering resources was the first step.

 All the resources that could be collected from the intact escape pods and the ruins of the buildings were completely scoured by these Wizard Apprentices.

 Until they discovered the "Celestial Shuttle", the excitement among the Wizard Apprentices was indescribable, their cheers and shouts echoing loudly.

 However, with the capabilities of the Wizard Apprentices, it was impossible to crack the secure system of the "Celestial Shuttle," much less forcibly enter it.

 Their hope of escaping this unknown planet and returning to the Wizard World was thus dashed.

 The despairing Wizard Apprentices broke into fierce arguments.

 Unresolvable disagreements arose, dividing the Wizard Apprentices into several groups.

 The vast majority left this place, with only one Wizard Apprentice, someone Link found strangely familiar, remaining behind.

 After serious consideration, Link recalled this person's identity.

 He was somewhat famous behind the Palo Sage army base, proficient in Rune Arrays; it was such a shame.

 Had he not been distracted, he could have surely become an official wizard within four years.

 This Wizard Apprentice likely believed that he could crack the warship's access restriction by exploiting his mastery of Rune Arrays.

 Unfortunately, the knowledge and technology used by the warship far exceeded his level of comprehensibility.

 Even after being assigned to the Palo Sage army base for his expertise and being given some training to access first-order Rune Array knowledge, it was insufficient.

 The playback speed of the scenes increased even more.

 Link noticed that the Wizard Apprentice had spent more than thirty years trying, endeavoring to crack the warship's access, but failed.

 The cost of this attempt was an aged body; the man's life was almost over.

 Apparently resigned to dying on this unknown planet, without any hope of escaping.

 This Wizard Apprentice realized and accepted his fate, yet he was not despondent.

 He began to plant trees, cultivate life, dig traps, and set Rune Arrays.

 The first tree he planted was what is now known as a Longevity Peach Tree, and he deliberately chose a spot close to the "Celestial Shuttle."

 If you won't let me in, then I will just bury you deeper.

 If I can't leave, you won't be able to either.

 So, the years passed, and after ten years an enormous Rune Array was successfully set up.

 Watching the entire process of setting the Rune Array through the screen on the "Celestial Shuttle," Link's eyes gleamed with interest.

 Whatever was left behind by the other Wizard Apprentices, the escape pods, and the architectural ruins, were all utilized to maximum efficiency.

 Some served as array nodes, others as energy collection hubs, or as intelligence management centers...

 This man was truly a genius of Rune Arrays; he managed to set up a scalable third-order Rune Array with just the knowledge available at a Wizard Apprentice's level.

 If this event had occurred in the Wizard World, it would certainly have caused a sensation throughout the wizarding world.

 A Wizard Apprentice setting up a third-order Rune Array; such talent was unprecedented!

 After so many years of maturation, accompanied by a dozen Tower Spirits integrated into the Rune Array's intelligent management center, the Rune Array that covered the entire Death Valley had gained nearly the same strength as a fifth-order Rune Array under the grand plan left by the Wizard Apprentice.

 No wonder so many Martial Artists perished in the Rune Array at the Hollow Void Stage.

 Most of the subsequent playback on the log was not of much interest.

 They were mostly scenes of continuous deaths after Death Valley was discovered.

 Link closed the navigation log, lost in thought.

 Time and Space, indeed mysterious.

 Elusive.
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 Should I take the "Celestial Shuttle" with me?

 This isn't a question; it doesn't require time for contemplation.

 Because presently, Link does not have the ability to do so.

 While the "Celestial Shuttle" can be downsized, it must be placed in its original manufacturer container.

 Otherwise, the "Celestial Shuttle" would automatically resume its size and weight, and probably crush Link outright.

 Moreover, there are more pressing matters that require immediate attention.

 Having directed the Tower Spirit to shut down all non-essential functions to conserve energy and maintain the defense system, Link stepped out of the "Celestial Shuttle".

 "Apprentice brother, how are you?"

 On seeing Link, Brother Shi breathed a sigh of relief, quickly stepping forward to ask.

 "Do not worry, elder brother. I'm fine."

 Link didn't brush him off. Instead, he stretched out his arms to both sides as he answered.

 This gesture certainly wouldn't let Brother Shi immediately assess Link's physical condition; it was purely a symbolic act.

 Its function was similar to a placebo.

 As expected, Brother Shi fully relaxed upon seeing this.

 As to what was behind the door, Brother Shi had no intention of asking.

 If it could be told, his apprentice brother would surely share it.

 His silence meant that there were some things he couldn't reveal in detail.

 However, not everyone understood Link's character and behavior as well as Brother Shi did.

 Overcome by curiosity, Xu Huiyun quickly came over, with wide eyes, and asked, "What's behind the door? Secret scrolls? Treasures?"

 Facing curious eyes filled with suppressed anticipation, Link shook his head and replied, "There are no secret scrolls or treasures. Only items that don't belong to this world, along with records about the origin of Death Valley."

 "Oh, is that so?"

 It was impossible for Xu Huiyun to hide her disappointment.

 Having spent years inside the Mingxin Sword Sect, hardly ever leaving the mountain—beyond cultivation and stories, what else was there to pass those endless, dull hours?

 Performing chivalrous deeds, treasure hunting, and adventuring in the Jianghu, all lived and died in the Jianghu.

 At present, she was on an adventure—how could there be no treasure to seek?

 Absolute disappointment!

 Xu Huiyun drooped her head, returning to Mother Min's side who had pursed her lips.

 If she didn't behave, Mother Min would start nagging again.

 Observing this, Link couldn't help but smile slightly. He then shifted his gaze to Hu Suqi and took the initiative to speak, "There are no ancient witchcraft books inside. If there were, I would surely have brought them out for you."

 "Hmm, I trust you."

 Hu Suqi nodded slightly, her tone exceedingly firm.

 She was certain that although Link had requested such secret scrolls before, he looked down upon ancient and evil witchcraft.

 If such texts were present, he would definitely not keep them to himself.

 "As for what's inside, I can't say. I hope you all understand,"

 Link thought for a moment, then offered this explanation, "I can just say it doesn't have much to do with this world and it won't impact anything."

 How would Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua, and Xu Huiyun respond to this?

 Of course, they would pacify him with platitudes.

 "So, what's our next step?"

 Brother Shi didn't allow the atmosphere to grow awkward and raised a question.

 "Wait."

 "Wait? Wait for what?"

 "Wait for the fog outside to dissipate."

 Just as they were talking, a dense fog had risen to cover the entire root area of the Longevity Peach Tree.

 Those body remains that were previously visible were now concealed in the fog.

 Included was the Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft that Hu Suqi had found but didn't intend to touch.

 "This fog?"

 Hu Suqi detected something and her face showed extreme surprise.

 The fog unexpectedly blocked her mental perception. It was truly strange.

 "Don't worry, it's nothing."

 As Link spoke, he walked into the fog, "You all wait here, I'll be back shortly."

 The four of them wanted to stop him, but it was too late.

 After entering the fog, Link turned to face the gigantic Longevity Peach Tree; as tall as a hundred-story skyscraper and remained silent.

 Ravensmouth College's full name is Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 The wizards who graduated from there would definitely have a certain level of proficiency in biology and medicine.

 The wizard apprentice recorded in the voyage log, despite his enthusiasm for rune arrays, also had a good knowledge and skill level in biology.

 This Longevity Peach Tree, along with the assorted plant life in Death Valley, were all his doing.

 Had he not lost his way during his apprenticeship, and been delayed in his promotion time, he might not have ended up selling himself to the college due to his manifold achievements.

 One misstep led to many more mistakes, I guess.

 Link hadn't seen anything strange about this Longevity Peach Tree when he originally spotted it from the outside.

 In the Wizard World, there were countless methods for wizards below Sage level to prolong their lives.

 At its core, prolonging the life of wizards not at the Sage level didn't involve extending their natural lifespan, but healing underlying injuries, helping them live to their natural life span.

 The fruit of the Longevity Peach Tree serves the same function.

 It heals hidden injuries and replenishes vitality, that's all.

 So, the fruit is not important, but the Longevity Peach Tree itself is what Link is interested in.

 After a long silent stare, Link suddenly spoke, "Why did you lead me here and not show yourself?"

 The giant Longevity Peach Tree rustled, extending a thin twig down from the clouds, landing in front of Link.

 After a while, the ghostly image of a wizard apprentice, hunched with wrinkled face, white hair and appearing extremely old, quietly emerged.

 After making eye contact with Link for a moment, the apprentice's phantom began to speak, its voice husky to the extreme, "You are Link Grande, right? The owner of the 'Celestial Shuttle'."
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 "It was me." 

 Link nodded, calmly responding.

 "Could you tell me what happened all those years ago? Why did we fall on this planet, while you didn't, and why have you appeared now?"

 "Do you really want to know? And what significance will knowing have?"

 "I just want peace of mind."

 Link thoughtfully worded his response and briefly said: "The Lucia's family betrayed the academy, revealing the locations of the rear bases of the Sage Palo army. To show their defiance to the academy, the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance bombed the portal, inadvertently causing a spacetime turbulence. I estimate that everyone in the vicinity of the portal at that time was affected and was swept into the temporal chaos."

 "A spacetime turbulence?"

 The Wizard Apprentice's phantom said thoughtfully and then asked, "I remember you were there as well, right? How did you manage to escape the spacetime turbulence?"

 "Just fate, nothing more than a coincidence."

 "Then why are you on this planet now?"

 "As for the details, I don't know. I can only tell you that I am simply carrying out a mission of the Supreme Council."

 On hearing the term "Supreme Council," the Wizard Apprentice phantom suddenly became excited.

 The phantom swayed a few times before stabilizing once more.

 "Supreme Council, Supreme Council, Supreme Council…"

 After muttering the term to himself a few times, an intense hope burst forth from the Wizard Apprentice's phantom's eyes. Then it asked gingerly, "Since the Supreme Council has turned its attention here, is there hope for me to return to the Wizard World?"

 Facing a persona who, in order to survive, had infused his body and soul into the Longevity Peach Tree and drained a large amount of human vitality every few hundred years, while Link was not afraid, he didn't want to provoke him needlessly.

 The lesser the trouble, the better.

 After some thought, Link solemnly replied: "I can't promise you, but it is indeed a possibility, and a big one."

 The entire Wizard World was watching Elise Clark's test, waiting for the gateway to the parallel universe behind the special ruin planet to open, seeking to draw nutrients from the parallel universe, grow and then discard the ashes of the World of God.

 It was really possible that they might include the young wizards who had helped Elise Clark pass the test and the planet of the test in the territorial map of the Wizard World.

 At that time, the establishment of the portal or the arrival of the Starry Fortress could allow this Wizard Apprentice to return to the Wizard World.

 "Oh! Finally, finally..."

 The Wizard Apprentice's phantom took a long sigh, murmured a few words, and then fell silent.

 An intense sadness shone through his eyes; it was like an avalanche caused by a loud explosion, once set off, it couldn't be stopped.

 Link waited patiently.

 He still had some questions he needed answers to.

 After a long while, the Wizard Apprentice's phantom sighed a word, "Pity," and finally calmed himself down.

 "My name is Lorin Ben, and I wish to trade with you."

 "What sort of trade?"

 "In order to survive, my life form has thoroughly changed and I'm no longer human, but a tree spirit. I do not expect to return to the Wizard World alive. I merely hope that my ashes are spread in my hometown, to seek a chance at possible reincarnation."

 "Where is your hometown?"

 "The Stormy Sea, Lete Islands."

 Upon hearing this place name, Link's mind was flooded with seemingly long-distant memories.

 The Stormy Sea, Quete Archipelago, Viscount Holliday's territory.

 The blacksmith couple.

 Jasmine…

 Quickly gathering his emotions, Link replied: "I need to think about it."

 "How long?"

 "Before I leave this planet."

 "That's too long."

 "You've waited for thousands of years, what's a little more time?"

 "That's different."

 "What's the difference?"

 "It just is!"

 The Wizard Apprentice phantom became visibly agitated and its voice rose, almost to a roar.

 The heavy fog trembled along with the Apprentice's roar and some aggressive illusions flickered in and out of existence.

 Link handled it all calmly, not afraid in the slightest, even though he was right in the opponent's home turf.

 Even if the Wizard Apprentice was a genius among geniuses when it came to rune arrays.

 "Aren't you afraid I'll kill you?"

 The Wizard Apprentice's illusion gradually revealed ferocious eyes, the killing intent coalescing bit by bit.

 The dense fog responded to the phantom's motions, tightening around Link's neck like a rope, continuously pressuring him.

 Confronting the seemingly negligible coercion, Link suddenly laughed.

 Did he truly believe that with the Rune Array unfamiliar to martial artists in this world, he could control Link as well?

 The Rune Array engulfing the entire Death Valley, although it reached the level of Tier 5, was hollow.

 Even though Link hadn't specially delved into Rune Arrays, he'd come across them while learning alchemy.

 In comparison to Lorin Ben who'd only been exposed to Tier 1 Rune Array knowledge, Link's Rune Array studies spanned from Tier 1 to 2, then 3 and 4, even reaching Tier 5.

 He had, after all, managed to manufacture an interstellar warship from the remnants of an Insect Race Nest.

 In terms of Rune Arrays, Link felt that he would not be at a disadvantage compared to Lorin Ben, who was only a half-educated wizard.

 However, dismantling the Tier 5 Rune Array of Death Valley, which had grown almost fused with time, would be challenging.

 Yet, ensuring his unrestricted movement within the array was entirely feasible.

 Lorin Ben's phantom abruptly shook a few times.

 It appeared that Link had countered the opponent's incessant threats, agitated by his lack of self-awareness.

 "Humph!"

 The phantom grunted, asking with an extremely grim expression, "To which rank have you ascended since you arrived on this planet?"

 "Tier 3 Wizard."

 "Tier 3 Wizard? No wonder..."

 Link did not concern himself with whatever Lorin Ben might've been thinking and directly declared his choice, "I'm willing to take your ashes back to the Wizard World, but not now. In exchange, I need your full understanding of this planet."

 "Fair enough."

 Lorin Ben's phantom immediately agreed.

 A palm-sized leaf fluttered down, floating before Link.

 "All that you seek is contained herein. I presume you can extract the information."

 "Of course."

 Link waved his hand and, using the spatial secret technique refined from inspiration within the "Celestial Shuttle," relocated the leaf without any contact.

 "I hope you keep your word."

 Lorin Ben took a deep look at the vigilant and distrustful Link before his phantom disappeared.

 The dense fog surrounding the Longevity Peach Tree gradually dissipated.

 The four people waiting near the tree roots exhaled in relief as Link's figure gradually became clearer.

 A slight tremor sent ripples across an interconnected web.

 The brief standoff within the fog unleashed a significant ripple effect.

 The fallout was felt strongest by the four individuals waiting near the tree roots, who faced a severe threat to their lives;

 Hu Songqi, who had found an Evil Witch Art Canon in the Peach Forest or Cliff Area, was having problems with his cultivation;

 A large number of Normalize Realm Martial Artists progressing towards the Longevity Peach Tree from different directions ended up dead, their vitality constantly sapped to nourish the colossal Longevity Peach Tree.

 "It's safe now. I did say you have nothing to worry about."

 Link comforted the slightly shocked group, especially the keenly perceptive Hu Suqi.

 "We're really safe now?"

 Hu Suqi frowned, her afterthoughts filled with fear.

 "Rest assured, everything is truly safe."

 A convincing smile on his face, Link added a hint of confounding secret technique in his voice to soothe everyone unconsciously.

 "What just happened?"

 Outside of Death Valley, within the military camp.

 An angel watched in discontent as a large number of Normalize Realm Martial Artists suddenly died on the monitoring screen.

 Normally, as long as there was a gain, the angel could not care less about how many people died after the initial quarter of the surveyed area.

 However, nearly half of the Normalize Realm Martial Artists who first entered the valley died in the area, which the scouts claimed to have surveyed.

 Could this still be called being explored?

 They were all useless!
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 With a snap. 

 Another thread of causality was cut off.

 It was Link's gain after he figured out the origin of Death Valley, his connection to Death Valley, and even this world.

 It had nothing to do with the deal he agreed on with Lorin Ben.

 Thus far, out of the five threads of causality and one lock on the door, two threads of causality had been severed. The progress was encouraging.

 Link had achieved insight.

 He had made a mistake in his judgement that becoming the top martial artist at the Martial Arts Conference eight years later would complete his trial when he lacked information.

 Becoming the new top martial artist would not cut off the threads of causality, nor would it cut off the shackles to open the door.

 Based on the experience of the two previously severed threads of causality, Link believed that severing his connection with this world, repaying the favors received, was the key to cutting off the causality and removing the shackles to complete the test.

 If this is the case, the remaining three threads of causality might exist on Master Li Shuwen, the Octagon Martial Arts School, and the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 These three have a strong connection, but they should be addressed separately and dialectically.

 The breakthrough of Li Shuwen, the development of the Octagon Martial Arts School, and the exploration of the Human Immortal Martial Path might just be it.

 As for the lock on the door, Link had a new guess.

 According to the travel log of the "Celestial Shuttle" and the time when Lorin Ben and his group of wizard apprentices descended upon this world, it was the ancient times of this world.

 If Hu Suqi is correct, the shamans of the ancient times were "visitors from outer space", possibly the wizard apprentices who left Death Valley and scattered.

 Ancient witchcraft corresponds to transformed pure elemental witchcraft, and evil witchcraft corresponds to transformed biological culture/modification class witchcraft.

 However, one thing cannot be explained if this alignment is followed

 That is the existence of Taoism and Buddhism in this world.

 Therefore, Link speculated that there were more than one group of wizards descended on this world in its ancient times, not just the wizard apprentices from the Wizard World.

 The goal of the Supreme Council of the Wizard World is the Parallel Universe behind the special ruined planet.

 Is it possible that this world is on the conceptual boundary between the Universe where the Wizard World resides and the Parallel Universe?

 As a result, the time rules are chaotic and are influenced by both universes.

 However, the influence of the universe where the Wizarding World resides is slightly weaker.

 In this way, the right way to cultivate in the parallel universe, or one of the right paths to cultivation, is to cultivate into an immortal/truth.

 This possibility may hold true.

 Shaking his head, Link buried this guess in his heart and didn't think too much about it for the time being.

 Let's be practical and focus on testing, putting energy on severing causality and shackles.

 "Junior brother, what's wrong?"

 Brother Shi looked at Link, who was suddenly lost in thought and then suddenly shook his head, somewhat puzzled.

 "Nothing, just thought of some unimportant things."

 Link came back to his senses completely and with a reply, he led Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua and Xu Huiyun back to the door of the "Celestial Shuttle".

 "Can we go in now?"

 Xu Huiyun stood in front of the door, excited and full of anticipation.

 "No."

 Link poured a bucket of cold water on her directly, "The things inside are not suitable for you to see. They will cause unnecessary disputes."

 "Oh."

 Xu Huiyun was immediately extremely disappointed, her head drooped, and she wilted.

 The girl's unrestrained heart was clearly shown.

 Min Ruohua raised her right hand, bent her knuckles, and gently tapped Xu Huiyun's head to warn and remind her.

 Only then did Xu Huiyun straighten her expression and attitude.

 No longer prioritizing interest and curiosity.

 At this time, Link turned to look at Hu Suqi, and asked, "Hu Songqi is in trouble, will you save her?"

 "?"

 Hu Suqi was very confused to hear this inquiry out of the blue.

 Of course, she knew that her troublesome half-sister also had to enter Death Valley.

 But they didn't meet before or after entering the valley.

 Moreover, in terms of personal relationships, they were still enemies.

 What's Hu Songqi's problem has to do with Hu Suqi?

 However, since Hu Suqi could dance gracefully in the social circle of the provincial city, she was naturally shrewd and could react to Link's intention of asking this.

 One possibility is that Link himself wants to save Hu Songqi, and the other is that Link does not want to get involved with their father.

 So he made a roundabout, and even if a smart person could see through it, it would be much better to act in Hu Suqi's name.

 "Is it troublesome? Will it cause you trouble?"

 Hu Suqi responded with understanding.

 "No trouble."

 Link said and reached out and grabbed the air.

 Hu Songqi, who was lying unconscious under the peach forest/cliff, seriously injured, but still holding the Evil Witch Art Canon tightly in her hand, was transported to the Longevity Peach tree through the first half of Death Valley.

 The martial artists who were exploring elsewhere only saw a streak of light across the sky.

 The military camp outside the valley did not capture this process clearly.

 Hu Songqi was still unconscious when she landed.

 "What happened to her?"

 Hu Suqi asked when she saw the situation.

 Even though their relationship is not good, blood is thicker than water, and it can't be denied.

 So she didn't bother to act coldly and irritate people anymore.

 Link thought of Hu Songqi's process of slowly walking into the depths of the peach blossoms on the surface, but actually falling to the bottom of the cliff.

 The conceptual damage eventually unknowingly reflected on the real body.

 Moreover, after Hu Songqi found the Evil Witch Art Canon in her hand, she lost control and was obsessed with it.

 When Lorin Ben threatened Link, Hu Songqi was hit by collateral damage and was even more seriously injured, which is why she ended up in this situation.
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 "A result of greed." 

 Link briefly responded, then pointed his finger.

 A green ray of light fell on Hu Songqi's forehead, and then from the forehead, splitting into two paths, one flowing towards the soul, and the other nourishing the whole body.

 In a moment, the injury that Hu Suqi thought was very challenging, possibly requiring at least ten to eight months of treatment, healed just like that.

 This treatment technique shocked Hu Suqi so much that her mouth fell open and she couldn't close it.

 As for the three Immortal Martial Artists, Brother Shi, Min Ruohua, and Xu Huiyun, it was even more needless to say.

 Medical and martial arts are interconnected.

 Being Human Immortal Martial Artists in the Normalization Realm, the three of them knew a bit about medical arts, and could appreciate the skill of Link's treatment technique.

 It was just that Link didn't apply any secret techniques related to cognition and didn't probe their psychological fluctuations.

 If he knew their thoughts at this moment, he would surely retort, do you understand the depth of the word 'medical' in Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College?

 This is the Extraordinary Medical system established personally by level eight Great Sage Seuss.

 Even if the rules of this world differed and the witchcraft of the Wizard World could not be replicated here, Link was still in a 'burst of inspiration' state, drawing analogies from it, and turned witchcraft into the secret technique currently in use.

 But the prestige of the Wizard World's witchcraft was there. Even if it was transformed into a secret technique, it still felt like a downgrade.

 Moaning softly,

 Hu Songqi slowly woke up.

 After opening her eyes and seeing Link, Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua, Xu Huiyun, with a little thought, Hu Songqi understood her situation.

 "Thank you, Young Hero Lin."

 Getting up from the ground, Hu Songqi directly thanked Link, without glancing additional at Hu Suqi at all.

 "No need to thank."

 Link waved his hand, then asked, "Why did you deliberately distance yourself from us before and after entering the valley?"

 Even at the "Celestial Shuttle" and Lord Lorin Ben's place, when he learned about the origin of Death Valley and some of this world's secrets, Link was somewhat inclined to end the journey to Death Valley, but he still held his patience and didn't rush out recklessly.

 He was looking for a suitable opportunity.

 An opportunity that could divert the attention of the Imperial Court from this group of adventurers in the valley and no longer focus on Hollow Void Stage martial artists like Master Li Shuwen.

 Sending out a Longevity Peach that Emperor Kangqian urgently needed was exactly what Link had planned.

 However, the person who "picked" the longevity peach off and sent it out of Death Valley was very crucial.

 Him, Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua, Xu Huiyun, none of these five were suitable.

 Therefore…

 Looking at Lin's eyes, Hu Songqi immediately understood, this mysterious Young Hero Lin had another "dirty and hard work" for her.

 Just like the last time, she was enticed to help him capture the atrocious Human Immortal Martial Artists with a vague promise of transcendence.

 Indeed, how could someone like Young Hero Lin care about her?

 Hu Songqi laughed bitterly at herself and frankly responded, "Because Hu Shengqing came to me, I didn't want to involve you."

 Link was half doubtful about this sentence.

 He believed that Hu Songqi was approached by Hu Shengqing, who was the Governor Hu, but he didn't believe Hu Songqi was that nice.

 "What did father want with you?"

 Hu Suqi interrupted at this moment, joining the conversation.

 "If Emperor Kangqian wants the Longevity Peach, wouldn't Governor Hu also want the Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft?"

 Hu Songqi said with a mocking tone, "I initially plotted against Li Shuwen because of Hu Shengqing's instigation!"

 "What does he want with the Witchcraft Secret Scripture?"

 Hu Suqi was somewhat uncontrollable and her face was full of astonishment.

 "Are you really ignorant, or are you pretending to be?"

 After carefully examining Hu Suqi's expression, Hu Songqi ridiculed,

 "You think you were just lucky to develop an interest in ancient witchcraft, and you could immediately find a clue to a relic and acquire the related scriptures from it.

 To make some things happen, you could quickly establish the 'Witch Charm' organization. When you felt that the 'Witch charm' organization had deviated, you could quit safely.

 Don't you think about how the many members in the 'Witch Charm' organization who have tasted the sweetness of evil witchcraft, whose nature has become fierce and wicked, would let you, who know their true identity, escape so smoothly.

 Ah! I understand now.

 You actually knew from the beginning, but you only deceived yourself and refused to face it directly."

 No wonder you are clearly of a virtuous nature but always wander in social circles, sing and dance every night, and get drunk every day.

 It turns out you are just numbing yourself.

 Hu Suqi oh Hu Suqi! You really...

 "Don't you know anything at all?"

 She said a lot, venting all of Hu Songqi's grievances from her heart.

 As daughters of Hu Shengqing, even if one is a legitimate daughter and one illegitimate, the treatment should not be so different.

 Why should one have everything she desires without working for it, while the other must do all the dirty, heavy work, living under the strange gaze of the world?

 Hu Songqi was dissatisfied, unwilling.

 She was determined to expose the pretense of Hu Suqi.

 Hu Suqi was terrified, and she stumbled backward several steps.

 If Brother Shi hadn't supported her in time, she would have probably fallen onto the ground.

 Many words, to the bystanders, carry no weight, but to the person involved, they are like knives stabbing directly into the heart.

 The emperor's new clothes have been exposed.

 Hu Suqi felt unbearable shame.

 "Enough, let's stop talking about unnecessary matters."

 Link stepped forward and swiftly changed the subject, "What does Emperor Kangqian want, what does Hu Shengqing want, I can provide. What do you want?"

 Hu Songqi fell silent upon hearing this.

 The thrill of venting her bitterness rapidly faded away.

 As soon as she woke up, she realized that she was in the center of Death Valley, under the Longevity Peach Tree.

 She had also found The Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft, but she did not dare to take it casually.

 Now was the time to make a decision.

 Should she risk arousing the suspicion of Emperor Kangqian or Hu Shengqing to seize the benefits?

 Without any hesitation, Hu Songqi immediately spoke, "I want the power to kill Hu Shengqing."

 "What is Hu Shengqing's strength?"

 Under Hu Suqi's surprised gaze, Link asked in a calm tone.

 If the main conspirator against Master Li Shuwen was Hu Shengqing, then he deserved to be killed.

 "He mastered four core Mechanical martial arts and practiced both Ancient and Evil Witchcraft, reaching a level comparable to the Human Immortal Martial Path's Hollow Void State," Hu Songqi replied, a sense of despair stirring in her heart.

 Upon hearing this, Link raised his eyebrows slightly.

 It was not that he thought Hu Shennqing's strength could not be defeated.

 But this gave him a new understanding of the strength of the Imperial Court.

 Hu Shengqing, a man of such extraordinary ability, dared not to rebel against the Imperial Court.

 Although it must have something to do with his ulterior motives, it also implied the tremendous strength of the Imperial Court.

 It would be difficult for even the "Seeing God", the fifth stage Martial Artist mentioned in Human Immortal Martial Path legends, to destroy a country overnight.

 Link also thought, can he alone suppress the world, after regaining his full wizard power?

 "Perhaps it's possible."

 Casting his eyes on the silhouette of the Celestial Shuttle, Link made his judgment.

 Wizards are powerful overall.

 They possess extraordinary personal fighting abilities and excel in various creative fields.

 It's a power that leaves no weak spot.

 Moreover, besides witchcraft, Link is good at both potion-making and alchemy.

 Whether it's potion-making or alchemy, both can help Link fight outnumbered battles.

 Coming back to reality, Link said to Hu Songqi, who was eagerly waiting for his answer, "If you're willing, I can help you enhance your abilities. Whether or not they will be enough to kill Hu Shengqing, I am not certain but there is a high possibility."

 "Okay!"

 Images of numerous martial artists captured by Link flashed in Hu Songqi's mind. With some speculation, she quickly made her decision and then asked, "What should I do?"

 Link raised his head to look at the colossal Longevity Peach Tree that towered into the sky. Waving his hand, he plucked a Longevity Peach, then took out a sandalwood box from out of nowhere, and dropped the peach inside.

 "The so-called Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft is for you to take. Still, I suggest you avoid looking at it, and not learn it in the future either."

 As Link gave the sandalwood box which contained the Longevity Peach to Hu Songqi, he spoke at the same time.

 "Why?"

 Hu Songqi carefully put away the sandalwood box and asked with puzzlement.

 "Because the Evil Witchcraft is a path that leads to certain death."

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 243 - Unsettled Waves _1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 There were reasons to choose Hu Songqi.

 Firstly, Link wanted to drag Hu Shengqing back into the game, and secondly, Hu Songqi had been spotted in the Peach Forest/cliff and her movements were odd, which could be explained to the Imperial Court.

 Unless there was no other way out, Link didn't want to face the Imperial Court for now.

 Seeing Hu Songqi fetching The Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft, Link slightly closed his eyes and broadened his perception.

 More than half of the first batch of Martial Artists in the Normalization Realm had died in the valley.

 "Lorin Ben, have you absorbed enough?"

 Withdrawing his perception, Link immediately reached out to Lorin Ben, who had completely transformed into a tree spirit, and asked.

 "Enough? In order to survive, no amount is enough!"

 First, Lorin Ben sighed, then responded directly, "Are you thinking of leaving the valley?"

 "Yes."

 Link didn't hide his intention, "I must complete the Supreme Council's trial. The sooner I complete it, the sooner I can leave this planet."

 Lorin Ben kept silent for a long time.

 I didn't know whether he was pondering the truth of Link's words, or weighing pros and cons.

 Link patiently waited.

 Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua, Xu Huiyun, as well as Hu Songqi, who had picked up The Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft and casually took a ring off a skull, stood aside waiting, without interrupting.

 "I hope you remember our deal, Link Grande."

 Finally, Lorin Ben made a decision and spoke in a deep voice.

 "I've always been reliable."

 Link chose his words carefully and gave a response.

 "You guys can go."

 The huge Longevity Peach Tree slightly shook, summoning two clouds of mist.

 This mist served as a convenient passage to various array hubs in the valley, likely inspired by the concept of teleportation gates.

 "If you go through here, you will return to the Peach Forest."

 Link pointed to the smaller cloud of mist and spoke to Hu Songqi, "Once you're outside the valley, you should know what to say. Don't worry, I've blessed you with a secret technique, convincing you of your own statement, and others will be, too."

 "Ok."

 Hu Songqi obediently nodded and entered the small cloud of mist.

 However, she was secretly shocked. When did Link cast a spell and why did she not feel anything?

 This time it's a blessing, luckily.

 But what if next time it turns into a curse? Wouldn't her life and death be in Link's own hands?

 Isn't this the same as being controlled by Hu Shengqing?

 With these thoughts in mind, Hu Songqi walked for a while inside the small cloud of mist and returned to the Peach Forest/cliff.

 "Eh? What's happened to me?"

 Hu Songqi suddenly exclaimed in surprise and found her current state very strange.

 She felt there was a gap in her memory as if she had forgotten something crucial.

 Looking at the sandalwood box in her left hand and The Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft and ring in her right hand, Hu Songqi frowned slightly.

 "Longevity peach? The Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft? How did I get them?"

 "And this ring, this seems to be the legendary Soul Eater's Ring? How did I get it."

 With Hu Songqi's questions, some unfamiliar memories surfaced in her mind.

 She was practicing the Evil Witch Art Canon she had received in the Peach Forest, and then, suddenly, the entire Death Valley rumbled for a moment.

 A flying rainbow streaked across Death Valley and fell directly into the Peach Forest.

 In her daze, before she passed out, she followed her instincts and plucked the Longevity Peach from the rainbow, solemnly placing it into the sandalwood box.

 As for The Ultimate Secret Book of Witchcraft, she grabbed it along with the Longevity Peach.

 "This..."

 Hu Songqi felt strange.

 This memory gave her a strong sense of incongruity, but she firmly believed it.

 "What's going on?"

 In the midst of her confusion, Death Valley underwent an unexpected change again.

 A violent earthquake started suddenly.

 All the surviving martial artists in the valley felt a sense of life and death crisis.

 Without considering her doubt, Hu Songqi dashed off at once.

 Other martial artists scattered in different areas all acted the same way.

 At this moment, fleeing became the consensus of all martial artists.

 Link, Brother Shi, Hu Suqi, Min Ruohua, Xu Huiyun quietly merged into the mass of martial artists rushing to exit the valley after passing through the large mist.

 "What's going on?"

 Outside of the valley, in a military camp.

 The Angel, feeling the tremor beneath his feet and watching all martial artists flee outwards like madness in his surveillance, loudly asked.

 However, no one in the tent could give an explanation.

 The Angel knew this, of course.

 It was because he knew that he lost his temper and yelled.

 Organizing Jianghu martial artists to venture into Death Valley was a task assigned to him personally by Emperor Kangqian.

 Getting the Longevity Peach was one goal and depleting the Jianghu forces was another.

 The Angel didn't care how many martial artists died in the valley, as long as he could get the Longevity Peach.

 However, this mission, from the beginning, had many hiccups.

 Until now, it was completely spiraling out of his control.

 The first batch of martial artists who entered the valley was the one carefully chosen by the Angel's confidants and subordinates under his command, which all had some vulnerabilities or bonds with the Imperial Court.

 Most of these martial artists would rather die in the valley to protect some people or things.

 The fact that they were fleeing at the same time clearly meant that something drastic had happened.

 At this moment, the Angel was unaware and powerless.

 "You, go and arrest all the martial artists coming out."

 Taking a deep breath, the Angel pointed to the first army officer who had arrived outside Death Valley and ordered him.

 "Yes."

 The full armored military general saluted and left to carry out the order.
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 Before long, the military general assembled his troops, arranged the formation, and blocked the only road leading in and out of the Death Valley.

 Holding the Azure Dragon Halberd, the military general's aura was as mighty as a dragon.

 It wasn't long before the first martial artist escaped.

 On seeing the Court Army in prepared formation, he surrendered without the intention of resistance.

 As time passed, more and more martial artists escaped from Death Valley, and were arrested by the Court Army.

 Link, Brother Shi, Su Qi, Min Ruohua, and Xu Huiyun were also among them.

 Interestingly, both the Jianghu martial artists and the Court Army intentionally or unintentionally ignored these five persons.

 It was Link's memory and strength that had recovered quite a bit with the stimulation from the Celestial Shuttle. He had further refined some secret techniques and gained a new understanding of others.

 This was especially noticeable in terms of cognition.

 Shrouded in a cloak and wearing a hooded hat, Hu Songqi slowly walked out of Death Valley. Ignoring most of the other individuals' strange looks, she walked straight to the Armored Military General and said decisively, "Take me to the Angel."

 "Have you made up your mind?"

 This military general was once a member of the new army trained by Hu Shengqing and recognized Hu Songqi who was Governor Hu's illegitimate daughter.

 He didn't ask Hu Songqi about her request to meet the Angel, but kindly asked her this question instead.

 "Yes."

 Hu Songqi responded quietly, showing extreme determination.

 Seeing this, the Armored Military General did not say anything more and turned his horse and left.

 After being summoned, Hu Songqi met with the Angel, who was seated on a high chair, and his great horse and golden sword.

 "Commoner Hu Songqi pays her respect to the Angel."

 Hu Songqi stood below and greeted him with respect, her manner not servile nor arrogant.

 She was somewhat puzzled as to why she should offer the Longevity Peach to the Imperial Court, to Emperor Kangqian.

 No one knew she had obtained the Longevity Peach.

 But each time she thought of keeping the Longevity Peach for herself, Hu Songqi was seized by a feeling of impending doom.

 After experiencing this sense of life and death crisis multiple times, she dared not harbor thoughts of secretly keeping it. Instead she chose to honestly hand the Longevity Peach over to the Imperial Court for them to decide.

 "Commoner girl?"

 The Angel sneered, "Hu Shengqing is not a commoner, but a high-ranking official. As the illegitimate daughter of Hu Shengqing, you cannot be considered a commoner's daughter."

 Faced with the Angel's mockery, Hu Songqi remained silent.

 Seeing that Hu Songqi didn't show any reaction, the Angel felt bored.

 With a wave of his hand, the Angel spoke dismissively, "What's your purpose in seeking an audience with me? If you're just here to waste my time, even Hu Shengqing won't be able to protect you."

 Hu Songqi said nothing, she just took out a sandalwood box from her pocket and presented it with both hands.

 "What... What is this?"

 The Angel was curious at her action, and his voice trembled a little when he spoke.

 "The Longevity Peach. In a peach forest, I saw a rainbow streaking across the sky, which seemed to hold this treasure, so I took it."

 "Are you sure?"

 "What I said is true and not false. I dare not deceive the Angel."

 "Bring it here."

 One of the eunuchs and palace maids standing by the Angel's side immediately came forward, took the sandalwood box from Hu Songqi's hands and presented it to the Angel.

 The Angel took the sandalwood box and opened it slightly.

 A fragrance wafted out, and a mere whiff made him feel refreshed.

 It was indeed just like the Longevity Peach recorded in the historical books.

 With a snap, the Angel closed the sandalwood box with force and kept it in his breast pocket.

 The eunuchs and palace maids standing on both sides of him kept their heads down throughout the process, and their expressions were not clearly visible.

 However, the civil officers and military generals in the camp were all utterly shocked.

 Was there really a Longevity Peach?

 Had they really obtained a Longevity Peach?

 If the historical records were accurate, once Emperor Kangqian consumed the Longevity Peach, he could extend his life by at least four hundred years.

 Then... the Dayong dynasty would have its hands full!

 An emperor with such a long life span was not necessarily a blessing for the world.

 The civil officers and military generals all had different thoughts running through their minds.

 The Angel knew all of this, but showed no reaction. He just looked at Hu Songqi and asked solemnly, "What do you want in return?"

 Being found by the Imperial Court had a significant difference from voluntarily offering it to the Imperial Court.

 No matter why Hu Songqi chose to voluntarily give the Longevity Peach, the Angel who represented the Imperial Court and Emperor Kangqian must now show some form of response.

 If they remained indifferent despite her meritorious service, how many more people would be willing to work for the Imperial Court, for Emperor Kangqian in the future?

 The civil officers and military generals all shifted their attention to Hu Songqi, eager to know what this illegitimate daughter of Governor Hu wanted.

 This was a significant matter.

 It could help them decide how to deal with Governor Hu in the future.

 Hu Songqi calmly said, "I earnestly request the Angel to ensure that all ties between me and Hu Shengqing are cut off."

 When her words fell, the tent was filled with a sudden silence.

 Neither the Angel nor the civil officers and military generals had guessed rightly about Hu Songqi's request.

 "Why?"

 The Angel quickly composed himself and asked with a puzzled expression.

 Even though Hu Shengqing was removed from his role as Provincial Governor by the Imperial Court and Emperor Kangqian, he still held a high position within the Court.

 No matter how the nobles of the Court tried to avoid Hu Shengqing, and no matter how Emperor Kangqian disliked him, his skills and experience were indisputable.

 Since they couldn't kill him easily, sooner or later, they would have to re-employ him.

 Despite so many people yearning to establish familial ties with Hu Shengqing, his illegitimate daughter wanted to sever all ties with him?

 This was indeed shocking, and unexpected.

 "There's nothing to it. I simply don't want to be associated with him anymore," she said.

 This time, Hu Songqi did not answer the angel's question truthfully.

 Everyone present could see this.

 However, the more she acted like this, the more curious they became.

 But the Angel did not pressure her for a detailed answer, he only asked, "Have you made up your mind?"

 "I have made my decision."

 "Alright. But I cannot promise you anything right now. I will consult with the Emperor first, then make a decision."

 The Angel wanted to use Hu Songqi's offer of the Longevity Peach to sever her ties with Hu Shengqing as a chance to disparage Hu Shengqing before Emperor Kangqian.

 This time, as an envoy fulfilling Emperor Kangqian's will, he was targeting Hu Shengqing wherever he could.

 The two had already become mortal enemies.

 How could he pass up such a golden opportunity?

 "I am at your disposal, Angel."

 "Hmm. You may leave now."

 With a wave of his hand, the Angel dismissed Hu Songqi and then turned to the civil officers and military generals in the tent.

 The atmosphere in the tent became instantly tense and silent.

 A cold, icy murderous aura emanated from the Angel.

 The military generals were fine, not feeling too uncomfortable.

 However, it was different for the civil officers.

 A few generations ago, scholars followed the Six Arts of a Gentleman.

 But in recent years, scholars held the belief of using words rather than fists.

 Each of them took pride in their physical weakness, as a sign of their high-rank and leisurely lifestyle.

 As an Inner servant, the Angel was naturally cold-hearted and known for orchestrating numerous murders under the rule of Emperor Kangqian.

 He was just like a demon, and his murderous aura was more than these weak, officials could bear.

 They were good at keeping their composure given they didn't faint or even wet themselves on the spot.

 The Angel had no intention of killing anyone though, he simply delivered a warning.

 Slowly retracting the murderous aura, the Angel said in a cold voice: "I will set off to return to the capital. If anything happens on the road, like if anyone tries to ambush me...be prepared for your entire clan to be exterminated."

 At these words, everyone in the tent showed their true colors as officers of the Inner Guards.

 "We dare not."

 The civil officers and military generals quickly voiced their agreement.

 "Hmph!"

 The Angel stood up, flicked his sleeves and strode off.

 The palace eunuchs and maids followed obediently behind him.

 The remaining civil officers and military generals in the tent didn't dare breathe a word.

 Not until the Angel's car had driven far away from the barracks did they finally breathe a sigh of relief.

 "What's next?"

 Someone broke the silence, seeking a way forward.

 All present were in the same boat.

 If the Angel threatened to take action against their clans, he could certainly do it.

 So...

 "Next, we should never let each other out of sight. Even if we need to move separately, there should be at least three of us together, watching each other."

 "I think that's reasonable."

 "Ah, why did we get into this mess."

 "Be careful what you say!"

 "What about the martial artists? Will they continue to be locked up?"

 "Locking them up is not a good idea, it will only attract more attention."

 "So, what do we do? Let them go?"

 "Let's release them. We can explain to the outsiders that our operation encountered an unexpected turn and failed."

 "I think it's a viable option."

 "Sounds good."

 "I agree."

 "Well then, let's release them."

 Once the decision was made, a representative was designated to inform the Armored Military General in charge of the captured martial artists.

 The remaining martial artists from Jianghu had already recovered from their initial panic and had started discussing among themselves.

 Upon learning that they could return to the city, they all felt as if they had been given a second chance at life.

 Death Valley was indeed a horrific place!
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 There's no such thing as an airtight wall.

 The day after the surviving Normalization Realm martial artists were released, some rumors started circulating in the Jianghu.

 It was said that an unknown event had taken place in Death Valley, suggesting that the Longevity Peach had been picked by someone.

 In the beginning, everyone treated this rumor as hearsay, not paying much attention to it.

 However, when the Supervisor of the Inner Guards suddenly appeared in the capital city, this rumor was no longer just a rumor.

 The Longevity Peach had really appeared in the world!

 This news could not be described as anything less than astonishing.

 The already somewhat unstable situation in the world became even more complicated in an instant.

 The Imperial Palace, court, regions, and Jianghu were all thoroughly stirred up.

 However, all of this had little to do with Link.

 After leaving Death Valley, Link bid farewell to his master, his master's wife, and everyone in the Octagon Martial Arts School and the Mingxin Sword Sect; then, he threw himself into his laboratory.

 Of the remaining three causal links entwined around him, one related to the development of the Octagon Martial Arts School was showing signs of being severable.

 Link believed that once the Construct System had been established and perfected, at least the causal link related to the development of the Octagon Martial Arts School would be severed.

 The causal link related to the Human Immortal Martial Path might also be severable.

 In that case, why should Link be distracted by all these trivial and bustling matters? Wouldn't it be more enjoyable to concentrate on designing and experimenting with Constructs?

 As for experimental materials, there were plenty of wicked ones among the Normalization Realm martial artists who had survived Death Valley.

 If Hu Songqi didn't want to make a move, Link would do it himself.

 This matter was already known by Master Li Shuwen before he left the provincial city, and he had given his tacit consent.

 With this relationship in play, Link was able to act freely.

 Time passed while Link calmly perfected the Construct System of the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 He was far removed from court politics and the Jianghu, and did not pay them any attention.

 A month later.

 Link, who had been engrossed in his experiments and ignoring worldly matters, emerged.

 This time, he had completely perfected the Construct System of the Human Immortal Martial Path.

 Even more, inspired by a sudden burst of insight, Link thought of implanting the Constructs in Mechanical martial artists and current world magicians and put this into practice.

 Unfortunately, the results were not very good.

 Constructs were not omnipotent or universally adaptable.

 If he wanted to truly promote the Construct System, Link alone was not enough.

 Link needed to cultivate as many Construct masters as possible.

 Even if they couldn't design, but only copy existing components and sets for implantation, they would still be valued craftsmen.

 In this matter, Link might need to involve Su Qi.

 Because whether implanting Constructs in others or in oneself, the requirement for spiritual power was not low.

 Those magicians in this world specialize in training spiritual power.

 In fact, Mechanical martial artists were also quite suitable to become Construct masters. Their training was also biased towards spiritual power.

 "Let's discuss it later."

 Link set aside these thoughts, cleaned up the base thoroughly, and then set off back to Fuli County.

 On the way from the outskirts of the provincial city to Fuli County, Link deliberately and inadvertently asked about the current situation.

 It turned out that whether it was the internal dynamics of the Imperial Palace, the court, the regions, or the Jianghu, nobody wanted to be ruled by an emperor that could live for several hundred years.

 A little over a month ago, the Supervisor of the Inner Guards brought the Longevity Peach back to the Capital City.

 Emperor Kangqian rewarded the Supervisor of the Inner Guards, giving him the title of a duke due to his eunuch status, a fief of eight hundred households, and approved several of his requests.

 Among them was an imperial decree to dissolve the father-daughter relationship between Hu Shengqing and Hu Songqi.

 With this action, coupled with the title of duke given to a eunuch, the Supervisor of the Inner Guards completely placed himself on the opposite side of all the civil and military officials, becoming a solitary servant of Emperor Kangqian.

 As for the Longevity Peach, of course, Emperor Kangqian couldn't just eat it recklessly.

 The Astronomical Bureau Supervisor, who hadn't descended from the Observing the Stars Platform for years, entered the palace overnight to verify the authenticity of the Longevity Peach.

 The examination results were real.

 But because the medicinal power of the Longevity Peach was too strong, and Emperor Kangqian was not a Hollow Void Stage martial artist who could refine it, he could not consume it like an ordinary peach.

 The Astronomical Bureau Supervisor suggested that Emperor Kangqian use the Longevity Peach for alchemy, which might result in three to five Lifespan Extension Pills.

 The effectiveness of each pill would not be inferior to eating the Longevity Peach alone.

 Due to various considerations, Emperor Kangqian agreed to the Astronomical Bureau Supervisor's suggestion and promised that the Supervisor would receive one pill once they were made.

 Afterwards, under heavy protection from the Yulin Personal Army, the Supervisor started alchemy.

 When this news spread, the world was shaken.

 The inner workings of the Imperial Palace, court politics, the military, regional nobility, and the Jianghu all stirred up.

 Numerous people with ulterior motives were networking.

 More and more people, either publicly or secretly, entered the Capital City.

 All eyes from all over the world were focused on the Lifespan Extension Pill that was said to be alchemized by the Astronomical Bureau Supervisor for forty-nine days.

 During this period, Emperor Kangqian had been assassinated several times.

 There was even one time when he almost dissolved in water.

 Hearing these news, the more Link listened, the stranger he felt.

 Didn't Emperor Kangqian consume the Longevity Peach on the night it entered the Capital City?

 Where did another Longevity Peach come from for the Astronomical Bureau Supervisor to alchemize into Lifespan Extension Pills?

 It could only be said that these people who play with power, all had dirty hearts.

 Immediately, Link stopped paying attention to those filthy issues, concentrated on his journey, and returned to Fuli County.

 "Master, I'm back."

 The Octagon Martial Arts School, inner courtyard.

 Link transmitted his voice into secrecy for Li Shuwen, who was sitting in the study writing a paper he planned to publish under the pen name "Righteous Mountain Man", to hear.

 "Hmm."
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 Li Shuwen continued to write, responding without a glance.

 Link didn't use the door but teleported himself in, without making a sound.

 "Wait a moment, I'm just finishing up this article."

 Li Shuwen continued to write, his head still bowed as he spoke.

 "Master, please take your time."

 Link said as he moved to the writing desk, pulled out a chair and sat down.

 Noticing the article on the desk, Link's mood became stranger than when he heard about the Emperor Kangqian's life-prolonging pill.

 The title of the article read: "Flesh going against Steel, Ascension of the Machine! On the Pros and Cons of Modern Mechanical Martial Arts and its Possible New Directions."

 That ....

 Link couldn't help but look at Li Shuwen, his thoughts complicated.

 You're the peak martial artist of the Human Immortal Martial Path's Hollow Void Stage, one of the most likely candidates to reach the fifth stage "Seeing God".

 And you're pointing out the right path for Mechanical Martial Arts that has already veered off course?

 Doesn't this seem like aiding the enemy?

 It's really hard to judge.

 A moment later, Li Shuwen put down his brush, blew on the ink to dry it, folded the piece of paper neatly, and placed it inside a drawer.

 "Why are you looking at me like that?"

 Li Shuwen asked, sensing Link's gaze.

 "Um... Master, do you want instant enlightenment?"

 Link counter-questioned.

 "I do not. Why do you ask?"

 Li Shuwen, accustomed to a peaceful life with his wife and children, sometimes dreamt of his youthful bravado back when he had been a prominent figure in the Southern Pugilistic World. He didn't want to go back to the life of sword and blood.

 Achieving an instantaneous enlightenment would put him directly in the line of fire, attracting attacks.

 His peaceful life would be completely shattered and irretrievable.

 "Then, why is Master pointing out the path to Mechanical Martial Arts?"

 Link continued to question.

 Li Shuwen paused for a moment, not directly answering but asking instead, "So you also think that the path of Mechanical Martial Arts is incorrect?"

 "Of course."

 Link nodded unhesitatingly.

 If the Celestial Shuttle's navigational log is correct, the origin of this world's Mechanical Martial Arts and Mechanical Technology must certainly stem from the wizard apprentices who accidentally fell into this world.

 Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College, although located on the West Coast – home of the Elemental Saints, still accepted all types of wizards for training, including Elemental Wizards, Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, Body-refining wizards, and True Spirit Wizards.

 Even in the Wizard Apprentice Stage, the majority of the education was based on the Elemental Wizard system.

 Nevertheless, the wizard apprentices were frequently exposed to intelligent mechanisms.

 The wizard apprentices who accidentally fell into this world carried with them, and gathered from the escape pods and building ruins, a significant amount of intelligent mechanisms.

 Based on those intelligent mechanisms, and the knowledge the wizard apprentices possessed about the Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, this world's Mechanical Technology and Mechanical Martial Arts were derived.

 However, in Link's view, the Mechanical Martial Arts of this world had indeed gone astray.

 The rules were different, and the meditation techniques from the Wizard World have lesser effects in this world.

 Therefore, no matter how much the practitioners of Mechanical Martial Arts concentrated on cultivating their spiritual power, the quality and quantity of their spiritual power could never reach the level of the Intelligence Mechanism Wizards in the Wizard World.

 As a result, Mechanical Martial Arts practitioners who chose to control robots would find it increasingly difficult to continue with their path.

 At the early stages, they could win over Human Immortal Martial Path practitioners solely with swarms of robots.

 Take Li Shuwen for example

 If he were to fight against ten Four Core Warriors of Mechanical martial arts alone, he would definitely be able to escape unscathed.

 In Li Shuwen's article, "Flesh is Weak, Ascension of the Machine! On the Pros and Cons of Today's Mechanical Martial Arts and Its Feasible New Direction", he pointed out that in order for Mechanical Martial Arts to develop better, they must consider "quality".

 This "quality" was divided into three aspects: the quality of Resonance Mech Armor, the quality of spiritual power, and the quality of the "body's" bearing capacity.

 The first two could be easily adapted by improving the existing Mechanical Martial Arts a little bit.

 The most important aspect was the last one.

 Li Shuwen suggested that if Mechanical martial artists couldn't temper their bodies to be as strong as a diamond like the Human Immortal Martial Path practitioners, then they should replace their bodies with one.

 This is the all-new Cyber Martial Path with prosthetic transplantation!

 The master and his disciple then had a brief discussion on this topic, exchanging their views.

 Li Shuwen exclaimed that he had a new inspiration, corrected some errors, filled in some omissions, and planned to write another article.

 He wished to continue to glorify the pseudonym "Righteous Mountain Man", to become the greatest in mechanical martial arts, and the founder of cyber martial arts.

 After the joke, Li Shuwen turned serious, inquiring about the purpose of Link's visit.

 "Master, the 'Construction' is complete."

 With a casual grab, Link took out two big piles of information on the "Construction" system of Human Immortal Martial Path and laid them on the desk.

 "Hmm, wait a moment, I'll read it first and we'll talk after."

 Having just brainstormed about cyber martial arts, Li Shuwen glanced at these two piles of information. His curiosity about "Construction" and his passion for Human Immortal Martial Path heightened his research enthusiasm.

 After saying these words, he didn't wait for Link's reply and plunged into the pile of information.

 He read for two hours straight.

 "When will it start?"

 Putting down the last comprehensive summary, Li Shuwen did not comment on the specific contents, but asked this question.

 This indicated that the Human Immortal Martial Path's "Construction" system, developed and perfected by Link, had received Li Shuwen's approval.

 The approval of a martial artist who was expected to breakthrough the "Seeing God" stage was the most authoritative endorsement.

 "We can start at any time."

 Link gave his reply.

 "Let's start tomorrow."

 Li Shuwen was somewhat eager to see the performance of a Human Immortal Martial Artist after the "Construction" implant.

 The next day.

 The proactive Li Shuwen sent an old disciple--who had been recruited into the school years ago, was diligent in cultivation but had limited qualifications, slow cultivation progress, and weak combat power--to the laboratory Link had prepared overnight.

 The lab was located in the mountains.

 It had been converted from the refuge that Link had prepared when he was a child.

 "Senior brother, I must inform you in advance that there is a certain risk."

 Since it was the senior disciple, that meant he was Link's elder brother, so the risk warning was necessary.

 "Junior brother, feel free to proceed. Master has already explained everything to me."

 This older disciple had limited contact with Link, but he understood Link's importance in Li Shuwen's heart and his status within the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 Therefore, both his tone and attitude were very polite.

 Seeing this, Link didn't waste any words and immediately put the older disciple to sleep.

 The spectating Li Shuwen watched as Link skillfully moved the older disciple to the operating table, his eyes twitching slightly.

 How many times had he performed this to become so skilled?

 The most distinctive feature of the Human Immortal Martial Path's "Construction" system was its growth and adaptability.

 In order to take into account the immediate boost in combat power, potential improvement, and auxiliary cultivation, Link modified the Human Immortal Martial Path's "Construction" based on extensive experimental data into a combination of half-finished and half-seeds.

 Initially, a Tier 1 "Construction" suit equivalent to the spiritual energy realm was implanted. As the martial artist continuously nourished it with their own Qi, True Qi, and True Yuan, it would follow a predetermined growth path and upgrade to a Tier 2, Tier 3, and even Tier 4 "Construction" suit.

 During this upgrade process, the suit would gradually adapt to the martial artist's Qi, True Qi, and True Yuan, more closely aligning with the martial artist's cultivation and combat habits.

 This was a demonstration of growth and adaptability.

 It was Link's proud creation.

 Soon, the "Construction" implantation for the older disciple was completed, and he woke up after the anesthesia wore off.

 Over the next few days.

 The older disciple, under Link's guidance and within Li Shuwen's sight, practiced and familiarized himself with the Tier 1 suit "Bravery Unrivalled" implanted in him.

 The more familiar he became, the more excited he got.

 Having practiced martial arts for twenty years and approaching forty, he was only in the middle stage of the Condensation Realm, which was quite humiliating.

 The root cause of all this was his turtle-like cultivation speed.

 As a result, to improve his cultivation, he neglected to train his killing techniques, resulting in his combat power being lower than most middle-stage Condensation Realm martial artists in the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 But now, with the increasing familiarity with the "Bravery Unrivalled" suit, the older disciple could clearly feel that his cultivation speed was getting faster and faster.

 From originally slow as a tortoise, he wouldn't dare to say now he was as fast as a rabbit, but at least...

 At least he had reached the speed of a baby tortoise.

 This was just the unfamiliar Tier 1 suit. What if he became more familiar with it, and even upgraded it to Tier 2?

 Thinking of this, the older disciple not only shed tears:

 "Junior brother, thank you!"
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 Half a month had passed in a flash.

 As the first person to have used the seed, this senior disciple upgraded his "Martial Way" construction to Stage Two on the 20th day of the implant.

 Theoretically, it shouldn't have happened this quickly.

 However, the senior disciple was, after all, a martial artist at the middle stage of the Condensation Realm, possessed True Qi, and had been continuously and unhesitatingly using it, watering the seed day and night.

 So, it was only natural that the augment of "Martial Way" was upgraded to Stage Two ahead of schedule.

 After reaching Stage Two, the "Martial Way" enhancements for the old disciple were significantly boosted.

 Whether it was for aiding in cultivation or aiding in combat.

 For cultivation purposes, it can accelerate the speed of refining True Qi and purify the quality of the True Qi in the body.

 For combat, after actively triggering the "Martial Way" augment, his personal strength, speed, agility, endurance, all saw substantial improvements.

 There were even three explosive moves.

 Li Shuwen had personally taken action several times, controlling his own cultivation, and giving a demonstration to the old disciple.

 Not only was he teaching the old disciple, but he was also testing the "Construction".

 The results were very good. Li Shuwen was quite satisfied.

 However, just as Li Shuwen was planning to first implement the "Construction" at the Octagon Martial Arts School, the world was plunged into chaos!

 The Crown Prince staged a rebellion and marched towards the Imperial Palace.

 After breaking through the Fengtian Gate of the Imperial City, the troops split into two groups, one heading directly to the palace, the other towards the location of the Astronomical Bureau Supervisor's alchemy.

 Clearly, Emperor Kangqian's lifespan-extending elixir caused the Crown Prince to lose his sanity.

 Even though the Crown Prince could also live for hundreds of years if the lifespan extension pill was successful, what's good about it?

 Could there be a Crown Prince who has ruled for hundreds of years in this world?

 He had to kneel while speaking, kneel when Emperor Kangqian was in a bad mood, kneel when he made a mistake, and even kneel when he didn't make a mistake.

 He had to kneel for everything.

 The Crown Prince couldn't bear it after kneeling for just a few decades.

 Kneeling for several more centuries?

 Forget it.

 Isn't better to rebel?

 Either kill Emperor Kangqian and ascend the throne himself; or be killed by Emperor Kangqian, no more worries .

 A bloody battle took place, in which the Crown Prince was defeated miserably.

 It was said that Emperor Kangqian initially wanted to capture the Crown Prince in person and question him.

 Suddenly the tables turned. Seeing that defeat was certain, the Crown Prince looked at Emperor Kangqian, then tragically took his own life with his sword.

 The roar of the Crown Prince before his death had already spread throughout the Dayong Dynasty.

 "Long live and prosper? Hahaha….. Now you truly have no one by your side! Look around; who can you trust? Do you dare trust anyone?"

 Along with his words, a bloody cleanup erupted across the world.

 Emperor Kangqian had been on the throne for forty-eight years, and the Crown Prince had been the heir for thirty-six years; the forces of Dayong had been roughly divided into five parts.

 Two parts belonged to Emperor Kangqian, one part to the Crown Prince, one part to the noble families, and one part to the Jianghu.

 After the Crown Prince's rebellion and death, those who owed loyalty to the Crown Prince immediately switched sides if they could, or were wiped out if they couldn't.

 The Inner Guard received the edict to purge the remnants of the rebellious Crown Prince, and heads rolled starting from the capital city.

 Fuli County was not a utopia and was naturally affected as well.

 In fact, Li Shuwen had to intervene in person to guarantee the safety of the Mixed Element Sect, which he originated from.

 The Mixed Element Sect was located south of the Huai River, which was a boundary of North and South.

 As a prominent sect in the Southern Pugilistic World's Human Immortal Martial Path, it naturally had some involvement with the Crown Prince's faction when he was in power.

 From misfortune comes fortune, and vice versa.

 The benefits received from the Crown Prince's faction in previous years now have to be returned in double.

 Even so, they may not necessarily survive this crisis.

 In desperation, they had to recall Li Shuwen, who was hidden from the world, hoping to borrow his reputation as the number one figure in the Southern Pugilistic World.

 "Master, if it's not possible, you must ensure your own safety first," Link urged as he saw Li Shuwen off.

 "Don't worry, my many years of wandering the Jianghu served me well in understanding people," Li Shuwen laughed, unconcerned.

 Link had to resist the urge to retort.

 Your wandering of the Jianghu was down to your unrivaled fists; for others interacting with you in the Jianghu, whether they could survive depended on their judgment.

 Those who lacked judgment had long since been beaten to death by you.

 Their graves are now overgrown with wild grass.

 Watching Li Shuwen go to say goodbye to his wife and the others, Link chose to remain hidden and didn't show himself.

 The progress of verifying the "Construction" martial artists was good.

 With the impending severing of his ties to the development of the Octagon Martial Arts School, Link didn't want to create unnecessary complications and further entanglement.

 For example, his master's wife recently had the idea of arranging a match between him and Li Sisi.

 And after the last mutation Li Sisi seemed to have changed her mind and wasn't as resistant to the idea of his mother-in-law.

 This change had caused a seismic shift in his world.

 Link was only in the first decade or so when his memory hadn't fully recovered, he took himself not as an outsider but as a full participant in a immersive experience.

 He did not truly see himself as someone belonging to this world.

 He had no plans for family, marriage, or spreading seeds.

 He was actually quite afraid that Jasmine would find out about this and come over to question him.

 When he thought of Jasmine, Link couldn't help falling silent for a moment.

 He didn't know whether this world had been "captured" by the Supreme Council of the Wizard World, and whether the speed of time flow had changed.

 After thinking for a while, he had no result.

 Link simply cut off these distracting thoughts, so as not to waste his mind.

 It's better to focus on the present matters.

 his master had left, but the internal promotion of "Construction" would not stop.

 Everything was planned and prepared.

 It was just Brother Shi who was responsible for selecting disciples lacking qualifications, and taking over all matters related to Link.
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 The Octagon Martial Arts School had urgently summoned all its disciples who were out and about on the day that Link left the valley.

 All sellable assets were liquidated, while those that could not be sold were kept running in a low-key manner.

 No matter the loss, it didn't matter as long as they could keep their people safe through this foreseeable massive upheaval.

 Preserve the land and lose the people, both land and people are lost. Preserve the people and lose the land, both land and people are preserved.

 That's just how it goes.

 Time flies, and half a month has passed.

 "So, are you ready for some hands-on practice?"

 In the laboratory, Link finished the operation, performing another "Construction" implantation. As he cleaned up the instruments, he asked the person next to him.

 This person was Hu Suqi, who returned to Fuli County with Brother Shi.

 Upon learning about the "Construction" procedure, she immediately became extremely curious and wanted to learn.

 Having evaluated comprehensively and from twenty-odd days of observation, Hu Suqi signed the secrecy contract set by Link given the extraordinary results of the "Construction".

 As a magician, Hu Suqi had never seen such a contract, but she could feel its formidable potency.

 It was far more sophisticated than any measures such as a prohibition curse.

 Today was the fifth day of Hu Suqi learning hands-on "Construction" implantation under Link's guidance.

 The person on the surgical table was the fifteenth disciple to receive "Construction" implantation over the five days.

 Studying the knowledge of the Human Immortal Martial Path's "Construction" system arranged by Link, while learning hands-on practice, the learning intensity and requirements were nothing short of high.

 "I might still lack a bit."

 Hu Suqi reviewed the knowledge and skills she had gained and shook her head.

 "No worries."

 Link got up and left, leading Hu Suqi towards the basement.

 Wicked criminals were always in abundant supply.

 Two basement levels had been fully remodeled - one as an isolation detention area, and the other as a laboratory and observation room.

 "These are all your materials, practice well."

 Once they reached the second basement level, Link pointed to the twenty full isolation detention rooms and said in a neutral tone.

 "So many?"

 Upon seeing clearly, Hu Suqi couldn't help but exclaim.

 "Relax, they all deserve to die."

 Link saw through Hu Suqi's thoughts behind her exclamation and provided an explanation in advance.

 "You practice on your own, practice more."

 With these words, Link turned around and left.

 Hu Suqi stood in place for quite some time before she started to act.

 She only studied ancient witchcraft and not evil witchcraft to avoid becoming a cold-blooded demon who pursued power at the expense of humanity.

 Therefore, even knowing that the martial artists who were soon to become her material were all heinous criminals, she still needed to make mental preparations.

 After a while, Hu Suqi chose from the tags attached outside the isolation rooms, a debaucher who had ruined dozens of innocent girls.

 This kind of person deserved a thousand cuts and endless suffering.

 On the operating table, the subject was anesthetized, restrained, and properly prepped for surgery.

 Hu Suqi gritted her teeth and began her first hands-on practice.

 At this point, Link had already teleported to another location.

 Last night, Hu Songqi had seized the opportunity to slip away from the inner guards and the underground forces left by Hu Shengqing. She had stealthily made her way here and got in touch with Link.

 She would not forget the opportunity Link had promised for transcendence, and the power that could potentially allow her to kill Hu Shengqing.

 "You finally arrived."

 Sitting in a cave illuminated by a luminescent pearl, Hu Songqi's voice was ghostly, "I thought you had abandoned me after using me."

 "Nonsense."

 Link scoffed and then asked, "Are you ready?"

 "Of course."

 Hu Songqi stood up, her robe dropped to the floor as she walked naked towards the stone platform. She didn't seem to mind the cold as she lay down directly on it.

 Link approached the stone platform and carefully examined Hu Songqi's body, not letting any detail slip past him.

 "Turn over."

 After examining for a while, Link gave an order.

 Without hesitation, Hu Songqi immediately turned over and lay face down on the platform.

 After further examination, Link felt he had a good grasp of the situation.

 "Alright, you can lie back now."

 With that said, Link took out the necessary instruments and materials and arranged them properly.

 Hu Songqi actively lay in a spread position, allowing Link free rein to do his work.

 Considering Hu Songqi's physical condition, tolerance, and foundation in Evil Witchcraft, Link dug into his memory and brought out the "Shadow Annihilation" kit he had designed for Christina.

 Of course, he couldn't entirely copy the design but merely borrow the concept of it.

 The kit Link designed for Hu Songqi was named "Shadow Sting," with only two functionalities - merging into shadow and backstabbing.

 Merging into shadows wasn't a standard shadow-escape technique but Link's masterpiece in Teleportation.

 Following Master Li Shuwen's theory, "Shadow Sting" merging into the shadow was akin to the effect of the Shadow City disappearing into the shadow layer in the Wizard World, making it incredibly hard to detect and extremely suitable for stealth and assassination.

 As for backstabbing, it conceptually enhanced the attack power when striking enemies from behind.

 Given that Hu Songqi's chances of winning in direct combat against Hu Shengqing were virtually zero, her only option was assassination.

 "Shadow Sting" was perfectly suited for this.

 Designing the "Shadow Sting" kit also gave Link considerable gains.

 The Hollow Void Stage was essentially understanding and analyzing concepts and rules.

 Designing the "Shadow Sting" kit allowed Link to grasp some part of the world's rules and concepts related to darkness, shadow, and assassination.

 He was not far from advancing to the Hollow Void Stage of the Human Immortal Martial Path now.

 After much hard work, the Tier 1 "Shadow Sting" kit was successfully implanted in Hu Songqi's body.

 After further refinement, the "Shadow Sting" kit could potentially be upgraded to Tier 5!

 In the "Construction" system created by Link in the Human Immortal Martial Path, each tier corresponded to a spiritual energy realm. Tier 1 to the Condensation Realm, Tier 2 to the Normalization Realm, Tier 3 to the Hollow Void Stage. Tier 5 didn't have a corresponding realm as of yet.

 That's because he hadn't met a practitioner of the fifth stage in this world.

 But he assumed it to be unattainable.

 Probably somewhere between the peak of the Hollow Void Stage and the fifth stage.

 "Don't practice Evil Witchcraft anymore, practice this instead," Link suggested, leaving behind two booklets before he left.

 Having to endure the implantation of the "Construction" without anesthesia, Hu Songqi was completely conscious throughout. After Link left, she sat up, her eyes filled with annoyance.

 Was she ugly?

 Was her physique not good?

 Not even a hint of interest, just like a rock. Absolutely... infuriating.

 Hu Songqi, still in her naked state, picked up the two booklets in a huff and started reading them.

 The first book detailed the design philosophy of "Shadow Sting," its refinement method, usage suggestions, and advice.

 The second book covered various Secret Techniques and combat methods that could be paired with the "Shadow Sting" kit, boasting a grandeur and purity that surpassed even Ancient Witchcraft.

 "What's this...?" Hu Songqi's breathing became quite labored and her face turned crimson with excitement.

 Link paid no attention to the impact the booklets left on Hu Songqi.

 He just wanted her to kill Hu Shengqing and increase the chances of cutting the strings of fate, that's it.

 Even if Hu Songqi's assassination attempt failed, it wouldn't affect Link much.

 Link appeared on a mountaintop, gazing in the direction of the Mixed Element Sect.

 With the gradual spread of the Human Immortal Martial Path "Construction" system, two of the threads of fate revolving around Link, connected to the development of the Octagon Martial Arts School and the Human Immortal Martial Path were nearly cut off.

 The only one related to his master, Li Shuwen, has not changed yet.

 Before, Link had guessed that perhaps helping Master Li Shuwen reach the "Seeing God" Stage would do the trick.

 But now, Link had an ominous premonition. The Mixed Element Sect was in trouble and Master Li Shuwen was caught up in it.

 If he could help his Master and the Sect thrive in this crisis, it might significantly weaken the strings of fate.

 However, Link didn't act hastily.

 He returned to Fuli County and made full use of the intelligence network he had built over the years to gather information.

 Once he pieced together what had happened from the fragmented information, only then did Link take action.

 Link needn't worry too much about Master Li Shuwen's safety.

 Anyone or any force capable of killing Li Shuwen would equally be capable of killing the current Link.

 The core of the crisis that the Mixed Element Sect was embroiled in was not in itself.

 It was in the Capital City.

 The Inner Guards!
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 Link's trip to the capital city was already planned.

 The matters of the Mixed Element Sect and Master Li Shuwen just advanced the schedule.

 The capital city, under the Emperor's feet, was the sanctuary for all kinds of talented people.

 Approaching the capital city, Link no longer used teleportation to hurry the journey.

 Instead, he rented a car, hired a driver, and drove leisurely towards the capital city.

 He was as casual as a tourist wandering around.

 After arriving in the capital city, Link spent two days wandering everywhere to familiarize himself with the lay of the land.

 It's better to be prepared in case any trouble or anyone appears, so he would know which way to go.

 Link was not overly arrogant, he didn't believe he was invincible and thus needed to be cautious.

 After making the necessary preparations and obtaining some intel about the private residence of the Supervisor of the Inner Guards, Link began his operation.

 The night was dark, with no stars or moon in sight.

 Link, dressed in the stealth suit, slipped into the shadows and made his way to the private residence of the Supervisor of the Inner Guards.

 The residence was a quadrangular courtyard; it wasn't dilapidated, yet somewhat aged.

 It wasn't the understated luxury style, but truly simple.

 This was inconsistent with the Supervisor's status, and the rumors of his extravagant spending.

 But this was indeed the Supervisor's private residence.

 It was where he usually lived, not just for show, nor was it a smokescreen.

 "Friend, entering without an invitation is not polite," said the Supervisor as he discovered Link's intrusion.

 Of course, Link did this on purpose, wanting the Supervisor to spot him.

 "Your Excellency, otherwise, I wouldn't have had a chance to meet you."

 Link emerged from the shadows and walked openly towards the main hall.

 By this time, the Supervisor also dressed and came out.

 The two met in the yard.

 "This friend seems familiar."

 The Supervisor squinted his eyes, his tone was cynical and his whole body exuded a chilling aura.

 The atmosphere suddenly changed, as cold as an ice cellar, making one's hair stand on end.

 "Your Excellency is joking, we've never met before," Link responded calmly.

 "Ah... I remember now!"

 The Supervisor spoke in a prolonged tone, recalling where he had seen Link before, "You are Li Shuwen's eighth disciple, Link."

 He laughed and asked, "Have you come to find me tonight to speak on behalf of Li Shuwen and end the siege of the Mixed Element Sect?"

 "Your Excellency is wise," Link did not hide his purpose.

 "Heh, heh..." The Supervisor sneered and remained silent.

 It was clear he wanted to know where Link's courage came from, and how he dared to seek him out.

 "I have a matchless skill that can reattachment limbs, restoring them to full functionality," Link went straight to the point and offered a condition that was hard for a eunuch to refuse.

 In the "Sword Rain Rivers and Lakes", the Reincarnation King was powerful and influential and to become a man again, he caused a lot of turmoil.

 The Supervisor was no exception.

 "Are you mocking me?" The Supervisor was furious and seethed with murderous intent.

 If he didn't truly harbor such thoughts, he would have already killed Link for his rudeness.

 "They say the proof of the pudding is in the eating. Why would I mock Your Excellency?"

 As Link spoke, he threw a piece of paper into the air, disappearing except for his words echoing in the courtyard.

 "If Your Excellency would like to test its authenticity, you could find a loyal eunuch to serve as the test subject."

 The Supervisor channelled his True Yuan and caught the piece of paper, which had a phone number written on it.

 It meant that once he was ready, he should call the number.

 "Humph!"

 The Supervisor crushed the paper to tiny pieces with True Yuan energy.

 He flicked his sleeve, frostily returning to his room.

 But in his mind, he was already thinking about who to use as a test subject.

 Li Shuwen was a Grandmaster of the Human Immortal Martial Path, but this eighth disciple of his seemed to possess many secrets, probably inheriting some curious Witchcraft or Taoist Techniques.

 Although he couldn't completely trust him, what if it worked?

 What if it worked, would he still have to serve Emperor Kangqian like a dog?

 In his early years, Emperor Kangqian favored the concubines in his harem greatly, as he watched from a guard's stand every night.

 What if…

 For some reason, the Supervisor felt a surge of masculine vitality and ambition, suppressed for decades, suddenly erupting.

 The concubines in the harem hadn't received love for a long time.

 If Emperor Kangqian couldn't, he, the Supervisor, could step in to do the job.

 As long as the reattachment of limbs really worked.

 Link had hardly left the small courtyard of the Supervisor when he heard a voice in his ear.

 "Fellow Taoist, please halt."

 Upon hearing this shout, Link's steps unconsciously quicken, as if hearing a death knell.

 Though it truly was like a death knell, there was no exaggeration.

 Whoever dared to answer this shout stood a great chance of losing their life!

 "Fellow Taoist, please don't panic. I bear no ill will, I simply invite you to the Sanyuan Temple for a chat."

 Ignoring the person, Link's steps quickened even more.

 "Jingxu is my junior, and he has mentioned you to me. Thus, I wish to meet you."

 The person behind the voice continued, mentioning a name that Link knew and had a decent impression of.

 Setting aside some unwelcome thoughts, Link changed his direction and headed west to the Sanyuan Temple.

 It wasn't long before he arrived.

 Choosing not to enter through the main entrance, he climbed over the wall.

 An elderly Taoist with white hair and youthful looks sat in Sanqing Hall. He wore a Taoist robe, ten squares shoes, held a horsetail whisk and was waiting for his guest.

 As Immortal Jingxu had said, the Taoist Circle strictly forbid the practice of Taoist Techniques, which is probably true.

 However, before the ban, there were people who practiced, and their cultivation was not shallow, so they couldn't be wasted.
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 The elderly Taoist, who managed to detect Link's presence from far away, was exceptionally skilled and highly cultivated.

 In face of this person, Link felt as if he was facing Master Li Shuwen.

 "I pay my respects to you, master."

 Link removed the black cloth covering his face and greeted him politely.

 "I am Wuya, the penniless Taoist. Nice to meet you, Young Hero Lin."

 The old Taoist returned the greeting, lightly waving his horsetail whisk and gesturing to a cushion on the side, "Please have a seat, young Lin."

 As directed, Link sat down and directly asked: "I wonder what business Taoist Wuya might have with me?"

 Old Taoist Wuya waved his horsetail whisk again: "Nothing more, just to give two objects to you, Young Hero Lin."

 Two ancient sandalwood boxes from the altar in front of the statue of the Three Pure Ones floated light as a feather and landed in front of Link.

 Perhaps because he saw doubt in Lin's eyes, and realized that without detailed explanation and a solid reason, Link was unlikely to accept rashly.

 Old Taoist Wuya started slowly: "One of my Taoist predecessors left a prophecy, 'When the Death Valley opens three times, a great tribulation will come upon this world. But after fifty years, one of them shall be missing. The great tribulation can be solved. Heaven will send a person who is predestined to undergo this tribulation and save this world. These two objects are what the predecessor left behind to assist the one destined for the tribulation.'"

 "What does it have to do with me?"

 After listening, Link was unmoved, and even somewhat annoyed by this tone.

 The Wizard World had a Saint of Nostrodamus, who left behind a prophecy that stirred up the storm.

 This world also has a Taoist predecessor, who left some sort of prophecy.

 Link really didn't want to get involved with similar things anymore.

 Therefore, he was very firm and stood up to leave: "Taoist Wuya, please find someone else to undergo this tribulation. I don't have the leisure to involve myself."

 The old Taoist Wuya didn't have much reaction, he just waved his horsetail whisk and undid the restrictions on the two sandalwood boxes, and opened the lids.

 Link, who had already walked to the temple door, suddenly halted.

 At this moment, a shackle that was more difficult to break than the line of cause and effect, loosened!

 "Damn!"

 Link couldn't help but curse in his heart!

 He was about to be caught in someone else's trap again.

 After cursing a few times, Link turned around and looked at the sandalwood boxes.

 He saw that each of the two boxes contained a seal.

 Link walked back to the cushion and took out the two seals to examine them carefully.

 Upon seeing them, Link's expression was incredibly strange.

 The one that he held in his left hand was the Yangping City Management Seal, and the one in his right hand was the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal.

 Once the two seals were in his hands, the shackles immediately loosened.

 Link had a strong feeling that if he finished one thing and completely possessed the two Dharma Seals, he could unlock the shackles.

 This should have been a happy event.

 But Link was not happy at all.

 He was a wizard of the Wizard World, so why had he ended up involved with the Human Immortal Martial Path in this world, and now with Taoism as well?

 This...

 It was hard to evaluate.

 After placing the two Dharma Seals back in the box and closing the lid, Link fell silent for a long time.

 "Do you have something on your mind?"

 Old Taoist Wuya asked softly.

 "Can you tell me the real name and Taoist name of the predecessor who left this prophecy, and why he left it?"

 Link asked instead of replying.

 "Of course, I can."

 Old Taoist Wuya smiled slightly, "That predecessor's surname was Zhang and his name was Jixian. His Taoist name was Xu Jing, and he was adept at using thunder magic."

 After a pause, old Taoist Wuya continued, "Heavenly Master Xu Jing claimed to come from the upper world. He came here for a visit and foresaw a great tribulation that would affect the entire world, so he left behind these two Dharma Seals. Xu Jing, the Heavenly Master said, these are imitation seals, but they also possess some mystic power. Those who are predestined to have them can benefit."

 "Apparently, if one wants to be predestined with these two Dharma Seals, one has to experience the tribulation to save the world. Is that correct?"

 Link, by this point, could certainly discern that the parallel universe of the Wizard World that he wanted to reach was indeed a flourishing world of cultivation/cultivating immortality.

 Even, there were powerful beings in that parallel universe who had foreseen the Wizards' World's designs long ago and had made various preparations.

 The various strange occurrences on this planet were indeed caused by the utmost flourishing cultures of the two worlds, probing each other with their moves.

 Link even guessed that the highest level of the two cultures, such as the Supreme Council of the Wizard World, had already established contact and understanding.

 The group of young Wizards who, like Link, were stirred up by the will of the High Council and were involved in Elise Clark's test, might also be facing a test, entering a planet that was as enigmatic and full of strange occurrences.

 "You are indeed wise."

 Elder Taoist Wuya praised him.

 This sentence seemed familiar...

 Link inwardly rolled his eyes, then asked, "Can Taoist Wuya tell me, what exactly is this so-called great tribulation?"

 "I do not know."

 Elder Taoist Wuya also showed a worried look in his eyes, "I have been observing the stars for tens of years, trying to decipher the mystery of the great tribulation, but I have gained nothing. However..."

 "However, what?"

 "However, the actions of Emperor Kangqian these days seem to indicate a trend towards a great tribulation."

 "The worst that Emperor Kangqian could do, at the most, was to trigger a war involving the whole world. I suppose that doesn't meet the standard of a major calamity, does it?"

 "What do you think would be the standard for a major calamity, friend?"

 After some thought, Link uttered a phrase: "Heaven and earth overturned."

 A deafening roar.

 Abruptly, a clap of thunder echoed across the Nine Heavens.

 It was as if the invisible "Heavenly Dao" had heard Link's blasphemously rebellious words and erupted in fury.

 A series of thunderclaps resonated, one after another.

 A cloud of thunder formed, hanging over the Sanyuan Temple.

 Arcs of electricity crackled; the might of heaven descended abruptly.

 Link looked up, his gaze piercing through the roof of the temple and the thunderclouds, touching the barrier of the World.

 There was nothing there, but a will lingered.

 You could call it the World's Will, or the Heavenly Dao.

 The Old Daoist of Wuwei, stimulated by this strange occurrence, could no longer maintain a clear mind and muttered to himself: "Is this the calamity-predicted person referred to by Mr. Xu Jing? His prophecy came true with a single comment!"

 The next second, the Old Daoist of Wuwei, who had spent decades staring into the stars with no gains, had a realization.

 This great calamity, if not properly addressed, could indeed lead to heaven and earth being flipped over!

 What does it mean for heaven and earth to be flipped over?

 The complete destruction of the entire planet, devoid of any trace of life!

 "Hmph!"

 At that moment, Link let out an angry grunt.

 His will was manifested, a mysterious wave emanated from him and struck directly at the crackling thundercloud.

 Another loud roar resounded.

 The thundercloud, hit by Link's anger, exploded and dispersed completely.

 Downpour-like rain began suddenly in the Capital City.

 Within the Imperial Palace, in a side hall heavily guarded by the Feather Forest Army.

 An old man, hunched over, and evidently close to the end of his life, sat in front of an alchemy furnace, carefully tending to the flame.

 Although the furnace was clearly empty, the old man treated it as though he was caring for a precious treasure.

 It was as if he was truly refining pills.

 "Terrible, it is absolutely terrible," he muttered to himself as he added a piece of agarwood kindling to the fire chamber of the pill furnace.

 "The great calamity is near."

 "I, an old fool, should be dying soon."

 "However, before I die, I must finish refining this batch of pills."

 "Once I refine this batch of Lifespan Extension Pills, I will have no regrets in death."

 It was evident that this old man was the Astronomical Bureau Supervisor, regarded by the Imperial Court, the nobility, and the Jianghu as the top expert in the world.

 Despite never stepping down from the Observing the Stars Platform for many years, he had come down to refine pills at the invitation of Emperor Kangqian.

 Even though Emperor Kangqian had already eaten the Longevity Peach, the old Supervisor acted as if he was truly refining pills.

 Moreover, he was truly refining Lifespan Extension Pills.

 However, these pills could be given to humans, and even to beasts. They could also seemingly be offered to nature, to heaven and earth.

 In the Sanyuan Temple.

 After the thundercloud had dissipated, the Old Daoist of Wuwei regained his calm.

 However, the look he gave Link could not help but carry some unusual emotions.

 "Daoist, if there's nothing else, I shall take my leave now."

 Since he couldn't escape it, he might as well enjoy it.

 Link waved his hand, collected and stored the two Dharma Seals, and offered his farewell.

 "Take care, friend."

 The Old Daoist of Wuwei did not detain him, nor did he stand up to see him off.

 After leaving Sanyuan Temple and returning to the inn where he was staying under an assumed name, Link sat by the window, looking up at the sky with complex feelings.

 They say all worldly matters are like a game of chess, with people being the pieces on the board.

 But it was only when he truly felt the lack of freedom from being manipulated, that he understood how unpleasant it was.

 What caused all of this? Strength, status, and power, that's all.

 And in the Extraordinary World, strength was the foundation of everything.

 From midnight to dawn, and until the sun rose, Link had a realization.

 Suddenly, he felt unfettered, as though shackles had been removed and chains broken.

 Today, I know who I truly am.

 The Hollow Void Stage, accomplished.
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 It's all interconnected. 

 Despite the Sea of Consciousness still being locked, the Wizard's strength has not fully recovered.

 However, Link felt that breaking through to the Hollow Void Stage of Human Immortal Martial Path brought significant benefits to his wizard power.

 The so-called Hollow Void is the analysis of rules.

 During this period, Link has been researching the Human Immortal Martial Path's "Construction" system.

 Not only did he establish and perfect the "Construction" system, but his research on the Human Immortal Martial Path reached the essence of it.

 As a result, as soon as he stepped into the Hollow Void Stage, he was at his peak condition.

 He may not be a match for his master Li Shuwen in terms of raw power in Human Immortal Martial Path.

 However, compared to the newly promoted peak practitioners of the Hollow Void Stage like the Supervisor of the Inner Guards, he was absolutely not lacking.

 When he received the call from the Duke saying that the experimental materials were ready, Link was not the least bit nervous and willingly accepted the invitation.

 Out of caution, he only sent a flawless clone.

 The path of the Human Immortal Martial Practitioners is a balanced development of physical, energy, and spiritual power.

 Among them, the foundation is the physical.

 Physical, body!

 Upon breaking through to the Hollow Void Stage, Link's understanding and control of the body became deeper.

 It was different from how a Wizard would understand and control the body through dissection, chemistry, and spiritual power scanning.

 Human Immortal Martial Artists rely on perception and constant refining to understand and control the body.

 One is from the outside in, the other from the inside out; the two methods are different but complement each other.

 This allowed Link to excel in the Secret Technique of cloning.

 "The Duke is very straightforward."

 Link's clone arrived at a medical clinic in the west of the city according to the address given by the Supervisor of the Inner Guards.

 Just like the Duke's residence, this clinic was a very ordinary small private clinic.

 The area was not large, and apart from being clean and tidy, there was nothing in the interior decor that could be considered luxurious.

 There were no guards or cavalry around the clinic, just the Duke himself and a submissive young eunuch.

 "Young Hero Lin is very courageous."

 The Duke responded with words that seemingly praised him but also carried a hint of mockery.

 Link simply laughed without concern about these insignificant details.

 "Let's begin then."

 Seeing this, the Duke felt as if he had punched into a pile of cotton.

 This feeling was not comfortable.

 Because he couldn't move Link's emotions.

 Being unable to move someone's emotions was not a big deal in itself.

 However, the Duke took it very seriously.

 To control someone, one first has to be able to move their emotions.

 The Duke didn't expect to control Link, he just wanted to test him a bit, to see if he could affect Link's resolve with some indirect tactics if they became enemies in the future.

 Unfortunately, the results of the test were not what the Duke wanted to see.

 This was very unpleasant.

 Since that's the case, let's move on to the main event of the evening, to see if Link's method of reattaching severed limbs is real.

 "Let's begin."

 Link, of course, was happy to save time.

 The three of them went into the clinic's operating room and began preparations.

 With the advancement of mechanical technology, medicine, particularly surgery, has been continually progressing.

 Despite its size, this clinic was very advanced and ahead of its time with all kinds of facilities and equipment.

 Cleaning, sterilizing, anesthetizing, the process was followed strictly.

 The young eunuch lay on the operating table, fully conscious but feeling nothing below his navel.

 Link pulled out a bottle of prepared liquid and put it in the infusion device for the young eunuch.

 The Duke couldn't help but narrow his eyes at this action.

 Not because he was surprised at the space-transferring technique, but because Link was all prepared.

 He was sure that the Duke couldn't resist the temptation to become a complete man again!

 Link didn't care about the emotional fluctuation of the Duke beside him, and took out a glass bowl containing a thick green potion.

 The eunuch's private part, which was taken temporarily from the sterile room, fell into the bowl and was completely soaked in the potion.

 "Seal!"

 Pretending to chant a spell, Link pointed his right hand in a sword-like gesture above the glass bowl.

 The dried private part of the young eunuch quickly absorbed the medicinal power of the potion, becoming moist and full again.

 In a very short time, the potion in the glass bowl changed from a thick green to clear and transparent.

 "Indeed, there's some technique."

 The Duke who had been observing the whole time secretly commented in his heart.

 Link didn't stop. With a wave of his sword finger, the revived private part of the young eunuch was back in place.

 No sutures were needed.

 Under the help of the Secret Technique, the blood vessels and nerves that had been severed for nearly ten years automatically healed.

 The strength of the blood vessels and the vitality of the nerves also quickly recovered under the effect of the liquid being infused into the young eunuch.

 As for the scar, it automatically fell off before the blood vessels and nerves could heal.

 By the time the infusion was complete, the surgery to reattach the severed finger was finished.

 The young eunuch, feeling his fifth limb which he hadn't felt for nearly a decade, shed hot tears.

 Even in the palace, he had taken advantage of his status as the adopted son of the Duke and found a palace maid to share meals and bed with him.

 But...

 That was hard to endure.

 Now, the Duke has given him a new chance at life.

 This...

 Thinking about it, the young eunuch immediately got off the bed, kneeled down on the ground and continuously kowtowed to the Duke.

 "Alright, get up."

 The Duke waved his hand casually, not paying much attention to the young eunuch's loyalty, and then looked at Link, who was calm and composed as if reattaching a severed limb was nothing, and asked, "How do we verify it now?"

 "Rest for twelve hours, during which you can eat more food that supplements energy, and then you can confirm whether it functions properly."

 Link answered the Duke's question, and immediately proposed his own condition, "After the Duke verifies it, and within three days, breaks the encirclement of the Mixed Element Sect, you can contact me again."
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 "Are you threatening me?" 

 The Duke squints his eyes, looking at Link with a chilling gaze full of killing intent.

 "Just a transaction."

 Link responds indifferently, without a trace of fear.

 "Humph! Very well then."

 The Duke acknowledges his helpless situation with Link, snaps his sleeves forcefully, and turns to leave.

 The young eunuch hurriedly dressed himself and quickly followed.

 Link's avatar disappeared like a dissipating mist.

 In the hotel.

 His true body appeared, still standing by the window.

 The day is bright, the streets are bustling, the human world is lively and vibrant.

 Such a scene of prosperity, where is the prophecy of the imminent catastrophe?

 Yet, the more peaceful it seems, the more eerie the predicted Doomsday prophecy becomes.

 Last night, Link's words became a prophecy that drew the attention of the Heavenly Dao, thus reinforcing this prophecy.

 "The world turned upside down?"

 Link murmurs to himself, pondering about the possible forms of this catastrophe.

 The form of destruction could be diverse, but in essence, it's split into two kinds.

 One is the increase of entropy from within, and the other is an external dimensional attack, such as a bidirectional paling.

 Based on what Link currently knows about this world, the possibility of an internal entropy increase exists but is small.

 Even if Emperor Kangqian causes havoc and the whole world turns against him, it would only be a calamity for mankind, not for the world.

 Moderate wars may cause some damage to the environment, but they will not completely ruin the planet's ecology.

 Unless there is someone like the God Slayer who pierces through the entire world, killing all life to the point that the world's ecosystem completely collapses.

 So, if the Doomsday prophecy of Taoism is indeed the extinction of this world, Link believes that an external dimensional attack is most likely.

 If one considers this scenario, things could get interesting.

 Apart from the Wizard civilization, which other civilizations, or how many of them, have set their sights on the Parallel Universe behind the special ruins planet?

 The Gods civilization, the Abyss civilization, the Undead civilization.

 One, or two, or all of these three super civilizations, that stand on the same level as the Wizard civilization?

 Or some other high-ranking civilizations just below the four super civilizations?

 There are many possibilities.

 However, regardless of which one it is, if they want to carry out a dimensional attack on the planet Link is on, they must penetrate the defenses of the Supreme Council.

 Upon more careful consideration, Link feels that the conditions for this possibility to be established are extremely stringent.

 "Where did I go wrong?"

 His thinking almost reaches an impasse, Link doesn't intend to persist stubbornly, choosing to reflect instead.

 He has always been willing to guess others with the worst malice possible.

 As the sun reaches its peak, Link begins to doubt the authenticity of the Taoism prophecy.

 Hmm… not doubting the prophecy left by Mr. Xu Jing.

 Rather, he's suspicious of the words shared by the old Daoist of Wuwei.

 Looking back, that bull nosed old Daoist and the Heavenly Dao of this world, they both are using their words and actions to guide Link to guess the so-called cataclysm toward an apocalypse.

 "Perhaps…"

 Link looks up to the burning sun, his eyes are indifferent and heartless.

 "Perhaps, it's not an apocalyptic catastrophe, but the extermination of Taoism!"

 If Link passes the test and leaves this world, and other wizards from the Wizard World are interested in this world and want to occupy it.

 Then, what kind of outcome will the Taoism sect of this world face?

 Based on many cases in the Wizard World, Link can determine that the Taoism that cannot be ruled by the Wizard World will be completely eradicated.

 "Yes, this possibility exists."

 Link's gaze falls on the two Dharma Seals in the "storage space" he created with the secret technique.

 What if he chooses the Tribulation for the purpose of severing the shackles of the Sea of Consciousness, and then refines the imitation Yangping City Management Seal and Nine Elder Immortals City Seal, what would happen?

 Wouldn't he become the ancestral figure of the Taoism sect in this world?

 And be listed in the Taoism of the parallel universe as a "disciple" who has "strayed" abroad?

 "Hehe…"

 His thoughts are fruitless and flighty, and when he thinks of this, Link chuckles lightly.

 That seems interesting.

 Ding dong.

 Just when Link is about to delve deeper into his thoughts, the doorbell rings.

 "Enter."

 The person standing outside the door is none other than the Duke.

 The door opens from outside, and the Duke walks into the suite alone.

 Looking at Link standing in front of the living room window, overlooking the street scene below, the Duke laughs, "Young Hero Lin is in good spirits."

 "Duke, just say what you want."

 Link doesn't indulge him, but gets straight to the point.

 If not for the matter concerning Master Li Shuwen, Link wouldn't really want to deal with characters like the Duke.

 It would be troublesome to try to cut off contact afterwards.

 "I want to borrow your phone."

 The Duke has long been accustomed to his hated and despised image and treatment, not minding it at all.

 While speaking, he picks up the rotary phone on the coffee table and dials out.

 A moment later, the phone is answered.

 The Duke simply says, "Let them all go.", and then hangs up.

 Upon hearing this, Link understood. This was the Duke showing sincerity as well as expressing a threat.

 "Did the Duke verify it yet?"

 Link asks knowingly.

 "Not yet."

 The Duke gives an expected answer.

 "Then...why did you lift the siege of the Mixed Element Sect now?"

 Link asks curiously, but in reality, he's just giving the Duke the feedback he wanted.

 "Because I'm not blind."

 As a martial artist at the peak of the Hollow Void Stage of the Human Immortal Martial Path, the Duke's comprehension of the human body is certainly not shallow.

 After observing for over four hours, he is already certain that Link has not lied or exaggerated regarding the limb regeneration.
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 If that's the case, why put off the inevitable?

 Rid myself of the encirclement of the Mixed Element Sect as soon as possible, fulfill Link's needs, and I can be made whole once again, and once again become a real man.

 Moreover, one word can break the encirclement, one gaze can trap again.

 "The duke is straightforward."

 Link's mouth turned upward in a subtle smile, he turned around, "I mustn't be ungrateful either. As soon as the duke is ready, I am prepared to perform surgery."

 "Alright, Young Hero Lin, you are generous."

 The duke also reciprocated the compliment and then turned towards the connected rooms, "Why not seize the day? Let's begin immediately."

 Having received that piece of paper last night, Duke found out the hotel where Link was staying through the phone number.

 So then the Duke took over the entire hotel.

 All the suites around, above, and under were filled with Inner Guards and Calvary.

 Lin Ke stood in front of the window, unmoving, both engrossed and too lazy to move, and to settle The Duke's nerves.

 The adjoining room was prepared for temporary surgery.

 The Duke refused anesthesia and laid on the surgical table.

 It was another unoriginal limb replantation surgery that went smoothly.

 Link turned and started to walk out, as he did he said, "The Duke's martial way cultivation is deep. There would be no need to rest for twelve hours or supplement with vitality-enhancing items. Only need to invigorate Qi and Blood and you can verify by yourself."

 "Thank you, Young Hero Lin."

 "Don't mention it, it's only a business transaction."

 As his voice fell, Link's true body disappeared, leaving Capital City Tianjing.

 The strand of fate with Master Li Shuwen had already become loose, and in the following stages only need to help Li Shuwen advance to the 'Seeing God' level, then he could permanently sever it.

 The progress of the trial has improved greatly.

 As for what Duke will do after being made whole, Link doesn't care.

 Inside the hotel.

 The Duke invigorated his Qi and Blood, experiencing an unheard vitality, his eyes turned bright red instantly.

 This was the outburst of pent-up emotion, but also the explosion of hormones and desire.

 "Hehehe..."

 Duke let out a creepy smile, quickly pulling himself together, returning to his usual state.

 He didn't linger, leaving the hotel, heading towards the imperial palace.

 After Emperor Kangqian almost melted in the royal garden, he no longer stayed in the palace, hiding in the West Suburb Camp, practicing martial arts.

 Since he had longevity, he naturally aimed to be invincible!

 The Duke in the palace could go wherever he wished, he was the ancestor of the eunuchs and palace maids.

 He went all the way to the Empress's Kun Ning Palace without any hindrance.

 "You all withdraw, I have important matters to discuss with the Empress, no one should approach, including yourselves, understood?"

 The Duke suppressed his surging emotions, giving out the order coldly.

 All of the eunuchs and palace maids serving the empress, not seeing any objections from the empress, bowed their heads and quickly left.

 Before leaving, they even considerately closed all the doors and windows.

 "What's the matter, Wei Qing? Why so secretive?"

 The Empress was wearing ordinary clothes, around thirty years of age, but maintained to look no different from a woman in her early twenties.

 Her appearance and aura, both were graceful and dignified, reflecting her standing.

 The Duke stood erect, shamelessly gazing at what was once the untouchable beautiful face, and released his own "domain", completely locking down the Kun Ning Palace bedroom.

 From this moment, no sounds from within the palace could leak out.

 "Good news. Something the Empress hasn't enjoyed in four years."

 While speaking, the Duke walked forward, unbuttoning past the defiant and furious Empress's clothes.

 Half an hour later, the Duke finally ended his catharsis under the Empress's furious gaze.

 Utilizing his mild True Qi to bring relief to the Empress's body as if pouring rain after a drought, no longer a mix of pain and pleasure.

 The Duke leisurely cleaned up all traces, dressed the Empress, and then released the bindings.

 "Are you courting death?"

 The Empress regained her freedom but did not slap the Duke in retaliation, just asked coldly.

 "Empress, what do you think, if I kill Emperor Kangqian, replace him, sitting on the throne of Da Yong world, how would it be?"

 The Duke smirked, his physique and appearance transformed into Kangqian's in the course of conversation.

 Gazing at the lifelike "Emperor Kangqian," the Empress surprisingly fell into deep thought.

 "As long as you can kill Emperor Kangqian, I won't object, but it has to be quick and brutal. I want Emperor Kangqian to die without a grave!"

 A moment later, the Empress surprisingly gave such a reply, her tone full of hatred.

 "Hahaha..."

 The Duke laughed heartily.

 He had a reason for seeking out the Empress first.

 Emperor Kangqian was over sixty, while the Empress had just turned thirty not two months prior, they were not each other's original consorts.

 Years ago, in order to remove the obstacle of the crown prince born to the former Empress, Emperor Kangqian had personally killed the Empress's son!

 The more the Duke laughed, the lighter his heart became!

 Having been Emperor Kangqian's dog for most of his life, now having laid the Emperor's Empress, and later getting to slaughter Emperor Kangqian, enjoying the other imperial concubines, it felt pretty good just thinking about it!

 So what if Emperor Kangqian had the Longevity Peach?

 So what if he left the palace and chose to hide in the West Suburb Camp?

 I want to kill him, it will be as easy as killing a chicken.

 Backstabbing always has the most effective attack.

 This world of Da Yong, these three thousand beauties are righteously mine!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 248: Visitors from Outer Space_1

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Causing chaos in the court, a crime punishable by death.

 However, that was not what shocked people the most.

 It was the Empress, who had smoothly accepted that Wei Dutong was physically intact, and was plotting to kill Emperor Kangqian and take his place.

 Wei Dutong, exulting in his success, walked out of the Imperial Palace, only then coming to a realization.

 "The Empress... she's not as simple as she looks."

 Reflecting on the earlier transgression, the Empress's various responses made him reflect a bit.

 At first, the Empress was indeed shocked.

 But, as things progressed, she appeared calmer and calmer.

 Even more so, Wei Dutong performed more energetically under the Empress's provocative glances, and the feedback was even more enjoyable to him.

 This was truly intriguing.

 It proved that the Empress was far less simple than she pretended to be.

 Nevertheless, Wei Dutong only pondered briefly before disregarding her.

 If you're to be cunning, you ought to be cunning enough.

 The more complex the Empress was, the better it was for Wei Dutong's plot.

 Only after the plot is successful would it be time to consider the true identity of the Empress.

 By that time, Wei Dutong would no longer be a duke, but "Emperor Kangqian" of Great Dayong.

 Little did Link know of his actions, which were only meant to quickly resolve the siege of the Mixed Element Sect and hasten the disconnection between himself and his mentor Li Shuwen. He had no clue what shock his actions had brought to the court of Dayong.

 By now, he was about to teleport to Li Shuwen's location.

 Even if he had any inkling of what could have happened in the Capital City, he had no interest in it.

 After advancing to the Hollow Void Stage and reaching its peak in one stride, he had a vague understanding of the legendary fifth realm of Human Immortal Martial Path, the "God Seeing Realm".

 He was uncertain whether this insight was what Li Shuwen had been missing, preventing him from reaching the "God Seeing Realm".

 Nevertheless, he was certain that Li Shuwen had not realized it himself.

 It was because this was knowledge of the body-refining wizard system in the Wizard World.

 Also, because he hadn't seen this in Li Shuwen.

 Shortly before sunset, Link found Li Shuwen standing at the top of a mountain, overlooking the setting sun.

 "Master, the problem with the Mixed Element Sect has been resolved."

 Link's teleportation could fool many, but in front of Li Shuwen, it was hard to hide.

 So he revealed himself and spoke up directly.

 "Hmm."

 Li Shuwen nodded, showing no further response.

 Returning to the Mixed Element Sect this time, he was extremely disappointed.

 The Mixed Element Sect was no longer as he once knew it.

 Despite the imminent disaster, they still refused to abandon earthly riches, vowing to risk their lives in a desperate gamble.

 It was a case of greed blinding their senses, beyond redemption.

 If it weren't for the educational debt he owed to the Mixed Element Sect, he would have left long ago.

 He wouldn't have stuck around, preparing to fight his way through the government army singlehandedly, and carve a bloody path for the sect to escape.

 It was only because the court's military had been dispersed under the order of the Supervisor of the Inner Guards that he did not need to act.

 Li Shuwen had an epiphany, realizing this was the work of his increasingly powerful eighth disciple, Link.

 Standing here on the top of this mountain watching the sunset was not out of leisure, but because he was waiting for Link's arrival.

 "I consulted with the Supervisor of the Inner Guards, and proposed a condition he couldn't refuse," Link said.

 Even though Li Shuwen did not ask, Link still felt the need to explain.

 Not because he was afraid Li Shuwen would not understand, but because it was unnecessary to hide this matter from him.

 "However, the Mixed Element Sect should plan ahead, and prepare to disassociate, to prevent any future disturbances."

 After explaining, Link didn't forget to remind him.

 "Regardless, from now on, whatever happens to the Mixed Element Sect is not our concern in the Octagon Martial Arts School."

 However, Li Shuwen had completely lost interest in these matters and did not want to bother about them anymore.

 "By the way, when did you break through the realm?"

 Turning to face Link, Li Shuwen looked at him carefully and asked with concern.

 "I had an insight while watching the sunrise this morning, and broke through then," Link answered truthfully, but he did not elaborate.

 "The opportunity has come."

 Li Shuwen showed no intention of probing further.

 He naturally knew that Link was filled with mysteries.

 But who doesn't have secrets?

 He simply didn't feel the need to delve into them.

 "Master, I have some preliminary insights about the 'Seeing God' realm and would like to discuss them with you.", Link said.

 "Go on," Li Shuwen responded, his expression grave, as he prepared to listen attentively.

 Link immediately recounted his insights to Li Shuwen.

 In Link's view, this world's Human Immortal Martial Path was indeed profound. If it could be developed continuously, its upper limit could be comparable to that of the body-refining wizard.

 The five realms of Human Immortal Martial Path: the spiritual energy realm, condensation realm, normalization realm, hollow void stage, and seeing God realm.

 The spiritual energy realm refines the corporeal body, from the skin and flesh to the tendons and bones, and finally the blood marrow and viscera which renovate the body and evolve beyond the mundane.

 The condensation realm overflows with vitality, "igniting" into True Qi that courses through the meridians, creating a microcosmic orbit and a macrocosmic orbit.

 The normalization realm returns Qi to the prenatal state, and True Qi turns into liquid, refining into True Yuan and coagulating into the Big Dipper.

 The hollow void stage comprehends the essence of the actual and the void, accumulating might, concentrating the mind, and forging a domain.

 Up to this point, the known content of this world's Human Immortal Martial Path comes to an abrupt end, yet its echo lingers on.

 The next stage is the legendary fifth realm, seeing God.

 Link believed that 'seeing God' might be akin to 'breaking the void, seeing God.'

 What was seen was not what's so-called divine, but the mystery of Heaven and Earth, and also the divine self.

 Translated, it meant one needed to clearly understand personal martial will, and let the Dao occur naturally, break the domain, and form an Inner Heaven and Earth.

 The insight of Inner Heaven and Earth originates from Link's reference to a level four sage in the Wizard World.

 In the universe of the Wizard World, particularly in the level division of the wizard civilization, there was a distinct difference between levels 4, 5, 6 extraordinary beings and levels four, five, and six sages.
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 A Level 4 Extraordinary undergoes a single Life Essence Transition.

 However, a Fourth-Level Sage, in addition to undergoing a Life Essence Transition, has also comprehended laws and resonates with the World's Will.

 In the Human Immortal Martial Path of this world, the Hollow Void Stage corresponds to a level beyond the Level 4 Extraordinary, but it hasn't reached the level of a Fourth-Level Sage.

 The Hollow Void Stage understands the reality's dynamics, comprehends the rules, but does not resonate with the World's Will - that is, the Heavenly Dao of this world.

 Starting from the theory of Human Immortal Martial Path, Link believes that the God Seeing Realm is about gaining clarity of self, adhering to the natural laws, resonating with the Heavenly Dao, and transforming the realm into an Inner View.

 In other words, forming a miniature universe within oneself.

 Li Shuwen became more excited as he carefully listened to Link's so-called shallow views.

 It was like a sudden awakening, as if a torrent of enlightenment had washed over him.

 Many inexplicable things in the past were suddenly clear.

 A mysterious ripple of energy emerged from Li Shuwen and gradually spread outwards.

 Upon seeing this, Link flashed to another hilltop, keeping a safe distance while observing from afar.

 As the setting sun's light fell on Li Shuwen, his figure seemed to expand momentarily as if he were a giant. Then, he quickly returned to his usual appearance, exhibiting no abnormalities.

 "What is Octagon?"

 Li Shuwen muttered to himself, as if conversing with the Heavenly Dao.

 "The Dao encompasses the heavens and Earth, embraces the four directions and transcends the Octagon, with its height insurmountable and depth unfathomable."

 "Qian, Kun, Zhen, Xun, Kan, Li, Gen, Dui."

 "Qian represents Heaven, Kun represents Earth, Zhen represents Thunder, Xun represents Wind, Kan represents Water, Li represents Fire, Gen represents Mountain, Dui represents Lake."

 "Qian consists of three unbroken lines, Kun consists of six broken lines, Zhen resembles an upturned bowl, Gen resembles an overturned bowl; Li is empty in the center, while Kan is full; Dui lacks at the top, while Xun breaks at the bottom."

 While he asked and answered himself, he slowly performed a sequence of movements in form of a martial art.

 During this course of actions, Li Shuwen did not make use of True Qi, True Yuan, Big Dipper, Might, Mind, Field or any other Extraordinary powers, but merely the raw strength of the human body.

 Every movement he made was simple and unpretentious, modest and restrained.

 However, through Link's eyes, he saw a towering giant who with each punch and kick, broke barriers, shattered the old realm, and recreated the universe.

 After completing his martial sequence, Li Shuwen ended his forms, closed his eyes, and calmed his mind and body.

 Suddenly, he did not possess any unusual features. Regardless of whether one observed him from afar or up close, he just appeared as an old man approaching his twilight years.

 If anything was special, it was his extremely bright eyes, shining like the stars in the sky.

 "Congratulations, Master."

 Link was delighted to sense that the three residual threads of karma on his body were severed at this moment.

 He was even more thrilled while congratulating Master Li Shuwen.

 "Thanks to your enlightening words, Little K."

 Li Shuwen opened his eyes to look at his eighth disciple, who had always been respectful since joining the Octagon Martial Arts School. He felt greatly gratified.

 Upon reaching the God Seeing Realm, breaking the realm into the Inner View, and resonating with the Heavenly Dao, how could Li Shuwen not know the true identity of Link?

 But no matter what Link's true identity was, the master-disciple relationship between them could not be faked.

 Link had never denied it, and Li Shuwen would never treat Link as an outsider.

 The two exchanged a knowing smile, understanding each other perfectly.

 "Let's go back to Fuli, let's see your 'Construction'."

 With a wave of his hand, Li Shuwen disappeared and left first.

 Link hurriedly followed.

 In no time, the two traversed a thousand miles and returned to Fuli County.

 It was already nightfall, and it was certainly not possible to examine the progress of the Human Immortal Martial Path "Construction" system overnight.

 What if Li Shuwen had become the first martial artist in history to reach the God Seeing Realm?

 After being away for so long, causing his virtuous wife to worry anxiously, how could he continue doing so?

 Tonight, he would have to put all his effort into pleasing his virtuous wife.

 The next day.

 With their faces glowing with vigor, the lady of the house and the master, who had been shadowed by overcast clouds for more than half a month, finally showed up together.

 The Octagon Martial Arts School immediately cleared away the gloom and became festive.

 After a lively breakfast with everyone, they all went about their own business.

 When Li Shuwen had some free time, he and Link immediately went to the experimental base to check on the disciples who had accepted the "Peerless Bravery" suit implantation and their cultivation progress.

 So far, everything was good news.

 Whether it was in assisting cultivation or enhancing combat effectiveness.

 Of course, there were shortcomings; it was currently impossible to implement on a large scale.

 Only Link could design "Constructions".

 Only Link and Hu Suqi could implant "Constructions".

 Yes, Hu Suqi.

 During the two days when Link was away at the Capital City, Hu Suqi had consumed fifteen materials, and finally could implant "Constructions" without damage.

 Although her technique and speed were nowhere near as good as Link's, she definitely had potential if she practiced more.

 However, after Li Shuwen watched Link implant a "Construction" into a low-qualification elder disciple for the second time, a new idea arose in his mind.

 As soon as Link completed the day's work of "Construction" implantation, Li Shuwen pulled him into the study for a discussion.

 Meanwhile.

 Capital City, west suburb, grand camp.

 Wei Dutong, having temporarily practiced a skill to conceal the extraordinary Yang energy in his abdomen, entered Emperor Kangqian's tent.

 "What brings you in such a hurry to see Us?"

 In the tent, Emperor Kangqian was alone, seated on a throne, looking down at all.

 There were no eunuchs or palace maids accompanying him.

 Following his near-dissolution in water, Emperor Kangqian's already suspicious character had become increasingly distrustful.

 Unless necessary, he didn't keep people around to attend to him.

 He was extremely careful with his food and drink.

 Rather than having hot meals, he would wait for a Luxury Staff to eat it first, and only consume it himself after an hour had passed without incident.

 Now, by allowing Wei Dutong to visit him, he was playing a new trick.
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 It seemed that only Emperor Kangqian and Wei Dutong were behind the curtains. However, they were secretly protected by two groups of Imperial Guards.

 These Imperial Guards were the elite of the elite, each possessing the strength of the later stages of the Normalization Realm, especially skilled in joint attacks and formation tactics.

 Even if Wei Dutong was a peak martial artist of the Hollow Void Stage, under the protection of these two Imperial Guard teams, it was difficult for him to harm Emperor Kangqian in the slightest.

 "Your Majesty, the Empress invited me this morning and had a long conversation with me. She wishes for Your Majesty to return to the palace."

 Wei Dutong knelt on the ground with his forehead touching the floor—utterly submissive.

 In the past, this posture did not give Wei Dutong much thought.

 But at this moment, Wei Dutong only felt endless humiliation.

 If he did not suppress it forcefully, he feared that his murderous intent would burst forth.

 "Oh?"

 Emperor Kangqian seemed to have heard a rather ridiculous joke, he said with complete disbelief, "The Empress is inviting me back to the palace? Does she possess such goodwill?"

 "Your Majesty, there have been many rumors circulating in the Capital City recently, and the political situation is somewhat unstable. The Empress is worried, hence her request."

 Wei Dutong provided an explanation following Emperor Kangqian's disbelieving comment.

 "Is that so?"

 Emperor Kangqian questioned without any visible reaction.

 "I dare not speak irresponsibly, I deserve death! I deserve death!"

 Wei Dutong's body bowed even lower, seeming somewhat overwhelmed by Emperor Kangqian's hidden anger.

 "This matter doesn't involve you much. Get up and come closer, I have something to instruct you to do."

 Emperor Kangqian was quite satisfied with Wei Dutong's submissive attitude, considering him a faithful dog.

 Not wagging his tail and begging at another person when the master is not at home.

 "Thank Your Majesty."

 Wei Dutong rose to his feet, gingerly dusted himself off, and as usual, bowed and walked to Emperor Kangqian's side.

 "You..."

 Emperor Kangqian did not notice anything unusual. He was ready to reprimand him before tossing him a bone and ordering his faithful dog to bite others, as usual.

 After eating the Longevity Peach and recently laying down his political duties to focus on martial arts, his health gradually restored. His ambitions were consequently rekindled, and he seemed ready to return to his former glory.

 The Empress, occupying the main palace, was getting in his way.

 Planning to depose the Empress and set up another, he intended to search the world for beauties to enrich his harem.

 But he managed to say only the beginning sentence of his plan, when he suddenly stopped speaking, showing an extremely shocked expression.

 Wei Dutong finally took action when he got close to him, managing to restrain Emperor Kangqian.

 The body of Great Emperor Dayong was enveloped in an invisible and intangible aura of national fortune, which was unpredictable but wonderful. Ordinary people, even peak martial artists of the Hollow Void Stage, could not assassinate him.

 Why then, was he nearly disposed of?

 The close servants, who had received Emperor Kangqian's permission to approach him, were almost successful.

 Just like Wei Dutong is now.

 Having received Emperor Kangqian's permission, his action naturally wouldn't trigger the retribution of the national fortune leading to a big uproar.

 A moment later, Wei Dutong altered his appearance to resemble Emperor Kangqian.

 He then changed Emperor Kangqian's appearance to resemble his own.

 They switched clothes.

 Wei Dutong sat on the throne, forcing Emperor Kangqian to kneel before him, angrily shouting, "Insolent! Matters of deposing and establishing are not for a dog slave like you to make reckless comments about! Someone, drag him out and feed him to the dogs."

 When the Emperor had an outburst, blood would spill.

 When Great Emperor Dayong got angry, the national fortune would respond.

 For this reason, it was perfectly normal for Emperor Kangqian to be kneeling on the ground, unable to move or speak, his eyes filled with fear.

 The guards who entered the curtains and obeyed the order to drag Emperor Kangqian out to feed the dogs could only lament in their hearts, that the emperor was becoming more and more difficult to serve.

 Ever since he ate the Longevity Peach, how many court officials had been dragged out and fed to the dogs?

 Emperor Kangqian never thought that he, who was on the verge of immortality, would die in such a humiliating and painful manner.

 Those black dogs he once adored were so joyous while eating his flesh and blood.

 "Good dog!"

 Just before his last breath, Emperor Kangqian saw Wei Dutong, impersonating himself and holding the Jade Seal, which symbolized the emperor's position and served as the link between Great Emperor Dayong and the national fortune. He died filled with resentment.

 Boom, boom, boom.

 The originally moonlit and starry sky suddenly erupted with thunder.

 A downpour ensued abruptly.

 "Ah, it's a blood storm!"

 Inside the Imperial City.

 The old eunuch who was focused on his alchemy practices looked up at the night sky and let out a deep sigh, "These times are becoming chaotic."

 In Kun Ning Palace, the Empress dismissed all the eunuchs and inner servants, sitting alone in the sleeping quarters.

 Finding the scent of blood in the gust and seeing the rain of blood, her spirit was stimulated.

 She took out a palm-sized Divine Statue from a secret compartment in her bed, reverentially placed it on a rectangular table specially arranged for it.

 After three kneelings and nine kowtows in worship, the Empress crawled to the front of the Divine Statue, opened her left palm, and lightly cut her palm with the index finger of her right hand.

 Bright red fresh blood dripped onto the Divine Statue and was absorbed instantly.

 When enough blood was dripped, the Divine Statue turned from white to red, and then the Empress stopped her blood-dripping movement.

 Ignoring her wound, the Empress began to chant devoutly:

 "The mortal world is like a prison, all living beings suffer, reincarnation is endless, worries are relentless, pity us mortals, a divine being descended from the heavens, White Lotus Saintess, saves from calamity and ferry us to the end!"
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 The Human Immortal Martial Path always seeks from within.

 Li Shuwen, with his natural Daoist method, broke old territories and entered the God Seeing Realm through his inner view, which made this concept firmer.

 Thus, after confirming that the "Construction" system could fundamentally strengthen the Human Immortal Martial Path, Li Shuwen had an even more urgent and ambitious need.

 That is to eliminate the process of implantation and let martial artists construct their own "constructions".

 This need is neither fanciful nor demanding.

 Li Shuwen had his considered plan.

 Power, True Qi, True Yuan, the Big Dipper, Might, Mind, Territory, Inner View are all interconnected.

 The "Construction," represented by "Courageous and Unequalled," also advances level by level, step by step.

 So, why not thoroughly integrate the practice of the Human Immortal Martial Path and the "Construction," changing the exterior implantation into internal creation.

 It must be known that the path of the Human Immortal Martial Path encompasses balanced development of essence, Qi, and spirit.

 Essence for outer body forging, Qi for transporting True Qi, True Yuan, and True Dipper, and Spirit for visualizing and unearthing Might, Mind, and Territory, leading up to the Inner Views in the God-Seeing Realm.

 The combining of the practice of the Human Immortal Martial Path and "construction" can entirely substitute the process of implantation with visualization and transportation.

 After hearing Li Shuwen's account, Link was greatly shocked, extremely thrilled, yet also frustrated.

 The so-called perceptual blocker has many causes, both interior and exterior.

 Without a doubt, Link had encountered a perceptual blocker in the matter of "construction".

 Upon careful reflection, this perceptual blocker was related to his starting to study Potion Study from the beginning, and subsequently studied Alchemy.

 He was used to thinking from outside-in and habitually considered "construction" as something that must be implanted by others from the outside to succeed.

 After listening to Li Shuwen's ideas, Link suddenly understood many things that he felt were problematic.

 For example, why did he always have the idea of creating the profession of "Constructor" if he could not form the Construction Wizard Sect?

 It was precisely because his subconscious had realized that continuing on the outside-in path, it was virtually impossible to create a Construction Wizard Sect with at least a Great Sage Level limit.

 The real focus of the Construction Wizard Sect should fall on the moment when a third-class wizard apprentice is promoted to a First Level Wizard and the Destiny Witchcraft is engraved.

 The differentiation of Elemental Wizards, True Spirit Wizards, Body-refining wizards, Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, and Beast Controlling Wizards starts from engraving Destiny Witchcraft.

 In a simpler understanding, it is just replacing Destiny Witchcraft with a Life-bound Construct. It's as simple as that, not complicated.

 "Thank you for your teachings, Master."

 Thinking about this, Link stood up and bowed to Li Shuwen, expressing his seriousness and sincerity.

 A teacher imparts knowledge, dispels doubts, and spreads the doctrine.

 Li Shuwen did all these for Link.

 Especially today's words.

 "We are master and apprentice, there's no need for formalities."

 Upon seeing Link's demeanor, Li Shuwen immediately understood that his idea was fully established.

 Thus, he was happy and did not linger, delaying the optimization process.

 Upon leaving the research base, Li Shuwen returned to the Octagon Martial Arts School. Just after he chatted with his wife for a while, he was notified that an old friend was visiting.

 When Li Shuwen entered the main hall and saw the so-called old friend, he was quite surprised.

 It turned out to be the Big Dipper Taoist, the closed-door disciple of the elder from the Astronomical Bureau!

 "Good sir, it's been sixteen years since we parted at the Huai River three way dock."

 The image of the Big Dipper Taoist perfectly conforms to all of people's imaginations of a profound Daoist.

 Li Shuwen hadn't seen the Big Dipper Taoist in sixteen years, as he said.

 In fact, Li Shuwen and the Big Dipper Taoist had only met once sixteen years ago and didn't have much connection.

 However, Li Shuwen's retreat from worldly affairs was related to the persuasions of the Big Dipper Taoist.

 "Genuine person, it's indeed been a long time, I wonder if you have been well in recent years."

 Li Shuwen asked his disciples to serve tea, warmly welcoming the Big Dipper Taoist, and greeted him with concern.

 "Thank you for your concern, good sir, I have been travelling around the world under my master's instruction, wandering like a wild crane, can be considered tranquil and easy."

 The Big Dipper Taoist spoke with a smile tugging at his lips, making people feel as if they were bathed in a spring breeze, like they were in a quiet orchid valley.

 Having mastered the Daoist arts, his actions and thoughts embodied truth.

 Li Shuwen had just entered the God-Seeing Realm, and had experienced a profound communication with nature and the earth. He was deeply moved.

 It seemed as if what was sitting next to him was not a person, but a gentle breeze, a beam of moonlight, a stream of running water.

 Such a true celestial being indeed.

 In the end, Li Shuwen was a martial artist, and even after years of self-cultivation, he remained straightforward.

 After chatting for a while, he straightforwardly asked, "Genuine person, you finding me should not be just to catch up. If there is something, please tell me directly. If I can help, I will."

 "Good sir is frank."

 Big Dipper Taoist commended, and then solemnly said, "I observed the stars at night and noticed the Purple Star was dim. I'm afraid Emperor Kangqian has already passed away."

 "?"

 Li Shuwen was nearly taken aback with a question mark floating above his head.

 Had Emperor Kangqian died?

 In this era of advanced communication, with telephones and telegrams, such major events like the emperor's death would not be kept secret.

 But there was no news at all. Moreover, after returning from the research base, Li Shuwen heard news that Emperor Kangqian had finally left the military camp and returned to the Imperial Palace.

 "I know that you are skeptical, sir. And I know that Emperor Kangqian is still alive. But the stars are correct, the Purple Star is dim, there can be no mistake."

 The Big Dipper Taoist explained lightly, showing no intention of insisting that Li Shuwen believes him.

 "What do you want me to do, Genuine Person?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 249: Pregnancy Raid _2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Li Shuwen didn't dwell on whether Emperor Kangqian had died or not, he continued to focus on the main issue.

 Emperor Kangqian was suspicious, unkind, and loved glory and grandeur. In the eyes of those in the Jianghu, he was not a good emperor.

 It was annoying to think about him while he was alive. His death would certainly be a relief.

 The key issue was, what exactly did the Big Dipper Taoist, a man whose threat was palpable even to the present Li Shuwen, wish to do. This man was the last student of the old Astronomical Bureau Supervisor.

 Li Shuwen didn't believe that the Big Dipper Taoist suddenly came to his house without a plan.

 "The layman need not worry, I have no intention of forcing you to commit heinous deeds," said the Big Dipper Taoist, attempting to ease Li Shuwen's concerns and lower his guard, before continuing seriously. "Ancient sages of Taoism, such as the Immortal Jingxu who claimed to come from a higher realm, left a prophecy stating that a great tribulation will occur in this world. One of its signs would be the opening of the Death Valley three times, and another is the emperor reigning while the Purple Star dims."

 After a pause, the Big Dipper Taoist emphasized, "This tribulation would affect all sentient beings in this world. If we fail to get through it, our world would sink into an abyss of chaos, even leading to its destruction."

 Upon hearing this, Li Shuwen remained silent.

 When he was young and traveled around the Jianghu, he had heard about this from some elders.

 He also had some understanding of the rumors about the Immortal Jingxu.

 But...

 Li Shuwen frowned and asked, "What do you want me to do, Immortal?"

 The Big Dipper Taoist said sternly, "I hope that you can prepare for a fight against the extraterrestrial demonic invasion. That's all."

 "Extraterrestrial demons?"

 This term puzzled Li Shuwen, "What exactly do you mean by extraterrestrial demons?"

 The Big Dipper Taoist explained, "You must have heard of the distinction between ancient witchcraft and evil witchcraft and should be aware of the incident of the meteor shower which brought about the revival of the evil witchcraft. More than half of the origin of evil witchcraft was from the so-called extraterrestrial demons."

 "Oh, really?"

 Li Shuwen expressed both doubt and belief.

 The Big Dipper Taoist then suddenly stood up and walked towards the exit. "I've delivered the message, now please make sure to prepare yourself appropriately," he said.

 His arrival was sudden. His departure was just as abrupt.

 His actions were truly capricious.

 Li Shuwen just watched the Big Dipper Taoist leave without following any specific courtesy.

 Truth be told, the Big Dipper Taoist that Li Shuwen saw now, despite appearing like a true immortal, did not impress him as much as the one he saw 16 years ago.

 At least 16 years ago, the Big Dipper Taoist didn't talk in such a cryptic manner as he did today.

 Such nonsense about the doomsday tribulation and extraterrestrial demons was unacceptable to Li Shuwen.

 Despite this, Li Shuwen didn't disregard the warning. On the contrary, he was more determined to push for a larger-scale implementation of the "Construction" plan.

 As the saying goes, one must work hard in all aspects.

 The construction of the "Construction" plan was a long-term strategy, which he must put emphasis on.

 The successful implantation of "Construction" would bring immediate benefits, so it shouldn't be neglected.

 Both tasks must be accelerated in terms of speed and scale!

 With this idea in mind, Li Shuwen moved again to the research base where he met Link, who was immersed in brainstorming his ideas for the realization of the "Construction" plan.

 "Master, what can I do for you?"

 Link halted his brainstorming session to ask.

 "Mmm."

 Li Shuwen nodded. He then shared everything about the Big Dipper Taoist's visit as well as the puzzling things the latter had said, he also relayed his request.

 After which, he inquired about how he could contribute to the realization of the "Construction" plan.

 "The Big Dipper Taoist?"

 After listening to the account, Link fell silent, pondering the true intentions behind the Taoist's visit.

 He could not believe that the Astronomical Bureau Supervisor had no contact with Daoist Wuya and Immortal Jingxu.

 The masters of observing stars were none other than those from Taoism.

 So, was the Big Dipper Taoist, the student of the old supervisor, warning him that the doomsday tribulation was real and had already begun?

 What else could he be implying?

 Was he telling him to hurry up and prepare for the tribulation? Or even to overcome the tribulation?

 Then... shouldn't the high officials from Taoism like the old supervisor, Daoist Wuya, Immortal Jingxu, and the Big Dipper Taoist have something to do?

 Are they just waiting for Link to pass the tribulation?

 It was not that Link was deliberately skeptical, but rather he was reluctant to accept this.

 He always felt that the management seals of Yangping City and the Nine Elder Immortals City had landed in his hands too easily.

 It was known that he had put in a lot of effort to cut off the five karmic silks, only to find clues and opportunities.

 How could the most difficult shackles be broken so easily?

 Moreover, Link would not forget about the longevity peach tree in the Death Valley and the witch apprentices who set off in various directions when they left the valley.

 It was unreasonable that Lorin Ben could transform himself into a tree demon and eke out a survival, yet the other witch apprentices had to die without a trace.

 "Master, I understand." Link briefly responded without sharing any of his thoughts.

 Li Shuwen knew that Link would have his considerations, and since he was reluctant to share, Li Shuwen did not continue to ask.

 Soon, the focus of the master and apprentice shifted back to promoting the external implementation of "Construction" and researching their self-built "Construction".

 No matter how circumstances evolve, it's always a good thing to improve the strength of Human Immortal Martial Artists.

 Capital City.

 Emperor Kangqian returned to the palace, sending shockwaves through the court and beyond.

 Having nearly dissolved in water some days ago, Emperor Kangqian was extremely angry, but he managed to suppress his rage and did not initiate a grand inquisition.

 This was not a good thing, but rather bad news amongst bad news.

 It showed that what Emperor Kangqian was plotting far exceeded a simple venting of anger.

 Now, Emperor Kangqian's return from the military camp indicated that he had figured out what to do and was ready to execute his plans.

 From high-ranking officials to lowly clerks, everyone in the Imperial Court was bracing for a thunderous fury to fall.

 After all, even the newly ennobled Wei Dutong was disposed of as easily as if he were a dog.

 There was no formal execution, not even going through the expected process.

 One could only imagine the rage that was smoldering in Emperor Kangqian's heart!

 However...

 There were no storms, no large-scale investigations, or settling of accounts.

 After Emperor Kangqian returned to the palace, his only activity was spending his nights in the harem, summoning concubines to his bed nightly.

 What surprised the court the most was that Emperor Kangqian made a daily visit to the Kun Ning Palace.

 Whether it was during the day or at night, whether they shared a meal or slept together.

 The relationship between the emperor and empress, which had been cold for four years, was mysteriously reconciled, and was even better than when the empress first entered the palace.

 In addition, Emperor Kangqian released many unprecedented signals.

 For example, he treated scholars kindly, rewarded soldiers, relaxed some of the repression on noble families, and lifted some of the restrictions on royal families...

 All of these actions made people see the benevolent monarch of the first twenty years of his rule.

 Suddenly, Emperor Kangqian took a longevity peach, and most of the pressure created by the prospect of longevity dissipated.

 The courtiers and noble families were fearful of the unpredictable, murderous, ruthless, and ungrateful Kangqian Emperor.

 Now that the current Kangqian Emperor was willing to show goodwill and give up some benefits, the courtiers, royal families, noble families, and Jianghu naturally didn't care.

 No one knew if a new emperor could do a better job.

 Uncertainty is always the most frightening.

 The former Wei Dutong, now Emperor Kangqian, increasingly felt that something was wrong.

 Each time he slept with the Empress, he felt a slight weakness.

 It was as if his martial prowess was being sapped by some entity.

 Therefore, he thought of distracting himself from his inexplicable obsession with the Empress by seeking the beauty of other concubines.

 However, no matter which concubine he favored or what pleasures he enjoyed,

 he would always think of the Empress's every frown and smile, her coquetry and petulance, and then find the beauty of other concubines tasteless.

 One month after returning to the palace, the Empress told him that she was pregnant.

 Wei Dutong, now Kangqian Emperor, was struck like a thunderbolt.

 Impossible!

 Absolutely impossible!

 As a martial artist at the Peak of the Hollow Void Stage, the Wei Dutong version of Emperor Kangqian had microscopic control over his body.

 All his male essence, seemingly ejaculated in pleasure, was actually refined into vitality.

 The Empress looked at the shocked Wei Dutong version of Emperor Kangqian with a smile, her eyes full of mockery.

 "What are you laughing at?"

 He looked at the Empress with a gloomy face, his eyes filled with anger.

 The Empress, her hand caressing her flat belly, had a complex expression on her face.

 It carried the glow of motherhood, devout faith, and... boundless ambition.

 She slowly smiled and said, "How wonderful it is, to have the life force of a martial artist at the peak of the Hollow Void Stage as an offering, to gestate the body needed for the arrival of the Saintess!"

 On hearing this, Wei Dutong version of Emperor Kangqian was furious.

 Was she planning to use him as a furnace?

 This was intolerable!

 With a thud,

 Just as he raised his hand to strike the Empress, an ethereal but irresistible pressure fell upon him.

 His knees bent involuntarily, and he fell to his knees.

 Then, with a heavy kowtow, he was like a submissive old dog.

 "Heh heh heh..."

 The Empress laughed, her voice as clear as a nightingale, filled with glee.

 A dog will always be a dog, it's delusional to even think of becoming a master!

 In this world, the only masters are the White Lotus Saintess and her, Dream Yao Empress.

 Ten months later, when the Saintess is born,

 She will be the Buddha Mother in the world, ruling over heaven and earth!
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 Ten months seemed to pass in the blink of an eye.

 In the Imperial Palace of the Capital City, the Empress gave birth to the Princess without any complications.

 In Fuli County, at the Octagon Martial Arts School, Link and Master Li Shuwen had officially finalized their first Construction Version of the Immortal Martial Arts Technique.

 According to this technique, their cultivation would take approximately a year and a half longer than regular methods before they could advance to the spiritual energy realm.

 However, once promoted, both their immediate combat power and cultivation speed would be higher and faster than those cultivated through regular techniques.

 That's because the Construction of the "Brave and Peerless" set had gradually formed during the cultivation process.

 The achievements attained by the pair were not limited to this alone.

 The principles of "Construction" in the Immortal Martial Arts Technique, how to innovate, and how to optimize, had all been sorted out by Master Li Shuwen and integrated into the traditional concepts of the Immortal Martial Arts Technique.

 This means that, as long as martial arts masters are willing, they could design a "Construction" set or single piece according to their own concepts and update their own martial arts techniques.

 Only by achieving this level, could they meet Li Shuwen's expectation for the "Construction".

 That is to say, "Construction" is not a rootless water, nor is it a solitary tree.

 A single flower does not make a spring, while a hundred flowers in bloom make a full garden.

 Only when more and more Immortal Martial Arts Sects and Schools transform their traditional techniques into Construction versions will the Martial Arts Constructors be widely acknowledged.

 Otherwise, relying on just the two of them and the Octagon Martial Arts School to endorse their Construction Martial Arts would take an eternity!

 The implantation of "Construction", which had never ceased, had successfully expanded its audience to the entire Southern Pugilistic World, attracting Human Immortal Martial Artists from all over.

 As long as they can afford the material fees, any martial artists who come to the Octagon Martial Arts School with a clear background and no evil deeds can receive the implantation of the "Brave and Peerless" set.

 Though this did reduce the strength of the Octagon Martial Arts School again.

 But Master Li Shuwen was more than willing.

 Because this was an indispensable groundwork to pave the way for the launch of the Construction Martial Arts.

 The same applies to Link.

 He wished every Human Immortal Martial Artist in the Da Yong world would accept the "Construction" implants.

 The reason is straightforward.

 Throughout the past ten months, Link had been constantly observing every movement in this world.

 He even ventured into Death Valley several times, activated Reconnaissance Magic Tools on the "Celestial Shuttle" to scan the universe.

 He had an intuition that the so-called world-ending Tribulation mentioned by the ancient sages of the Taoism in this world was imminent.

 The more it is so, the more Link wanted to strengthen the world's inherent strength.

 He definitely won't be the fool who bears the burden of the world's Tribulation.

 Those who take the lead in the charge seldom have a good end.

 "My son, ready to announce it to the world?"

 Master Li Shuwen tapped on the illustrated Construction Version of the Immortal Martial Arts Technique in his hand, voicing the idea he has been deliberating for a while.

 "As long as Master is willing, I have no objections."

 Link gave his reply.

 The foundation of this Construction Version of the Immortal Martial Arts Technique is not just the "Construction" system, but also the new technique that Li Shuwen created after integrating all his learning upon reaching the God Seeing Realm.

 Directly pointed at the God Seeing Realm!

 Even without the integration of the "Construction" system, it is already considered the best technique in the world.

 "Then let's announce it to the world!"

 Upon hearing this, Master Li Shuwen made up his mind.

 The process of announcing to the world is not difficult.

 That same afternoon, the major periodicals and newspaper offices of both the Immortal Martial Arts and Mechanical Martial Arts received a submission signed by Li Shuwen.

 Editors-in-chief, principal editors, and chief editors, one after another, all went absolutely crazy after reading the submission!

 Because Li Shuwen unabashedly declared that he had advanced to the legendary Fifth Stage of Human Immortal Martial Arts: Seeing The God Realm.

 Meanwhile, he has integrated his learning and created a new technique that points directly to the Seeing God Realm, the "Congenital Eight Scenic Powers", and made it public for others to reference.

 In addition, there is also a new Construction version of the "Congenital Eight Scenic Powers" that can be implanted into oneself, integrating "Construction", the hot topic that has been causing a stir in the Southern Pugilistic World and leaving the Northern Jianghu envious, into the Human Immortal Martial Arts Techniques.

 Li Shuwen clearly stated that publishing these two different versions of the "Congenital Eight Scenic Powers" is to enhance the foundation and development potential of Immortal Martial Arts.

 To continue suppressing Mechanical Martial Arts and maintaining the premier position in the martial arts world.

 The several major periodicals and newspapers worked overnight to proofread, print, and distribute.

 The next day, the entire world of Da Yong was completely in an uproar.

 Whether they were martial artists or ordinary people, whether they were Immortal Martial Artists or Mechanical Martial Artists, everyone was discussing the two versions of "Congenital Eight Scenic Powers".

 The focus even overshadowed the astonishing fact that the newly born Princess could speak straight after birth.

 Fuli County and the Octagon Martial Arts School instantly became the foremost holy land of martial arts.

 And Li Shuwen, having admitted that he is the "Righteous Mountain Man", was seen as the top martial artist in history.

 Martial Arts, encompassing Immortal Martial Arts, Mechanical Martial Arts, and the newly launched Construction Martial Arts!

 Countless martial artists from both the Southern and Northern Jianghu packed their new bags, embarked on their journeys, and rushed to Fuli County as if on a pilgrimage.

 Capital City.

 In the Imperial Palace, a somewhat forgotten palace.

 The Lifespan Extension Pill, which was originally said to be completed in forty-nine days, was still not ready.

 The old supervisor's explanation was that the stars were unusual, and the heavens did not allow the Lifespan Extension Pill to be completed and that another opportunity was needed for it to be successful.

 The Emperor impersonated by Wei Dutong knew from the start that the Lifespan Extension Pill was a ruse since Emperor Kangqian had eaten the Longevity Peach.

 Naturally, he didn't pay attention to these matters from the beginning.

 After becoming a puppet of the Empress and being drained of his True Yuan every day to feed the monster in the Empress's belly, he cared even less about this.
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 Over time, apart from a few aging court officials and royal relatives still holding out hope for the Lifespan Extension Pill,

 many had realized something was amiss, convinced that the Lifespan Extension Pill was a sham and that Emperor Kangqian had hoarded the Longevity Peaches for himself.

 It was only because Emperor Kangqian's policies had become increasingly lenient and increasingly favorable to the royal relatives, court officials, and noble clans, that no significant uproar had occurred.

 The only one who might be discontented was probably The Eldest Imperial Son born of the previous Empress.

 Even when the current Empress gave birth to a Princess, it did not ease The Eldest Imperial Son's mind.

 For The Eldest Imperial Son's greatest enemy was no longer his siblings, but his father who had most likely consumed the Longevity Peach and could thus live a long and healthy life!

 By the time he, The Eldest Imperial Son, was laid to rest in the earth, his father would still be alive for who knows how many more years.

 And so, let us not dwell on the secret machinations of The Eldest Imperial Son.

 Inside a side hall, the increasingly frail old head of the Astronomical Bureau was meticulously tending to the fire in the furnace.

 Next to the old head, his closed-disciple, the Big Dipper Taoist, watched his master with eyes full of worry.

 "Foolish child, birth, aging, sickness, and death are the natural order of life. Besides, your teacher has lived long enough; why fall into the same old rut?"

 Without even looking at his disciple, the old head knew what the Big Dipper Taoist was thinking at that moment.

 "Master could have lived even longer."

 The Big Dipper Taoist bowed his head slightly, hiding the unusual emotions in his eyes.

 "Heh..."

 The old head chuckled, "What's the use of living long if in the end one cannot transcend?"

 "Transcend."

 At this word, the Big Dipper Taoist had a moment's hesitation, his expression turning bitter.

 The revered predecessors of Taoism, like the Heavenly Master Xu Jing who claimed to have come from the higher realms, had stated that one can ascend from this world only by succeeding in the Tribulations.

 Those who had successfully ascended in the past were almost immediately killed by the Heavenly Demons from beyond this domain after their departure from this world.

 To succeed in the Tribulations, sacrifices are needed.

 It's also possible if one merely relies on outsiders.

 But in doing so, the portion of fortune feedback that the Taoist sects of this world could receive would be minimal.

 Ascension is possible, but transcendence remains an illusion.

 The task the old head was now attending to was to put forth more effort for Taoism in this Tribulation, to fight for a greater share of fortune feedback.

 "Foolish child! Foolish child!"

 Turning around, the old head reached out to touch the Big Dipper Taoist's willingly lowered head, "Go then, to Fuli County, by the side of those undergoing the Tribulations, to protect their path."

 "Yes, Master."

 The Big Dipper Taoist respectfully kowtowed to the old head, then stood up and left the side hall.

 After a few steps, his figure disappeared, without any dragginess.

 This was not unfeeling.

 Instead, it was for fear that if he left too slowly, he wouldn't be able to leave at all.

 "Ah!"

 The old head watched his closed-disciple depart, letting out an indistinct sigh of contemplation, then chuckled to himself, "The old Taoist has scrabbled through life but finally dares to do something decisive at the end."

 His withered right hand gently tapped the lid of the furnace.

 With a clang,

 the lid spun open, revealing an empty yet mysteriously atmospheric inner chamber.

 "I summon the White Lotus Saintess to meet her death!"

 Turning around to face the direction of the Kun Ning Palace, the old head murmured to himself, and then his entire being plunged into the inner chamber.

 From the empty yet mysteriously atmospheric inner chamber, a wisp of fragrance that reached the entire Capital City in the blink of an eye wafted out.

 In the Capital City, no matter what everyone was doing or where they were, they all smelled this wisp of fragrance at the same time and simultaneously looked up to the sky.

 In the void, the Big Dipper Taoist, who was teleporting towards Fuli County, sensed something and a tear of turbidity slid from the corner of his eye.

 In the sky over the Capital City, the figure of an old Taoist with a stooped body and aged appearance appeared.

 From everyone who had smelled the fragrance, a tiny bit of their fortune was pulled away and converged upon the old Taoist.

 Gradually, the wrinkles on the old Taoist's face smoothed out, unveiling the handsome features of his youth, and his stooped body straightened, showing the peerless grace of his younger days.

 To take, one must first give.

 The old head, as the price for embodying the Heavenly Dao, converted his life's cultivation into a sovereign medicine. Using the nation's fortune as a furnace, he concocted a pill of dragon and tiger.

 A sacrifice to heaven and earth, it brings blessings upon countless beings.

 Leveraging the whisper of fortune fed back from the countless beings, gathered into a single furnace, he refined it with the fire of the heart into a Pill of the People's Will.

 As heaven watches through my eyes, and listens through my ears,

 At this moment, the old head, holding the Pill of the People's Will, stood in the stead of heaven's heart, momentarily wielding the authority of the Heavenly Dao.

 Suddenly, inside and outside the Capital City, throughout the world of Da Yong, all cultivators in all four directions sensed something and looked towards the Capital City.

 The rejuvenated figure of the head and his peerless grace were clearly visible to them.

 Then they heard a request as soothing as a spring breeze.

 "I, Chunfeng of the humbler paths, entreat the White Lotus Saintess to embrace her demise!"

 ```

 The voice faded, and the figure of the Astronomical Bureau Chief vanished like a dream or a bubble, disappearing into the sky.

 All those in the Capital City and beyond who had looked up at the sky now lowered their heads, returning to their unfinished tasks as before.

 It was as if the fragrance was an illusion; the Astronomical Bureau Chief had never appeared, and nothing had changed.

 In Fuli County, at the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 Li Shuwen, gazing toward the Capital City from afar, showed a trace of sorrow on his face: "The Astronomical Bureau Chief has passed away!"

 In his youth, Li Shuwen had only roamed the Southern Pugilistic World and was not unwilling to step into the north. It was Big Dipper Taoist who had stopped him.

 The Big Dipper Taoist represented the old Chief of the Astronomical Bureau.

 An elder who had stood sentinel on the Observing the Stars Platform, yet dominated across several generations.

 Link, standing beside Li Shuwen, frowned deeply.

 He had never met the old Chief and was indifferent to whether the other was dead or alive.

 But after the words "Please, Saintess, go to your death," the changes that occurred somewhere in the direction of the Capital City caught Link's attention.

 An old acquaintance he hadn't seen in a long time had suffered a heavy blow following the "Please, Saintess, go to your death."

 The kind that bordered on death.

 "Sigh,"

 Link sighed inwardly, knowing that he could no longer extricate himself from the so-called apocalyptic catastrophe.

 "Troublesome."

 With another sigh, Link said to Li Shuwen, "Master, I have urgent matters and need to leave for a while."

 Li Shuwen turned to look at his eighth disciple, sensing something profound.

 Breaking through the void, one could see the divine.

 The sincere path allowed one to foresee.

 The two were not in conflict but complemented each other.

 The mysteries of the God Seeing Realm were gradually being mastered by Li Shuwen, and his "foreseeing" ability was becoming more refined.

 No sooner had Link spoken than Li Shuwen received a hint from the unknown.

 At this moment, both master and disciple stood at a crossroads of fate.

 Every word and decision would have far-reaching impacts.

 It was even highly possible that in the end, master and disciple would stand on opposing sides, weapons drawn against each other.

 After a long silence, Li Shuwen let out a sigh and admonished with resignation, "No matter what, take care of yourself and don't overdo it."

 "Thank you, Master."

 Link took a deep look at his mentor, who had taught him in this world, the greatest partner who helped him perfect the Martial Arts Constructor way, and the guide who inspired him to embark on the path of a Construction Wizard. In a flash, Link vanished from sight.

 "Brother Li, where is your esteemed disciple going?"

 The next second, the figure of Big Dipper Taoist appeared, asking the question.

 "I do not know."

 Li Shuwen responded calmly.

 "This..."

 Big Dipper Taoist opened his mouth as if to say something but found himself at a loss for words under Li Shuwen's emotionless gaze.

 "Sigh!"

 Big Dipper Taoist heaved a deep sigh.

 Looking in the direction of the Capital City, he was silent, his expression extremely grave.

 The Capital City.

 Imperial Palace, Kunning Palace.

 All the eunuchs and palace maids were hurriedly driven out by The Empress in a sudden fury.

 The Emperor Kangqian version of Wei Dutong—who had been treated like a "blood bag"—was desperately transferring his True Yuan into the body of the newly born Princess.

 However, the Princess's complexion grew paler, her Vitality ebbing away faster and faster.

 The Empress was already kneeling on the ground, offering fresh blood from her palm to the palm-sized Divine Statue, imploring the White Lotus Saintess for a response.

 She swore that if the body she had meticulously prepared for the Saintess's descent was ruined by that detestable Taoist, she would eradicate the Taoism sect and kill all the Taoists in the world!

 "Who?"

 The Emperor Kangqian version of Wei Dutong suddenly stopped transferring True Yuan, bellowing loudly, his guard up.

 Just now, he had sensed a ripple in the void.

 Someone had actually penetrated the Fortune Array that enshrouded the entire Imperial Palace and snuck into Kunning Palace!

 "Long time no see."

 Link emerged from the void, revealing his figure, and glanced at the dying infant girl. Then, he turned his gaze to the Divine Statue that was about to respond to The Empress.

 "Should I call you White Lotus Saintess now, or..."

 Link spoke in a melancholic tone, his emotions exceedingly complex,

 "Elise?"
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 The divine statue did not respond.

 However, the three people in the hall could very clearly sense that a complex torrent of emotions was overflowing from the statue.

 Link could not stay in the Imperial Palace for long, and showing up this time was a certain risk, so he had no choice but to withdraw and retreat.

 After all, he now knew that the so-called apocalyptic calamity was brought about by Elise Clark, who had become the White Lotus Saintess for reasons unknown, and the follow-up would be much easier to handle.

 Glancing at the Fortune Array that was about to be fully restored, as well as Duke Wei, who was on alert and ready to attack at any moment, Link decided to leave first and discuss others matters later.

 Speaking of this Fortune Array, Link had to admire that old prison warden.

 Not only was he impressed by his alchemy skills but also his ingenious method of attack.

 The moment the White Lotus Saintess, formed by Elise, descended to the world, she suffered heavy damage and became tainted.

 This greatly reduced the difficulty of surviving the apocalyptic calamity.

 Indeed, he was both a great sage and a great compassionate one, willing to make a sacrifice.

 However, Link now couldn't return to Fuli County right away.

 It wasn't that he didn't trust his master Li Shuwen and the martial artists from the Octagon Martial Arts School.

 Instead, he was wary of the Taoists of this world.

 Whether they were forcefully designating him the person to face the Tribulation or treating him as an accomplice of the White Lotus Saintess, neither scenario was something Link wished to see.

 Therefore, Link simply settled down on a low hill in the Western Suburb of the Capital City, using the sky as his blanket and the earth as his bed, and observed the development of events from afar with a cold eye.

 Since the Taoists of this world were so powerful, with the guidance of predecessors and the old prison warden having invited the Saintess to her death, they must have had other contingencies in place.

 For instance, the Big Dipper Taoist, Daoist Wuya, and the one behind Immortal Jingxu...

 In the following days, the development of events progressed just as Link had predicted, with the Taoists beginning to take action.

 One high-level practitioner after another stepped out from their respective shrines, converging towards Fuli County.

 The news of a Heavenly Demon born outside the realm in the Imperial Palace also spread quickly throughout the world of Da Yong.

 Emperor Kangqian had died, and rumors circulated that the Empress was a demoness—rumors detailed and plausible.

 In just two or three days, the world of Da Yong, which could have been considered peaceful, was completely thrown into chaos.

 Several adult imperial sons fled the Capital City at the first opportunity, each returning to their territories to prepare for battle.

 Only the Eldest Imperial Son, in a state of gloomy drunken stupor, missed his chance and ended up confined by Duke Wei's Kangqian emperor in the Inner Court.

 Great families and martial factions from Jianghu were all on edge.

 Facing the chaos, the common people had no other choice but to hoard food as best they could.

 Inside the Imperial Palace, the Empress had begun to lose her composure.

 Fortunately, Duke Wei, who had been brainwashed into a zealous disciple by the Saintess' divine statue, remained calm in the face of danger, issuing one order after another, barely stabilizing the court and the Capital City.

 The garrison troops of the Capital were also in a state of emergency, training and reorganizing, ready for the unexpected.

 But the Empress didn't care about any of these things; all her thoughts were focused on the dying infant girl and the silent divine statue.

 Whether it was to revive the infant girl or to reawaken the divine statue, these were urgent matters that the Empress wished to resolve.

 For this, Duke Wei's Kangqian emperor continued to be drained of resources.

 Another two days passed.

 On the seventh day since the old prison warden had sacrificed himself to heavily injure the White Lotus Saintess, the Taoists of this world, led by the Big Dipper Taoist, advanced toward the Capital City.

 Clearly, the Taoists had been well-prepared for this calamity.

 Even the master of Immortal Jingxu, who claimed to be reciting the Huang Ting and not concerned with worldly matters, was also among the ranks of high-level practitioners.

 The sixty-four high-level Taoists were precisely enough to set up the Demon Subduing Array.

 Apart from the high-level Taoists, there were also many martial artists in the demon subduing team.

 Both the Human Immortal Martial Path and mechanical martial arts were represented.

 The Big Dipper Taoist, who had been traveling around the world of Da Yong by the decree of his master, was not touring for leisure but was acting with great strategy and influence.

 The efforts of more than twenty years were all invested in this team.

 The only regret was that the destined person to face the Tribulation had run away!

 As a result, the number of sacrifices among the Taoist practitioners would greatly increase, which was truly regrettable.

 The Empress and Duke Wei's Kangqian emperor received the news immediately.

 However, there weren't many measures they could take.

 Issue a decree to the military governors in all regions to annihilate this team?

 It was possible.

 But they had to be prepared, psychologically, for the entire world to revolt the moment such an order was issued.

 This incident was different from the exploration of Death Valley or the snatching of the Longevity Peach; its nature was completely different.

 The Death Valley incident was about the imperial authority showcasing its majesty.

 "All under heaven are the ruler's lands, and all within its borders are the ruler's subjects."

 From a legal standpoint, the Longevity Peach Tree in Death Valley indeed belonged to Emperor Kangqian.

 So whatever Emperor Kangqian wanted to do, he could.

 At most, he seemed a bit crude and despotic, that's all.

 Facing the current situation, the only things the Empress and Duke Wei's Kangqian emperor could do were to dispatch the Inner Guard and have them execute.

 As long as they could wipe out this so-called demon subduing team thoroughly, freeing up their hands, they would be able to quiet the turmoil that had unsettled the world of Da Yong in just a few days.

 It was at this time that Link, who had been sitting on a low hill in the Western Suburb of the Capital City, received a meeting request from Elise.

 It seemed she had finally sorted out her emotions and was ready to face Link.

 Link gladly accepted the invitation.

 With a teleportation, he entered Death Valley under the Longevity Peach Tree.

 The "Celestial Shuttle" activated at his command.

 "You are leaving?"

 Lorin Ben appeared in time and asked.

 "Not yet, just meeting someone," Link replied, his gaze falling on the roots of the peach tree that bound the "Celestial Shuttle," "Clear the space."

 Lorin Ben, unwilling and resentful at the sight of an increasingly powerful Link, begrudgingly agreed with a "Fine," directing the roots to make room.

 After spending over a month with Master Li Shuwen devising the Construction version of "Congenital Eight Scenic Powers," Link, too, had reaped benefits.
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 Having reached the Peak of the Hollow Void Stage of the Human Immortal Martial Way Realm, I took one more step forward from the top of the hundred-foot pole and smoothly broke through to the Seeing God Realm.

 Breaking through the void, one can see God.

 After the breakthrough, Link sensed as expected that the shackles had lightened considerably.

 Thus, Link was not only limited to following the so-called teachings of Mr. Xu Jing—enduring Tribulations + Refining two Dharma Seals; there was another path to take.

 To prove the way with strength and sever the shackles also held great potential.

 "Don't worry, I won't break my promise."

 Link, feeling under the weather, merely glanced at Lorin Ben's phantom and uttered these words in an indifferent tone.

 Then, he teleported into the "Celestial Shuttle," commanding the still-functional Hummingbird-class Interstellar Battleship to cloak and take off, entering space through the Tower Spirit.

 In the team that was heading to Capital City to subdue demons, the Big Dipper Taoist and Li Shuwen both looked up simultaneously.

 "Your disciple has left."

 After watching for a while, the Big Dipper Taoist expressed his sentiment to Li Shuwen, "I wonder if he will return? And if he does, on whose side will he stand?"

 Li Shuwen did not respond, just quietly watched the sky.

 He recalled a discussion from half a month ago.

 The next realm after the Seeing God Realm—what direction one should cultivate towards.

 Link spoke plainly, stating his belief in continuing the natural way of Taoism, to emulate heaven and earth, to enrich the Inner View, and then use the Inner View to envelop the physical body to traverse the starry sky.

 "No wonder the old supervisor loved stargazing so much."

 Li Shuwen murmured to himself, his mind suddenly enlightened.

 Where is the way?

 The way is underfoot, the way is also in the starry sky, in the starry ocean.

 In space, the nearly disassembled "Celestial Shuttle" wobbled its way to the designated location.

 Link turned and glanced down at the world below before flashing out of the warship, his physical body arriving in the void.

 Here was a place of stillness without light.

 "Long time no see, Elise."

 Link initiated the conversation, greeting her first.

 "Elise…"

 Along with a whisper, two stars ignited in the place of stillness without light.

 Looking against the light, Link saw concealed within the quietude a colossal figure with eyeballs as large as normal stars.

 One's naked eye simply couldn't discern how vast the figure truly was.

 You could only feel from the giant's body an endless tranquility, countless prayers, boundless wailing.

 Comprising this supernova giant were countless star systems.

 So the so-called Apocalypse was just that—a world-ending cataclysm.

 "Indeed, it's been a long time, Link... Link Grande."

 Suddenly, the illusion of Elise, standing on a lotus pedestal with celebration clouds overhead and holding a jade ruyi in her hand, appeared before Link.

 Seeing Elise, who looked exactly like the one from his memories but whose demeanor was completely different, Link's spirits darkened, and his mouth opened to say something, but he didn't know what to say.

 "Shush!"

 Elise held up her right index finger to her lips, making a playful gesture that contrasted with her current dignified and precious appearance, "Don't pity me, don't pity me; I don't need your pity."

 Then, winking her right eye playfully, Elise continued, "Those who pitied me have all been refined by me into living Dharma guards. Link..."

 "Oh, Link, I really don't want to refine you into a Dharma guard too. So... please don't pity me."

 As she spoke, two lines of clear tears rolled down from the corners of her eyes.

 "Look how good I am now. I've become the sovereign of myriads of stars, revered by billions as the White Lotus Saintess. A breath of mine can bring life, a gesture can destroy a world. Isn't that wonderful?"

 "Once I capture the last star, my Way will be complete."

 "Haha..."

 "Hehehe..."

 Elise's countenance remained, yet her aura changed from playful contradiction to dark and angry resentment.

 "Once my Way is complete, I will be supreme. What can the Great Ultimate or Saints do against me?"

 "I will surely shatter the heavens and banish all immortals!"

 Her demeanor changed in an instant again from dark resentment to wild and cold ferocity.

 "Supreme Council! Supreme Council! I must destroy the Supreme Council!"

 Then, one after another, different facets of her flashed past at the speed of light.

 These were all Elise, yet they were not Elise.

 Watching this unfold before him, a barely perceptible sorrow emerged in the depths of Link's eyes.

 If one could say that Elise Clark, at the time of their first meeting, was merely trapped in a split personality.

 Now, the White Lotus Saintess had gone completely mad, almost losing the true essence of Elise Clark.

 At the same moment, Link came to a realization.

 All his previous speculations on how to complete the trials, his doubts about the Way of the World in this realm—they were all unnecessary.

 The Way of the World is the Way of the World; Mr. Xu Jing is Mr. Xu Jing.

 In the end, they are not the same.

 The Way of the World has its own considerations.

 Mr. Xu Jing's last instructions and arrangements may not have been tampered with, but in execution, they were greatly altered.

 Now, two different paths to completing the trial lay before Link for him to choose from.

 One was to accept Mr. Xu Jing's arrangements, using the Yangping City Management Seal and the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal to purge the White Lotus Saintess before him, purify Elise Clark's spirit, and save the countless star systems and their billions of inhabitants;

 The benefit of doing so was that Elise Clark could return to normal, Link could complete the trial, and perhaps there would be additional gains;

 The downside was also clear, as he would be creating a significant karmic debt for himself and falling into a labyrinth of confusion.

 The other was to reject Mr. Xu Jing's arrangements and find another way to complete the trial.

 "What are you thinking about?"

 At this moment, Elise returned to her initial mischievous but contradictory state, tilting her head and asking curiously.

 "I'm thinking, do you still like explosions?"

 Link contemplated his words carefully and replied.

 "Ah!"

 Elise exclaimed with surprise, "Explosions, of course, I like them. But..."

 "But what?"

 "But the explosions I played with before, they were too small."

 "That's true."

 Link glanced at the massive true form of Elise.

 Perhaps only a supernova explosion could catch the current Elise's interest and cause a slight ripple.

 "Can you close your eyes for a moment? I have a gift for you."

 All of a sudden, Link changed the topic and uttered a very awkward phrase.

 "Hmm?"

 Elise blinked and smiled with a hint of amusement, "A gift? Are you planning to kill me while I'm not looking?"

 "Why would you think that?"

 Link furrowed his brows, genuinely wanting to know the answer.

 "Because that's what they all did."

 Elise lightly waved the jade ruyi in her hand, and more than thirty scenes displayed in succession.

 It was the young generation of genius wizards, like Link, thrown into the ninth trial that Elise Clark was meant to face alone by the Supreme Council of the Wizard World.

 From these scenes, Link saw the different developments of the wizards, as well as the same conclusion.

 That was to exterminate the White Lotus Saintess in various ways, and then be captured by Elise and tortured day and night.

 The endless wails Link had heard earlier were from these genius wizards, as well as those who had caused some damage to the White Lotus Saintess.

 "I'm not like them."

 After watching, Link shook his head decisively.

 He truly had never harbored any intention of killing Elise Clark.

 He didn't even entertain the thought of deception.

 He really just wanted to give Elise a gift.

 "Hmm. You really are different from them."

 Elise's illusion suddenly stepped forward, closing to a fist's distance from Link and said with a significant look, "Your gift had better not disappoint me, Link. Otherwise, I will... "

 While saying this, Elise chuckled teasingly, as if she thought of something amusing.

 After laughing for a while, she regained her composure and continued, "Otherwise, I'll eat you."

 "Don't worry, you're going to love it."

 Link's mindset remained undisturbed, full of confidence.

 "Great, I am looking forward to your gift."

 As her words fell, the quiet place returned to a state of dark stillness.

 Link reached out his hand and summoned two sandalwood boxes, lifting their lids and taking out two Dharma Seals.

 Having made up his mind, he did not hesitate.

 A drop of blood from his brow fell on the Yangping City Management Seal, and a drop of blood from his heart on the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal.

 In an instant, Link's essence, energy, and spirit were completely drained.

 His cultivation from the Human Immortal Martial Path and his expertise in the modified secret techniques of the Wizard World's witchcraft, all vanished.

 However, the Yangping City Management Seal and the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal were successfully activated.

 A wisp of clear air drifted from each imitation seal, floating towards an unknown destination.

 "What are you doing?"

 Elise's voice rang out near Link, who was close to being utterly spent.

 Link turned his head with difficulty, grinning: "I'm preparing your gift!"

 "Elise."

 Elise was Elise.

 Elise Clark and Elise Clark were never the same person.

 How could Link possibly fail to recognize Elise Clark?

 So...

 Die, Elise!
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 Once the thought to "lie flat" surfaced, in that instant, the heavens and earth broadened.

 The moment Link saw the immeasurably colossal statue of the White Lotus Saintess, he decided to "lie flat."

 To be a tool, then be a tool; it's not a big deal.

 The old supervising official borrowed the lights of thousands of homes and the fate of humanity to destroy the physical vessel that the White Lotus Saintess had descended into, also setting an example for Link.

 Since his own strength was insufficient, he would borrow might.

 To think, the Yangping City Management Seal and the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal which the world of Taoism had put so much effort into placing in his hands, were not just for show.

 The contingency plan of Mr. Xu Jing, the Heavenly Master, was probably meant for this moment.

 What then was there to hesitate about?

 He just needed to follow his instincts and charge forward.

 "What exactly are you doing?"

 The White Lotus Saintess Elise had actually seen everything Link did very clearly.

 Yet, for some reason, she hadn't recognized the Two Big Seals, even though they were just imitations.

 She also had no idea about the function of these Two Big Seals.

 This allowed Link to seize the opportunity and at a great cost, activate the Two Big Seals.

 Of course, the White Lotus Saintess sensed something different in Link's actions.

 However, considering herself the master of countless stars with trillions of devout followers worshipping her, the White Lotus Saintess neither stopped him nor casually killed Link.

 She wanted to see what the method that Link was relying on could actually do.

 Being invincible for too long can get lonely; one must find some amusement.

 Link had no intentions of staying around, nor did he care if it might bring about the White Lotus Saintess's backlash; he directly dragged his body, which was like a spent lamp with exhausted oil, straight towards the interstellar battleship, the Celestial Shuttle.

 Fortunately, the White Lotus Saintess's attention seemed to be drawn away by something else, and she did not continue to monitor Link.

 That's how Link managed to smoothly enter the warship and successfully return to the interior of the planet.

 The long-neglected and wobbly Celestial Shuttle descended into Death Valley, sinking back into the pit.

 Link had no intention of leaving the battleship; he controlled the Celestial Shuttle, directing all the energy to the defense system.

 After finishing these preparations, he could no longer hold on and fell into a deep slumber.

 The next second, the shackles were completely broken.

 The sealed Sea of Consciousness along with the wizard cultivation slowly opened up.

 As if boundless vitality was gushing endlessly from his Sea of Consciousness within his brow, repairing Link's body that was full of gaping holes and as withered as a spent lamp.

 Link's body, starting from his frail elderly state, began to rejuvenate; his white hair fell out, wrinkles smoothed, his body straightened, regaining the vibrancy of youth.

 But it didn't stop there; the slumbering Link continued to reverse in age, from young adult to teenager, from teenager to infant, then to embryo, and at last, disappeared.

 At the same time as Link's body vanished, everything in this world seemed to have hit the pause button.

 Time halted, space eternalized.

 Amidst the starry sky.

 The gigantic statue of the White Lotus Saintess still stood tall.

 Eyes formed from two stars shone brightly, and from the numerous stars that made up the divine figure, the sound of prayers was solemn and sacred, while the cries of agony were unbearably mournful.

 Beneath the radiance, the face of the White Lotus Saintess revealed itself.

 On the left, she was infinitely compassionate; on the right, immensely cruel.

 Good and evil intertwined, kindness and brutality interwoven; she both saved the world and executed merciless slaughter.

 In front of the statue, a haven of tranquility.

 The Yangping City Management Seal and the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal floated, each emitting faint luminescence.

 This light, in comparison to the brilliance in the eyes of the White Lotus Saintess, was overwhelmingly dim, like a firefly against the bright moon.

 Yet, it was this faint glow of the firefly that slowly overcame the resplendent moonlight.

 "Annoying old Taoist with a bull's nose."

 The White Lotus Saintess did not resist but merely murmured, then allowed the Two Seals to take their course.

 First, the celebratory clouds above her head were sheared away, followed by the stars returning to their places, leaving her eye sockets, and then the numerous stars that constituted her divine figure were released; the praying believers suddenly awoke from the dream-like trance, and the wailing souls bathed in the sweet dew and ascended to a new life.

 Over thirty genius wizards vanished as streaks of light.

 The statue of the White Lotus Saintess then began to crumble and dissipate completely, the entire process going exceedingly smoothly.

 Yet, the Two Seals did not stop their movement.

 The Yangping City Management Seal headed straight for the statue's vacant left eye socket.

 In an instant, Elise in a long dress was cut out by the Yangping City Management Seal and reborn within the faint light.

 Then, the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal headed directly for the statue's vacant right eye socket.

 Elise Meysia, dressed as a Beast Taming Wizard, was sliced out and reborn in the faint light.

 The statue of the White Lotus Saintess completely collapsed.

 The divine soul was purified, and Elise Clark, pure as one, walked out from the void.

 "Finally..."

 Elise Clark expressed her feelings, "finally liberated."

 As her voice fell, Elise Clark also disappeared without a trace.

 From then on, Elise Clark was just Elise Clark, no longer affected by split personalities.

 This part of the universe then became akin to flowers in a mirror, the moon reflected in the water, transitioning from reality to illusion.

 After all, it was nothing more than a trial for Elise Clark.

 The experiences of all participants were like a farcical dream.

 After waking from the dream, everything shattered with a crash, like glass hitting the ground.

 Not a trace of the fragments remained.

 They were all illusions, like bubbles in a dream.

 …

 Link awoke to find himself standing amidst a sea of stars.

 In his Sea of Consciousness, the memories of over a decade of reincarnation were fading fast, stripping away emotions.

 The memories remained crisp; he wouldn't forget any detail.

 Yet it felt as if there was a frosted glass barrier; he couldn't fully immerse himself in those memories again.

 "A dream?"

 Link felt a sense of loss.

 It wasn't that he was reluctant to part with the people and events within it.

 From the moment he embarked on the path of severing causality and shackles, he had prepared to leave everything behind.
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 However, whether it was the selection that had been predetermined or the aimless assessment that followed after the selection, the sense of destiny was too intense.

 The matter of selection meant you could participate in Elise Clark's challenge if you passed, or go back to where you came from if you didn't.

 There was no trial process, no reference standard, carried out in a black box.

 During the challenge, Link seriously thought a lot and made many preparations.

 But when it really came to facing the White Lotus Saintess, those thoughts fell flat and the preparations were useless.

 The only things that came in handy were his Human Immortal Martial Path cultivation that he had mainly practiced for self-protection and the witchcraft he had modified into secret techniques to enhance deterrence.

 The sense of destiny was too overwhelming.

 Everything that happened seemed to deliberately follow some kind of arrangement or someone's plan.

 Especially the White Lotus Saintess, who was incredibly like she deliberately ran into the muzzle of Link's gun to commit suicide.

 Even the gun in Link's hand was forged by Mr. Xu Jing, who ensured it smoothly landed in Link's possession through a series of events.

 What Link had to do was to make a choice between two difficult options when facing the White Lotus Saintess.

 And is it really a dilemma when they say it's a dilemma?

 Everything was forcing Link to pull the trigger and activate the Two Big Seals!

 "Wizard Grande?"

 Jasmine Mitchell, who had regained consciousness beside him, called out to Link who had not snapped back to reality for a long time.

 "What is it?"

 Link suppressed the surging thoughts in his heart and responded.

 Things that are not clear, once out of here, back at the college, can be understood then.

 For now, it's better to deal with the situation at hand.

 "Wizard Grande, what kind of challenge did you go through?"

 Jasmine Mitchell asked out of curiosity, but before Link could speak, she continued, "I'm so annoyed. I had unified the world, roamed the universe, but then a White Lotus Sect appeared out of nowhere and shattered all my achievements. Alas, I couldn't complete the challenge in the end and became a prisoner."

 As she spoke, Jasmine Mitchell's eyes shone brightly as she looked at Link: "Wizard Grande, what about you? Did you complete the challenge?"

 "I don't know."

 Link shook his head and spoke honestly.

 "Don't know? Why don't you know?"

 Jasmine Mitchell became even more curious.

 "I just don't know."

 Link once again spoke the truth.

 But this time, telling the truth made Jasmine Mitchell somewhat defensive.

 Don't know anything?

 I think you just don't want me to know, right?

 Jasmine Mitchell couldn't help but feel annoyed inwardly, but she still managed to suppress the urge to burst out.

 She couldn't drop her sweet and lovely girl persona.

 It's not like they won't cross paths again in the future.

 There are still long days to be had at the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and Ravensmouth College.

 At that moment, the starscape changed.

 All the genius wizards who had participated in Elise Clark's challenge were transferred out in unison.

 After a long absence of spacetime extraction sensation, Link realized that Jasmine Mitchell, his partner, was no longer by his side, and he found himself in a vast expanse of empty space.

 "What do you want?"

 A grand and lofty voice suddenly resounded.

 Link immediately understood upon hearing it. Is this the reward?

 It seems the Supreme Council is very generous with this matter.

 But what does he need, and what does he want?

 "I want a chance to rebuild?"

 In the blink of an eye, Link understood his heart's desire and made his request.

 "What?"

 The grand and lofty voice paused momentarily and then sounded again, filled with bewilderment.

 "I want a chance to start over from a Wizard Apprentice and re-cultivate from scratch."

 In that instant, Link's resolve only grew firmer.

 If this dreamlike challenge brought anything to Link, then it was certainly the foundation for his Construction Wizard Sect that had already been established.

 As it turned out, after fully recovering all his memories and strength, Link found that he didn't need to design his own Construction individually.

 Not to mention the multitude of Destiny Witchcraft "Battle Armor", these were ready-made blueprints for "Construction" suits.

 What "Construction" suits could suit Link better than "Battle Armor"?

 By using the most original, purest "Battle Armor" as the main Construction, and employing various functionalities like surviving in space, wilderness, interstellar combat, land combat, ocean combat... as sub-Construction or plugins.

 ```

 Thus, a single fish providing multiple feasts.

 In the face of different situations, there's no need for last-minute switching of Battle Armor, just adjust the sub-Construction or insert and that would suffice.

 During the adjustment period, it's still possible to maintain basic Combat Power, defense, and survivability.

 "Strange request,"

 the grand and lofty voice said, not bothering to hide from Link, and "loudly" murmured.

 Link's facial muscles twitched involuntarily.

 After spending a long time in the Human Immortal Martial World, he was somewhat unaccustomed to the Wizard World's setting where the higher the level of the Wizard, the more capricious they can be.

 "As you wish."

 Without giving Link time to ponder further, the grand and lofty voice once again filled the vast expanse of space.

 A beam of pitch-black light suddenly appeared and fell upon Link.

 In just an instant, Link understood what a disconcerting disparity felt like.

 The Realm of a Third Level Wizard, completely stripped away.

 However, his spiritual power and Magic Power didn't seem to have faded.

 This allowed Link to quickly retrace the path from Wizard Apprentice to Third Level Wizard in a short span of time.

 "Thank you."

 Link randomly picked a direction and gave a formal bow.

 The grand and lofty voice did not sound again.

 The vast space also did not detain Link any longer, gently yet firmly expelling him.

 As the familiar sensation of Spacetime Extraction ended, Link found that he had actually returned to Ravensmouth College's main planet.

 "That considerate, huh?"

 Link wasn't in any Realm now, and only possessed immense spiritual power and Magic Power, much like a child with gold wandering through a bustling city.

 The being, whose voice was heard but remained unseen, sending Link directly back to Ravensmouth College, truly rendered a great help to Link.

 Only...

 Link stood outside the crystal wall of the college's main planet, feeling as if he would suffocate if he didn't soon figure out a solution.

 There's no air in outer space!

 Now he was merely someone with spiritual power and Magic Power, and he could indeed die!

 "Damn it!"

 Link wanted to curse out loud but dared not to open his mouth.

 There wasn't much oxygen left inside his body.

 "Master! Master! Have you finally returned?"

 Just then, a voice that Link had not heard in a long time resonated beside his ear.

 After severing ties with the real "Small World," Franda and Conelia had been living in Link's Sea of Consciousness Little World all along.

 "Franda, give your Master some oxygen, and contact Jasmine,"

 Link quickly transmitted a message to Franda, to first resolve the survival issue, then think of a way to enter the main world of the college.

 "Right away, Master."

 The moment she responded, fresh oxygen was delivered to Link's nostrils and mouth.

 Then Franda added, "Master, Master, what have you done again? Why did you bring another Small World?"

 "What Small World?"

 Upon hearing this, Link was immediately baffled.

 Before Franda could reply, Link dove his consciousness into the Sea of Consciousness, and was even more astonished.

 The Sea of Consciousness Little World, which was supposed to be illusory and was very slowly transforming into reality, now had the Earth in the Solar System become real.

 And...

 No matter how Link looked at that blue planet, it seemed familiar.

 After a moment, Link recalled.

 When he rode the "Celestial Shuttle" to space and met the White Lotus Saintess, the inadvertent glance back at the Human Immortal Martial World—it looked just like this.

 "Franda, what's going on?"

 Confused, Link ended up asking an obvious question.

 "Is Master confused? How would Franda know?"

 As expected, Franda placed her hands on her hips and glared at Link with puffed cheeks, "Franda is still waiting for Master's explanation, it's all so bewildering."

 Without answering Franda, Link's consciousness descended into the Human Immortal Martial World.

 This was undoubtedly a real existing planet, yet also one that existed in an overlapped state of reality and illusion.

 Time was stagnant, ceased to flow, space was eternal, unchanged.

 Inside the Capital City Imperial Palace, The Empress was praying to a Divine Statue, the Wei Duke resembling Emperor Kangqian was worried, the Taoist Demon Exclusion Team was heading into the Capital, and rebellions were about to erupt across the land.

 Just like a piece of amber!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 1 Schools

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Sense of destiny. 

 This damned sense of destiny has come again.

 Ever since Dean Frist pointed out that the Saint of Nostrodamus's hand may very well be behind Link's revival, many things happening to Link carried a sense of destiny.

 The more he resisted, the more it rebounded.

 Link had been able to make up his mind, cutting off the "Small World" he had painstakingly cultivated.

 Turning his head around, before long, he obtained a world like amber in a manner he had never conceived.

 Intuitively, Link felt that this human-immortal martial world could well become his Destiny World.

 And it didn't require cultivation, just awakening.

 Because the traces Link left in the Human Immortal Martial World were substantial enough.

 He carried out the arrangements of Mr. Xu Jing, preventing the Human Immortal Martial World from the destruction and enslavement by the White Lotus Saintess;

 He practiced the Human Immortal Martial Way and even reached the God Seeing Realm;

 He optimized the Human Immortal Martial Way, or rather, created a branch of it—the Constructed Human Immortal Martial Way.

 Even though Link had severed five lines of karma and broken free from the shackles, it didn't mean that he had completely vanished from the Human Immortal Martial World.

 The traces of the path were still there.

 Even if it was like a dream-like experience.

 "Keep a close watch, and inform me promptly if there are any changes, Franda."

 Unsure of how to deal with it, Link instructed as such.

 "Understood, Master."

 Franda sweetly agreed.

 "Master, Master, what about me?"

 Having awakened and completed an evolution, Conelia popped out, clamoring for a task.

 "Conelia, um..."

 Looking at Conelia, whose pupils had been replaced with flames, Link pondered for a moment before saying, "Provide light and heat for this round of the sun, Conelia."

 The sun in the Sea of Consciousness Little World still fundamentally relied on the favor of the will of the Wizard World, having absorbed a lot.

 Now, with even more real light and heat, it felt increasingly authentic.

 Perhaps the irradiance of the sun could melt the amber's shell.

 Contend against time with time, eh!

 Link's consciousness withdrew from the Sea of Consciousness, and along the way, he took out the Inter-Dimensional Communicator, attempting to contact Jasmine.

 Unfortunately, the communication didn't connect.

 "Did something happen?"

 Muttering to himself, Link then contacted Dean Frist.

 This time, the communication connected quickly.

 "Link, where did you go? Everyone else has gone home, how come only you have disappeared?"

 Dean Frist obviously received the news that Link was missing from the selection grounds.

 "Dean, it's like this..."

 Link recounted his experiences of entering and exiting the vast expanse of space to Dean Frist without holding anything back, including his decision to re-cultivate.

 "Hmm..."

 The Dean, upon hearing this, didn't quite know how to express his feelings.

 That Great Sage from the Supreme Council who had a past with Great Sage Revo was he settling private scores under the guise of public duty?

 "Don't resist."

 With that command, the Dean took action.

 A guiding light shot out from the main campus world of the academy and brought Link into the world's interior.

 Then came several inter-transfer teleportations.

 Link arrived at Dean Frist's office.

 "You're really going to re-cultivate?"

 Dean Frist scrutinized Link for a moment, expressing surprise.

 Following that, the Dean remarked, "Think it through. Creating your own faction isn't so simple. Even Great Sage Mitchell didn't dare to try lightly!"

 "I've thought it through, Dean."

 Link replied seriously, "After this trial, I've found my own way."

 "Is that so?"

 The Dean was skeptical, then shifted the topic, "Speaking of the trial, did you see Elise Clark? Why is it that after the trial finished, and the gateway was sure to open, the Supreme Council still refuses to let Elise Clark return to the academy?"

 Link didn't know the follow-up to that.

 "I'm not sure if the one I saw was Elise Clark."

 As he spoke, Link utilized his spiritual power and Magic Power to conjure the image of the White Lotus Saintess he had seen.

 Although he voluntarily demoted his Realm, he had not lost his spiritual power or Magic Power, and his control over them remained.

 It's like selling shares, losing control over the company but cashing out and leaving—he still had the money, and he could use it however he wanted.

 Dean Frist observed the illusion that Link had created closely, not expressing much, but seemed lost in thought.

 A moment later, the Dean said, "All right, I'm aware of it now. You can go back."

 "Thank you, Dean."

 Link gave a bow and left the Dean's office located in the main campus world of the academy.

 Now that he couldn't teleport, he had to use a transportation vehicle to return to the villa.

 On the way back, Link took out his personal smart device and attempted to contact Jasmine once again.

 Unfortunately, with the "signal not in the service area," he still couldn't connect.

 This made Link feel that Jasmine must have encountered some trouble.

 It probably wasn't too serious; otherwise, the Dean would have informed him rather than remaining silent.

 Link drove back to the villa, and the first thing he did was to ask the smart steward about Jasmine's whereabouts.

 Indeed, Jasmine had left a message with the smart steward.

 It turns out that after Link went to participate in the Supreme Council's selection, Jasmine received an arrangement from the academy. She would join a small exchange study group and go to an academy in the North Region for academic exchange and learning.

 Just in time, Jasmine had many questions about her Beast Taming Wizard training.
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 Taking advantage of this rare opportunity might resolve each issue one by one, which would be highly beneficial.

 Knowing Jasmine's whereabouts allowed Link to breathe a sigh of relief.

 However, what had happened to Jasmine in the North Region during her exchange study that led to the communication interruption remained an unclear issue.

 It was not time to clarify just yet.

 Standing by the study's window, Link looked at the garden for a while, weighed his thoughts, and began reaching out to Sandra.

 His return was certainly something Sandra would be aware of, so it was best to make contact proactively.

 "The busy guy is finally back?"

 The moment the video call connected, Sandra's tone was sarcastically teasing.

 Link had spent eighteen years in the Human Immortal Martial World, which amounted to eighteen days in the Wizard World.

 The main force group, the Servant Soldier Origin World, and the Resource World—these three matters were supposed to be Jasmine's responsibility.

 With Jasmine away on exchange, the responsibilities naturally fell into Sandra's hands.

 Although Sandra was just holding down the fort, the main work was done by Lanny and Tiffany.

 But Sandra had joined "Do Anything Freely," not to manage trivial matters for Link!

 "I had academy assignments, there was nothing I could do," Link first offered an excuse, then, without waiting for Sandra to explode, he apologized profusely, "I'm really sorry for taking up your time these past days."

 "Hmph!"

 Fortunately, Sandra only complained a little and didn't say much more, before she asked, "When are you going to take back these tasks?"

 "In three days," Link replied, after considering his progress in re-cultivation, providing a definitive timeline.

 "Then I'll wait for you for three days."

 With that, Sandra ended the video call.

 There was still some resentment.

 Link would need to think of a way to further appease her.

 For instance, by giving gifts.

 Lanny, Tiffany, Assad, the Brotherhood Group, the Social Phobia Group—Link sent messages one by one, informing them of his return.

 For Sage Cody and Sage Palo, Link sent a video message.

 Next was Sage Selene.

 Link sent a video call request to Selene and waited for a response.

 Soon, the figure of Sage Selene appeared on the smart brain screen.

 From the background, it was clear that Sage Selene was in the laboratory, possibly conducting some research.

 "If you have something to say, just say it."

 "No issues, just letting you know I'm back," Link replied.

 "I'm busy, goodbye," and with that, Sage Selene ended the call briskly.

 Seeing her manner, Link immediately realized that Sage Selene was on the verge of making a breakthrough in Potion Study.

 It was the accumulation of effort leading to significant results.

 With this thought, Link decided not to deal with mundane affairs any longer and instead entered the Villa Underground Magic Laboratory.

 He activated the villa's protection system to its maximum.

 Seclusion for re-cultivation.

 The "Universe Meditation Method" might not necessarily be more advanced than the "Water-Wood Mutual Generation Meditation Method," but it was undoubtedly the most suitable for Link.

 Supported by vast spiritual power and magic power, the ranks of First, Second, and Third-class wizard apprentice were achieved almost in the blink of an eye.

 Unlike before, all aspects were greatly improved during this re-cultivation of the wizard apprentice realm.

 After all, a shape that had grown only tended to become larger, shrinking it back down would be difficult.

 The critical moment had arrived.

 Replacing Destiny Witchcraft with the condensation of a construct.

 Following the plan, Link intended to coalesce a "Battle Armor" set by combining spiritual power visualization, magic power for Drawing Rune Array, and incorporating some precious auxiliary materials.

 This "Battle Armor" set focused on a platform approach and compatibility.

 It didn't pursue finesse or depth but instead aimed for breadth and completeness.

 The functions it provided were simple: basic protection, basic life support, and the capability for modular mountings.

 At this point, the most time-consuming task was the design of the "Battle Armor" blueprint.

 This was significant, and Link spared no effort, spending an entire day revising the design several times.

 After finalizing the design, he no longer hesitated and used the technique reminiscent of embedding Destiny Witchcraft to coalesce the "Battle Armor" set.

 More than two hours passed, and the "Battle Armor" suit was successfully condensed.

 A bright red pentagram pattern appeared on Link's forehead.

 This was the external mark of the "Battle Armor" suit.

 On this day, Link returned to the realm of an official wizard.

 The Construction Wizard Sect could now loudly declare its official establishment.

 Elemental Wizards, Body-refining wizards, Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, True Spirit Wizards, and Beast Controlling Wizards each went their separate ways after becoming First Level Wizards.

 However, when it came to division of level, a unified standard was adopted, namely the trinity of spiritual power, magic power, and witchcraft.

 Body Refinement, Intelligence Mechanism, Beast Taming, and True Spirit don't only focus on physique, machinery, spiritual beasts, and the soul, but also do not underestimate witchcraft.

 In Link's design, the Construction Wizard was the same.

 The development of spiritual power, magic power, and witchcraft was required, and it had to be greatly emphasized.

 So, how could "Construction" highlight its importance and even its necessity?

 The core points lay in three aspects: amplification, sublimation, and resonance.

 Amplification was easy to understand.

 The same general witchcraft, when cast by different wizards from different sects or even by different wizards of the same sect, could achieve different effects.

 The Elemental Wizard Sect specialized in casting spells and to enhance the effect of witchcraft, they would temper metamagic feats such as Spell Break, Double Casting, Multiple Casting, and True Damage, among others.

 The Construction Wizard Sect did not need to temper metamagic feats, but could achieve similar effects with metamagic feats through the condensed individual construction pieces, plug-ins, or suits.

 Most importantly, metamagic feats were extremely difficult to temper successfully.

 Construction pieces, plug-ins, or suits could be condensed if the design blueprint was available.

 Furthermore, they were solutions for the long term, with no worries about technical issues.

 This was a shortcut, naturally designed with intent by Link.

 After all, most of his subordinates were Elemental Wizards.

 Among the five sects, it was also the Elemental Wizard Sect that most easily had part-time or transferred to other sects.

 Link's plan served two purposes with one action, meticulously laid out for the smooth promotion of the Construction Wizard Sect in the future.

 Sublimation was a bit more complicated to explain.

 Essentially, the essence was 1+1>2.

 Take Link's life-bound construct "Battle Armor" as an example, which is essentially "Battle Armor" class witchcraft.

 Other "Battle Armor" class witchcraft, to achieve more functions or to play a better role, could only follow the vertical quality upgrade route of first-order, second-order, and third-order witchcraft.

 Transformed into construction, it could also follow the vertical quality upgrade route, improving the nature of the "Battle Armor" construction;

 It could also follow the horizontal quantity-to-quality upgrade route to achieve the 1+1>2 effect.

 This was reflected by using the "Battle Armor" construction as a base, as a platform, to carry functional individual construction pieces, plug-ins, or full suits.

 To give a vivid analogy, it was like an ideal fighter jet, which, by carrying different equipment and weapons, could engage in air-to-air combat, air-to-ground bombing, electronic warfare, anti-ship operations, and even space warfare!

 Hence, the Construction Wizard Sect was founded.

 Following the plan, Link methodically condensed individual pieces, plug-ins, and suits that could be mounted on his life-bound construct "Battle Armor" suit.

 Next, came the upgrade.

 His wizarding realm ascended from a First Level Wizard to a Second Level Wizard.

 The "Battle Armor" suit, with its individual pieces, plug-ins, and full suits, was upgraded from first tier construction to second tier construction.

 After completing the upgrade, it was time for expansion.

 A Tier 1 Construction Wizard had the excellence of a Tier 1 Construction Wizard, and a Tier 2 Construction Wizard naturally needed to have the upliftment of a Tier 2 Construction Wizard.

 This was the third core aspect of the Construction Wizard Sect, resonance.

 The so-called resonance was originally designed by Link for the conquest of the Heavens, and was already adapted by Palo Sage's Servant Battalion, and similarly promoted in the Servant Soldier Origin World that Link took over.

 Construction-implanted servant soldiers could achieve an effect similar to combined casting of wizards through resonance.

 It made no sense for real Construction Wizards to give up this advantage.

 Therefore, the Construction Wizards that Link created, starting from Tier 2 Wizards, could achieve two different forms of resonance.

 One was the stacking of similar constructions, and the other was the complementarity of different types of constructions.

 Again, taking the "Battle Armor" suit as an example:

 Three or more wizards who had condensed the "Battle Armor" construction based on the same design philosophy could stack and wield the effect of the construction, allowing three wizards to wear three layers of armor, enjoying triple protection;

 Three or more wizards who had condensed the "Battle Armor" construction based on the same series but with different developmental design directions, for instance, one focusing on land warfare, one on naval warfare, and one on aerial warfare, could complement each other and wield the effect of the construction, enabling the three wizards to achieve coordinated combat on sea, land, and air.

 After this came the restoration to peak strength, and even further improvements.

 When Link emerged from the underground magic laboratory, he had become a Tier 3 Construction Wizard.

 And he could now attempt to resonate with the will of the Wizard World.

 The Metamorphosis Period was within sight!
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 It wasn't until this moment that Link confirmed one thing.

 The eighteen years in the Human Immortal Martial World, apart from the Amber Planet that was currently merging with the Sea of Consciousness Little World, there was another solid evidence proving it wasn't an illusion nor was it squandered.

 As the saying goes, stones from other hills may serve to polish the jade.

 In those eighteen years, Link's Sea of Consciousness was locked, and he had to gradually recover his memory.

 Even witchcraft couldn't be directly utilized, but had to be modified into what's termed secret techniques.

 It was nothing if not cumbersome.

 For self-preservation, and to complete the trials, Link learned the Human Immortal Martial Way, understood Ancient Witchcraft, Taoist Techniques, Ancient Witchcraft, Evil Witchcraft, and rebuilt the "Construction" system. In the end, he achieved two major gains:

 First, unconsciously, he stepped out of his previous constraints, gaining a new perspective on the witchcraft of the Wizard World, and though he dared not claim to have understood its true nature, he at least saw a different landscape;

 Second, the Construction Wizard Sect was officially established from then on.

 With the Metamorphosis Period in sight, it was naturally and utterly acceptable.

 Of course, everything comes with a price.

 Link could clearly feel that his life expectancy was permanently reduced by eighteen years.

 This was a patch applied by the World Will of the Wizard World, a reward rather than a punishment.

 "Time to take care of business."

 After freshening up, changing clothes, a renewed Link sent a message to Jasmine and stepped out of the villa.

 Although his eighteen years of experiences were obscured as if by frosted glass, because of this, Link found himself missing Jasmine.

 He hoped they could meet again soon.

 "You!!!"

 Upon arriving at the designated meeting place, Sandra was astoundingly surprised to see Link.

 The Metamorphosis Period is an extremely special stage.

 To enter it more swiftly, more smoothly, and better, one must be truthful.

 Not hiding one's progress is just the most basic requirement.

 Therefore, anyone with a bit of insight and experience could see through it at a glance.

 "Fortunate," said Link after a moment's thought, then added, "But the price paid was not small either."

 Eighteen years of lifespan, the ties with Mr. Xu Jing, the Heavenly Master, and… the great favor from Elise Clark.

 Do you really think the White Lotus Saintess was so easy to kill?

 Were the imitations of the Yangping City Management Seal and Nine Elder Immortals City Seal so easy to use?

 It was most crucial that Elise Clark wanted the White Lotus Saintess dead, wanting to sever ties completely with her past two lives.

 This was an insight Link received as he was about to reach the peak of a Third Level Wizard and enter the Metamorphosis Period, resonating with the World Will, an enlightenment obtained from the subtle connections of the universe.

 Lanny and Tiffany, having been informed by Sandra and having heard Link's response, also noticed this.

 The two fell silent, their minds diverging, but both feeling incredibly complex emotions.

 Tiffany was somewhat better off, merely feeling sentimental.

 Lanny Taylor hung her head, her eyes gradually losing their light.

 Of the same age, same period, same school, and she with even better qualifications, yet she was always lagging behind.

 Just as she was catching up a bit, the gap suddenly widened even further.

 She suddenly understood why every time Link went on a solo journey, Jasmine would desperately try to catch up, even risking her life without hesitation.

 It turns out that not seeing any hope of keeping pace felt so desperate.

 "So you..."

 Sandra, however, quickly regained her composure.

 Ravensmouth College's history didn't lack ultra-exceptional geniuses like Link.

 A serious matter popped into Sandra's mind and, after a moment's hesitation, she asked, "The Main Force you've just organized, will it need to be expanded into a Sage-Level Legion?"

 "Unless unexpected, yes." Link nodded and answered truthfully.

 "Ah, that is really…" Sandra's mouth curled into a smile which then turned into laughter, "Great! Really great!"

 This good news was obviously Link's, so why was Sandra so delighted?

 No other reason.

 It proved that Sandra's judgment was extremely sound.

 It also proved that Sandra's philosophy was correct.

 The wizards of the main campus World, those from the great families, had lost their leading edge.

 Sandra's investment in Link, sparing no expense of the Diomand Family's connections and resources, and even her own precious time, had paid off thoroughly and completely.

 Once the news spread, Sandra Diomand, representing the fourth generation of the Diomand Family, would at least be on firm footing in terms of vision and philosophy.

 Moreover, the establishment of the Grande Sage Army would be a significant support for Sandra!

 It was a significant positive for Sandra.

 Being the only female of the Diomand Family's fourth generation didn't mean she was the only person in that generation.

 Competition is everywhere.

 "Are you going to inspect your Main Force and Personal Guard?"

 Stopping her laughter, Sandra's attitude towards Link subtly changed again.

 Even more respectful, even more gentle.

 "Of course."

 Link gave an affirmative reply.

 For the next seven days, with Sandra, Lanny, Tiffany, and Gerald and Fred who rushed back upon hearing the news, Link inspected the Grande Main Force.

 When the Main Force members saw their elusive Captain, Wizard Link Grande, they were inexplicably excited.

 Regardless of Link's widely recognized achievements in Potion Study, his notable skills in Alchemy, just the fact that he was about to enter the Metamorphosis Period and challenge for the Fourth Level Sage at such a young age was an extremely uplifting piece of news.

 The establishment of the Grande Sage Army was imminent.

 Of course, the already assembled Main Force would be the future backbone who Grande Sage would rely on.

 The Personal Guard Captain, Lokan Wizard, had lost all other ambitions before Link, and now became even more deferential.

 After inspecting the Main Force, Link drew out the Personal Guard to survey the three Worlds obtained from Sage Rosenthal.

 ```
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 These three worlds, a Servant Soldier Origin World and two resource worlds, are managed by the college on behalf of others.

 Link did not plan to change this arrangement.

 "Do Anything Freely" had great development potential, but it required time.

 Lacking a sufficient number of capable hands, Link couldn't take back control now; retaining sovereignty would suffice.

 After all, the college wouldn't embezzle the profits due to Link.

 As for the Construction test project entrusted to the Palo Sage army, the results had not yet come out.

 For Link, this was actually a good thing.

 Shifting from external implantation to internal growth, the "Construction" system could be said to have iterated a major version.

 The "Construction" designed for the Servant Battalion composed of 3,000 Elves, Dwarves, and Orcs could no longer keep up with Link's pace.

 The moment the Servant Battalion switched from being outsourced or rented to being used internally, it was destined to be newly armed.

 When negotiating this project again with the Palo Sage army, Link did not meet with Sage Palo himself.

 The college had assigned a task, and Sage Palo, leading his Personal Guard Army and three main forces, had gone to carry it out.

 The one stationed in the Fairy World was the logistics base.

 After getting these three things done, Link was finally at leisure.

 Sandra, Lanny, Tiffany, Gerald, and Fred didn't always hang around Link; they each had their own things to do.

 However, before Link could enjoy his free time, the college sent a notice.

 He couldn't avoid the six-month advanced training after his Promotion to Third Level Wizard.

 Of course, Link didn't want to avoid it; he gladly accepted the advanced training.

 But before going for the training, he needed to visit Sage Selene one more time, to catch up.

 "You've finally come. I thought you had forgotten you had a Sister Serene," Sage Selene said sarcastically as soon as they met, her experiments not going well and fraying her nerves.

 "Ah? How could that be?" Link replied reflexively, "Sister Serene is so beautiful. If it weren't for fear of angering Sage Palo, I'd want to visit Sister Serene every day."

 After the words left his mouth, even Link was stunned.

 Wasn't that a bit too honest?

 He hadn't even entered the Metamorphosis Period yet, and he was this alarming?

 "Hehehe..." Sage Selene's frustrations disappeared, and she laughed heartily, shaking like a branch with swaying blossoms.

 Fruits hanging on the delicate branches trembled perilously, almost about to fall.

 Link couldn't help but feel embarrassed.

 When Sage Selene laughed her fill, he finally felt a bit better.

 "What are your plans next?"

 Proving to be considerate, Sage Selene did not continue with the topic that was embarrassing for Link.

 "First to undergo the advanced training, then to follow the college's arrangements," replied Link honestly, especially regarding the latter.

 They say to counter magic with magic.

 Since his recent experiences had been so heavily tinged with a sense of destiny, struggling was futile; he might as well lay back and let the college handle this hassle.

 The outcome would be one of two things: either the college would break this destiny or would comply with it.

 In reality, the higher the rank of Wizards in the Wizard World, the less they believed in so-called fate.

 Otherwise, why would The Saint of Nostrodamus of the Mysterious System make preparations for his revival after his supposed demise?

 What he foresaw was the inevitable fate of his own extinction.

 Isn't extinction about being reborn life after life, perhaps awakening past wisdom but having a changed personality?

 At least in the eyes of the World Will of the Wizard World, the Nostrodamus who awakened past wisdom wasn't the original Saint of Nostrodamus.

 Thus, the newly awakened Nostrodamus couldn't retrieve the Saint Position taken into the care of the World Will.

 To achieve sainthood again, it was necessary to climb from the mundane step by step, starting as an Apprentice, becoming an official Wizard, ascending as a Sage, progressing to a Great Sage, and finally becoming a Saint.

 Going through this path once did not mean it would be any easier the second time around.

 Moreover, the new Nostrodamus was no longer the original Saint of Nostrodamus!

 "That's good as well," said Sage Selene, bringing Link's wandering thoughts back to the present.

 The two chatted for a while longer, each with their gains.

 Sage Selene dissipated the gloom from the unsuccessful experiments, while Link gained some information regarding the advanced training and the Metamorphosis Period, and also...

 ...the truth about Jasmine's reason for this exchange study.

 Neither Sandra, Lanny, nor Tiffany, under Jasmine's instruction, told Link.

 Even consulting the college archives, he couldn't find a specific description.

 Fortunately, Sage Selene did not agree with Jasmine's approach and had not kept the secret.

 The Supreme Council had relaxed the ban on research into the Insect Race, sparking a research craze in the North Region.

 The gateway to the Parallel Universe was about to open, and being prepared for anything was essential; the higher the combat power, the better.

 When it came to high-end combat power, the Wizard World never underestimated any civilization.

 Relaxing this ban was precisely to enhance the middle and lower-end combat power, or to put it more accurately, the collective battle strength at the middle and lower rungs.

 The Intelligence Mechanism Wizard sect and the Beast Controlling Wizard sect were the true executors of the "human wave tactics" in the Wizard World.

 Considering that Jasmine's life-bound Spiritual Beast was a God Devouring Worm, which was highly compatible with the current trend, and that there happened to be important matters that required contact with some Wizard Organizations in the North Region, the academy facilitated this exchange and learning opportunity.

 The matter was secretive.

 The confidentiality agreement Jasmine signed was of a very high level; she could not contact anyone unrelated during the exchange.

 This included Link Grande.

 "Sigh."

 After understanding the situation, Link could only sigh.

 In order not to be left behind, Jasmine really was willing to go to any lengths.

 After leaving Sage Selene, Link stopped wandering around and peacefully accepted all arrangements from the academy.

 To establish the Grande Sage Army centered around the Grande Main Force in advance?

 Build!

 To take out funds under the guise of an interest-free loan for a Legion-level Star Fleet?

 Borrow!

 A half-year's advanced study?

 Study!

 Having officially entered the Metamorphosis Period, reassigned to serve in the homeland?

 Reassign!

 And so, half a year passed, Jasmine was still out of reach, and Link had returned to the Wizard World Homeland.

 After discussing the "Do Anything Freely" matter with Assad, and meeting with the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and other core members, Link returned to the Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College Junior Division.

 The position he took up was consistent with what Sage Palo had once held, overseeing paper reviews and patent audits.

 It was like a cycle of reincarnation.

 In the dean's office.

 Link sat face to face with Dean Frist, savoring the aged tea he had brought.

 The Sea of Consciousness Little World seemed both illusory and real; the amber-like Human Immortal Martial World was gradually replacing the former "Earth."

 All the tea trees had vanished, and Link had neither the time nor the energy to cultivate them anew.

 This year, there would be no top-quality new tea harvest.

 "I have a mission for you, will you take it?"

 After drinking half a cup of tea, Dean Frist asked with a smiling certainty.

 "What mission?"

 Link was lying low, not blindfolding himself; of course, he wouldn't blindly accept any mission.

 "Just like Sage Palo did back then, go to the Stormy Sea, oversee the detection of Wizard talent, and bring back New Blood."

 Dean Frist was utterly confident that Link would agree.

 Link hesitated slightly upon hearing this, then agreed, "I'll take it. When do we set sail?"

 "Arrange the journey yourself, as long as you don't delay the recruitment of New Blood by the various Wizard Organizations on the West Coast."

 "Alright."

 Three days later, Link boarded the Full Metal Ship White Sail and left the Wizard Continent sailing into the Stormy Sea.

 Standing on the ship's bow deck, Link looked out at the sea, enjoying the caress of the sea breeze.

 The sea waves rolled on endlessly, constantly emerging and dissipating.

 All things in the world seemed cyclical, going round and round.

 The Stormy Sea, the Quete Archipelago, Viscount Holliday's domain.

 Unconsciously, they had become extremely distant memories.

 This distance was not measured in terms of time.

 It was the realization that, although the memories were clear, they were no longer vivid and had faded.

 Faces after faces surfaced and faded in Link's eyes, words echoed.

 The five young men and women who left the Quete Archipelago with grand ambitions:

 Chris and Jimmy were dead, never to return home;

 Christina had given birth to a daughter and was seeking revenge, probably having forgotten her origins;

 Jasmine was single-mindedly chasing after Link, not wanting to be left behind, so how could she remember the past?

 Link looked around in bewilderment, alone.

 Time flies, people change.
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 Fear of returning home? 

 Link had no such feelings.

 It was just that the closer he got to the Quete Archipelago, the more vivid his past memories became.

 Back then, he had just soul-transmigrated, or to put it more accurately, awakened his innate wisdom.

 He was filled with fear for the unknown world, yet also brimming with curiosity.

 Like a tiny snail wanting to travel far, yet instinctively measuring the surroundings with its antennae before moving.

 He harbored a system he considered a standard accessory for transmigrators, and secretly kept a pride known to no one else.

 His father was a blacksmith who made a living by forging farming and fishing tools.

 His mother, in addition to managing the household, raised sheep and dairy cows.

 Life was without hunger or cold; though not affluent, they were not quite comfortable either, but Link had never suffered from starvation or frost.

 Leading five new bloods with qualifications of third grade or higher into Viscount Holliday's Castle, Link suddenly remembered that day.

 A wizard sat in the principal seat, face unmasked, yet one couldn't discern the features clearly.

 The eligible young ones below stepped forward one by one to test their qualifications, each leaving in sorrowful dejection after.

 After White Sail arrived at the first island, Link had done and seen the same, all without a ripple.

 He had thought that once he reached the Quete Archipelago, things would continue in the same way, unchanging.

 However, when the qualification testing actually began, Link's calm heart stirred with ripples.

 Scenes of the past emerged one after another.

 Link, as Nero Antone, immediately took action, leaving behind an avatar while his true body disappeared into the void, heading for the home in his memories.

 In the Stormy Sea, where the concentration of free magic was extremely low and not conducive to sustained spell-casting.

 Make it a quick visit, just a glimpse.

 "Moved away?"

 In an instant, he arrived at the original address, to find that both the smithy and the family residence behind it had vanished.

 In their place now stood a much larger smithy.

 Link, with a thought, quickly found the Grande Family following the blood connection.

 Upon reaching the new residence, he discovered a manor-style castle more luxurious than Viscount Holliday's Castle.

 Mr. Grande was luxuriously indulging in his servants' attendance, eating to his heart's delight.

 Red wine, roast chicken, mutton chops, veal steak, a variety of seafood.

 A table full of delicious food meant for Mr. Grande alone to enjoy.

 The once burly and robust Mr. Grande, after living in comfort and ease for too long, had now become portly and had the appearance of a well-off gentry.

 Mrs. Grande, in the garden lawn, was personally teaching a three-year-old child to walk.

 A family of three, blissful and fulfilled.

 The child, probably tired from the walking, plopped down on the ground, unwilling to move further.

 Mrs. Grande called over a maid to watch the child and walked to the dining table. Hesitating for a moment, she said, "Moore, another Wizard Sire came to test for qualifications today, do you think it could be Link?"

 "I don't know."

 Moore, also known as Mr. Grande, stabbed a piece of steak and stuffed it into his mouth, mumbling through his chewing, "Don't worry about Link anymore. He's already become a real Wizard Sire, and he's doing well. Otherwise, could we be enjoying all this? Would Viscount Holliday dare to put on airs in front of me?"

 "Sigh!"

 Mrs. Grande, seeing her husband only interested in comfortable enjoyment, sighed and did not continue the conversation.

 She picked up a glass of juice from the table, walked over to the garden lawn, and gazed in a direction.

 Katosi Harbor lay that way.

 Years ago, her son Link had left the Quete Archipelago from Katosi Harbor.

 The year after he left, their family's fortune began to rise completely.

 People queuing to give them money became increasingly many.

 More each year than the last.

 Although she was not very knowledgeable, she understood that this was because her son had become a significant figure beyond her wildest dreams, bringing about this change.

 Just as her husband Moore had said, Link probably didn't need to lift a finger; just with the thought alone, Viscount Holliday's domain could be transformed into the Grande Viscount's domain.

 A truly significant person indeed.

 No need for worries.

 Just live well, enjoy happiness, and have peaceful days.

 But, as the saying goes, a mother worries when her son travels afar.

 Can one truly be without worry?

 Mrs. Grande didn't know about others, but she couldn't help it.

 Watching his mother gaze into the distance, Link longed to appear before her, to reunite the family.

 But what would he say after making an appearance?

 What would happen next?

 Wouldn't it be like the middle-aged Ah Q seeing his Master, yet only able to call out "Your Honour"?

 Link believed it would be.

 Let those pleasant memories stay in the time that had passed.

 After a long look at his mother, Link turned and left.

 Each received a drop of potion imbued with abundant, easily absorbed vitality, finding its way into Mr. Grande's red wine and Mrs. Grande's juice.

 Unaware, they drank it down.

 The change wouldn't happen immediately, it needed to be released slowly.

 After noon, Link, saying his farewells to his family and having enjoyed a lavish midday banquet at Viscount Holliday's Castle, led the seven new bloods away from the Viscount's domain. They departed from Katosi Harbor aboard the White Sail Ship, returning to the West Coast.

 Mr. Grande and Mrs. Grande only then noticed the changes in their bodies.

 One found his body returning to health, with all the excess fat gone, restoring his burly and robust figure, and with an energy that seemed inexhaustible.

 The other's wrinkles all faded away, the ailments from years of excessive labor completely healed, skin smoother than a young girl's, returning to her youthful beauty.

 How could they not realize what had happened?

 The Wizard Sire presiding over the Wizard Qualifications this year was none other than their son, Link Grande.
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 Moreover, her son had returned to see them.

 He just hadn't appeared in person, that's all.

 "Link..."

 Mrs. Grande once again gazed out over Katosi Harbor, as if she saw a sailing ship, carrying her son, drifting into the distance.

 This departure, she guessed, would likely be the last.

 A crystal-clear tear slid from the corner of her eye.

 "Go on, Link, make something of yourself; don't worry about home."

 Mrs. Grande muttered to herself, unable to hold back the tears.

 "Mommy, Mommy..."

 Just then, her three-year-old son woke up from his nap, crying out for his mother.

 Wiping away the tears with a silk handkerchief, Mrs. Grande composed herself, picked up her younger son, and began to play with him.

 Life must go on.

 Aboard the White Sail:

 Link withdrew his gaze, turned, and walked into the cabin, no longer haunted by the past.

 In the Human Immortal Martial World, he had once repaid the debt of having been given life and nurtured.

 Thus, this time, he could be said to know the ropes.

 He also understood the profound significance Dean Frist had in arranging for him to revisit Stormy Sea.

 It wasn't to sever ties with the past but rather to remember his origins.

 Repaying the debt of birth and upbringing was not about cutting off relations completely; it was about leaving with a clear conscience, unburdened for the journey ahead.

 Once the Metamorphosis Period had passed and he become a Sage, the cost of worrying about his family would be much greater.

 Link was aware of the deeper meaning.

 In the following days, White Sail sailed smoothly and reached the West Coast.

 The recruitment of New Blood that followed had nothing to do with Link anymore.

 He simply adopted the manner of Sage Palo, offering inconspicuous reminders.

 After returning to the college, Link settled into his work routine.

 Punching in daily, sitting in the office, reviewing papers, checking patents.

 It was not exactly leisurely or wilful, but there was no oppressive paperwork either.

 As time passed, the Metamorphosis Period quietly arrived.

 Link became acutely aware of the presence of the World's Will.

 It was a sensation that couldn't be described in words.

 If one truly had to make a comparison, it felt like a speck of dust under the starry sky, suddenly realizing the vastness and grandeur of the cosmos, along with its inclusiveness.

 It was like being inside the Human Immortal Martial World, in the form of a fetus, being nurtured.

 Perhaps, describing the World's Will as a mother was not quite appropriate.

 But that was the feeling it gave Link.

 The resonance with the World's Will began.

 The days of being genuine also began.

 Telling the truth, doing real deeds, not managing expressions, not faking emotions.

 Most importantly, not deliberately avoiding social interactions.

 Embarrassments naturally started to happen one after another.

 Assad, who enjoyed doing anything freely, the Brotherhood Group, and the Social Phobia Group, as those who interacted with Link the most, could not help but snicker.

 If they hadn't undergone professional training, they'd likely have burst out in laughter.

 In face of these situations, what could Link do?

 He could only accept them candidly.

 Acts of self-deception did not meet the requirements for conduct during the Metamorphosis Period.

 Since Link had started early with his sense of rules, he made rapid progress in this area.

 However, the overall progress of resonating with the World's Will was a bit unsatisfactory.

 Link knew the reason and neither panicked nor thought he would fail to ascend.

 Only...

 Looking at the increasing tally of messages, which had now accumulated to over eighty without any response, Link couldn't help feeling irritable.

 Jasmine had gone to the North Region for an exchange study, and there had been no word from her since.

 Asking Dean Frist, the reply was always the same, "All is well, no need to worry."

 Link also wanted not to worry.

 But during the Metamorphosis Period, telling the truth and doing the real thing were about being genuine and sincere.

 Then the questions arose.

 Counting the faded eighteen years in the Human Immortal Martial World, Link had not seen Jasmine for a total of nineteen years.

 Not counting those eighteen years, it had also been nearly four months since they had last seen each other.

 How genuine was Link's affection for Jasmine?

 And what was Jasmine's significance to Link?

 Standing in front of the office window, Link suddenly asked himself these two questions.

 These two questions had a reciprocal relationship, what is understood from one inevitably leads to the answer to the other.

 But ah, such questions are really not that easy to come to terms with.

 More than a month had passed since Link had started asking himself these two questions, yet he still hadn't found a definitive answer.

 Until one early morning, the portable AI chimed twice, receiving two voice messages.

 The sender was an unknown account, and when Link played the messages, the voice was all too familiar.

 "Link, I'm out."

 "I miss you so much!"

 Jasmine's voice was gentle and soft, her tone and emotion not intense, akin to the babbling of a brook.

 Yet to Link's ears, it was like thunder from the Nine Heavens.

 With a bang,

 All the doubts and confusion were shattered.

 The dust covering his heart was thoroughly shaken off.

 Link confronted the deepest parts of his own heart.

 There were images.

 Images of a young girl showing how to test for Wizard Qualifications; of a young girl clumsily using CPU techniques; of a young girl getting into trouble, the guilt deeply hidden in her eyes after disrupting the peaceful life; of a young girl coming to a sudden realization, resolutely and unwaveringly learning; of a young girl squatting on the lawn, silently waiting for someone's return, full of worry; of a young girl noticing the growing gap, time and again desperately striving; of a young girl silently playing the role of a supportive partner in different matters...

 A passing goose leaves its mark.

 A human heart is not a stone; it can be warmed.

 Unknowingly, the young girl had moved into his heart.

 "Jasmine..."

 Link took a deep breath and murmured softly.

 Jasmine was his sharpening stone as well as his Magic Power.

 A faint smile spread across Link's lips.

 His resonance progress with the World's Will suddenly reached perfection, ready to advance to a Sage at any moment.

 An onslaught of insights vied for Link's attention.

 However, he actively grabbed just one of them, while the others had to compete, show their advantage, in order to be accepted by Link.

 That one insight he actively grasped was a very simple truth.

 Yet Link considered it the most profound and the most difficult to fully comprehend.

 A Wizard is also human.

 As a human, one has all the passions and desires.

 To confront one's desires, to acknowledge one's desires, and to be the truest human, that is the way to be the truest Wizard.

 Link picked up the portable AI and initiated a video call to Jasmine's new account.

 It didn't take long for the call to connect.

 From the background, Jasmine appeared to be on an aircraft, surrounded by many people.

 Wizards from Ravensmouth College, Beast Controlling Wizards from the North Region, some he had seen, others he had not.

 Link didn't care; he only looked at Jasmine and earnestly said, "I miss you too."

 Jasmine fell silent upon hearing this, then surprised, and subsequently joyful.

 It was the first time Link had responded to her so directly, right?

 "Wait for me to come back."

 Jasmine's eyes, previously tired from intense exchange studies, suddenly sparkled with infinite vitality.

 A kind word can warm three winter months.

 To Jasmine, Link's simple "I miss you too" was more than just a kind word; it was proof.

 Proof that Jasmine's efforts were not one-sided, that her perseverance was not in vain.

 Amidst the clamorous crowd, Jasmine forcibly suppressed her excited heart, refraining from immediately pouring out her feelings.

 After the call ended, Link stood up, took to the kitchen, and prepared a heartfelt late-night snack, waiting for Jasmine's return.

 At three in the morning, Jasmine hopped through transfer portals, crossing mountains and seas, and returned to the lakeside villa.

 Upon entering, she could no longer suppress her emotions and crashed into Link's arms like a cannonball.

 She wrapped her arms tightly around Link's neck, her legs firmly around his waist, buried her head into his neck, and clung to him desperately.

 She deeply wished to merge into Link's body and never part again.

 The thudding sounds began, like war drums.

 It was the sound of their hearts pounding crazily in celebration of their reunion.

 Blood surged, emotions erupted.

 Jasmine fiercely lifted her head, her eyes blurry as she looked at Link and bit down hard on him.

 Very hard.

 As if she wanted to devour Link.

 In that moment, under those circumstances, Link was not to be outdone and bit back just as hard.

 You want to eat me, I want to eat you too, right?

 A great battle was about to erupt.

 They fought intensely, neither willing to yield, earth-shattering, sparks flying, thunder roaring, lightning flashing.

 When the storm subsided, and both were content,

 Link released the restraint on his resonance progress with the World's Will and quietly advanced to Sage.

 Jasmine, with a mind gone blank, was the sole witness.

 She reaped a tiny bit of gain!
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 "What do we do if I'm pregnant?"

 Being well fed often led to wild thoughts, and Jasmine, like a jade lotus, clung to Link and sweetly asked.

 "Then we raise them,"

 Link answered without hesitation, pausing briefly before adding, "Have a whole litter."

 "You have a litter,"

 Jasmine shot back irritably, rolling her eyes at Link.

 Who ever heard of having a litter all at once, did he think she was a pig!

 Thinking like this only made her more indignant. Just as her strength had returned somewhat, she flipped over and continued to extract.

 Such shameless living went on for two whole days before it finally returned to normal.

 After a trip to the North Region for an exchange program, Jasmine's advanced studies at the academy headquarters also came to an end.

 In fact, the two of them could still have stayed in the academy headquarters world, but they just preferred living in their homeland more.

 Whether it was the villa by the lake or the one in the North District of Ravensmouth City, they both felt a deeper emotional connection.

 If possible, Jasmine really wanted to continue living this peaceful and beautiful life.

 Without the need to rush around or part ways.

 Unfortunately, that wasn't possible.

 Link had been promoted to a Fourth Level Sage and had to report to the academy, give an account of his duties, study, and then lead an army, campaigning through the heavens.

 This was a rule set at the founding of the school.

 There might be exceptions, but Link was ninety percent certain he wouldn't enjoy any special treatment.

 So, after a short period of togetherness, they might have to separate again.

 Just thinking about this made Jasmine's heart sour.

 She had already tried so hard to catch up, and her progress was extremely fast.

 After her trip to the North Region for exchange studies and attending Link's promotion ceremony, she indeed gained a little.

 The Will of the Wizard World was incredibly generous, giving Jasmine two favors.

 Her spirit beast, the God Devouring Worm, had moved beyond its juvenile phase and entered the growth period.

 With just some time to settle and digest these gains, becoming a Third Level Wizard was within sight.

 Unfortunately, Link was stepping much faster and was already a Sage.

 As the God Devouring Worm entered its growth period, the feedback it provided to Jasmine increased substantially, particularly in its two major traits—stealth and prophecy.

 After the most recent shameless occasion, Jasmine's prophecy ability was triggered, and sure enough, she was pregnant!

 This "turn of events" dispelled Jasmine's thoughts of joining the Grande Sage Army.

 She had to stay behind to handle logistics for Link.

 "It's all your fault!"

 Feeling the formation of the embryo, Jasmine couldn't help but bite down on Link's shoulder.

 What could Link do?

 Just grin and bear it.

 It was not like he could bite back, could he?

 Fortunately, Jasmine was just venting her emotions slightly and she didn't hold on with the bite or let her temper flare.

 Once calmness was restored, she got down to serious business.

 The "Do Anything Freely" administration, building up the logistics of the army, her own cultivation, and so on.

 Link took some time to return to the academy headquarters world to give an account of his duties, then collected a load of self-study materials and new privileges.

 After that, Link settled down in the army camp provided by the academy, dividing his time between self-study and supervising the building and training of the army.

 In the long term and in the immediate future, Link's treatment was far better than that of Sage Palo and Sage Cody.

 He had more time to learn and grow, and he did not need to deal with internal military affairs.

 Like this, another month passed.

 The construction and training of the Grande Sage Army were completely finished.

 The Servant Battalion had also been fully equipped with new "construction."

 Their combat power was established.

 That day, Dean Frist sent for him.

 Link was well-prepared for this and, after telling Jasmine, set off to see the dean.

 "When will your tea supply resume?"

 Unexpectedly, the very first thing mentioned upon meeting was an accusation.

 "I'm not sure yet,"

 Link "glanced at" the Human Immortal Martial Path planet in his Sea of Consciousness, looking just like amber, and answered truthfully.

 Dean Frist frowned and asked, "Didn't Rosenthal give you three worlds? Can't you plant it there?"

 "Yes, but it's not as convenient to care for."

 Link had indeed considered doing just that.

 But without Franda's care, could the tea trees still yield such fine tea leaves?

 Remember, Franda could share knowledge directly from Link.

 All of Link's research on tea tree breeding, cultivation, harvesting, roasting, and refining could be shared without loss with Franda.

 Other people, however, without long-term learning and practice, could not reach Franda's level.

 So, Link simply didn't feel like doing all that.

 After all, aged tea was still drinkable. He could make do with that.

 Moreover, some teas are best when they age.

 "Fine then,"

 The green tea enthusiast, Dean Frist, was still reluctant but had to move on from the topic, then said, "Your first campaign mission has come through."

 "What world? What are the requirements?"

 Link sat up straight, his attitude turning serious.

 Campaigning was a serious matter, and nothing could be too carefully considered. What was most taboo was arrogance and carelessness.

 "A world with a limit of Level 5 Extraordinary beings. The most special aspect of this world is that it once had the presence of gods,"

 Dean Frist took out a file from a drawer and handed it to Link, saying at the same time, "Generally, the first world a newly-promoted Sage leads an army campaign against is in the form of half-mission, half-reward. You are no exception."

 "Hmm,"

 Link knew this rule and acknowledged it with a nod, taking the file and reading it carefully.

 The more he read, the more something felt off.

 Paying no mind to whether it was impolite or not, he looked at the dean and asked with a grave tone, "This is considered half a reward?"

 "Of course,"

 Dean Frist nodded with confidence, emphasizing, "To some people, this is indeed half a reward."
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 ``` 

 Link was at a loss for words and really wanted to complain.

 Was the college using him as bait to fish?

 That task world, with a limit of Level 5 Extraordinary beings, indeed once had the presence of Gods, which was somewhat thorny, but not unmanageable.

 The truly special thing, in fact, was that it had been occupied by a Ninth Level Sage's disciple from the Saint of Nostrodamus's lineage.

 After the Saint vanished and the Mysterious Wizard Faction was lost, that task world also fell into the outside World.

 The reason it hasn't returned to this day is not that the Wizard World has been unable to find its whereabouts, but because no Wizard Organization dares to touch it.

 The disciple who occupied this task world was precisely the one who preserved a portion of the Saint's inheritance.

 The "cause and effect" involved are immense!

 "Why is it me?"

 Link asked, puzzled, "Dean should be clear about the price I paid to sever the connection with that Saint."

 "Of course."

 Dean Frist answered first before he seriously said, "I have confirmed it, that task world has a very high probability of being transformed into a Destiny World."

 "But it's involved with that Saint!"

 Link's attitude was very firm, not blindly swayed by benefits.

 Moreover, those benefits were not enough to move Link's heart.

 "Are you sure you don't want it?"

 Dean Frist did not continue to persuade, "If you're sure, I'll change the task for you."

 As he spoke, he took out another piece of information from the drawer.

 "Let me take a look first."

 Link took the information and read it carefully, not missing any detail.

 The new task world, also capped at Level 5 Extraordinary beings, had no ties to that Saint, but it also had troubles.

 Of two evils, choose the lesser.

 Without hesitation, Link chose to conquer the new task world.

 Isn't it just that a God from the World of God might have reincarnated there?

 Just eradicate it.

 "You may go."

 Dean Frist put away the previous set of documents and impatiently waved his hand.

 "Thank you, Dean."

 After expressing his thanks, Link left promptly.

 A moment later, a figure quietly appeared in Dean Frist's office.

 "You just changed it for him like that?"

 Lisandra sat opposite Dean Frist, her tone lingering as she inquired.

 "Otherwise?"

 Dean Frist replied indifferently.

 "That was an order handed down by the Supreme Council."

 "So what? The Supreme Council is the Supreme Council, and the five Saints are the five Saints."

 "The Supreme Council was ultimately established by the five Saints."

 "Was Ravensmouth College also founded by the Diomand Family? When did all of Ravensmouth College's actions become solely the will of the Diomand Family?"

 "I won't argue these points with you; you always have your reasons. I just want to say, there's no need to put the college on the opposing side of certain factions within the Supreme Council just for Link Grande."

 "Blind obedience is what truly invites trouble. If we sacrifice Link Grande today, will you or I be next tomorrow?"

 "I had no intention of sacrificing him! So what if he's involved with that Saint? Is that going to cost him his life?"

 "Heh..."

 Dean Frist let out a cold laugh, ending this unpleasant conversation between siblings.

 Lisandra left with a swish of her sleeve.

 Dean Frist stood and approached the window, gazing into the distance.

 A grand upheaval unseen for thousands of years brings with it great opportunities as well as great terrors.

 Having gained an early advantage in this grand upheaval, Ravensmouth College naturally drew the envy and targeting of a portion of petty individuals.

 Some people and forces, seeking to suppress Ravensmouth College through the Supreme Council, were already anticipated by Frist.

 ```

 However, he had not anticipated that those people and forces would actually strike at Link Grande first.

 And their first move was utterly despicable.

 They actually tried to force Ravensmouth College, to once again involve Link Grande with that Saint.

 The harm was not significant, but it was extremely disgusting!

 In this matter, Dean Frist withstood the pressure, secured an alternative for Link, and hinted through words and took care in his actions.

 Lisandra actually agreed with Dean Frist's viewpoint on this issue.

 However...

 She needed to make some statements to appease the conservative Wizards and Wizard families gathering around her.

 Thus, a somewhat unpleasant "argument" between the siblings became an explanation.

 The Diomand Family would never submit.

 Otherwise, the complete downfall of their second generation would not have happened!

 After leaving the dean, Link knew that he had become a target.

 And the people or forces that targeted him were extraordinary, influential enough to interfere with the college's deployment of its new Sage on an expedition.

 In the Wizard World, only the Supreme Council was capable of doing this.

 However, Link did not hold an instinctive grudge against the Supreme Council.

 After all, the Supreme Council was just a platform, a tool that anyone could utilize if they wished.

 Abuse of power for personal gain was hardly a novelty.

 In response to this, Link's approach was not to respond at all, to maintain his composure amidst the turmoil.

 After all, when the sky falls, there will be taller people to bear it first.

 As the head of their faction, Dean Frist had the obligation to seek benefits for Link, Sage Palo, Sage Cody, Sage Selene, and other supporters like them, to withstand the pressure.

 Similarly, when the time comes for Dean Frist to need his supporters' efforts, they must support him wholeheartedly.

 Rights and duties were always two sides of the same coin.

 Link reminded himself to be extremely careful, and then casually returned to the Grande Sage army's barracks.

 Three main forces, the Personal Guard Army, the Interstellar Fleet, the Star Destroyer Fortress, the Servant Battalion, and logistics supplies were all ready to be dispatched.

 As the commander of the army, Link had supreme authority within the Grande Sage Army.

 However, Link did not rule despotically but instead implemented a democratically centralized system with his own modifications.

 All functional departments within the army, such as the staff office, the intelligence office, the inspectorate, and the training office, were all assigned tasks to create at least five offensive plans, three defensive plans, and as many contingency plans as possible for the forthcoming expedition.

 The most important thing was to ensure that every member of the army was aware and familiar with how to respond when the army faced insurmountable challenges.

 Related historical instances from the Wizard World, such as when the Palo Sage army's Front Line positions lost contact with the Rear Camp, were to be used as references and lessons from the past.

 The army would set off in ten days, and all plans had to be completed before then.

 Under Link's command, the Grande Sage Army kicked into high gear.

 The ten days passed in the blink of an eye.

 The offensive, defensive, and contingency plans, approved by the modified democratic centralism system, were communicated by the training office, supervised by the inspectorate, to ensure every member was familiar with all the plans.

 Having proper reasoning for advance or retreat, and maintaining strict discipline, was what Link demanded of the Grande Legions.

 This was not something that could be achieved in a day or two.

 It could not be perfected by learning and training alone either.

 Link was prepared to temper the Grande Sage Army through the processes of marching and waging war.

 When the time came, the army set off, beginning their first battle in the Heavens.

 All members passed through a portal, arriving in the midst of the stars.

 The Interstellar Fleet, led by the Star Destroyer Fortress, went through a temporary one-time portal built in the starry space for the group teleportation.

 Jasmine did not go to see Link off; she grew increasingly averse to partings.

 Touching her still-flat belly and sensing the new life growing within, Jasmine quickly suppressed all unnecessary emotions and threw herself into her work.

 The moment Link and Jasmine conceived a new generation of life, the Grande Family was established.

 Ensuring the stable development of industries belonging to the Grande Family was the mission Jasmine found for herself.

 War was fought over resources, over Magic Stones.

 If she could not stand shoulder to shoulder with Link for the time being, then she would manage the industries well and provide Magic Stones and resources for Link.

 Within the Interstellar Fleet, after confirming all the Warships had passed through the portal, Link gave the command:

 "All forces, attack."
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 The Wizard World's expedition had become almost formulaic.

 The first step was to project, which meant that the expedition army would enter the target world's nearby star field in the form of large-scale temporary transmission;

 The second step was to take root, meaning the expedition army would first find a suitable planet to establish a Rear Camp, and then break into the target world to establish a Bridgehead—the Front Line position;

 The third step was conquest, focusing on eliminating the target world's main resistance, regardless of the loss or gain of one city or one territory;

 The fourth step was administration, to establish a Puppet Government as the situation demanded, or rule directly;

 The fifth step was harvesting, with Servant Soldier Origin Worlds and Resource Worlds each producing outputs, all of which were beneficial.

 The Grande Sage Army had just completed the first step and was about to proceed with the second step, taking root.

 The Interstellar Fleet split into two, with the main force centered around the Star Destroying Ship approaching the target world to establish a defensive line; a smaller force looked for a suitable planet to establish the Rear Camp.

 Before the Rear Camp was built, connected with the Wizard World Homeland, and the teleportation gate constructed, the Grande Sage Army would not rashly advance.

 The target world's limit was Level 5 Extraordinary beings and was not without the power to fight.

 Complacency could easily lead to defeat.

 Link was in no hurry, taking things slow was the way to go.

 Each division of the Grande Sage Army, following the established plan, began to move, advancing step by step.

 Training was just that—training—it needed real combat to be tested.

 For their first campaign in the Heavens, both Link and the Grande Sage Army needed to accumulate experience and hone their coordination.

 Therefore, Link was truly in no rush.

 In this manner, with steady and firm progress, one conquers little by little, and then achieves the goal.

 In the blink of an eye, three months passed.

 Under Link's central coordination, the Grande Sage Army completely crushed the target world's resistance and fully occupied the Water World with no land, all ocean.

 The Merman, with human bodies and fish heads, once out of the ocean, would either die or be greatly weakened, making them unsuitable as a Servant Soldier source.

 However, the abundant aquatic resources of this Water World could provide a significant number of mid to low-tier resources.

 It was of certain value, just not immensely so.

 It wasn't quite a chicken rib, but it wasn't exactly a fatty meat either.

 In short, Dean Frist has repelled the mess of orders from the Supreme Council, protecting Link at the cost of halving the reward from the first conquest world's half bonus reward.

 Link readily accepted this arrangement.

 Now, after the full occupation, Link faced only two issues.

 One was to establish a Puppet Government for control, and the other was the trouble he knew of when accepting the mission.

 A piece of meat, regardless of its leanness, often attracts more than one interested party.

 This Water World, capped at Level 5 Extraordinary beings, was no different.

 Reliable information indicated that the Abyss World had also set its sights on this place.

 An extremely rare Water-Based Demon from the Abyss World desired to claim this Water World for itself.

 For Wizards, Mermen, these Extraordinary Creatures, were of little use.

 But for this upstart Water-Based Fourth-Level Demon, they were the perfect kind of racial conversion sustenance.

 No matter how little Link cared about the output of this Water World, now that it was occupied, there was no possibility of surrendering territory without a fight.

 If word of such a retreat got back to the Wizard World, Link Grande would become a laughingstock.

 "Personal Guard Army's Captain, everything is ready,"

 reported Drozan Lorry, the Tier 3 Wizard and chief of staff of the operations department, as he walked into Link's tent.

 The camp didn't necessarily have to be on the ground; it could also be magnetically levitated.

 "Hmm, let's wait at our ease, and clash with those foul-smelling Abyss Demons,"

 Link commanded after reviewing the chief of staff's report.

 The Grande Sage Army once again split into two: the Interstellar Fleet, centered around the Star Destroyer Fortress, established a defensive line in space, while the camp, centered around Link's tent in the Water World, served as the command hub and reserve force.

 The three main forces were ready with two contingencies: one for immediate combat upon the arrival of the Abyss Demons, and the other for a standoff and tug-of-war with the Abyss Demons.

 Either way, waiting at ease benefited the Grande Sage Army.

 But the army, from top to bottom, tended towards the second contingency.

 This tactic was the result of careful consideration by the staff department, reported to and approved by Link.

 It made full use of the Wizard World's extensive experience in ambushing and killing Abyss Demons.

 Especially the Sage Palo army's very impressive annihilating campaign.

 Repel the enemy from afar, bleed them continuously, and end it with one decisive strike.

 Soon, on the day the Puppet Government was established, the anticipated Abyss Demon army arrived.

 "Damn it!"

 The new Water-Based Fourth-Level Demon immediately noticed from afar that this Water World had already been preemptively occupied by the despicable Wizards and began to roar in anger.

 "Damn Wizards! Despicable Wizards! Wicked Wizards!"

 "Glorious Glona will one day crush you!"

 In the midst of the Water Demon's roars, under the astonished gaze of the Grande Sage Army, the Abyss Demon army retreated.

 "This…"

 the operations department chief Drozan Lorry was stunned.

 The intelligence department chief was baffled.

 Lokan, the captain of the Personal Guard Army, scratched his head, finding it quite speechless.

 Lokan had been looking forward to a tough fight to test the new "Construction."

 Yes, during the training of the army, Link had already cleaned all the version 1.0 Constructions implanted in Lokan.
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 Link didn't have the ability to let Lokan rebuild from scratch, but he could make do with an alternative solution.

 If an entirely new 2.0 version of the from-within Construction couldn't be achieved, settling for a 1.5 version of Construction would suffice.

 The so-called 1.5 version of Construction still involved external implementation, but it adhered to the principles of integration, systematization, and modularization.

 Integration meant that the implanted Construction, whether a single piece or a set, should be unified with the Wizard's learning to form a cohesive whole.

 Systematization meant that implanted Constructions were interconnected, complementing and interlocking with each other.

 Modularization meant that implanted Constructions could be combined and matched differently according to varying circumstances.

 One-piece casting was indeed excellent, but it was challenging to achieve perfection.

 Modular assembly, even though slightly less strong, offered more comprehensive functionalities and was simpler and more convenient.

 After Lokan had the new 1.5 version of Construction implanted, his combat power soared to the second place in the Grande Sage Army.

 Upon Construction activation, after transforming into The Green Giant, his super strength + super speed + super agility + super endurance + super resistance + various killer moves allowed him to exchange blows with Link in his normal mode.

 Lokan truly wanted to put his strength to the test against a newly-promoted Water-Based Fourth Level Demon.

 What a pity.

 "Commander, do we pursue?"

 Chief of staff Drozan Lorry quickly reacted and asked for instructions.

 "Don't chase a defeated enemy; let's leave it at that,"

 Link, somewhat deflated, gave the order and then entered his private space.

 Lokan was not the only one eager to test his strength.

 Having ascended to a Sage and founded the Construction Wizard Sect, Link was full of ambition and also wanted to test himself, displaying his saintliness in public.

 Sage Palo, during his campaign against the Fairy World, slew a Demon and thus established unparalleled prestige within the Palo Sage army.

 Link likewise wanted to replicate such a feat.

 Unfortunately, the Abyss Demons were not cooperative.

 This left Link quite frustrated, and he had to look for another opportunity.

 This way, the occupation of this Water World by the Grande Sage Army was a done deal.

 After about half a month of influence, the World Spirit of the Wizard World had completely contaminated the World Spirit of this Water World.

 The permanent Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal was finished.

 Due to the need for dominion and Link's specific interests, the structure of the Teleportation Portal was that of a floating castle.

 This move, although accidental, completely subdued the Merman tribes that previously harbored some resistance.

 As creatures of the sea, Merpeople could only look up at the sky, never having conquered it.

 Even the greatest Sea King, an Extraordinary being of Level 5, never built his palace above the sky.

 And the most recent Level 4 Sea King, who was pathetically injured by a regular strike from Link in his normal mode and then brutally beaten to death by Lokan transformed as The Green Giant, was even more pitiful.

 The first inter-dimensional campaign of the Grande Sage Army thus drew to a close.

 Not quite satisfactory.

 Because it failed to meet the predetermined goal of annihilating an Abyss Demon army, the campaign seemed to fizzle out towards the end.

 All that remained was to ruefully acknowledge that life is full of disappointments.

 Leaving the army stationed in the Water World to rest and continue practicing battle tactics, Link alone returned to the Wizard World Homeland.

 This action, of course, was approved by the College.

 After all, there was a reason behind it.

 "How's the situation?"

 Upon stepping out of the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal and greeting Jasmine who came to meet him with a warm hug, Link immediately inquired about the important matters at hand.

 "It doesn't look very optimistic. Sage Serene has done everything she could. Whether Christina can survive or not depends on her own willpower."

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine's expression grew somber.

 It was Christina, who had long been out of touch, who had suddenly shown up in Ravensmouth City seeking Link's protection.

 Jasmine followed their secret agreement and when she found Christina, she was already at death's door, barely clinging to life.

 Before losing consciousness, Christina disclosed that she had discovered a piece of information crucial to Ravensmouth College.

 Instead of hastily alarming the College, Jasmine sought the help of Sage Serene after realizing that her medical capabilities were insufficient to heal Christina.

 As for Link's return to the Wizard World Homeland this time, the College's approval was not because of the information mentioned by Christina.

 Officially, the College was still unaware of this matter.

 Before dealing with the temporary task assigned by Ravensmouth College, Link handled some private affairs, and no one had any right to intrude.

 "Let's go, let's go back and see."

 Link and Jasmine quickly returned to the villa in North City District.

 Christina was settled in the underground laboratory.

 After Sage Selene stabilized Christina's injuries and preserved her life, she returned to the main world of Ravensmouth College.

 Her Potion Study research had reached a crucial moment, and she couldn't afford to be too distracted.

 Entering Christina's sickroom, Link examined the situation and found that Sage Selene had done everything she could.

 Ravensmouth College wasn't lacking better and higher medical technologies; it was just that Christina's current condition couldn't withstand such consumption.

 "We can only wait."

 The conclusion Link reached was the same as Sage Selene's.

 Jasmine had already known this and was not surprised.

 After a pause, Link asked, "Does Garona know about this?"

 Because of some past events, Garona grew up much faster than her peers.

 Now capable of walking, running, jumping, and speaking, she had already begun her enlightenment learning.

 Moreover, given Garona's unique situation, Link decided to make her the first Apprentice of the Construction Wizard Sect.

 Conveniently, the special suit "Shadow Demon Snake Devouring" originally designed for Garona accidentally matched the approach of version 2.0 Construction, which with slight transformation, could evolve from being an external implant to internally self-generated.

 Furthermore, Link and Sage Selene, borrowing some techniques from Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, designed a solution for Garona's soul troubles, endowing Garona with spiritual power far superior to normal humans.

 Whether in quality and quantity, or in precise control abilities.

 And because Assad Kenneth's wife, Renee Clarke, was about to give birth, Jasmine took the opportunity to take Garona into her own home to raise her.

 "The little one is very smart and, moreover, there is a special bloodline sensing between her and Christina. She knew about it on the first day she arrived."

 Jasmine spoke of this matter with a hint of lamentation.

 After learning her biological mother was seriously injured and on the brink of death, Garona showed no emotional changes; she continued doing what she needed to do.

 Every action she took defined how one might describe a cold-blooded animal.

 Although Link and Sage Selene had tried their best at the time, it seemed they still hadn't completely eliminated the influence of the Demon Snake bloodline.

 "Let's keep a close eye on her."

 That was the only arrangement Link could make, and after speaking, he looked at Jasmine with apologetic eyes.

 The task transiently issued by the college was urgent. After a hurried gathering, they had to separate again.

 "You should go, just be safe," Jasmine said, although reluctant to see Link go, she didn't beg him to stay and instead offered him some words of caution.

 "Sure."

 Link left the underground laboratory and came outside the villa.

 The flying machine arranged by the college was already waiting; he couldn't afford to delay even a moment longer.

 Jasmine stood at the villa door, hands placed over her stomach, watching as the flying machine ascended.

 The flying machine headed east, crossing the entire West Coast to reach the Central Plains.

 The destination of this journey was the Supreme Council.

 Strictly speaking, this was still the first time Link had traveled such a long distance in the Wizard World Homeland without using teleportation.

 Although he was somewhat puzzled as to why the convenience of teleportation wasn't utilized, and instead, they had to spend such a long time flying, Link remained silent and did not ask.

 The flying machine landed at an airport, and as Link disembarked the cabin alone, he immediately saw the person who came to pick him up.

 "Long time no see, Elise."

 Link greeted her while walking down the gangway.

 "Long time no see, Link."

 Elise, however, was very enthusiastic, running up for a big hug.

 The full fruit on the slender branch pressed hard against his chest as Elise buried her head deeply into Link's neck, took a deep breath with a slight frown.

 She smelled Jasmine on him.

 And…

 Suppressing a sourness that emerged inexplicably in her heart, Elise whispered softly into Link's ear,

 "Thank you for killing me, Link."
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 Elise Clark knew clearly that she didn't have romantic feelings for Link.

 And she was even more aware that Link held no such feelings for her either.

 Therefore, the surge of sourness that emerged was instantly suppressed by Elise Clark, who remained vigilant.

 After all, during the process of their acquaintance, her emotional changes were heavily influenced by "Elise".

 It was not until a particular late stage of the ninth trial, relying on the tacit understanding born of the void and using the Two Big Seals, as well as the layout set by Mr. Xu Jing as a representative of Taoism, that she managed to cut out her past and previous lives, emerging with a pure personality.

 Elise Clark certainly did not want any hidden dangers remaining.

 Her thoughts shifted in an instant.

 Releasing her arms, she stepped away from Link's embrace, and Elise Clark said seriously, "This is the last time I will hug you, Link. From now on, we are just friends."

 Link met Elise's gaze with a smile and replied, "We have always been friends."

 Upon hearing this, Elise instinctively felt a surge of displeasure, which she quickly suppressed.

 Link timely changed the subject and asked, "Elise, the college has temporarily called me back from the Front Line and given me a task with no details. I came here completely in the dark."

 At this point, Link paused and chose his words carefully, "The Supreme Council is no ordinary place. There must be things I need to be aware of, so you'd better give me a proper introduction."

 Was that statement true?

 True, but there was also an exaggeration.

 After the restructuring of the Wizard World, five Saints each took control of the Central Plains, the East Coast, the West Coast, the South Region, and the North Region.

 The Elemental Saint resided in the West Coast, the Body-refining Saint in the East Coast, the Intelligence Mechanist Saint in the South Region, and the Beast Taming Saint in the North Region.

 The one who dominated the Central Plains was the True Spirit Saint.

 The Supreme Council was also built in the Central Plains, and not just because the Central Plains were the central area of the Wizard World Homeland, but also because the True Spirit Saint was the strongest.

 This fact was publicly recognized by the entire Wizard World, and admitted by the other four Saints.

 Where the Supreme Council was located, True Spirit Wizard Sect Headquarters, True Spirit Wizard Union Headquarters, various forces gathered.

 There were many rules and just as many conflicts.

 For Ravensmouth College to temporarily send Link to such a place, there's no way they wouldn't have provided any explanations.

 If so, they would be unworthy of being a major force.

 Link spoke this way, simply to obtain some firsthand information from Elise.

 "There's nothing much to pay attention to, strength reigns supreme."

 Elise curled her lip, her tone quite sarcastic, "If someone dares to provoke you, as long as you're confident you can beat them, just go ahead and fight."

 "Provoke?"

 Link caught on to the key point.

 Elise disdainfully said, "The young people here have all gone astray, comparing family backgrounds instead of strength, it's truly beyond words."

 Link fell silent.

 He recognized a familiar scent and began to guess what he might be up against soon.

 "So, what's my task?"

 After walking side by side for a while, Link voiced the question that was on his mind.

 "Your task is to block troubles for me."

 Elise thought for a moment, then spoke candidly, "I asked the college to call you here temporarily. I've run into some minor troubles here that need to be resolved."

 "What kind of trouble?"

 Since he had already taken on the task, Link wasn't going to complain.

 Nor would he harbor any resentment towards Elise.

 It wasn't in his nature to be petty, nor was it necessary.

 "I'm undergoing a thorough reconditioning. It's the best way to assimilate what I've gained during the trials, along with the rewards after passing them. Although I've timely returned to being a Tier 3 Wizard, I am about to enter the Metamorphosis Period and won't be able to fight."

 Elise explained her situation, "In fact, a small, temporary channel to the Parallel Universe has already been established. This channel can support five people traveling back and forth to a Parallel Universe one time. The Supreme Council has decided to send a delegation to establish diplomatic relations with a civilization from a Parallel Universe. Naturally, I am the group leader, but the team members have not been fully determined."

 Getting to this point, Elise stopped and looked seriously at Link, "I need helpers to control the delegation and prevent myself from becoming a puppet group leader."

 "And then?"

 Link met Elise's gaze head-on.

 Even though he understood Elise's implied meaning, he didn't take the initiative to take on the task.

 This reaction caused Elise to sigh internally.

 In the end, they remained just friends.

 Collecting her emotions, Elise then said, "I need time to get through the Metamorphosis Period and advance to become a Sage. Then everything will be easier to discuss. So, I have to find a pretext to delay selecting the team members."

 This time, Link took the initiative to follow up, "So my role is to help you stall for time?"

 "Yes," Elise nodded seriously.

 "How do we do that?"

 After thinking it over and finding nothing objectionable, Link agreed.

 "Assess those who want to become team members, setting the standards as high as possible and the process as lengthy as possible," Elise laid out her request.

 "How much time do you need?"

 "Fourteen days."

 "Are you sure, fourteen days?"

 "Fourteen days, for sure!"

 With that, the two reached a consensus and also arrived at the "parking lot" of the spaceport.

 They boarded Elise's vehicle and headed towards Ravensmouth College's office at the Supreme Council.

 During this time, while the Supreme Council had kept a "hold" on Elise Clark without any intention of handing her back to Ravensmouth College, they had not gone too far.
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 Elise still resided within the Ravensmouth College's Supreme Council Office, never losing touch with the college.

 Meanwhile, discussions began to stir throughout the Supreme Council.

 "The lucky one has brought in reinforcements."

 "Reinforcements? I think it's more like a lover!"

 "Don't talk nonsense, how can you use such vulgar words to describe a sage?"

 "..."

 On many occasions, when the young generation of wizards aspiring to join the Five-Person Mission to the Parallel Universe mentioned that Link Grande had become a sage, the atmosphere involuntarily turned cold.

 The significant upheaval that hadn't occurred in thousands of years had indeed accelerated the progress of the wizards' training.

 But a Fourth Level Sage under twenty years old was unprecedented in the entire history of the Wizard World, if not extremely rare.

 There were fewer than a handful.

 Every one of these super, super, super geniuses who achieved such success would go on to accomplish even greater feats if they did not fall prematurely – like becoming a Level Nine Great Sage or a Saint.

 In other words, Link Grande had the makings of a Saint!

 Why would the young wizards gathered at the Supreme Council call Elise Clark the lucky one?

 Because she was about to be promoted to a Fourth Level Sage and, in the foreseeable future, was certain to become a Level Nine Great Sage and even a Saint!

 And this was not due to her natural talent and efforts.

 She simply became the special "guest" mentioned in the prophecy and gained all these benefits.

 This left many of the self-assured young genius wizards feeling envious.

 However, with Link Grande's achievements laid out before them, no one dared to utter a word of jealousy.

 Subsequently, a question arose in the minds of these young genius wizards.

 Why had Elise Clark specifically brought Link Grande as a reinforcement? What was she plotting?

 Was it really just as she said, to help Link Grande delay time for her?

 Everyone knew that the spaceport was a public place, and wizards had countless means at their disposal to eavesdrop on conversations in public spaces.

 Was Elise unaware of this?

 She probably said it intentionally for those who had recently felt some "pressure" from her regarding their membership in the mission team and their grasp on power.

 It was both an overture of goodwill and a threat.

 If moving forward everything went smoothly for everyone, and she was able to keep control over the mission's power and authority, then it would just be a "delay" of fourteen days.

 But if they continued to scheme against her like before, taking advantage of her imminent Metamorphosis Period when many of her abilities would be inconvenient to use, aiming to seize control and benefits of the mission, then they should not blame her for being inhospitable.

 By that time, if Link Grande joined the mission, Ravensmouth College and even the West Coast could completely dominate this expedition.

 After hearing from the major powers of the Wizard World, the Supreme Council set the selection process for the mission team members, allowing the young generation of wizards to decide for themselves.

 Although Link Grande was a Fourth Level Sage, he was still among the young generation of wizards!

 It was easy for him to intimidate his peers, the Third Level and Second Level Wizards.

 And so, in a somewhat peculiar atmosphere, the selection for the Five-Person Mission began.

 There were many applicants, all procrastinating wherever possible, unwilling to be the first to face Link Grande's test.

 Failing was one thing, as there was still a second chance in the retest.

 But losing face was something much harder to regain.

 The newly promoted Fourth Level Sage Link Grande conducted the initial test under the witness of the Supreme Council, with the strength of a Third Level Wizard.

 The minimum requirement for applying to the Five-Person Mission was to be a Third Level Wizard under twenty-five years of age.

 Each day, Link Grande would only test five aspiring young candidates for the mission team.

 This practice received the Supreme Council's approval.

 Many initially thought that Link Grande was delaying the process by limiting the number of candidates in the initial test.

 This turned out not to be the case.

 He simply didn't have the patience to be gawked at.

 Five days passed.

 Of the 25 young genius wizards tested by Link Grande, not a single one was able to withstand even one move.

 Not a single one!

 According to data released by the Supreme Council, Link Grande strictly controlled his spiritual power, Magic Power, attack potency, thought speed, and reaction speed to the average level of a Third Level Wizard when initiating attacks.

 Even so, the outcome remained the same: none of the candidates could withstand the seemingly ordinary combination of attacks that included a thrust, charge, and an uppercut punch.

 From then on, the entire Wizard World had come to recognize the figure of Link Grande.

 The young generation of genius wizards also began to sincerely call him, "Grande Sage."

 Ravensmouth College once again entered the vision of all Wizard Organizations.

 If the words of the World of God, the arch-enemy of the Wizard World, are to be believed, Ravensmouth College must have been fated by destiny.

 Otherwise, how could there simultaneously appear a special "guest" prophesied by a Saint and a Fourth Level Sage who was promoted before he was even twenty?

 In the blink of an eye, the calm fifteen days they had agreed upon passed.

 "Congratulations, Link."

 Ravensmouth College's office at the Supreme Council.

 Elise Clark, who had safely passed the Metamorphosis Period and was about to hold her Sage promotion ceremony, sincerely said to Link.

 "Congratulations for what?"

 Link countered.

 "For making a name for yourself across the entire Wizard World," Elise naturally said.

 "I'd rather not have that kind of fame," Link shook his head.

 The nail that sticks out gets hammered down.

 Even though he had already decided not to hide his talents, it didn't mean Link wanted to act high-profile.

 Helping Elise buy time indeed made Link's name resonate louder.

 But what else did this resounding fame bring to Link besides the envy and hostility of the younger and even the older generation of genius wizards?

 Would it bring him a Magic Stone, or could it bring an Interstellar Fleet?

 The only consolation was that the college would give a reward.

 Every wizard, no matter their level, must accept a task assigned by the college once a year.

 That's the rule.

 So Link, even though he was at the Front Line, would be temporarily called back.

 Having completed the task, of course there would be a reward.

 Through Dean Frist, Link already knew that he would be receiving a brand new Star Destroyer Fortress when he returned to the West Coast tomorrow.

 This model of Star Destroyer Fortress was the top configuration equipped for the Level Six Sage Legion.

 Having such a fortress as the core of the Grande Sage Army's interstellar fleet, the combat power would greatly increase.

 "Ah."

 Elise suddenly realized, "I forgot you prefer keeping a low profile, not being ostentatious."

 Link didn't respond to the remark and simply waited in silence for the initiation ceremony to begin.

 Being in a foreign land, Elise Clark's promotion to sage would not attract many spectators.

 From the Clark Family, only her older sister Renee Clarke was invited, and Assad Kenneth, as her brother-in-law, accompanied her.

 Within Ravensmouth College, only Jasmine received an invitation.

 Due to Elise's special status, the witness for the promotion ceremony was Sandra Diomand.

 Ever since Link was promoted to Fourth Level Sage, and since "Do Anything Freely" had been consistently demonstrating a high potential trend, Sandra's status within the fourth generation of the Diomand Family had become increasingly prominent.

 Soon, it was time for the promotion ceremony.

 Under Sandra's testimony, Elise Clark was indeed successfully promoted to Fourth Level Sage.

 Aside from Link, Jasmine, Renee Clarke, and Assad Kenneth, there were four young genius wizards who were the real top tier of their generation.

 These four were already designated as members of the Five-Person Mission.

 Life is never fair.

 The next day.

 Link, Jasmine, and Sandra, who were specially retained, watched as the Five-Person Mission, led by Elise Clark, entered the temporary portal and embarked on their diplomatic mission to a Parallel Universe.

 The process was no different from the routine teleportations they often used.

 There were no anomalies and no complications.

 The Five-Person Mission crossed the passage smoothly and arrived at the other end in the Parallel Universe.

 The Supreme Council, or more precisely, the five Saints clearly had connections with the other side of the Parallel Universe.

 Through the twisted, blurry, impenetrable space, Link could see people on the other side of the passage greeting the Five-Person Mission.

 He even faintly heard a slogan.

 "Fortune is boundless."
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 Link did not linger long at the Supreme Council.

 Even though a level six sage from Ravensmouth College's Supreme Council Office made it clear that he hoped Link would stay for two more days to boost the academy's prestige.

 After careful consideration, Link politely refused on the grounds that his troop had not yet finished its first campaign.

 Staying on would certainly have increased both the academy's prestige and his personal reputation quite a bit.

 But too much of a good thing can be a bad thing.

 A reputation that rose too quickly could easily make one the target of jealousy.

 It's said that only the mediocre are never envied.

 But there's no need to create enemies everywhere, especially the kind of hostility that arises without actual conflicts.

 Moreover, the Grande Sage Army had indeed encountered some issues, and Link had to return in a timely manner.

 He took a flying vessel from the Central Plains back to the West Coast, back to Ravensmouth City.

 However, upon arrival, Link suddenly was not in a hurry to return to the army; instead, he applied to the college to rest in Ravensmouth City for two days.

 After all, this trip was for the college's business, and when Link requested to rest for two days in his homeland, the college readily agreed.

 You're finally back."

 Upon seeing Link, Jasmine gave him a big hug, bestowed a kiss, and then vigorously sniffed him.

 "Hmm, you're sensible."

 After sniffing, Jasmine was very satisfied not to have detected anyone else's scent.

 Elise Clark, that madwoman, one could never be too careful.

 To this day, Jasmine couldn't forget the lipstick mark Elise had left on Link's face.

 It made her grind her teeth in anger every time she thought of it.

 Truly detestable to the extreme.

 Link could only let Jasmine have her way and didn't dare to make any move, lest he provoke her.

 The two drove from the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal back to the North District Villa.

 Upon entering, they saw Christina and her daughter Garona sitting somewhat awkwardly on a "sofa".

 "Thank you, Link."

 When she saw Link, Christina immediately stood up and sincerely expressed her gratitude.

 All sorts of things had filled Christina with gratitude towards Link and Jasmine.

 "Don't mention it, have a seat."

 Link waved his hand, indicating that Christina needn't be so formal.

 He could tell that Christina was not behaving naturally because he was now a Fourth Level Sage.

 While at the Supreme Council, he hadn't lost contact.

 He video-called Jasmine every day, so of course Link was aware of when Christina turned from peril to safety, when she woke up, and thus he didn't ask about those things.

 With limited time, Link went straight to the point, "What are you planning to do next? Do you still want to go back to Shadow City?"

 Christina, before she lost consciousness, had announced important news, which she had told Jasmine upon waking up.

 Link had learned from Jasmine about the beginning of the civil unrest in Shadow City and reported this to Dean Frist immediately, afterward ceasing to follow the matter.

 Whether Shadow City was in civil unrest or whether Ravensmouth College should take advantage of this to stir up some trouble was not Link's concern.

 One should not officiate at an inappropriate post.

 Upon hearing Link's question, Christina's face showed hesitation and she looked at her daughter Garona, who sat up straight playing with her toys, and then she suddenly made up her mind: "I'll go back!"

 Although her daughter was without her mother's company, in the care of Link and Jasmine, Garona had received a better life and education.

 The prospects for her future development were also much better than staying in Shadow City.

 And as for herself, with her vow of vengeance unfulfilled, how could she easily talk of giving up?

 So between safely raising her daughter and embarking on a dangerous path of revenge, Christina chose the latter.

 Garona, who had been sitting there in silence, lifted her head, looked indifferently at her mother Christina, and walked away without a word.

 Garona was precocious and already understood what Christina's choice meant.

 "With that being the case, just take good care of yourself."

 Link had no intention of advising her and headed to the underground laboratory: "I'll upgrade the Construction on you."

 Christina got up and followed him.

 During this time, Jasmine didn't say a word but went to Garona's room after Link and Christina went to the underground laboratory.

 Garona sat on the bed, stunned, and when she saw Jasmine enter, her lips quivered and tears rolled down uncontrollably.

 The Demon Snake Bloodline had a significant impact on Garona, but it hadn't reached the point of obliterating her humanity.

 Garona was just colder in disposition, her expressions and tone of voice frostier, but her emotions were still normal.

 Starting today, she truly had become a motherless child.

 In the underground laboratory.

 Link emotionlessly upgraded the Construction on Christina's body.

 He still adhered to a holistic, systematic, and modular approach.

 Christina's strength had once again undergone a substantial increase.

 However, Link did not hold much hope for Christina's situation after returning to Shadow City.

 Once is an accident; twice is a coincidence; but a third time is a pattern.

 Christina sensed the change in Link's attitude toward her, didn't say anything, just quietly got dressed and left Ravensmouth City.

 This departure, she probably would never return.

 Link washed his hands and found Jasmine and Garona; looking at Garona as she clung tightly to Jasmine, unwilling to let go, he remained silent.

 A pitiful child.

 He did not disturb Garona seeking consolation in Jasmine and left for "Do Anything Freely".

 After listening to Assad's report, Link took out a gift he had prepared for Assad and Renee's unborn child.

 A set of jewelry handcrafted by Link himself.

 It was beautiful in appearance and powerful in function.

 It could slowly absorb Free Magic, gently nourishing the body, and while it couldn't dramatically increase Wizard Qualifications overnight, it could help a child in the process of forming their Wizard Qualifications develop better.
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 Afterward, Link inspected the Grande Family enterprise core, consisting of the Grande Potion Shop and Grande Tea House, under Jasmine's management.

 Two days flew by in the blink of an eye.

 Considering their frequent partings and rare meetings, Jasmine was particularly clingy at night over these two days.

 If it wasn't for her pregnancy, she would have probably been insatiable.

 This was a case of once tasted, never forgotten.

 "Ah!!! Why must I be pregnant!"

 Fearing she might harm the baby, Jasmine couldn't even explore other avenues, which left her extremely frustrated.

 Being of noble birth, she was no less experienced in these matters than Link.

 However, that was the reality, and no amount of frustration on Jasmine's part would change it.

 And then the time to part arrived again.

 Link used the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation several times and returned to his loyal Grande Sage Army.

 "How are things?"

 Upon entering the command hall of the newly equipped Fifth-level Star Destroyer Fortress, Link immediately switched into work mode.

 The Water-Based Fourth Level Demon that had set its sights on this Water World had made a surprising counter-attack, gathering an even larger army before striking back fiercely.

 "Report to the Legion Commander, our scouts have discovered that the Abyss Demon Army consists of two legions, with two fourth-level Demons, one of water attribute, and the other a Power Demon. Fourteen small Abyss Gates have already been established, and two medium-sized ones, there's currently no sign of any large Abyss Gates being constructed."

 Chief of Staff Drozan Lorry briefly introduced the situation.

 The wizards refer to the black hole-like portals used by the Abyss Demons as Abyss Gates.

 There are three sizes: large, medium, and small.

 The large type is a permanent inter-dimensional teleportation portal, capable of both individual and group teleportation, and is considered strategic-level.

 The medium type is semi-permanent, also suitable for both individual and group teleportation, but with a limited load capacity for group teleportation, suitable for small-scale troop movements.

 The small type is also semi-permanent but can only support individual teleportation.

 "Mmm."

 Link turned his gaze to the huge screen in front of the command hall.

 It displayed various pieces of information about the Grande Sage Army as well as intelligence on the Abyss Demon Army they were facing.

 In the days while he was away, upon detecting the enemy, the Grande Sage Army had calmly dealt with the situation according to the plan and had fully scouted all the information available.

 "Report the battle plans."

 After getting a more comprehensive grasp of the situation, Link ordered.

 "Yes, Legion Commander."

 Following the command, the Chief of Staff immediately had the staff present several battle plans that Link had drafted during his time at the Supreme Council.

 They were displayed and explained one by one.

 The staff had come up with three strategies after synthesizing all kinds of information.

 The first strategy was to build a strong fortress and engage in a protracted battle;

 An interstellar fleet centered around a Fifth-level Star Destroyer Fortress and two Fourth-level Fortress held an advantage in space battles;

 They would mount a frontal assault, inching forward, steadily pushing the battle line, continuously inflicting casualties, and ultimately choosing an opportune moment to launch a decisive battle.

 The second strategy was a raid;

 Also highlighting the interstellar fleet's superiority, this plan entailed a full-scale attack on the Abyss Demon Army before it could fully entrench itself, aiming for a large-scale annihilation.

 The third strategy was a confrontation; attrition; a tug of war; followed by a decisive battle.

 This approach primarily leveraged the logistical support advantage to wear down the Abyss Demon Army.

 After reviewing and listening to the three strategies, Link remained silent.

 Overall, he found them quite satisfactory.

 The Water Demon had only returned after Elise Clark's advancement to Sage and the completion of the Five-Person Mission selection.

 Considering the two days that Link rested back home, it had only been a total of three days to date.

 With Link having delegated authority, the Grande Sage Army had done well to independently scout and formulate battle plans.

 However, in Link's view, these three strategies were too safe and conservative, each more cautious than the last.

 Link was not an impulsive person, nor did he underestimate the two Abyss Demon Army legions before him.

 On the contrary, he took the Abyss Demons very seriously; after all, the Abyss World's civilization was one that stood at the pinnacle of this universe, alongside the Wizard World, the World of God, and the Undead World civilizations.

 While wizards are a bane to demons, that doesn't mean they can simply crush them at will.

 Accidents, though rare, can happen.

 It's precisely because of this importance that Link preferred a more aggressive approach.

 The battle cannot drag on, we must settle it in one fight, directly taking down the Abyss Demon Army before us.

 The great upheaval prophesied by the Saint of Nostrodamus, which hasn't been seen for thousands of years, has entered a new phase when the Five-Person Mission went to the Parallel Universe, and the phrase "Infinite blessings" reached Link's ears.

 It's entirely foreseeable that, in the near future, countless tumults will arise, and one after another, heroic figures will emerge.

 Link does not want to waste his precious time on conflicts with the Abyss Demons.

 So…

 "Pass my command, assemble, rally the troops, prepare to strike, execute plan zero," he said.

 Link had made up his mind and issued his order resolutely.

 Chief of Staff Drozan Lorry was slightly startled but quickly regained his composure.

 He indeed did not expect the legion commander to be so aggressive.

 Not just him, perhaps the entire legion, everyone had not anticipated this.

 However, as a subordinate, once the legion commander has made a decision, faithfully carrying it out is a sacred duty.

 The Chief of Staff immediately relayed Link's command to the Grande Sage Army above and below.

 The three main battalions, the Personal Guard Army, logistics, and various functional departments were set into booming action.

 In space, the Interstellar Fleet adjusted its formation.

 This commotion was tremendous.

 The Abyss Demon Army, which was stationed far away from the Interstellar Fleet, immediately noticed the new developments.

 "The vile wizards are moving, what are they planning to do?"

 The newly promoted Water-Based Fourth Level Demon had also participated in the wars across the Heavens before, but only as a "pawn."

 This was also its first time leading troops into battle.

 Therefore, even though the Power Demons were somewhat lowly in the Abyss, the Water Demon outwardly showed great respect for the battle-experienced Power Demon.

 "Get ready, the despicable wizards wish to fight a decisive battle with us," said the Power Demon, making a judgment through real-time reconnaissance.

 "A decisive battle?"

 The Water Demon was quite surprised, "Is it a decisive battle already? Not even testing the waters first?"

 This sentence fully revealed the Water Demon's lack of experience.

 If it wasn't for the need to rely on the Water Demon, the Power Demon would not have made a losing deal.

 "Just prepare for the battle," was the response.

 With a creeping sense of foreboding, the Power Demon dutifully issued a warning, then left the Water Demon and returned to its own army.

 Soon, the Power Demon Army was the first to act, preparing to engage the enemy head-on and to retreat back into the Abyss promptly if needed.

 Power Demons might have a low status and often be used as cannon fodder by higher-ranked demons, but this one had ripe experience in warfare and naturally had a few tricks up its sleeve.

 If things go south, retreat immediately.

 This eight-word mantra was the Power Demon's heart of war.

 It was precisely because this Water Demon had been recently promoted and didn't understand these things that it had asked the Power Demon for assistance.

 Would any other seasoned Fourth-level Demon choose a partner who was battle-worn but always managed to survive?

 Under Link's command, the Grande Sage Army took less than a quarter of an hour to fully enter combat status.

 The so-called plan zero is to charge, charge, and charge again.

 In space.

 A Fifth-level Star Destroyer Fortress took the lead, flanked by two Fourth-level Star Destroyer Fortresses on the left and right, forming the arrowhead.

 The three main battalions boarded interstellar battleships, forming into left, center, and right fleets behind the arrowhead, creating the arrow shaft.

 A few supply and repair ships stayed at the rear, forming the arrow fletching.

 The dart formation was now complete.

 Link ordered, "The whole army, charge!"

 This time it was a true all-out charge, the Grande Sage Army staked everything, launching an assault on the Abyss Demon Army.

 Under the command of the Water Demon and Power Demon, the Abyss Demon Army did not retreat but met the enemy in echelons.

 The Water Demon Army was in front, and the Power Demon Army was behind.

 There seemed to be a snag, the link between the two wasn't tight, leaving an opportunity to exploit.

 Link spotted this immediately and teleported out of the Star Destroyer Fortress.

 Plan zero was all about risking everything on a charge!

 As the legion commander, Link would lead the charge!
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 When a narrow path meets, the brave win.

 In the face of even the most powerful opponents, one must resolutely draw their sword.

 Link didn't formulate Plan Zero for the Grande Sage Army because he actually enjoyed mindlessly charging in.

 Rather, he sought to cultivate a habit: that when he led the charge, the Grande Sage Army would follow unconditionally from top to bottom.

 No matter how powerful the enemy they faced.

 To achieve this, a simple charge wouldn't suffice.

 He also needed to demonstrate power and secure victory.

 Only then could he forge an army with strong cohesion and a will as firm as steel.

 In the void of space, there was a gap where the Water Demon Army and the Power Demon Army had failed to connect properly, and Link stood alone, dominating the space before and behind him.

 In a flash, his Construction activated one by one.

 Battle Armor, Interstellar Survival Module, Defense Module, Long-range Attack Module, Close Combat Attack Module...

 Due to certain preferences, influenced by the experiences in the Human Immortal Martial World, this time, Link would announce his return in the guise of a certain aspect of the Great Sage.

 The style of the Battle Armor, the cape fluttering without wind, the defiant arrogance, the fury difficult to suppress in his heart, and even the Golden Cudgel in his hand...

 It couldn't be said to be exactly the same, but it was indeed strikingly similar.

 In the space where sound supposedly couldn't travel, the BGM "Prelude of the Knife Club" seemed to suddenly ring out.

 Facing astonishment that overwhelmed fear, and the frustration of being underestimated that outweighed the worry of being cut through, the Water Demon flew into a rage and simply ceased commanding its army. It disengaged from the main formation to fall back to the rear, determined to kill that despicable wizard one-on-one to wash away its own humiliation.

 Rage blinded the Water Demon, and it failed to notice that when Link abruptly cut through and isolated the two demon armies' coordination, the Power Demon Army slowed its advance.

 In fact, the rear of the Power Demon Army was already preparing to retreat.

 The Power Demon itself had also shifted from the main formation to the rear.

 Within the army, the old demons who had followed the Power Demon for many years understood the unspoken message.

 Another scene where an ally is abandoned, and a retreat is enacted alone, was about to unfold.

 Within the Grande Sage Army's interstellar fleet, the Star Destroyer Fortress and various warships were all ready to attack.

 The three main forces had formed a casting formation, ready to physically break into the battlefield at any moment.

 The Personal Guard Army, under Lokan's leadership, had already left the warships first, rapidly making a wide detour to the right, encircling the Power Demon Army's rear.

 The Servant Battalion, composed of elves, dwarves, and orcs, unusually took part in the fight as a semi-main force, instead of serving as cannon fodder or for cleaning up the battlefield.

 Link lay between the two demon armies, motionless.

 Despite sensing the intentions to retreat from the demons behind, he could not afford to be careless.

 The swift penetration and solo breach were displays of valor he deliberately showed in front of all members of the Grande Sage Army.

 However, valor did not equate to reckless impetuosity; safeguarding oneself was the premise.

 At this moment, if Link attacked first, whether he struck forward or backward, he would expose one side to the other.

 That would be willingly putting himself in danger of being attacked from both sides.

 This was not advisable.

 Therefore, Link remained stationary, the Golden Cudgel in his right hand growing ever larger, poised to strike.

 Whether it be the raging Water Demon attacking from the front or the retreating Power Demon launching a desperate assault from behind, they would be met with a cudgel.

 As the Water Demon charged to the rear, its racial traits suddenly activated, and the surging anger was suppressed in an instant.

 It noticed that the despicable wizard who had singly blocked their path was a genuine Fourth Level Sage, with an aura restrained.

 Wizard World civilization and Abyss World civilization are essentially at the same stage.

 Moreover, the Body-refining wizard sect was actually stolen by the despicable wizards from the Abyss Demons, which they then improved upon.

 Theoretically, a Fourth-level Demon and a Fourth Level Sage should be considered equals.

 But, the Abyss Will is an idiot!

 The despicable wizard's ascension to Level 4 Extraordinary wasn't just a secondary life transition and the understanding of rules but also a resonance with the Wizard World Will.

 This fundamentally made him much stronger than a Level 4 Extraordinary who had only completed secondary life transition, and even somewhat stronger than a Fourth-level Demon that awakened their understanding of rules through bloodline research.

 What's crucial is that the despicable wizards, whether they are winning or losing, like to invoke the Wizard World Will.

 This aspect is truly shameless; it's something that demons detest!

 Memories from the bloodline awakening during the ascension to the Fourth-level surfaced suddenly.

 These were memories of shame, of powerful Abyss Demons succumbing miserably in the hands of the despicable wizards.

 "Detestable!"

 The Water Demon roared, glaring furiously at that presumptuous and despicable wizard, and issued a new order, "Turn! Retreat!"

 Space is boundless.

 As long as one can overcome the complex and variable gravity of different areas, they can travel freely in any direction: forward, backward, left, right, up, or down.

 The Grande Sage Army, the Water Demon Army, Link, and the Power Demon Army were situated on the same line, with the Personal Guard Army making a swift detour for a flanking attack.

 If the Water Demon Army wanted to retreat, they couldn't go backwards, but they could go up, down, or to the right.

 So long as they picked up speed, there was no need to worry about that despicable wizard chasing from behind.

 "You're also retreating?"

 The Power Demon, constantly monitoring the progress on the battlefield to make a decision to fight or retreat at any moment, caught the change in the Water Demon and muttered to itself, "Isn't it a bit late?"

 Link shared this sentiment.

 Making a formation change in the face of battle could either be a stroke of genius or could trigger a rout.
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 The likelihood of the latter occurring far exceeded that of the former.

 "Thinking of leaving? Did you ask for my permission?"

 Link muttered to himself, a sinister smile tracing the corners of his mouth beneath his helmet.

 Perfect timing, the might within the Golden Cudgel had reached its peak.

 His right hand swinging, driving the Golden Cudgel over his head, his left hand naturally gripped the tail end, controlling the direction.

 The cultivation of the God Seeing Realm in the Human Immortal Martial World was no illusion.

 This strike epitomized the essence of all that Link had learned.

 Spiritual power, Magic Power, witchcraft, construction, Human Immortal Martial Way / Martial Arts Constructor, and the laws of power, all fused into a single strike.

 Unlike his self-created witchcraft "Heaven Slaying Sword" which was dazzling with light and shadow, this strike was plain and simple, just a straightforward swing, wave, and overhead smash.

 The Water Demon and Power Demon, as fourth-level Demons, felt an inexplicable terror at the sight of this strike.

 Immediately, the Power Demon abandoned the idea of fleeing and desperately initiated an attack on Link from behind.

 If the Water Demon was killed in an instant, unable to hold back the vile Wizards, the Power Demon wouldn't be able to escape either. In the event of a rout, they would be hunted to death by the vile Wizards.

 Since death was inevitable, it might as well put up a fight.

 Perhaps a glimmer of hope could be found in the struggle.

 In that split second, the Water Demon made the optimal choice.

 It revealed its immense true form while drawing the life force from its inferior demons, assuming its strongest defensive stance in an attempt to withstand this strike.

 It wasn't that the Water Demon didn't want to escape; it was that it had been targeted.

 No matter how quickly it moved or to where, this strike would follow like a shadow, landing on the top of its head.

 Breaking through the void, one may witness the divine.

 To see oneself, to see all beings, to see the universe.

 Upon returning to the Wizard World, retraining, transforming, advancing, Link had reached a higher level atop these three foundations.

 Seeing the path, or rather, witnessing the source of the rules of power.

 Between two points, a straight line is the shortest.

 When Link was poised and began his swing, the tip of the Cudgel and the Water Demon's head were those two points.

 After being targeted, regardless of how the Water Demon shifted its position, the trajectory of the Golden Cudgel stayed the direct straight line of the original concept.

 "No!!!"

 Watching the head of the cudgel grow larger and the impending threat intensify, the Water Demon let out a roar of rage.

 It was one of the rare water element Demons from the Abyss World, having just ascended to the fourth level, with a bright future ahead!

 Was it doomed to perish this day, adding another disgrace to the Abyss?

 The power of its physical body, the life force of the inferior demons, the traits and abilities unearthed from its bloodline, all erupted in full force.

 The Water Demon, already towering over a hundred meters tall, swayed and grew another twenty meters, its form enlarging to counter the impending strike.

 The Power Demon grew even more frantic at this sight.

 It too began to draw the life force from its subordinate demons to speed up and strengthen its own attack.

 The Grande Sage Army launched a full assault the moment Link swung his cudgel.

 Plan Zero, an all-out effort, charge! Charge! Charge!

 Of course, the army commander was not the only one charging into battle.

 Otherwise, what use would an army be?

 The Star Destroyer Fortress, interstellar battleships aimed at their designated targets, loosed the Star-annihilating Cannon, Dissociation Cannon, Antimatter Cannon...

 Warships of various calibers and models opened their supply lines, unleashing the fiercest attacks in the shortest time possible!

 The three main force groups disembarked from their warships and moved into space.

 The formation had already been perfected, all preliminary combinations of spells ready.

 Under the leadership of their three commanders, the main force group wizards began chanting incantations in unison.

 The Will of the Wizard World, having cast its attention at some unknown time, descended thunderously through Link Grande, the Sage who served as the anchor.

 The Servant Battalions, composed of Elves, Dwarves, and Orcs, followed the plan. Emerging behind the main force groups, and after the barrages, they were poised to be the first to engage in close combat with the Abyss Demon Army.

 With the 1.5 version of the construction resonance, the 3000 servants of the Servant Battalion acted in flawless unison.

 Plan Zero was not just about charging. The plan demanded that all attacks from the army be delivered upon the enemy within two seconds after the army commander made his move.

 Time seemed to slow, but in reality, it was all too swift.

 As the barrage from the warships, the amplified and intensified combined spells of the three main force groups assisted by the Will of the Wizard World, and the resonating attacks from the Servant Battalion descended upon the formation of the Abyss Demon Army,

 the Golden Cudgel in Link's hands smashed onto the top of the Water Demon's true form.

 An overhead cudgel strike, originally a metaphor for a severe warning to awaken someone abruptly,

 the Water Demon, having revealed its true form, took a blow and heard a soft shout, "This strike will turn you to dust."

 Before the Water Demon could comprehend the true meaning, the Demon felt an ominous premonition.

 No matter how much potential erupted or how many inferior demons' vitality was drawn upon, it was all in vain.

 In the eyes of the Water Demon, what smashed atop its head was no mere Golden Cudgel, but a galaxy composed of rules.

 "Ah!"

 The Water Demon let out a silent wail.

 Dead.

 Truly, turned to dust and smoke.

 This scene was witnessed by every wizard, servant soldier, and abyss demon on the battlefield.

 The fighting didn't stop, and movements continued, but every being's heart skipped a beat.

 To kill a peer in an instant was such a shocking achievement.

 As terrifying as this!

 The Power Demon was the first to snap out of the shock, then it desperately realized that its rush forward was too fast and too fierce, leaving no chance to retreat.

 "Let's risk everything!"

 Since there was no escape, it might as well gamble it all for a mutual destruction.

 As the thought arose, the fourth-level Power Demon learned the Water Demon's not vicious enough lesson; not only did it draw the vitality from its inferior demons, but it also began to draw from first, second, and even third-level demons.

 Apart from maximizing its attacking force like this, the Power Demon completely let go of all reservations and began to call upon the Abyss Will.

 Though that stupid Abyss Will always failed to distinguish friend from foe, slaughtering its own demons before the enemy.

 However, dying at the hands of the Abyss Will was still better than dying as miserably and stifling as that stupid Water Demon.

 You despicable wizard, if you don't wish to let me live, then don't think about having it easy either.

 Let's perish together!

 The small and medium Abyss Gates that had already been established exploded almost simultaneously.

 With this as the sacrifice, the Power Demon summoned the big stupid Abyss Will!

 Link crushed the Water Demon into dust and smoke with his staff, but he hadn't exhausted his strength; he turned around with the momentum to face the Power Demon who was charging with the determination to die.

 The Golden Cudgel in his hands smoothly dissolved away.

 The close-combat module within his battle armor instantaneously switched out, replaced by a support module that enhanced long-range combat.

 The long-range combat module was activated as he turned.

 The pentagram on his forehead shone brilliantly.

 An enormous amount of spiritual power and magic power surged into the pentagram, favored by the will of the Wizard World.

 Within the Sea of Consciousness, the Sun erupted with its most core light and heat, akin to a helium flash.

 Then, the heat and light capable of melting all matter transferred from the Sea of Consciousness to the pentagram on the forehead and shot towards the Power Demon who was charging forth with a resolve to die.

 The speed of light was as fast as Link's long-range attack.

 The Power Demon despairingly realized it couldn't even touch a hair of the despicable wizard, let alone seek to trade wound for wound, death for death.

 Good, good, good, you are fearsome!

 In the blink of an eye, before its true body was burned to ashes by the super super super high-temperature light that could melt an entire planet, the Power Demon sacrificed itself.

 Death was inevitable either way.

 So it used its own life as the offering to quicken the arrival of the big stupid Abyss Will.

 The Power Demon could only hope that the big stupid Abyss Will could turn the tables and not be played by the will of the Wizard World once again.

 Right before its consciousness completely dissipated, the Power Demon sent out a humble prayer.

 After unleashing a full-powered strike, Link's body swayed slightly before stabilizing.

 This was noticed by every wizard, servant soldier, and demon on the battlefield.

 But none dared to underestimate him.

 With his own power, he slaughtered the Water Demon and the Power Demon in the blink of an eye, eradicating two beings of the same level.

 Who would dare to underestimate?

 The Abyss Demons were terrified, while the morale within the Grande Sage Army rose.

 The Interstellar Fleet, the three main force groups, the Servant Battalions, and the Personal Guard Army shouting and raising their "slaughter knives," began to reap the lives of Abyss Demons.

 Switching off the temporarily unusable long-range attack module, Link's gaze turned grave as he looked towards the exploded Medium Abyss Gate.

 There was a presence similar to the will of the Wizard World, but reeking with a foul stench, gathering rapidly.

 Sensing Link's thoughts, the will of the Wizard World became instantly enraged.

 You dare compare me with that vermin?

 "Ouch," Link felt a harsh knock on his forehead.

 Then he watched as the will of the Wizard World, now fiercely intense like a tsunami, surged toward the exploded Medium Abyss Gate.

 Vermin, receive your death!
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 "Just this once," 

 Link told himself, back in the command hall of the Fifth-level Star Destroyer Fortress.

 They couldn't carry out the Plan Zero live-action drills too many times.

 Otherwise, the Grande Sage Army would develop a path dependency.

 If the legion commander led the charge too frequently, it was highly likely that upon facing even a slightly stronger enemy, they would resort to Plan Zero.

 Link's role was that of a commander, not a vanguard.

 Members of the various departments such as the Staff Office, the Intelligence Office, the Inspectorate, and the Drill Instructor Office all looked at Link with eyes full of admiration, their reverence was palpable.

 They had joined the Grande Sage Army precisely because of the reputation of the genius sage Link Grande.

 Potion Study, Alchemy, cultivation speed, along with combat power that surpassed his peers—these four aspects together constituted Link's reputation as a super super super genius.

 The first three were always rumored and witnessed by these wizards.

 The last one, although Link did have several brilliant performances before he became a Sage, was indeed well-deserved.

 But after being promoted to Sage, what then?

 The gap between an Official wizard and a Sage was extremely wide.

 Even if his exploits in the Supreme Council were widely circulated, that still wasn't considered strong evidence of his prowess.

 Following this battle, not to say that the entire Grande Sage Army was entirely loyal, but at least no one was thinking of switching sides anymore.

 On the battlefield, the Grande Sage Army completely gained the upper hand, relentlessly pursuing and striking the retreating Abyss Demon Army.

 How to fight an annihilation battle, how to conduct a pursuit battle, how to sweep the battlefield, the Grande Sage Army had plans for all these.

 At this stage of the battle, Link didn't need to micromanage too much; he just needed to sit in the Star Destroyer Fortress and back the army up.

 Annihilation, pursuit, battlefield cleanup, collecting spoils of war, it took a full three days.

 Afterwards came a month of rest, experience summary, targeted advancements, intensive drills, and assimilating the spoils of war.

 The Abyss World might be the "brother-in-arms" of the Wizard World.

 There were too many newly promoted sages who had benefitted immensely from their first conquests of middle or low-level civilizations, thanks to the generous gifts from the Abyss World.

 The Water World here was no exception.

 After being nourished by two Abyss Demon Corps, the primary institution of this world had grown significantly.

 In time, it wasn't impossible to raise the extraordinary ceiling to that of a Level Five Sage.

 However, Link was not likely to care so much about this Water World.

 In terms of output, it was still inferior to the two resource worlds gifted by Sage Rosenthal.

 Not to mention that Servant Soldier Origin World.

 Link was even considering selling this Water World to the college, or through the college to other wizards who might need it.

 On this matter, Link consulted with Jasmine.

 Jasmine agreed with Link's approach and then suggested that Link should first feel out Dean Frist's stance.

 It just so happened that Ravensmouth College was taking advantage of the internal strife in Shadow City to pull off some moves recently.

 But internally and externally, the college was not very clear on what precisely had been accomplished.

 Link could seize the opportunity to inquire about the situation with the dean.

 This matter didn't mean much for Link himself, or for the Grande Sage Army.

 But for the expansion of the Grande Family's industries, it had quite an impact.

 For industrial expansion, there were essentially two paths: internal and external.

 With so many major families, the domestic market within Ravensmouth College was already near saturation.

 Therefore, the export route was more suitable for the Grande Family.

 Signature potions, unique alchemy products, and construction were the key products Jasmine had selected.

 Especially construction.

 Christina had caused quite a stir with her last-ditch escape from a Tier 3 wizard in Shadow City, after which, the special "Shadow Annihilation" suit, which allowed her to survive the assassination attempt against a Tier 3 wizard despite only being an experienced First Level Wizard, made quite a name for itself.

 Ordinarily only an experienced First Level Wizard, yet consistently possessing combat power above the average of a Tier 2 wizard, and able to contend with a Tier 3 wizard in a short burst of vitality, she could avoid being instantly killed even if she couldn't win.

 Such a valuable asset naturally drew the attention of wizards.

 Soon, the small organization within Ravensmouth College known as "Do Anything Freely" came to light.

 Every wizard in "Do Anything Freely" not only had their own set of "construction," but at least six out of ten had "construction" implanted.

 This was merely because Link didn't have that much time; if he did, he would upgrade the members' 1.0 versions of "construction" to version 1.5.

 Subsequently, the Constructed Fairy Vassal Corps of the Palo Sage army was unearthed and, riding on the momentum, the price surged, and sales skyrocketed.

 By this point, the identity of the founder of "construction" could no longer be hidden.

 Link Grande, a super super super genius wizard who had repeatedly come into view of various wizard forces under different identities, this time caused an even greater sensation as the founder of "construction."

 The Wizard World was never short of insightful people.

 "Construction" had the potential to pioneer a whole new wizard sect, and many wizards saw this.

 They also did not believe that Link Grande hadn't considered this.

 So, the question arose.

 Had the Construction Wizard Sect already been founded?

 What was the theoretical upper limit?

 Had Link Grande himself switched his practice?

 Was he elevated to a Sage as a Construction Wizard?

 Jasmine believed that if Dean Frist agreed, it would make sense for Link to export some 1.0 "construction" to Shadow City to prepare for the official promotion of the Construction Wizard Sect in the future.
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 After careful consideration, Link generally agreed with Jasmine's suggestion.

 Once the Grande Sage Army's reorganization was completed, it set off triumphantly to return to base.

 After preliminary communication with Dean Frist, Link reached a consignment agreement with the academy.

 He secured a lucrative deal for the fertile Water World.

 Upon evaluation, the quarterly output of the Water World was estimated to be worth about two standard Third Ring Magic Stones, which amounted to eight standard Third Ring Magic Stones per year.

 According to the market standard of the Wizard World, the selling price of an undeveloped resource world equals its annual output value times forty years.

 By this calculation, the seller would neither lose nor profit.

 The buyers needed to invest time and resources to develop the purchased resource world, so the selling price could not be set too high.

 However, for Link, 320 standard Third Ring Magic Stones was already a very good price.

 The Krypton Card Drawing System required ten and one hundred standard Third Ring Magic Stones for the next two draws respectively.

 After the two draws, there would still be 210 standard Third Ring Magic Stones left to expand the Grande family's industry and maintain the Grande Sage Army.

 Upon leading the Grande Sage Army back to their camp appointed by the academy, Link announced the order to disband.

 A ten-day paid vacation filled the entire army with immense excitement.

 They were even happier than winning two Abyss Demon armies without any losses.

 There was no choice; the commander's performance was too dazzling. The three main battalions, the Personal Guard Army, and even the Servant Battalion, just needed to expand on the victory.

 Truly, there wasn't much room for them to show off their skills.

 "Jasmine, come quick!"

 After reporting to the academy and getting permission, Link immediately returned to his North District villa in Ravensmouth City.

 Upon entering, Link hastily pulled Jasmine toward the second floor study.

 His urgent manner made Jasmine quite anticipatory of what was to follow.

 Steady now.

 And then...

 The scene replayed.

 Link simply embraced her and took a deep breath.

 "Hmph!"

 After Link finished his breath, Jasmine forcefully stomped on her weird husband's foot and walked out of the study with haughty charm.

 Just you wait.

 It's not dark yet.

 Wait till the dead of night, and you'll know the fierceness of a wife who's experienced the thrilling taste and then been forcibly abstinent for three months!

 Link's premonition was triggered, and he shivered.

 He had a bad feeling but wasn't quite clear what it was about.

 At least it wasn't a matter of life and death.

 In the massive upheaval unseen for thousands of years, Jasmine Kidman had caught the wave just right. She was now a Third Level Wizard.

 Her rate of advancement was even faster than Lanny Taylor, who possessed advance fifth rank qualifications.

 Opportunity could be so unreasonable.

 During her trip to the North Region, mixing and learning, Jasmine's life-bound Spiritual Beast, the God Devouring Worm, had greatly benefited. Its developmental progress was significantly advanced, entering a growth phase.

 The God Devouring Worm had two major attributes, Stealth and Prophecy.

 It was precisely the Stealth attribute shared by the God Devouring Worm to Jasmine that made Link's premonitions vague.

 "Let's just take it one step at a time."

 Link gave up on trying to investigate further when he vaguely sensed that Jasmine was the source of his unease.

 Taking a deep breath, with a thought, he summoned the System.

 Could he discern even a bit of the essence of the Krypton Card Drawing System this time?

 Link had once thought that the System might be related to The Saint of Nostrodam.

 "Draw."

 Clearing his mind of any distractions, Link mentally commanded.

 The 110 standard Third Ring Magic Stones disappeared in a manner still elusive to Link, now a Fourth Level Sage.

 The unadorned panel's content changed.

 [Link Grande

 Wizard Qualifications: Unknown, Full-Element Affinity

 Wizard's Level: Fourth Level Sage;

 Zero Ring wizardry: (omitted)

 Life-bound Construct: Battle Armor (Fourth Ring) (module loadable)

 First Ring wizardry: (omitted)

 Second Ring wizardry: (omitted)

 Third Ring Witchcraft: (omitted)

 Fourth Ring Witchcraft: Repulsion-Attraction Field (Mastered), Homeward Bound (Draft Completed)

 Status: Unknown Bond

 Card Pack: "Twin" Contract Card, Talent Sharing Card, Talent Fusion Card

 Used: "Alchemy Specialization" Talent Card, "Wizardry Specialization" Talent Card, "Material Specialization" Talent Card

 Draw Count: 0 (1 Standard Fourth Level Magic Stone)

 Two consecutive draws did not lead to a big win.

 The Krypton Card Drawing System remained as cold as ever.

 Link couldn't discern the system's operating mechanism, nor could he perceive its essence.

 Three things on the panel were worth noting: "Status," "Talent Sharing Card," and "Talent Fusion Card."

 As for the Fourth-Ring witchcraft "Homeward Bound," it was merely a pretentious name that Link, who fancied himself a literary soul in his previous life, had given his self-created teleportation witchcraft.

 The so-called Unknown Bond status had been present since he came from the Human Immortal Martial World.

 If Link was not mistaken, it was the "karma" he accrued after killing the White Lotus Saintess with the imitation Dharma Seals given to him by Mr. Xu Jing.

 The effect of the "Talent Sharing Card" allowed Link to share one of his own talents with a designated person.

 The "Talent Fusion Card" allowed for the merging of two talents.

 After some consideration, Link decided to fuse the "Alchemy Talent" with the "Wizardry Talent."

 Theoretically, the "Alchemy Talent" and the "Material Talent" would have been the most suitable pairing.

 But Link had his own considerations.

 The Construction Wizard Sect, in essence, had been initiated, and its theoretical limit could reach the Great Sage Level.

 However, to reach and even push beyond this theoretical limit, Link needed more accumulation.

 This accumulation included, but was not limited to knowledge, resources, and talents.

 The version 1.0 "Construction" could fundamentally be understood as an alternative form of alchemy, or as an innovative form of witchcraft.

 Therefore, Link wanted to see if the product of the fusion of "Alchemy Talent" and "Wizardry Talent" could help further the development of the Construction Wizard Sect.

 Moments later, the fusion was complete.

 A new talent appeared, and an odd expression involuntarily crossed Link's face.

 "Alchemy Talent" + "Wizardry Talent" = "Mysterious Talent"!

 This outcome made Link's feelings extremely complex.

 Could it be that the Krypton Card Drawing System really had something to do with the Mysterious Wizard Saint of Nostrodamus, long gone to oblivion?

 If so, what did it mean that the Will of Wizard World favored him, having once taken the "Mind Closure Technique" and "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Cards from the system's hands?

 Link thought for a while but couldn't come up with any useful conclusion, so he decided not to dwell on it.

 Too many lice are not ticklish.

 After all, he was already bearing the "karma" of a Heavenly Master from a Parallel Universe, so he was not as eager to shake off the last resort left by the Saint of Nostrodamus as he had been before.

 Focus on the present then, focus on improving oneself.

 If one day he too could become a Saint, these matters would be trivial.

 The subject for the "Talent Sharing Card" would naturally be Jasmine, who had already become his wife.

 Night fell.

 The deep silence of the night.

 Jasmine flexed her female might, seeking to vent the irritation that had been provoked during the day.

 Link, having just finished a battle that blazed like fire, decided to change tactics and aimed for a protracted struggle, valuing stillness like a mountain.

 After a drawn-out, hard-fought battle, it was Jasmine who sounded retreat, surrendering graciously.

 Having solidified his standing at home, Link did not forget his real business; he shared the newly fused "Mysterious Talent" with Jasmine.

 Then, Link remembered he hadn't yet used the "Twin Contract Card" he received from his last draw.

 It would be perfect to use it on Jasmine as well.

 After using it without hesitation, Link recalled the function of the "Twin Contract Card."

 After activating the "Twin" Contract Card, Link could designate one person to sign a "Twin" contract with temporarily.

 The contract would be effective within the range covered by Link's spiritual power projection.

 Its duration varied depending upon how much spiritual power Link invested in the card at the time of its use.

 During the "Twin" contract's effective period and range, Link and the contracted individual were bound together in life and death, and could freely shift and exchange positions.

 To extend the contract's duration as much as possible, Link had infused it with the majority of his spiritual power in one go.

 "Jasmine, you're really fortunate," Link said suddenly, holding the breathless Jasmine in his arms.

 "What makes you say that?" she asked lazily, her head resting on Link's right arm.

 "Because you always manage to gain a little something extra!"
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 The next day. 

 Link visited Dean Frist.

 Ravensmouth College expressed its support for the new wizard sect Link had created.

 The Constructed Fairy Vassal Regiments produced by the Palo Sage army had consistently shown strong performance in the market and on the battlefield.

 The version 1.5 Construction Servant Corps under the command of the Grande Sage Army performed so exceptionally in the latest annihilation battle against the Abyss Demon legion that it was startling.

 Inside "Do Anything Freely," some wizards who had integrated construction and upgraded to version 1.5 were appraised meticulously by the college, and in terms of combat power, they were a cut above the average wizard.

 Ravensmouth College was at a crucial stage of replacing the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell or becoming independent from the Mitchell District.

 Any means that could immediately enhance the academy's strength and foundation were bound to be supported as long as they were legitimate and sustainable.

 Hearing about Link's plan to export version 1.0 construction under the name of the Grande Family's industry to Shadow City, Dean Frist pondered for a while and then approved the plan.

 The Dean told Link that the internal strife in Shadow City had presented the college with an excellent opportunity to further diminish the prestige of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell in the Mitchell District.

 This turmoil in Shadow City was actually sparked by Christina's failed assassination attempt of a Third Level Wizard, which she somehow managed to survive.

 No matter how much strategizing had taken place in the struggle for the Saint's legacy, regardless of the strength of the wizards dispatched by the sect from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, the incontestable fact was that Christina was delivered o the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell by Shadow City for disposal.

 An Official wizard was treated like merchandise and disposed of in such a way, without having committed any serious mistakes or betrayed Shadow City!

 It struck a chord with others of their kind.

 The atmosphere within Shadow City itself was already too oppressive.

 The voices and treatment of the middle and lower tiers of wizards were extremely low.

 If, after being saved by Link, Christina had defected smoothly or returned without seeking revenge, perhaps the matter would have ended there.

 The middle and lower tiers, especially the lower tiers, excel at self-deception. As long as they survive, can't they chew sweetness out of hardship?

 But Christina did not hold back. When she found the right moment, she brazenly launched the assassination.

 The target, the Third Level Wizard, was precisely the captain who had subdued Christina and handed her over to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 After completing his mission and returning to Shadow City, the captain was rewarded and successfully promoted to Third Level Wizard.

 Armed with this good news, Link left the Dean's office.

 Promoting version 1.0 construction within the realm of Shadow City was not so simple.

 First of all, they had to train constructors—the technicians who implant construction into wizards who are willing to integrate version 1.0 construction.

 In this regard, Link had rich training experience from when he launched the construction project in the Palo Sage army, and he had mature teaching materials and reading lists.

 However, Link did not have the time to train personnel himself again.

 Moreover, since the construction system had already evolved to version 2.0 and had created the Construction Wizard Sect, there was no need to train so many constructors who were doomed to be phased out.

 Focusing on a win-win partnership, Link set his sights on that well-established team from the Palo Sage army.

 Secondly, they needed to reach an understanding with the high-ranking officials of both the college and Shadow City to open access rights.

 Lastly, they had to design several sets of standard suits and individual items suitable for the average wizards in Shadow City, as well as some special suits similar to "Shadow Annihilation."

 The latter two issues, one was already addressed, and the other was not urgent.

 Link prioritized the first issue.

 "Sister Serene, can you get in touch with Sage Palo?"

 Failing to contact Sage Palo himself, Link turned to seek outside help.

 Sage Serene, who was in a great mood after a breakthrough in potion research, asked with a smiling voice, "What's the matter, he's not taking your calls?"

 "Yes, I don't know what's going on with Sage Palo, I can't reach him."

 Link nodded, confirming Sage Serene's guess.

 "Hehe..."

 Sage Serene laughed, her laughter very clear and tinged with teasing.

 "He... " she stopped laughing and chirped happily, "He's a bit too embarrassed to take your calls right now."

 "Hm?"

 Link was puzzled.

 There was no conflict or clash of interests between him and Sage Palo.

 Why would he be too embarrassed to take calls?

 Sage Serene did not string him along and promptly said, "Palo has always prided himself on his talent and opportunities being top-notch, and who knew that taking you on as a junior would prove to be such a nightmare. All his points of pride seem inconsequential in front of you now."

 Link was taken aback at hearing this.

 Was there such a narrative?

 "Nonsense!"

 Suddenly, Sage Palo's somewhat annoyed voice came through.

 Soon after, Sage Palo, wearing pajamas, appeared on the screen, defending himself, "I was just inconvenient earlier, not at all narrow-minded as you suggest."

 Sage Serene did not refute him but just glared at Sage Palo.

 "Congratulations!"

 Seeing this, Link could guess that Sage Serene had at some point ended her fishing expedition and stopped teasing Sage Palo, having reeled him back home.

 They were already living together.

 "When are Sage Palo and Sister Serene planning to have their wedding?"

 Then, Link asked and added, "I need to prepare a nice gift properly, to thank Sage Palo for his care over the years, and Sister Serene for her kindness."
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 "Don't worry." 

 Sage Selene replied, "Our marriage isn't so simple, and there's no rush for the time being. But what about you and Jasmine, when are you planning the wedding? Jasmine is already pregnant. You two sure moved quickly!"

 Link fell silent for a moment before honestly responding, "Soon, we plan to do it before the next campaign."

 Ravensmouth College only provides level six sages with one opportunity to acquire a world coordinate for conquest, free of charge.

 That's why there is the saying of half mission, half reward.

 Afterwards, level six sages must either find their own world coordinates to conquer or purchase them from the college.

 If the College has other missions, then there are other rules to follow.

 "Didn't you just sell a world? Why the rush to campaign?"

 Sage Palo asked, puzzled, as he donned a new set of clothes with a wave of his hand.

 Up to now, aside from the Fairy World, Sage Palo had only conquered another world with a limit of level 5 extraordinary beings.

 The Palo Sage army was in the process of recuperation.

 The next campaign in the Heavens might have to wait for another two or three months.

 "For Magic Stones," Link sighed. "The bigger the operations, the more Magic Stones are needed."

 The entire Grande Sage Army depended on Link for their supply of Magic Stones.

 While the College did have a certain assistance policy, it was hardly sufficient; at best, it was a gesture.

 After Link was promoted to Sage, the organization "Do Anything Freely" spontaneously amended its constitution; from a democratic public organization, it transformed into a private one under the command of Grande Sage.

 This change, sanctioned by Sandra, pushed by Jasmine, and with the cooperation of the members.

 With the general consensus against him, Link had no choice but to accept it.

 As a result, although funds could still be raised collectively, Link also had to contribute some Magic Stones as a sign of commitment.

 "Mmm… indeed."

 These words struck a chord with Sage Palo.

 Wizards like them, who hailed from Stormy Sea without family backing and relied solely on their own efforts, indeed saw an ever-increasing need for Magic Stones.

 It would take at least several decades or even a century to develop a stable industrial chain that wouldn't require much oversight.

 Sage Palo was also worried about how to expand his influx of Magic Stones.

 He certainly didn't want to use the Magic Stones earned by Selene's Potion research to sustain his army.

 "I reached out to Palo today because I want to establish a partnership."

 Link then stated the purpose of their communication.

 "What kind of partnership?"

 Sage Palo immediately showed interest.

 Next, the two discussed a deal to export version 1.0 construction designs to Shadow City.

 Sage Selene occasionally interjected to ask some questions that Palo might find too impolite to voice or concerning aspects of the construction system he was unfamiliar with.

 After over an hour of discussion, they reached a preliminary agreement on the intent to cooperate, and the broad outlines of the partnership were established.

 As for the formal signing of the cooperation contract, it obviously couldn't be done so casually.

 Follow-up discussions would require Jasmine to negotiate with the personnel responsible for industrial development within the Palo Sage army.

 After ending the communication, Link exhaled deeply.

 Sage Selene, having accepted Palo's side, had gone back to their initial acquaintance, advocating for Palo's interests wherever possible.

 But in front of Link, she hadn't gone to such extremes.

 She still cared about her friendship with Link.

 Therefore, in many aspects of the cooperation details, she didn't push to the limit.

 So, if this partnership came to fruition, there would be benefits for everyone involved.

 Bearing the good news, Link found Jasmine, who was busy preparing lunch in the kitchen, and shared it with her.

 For the following month, Link was busy with three things:

 First, exporting version 1.0 construction designs to Shadow City; second, planning the wedding; and third, selecting an appropriate location for building a true home.

 While the lakeside villa and North District Villa were nice, ultimately, they were not quite fit for Link's current status.

 Occasional stays are fine, but it's not suitable for long-term residence.

 Especially the lakeside villas in the academy.

 The progress in all three areas was going very smoothly.

 It was unclear how the academy had communicated with the Shadow City administration, but Shadow City agreed to the arrangement very promptly.

 The trade company established specifically for outputting Construction 1.0 had four major shareholders; the academy held one share, while the remaining shares were divided with five going to the Grande Family and four to Sage Palo.

 With the protection of the academy's prestige, entry into the market proceeded naturally without a hitch.

 Suddenly, Construction 1.0 began to gain popularity among the formal-level wizards in Shadow City, particularly those from the Stormy Sea, or those wizards from weaker mainland families of the Wizard Continent.

 Through this cooperation, the relationship between Ravensmouth College and Shadow City, which was already quite good, deepened even further.

 This change brought some unease to the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell.

 Mesopotamia University had always been a staunch ally of Ravensmouth College.

 Although the status of the two allies had switched, with Mesopotamia University transitioning from the leading role to Ravensmouth College taking the lead,

 the alliance was not false.

 Not long ago, Ravensmouth College had gone to great lengths to muddy the waters in order to cover for a Level Eight Great Sage from Mesopotamia attempting a breakthrough.

 Even though the breakthrough attempt by the Mesopotamia Level Eight Great Sage had failed, the person was still alive.

 Mesopotamia University remained a top wizard force within the Mitchell District.

 Now, with Ravensmouth College holding the hand of its former elder brother on one side and embracing a new friend with meaningful glances on the other, if it could also draw in the Flame and Metal Trading Company and the White Tower Alliance,

 it really wouldn't need to strive hard to establish its own district.

 It could entirely replace the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell and pick up where the tower left off.

 Therefore, in order to consolidate its position and quash the wild ambitions of Ravensmouth College, as well as suppress their arrogance, the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell began a new round of targeting.

 Right when Link had chosen a suitable location and built what was truly a home, with the wedding preparations almost complete, and the day of the wedding about to be chosen, a delegation from the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell suddenly arrived at Ravensmouth College.

 The ambassador from the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell specified, by name and title, that he wanted to discuss some matters with Sage Link Grande.

 This ambassador was no stranger; it was the Level Six Sage, Cowell Ludville.

 Given Cowell Ludville's realm and status, as long as his requests weren't too outrageous, Ravensmouth College had no reason to categorically refuse.

 At this particular time, it was Ravensmouth College that truly did not wish to erupt into open conflict with the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell.

 The Supreme Council was not just for show.

 If not for the series of overt and covert actions led by Dean Frist that did not exceed the boundaries of internal conflict set by the Supreme Council or become too extreme, the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell would have already triggered a civil war.

 For the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell, being able to eliminate Ravensmouth College with a single blow was preferable to the current situation, which was annoying, yet posed enough of a threat.

 Lady Lisandra, responsible for receiving the delegation, did not rashly agree to Cowell Ludville's request.

 No matter how one felt about Link Grande, there were things that simply could not be done.

 Lady Lisandra did not seek to indirectly inquire about Link's opinion through Dean Frist or Sandra, but chose to approach Link personally.

 "Think it over, and if you do not wish to meet, you don't have to,"

 After recounting the incident to Link, Lady Lisandra made her stance clear.

 Or rather, she expressed the stance of the college and that of the Diomand Family.

 If someone shows excessive eagerness without reason, they're either plotting or stealing.

 How could Cowell Ludville and the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell bother Link with a chat if they didn't have an ulterior motive?

 This explicit request by name, demanding Link to engage in discussions, was certainly hiding a cunning scheme.

 "I will meet with them,"

 Link considered carefully and then agreed to the meeting.

 After all, he was always a part of Ravensmouth College.

 When the college needed him, he would do his part, so that the college would provide protection when he needed it.

 For instance, the last time, Dean Frist had repelled an unreasonable directive from the High Council.

 "As long as you've considered it carefully, that's fine,"

 Lady Lisandra looked at Link deeply, then brought out a gift and placed it on the coffee table.

 "Happy wedding!"
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 There is a method to every task.

 Ravensmouth College tended to agree to the request of the Great Sage Mitchell Tower delegation.

 Link Grande had also agreed to meet and discuss with Cowell Ludville, the level six sage.

 However, there was no rush.

 For one thing, Link's wedding preparations were almost complete, and the ceremony was imminent;

 For another, Ravensmouth College couldn't possibly accede to the requests of the Great Sage Mitchell Tower delegation so eagerly right after they were made.

 If that were the case, it would appear as though Ravensmouth College held a lower status in the eyes of the Great Sage Mitchell Tower.

 For a long time, the Great Sage Mitchell Tower had not had the qualification to speak on equal terms with Ravensmouth College from a position of strength.

 Pushing aside these unrelated matters, Link and Jasmine's wedding began in a low-key manner.

 Link did not invite many guests, nor did he conduct the festivities as grand as Assad Kenneth's and Renee Clarke's wedding.

 He simply invited Sage Palo, Sage Serene, Sage Cody, members of "Do Anything Freely," Old Murphy, and Polo Salossal.

 Dean Frist received an invitation but did not attend in person; he only sent a gift.

 This controlled distance was just right.

 Link already had enough attention focused on him.

 If Dean Frist were to personally attend Link and Jasmine's wedding, it might have put Link once again at the center of public controversy.

 The wedding went very smoothly, and no one with a lack of foresight caused any trouble.

 Instead, the Ravensmouth forum saw an uptick in posts from witches envious of Jasmine Kidman.

 Link and Jasmine's experiences were practically laid bare.

 The most eye-catching and envy-inducing point was that Jasmine Kidman's wizard qualifications were quite poor, but by "clinging" to Grande Sage, she had won from the starting line.

 In many witches' eyes, at that time Sage Link Grande was a nerdy scholar who only knew studying, and Jasmine Kidman was a pot of already steeped green tea.

 Using the advantage of being close to the water to get the moon first, the green tea fully utilized her tea art to hook up step by step with Grande Sage.

 It was only thus that Jasmine Kidman managed to use the resources and help she got from Grande Sage to become a Third Level Wizard so quickly.

 Faster than Lanny Taylor, who had advanced fifth rank qualifications in the same class, and faster than the vast majority of fifth rank talents in the history of the college.

 Expanding the scope to the entire Wizard World, among the young wizards under 25, only Link and Elise Clark, both sages, could match the top talents from the top wizard forces.

 These were the ones who had been shortlisted twice by the Supreme Council for matters related to Parallel Universes.

 After the wedding, Lanny Taylor, upon hearing about the forum uproar, was quite speechless.

 Those witches who claimed to "sympathize" with Lanny Taylor, each had more malicious intent and were dirtier than the last.

 Harboring jealousy themselves and seeking to denigrate Jasmine Kidman, they used her as their weapon.

 Lanny Taylor decided to seek out and settle accounts with several of the most active witches once she had her Promotion to Third Level Wizard.

 "When will you be promoted to Third Level Wizard?"

 After leaving Link and Jasmine's new home, on the way back to the college's main world, Tiffany saw Lanny's actions and couldn't help but ask.

 A profound upheaval, unseen for thousands of years, descended upon the Wizard World after a Five-Person Mission was sent to the Parallel Universe.

 In the entire Wizard World, the cultivation speed of wizards below the Great Sage Level began to accelerate.

 If one had enough talent and opportunity, what used to take two or three decades to achieve Sage status, might now only take seven or eight years.

 Lanny Taylor's advancement in cultivation was actually quite fast, not slow in the slightest.

 If not for wanting to proceed more steadily and accumulate more experience, she actually could have used the tailwinds of the great upheaval and relied on the Diomand Family's resources to become a Tier 3 wizard before Jasmine.

 It was simply a matter of choice.

 Thinking of this, Lanny Taylor smiled and said, "Today! It will be today!"

 As her words fell, a mysterious fluctuation emerged around Lanny Taylor, and in an instant, her whole aura changed.

 To Tiffany's eyes, it was as if a river had reversed from its lowlands to ascend sheer cliffs, leaping to become a wide and vast river.

 This scene made Tiffany feel quite envious.

 She also had advance fifth rank qualifications and had been cultivating for two years longer than Lanny Taylor, yet...

 She had completed her advancement just two days earlier than Lanny Taylor.

 However, Tiffany soon adjusted her mood.

 The two of them, along with a smiling Sandra, who was watching them, returned to the main college world.

 Of course, Sandra was happy.

 Link Grande's early promotion to Sage was enough to prove that her philosophy had merit.

 The rapid advancement of Tiffany Colonna and Lanny Taylor to Third Level Wizard was certainly due to their own qualifications and effort, but one could not deny Sandra's foresight and cultivation.

 In the main world of the college, among their peers with the same advance fifth rank qualifications from major families, not even a single Tier 3 wizard has yet emerged.

 The fourth generation of the Diomand Family would undoubtedly regard Sandra Diomand as the most distinguished!

 After sending off all the guests, Link and Jasmine finally found quiet time for themselves.

 The couple ordered their smart steward to clean the house, organize internal affairs, and retreated to the bridal room to sort out the gifts.

 Afterward, they leisurely enjoyed a few blissful days of post-wedding life.

 It was only after Link and Jasmine stepped out of their warm and comfortable nest that they started busying themselves with their respective tasks.

 Jasmine needed to continue monitoring the Grande Family's industries and couldn't neglect her own cultivation; she had much to do.
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 As for Link, he took the initiative to find Lady Lisandra and expressed that he could cooperate with the college at any time and meet with Cowell Ludville, the level six sage, for negotiations.

 Somehow, Lady Lisandra's attitude towards Link had changed.

 She was no longer as repellant as before.

 However, both were clear that between them lay a thorn that could not be removed.

 Even if Link had the opportunity to kill Zoran Lucia,

 What was done was done and could not be ignored.

 Lady Lisandra asked Link to prepare, as he might be called upon to make an appearance that very afternoon.

 The college would not let Link appear for nothing, and even prepared his reward in advance.

 Two standard units of "ammunition" had already been replenished in the Grande Sage Army's interstellar fleet.

 This pleased Link greatly.

 With two standard units, another battle like the last annihilation could be fought.

 They were worth about six to twelve standard Tier 3 magic stones.

 For a Fourth Level Sage, this appearance fee was not low.

 Time quickly advanced to the afternoon.

 Escorted by Lady Lisandra, Link came to a villa in the Central City area of Ravensmouth City.

 Every wizard force exercised strict control over access to their homeworld.

 Even for allies like Mesopotamia University, Ravensmouth College would carefully decide whether to allow outsiders into the homeworld.

 Last time, it was Great Sage Mitchell himself who summoned Lisandra, and Cowell Ludville was only allowed to bring her into the homeworld of the Great Sage Mitchell's tower after multiple vigilant teleportations.

 Ravensmouth College, of course, chose the Wizard World Homeland, in the Central City area of Ravensmouth City, to receive the delegation from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Cowell Ludville had insisted repeatedly on his request to meet with Sage Link Grande in person.

 That afternoon, his wish was finally granted.

 All other members of the delegation were excluded; in the vast conference hall, only Cowell Ludville, the level six sage, awaited Link's arrival.

 Lady Lisandra too was surprised by this scene.

 "Madam, may I ask you to excuse us for a moment?"

 The first words from Cowell Ludville were entirely unexpected.

 "Impossible."

 Lady Lisandra did not even need to think before she flatly refused.

 The request was truly unreasonable and felt very presumptuous.

 "Alright then."

 Cowell Ludville did not seem surprised at all by the response.

 He actually shrugged, showing a hint of nonchalance, his tone, posture, and actions somewhat improper.

 Lady Lisandra's eyebrows furrowed involuntarily.

 Even with preparation, the college had surmised that Cowell Ludville's insistence to meet Link Grande was concealing some trickery.

 However, at that critical moment, Lady Lisandra felt that they had been too optimistic.

 It was then that Cowell turned to face the calm and composed Link, smiling as he spoke, "Greetings, Grande Sage, I am Cowell Ludville, we've met before."

 "We have met, Sage Ludville."

 Link responded briefly, without saying much more.

 Before coming, Link had set his own rules for the meeting and negotiations of the day.

 Listen more, observe more, think more, talk less.

 Cowell smiled and did not take Link's wary demeanor as slight, but rather appreciated it.

 Good, he had not become conceited by becoming a sage at such a young age, nor had he been complacent or haughty after having beaten a peer and a super-genius in the Supreme Council.

 A wizard who could always maintain humility and caution was one who could continually reach for new heights.

 The principle was simple; such wizards were less likely to meet with untimely demise.

 Geniuses who are dead, no matter how talented, are still dead.

 Only living geniuses can fulfill their potential.

 Such behavior from Link Grande made him worthy of the upcoming discussion.

 Cowell turned back to Lady Lisandra, and with a very serious and somber tone, he said, "Great Sage Mitchell has decided that he is willing to give up the Mitchell District in exchange for Sage Link Grande joining the ranks of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 "What?"

 Lady Lisandra was so shocked that she almost jumped up.

 Great Sage Mitchell was going to give up Mitchell District?

 This news directly pierced through Lady Lisandra's composure.

 "Madam, you heard me correctly."

 Cowell's mouth curled with amusement, enjoying the sight of Lady Lisandra's loss of composure and the hesitation that caused the rich fruits on the delicate branches to fluctuate.

 Only when Lady Lisandra gradually regained her calm and glared at him did Cowell retract that deliberately blatant gaze.

 Yes, it was Cowell's intention to do just that.

 Only by continuously provoking Lady Lisandra's mind was there any possibility for the negotiations to unfold.

 Holding onto that principle, Cowell continued to raise the stakes, "Madam, let me be frank; Great Sage Mitchell has made up his mind to give up the Mitchell District. However, whether he will cede it to Ravensmouth College or another qualified district-building force depends on whether you can meet our conditions."

 After a pause, Cowell emphasized each word, "Our condition is simple, that is for Sage Link Grande to transfer into our Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 Having dropped that statement, Cowell nodded to Link, flashed a friendly smile, and left with long strides.

 Reaching the door of the meeting hall, Cowell stopped, and without turning his head said, "Seven days. It's been seven days since I proposed a meeting to discuss with Sage Link Grande until you agreed to this request. So, I'm giving you seven days to think it over thoroughly."

 Now, only Link and Lady Lisandra were left in the meeting room.

 Their emotions differed, as did their thoughts.

 Before long, Lady Lisandra completely cooled down, and looking at Link, who remained composed, she opened her mouth as if to say something but then swallowed the words back.

 Her behavior just now was truly inappropriate.

 It was not befitting of her status and strength as a level six True Spirit Wizard.

 This was very odd.

 She couldn't determine by what means Cowell Ludville had managed to stir her emotions.

 Under shock, the outward expression of a person is a true reflection of their inner thoughts.

 Lady Lisandra knew that Link had once studied to become a True Spirit Wizard, and he was quite proficient.

 Of course, she realized that the moment she heard Cowell's condition, she had revealed her true thoughts.

 That was, exchanging a Link Grande for Mitchell District seemed an especially good deal.

 As such, the atmosphere between them was quite stiff.

 Link adhered to the principle of listening, observing, pondering more, and speaking less. He maintained his calm and showed no intention of initiating conversation.

 Lady Lisandra, unable to swallow her pride, did not explain to Link that her earlier performance had been a reaction to Cowell's ploy, even though she had ideas, she was not going to act on them rashly.

 Well, this issue could not be clearly explained.

 "You can go back on your own."

 Lady Lisandra, not one for affectedness, spoke with a neutral tone since the explanation was unclear.

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, stood up, and left.

 He did not dawdle or reveal any of his thoughts.

 "Sigh!"

 Lady Lisandra sighed, and with a thought, teleported to Dean Frist's office.

 "Are you really moved by the idea?"

 Dean Frist stood by the window, gazing towards the east.

 The Tower of Great Sage Mitchell was in that direction.

 "Hmm."

 Lady Lisandra did not conceal her feelings and answered candidly.

 "I would be moved, too," stated Dean Frist, as he turned around with certainty, "but we cannot accept this condition."

 "Why not?"

 Lady Lisandra asked in a mild tone.

 She just wanted to know what her brother thought, without necessarily intending to trade Link Grande for Mitchell District.

 "For specific reasons, go and ask Grandfather," replied Dean Frist without explaining further as he teleported away, leaving behind only one sentence.

 "Link Grande is more valuable than Mitchell District."
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 Link had not yet returned home.

 Dean Frist came to visit.

 This was the first time Jasmine had to receive Dean Frist alone.

 Even though she was a Third Level Wizard, without Link by her side, Jasmine still felt somewhat ill at ease.

 The Dean was not only a dean, but also a level six sage, and rumors had it that he could breakthrough at any time and advance to a Level Seven Great Sage.

 Jasmine took out the top-quality black tea that Link had personally made and stored, trying her best to calm down as she brewed a pot of tea.

 Dean Frist was very affable, and although he did not offer warm inquiries about their welfare, he spoke with gentle words.

 This surprised Jasmine, but it made her even more cautious.

 She knew that the Dean's kindness was not due to her, but because of Link.

 It was very important to know her place.

 Seeing this, Dean Frist smiled and did not put any more pressure on Jasmine.

 After leaving the meeting hall and on the way back to his new home, Link received a visitor notification from his smart steward.

 Discovering that Dean Frist had paid a visit to his new home, Link hastened his pace.

 Having only taken a few sips of the black tea, Dean Frist saw Link, who had hurried back.

 "I've come on short notice without a prior appointment, I hope I haven't disturbed you."

 Setting down his teacup, Dean Frist was the first to speak, expressing his apologies.

 "How could it be a disturbance, welcoming the Dean is an honor."

 Link glanced briefly at Jasmine, who relaxed a little, and responded with a smile.

 "Hmm."

 Dean Frist did not continue with pleasantries. "Between us, we needn't bother with such empty formalities. Why I am here, Link, you surely understand."

 Upon hearing this, Link fell silent, unsure of how to respond.

 Seeing this, Jasmine quietly left the living room, heading upstairs, leaving space for the Dean and Link.

 As a member of the management of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, Cowell Ludville, a level six sage, would certainly not speak recklessly on such an important matter.

 So, regardless of what Great Sage Mitchell's true intentions were in deciding to give up the Mitchell District,

 the conditions proposed by the Great Sage Tower could not be false.

 From this action, Link perceived the importance the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell—or the Great Sage himself—placed on him, but he did not feel respected.

 Lady Lisandra's knee-jerk reaction might have been influenced by something that had caused her to lose composure, also revealing part of her true thoughts.

 That is, to trade a Link Grande for the Mitchell District, the deal could be done!

 Whether it was Cowell Ludville, representing Great Sage Mitchell and the Great Sage Tower, or Lady Lisandra, at that moment, both of them had objectified Link.

 It was not to the point of wounding his self-esteem, but it did make Link quite displeased.

 Recollections of certain records he had read and some personal experiences surged to mind.

 Lanny Taylor once mentioned in passing, how during a competition among the five great wizard forces, a quiet conversation among several team leaders had emerged.

 It turned out, not only apprentices and official wizards could be treated as goods to be traded back and forth.

 In the eyes of Level Eight Great Sages, what was a Fourth Level Sage accounted for?

 If they took a liking to you and wanted to buy you out, that was your honor!

 However, Dean Frist did not remain silent. Instead, he spoke very seriously, "Link, rest assured, my visit is to give you a promise. Whatever the intentions of Great Sage Mitchell, let's not mention it for now, but his actions show great disrespect towards you. I, we at Ravensmouth College, are different. No matter what, we do not agree to such a supposed trade. You are a wizard, a sage, and you deserve respect."

 "Thank you, Dean."

 Link expressed his heartfelt thanks, though his mood improved only slightly.

 After all, Dean Frist was unable to make a final decision on this matter.

 Ultimately, they would have to wait for the decision of Great Sage Revo.

 If Great Sage Revo wanted to easily take over the Mitchell District, no amount of promises from Dean Frist would be useful.

 Dean Frist did not continue on this topic.

 Having expressed his stance and respect clearly was enough.

 What mattered now was the actual action.

 After discussing some of his recent thoughts on the Construction Wizard Sect with Link, Dean Frist took his leave.

 Elsewhere.

 At Ruiwo Suosi Academy's headquarters world.

 Lady Lisandra really did, as Dean Frist said, seek answers from her grandparents, the Great Sages Revo and Seuss.

 "You're talking about this matter."

 After listening to his granddaughter's account, Great Sage Revo laughed, "That old fellow Mitchell is deliberately trying to trip us up."

 Lisandra was of course aware of this but did not know the specific details.

 Luckily, Great Sage Revo did not have any penchant for suspense and straightforwardly explained:

 "The word on the street is that the old man Mitchell's delusional attempt to revive the Mysterious Wizard Faction has failed. The contingencies left by the Saint of Nostrodamus prior to his demise are ultimately not something a Level Nine Great Sage can bypass. Unless the five Saints of the Supreme Council make a move, it's nearly impossible for the Mysterious Wizard Faction to reemerge. Unless the Saint of Nostrodamus is successfully resurrected. So..."

 Pausing for a moment, Great Sage Revo's tone became even more jovial: "So, that old man Mitchell, wanting to become a Saint before he dies, only has two paths left. One is to establish his own wizard sect and ascended to sainthood; the other is to venture into a parallel universe and chase a chance."

 At this point, Great Sage Seuss interjected, "What two paths? If Mitchell could establish his own path, would he still need to restore the Mysterious Wizard Faction? His only option is to try his luck in a parallel universe."
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 "After my death, why should I care if the flood is overwhelming!"

 The Great Sage Ravensmouth scoffed, his tone dripping with sarcasm, "With Mitchell's temperament, as long as he can become a Saint, no price is too high. To secure the first spot to venture into the Parallel Universe, Mitchell readily agreed to five Saints of the Supreme Council to vacate the Mitchell District before leaving."

 At this point, Lady Lisandra suddenly understood the whole story.

 It really was as Cowell Ludville had said, Great Sage Mitchell had truly decided to give up the Mitchell District.

 But why replace Link Grande?

 Seeing the confusion in Lisandra's eyes, Great Sage Revo suddenly sighed and said, "I can't tell if I'm lucky or not. A special 'Alien Guest' has fallen into my area, and a little guy even more special than the 'Alien Guest' also ended up in my area."

 "Link Grande?"

 Lisandra asked jokingly, "In what way is he more special than Elise Clark?"

 Great Sage Revo stood up, slightly tilted his head, his gaze piercing through time and space, looking into the unknown.

 His aura became ethereal and elusive.

 Sage Seuss gently waved his sleeves and deflected the impact felt by Lisandra, then explained, "The High Council has confirmed that the Saint of Nostrodamus has been resurrected, and it's closely related to Link Grande."

 "Ah?"

 Lisandra exclaimed in shock, stunned, "Already resurrected?"

 The Annihilation Saint, resurrected without a sound.

 This piece of news was like a thunderclap ringing beside her ear, leaving Lisandra completely dumbstruck.

 It was too sudden!

 "Mitchell still can't let go," Sage Seuss suddenly lamented.

 Lisandra understood.

 Great Sage Mitchell, in his pursuit to become a Saint, had not given up on reviving the Mysterious Wizard Faction.

 Through Link Grande, he could find the just-resurrected Nostrodamus Saint, who had neither power nor force, and either through intimidation or temptation, had a certain chance of getting what Great Sage Mitchell wanted.

 On this issue, Lady Lisandra asked her grandparents some more questions, then left in shock.

 Great Sage Revo and Sage Seuss each went about their own business.

 A while later, Sage Seuss spoke faintly, "Why didn't you want to tell Lisandra the real inside story?"

 "Is it necessary?"

 Great Sage Revo settled back across from Sage Seuss.

 "It is necessary. You know, Lisandra's thoughts and actions tend to be extreme, and I do not wish for us to face the hostility of a Saint, or even a Great Sage turned Saint, because of trouble she might cause in the future."

 "That's a problem for much later. Who can be sure that by then, you and I definitely won't have become Saints?"

 "Are you confident?"

 "In its prime, the Wizard World had nine Saints. Now, with a once in millennia change upon us and the Parallel Universe about to open, anything is possible."

 "Alright, just make sure you've thought it through," Sage Seuss said, no longer interested in continuing the conversation, instead indulging in the beauty of the water lilies.

 Great Sage Revo spread his left hand, revealing a black and a white smooth jade stone in his palm, utterly engrossed in them.

 The next day.

 Dean Frist and Lady Lisandra personally paid a visit to invite Link to continue participating in the exchange with the delegation from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 It was that same conference hall.

 Level six sage Cowell Ludville was already there waiting alone in advance.

 Upon seeing Dean Frist, Cowell immediately stood up and greeted him, "I am honored, truly honored! I never expected Cowell Ludville to receive hospitality from Frist Diomand, truly an honor!"

 Link heard a hint of mockery and self-derision in that statement.

 The emotions were quite complex.

 It seemed that level six sage Cowell Ludville and Dean Frist had had conflicts, and Cowell had come out the worse for wear.

 Considering that Ravensmouth College had been aggressively pursuing and weakening the reputation and influence of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell under Dean Frist's leadership,

 Link felt that Cowell's behavior was, after all, to be expected.

 "It's been a while, Ludville."

 Dean Frist nodded slightly in greeting and got straight to the point, "Wizard Link Grande is a sage and should receive the respect he deserves. Ludville, your words yesterday have offended Sage Grande's dignity and trampled upon the honor of Ravensmouth College. Please return and convey to the management of the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell, as well as Great Sage Mitchell himself, that Ravensmouth College will not commodify its own wizards."

 "Is that so?"

 Cowell Ludville had anticipated what kind of response he would receive upon meeting Dean Frist.

 He was not at all surprised by Dean Frist's statement.

 He simply smiled lightly and said, "No hurry, we agreed on seven days, and it's only the second day today, still plenty of time."

 Dean Frist gazed intently at Cowell Ludville and said in a deep voice, "No matter how many days, my decision will not change, nor will the determination of Ravensmouth College waver."

 After leaving those words, Dean Frist departed.

 Lady Lisandra and Link were left behind.

 Cowell Ludville's face maintained a calm and composed smile as if everything was under his control.

 Watching Dean Frist leave, Cowell Ludville, with a smile, turned to Lady Lisandra and Link, "Lady, Grande Sage, let's end our discussion here for today. You still have five days to consider."

 With that, today's exchange came to an end.

 The third day, the fourth day, the fifth day, the sixth day, it was all just a formality.

 On the seventh day, before Link had even started to go through the motions, Jasmine came over with a portable mind-computer, her face full of worry.

 "What's wrong, Jasmine?"

 Link asked with concern.

 "Take a look for yourself."

 Jasmine projected the content from her mind-computer.

 A shocking piece of news was topping the forums in the Central Plains, West Coast, East Coast, North Region, and South Region of the Wizard World, all platforms with some influence.

 It even reached the main forums of the Supreme Council.

 The titles were somewhat different, but they all discussed one thing: the Great Sage Mitchell of the West Coast was willing to exchange jurisdiction over the Mitchell District with Ravensmouth College for the inclusion of Sage Link Grande.

 After a few incidents, Link's fame was already considerable.

 Now, it had been catapulted onto the cusp of a storm.

 All the wizards in the Wizard World, this time, were likely to learn about the existence of Link Grande.

 Why would a Fourth Level Sage be worth the jurisdiction of an entire district?

 Wizards, a bit more curious, would certainly investigate the reason behind it.

 Link was about to receive an overwhelming surge of attention.

 All his information was liable to be unearthed.

 And that wasn't even the biggest problem.

 The outstanding tree invites the wind to blast it.

 From now on, Link would have to be careful wherever he went, in case he encountered some wizards with malicious intent or those with antisocial personalities who could not bear the sight of his success and would strike at him.

 The precedent set by Sage Walters was a warning.

 The move by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had an essence of "If I can't have it, then I will destroy it."

 "Don't worry, I'll handle it."

 Link gently touched Jasmine's head, which was filled with apprehension, and comforted her softly.

 "Okay."

 Jasmine nodded obediently.

 Afterward, Link went out as usual to meet Lady Lisandra for their final day of discussion.

 Dean Frist suddenly appeared, stopping Link, and took both Link and Jasmine away from the Wizard World Homeland.

 This time, their destination was not the main world of the college but rather Dean Frist's Destiny World.

 The rumors were true.

 If Dean Frist so wished, he could be promoted to a Level Seven Great Sage at any time.

 It was just unknown why he had delayed his ascension for so long.
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 Throughout the process, he didn't ask another question.

 Link, with Jasmine by his side, followed all of Dean Frist's arrangements.

 Upon reaching their Destiny World and settling the Grande Couple, Dean Frist didn't even have time to explain to Link and hurriedly left again.

 Clearly, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell's unexpected wave of media offensive had caught Dean Frist off guard.

 Such a large workload, and the secrecy was maintained so well.

 Ravensmouth College had not heard a whisper of any movements beforehand, which was extremely odd.

 The most serious matter was not that the name Link Grande was being hung up on major forums, but that Ravensmouth College had been kept in the dark to such an extent.

 As the de facto highest administrator of Ravensmouth College, Dean Frist of course needed to deal with this emergency.

 Thinking of Link and Jasmine and promptly settling them in his own Destiny World was a clear indication of how much he valued Link.

 "Link, is this situation very serious?"

 It's said that pregnancy makes a woman dim-witted for three years, and Jasmine was feeling her intelligence wasn't up to par.

 She had even lost her ability to judge the situation.

 "Don't worry."

 Link comforted her again and then sat down in a chair with a calm expression.

 Due to the urgencies of the situation, Dean Frist had only placed Link and Jasmine in an unoccupied villa without further instructions.

 The tasks he immediately had to attend to didn't allow him the luxury of dispatching a clone to entertain, reassure Link and Jasmine, and offer explanations.

 Therefore, the World Spirit was responsible for further entertaining Link and Jasmine.

 Franda sensed the presence of her own kind and was eager to come out of Link's World of the Sea of Consciousness for a chat.

 However, she was extremely busy right now and didn't have the time.

 It would have to wait until next time.

 Last time, after the Grande Sage Army's campaign against the Water World, they fought a battle with two Abyss Demon Armies.

 Link took the lead in the charge, slaying Water Demons and Power Demons of the same rank with a move that emitted an ultimate high-temperature light wave similar to a solar helium flash.

 The amber-like Human Immortal Martial World even showed signs of melting under the irradiation of the light wave.

 The World of the Sea of Consciousness was good in all aspects, except that it wasn't quite real enough.

 Seeing an opportunity to find herself a new nest to decorate as she pleased, Franda, dragging Conelia with her, dived into the massive project of reshaping the melting amber.

 In Link's World of the Sea of Consciousness, there's a helium flash every day now.

 If this operation had been performed on Earth in Link's previous life, Earth would have been gone long ago, incapable of wandering.

 Link optimistically let Franda and Conelia go and enjoy themselves.

 If successful, he could freely gain a Destiny World; if not, it's also a way to eliminate incorrect answers, right?

 But all this was for the future.

 Right now, Link needed to calm down and seriously consider how to deal with the media onslaught from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 After such a commotion, Link Grande had become a target.

 As long as he remained within the Wizard World or within the range of its influence, he could not avoid trouble.

 Thus, to avoid unnecessary danger, he would have to either hide away and no longer show his face, or leave for "another place" and not come back for a short time.

 As for changing his appearance, that was not very realistic.

 Wizards had plenty of ways to see through disguises.

 Still, hiding or fleeing were not the options Link wanted to choose.

 He had figured out the purpose behind the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell's actions.

 Turning him into a target was just a means to an end, the goal was to force Link to leave for "another place," to travel to a parallel universe as soon as possible.

 As for why they did this, and what the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, or the Great Sage Mitchell himself, could gain, Link had his suspicions, but he wasn't completely sure.

 "Mitchell, that old fellow, really is..."

 World of Ravensmouth College's headquarters.

 After a long silence, Great Sage Revo broke the quiet, expressing his feelings, "If you don't pay attention for a moment, he has managed to pull off such a stunt. Truly, he's still that same Mitchell who would do anything to achieve his goals."

 Great Sage Seuss stared at Great Sage Revo with a very straightforward look, his tone sarcastic, "Ha! As if you hadn't heard a thing beforehand."

 "Ah..."

 In front of his wife, Great Sage Revo still wanted to save face; his actions exposed, he gave an embarrassed smile, "I did hear some rumors, but I had not expected him to make such a big deal out of it."

 "Ha!"

 Again, Great Sage Seuss let out a cold laugh, but said nothing more.

 Wizards are human, after all, with close and distant relationships.

 There was no need to push the closest person away just to stick to some trifling principles.

 "What do you plan to do next?"

 After a while, Great Sage Seuss asked curiously, "Are you really going to send Link Grande to a parallel universe, playing right into Mitchell's hands?"

 "No."

 Great Sage Revo shook his head, "I hardly have the patience to kill Mitchell, let alone play into that old man's hands! However, Link Grande going to a parallel universe is inevitable, sooner or later."

 "That's true."

 Great Sage Seuss agreed with this statement.

 After such a long period of probing and observation, the higher echelons of the Wizard World, the Level Eight Great Sages and above, have come to recognize a somewhat unexpected fact.

 That is, Elise Clark really was just a special "guest."

 Her role was to open the gateway connecting two universes and to serve as a medium for early-stage exchanges between the two universes.

 The one truly valued by the civilization in the parallel universe was Link Grande!

 Otherwise, Link Grande would not have received special treatment from the four Heavenly Masters of the Celestial Court, who hold not insignificant positions within the other universe's hierarchy.
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 Master Zhang had even sent his distinguished junior, Mr. Xu Jing, to form a connection with them.

 If the Wizard World civilization wanted to return to its former glory and thoroughly crush its mortal enemy—the civilization of the World of God—it needed support.

 On the other hand, the civilization of immortals and gods, seeking to delay or even prevent the coming of the age of final law, also needed support.

 It could be said that the civilization of wizards and the civilization of immortals and gods hit it off right away.

 Reaching cooperation and regarding each other as reinforcements were only a matter of time.

 The key lay in how to cooperate, how to allocate benefits, and how to share risks.

 This required one or even several trustworthy individuals of exceptional ability to play their roles.

 Elise Clark certainly had some potential, but the civilization of immortals and gods placed more value on Link Grande.

 Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss discussed this matter, expressing their opinions and speculating on the reasons.

 "Hmm..."

 Spreading open his left hand and looking at the two chess pieces, one black and one white, in his palm, Great Sage Revo suddenly remembered the new tea that Link Grande hadn't produced for a long time and speculated, "Perhaps it's because Elise Clark is focused on cutting ties with her past lives, while Link Grande always keeps his past life in mind."

 "That's a possibility."

 Great Sage Seuss thought for a moment and agreed with this viewpoint.

 Forgetting is betrayal.

 Having regard for someone means there is no need to worry too much about harming their interests.

 Dean Frist didn't hear the two great sages' casual conversation.

 At this moment, he was sitting face to face with Cowell Ludville, both of their faces frosty, neither in a hurry to speak first.

 Lady Lisandra wasn't here, instead, she had led her people to heavily surround the envoy team of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Under Lady Lisandra's command, Ravensmouth City had already sealed off this expanse of the void.

 As time passed, many had forgotten that Lisandra was the most beloved by the two great sages in the Diomand Family.

 With many things, Lisandra could act willfully because her confidence came from the favor of the two great sages.

 Under the guidance of Dean Frist over the years, she had restrained her temper a lot and had changed a lot, but still retained the reckless abandon of her youth.

 The actions of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell this time had completely enraged Lisandra.

 Moreover, seven days ago, Cowell Ludville had used some method to play on her emotions, causing her to lose her composure.

 New grudges and old hatreds combined made Lisandra heatedly decide to surround the envoy team.

 If it were not for the concern about the reputation of Ravensmouth College, Lisandra would have led an attack long ago, instead of merely surrounding them.

 "Frist, you're just going to watch?"

 In the conference hall, Cowell Ludville broke the silence with a sneer, "It doesn't matter if members of the envoy team die, Ravensmouth College's reputation is what's most important, right?"

 "What else?"

 Dean Frist's face suddenly bloomed with a brilliant smile, "Don't tell me what you want to see is me leading my people to kill your entire envoy team?"

 "You know what I'm talking about!"

 Cowell's face darkened as he said coldly, "No matter what, surrounding the envoy team is highly inappropriate. Does Ravensmouth College want to become the target of public criticism?"

 "Hasn't it already become so?"

 Dean Frist's gaze sharpened, "Since you've started this, don't expect it to end easily."

 Before this wave of public opinion targets, the challenges and attacks that Ravensmouth College launched against the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell were all within the rules of the game.

 They hadn't crossed any lines.

 However, the actions of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell this time, while achieving their goal, not only damaged the enemy but also themselves, and also broke the rules.

 The entire Wizard World now knew three things:

 Firstly, Link Grande was worth an entire district;

 Secondly, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell intended to give up the Mitchell District;

 Thirdly, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was forced into this situation by Ravensmouth College.

 Especially the third point, if it became a fixed perception throughout the Wizard World, Ravensmouth College's reputation would be completely ruined.

 Above the districts were the major regions, above the major regions were the five realms, and above the five realms was the Supreme Council.

 As such, how would the ruler of the Tudor region, the Level Nine Great Sage of Tudor, view Ravensmouth College?

 How would the ruler of the West Coast, the Elemental Saint Wizard, view Ravensmouth College?

 The pursuit of surpassing superiors and the dislike of upper power levels and high authorities for being challenged are both strong.

 Cowell Ludville fell silent again.

 Actually, he too did not approve of this action.

 ```

 But his opposition, and that of the other managers, was all in vain.

 Because it was a decision made by Great Sage Mitchell himself.

 He even used many private relationships to finally make it happen.

 Seeing this, Dean Frist became quite disheartened and recalled a term he had heard from Link by chance.

 He stood up, walked towards the exit, and at the same time informed Lady Lisandra to lift the siege, expelling the delegation from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell out of the country would suffice.

 There was no need to dirty his own hands.

 Before he completely left the conference hall, Dean Frist dropped a sentence that made Cowell immediately break down.

 "You are just a worker after all."

 With a gloomy face, Cowell Ludville, along with the expelled team members, left Ravensmouth City in a dismal mood and returned to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 That term "worker" had an incomparable magic power, lingering in Cowell's mind.

 He couldn't forget it at all.

 The more he thought about it, the angrier he became.

 Somehow, he suddenly remembered the words Lady Lisandra had said during their delegation's visit to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Apart from the members of the Mitchell Family, which other level six sage could possibly be promoted to a Level Seven Great Sage?

 None!

 In a fit of rage, Cowell left a resignation letter, didn't pack his belongings, and just ran away.

 This move was extremely dramatic and shocking.

 Dean Frist, who had facilitated this matter through his cunning methods, did not continue to pay attention to the changes.

 He had already arrived at the Supreme Council and, through the procedure, applied for a chance to speak solely with the Elemental Saint Wizard.

 This opportunity was extremely rare.

 Ravensmouth College was at the center of attention, every word and every action, attracting great scrutiny.

 The entire Wizard World was very concerned about the outcome of this sole conversation.

 They looked forward to Ravensmouth College's response to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The quarter-hour of private conversation quickly ended.

 The curiosity of the Wizard World converged fully upon this event.

 The Supreme Council, with the agreement of the Elemental Saint Wizard, announced the result of this private conversation.

 Ravensmouth College applied to replace the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell as the new ruler of Mitchell District, and upon successful replacement, to rename the district "Ravensmouth District."

 As the ruler of the West Coast, the Elemental Saint Wizard agreed to Frist Diomand's request, and the other four Saints did not object.

 At once, the Wizard World was astounded.

 Ravensmouth College was quite audacious!

 So, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell thought to capitalize on the already decided-to-be-abandoned Mitchell District?

 Fine.

 I will accompany you to the end.

 And make it impossible for you to develop in the Parallel Universe with peace of mind and full power!

 Replacing is not just a matter of talk; it needs an actual war to determine the outcome.

 The tempest was right before their eyes.

 "Staying" in her Destiny World, Jasmine led a secluded life, yet she wasn't completely disconnected from the outside world.

 Over the next few months, the war between Ravensmouth College and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell occurred under the "guidance" of the Supreme Council, raging fervently.

 A war between two top powers was no small skirmish and couldn't end immediately.

 Feints, espionage, counter-espionage, surprise attacks, ambushes, counter-ambushes, all sorts of strategies and conflicts emerged endlessly.

 The Grande Sage Army naturally couldn't just idle around.

 Under Link's leadership, they fought several impressive battles.

 The reputation of Link Grande grew bigger and bigger through the war.

 Because someone on the forum had dubbed this conflict "The Link Grande Dispute" for show.

 The debate over whether Link Grande was worthy of an entire Mitchell District attracted more attention than the outcome of the war itself at one point.

 It was under these circumstances that Jasmine, after carrying for ten months, her water broke.

 The childbirth was imminent.

 ```
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 The war abruptly came to a halt.

 Some individuals and powers were in the know, while others were clueless.

 The Supreme Council, encompassing the Central Plains, the East Coast, the West Coast, the South Region, and the North Region, tacitly turned their attention to the focus within Ravensmouth College's camp.

 Without exception, their primary concern was the whereabouts of Link Grande.

 At this juncture, the entire Wizard World was awaiting the birth of the child in Jasmine's womb.

 Unaware of all this was Jasmine, who remained "secluded" in Dean Frist's Destiny World, even though she had the prophetic abilities shared by the God Devouring Worm, despite not being truly cut off from the world.

 "Are you ready?"

 Dean Frist stood opposite Link and asked softly.

 "What can I do if I'm not ready?"

 Link's expression was calm, showing neither resentment nor malice, only resignation.

 Link had nothing to complain about with the way things had developed to this point.

 He could only console himself by thinking, "A Saint's schemes are not so easily unraveled."

 In fact, whether it was his own interactions with the Wizard World Will or the later revelations of secrecy by Dean Frist, it was evident that Link's decisive abandonment of the "Small World" that had a great hope of becoming his Destiny World was an extremely wise move.

 There were certainly more than one trick up the sleeve of The Saint of Nostrodamus for his revival.

 Some of these contingencies had been activated, others discarded, some strongly related, others weakly so.

 The backup plan located in the "Small World" was one of the most strongly related.

 If Link had not given up on the "Small World," upon ascending to Sage level, he could have promoted the "Small World" into a complete world, and then turned it into his Destiny World.

 At that moment, the backup plan arranged by The Saint of Nostrodamus would come into full effect.

 Leveraging the massive surge of life Sublimation energy released during the world's upgrade, the Sage True Spirit of Nostrodamus would have returned from the Long River of Time, and then, utilizing the favoritism of the Wizard World Will that descended with Link's ascension to Sage level, reclaimed his own power in one fell swoop.

 Even if he couldn't immediately return to the exalted position of a Saint, he would still possess the Realm and Might at a Great Sage Level.

 In this way, he could preserve himself amidst the scrutiny of those Great Sages who were unwavering in their pursuit of becoming Saints.

 Link's decisiveness forced The Saint of Nostrodamus to abandon this most potent backup plan.

 And yet, the peculiar qualities within Link would not allow The Saint of Nostrodamus's True Spirit, lying dormant in the Long River of Time, to give up, so it persisted in its entanglement.

 It was unclear how events had unfolded, but The Saint of Nostrodamus's True Spirit had chosen the most difficult path to revival: reincarnation!

 Dean Frist candidly stated that when he learned this news from his grandfather, Great Sage Revo, he was so shocked it took him days to understand.

 Setting aside the risk that the Wizard World Will might wash over the process of True Spirit reincarnation, potentially erasing memories,

 the mysteries of life within the womb and self-identity should have led The Saint of Nostrodamus to reject the method of reincarnation from the start.

 After all, when the child is born, it could be the offspring of Link and Jasmine or the True Spirit of the Saint. The opinions are divided.

 "This attitude of yours..."

 Seeing the genuine calm in Link, Dean Frist couldn't help but express his amazement, "Very good! Excellent!"

 After speaking, Dean Frist looked up.

 They were currently within Ravensmouth College in the Wizard World Homeland.

 Dean Frist's gaze pierced through the void, meeting the eyes of the managers of many powers one by one.

 Most of these people were level six sages, but there were also wizards of Great Sage Level among them.

 Dean Frist's gaze was very calm, neither humble nor arrogant.

 The wizards who were spying on Ravensmouth College, wanting to know where Dean Frist would take Link Grande, did not intend to avoid his gaze.

 "How annoying."

 Dean Frist muttered, then turned to Link, "Let's go."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, following the Dean's arrangement.

 Dean Frist's right hand lightly touched Link's shoulder.

 In the next instant, Link's figure disappeared, teleported directly into the Dean's Destiny World.

 "Just as expected!"

 The wizards lying in wait collectively issued such sighs.

 Many had already guessed that Ravensmouth College had hidden Jasmine Kidman, who was carrying the possible reincarnation of The Saint of Nostrodamus, in one of the Diomand's Destiny Worlds.

 The third generation Diomand Family had one Level Seven Great Sage and two level six sages.

 For some reason, Jasmine Kidman was not suitable for staying in the Destiny World of a Great Sage Level wizard for giving birth.

 That left only two targets: Lisandra and Frist.

 Among these two, Lisandra did not have a good relationship with Link Grande, so she could be directly ruled out.

 The only one left was Dean Frist.

 However, Frist Diomand was notoriously full of devious plans and adept at using schemes.

 It was entirely possible that Frist had made himself a target to mislead others with a red herring.

 Therefore, the wizards spying on Ravensmouth College dared not be sure of their guesses until the very last moment.

 Now that the truth was out, these wizards could finally be at ease.

 The critical point now was how to snatch the soon-to-be-born baby from the hands of Ravensmouth College.

 "Filth and scum!"

 Dean Frist suddenly blurted out a term from the language of the celestial civilization returned by the Five-Person Mission from a Parallel Universe, expressing his feelings at the moment.
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 Meanwhile, in the virtual void.

 The war between Ravensmouth College and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, which had paused, suddenly erupted into a decisive battle!

 The Sage-level legions and Great Sage-level legions of the two major forces, along with their respective worlds, did not make a move.

 Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, who had not left the main world of the college for a long time, stealthily avoided all eyes and departed their world.

 Togethe, the two intercepted Great Sage Mitchell with pinpoint accuracy from within the multi-layered void, like a thousand-layered cake.

 "Mitchell, where are you headed?"

 A roguish smile played on Great Sage Revo's face. His tone and demeanor were highly incongruent with his status as a sage, making him seem more like a street urchin.

 "Are you trying to intercept me?"

 Unlike the vibrant couple Revo and Seuss, Great Sage Mitchell, a Level Nine Great Sage, had snowy white hair and a face covered with wrinkles. His whole being emanated a heavy aura of death, visibly at the twilight of his career.

 "Not at all! Not at all!"

 Great Sage Revo even adopted the parlance of a parallel universe's godly civilization, shaking his head and acting smug, "Not I alone. My wife and I, united as one, we wield an unstoppable force, are intent on stopping you."

 Great Sage Seuss rolled her eyes, glaring at Great Sage Revo, who had long wanted to give Mitchell a good thrashing.

 Living for thousands of years hadn't made him any less silly.

 Really...

 But there was a reason why Great Sage Seuss genuinely fell for Great Sage Revo, not living the way many high-ranking witch women do, with countless lovers and unbridled indulgence of desires.

 Actually, Great Sage Seuss had a certain fondness for Great Sage Revo's unconventional, street urchin-like style.

 It allowed her to feel an intense sense of humanity coming from him.

 It also made it clear to her that the man she had fallen for was a person, not a conglomerate of rules and concepts or a representative and controller of various powers.

 "I am close to death."

 Great Sage Mitchell's voice was extremely hoarse, exacerbating the aura of death around him with not a hint of vitality, "If I cannot ascend to sainthood, I have less than ten years left, Revo Diomand. Do you know what that means?"

 Before Great Sage Revo could respond, Great Sage Mitchell continued, "It means that if I see not the slightest glimmer of hope for ascension to sainthood, I wouldn't mind dragging a few others down with me into death."

 The grin on Great Sage Revo's face did not change at the threat from Great Sage Mitchell, but his heart skipped a beat.

 Less than ten years?

 How is that possible?

 According to the old guy Mitchell's lifespan, he should be able to live for another hundred years or more.

 Could it be that the old man has done something in secret that reduced his lifespan?

 While his mind raced with speculation, Great Sage Revo's face showed none of it, still shaking his head and scornfully saying, "Mitchell, you cannot scare me. Even if you want to die together with my wife and me, the Will of the Wizard World would not allow it."

 That statement, in fact, was true and not a deception.

 The grand upheaval, unseen for a millennium, did not refer solely to the Wizard World.

 As the deadly enemy of the Wizard World, the World of God, too, had been recovering over a long span of time, now awaiting an appropriate moment to regain its glory from the prime, or even surpass it.

 The ultimate battle between the Wizard World and the World of God was not far off.

 When choosing between a nearly senescent Level Nine Great Sage and two younger, more promising, and more powerful Level Eight Great Sages, the choice of the Wizard World Will was self-evident.

 At these words, the aura of death surrounding Great Sage Mitchell grew even denser.

 He remained silent for a long time, then shook his head with a sigh. "The Will of the Wizard World, the damned Will of the Wizard World!"

 Seeing this, Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss suddenly understood many things.

 The reason why Great Sage Mitchell and other Level Nine Great Sages had not managed to become Saints was because the Will of the Wizard World was hindering them.

 It might have been caused by the meddling of the four Sage True Spirits fused with the Will of the Wizard World, or it could be due to the restructured Wizard World lacking the foundation to support the birth of new Saints.

 As for the actual truth, Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss couldn't care less to consider it.

 After all, they both had a long way to go to become Level Nine Great Sages and had plenty of time.

 For now, the couple had three core concerns:

 First, to benefit from the parallel universe's godly civilization through Elise Clark and Link Grande, two college members closely associated with it;

 Second, to protect the infant likely to be the reincarnation of the Saint of Nostrodam, and gain favor from the Saint of Nostrodam;

 And third, to ensure their survival in the grand upheaval that hadn't occurred for thousands of years.

 Of these three matters, the third was most crucial.

 Only by staying alive can one hope.

 Great Sage Revo gave Great Sage Seuss a knowing look.

 The couple, in perfect sync, didn't even signal to each other before they launched an attack.

 Since Great Sage Mitchell had already started cursing the Will of the Wizard World, what was there to discuss?

 If neither side would back down, then let there be battle.

 After all, Great Sage Revo had wanted to beat up the old man Mitchell for quite some time.

 If it weren't for Mitchell's command errors, how could the second generation of the Diomand Family—Revo's own children—have sacrificed themselves while covering the retreat?

 Even though the Supreme Council's investigation later revealed that there was no malice intended on Mitchell's part, so what?
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 ``` 

 The hatred of having one's sons and daughters killed must be avenged!

 Just as Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss launched their attack on Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell,

 Dean Frist, who had received a message through special channels, also took action.

 He first directed the Sage-Level Legions and the Great Sage-Level Legions of Ravensmouth College to launch a full-scale assault on Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, as planned.

 Then, exercising the powers of the Dean, he sealed off Ravensmouth College in the Wizard World Homeland.

 According to the rules set by the Supreme Council, Ravensmouth College, currently at war with Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, should not be able to be sealed off.

 Especially since the war was initiated by Ravensmouth College itself.

 But Dean Frist had his own strategies.

 Under the watchful eyes of the wizards who were secretly observing Ravensmouth College and plotting on how to snatch the reborn baby of The Saint of Nostrodam,

 Dean Frist's figure soared upwards, climbing to the Nine Heavens.

 He tilted his head slightly upwards, spreading his arms wide, releasing the suppression on his Realm and his Destiny World, and embraced the Will of the Wizard World voluntarily.

 At this moment, Frist Diomand, who could become a Level Seven Great Sage at any time, decided not to delay any longer.

 The fluctuations of the Wizard World Will instantly alerted the wizards who were watching in secret.

 Looking at Rodrigo Diomand, the Level Seven Great Sage who had long been scheming and now appeared beside Frist Diomand, together with Rosenthal, a Level Seven Great Sage, and Walters, a Level Six... Level Seven Great Sage,

 the secretly observing wizards were even more shocked.

 The entire Wizard World knew about Rodrigo Diomand's ascension to Level Seven Great Sage,

 But wasn't Rosenthal supposed to have no hope of advancing and merely waiting to die?

 And Walters, wasn't it rumored that he had failed another promotion and even had a conflict with the Diomand Family?

 When had he successfully ascended?

 Suddenly, another person appeared who took Mitchell District, Tudor region, and the entire West Coast's top forces by surprise.

 Several months earlier, Cowell Ludville, who had led a delegation to Ravensmouth College and unsuccessfully proposed exchanging Mitchell District for Link Grande and had launched a "dirty" mutual destruction media campaign at Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell before leaving a resignation letter and disappearing unexpectedly,

 and now, Cowell Ludville reappeared as a Level Seven Great Sage!

 Four Level Seven Great Sages joined forces to defend Frist Diomand in the Wizard World Homeland with combined spellcasting.

 Unless a Level Nine Great Sage or Saint intervened, who could stop Frist Diomand's ascension?

 The five Saints of the Supreme Council would definitely not make a move.

 So, which Level Nine Great Sage would dare to, with the Wizard World Will already descended, bear the backlash and block Frist?

 No one would do such an act that harms oneself to benefit others.

 As long as Frist Diomand ascended to the Level Seven Great Sage and used the ascension process to help Jasmine Kidman give birth successfully, bestowing blessings on the baby who was very likely the reincarnation of The Saint of Nostrodam and promoting its development,

 No matter the outcome of the war between Ravensmouth College and Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, the establishment of Ravensmouth District was bound to succeed.

 The rise of Ravensmouth College was now unstoppable.

 But all of this was irrelevant to Link and Jasmine.

 Link stayed outside the delivery room, sensing Jasmine's condition, his emotions astounded.

 "Twin" turned out to be this kind of "twin"!

 ```
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 The childbirth process went very smoothly.

 The physique of a Tier 3 Wizard was more than enough to overcome all the potential factors that could cause a difficult labor.

 In the delivery room, a clear cry rang out.

 The Grande Family welcomed the first member of the new generation on the Mainland of Wizard Continent, a baby girl.

 Yes, Link and Jasmine's first child was a daughter.

 This, Link and Jasmine had known for a long time and had informed Dean Frist as well as Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss behind him.

 And Jasmine was not carrying twins.

 Nor was it possible for the True Spirit of the Saint of Nostrodamus to be reborn as a baby girl.

 So, from the very start, Link, Dean Frist, and Great Sages Revo and Seuss confirmed through various channels and the Will of the Wizard World that the resurrection of the Saint of Nostrodamus was related to Jasmine's childbirth.

 But not reincarnated within Jasmine's womb!

 The highest realm of deception is to deceive oneself first, making oneself genuinely believe the lie they've fabricated.

 It was to draw the attention of other Wizards and powers in order to distract beings like Great Sage Mitchell, who were keen to achieve sainthood.

 Great Sage Seuss took action, using the means of a True Spirit Wizard, to alter the cognition of everyone in Ravensmouth College who knew about the resurrection of the Saint of Nostrodamus and its connection to Jasmine's childbirth, including Great Sage Revo and himself.

 Making them sincerely believe that it was highly probable for the True Spirit of the Saint of Nostrodamus to be reborn in Jasmine Kidman's infant.

 Only in this way could they create a flawless illusion.

 Only then could they redirect the attention of those Wizards and powers towards the offspring of Link and Jasmine.

 Only then could they provide cover for the resurrection of Nostrodamus.

 As for the reason, it's super simple.

 Great Sage Revo hadn't even been promoted to a Level Nine Great Sage yet, let alone achieve sainthood.

 Instead of allowing those who wanted to snatch the reincarnated Saint of Nostrodamus from Ravensmouth College through force, such as Level Nine Great Sage Mitchell, it was better to show goodwill to the Saint of Nostrodamus himself.

 Even if the Saint of Nostrodamus were reincarnated, ascending to the position of a Saint once more would not be easy or quick.

 What one can't have for oneself, don't let others have it either; everybody ends up without it, which is great.

 Right after Jasmine had given birth, the cognitive alteration of witchcraft by Great Sage Seuss was automatically lifted.

 Dean Frist, who was in the midst of being promoted to a Level Seven Great Sage, and those protecting him during his promotion—Rodrigo Diomand, Rosenthal, Walters, and Cowell Ludville—almost simultaneously "recalled" the true nature of the event.

 Rodrigo, Rosenthal, Walters, and Cowell all showed smiles they could hardly suppress on their faces.

 This setup was truly… indescribable.

 They had been used as chess pieces, and not just any pieces but feints to confuse their opponents.

 At that moment, Dean Frist realized what happened, and took the opportunity to momentarily open his own Destiny World, letting those Wizards spying in the shadows confirm a fact.

 That fact was that Jasmine Kidman had completed childbirth, and the baby was merely the offspring of Link Grande and her, not the reincarnated infant of the Saint True Spirit of Nostrodamus.

 The Will of the Wizard World was witness to this fact, and the spying Wizards found no points they could question.

 They could only express admiration at how beautifully Ravensmouth College had orchestrated this maze.

 They had roped everyone in.

 Of course, privately they would also curse the Saints for their shamelessness, whether it was the five Saints of the Supreme Council or the four Saints who had merged into the Will of the Wizard World and passed on.

 Even though it had been decided that the Saint of Nostrodamus would surely be successfully resurrected, they allowed some Level Nine Great Sages who had lost their way and were nearing the end of their lives to grab for the seat of the Mysterious Wizard Saint.

 As a result, the situation had escalated to this point.

 At the same time, golden rain began to fall throughout the Wizard World.

 This golden rain was the Wizard World Will celebrating the return of the Saint of Nostrodamus.

 It was also to thank the four departed Saints for their service and sacrifice in defending the Wizard World.

 It was, moreover, an announcement to all within the Wizard World who aspired to achieve sainthood, especially Level Nine Great Sages, stating that they weren't forbidden from becoming a Saint, but from seizing the seats of Saint of the four Wizard sects that had been lost and were now to reemerge.

 Want to become a Saint?

 That's possible!

 Either create a Wizard sect capable of conferring sainthood or venture into Parallel Universes to find a path forward.

 The five Saints of the Supreme Council soon acknowledged the merits of Ravensmouth College in the matter of the Saint of Nostrodamus's return to the Wizard World.

 In the void, where the battle between Great Sage Mitchell, Great Sage Revo, and Great Sage Seuss had escalated to the brink of real confrontation, the Saint of the West Coast stepped in to mediate.

 The war between Ravensmouth College and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was also urgently halted.

 In line with the will of the five Saints, the High Council made a ruling:

 From tomorrow, Mitchell District would be renamed Ravensmouth District, and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, being one of the first forces to enter the Parallel Universe, was given a deadline to set off on an expedition.

 In short, this was a sweeping victory for Ravensmouth College.

 And aside from Great Sage Mitchell and his Tower, there were no losers in the Wizard World.

 As for the whereabouts and status of the resurrected Saint of Nostrodamus,

 whether it's the Level 9 Sages and their powers who had once coveted the seat of the Mysterious Wizard Saint, or those who came just to watch the commotion, or hoped to pick up some leftovers, they very tactfully refrained from probing further.
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 Even within Ravensmouth College, from Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss down to Sandra Diomand, no one delved into these questions.

 After returning from the void, Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss announced just one thing—celebration!

 They celebrated Ravensmouth College's victory over the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell in the war;

 They celebrated Ravensmouth College's succession to the Tower's status, avoiding the hardship of establishing a new district by successfully renaming Mitchell District to Ravensmouth District;

 They celebrated the successful promotion of the three Level Seven Great Sages—Rosenthal, Walters, and Dean Frist;

 They celebrated the addition of Level Seven Great Sage Cowell Ludville;

 They celebrated all that was worth celebrating.

 During the grand victory feast in the headquarters world of Ravensmouth College, Level Four, Five, and Six Sages, as well as Level Seven Great Sages, gathered together.

 Link held a glass of champagne-like sparkling wine, standing on a terrace, looking up at the starry sky, reminiscing about what had happened during Jasmine's labor.

 The moment Jasmine gave birth to their daughter, the "Twin" Contract Card, whose effects had been altered without their knowledge, came into play.

 The innate Vitality present only at the birth of a new life doubled from one portion to two.

 The original portion entered the body of Link and Jasmine's daughter, causing the newborn to cry loudly, proclaiming her arrival.

 The other portion followed the connection of the "Twin" Contract Card and entered the depths of Link's Soul, where it then combined with a mass of mysterious rules in the form of the Krypton Card Drawing System.

 After the combination, it immediately detached from Link's Soul, leaving behind only two talents: "Mysterious Talent" and "Material Talent."

 Hmm...

 Strictly speaking, the "Mind Closure Technique" and the "Multi-Threading Thinking" Status Card, both favored by the Will of the Wizard World also remained.

 Therefore, visually, the combination body of the innate Vitality and the mysterious rules source was missing a corner.

 Link could even sense an unpleasant emotion emanating from the combination body that was missing a corner.

 That emotional fluctuation was extremely similar to the silhouette that appeared after the Withered Yellow Bone Piece entered the true "Small World".

 Sure enough, from the very beginning, Link was carrying the preparation for the Saint of Nostrodamus's reincarnation—more than one or two.

 But several of them.

 In the blink of an eye, as fast as thought could be,

 Link's gaze followed the combination body missing a corner, piercing through space in the instant Dean Frist opened the Destiny World, arriving at a place both familiar and strange.

 Watching the combination body missing a corner, Link saw it settle above the head of a six-year-old child, attracting oddly shaped things from all directions.

 When no new objects continued to gather, a Whitening Bone Fragment emerged from the child's forehead.

 The combination body missing a corner, and the oddly shaped things it had attracted from all around, lined up to enter the Whitening Bone Fragment.

 In a short while, the Whitening Bone Fragment transformed, becoming a polygon that approached a spherical shape, and re-entered the forehead of the six-year-old child.

 Not far from the child, Mrs. Grande was knitting a sweater, while Mr. Grande was enjoying his meal heartily.

 Link even heard Mrs. Grande's quiet mutter: "Nostrodamus is growing so fast, he's running out of clothes to wear."

 Mr. Grande, while chewing on a delicious veal steak, complained indistinctly: "If there's not enough to wear, just buy more; there's more money than we can spend. Who on the island doesn't know that it was Link who came last year after we regained our youth? Now, who would dare to offend us? Nostrodamus just grows faster than the other two or three-year-old children. What's the big deal? We can afford it."

 At that point, Link's vision was cut off.

 The last image he saw was of a six-year-old child, called "Nostrodamus" by the old Grande couple—Link's brother in this World—his calm eyes as brilliant as the starry sky.

 That moment, Link understood everything.

 The Withered Yellow Bone Piece had been given to Lady Lisandra by Great Sage Mitchell and used to set a trap, aiming to teach Dean Frist a lesson.

 For some unknown reason, Dean Frist had summoned Link to rescue Lady Lisandra and then adamantly claimed that Link carried the preparation for the Saint Nostrodamus's reincarnation.

 Later, Link absorbed the Withered Yellow Bone Piece into the true "Small World" that was in the process of destruction.

 Above was the thunder representing vitality, below were the flames representing destruction, and the Withered Yellow Bone Piece lay in between, reverting to the appearance of the Whitening Bone Fragment.

 The silhouette of Saint Nostrodamus appeared, letting out a sigh.

 At that time, it seemed that the True Spirit of Saint Nostrodamus had already returned from the river of time, commencing the actual work on his resurrection.

 Perhaps Link's decisive action to abandon the true "Small World" caused some disturbance.

 Or maybe it didn't.

 In any case, it was time to do some calculations.

 The moment when the real "Small World" was transferred to Sage Rosenthal, and the birth of Link's younger brother in this world, whom the Grande Couple called "Nostrodamus," could be equated.

 If Link's guess was correct, the abandonment of the real "Small World" had caused interference with the resurrection of The Saint of Nostrodamus, then everything that followed could be sorted out.

 Out of necessity, The Saint had to give up the resurrection process that had already begun, hastily reincarnate, and then re-layout to reclaim his own power.

 Like the Krypton Card Drawing System on Link, like those things attracted from all directions.

 The only thing that Link couldn't figure out was why it had to happen at the time of his child's birth.

 Was it because of the innate vitality, or simply to take revenge on him?

 "What are you thinking about? Standing here all alone."

 Suddenly, Dean Frist's voice came from behind.

 Link came to his senses and replied truthfully but without going into detail, "I was thinking about my daughter, and my brother."

 "Your brother? You have a brother?"

 Dean Frist precisely caught the blind spot.

 "My brother, I found out about his birth when I last went home."

 Link's tone carried a hint of joy, and a genuine smile relaxed across his face, "At that time, I didn't know he only looked about three years old, but was actually just over one year old."

 "Hmm?"

 Dean Frist started to ponder Link's words.

 "Unexpected, right?"

 Link still smiling, continued, "Recently, um... really recently, he has grown to look about six years old."

 "I understand now."

 Dean Frist tilted his head back slightly and drained the wine in his hand.

 His eyes, in the moment of tilting back, burst forth with a brilliant light.

 One calculation after another surfaced in his mind, one plan after another began to form.

 Ravensmouth College really lucked out this time.

 But facing new opportunities, of course, they needed to be grasped firmly.

 Without disturbing Dean Frist, Link quietly left the terrace and the celebration party.

 After a series of transfers, Link returned to the Wizard World Homeland, the small home he shared with Jasmine.

 Jasmine was soothing the child, who was incredibly precious to her.

 She had completely forgotten how she had initially seen her daughter's wrinkled little face with a look of distaste.

 She would probably say that even her daughter's farts smelled sweet now.

 "Back already? Is the celebration over?"

 Seeing Link walk into the bedroom, Jasmine carefully placed the swaddle holding her daughter into the crib and got up to help Link change his clothes.

 "No, I just didn't want to stay any longer, so I came back early."

 "Are you preoccupied with something?"

 "I'm feeling completely relaxed now, no preoccupations."

 "Really?"

 "Yes."

 After the brief conversation, the truly relaxed Link wandered into the bathroom and lay in the bathtub for a soak.

 The shadow cast by The Saint of Nostrodamus had dissipated.

 The Krypton Card Drawing System, which had always provided conveniences but whose origins he had doubted, was gone.

 He could now set off lightly equipped, to forge his own future in the great upheaval that had not been seen in thousands of years.

 Next stop, Level Five Sage.
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 There are things in this world that just can't always go as one wishes.

 Conservation of energy, conservation of character, everything conserves.

 Balance exists among all things.

 With Ravensmouth College having made such a spectacle and reaped such benefits, how could those Wizards and Wizard Forces that were played for fools just let it go?

 The spoils were beyond their grasp.

 But they could certainly seek revenge and vent their anger.

 And so, the situation Ravensmouth College faced suddenly took a turn for the worse.

 The Mitchell District, now renamed as Ravensmouth District, and the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell were ordered by the Supreme Council to relocate to the Parallel Universe within a given time frame.

 However, the massive Inner Tower of Great Sage Mitchell had a deeply entrenched influence that couldn't possibly be dismantled in a few days.

 Hearts are fickle, and not everyone is willing to follow the doomed Great Sage Mitchell to start anew in a Parallel Universe.

 Moreover, there was the example of Cowell Ludville as a precedent.

 Before his allegiance to Ravensmouth College, Cowell had spent so much time at the level six sage tier, but shortly after his discreet defection, he ascended to a Level Seven Great Sage.

 It was obvious to the discerning eye that while Walters had long been striving for Level Seven Great Sage status using his own resources, the resources needed for Rosenthal and Cowell's promotions came from the bounty that Ravensmouth College had received from the Supreme Council, allocated for promoting Seventh-level witches to Level Eight Wizards.

 Resources meant for a promotion from level seven to level eight could, if divided, support four or five individuals' ascension from level six sage to Level Seven Great Sage.

 Some Wizards within the Inner Tower of Great Sage Mitchell were restless, seeking to defect to Ravensmouth College.

 But Ravensmouth College was currently focused on swiftly taking over Ravensmouth District and, without necessity, didn't want to provoke the Great Sage Tower, so they largely ignored such advances.

 Even so, the takeover process was anything but smooth.

 The Tower of Great Sage Mitchell brazenly took the stance it could leave, but before doing so, it must pillage everything within reach.

 This stance and behavior were not something Ravensmouth College or the Supreme Council was afraid to acknowledge.

 If you find me displeasing, it merely amounts to the prospect of another battle.

 What is there for the barefoot to fear from those wearing shoes?

 As the new boss of Ravensmouth District, Ravensmouth College had to step in to protect the interests of the Wizard Organization Forces underneath from the exploitation of the former boss.

 As a result, conflicts of varying scales broke out one after another.

 The process of Ravensmouth College's takeover of Ravensmouth District advanced, little by little, through the difficulties.

 It never rains but it pours.

 Just at this moment, Ravensmouth College was hit by the first wave of retaliation from the played Wizards.

 Under the signs from three Ninth Level Intelligence Mechanism Wizards, the supplies for Ravensmouth College's Interstellar Fleet were restricted.

 Or more precisely, cut off.

 Of course, Ravensmouth College had its own Intelligent Mechanism production bases, trained numerous Alchemists and Alchemy Masters, and also had reserves.

 For a short while, the fleet's supplies could continue.

 But over time, it became increasingly uncertain.

 After all, the number of Ravensmouth College's Sage-Level Legion and Great Sage-Level Legion was no small figure.

 Dean Frist wasn't most worried about the Interstellar Fleet's supplies.

 As a last resort, he could halt the expansion of power, engage in a period of internal circulation, and promote economic exchange between Ravensmouth College and the various worlds within Ravensmouth District.

 What Dean Frist feared most was Ravensmouth College being marginalized in the forthcoming exploration of the Parallel Universe and mutual aid with the Divine Civilization World.

 There's no such thing as Murphy's Law in the Wizard World.

 But still, the more one fears something, the more likely it is to happen; misfortunes never come singly.

 Ravensmouth College's trade, cooperation, and exchanges beyond Ravensmouth District were targeted one after another.

 A loose alliance against Ravensmouth College, born out of shared animosity, spontaneously formed and launched its initiatives.

 The close friends of Great Sage Mitchell, allies and intimate partners of the Inner Tower of Great Sage Mitchell seized the opportunity to escalate their retaliation against Ravensmouth College.

 Ravensmouth College not only took the position of the Inner Tower of Great Sage Mitchell but also forced the Inner Tower to hastily dispatch to the Parallel Universe; in doing so, they severely harmed the interests of those Wizard Organization Forces.

 Suddenly, Ravensmouth College was mired in deep muck.

 Dean Frist was utterly swamped with problems.

 If he couldn't extricate the College from this quagmire before the start of the official Supreme Council-organized action for exploring the Parallel World and the mutual aid with the civilizations there,

 then Ravensmouth College would have to become a stay-behind organization to cope with the Divine Civilization World.

 Not only would they miss out on the spoils but also would have to fight a strenuous battle.

 In such an atmosphere, Link truly rested for a considerable period.

 For two whole months, Link remained in the Homeland of the Wizard World, accompanying Jasmine and their daughter Melia.

 The family of three lived in harmonious joy, their life blissful and fulfilled.

 Link took the opportunity to immerse himself deeply, consolidating his knowledge, identifying gaps, and contemplating the future development of the Construction Wizard Sect.

 As a sect, of course, it couldn't consist of only Link alone.

 The 1.0 and 1.5 versions of Construction were easy to promote, with many Wizards both within Ravensmouth College and in Shadow City eager to integrate Construction.

 After all, it was an extra boost, not much different from Intelligent Mechanisms, Magic Tools, or Potions.

 But with the 2.0 version, transitioning into a Construction Wizard, 99 out of 100 people would have their reservations.

 Even within the "Do Anything Freely," even the Brotherhood Group, Social Phobia Group, and the second generation core members felt this way.
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 After all, the visible ceiling for the Construction Wizard Sect at the moment is Link Grande himself, a Fourth Level Sage.

 Although theoretically, being able to advance to a Fourth-Level Sage means there's a high probability of becoming a Level Six Sage over time, and there even might be a chance to challenge for the status of Great Sage.

 However, smart people always like to look further ahead.

 Some newbie wizards with poor qualifications, even after qualification optimization, whose cultivation speed and combat power remain lower than their peers and who are so-called "free to do anything," are not averse to transferring to the Construction Wizard path.

 Link would not reject these "free to do anything" members' applications, and in these two months, he personally taught thirteen people.

 Currently, the results are quite ideal.

 Among these thirteen, ten have moderately improved their cultivation speed and combat power after switching, while the other three have significantly improved.

 This level of improvement is compared to the 1.5 version of the installed Construction.

 Not compared to the thirteen wizards' base cultivation speed and combat power.

 Link is just not very satisfied with it.

 After some time of contemplation, Link shifted the development focus of the Construction Wizard Sect.

 If mass production is not viable, then quality must come first.

 Producing two to three Construction Wizards that can overwhelmingly dominate wizards from other sects of the same generation and solidly establish the reputation of the Construction Wizard Sect.

 Garona became Link's first choice, and his daughter Melia became his second choice.

 In addition, to everyone's surprise, Assad Kenneth and Renee Clarke decided to let their son, Noah Kenneth, follow the Construction Wizard path as well.

 Among the three, except for Garona who has special reasons for early cultivation, Melia and Noah Kenneth both have to wait for 10 years.

 Link has plenty of time and the patience to wait.

 Joyful times are always brief.

 Having rested for two months and barely managed to turn the situation around, Dean Frist suddenly remembered Link Grande.

 Or rather, Dean Frist had never forgotten about Link.

 It was just that, given he had laid a trap using his wife and daughter, he felt somewhat apologetic, so even when Ravensmouth College was in the midst of turmoil, he still gave a two-month holiday to let Link spend more time with his wife and daughter as compensation.

 Now, as Ravensmouth College had recovered, Dean Frist had cleared his schedule and naturally wished to continue advancing the established plans and seize the opportunity to reconnect with the reincarnated Saint of Nostrodam.

 "I'm leaving."

 At the doorstep, Link bid farewell to his wife and daughter.

 "Hmm, come back early."

 Jasmine, holding her daughter Melia, admonished, watching Link leave.

 Soon, Link arrived at Dean Frist's office.

 This was their first meeting since the victory celebration.

 "How have you been lately?"

 Dean Frist seemed to be in a much better mood, brewing tea.

 His favorite green tea had run out of supply, so he reluctantly switched to enjoying black tea.

 As for the Mandarin Pu-erh tea that Link had once highly recommended, he politely declined.

 "Pretty good, very fulfilling, very warm."

 After their last joint arrangement, Link's relationship with Dean Frist had changed somewhat.

 In the past, although their relationship was close, it was not personal, a very common superior-subordinate relationship.

 What was special was that Link, as a subordinate, was highly valued by Dean Frist, his superior.

 Now, Dean Frist intended to push their relationship towards being partners and comrades, and Link naturally was happy to comply.

 Ravensmouth College, after all, belonged to the Diomand Family.

 Even though the Diomand Family, from the Great Sage Revo, Great Sage Seuss, down to Dean Frist and including the likes of Sandra and a number of fourth-generation members, are not particularly domineering in style.

 Even within Ravensmouth College, overall, it's quite democratic.

 But the consensus among the college's wizards and wizarding families is that Ravensmouth College belongs to the Diomand Family.

 Link was naturally pleased at the prospect of transitioning from being an "employee" and a "working man" to becoming part of the "management" and a "shareholder".

 As for leaving Ravensmouth College and establishing a power base of his own.

 Link had considered this but had decided against it.

 Take Cowell Ludville, the wizard, as an example. Before switching allegiance to Ravensmouth College, he was a level six sage and one of the administrators of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 With high strength and strong abilities, he didn't dare to break away from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell that shackled his continued promotion until he received protection from Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 Link had both unpleasant and very pleasant experiences with Ravensmouth College, such as the unresolved issue of Zoran Lucia's assassination attempt and several protections from Dean Frist.

 Overall, however, the pleasant experiences outweighed the unpleasant ones.

 Only if in the future Link's strength, abilities, and financial resources increased and the unpleasant outweighed the pleasant would he consider starting anew.

 "Being content and cozy is good enough."

 Dean Frist poured Link a cup of tea, then said, "You've probably guessed that I've brought you here to disrupt your content and cozy life, and I hope you won't mind."

 "Please speak, Dean," Link responded readily, without the slightest reluctance or unwillingness.

 Having been comfortable for so long, he was eager for some action, so as not to one day regret that he had grown complacent and his ambitions had wilted.

 "There's something, a task handed down by the Supreme Council, that you must do."

 Dean Frist put down the teapot, continued speaking, and handed Link a personal smart device from beside him, "Elise Clark led a five-person mission to the Parallel Universe, completing their mission successfully. The civilization of Immortals and Gods that had long-established contact with our Wizard World has now sent a delegation for a return visit. The person in charge of this delegation has a deep connection with you. It was he who specifically asked to speak with you by name."

 "Is that so?"

 Link took the personal smart device and read through the information about the return visit delegation members.

 "Don't worry, things like last time won't happen this time," Dean Frist assured him in advance and then sipped his tea, giving Link time to review the information.

 The so-called 'thing like last time' was almost a year ago when the Sect from the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell sent a mission led by Cowell Ludville that targeted Link for discussion. The whole Wizard World wound up knowing that Great Sage Mitchell was willing to trade the Mitchell District for Link Grande.

 In fact, when the Immortal and God civilization's return visit delegation submitted this request to the High Council of Wizard's Civilization, it had already sparked a flurry of discussion within the High Council.

 The delegation was equally surprised when they learned of Link Grande's experience from the wizards of Supreme Council.

 Yet their will was very firm; even after learning of this, they did not change their original intention.

 Dean Frist also felt helpless when he received the notification from the Supreme Council.

 "Don't worry, Dean, I haven't taken that matter to heart," Link said, looking at the information without even raising his head.

 That was the truth.

 Problems either come looking for you or you stumble upon them.

 Since they're inevitable, there's no point in worrying, better to just deal with them.

 The Immortal and God civilization's return visit delegation was also composed of five members, as per the principle of equal exchange. The other four members were unknown to Link.

 However, the main person of the returning delegation indeed had a deep connection with Link.

 This person was Mr. Xu Jing, the Heavenly Master, who left behind replicas of the Yangping City Management Seal and the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal in the Human Immortal Martial World.

 According to the classification of the Wizard World, Mr. Xu Jing would be on par with a Ninth Level Great Sage.

 However, there must be many differences between the two civilizations, so it's not this simple to compare.

 "When do we set off?"

 Handing back the personal smart device, Link calmly inquired.

 Having experienced the "grace", or more bluntly put, the "schemes" of Mr. Xu Jing, Link had been waiting for Mr. Xu Jing to come to him.

 He had previously thought that he needed to enter the Parallel Universe before this cause and effect could be resolved.

 He had not expected that Mr. Xu Jing would provide the opportunity right at the beginning of his visit to the Wizard Civilization World.

 Opportunities once missed do not come again.

 It would be good to settle the matter sooner rather than later.
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 "Someone from the Supreme Council has come to fetch you."

 Dean Frist said indifferently, focusing his attention on tending to his tea.

 Truth be told, Dean Frist felt quite a lack of accomplishment; he had thought it would take some effort to persuade Link to agree.

 But as it turned out, before he could even exert any pressure, Link had already agreed.

 At the very least, he would have liked to feel a bit more involved in the matter of the parallel universe's deity civiliation's return delegation.

 Hmm...

 After his promotion to a Level Seven Great Sage, Dean Frist's personality had become much more unconstrained, with plenty of mutterings in his heart.

 Perhaps it was a genetic trait of the Diomand Family to become younger with age.

 "Then I'll be waiting."

 Although Link wanted to resolve his karma as soon as possible, he was in no rush.

 Being overly eager was not the way to do business; there was no need to be so impatient.

 Of course, he wouldn't put on any airs either.

 When the person sent by the Supreme Council arrived, he would just follow along.

 With some time still at hand, Link seized the opportunity to ask Dean Frist a few questions.

 Mainly about some aspects of his own creation, the Construction Wizard Sect, where he had always struggled to find definitive answers due to the breadth and depth of his knowledge.

 Dean Frist, along with the two Level Eight Great Sages behind him, placed a high value on Link's Construction Wizard Sect.

 Although as a Fourth Level Sage, he couldn't offer much help to Ravensmouth College or the Diomand Family in the grand scheme of things.

 But the fact that Link Grande received intense attention from the parallel universe's deity civilization and had a deep bond with the reincarnated Saint of Nostrodamus was enough to prove that no amount of attention was too much for Link.

 After hearing Link's questions, Dean Frist took a long moment to ponder before answering, ensuring the advice he provided would be of help.

 "Thank you, Dean."

 A Level Seven Great Sage was indeed a Level Seven Great Sage.

 Even though Dean Frist was a pure traditional Elemental Wizard, who had not studied other sects.

 The research and insights he had on many issues were of great value and worthy of emulation.

 This lesson wasn't something just anyone could listen in on whenever they wanted.

 Link's thanks were heartfelt and sincere.

 After the Q&A session, the two of them chatted casually for a while before Link finally took his leave.

 On his way back, Link was confident that the college had passed its most difficult phase and would no longer be in as awkward a position as it had been in the previous two months.

 After all, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had already "moved" in its entirety, embarking on an expedition to the parallel universe.

 Inside the Ravensmouth District, all the various powers one after another were too busy paying tribute to the new boss to dare cause any trouble.

 Beyond the Ravensmouth District, across the West Coast and even throughout the Wizard World, those wizards and powers who had once troubled Ravensmouth College, after having vented their frustrations, also stopped targeting the college.

 Magic Stone is innocent.

 Continuous opposition would only result in mutual detriment without any benefit.

 The Supreme Council would not indefinitely sit back and watch such internal strife continue.

 "What did the Dean want to talk to you about?"

 Upon returning home, Jasmine, holding her daughter Melia, greeted him with concern.

 "It's about the parallel universe."

 Link extended his arms to take his daughter, cradling her in his arms, and replied truthfully, "The deity civilization has sent a return delegation, Mr. Xu Jing is the ambassador, and they wish to see me."

 "Mr. Xu Jing?"

 Having become Link's wife, Jasmine had learned many things from him.

 Including his experiences in the Human Immortal Martial World.

 She was not unfamiliar with the personage of "Mr. Xu Jing."

 "When will you go to see him?"

 "The Supreme Council has sent someone to escort me, I'll follow the Council's arrangements."

 "I see."

 Jasmine's brow tensed slightly, as the Prophecy characteristic of the God Devouring Worm came into play.

 She foresaw that this trip Link was embarking on would again take at least ten days to half a month before he could return home.

 Looking at her daughter sleeping peacefully, Jasmine bit her lip, her gaze becoming distant.

 Ordinary human women are ready for intercourse two months after giving birth.

 As a Third Level Wizard, Jasmine's body had fully recovered just two days after giving birth.

 Yet, Link, citing health concerns, had been restraining himself.

 During the past two months, Jasmine's focus had been more on her daughter, so she did not make any demands.

 Now, with the heartless Link about to abandon mother and daughter for a lively time in the colorful world outside, would she let him go without first draining him dry?

 Jasmine would always remember that Elise Clark was at the Supreme Council – and she was an ambassador of the five-person mission to the parallel universe.

 The hospitality for the return delegation of the deity civilization would undoubtedly involve Elise Clark.

 On this trip to meet Mr. Xu Jing, it would be impossible for Link to avoid contact with Elise Clark.

 So, even though Jasmine and Elise had a close relationship with frequent contact, she was not about to let her guard down against that Green Pond tactic.

 With that thought, Jasmine called for the intelligent steward, instructing it to look after Melia.

 Then she took Link's hand and led him upstairs.

 The bathroom, the large bed, the windowsill, in front of the dressing mirror.

 Nearly frenzied.

 In pain and pleasure.

 The next day.

 Link walked out of the house feeling refreshed, leaving Jasmine at home, exhausted and yet to recover, to take care of their daughter.

 The team sent by the Supreme Council to pick him up had already arrived at Dean Frist's place, so Link had to attend to official matters.

 Considering the attention Link had attracted recently, Dean Frist, concerned for Link's safety, assigned him two "bodyguards":

 One was an acquaintance and the other was also an acquaintance.

 One was Fletcher Domingo, a Level Five Sage, who had a brief working history with Link; the other was Lady Lisandra.

 Hmm...

 For that, Link could only thank Dean Frist for his kindness but did not place his own safety in Lady Lisandra's hands.
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 ``` 

 Once bitten by a snake, one fears a well rope for ten years.

 The person from the Supreme Council was very indifferent, all business and no pleasantries.

 After receiving Link, they immediately returned without spending an extra second at Ravensmouth Academy.

 Where there are people, there are always the complexities of society.

 Dean Frist watched the flying vehicle disappear beyond the limits of visibility, his eyes filled with a deep light.

 Because Ravensmouth Academy had placed its bet on the successful transmigration of the Saint of Nostrodamus and played a crucial role in it, they had offended quite a few people.

 Especially those like Great Sage Mitchell, who had aspired to the position of the Mysterious Wizard Saint.

 "Take it slow,"

 Dean Frist murmured to himself.

 Time was on the side of Ravensmouth Academy.

 Whether it was Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, who were still improving, or Nostro Grande who would soon reclaim the esteemed position of a Saint, they would all become the support and reliance for further development of Ravensmouth Academy.

 Thinking of Nostro Grande, Dean Frist shifted his gaze in another direction.

 There lay the Stormy Sea, with the Quete Archipelago, the Viscount Holliday, and a Nostro Grande who would soon appear to be about seven years old.

 The team from Ravensmouth Academy sent to fetch Nostro Grande should have arrived by now.

 Sandra Diomand led the team, with Lanny Taylor and Tiffany Colonna accompanying her, while Great Sage Rosenthal and Great Sage Walters, the pair of foes who could hardly see eye to eye, secretly provided protection together.

 It seemed likely that they would bring back Nostro Grande smoothly.

 Another long journey stretching across the entire West Coast.

 Fortunately, the flying vehicle from the Supreme Council flew fast and steady, quickly reaching its destination.

 Accompanied by Lady Lisandra and Sage Fletcher Domingo, Link first went to rest at the office of Ravensmouth College located at the Supreme Council Office.

 According to the regulations set by the Supreme Council, he would meet Mr. Xu Jing tomorrow.

 The rest of the day was specially set aside to let Link get to know some things about the visiting delegation from the Human Immortal Martial World.

 Elise Clark was already waiting for him.

 Upon seeing Link, she opened her arms for an affectionate embrace from a distance.

 Link, recalling Jasmine's near madness yesterday and her gritted-teeth warning against any intimate physical contact with Elise, awkwardly avoided the hug.

 "Ah!"

 Elise's face fell instantly, and she let out a mournful cry, "You've changed your heart, Link."

 Her wail was so sorrowful, it would make any onlooker's heart ache and bring tears to their eyes.

 Considering the scene unfolding, probably nine out of ten people would curse at Link for being a jerk.

 "Stop it,"

 Link glared at Elise's silliness and said seriously, "My wife told me that a wizard must protect himself while away from home, and not to casually engage with witches, especially those who are beautiful and have good figures."

 "Hmph!"

 Elise certainly didn't fall for such cheap flattery.

 But she didn't let her teasing of Link distract her from the business at hand; she put down her arms and turned to greet Lady Lisandra and Mr. Domingo formally.

 Next, Elise showed her growth.

 In the meeting, with a few concise and accurate words, she clarified everything about the visiting delegation, especially to Link.

 At the end, Elise emphasized a point: "Mr. Xu Jing holds an office in the 'Celestial Court' of the Human Immortal Martial World, which is similar to the Supreme Council, and originates from the 'Heavenly Master's Mansion.' His status and strength are equivalent to that of a Ninth Level Great Sage in our Wizard World."

 "The Celestial Court?"

 Hearing this name again, Link finally noticed something unusual.

 If this "Celestial Court" is the same one he had heard about in his past life, then the power of the Human Immortal Martial World far exceeds that of the Wizard World.

 In the "Celestial Court" of his previous life, Zhang, Ge, Sa, and Xu, the four great Heavenly Masters, although they held high positions and were strong, were not at the forefront.

 With the Three Pure Ones, the Six Imperial Rulers, the Haotian Jade Emperor, Taiyijiu Bitter, Jiutian Yingyuan, and so many more extraordinary beings...

 If Mr. Xu Jing, coming from the Heavenly Master's Mansion, clearly below those four Heavenly Masters, was equivalent to a Ninth Level Great Sage, wouldn't all the four Heavenly Masters be considered at the Saint level?

 And what about those much higher than the four Heavenly Masters, like the Three Pure Ones, the Six Imperial Rulers, the Haotian Jade Emperor? If they exist in the "Celestial Court" of the Human Immortal Martial World, wouldn't they be far above the rank of a Saint?

 Therefore, Link logically inferred that perhaps the "Celestial Court" of the parallel universe's Human Immortal Martial World is not the same "Celestial Court" he had heard of in his past life.

 The two are not the same.

 ```

 Link kept this discovery to himself, deciding to probe during his contact with Mr. Xu Jing for more insights.

 After listening to Elise's introduction, Lady Lisandra and Mr. Domingo made no particular indications.

 This time, they were merely there to escort Link, to prevent any unnecessary provocations and troubles.

 The protagonist is Link Grande.

 With nothing to ask, Link formally ended the meeting.

 He refused Elise's eager invitation to wander around, and entered the bedroom arranged for him at the office to rest and recharge.

 "Bronchitis!"

 Elise watched Link walk away and puckered her lips in disdain for his actions.

 She turned and pulled out her portable artificial intelligence, dialing Jasmine's number to ask curiously, "Jasmine, how did you do it? Link really did avoid contact with me!"

 Jasmine snickered but didn't answer.

 After all, yesterday had been too crazy.

 A hundred times, oh, a hundred times.

 Then came the next day.

 Under the watchful eye of the Supreme Council, Link Grande met with Mr. Xu Jing alone, accepting the invitation from the returning delegation of the celestial civilization.

 In a garden where hundreds of flowers bloomed vying for attention, Mr. Xu Jing stood motionless in a purple Taoist robe, his immortal presence radiating brilliance, as if the splendid galaxy itself were shimmering around him.

 "Link Grande, I have the honor of meeting Mr. Xu Jing."

 As he approached, Link bowed in respect.

 The bow was a mark of respect for Mr. Xu Jing's status and strength, equivalent to a Ninth Level Great Sage, and also for the help he had provided in the Human Immortal Martial World with his two imprints.

 "No need for such formalities," said Mr. Xu Jing as he nodded slightly, his voice gentle, waving his horsetail whisk with a smooth motion.

 A stream of pure light emanated from the whisk, drifting toward Link at a leisurely pace.

 Link could have easily dodged, declining the pure light.

 Yet, he suppressed the instinct and watched as the light descended.

 This was the Wizard World, the Supreme Council's domain, and Link didn't believe Mr. Xu Jing would openly harm him.

 Indeed, the light was not an attack but a boon.

 As the light touched him, it didn't seep into his Sea of Consciousness, but the amber that was melting there quietly dissolved completely.

 The flow of time in the Human Immortal Martial World resumed.

 At the Fourth Level Sage stage, Link already possessed his own Destiny World.

 Franda, in sync with the Human Immortal Martial World's "Heavenly Dao" or World Will, merged and became the World Spirit.

 Conelia also reaped immense benefits, transforming from a Fire Elemental Spirit into a Three-legged Golden Crow, building a nest on the sun favored by the Wizard World Will.

 Within the Human Immortal Martial World, The Empress died abruptly, the Governor-General Kangqian Emperor escaped the fate of a puppet, the Taoism expedition continued its advance, and Li Shuwen of the God Seeing Realm looked up, leaving the troop to return to Fuli County.

 Link didn't have the capacity to keep up with the progression in the Human Immortal Martial World as he bowed and thanked Mr. Xu Jing once more.

 Even without this strand of pure light, Link would have eventually dissolved the amber.

 However, doing it sooner was undoubtedly more beneficial.

 "This is what you deserve," Mr. Xu Jing accepted the thanks with equanimity, his words carrying hidden meanings.

 "May I know why the Heavenly Master summoned me?" Link, intrigued by Mr. Xu Jing's statement, didn't inquire further but instead focused on the official business.

 This meeting was being closely observed by the Supreme Council after all.

 Personal matters could wait for another time.

 "Nothing much, I merely wished to see you," Mr. Xu Jing said with a kind smile, yet his words shocked Link and many others,

 "When your True Spirit came from beyond the heavens and passed through our universe, we wanted to retain it but failed, only establishing a connection.

 Now that the connection has come to fruition, of course, I wanted to see for myself this distinguished guest we couldn't retain."

 Link: ???
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 Who am I? 

 Where am I?

 What am I going to do?

 Link was very confused about the truth and intentions behind Mr. Xu Jing's words.

 With these words spoken, the origin of Link's True Spirit had become a strong and compelling mystery.

 It seemed that even the two top-tier civilizations of the two great universes had not figured out the roots of Link, this "special guest."

 Is it nested dolls, then?

 Link didn't know how to respond and could only remain silent.

 Mr. Xu Jing smiled, not minding too much, and merely invited Link to visit the Immortal God Civilization World.

 This specially arranged meeting ended amidst an atmosphere of mystery.

 When Link returned to the Supreme Council Office at Ravensmouth College, before he even had a sip of water, Lady Lisandra and Sage Fletcher Domingo hurriedly took him back to Ravensmouth College.

 It was not easy to get a meeting.

 Elise Clark was somewhat reluctant to let him go, but she didn't stop him.

 The trio refused the arrangements of the Supreme Council this time and used Ravensmouth College's long-unused secret channel to return.

 By the time other Wizard Organizations and the Immortal God Civilization World's returning visiting delegation got wind of this, the three had already returned to the West Coast and joined the reception team sent out by Ravensmouth College.

 Thus, other Wizard Organizations lost their chance to intervene in the matter of the true origins of Link's True Spirit.

 The Supreme Council, under the unified will of the five Saints, dared not leak any information, and that's how the secret was kept.

 "Little Friend Link is in a pretty tough spot," remarked Mr. Xu Jing casually in front of the Level Nine Great Sage from the Supreme Council who was there to receive the visiting delegation from the Immortal God Civilization World. "If your side can't handle the internal conflicts well and can't offer protection for Little Friend Link, our Immortal God Civilization World would like to invite him to be our guest."

 This proud student of the True Spirit Saint Wizard from the Central Plains, a Level Nine Great Sage who managed all affairs on behalf of the Saints, was subtly ridiculed but didn't care in the slightest.

 To this Level Nine Great Sage, such details aren't worth much concern.

 So what if Link Grande's True Spirit origin was very special?

 Could it help him become a Saint?

 If it could, it would not be too late to pay attention to it then.

 After all, no matter how special the origin of Link Grande's True Spirit, the involvement of the Supreme Council was inevitable.

 If it can't escape the Supreme Council, it can't escape the True Spirit Saint Wizard.

 If it can't escape the True Spirit Saint Wizard, it can't escape him.

 This Level Nine Great Sage was comfortably sitting back and watching.

 Moreover, so far, the Immortal God Civilization World's interests in Link Grande were limited to two things: one was verbal, and the other was a personal investment by Mr. Xu Jing himself.

 Mr. Xu Jing could only represent himself, at most together with the Heavenly Master's Mansion. How the Immortal God Civilization World as a whole views the existence of Link Grande is still up in the air.

 With this in mind, the Level Nine Sage ended his routine conversation with Mr. Xu Jing and immediately issued a directive to Ravensmouth College.

 When Dean Frist received the guidance letter from the Supreme Council, he exclaimed in amazement.

 The high personage of the Supreme Council had the same idea as him.

 If you're not keen, it's not a business deal.

 The Wizard Civilization World had already sent a special "special guest" Elise Clark to the Parallel Universe once; although the Immortal God Civilization World had sent a returning delegation, the delegation did not include a person of equal status to Elise Clark.

 Now they were eyeing Link Grande, a "special guest" who was even more unique. Could they get what they wanted from the Immortal God Civilization World as they please?

 Does the Wizard Civilization World not have any dignity?

 Therefore, under the will of the Supreme Council and Ravensmouth College, Link had just returned to the Wizard World Homeland when, after only two days with his wife and daughter, he was sent straight to the war front between the Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World.

 In this way, regardless of what plans the Immortal God Civilization World has for Link Grande, they cannot get around the Supreme Council or Ravensmouth College to make private contact.

 Link had no complaints and cooperated fully with the arrangements of the Supreme Council and Ravensmouth College.

 After an intimate farewell with Jasmine, Link led the well-rested Grande Sage Army once more on a journey.

 Their destination was the war front between the Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World.

 There were many companions, with three familiar ones: the Domingo Five-level Sage Army, the Palo Fourth Level Sage Army, and the Cody Fourth Level Sage Army.

 Three is a very magical number.

 According to the organization of the Wizard Civilization World, a Level Five Sage Army will lead three Fourth Level Sage Armies in cooperative combat, and a Level Six Sage Army will lead three Five-level Sage Armies to cooperate in battle.

 The pattern continues to escalate thereafter.

 This time, the Ravensmouth College's army sent to the front line was composed of a Level Seven Great Sage Army, three Level Six Sage Legions, nine Five-level Sage Armies, and twenty-seven Fourth Level Sage Armies. The scale is not particularly massive, but it is a force capable of influencing the local battlefields.

 The commander of the group army was the widely known but never seen Rodrigo Diomand, the Level Seven Great Sage from the third generation of the Diomand Family.

 The magnificent Group Army Interstellar Fleet, after several massive transfers and a month of interstellar travel, finally reached the war front between the Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World.
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 ``` 

 This front line is also the longest dividing line between the Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World.

 Originally, there were thirteen star systems suitable for intelligent life along this front line.

 Due to the years of war between the Wizard civilization and the Divine civilization, the fate of the thirteen star systems and their intelligent inhabitants was predictable.

 Even through the thick Defensive Cover and hull of a Level 5 Starry Fortress, Link could feel the dense death aura that was suffocating.

 On this front line, whether the star systems were habitable or not, whether stars or planets, all had completely died.

 War inevitably brings about death.

 Powerful, weak, special, or ordinary Wizards or Gods fought blood battles here, fell here, making the rules along this front line strange and fragmented, without any regularity, and capricious.

 Wizards below the Sage level would completely lose their casting abilities once they left the coverage of the Wizard World Will.

 Even within the coverage of the Wizard World Will, they had to rely on combined casting methods and carriers and media such as interstellar fleets to exert most of their strength.

 After learning about this situation, Link couldn't help feeling fortunate that he had brought five Construction Servant Corps with him.

 In this battlefield, the resonance amplitude of the series Construction turned out to be unexpectedly useful.

 And it didn't require too much skill, just some foolproof operation.

 Unlike the Wizards' combined casting that requires practice and tacit understanding.

 Wizards above the Sage level also had their strengths restricted.

 Because the rules here are too fragmented and change too frequently and are highly unstable.

 To unleash more combat power, Wizards above the Sage level must achieve two things: one is to have an intricate level of control over the rules they understand, able to use them at will rather than awkwardly; the other is to form strong instinctive habits to adapt their combat means along with the changes in rules.

 Overall, Link had realized why the Wizards of the Sage level who had been on this battlefield for many years were so much more powerful than those who enjoyed their lives at the back.

 Ravensmouth College was not the first time to send a Group Army to participate in the war between the Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World.

 However, this was the first time they dispatched a Group Army as a district overlord.

 Therefore, although the college didn't put pressure on them, Commander Rodrigo Diomand, the Level Seven Great Sage, also did not exert too much pressure on the troops below.

 The regiments that formed the Group Army all held a sense of determination, wanting to shine during this rotation of war.

 After the change of guard with the previous round of Group Armies, all the major regiments took proactive action, scouting for war intelligence and formulating strategies.

 Naturally, Link's side could not be the exception.

 After arranging for the Grande Sage Army to be stationed, all scouting Magic Tools, all reconnaissance squads, and all intelligence teams were dispersed.

 The staff department formulated one contingency plan after another based on the intelligence from the Supreme Council, Ravensmouth College, the previous rotation of the Group Army, and our own army findings.

 The Attendant Room was responsible for communicating the proposals of the regiment leaders, staff cases to the three main forces, the five Construction Servant Corps, and the Personal Guard Army kept as the overall reserve force.

 The Supervisory Department then urged various components of the army to familiarize themselves with the contingency plans made by the staff department as quickly as possible and to feed back any insufficiencies or oversights.

 In summary, the Grande Sage Army was extremely busy up and down the ranks.

 It was in such an atmosphere that Link received a summons from Rodrigo Diomand, the commander of the Group Army.

 Link had dealt quite a bit with the second and third siblings of the Diomand Family, Lady Lisandra and Dean Frist, but had never encountered the eldest, Rodrigo.

 This time, from the assembly of the Group Army, to setting off, to arriving, to being stationed in different districts, for nearly two months, Rodrigo Diomand had ignored Link.

 His attitude could be called indifferent.

 Now out of the blue summoning him, clearly, there was a matter to discuss.

 Link arranged for the affairs of the Grande Sage Army and departed from the small desolate satellite where he was stationed to meet with Rodrigo Diomand, the Level Seven Great Sage, at the headquarters of his Great Sage Army.

 Being on the front lines of combat, there naturally couldn't be uninterrupted peace.

 The Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World were in constant major battles and endless skirmishes, not to mention mutual infiltration and reconnaissance?

 On the way, Link's Personal Guard Army encountered small units of the Divine Civilization World recon teams three times.

 They wiped out one, chased away another, and one more took the opportunity to escape early on.

 ```

 This was Link's first battle against the Wizard Civilization World's deadly enemy, the Divine Civilization World.

 After the fight, Link immediately understood why the two civilizations had become mortal enemies.

 For the Divine Civilization World, wizards were nothing but contemptible defilers of the divine.

 Because the Gods, self-proclaimed embodiments of rules and controllers of concepts.

 And wizards, in their continual advancement, not only underwent multiple quantum leaps in life, enhancing their essence, but also kept gaining insight, resonating with, and mastering rules.

 This fundamentally created competition.

 The contradiction was irreconcilable.

 Only by exterminating the other could the war be brought to an end.

 "Clean up the battlefield, collect the spoils of war, we'll send a little gift to the Commander."

 With a stomp, Link burst the head of a deity, extracting an octahedron from the scattered fragments.

 This was the Godhood, the tangible product of the rules mastered by the deity, the manifestation of its authority.

 For a wizard, a Godhood was a hard currency superior to a Magic Stone.

 Though it couldn't help a wizard comprehend the rules, it could serve as a material to refine a high-power Magic Tool.

 Unfortunately, this deity's level, converted into the wizard system, was only equivalent to a Fourth Level Sage, just embarking on the path of merging with and becoming an embodiment of the rules.

 The value of the Godhood in Link's hand wasn't that high, either.

 From the fact that a deity equivalent to a Fourth Level Sage was personally leading a team on an espionage mission, along with the Commander of the Group Army's summons and the Staff Department's speculations about the current situation, Link deduced that a significant campaign was about to erupt between the Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World.

 This kind of campaign, besides causing continual bleeding on both sides, actually held little significance, yet it was unavoidable.

 It was quite helpless.

 Putting aside unnecessary emotions, once the Personal Guard Army had cleaned up the battlefield, picked up all the spoils of war, Link continued on his way with his Personal Guard Army.

 Leaving behind bits of flesh and debris floating in the starry sky.

 This frontline, after enduring the ravages of war for such a long time.

 From its initial peace and prosperity to the present desolate and silent, yet still stubbornly surviving without complete extinction, it was precisely through absorbing these bits of flesh and debris that it was replenishing its vitality.

 After resuming their journey, Link no longer encountered any teams from the Divine Civilization World.

 The remainder of the trip was smooth and unobstructed, leading directly to Rodrigo Diomand's Great Sage Army's base on a desolate planet that looked yellow and barren from space, with three satellites and a beautiful ring, but the planet itself was desolate.

 The defenses here were tight; Starry Fortress, interstellar battleships, were set up in three layers inside and out around the Group Army Headquarters stationed on the planet's surface.

 After going through several layers of communication and security checks, Link finally entered the atmosphere and headed for the Group Army Headquarters on the planet's surface.

 His Personal Guard Army was naturally forced to stay in outer space and couldn't follow him to the planet.

 Only two people accompanied Link, one was the Captain of the Personal Guard Army's Third Level Body-Refining Wizard Lokan, the other was the Head Steward, a Second Level Wizard, Lynn Hewitt.

 All five members of the Brotherhood Group were lower fifth rank's aptitude, and Lynn Hewitt was the first to advance to a Second Level Wizard.

 Considering Linn's attention to detail, nimble mind, and decent abilities, Link had transferred him to the Grande Sage Army.

 The position of the Head Steward wasn't just a result of Link promoting him exceptionally; it was Linn's demonstrated exceptional work capacity that secured his place.

 However, both Lokan and Linn could only accompany Link as far as the gates of the Group Army's Headquarters.

 It wasn't that a Level Seven Great Sage feared assassination from a Second Level or Third Level Wizard, but rather that Second Level and Third Level Wizards simply weren't qualified to meet with a Level Seven Great Sage.

 Such was Rodrigo Diomand's style.

 "Link Grande?"

 When it was Link's turn to meet, Rodrigo, looking at his portable smart device and not even lifting his head, spoke indifferently, "I plan to send your army to infiltrate behind the enemy lines..."

 "Do you dare to take on this mission?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 19 Turn! Turn!

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Frankly speaking, Link dared not.

 However, he didn't have the qualifications to refuse the mission personally assigned by the Commander.

 Even though his identity, under the "joint efforts" of various parties, had become extremely special.

 Even though he had a very close relationship with Dean Frist, the de facto leader of the third generation of the Diomand Family.

 Even though he had made notable contributions to the recent and future development of Ravensmouth College.

 Still, Link had no qualifications to refuse the mission or haggle over it.

 After all, on the battlefield, the Commander is supreme.

 Moreover, Rodrigo Diomand was a Level Seven Great Sage, a High-level Wizard whose identity, status, and power were far above Link's.

 "The Grande Legions can accept this mission."

 Without much hesitation, Link calmly voiced his true thoughts.

 It didn't matter whether he dared or not; they could accept it.

 "Heh..."

 Rodrigo Diomand's eyelids slightly lifted as he let out a light, indifferent chuckle.

 It was unclear what he was laughing at.

 This laughter left a poor impression on Link.

 It seemed to contain a hint of mockery and a bit of a "just as expected" sentiment.

 "Rest assured, we won't actually send you to infiltrate behind enemy lines. It was just a test. Your actual task is to provide assistance; others will handle the infiltration," Rodrigo Diomand continued.

 "Yes."

 Link didn't care who the "others" were, the unfortunate ones meant for infiltration. He promptly accepted the new, more relaxed task at hand.

 "Go on then, get out. The staff department will send you the details of the mission," Rodrigo Diomand said, waving his hand to dismiss Link.

 Link didn't look back as he left, taking Lokan with him, headed straight back to the Interstellar Fleet, and then set off to return.

 Seeing the legion commander act this way, none of the members of the accompanying Personal Guard Army dared to indiscreetly ask questions.

 The fleet traveled at full speed and returned smoothly to the Grande Legions' station.

 The detailed mission from the Group Army Staff Department had already been delivered to the Grande Sage Army.

 The Strategy Office, Intelligence Office, and Attendant Room were working together to study and devise countermeasures.

 Link's return brought a backbone to the Grande Sage Army, especially those three functional departments.

 The joint meeting progressed more smoothly, and facing different possible scenarios, the Strategy Office presented a total of five contingency plans.

 After reviewing them, Link forwarded the five contingency plans to the Oversight Office, instructing them to organize training within the Grande Sage Army.

 They aimed to familiarize themselves with the plans before the mission began and to ensure orderly and calm conduct during the mission.

 As for Link himself, he was pondering some questions.

 Such as the matter of infiltration behind enemy lines.

 Starting from the acquisition of first-hand intelligence, infiltration was essential.

 But the rate of return was too low.

 Because it was too dangerous.

 On his way to the Commander's station of the Group Army, Link had slain a God from the Divine Civilization World who had infiltrated behind the lines of the Wizard Civilization World.

 Granted, one factor was Link's superior strength.

 But there was also the reason that behind enemy lines, infiltration teams must be small to minimize the chances of discovery.

 An individual's power, unless exceedingly exceptional, cannot match that of a group.

 Whether it's a Wizard or a God, the power one can wield varies greatly depending on whether they have support or not.

 Therefore, Link was somewhat relieved when Rodrigo Diomand changed his decision at the last moment.

 Link came to the Front Line between the Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World for many reasons.

 But he certainly did not have the mindset to risk everything to sell himself to the Wizard Civilization, the Supreme Council, or Ravensmouth College.

 "Better you than me."

 Muttering under his breath, Link sent sympathy to the colleague stuck with the task of infiltration and then shifted his attention elsewhere.

 He turned his gaze to his Sea of Consciousness.

 The techniques of Mr. Xu Jing had unfrozen the Human Immortal Martial World from its amber state.

 Time in the Human Immortal Martial World was no longer frozen, the development of events no longer stagnated, and changes were occurring in relation to Link's Destiny World.

 For Link, the nearly eighteen years spent in the Human Immortal Martial World, even if his memory was blurred like frosted glass, now held a different significance.

 Especially when his "master" Li Shuwen, who had made progress in the God Seeing Realm, seemed to have noticed some signs.

 That upward glance had left a deep impression on Link.

 At this time, Franda had already completed her integration with the "Heavenly Dao" of the Human Immortal Martial World.

 Link began to communicate with Franda, who had just woken up from a restful sleep.

 "Master, master, what do you need Flanda for?"

 Franda was gearing up to tease Conelia, who was transforming into a Three-legged Golden Crow inside the Sun, but Link's interruption immediately spoiled her mood.

 Even her tone of speaking to Link lacked its usual sweetness.

 It was just like a grown daughter's "unhappiness" when bombarded by her nagging father.

 Ignoring Franda's dissatisfaction, Link directly asked, "Everything went smoothly, I hope?"

 "Of course," Franda replied with her hands on her hips, brimming with pride. "You don't see who's in action, Master. I, Franda, would not drag my feet like that dummy Conelia."

 "That's good to hear. You did great, Franda," Link spared no effort in praising Franda and continued, "How's your control over the Human Immortal Martial World? Is it possible to move people out from there?"

 "Um..."

 Upon hearing this, Franda's head drooped down as she said hesitantly, "Well, control-wise, I can definitely manage it. It's just that it's not completely thorough, and I can't move people out from there."
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 Having spoken, Franda felt she couldn't appear too incompetent, so she quickly added, "But Franda can bring things in, and can also take things out."

 As her words ended, Franda looked at "Link" with pitiful eyes, as if fearing a scolding from her master.

 Her acting was on the rise.

 "I see."

 Link didn't mean to blame Franda; he was just curious to know the reason, "Do you know why this is happening?"

 "I do."

 Franda obediently nodded her little head.

 Then she raised her small hand and conjured six images.

 Link looked at them and found that the content of three images was related to "him".

 One image showed the Longevity Peach Tree in Death Valley;

 one showed the Taoism group that was about to arrive at the Capital City;

 and one showed Li Shuwen in Octagon Martial Arts School in Fuli County, looking up at the sky.

 The other three images, unrelated to "him", Link intuitively felt, were similar to the Longevity Peach, all created by the standout survivors among the stranded Wizard Apprentices.

 From this, Link realized that in order to completely control the Human Immortal Martial World, he still had a few things to do.

 First was to deal with the traces left by that group of Wizard Apprentices;

 Second was to handle the Taoism group;

 Third was to have a proper talk with Li Shuwen.

 These three things were actually not difficult, they just needed some time.

 Currently, Link was at the front line of the battlefield between the Wizard Civilization and Divine Civilization, and naturally, he couldn't spare much time.

 "Just wait a bit longer."

 Link made a decision and instructed Franda to pay attention to any unusual movements in the Human Immortal Martial World, then his consciousness withdrew from the Sea of Consciousness.

 It seemed like in the blink of an eye, time had slipped away.

 When the time came to perform the mission, the well-prepared Grande Sage Army set out according to the plan.

 When a lion hunts a rabbit, it still uses all its strength.

 Especially since the enemy the Wizard Civilization faced was not a rabbit, but a tiger or leopard just as ferocious as the lion itself.

 Even though Link's responsibility wasn't the highly dangerous task of infiltration behind enemy lines, but merely support, he still dared not be careless.

 Thus, the Grande Sage Army mobilized in full, leaving only an empty camp behind.

 In the vastness of space, the Grande Sage Army's interstellar fleet had been in Stealth Mode from the beginning.

 The Magic Stones burned like water.

 Even if the Magic Stones that powered the Starry Fortress and interstellar battleship were mostly Energy Storage Magic Stones that absorbed and stored the light and heat of stars, rather than the natural Magic Stones that Wizards could directly use.

 This was still a considerable expense.

 Purchasing, maintenance, repairs, and updates for the Energy Storage Devices required Magic Stones.

 Energy Storage Magic Stones would also wear out during the continuous process of energy storage and release.

 The bad news was that the full-speed travel under Stealth Mode consumed and wore out the Energy Storage Magic Stones greatly.

 The good news was that the academy and the Group Army would reimburse some of the costs.

 After a day and a half, the Grande Sage Army reached the coordinates designated by the Group Army Staff Department, lying in wait quietly, ready to meet the friendly forces that completed the infiltration mission behind enemy lines.

 This wait lasted seven days.

 During these seven days, everyone in the Grande Sage Army stayed at their posts without moving an inch.

 They were like wooden statues.

 Fortunately, they were all Wizards who could finely control their physical bodies.

 Even after seven days and nights without sleeping, eating, or moving, they felt only a slight discomfort which did not affect their work performance.

 In the command cabin of the fifth-level Starry Fortress, Link sat in his seat, focusing intently on the huge screen in front of him, monitoring the movements in the surrounding star regions.

 Suddenly, a small red dot appeared in the upper right corner of the screen.

 "All units, prepare for Plan Three."

 Link immediately spoke, issuing the command.

 The Grande Sage Army woke up from their silent state with a roar and began to move according to Plan Three, which they had practiced many times.

 The mission details sent down by the Group Army Headquarters mentioned that the friendly forces responsible for infiltration behind enemy lines would send a signal upon reaching this star region and breaking away from the Divine Civilization front lines.

 Green meant all was well with no pursuit behind;

 Yellow meant intelligence was fully collected, but with pursuers posing a low threat behind;

 Red indicates that everything is going wrong and they are being relentlessly pursued.

 In response to these three signals, the Grande Sage Army had devised five contingency plans.

 Plan One and Plan Two correspond to green and yellow signals, respectively.

 Plan Three, Four, and Five are for the red signal.

 Among them, Plan Three is the most aggressive yet prudent, aiming to utilize the legion's powerful capability to breach enemy lines and repel the pursuing forces of the Divine Civilization World during the rescue mission.

 In a split second, Link made a decision to enact Plan Three for his reasons.

 Firstly, his senses and the legion's monitoring indicated that the friendly forces behind enemy lines were not in an optimistic situation at that moment;

 Secondly, his intuition told him that a significant force was approaching behind the pursuers.

 In such a situation, if they wanted to complete the rescue mission, they could not afford to dilly-dally; they had to act fast and decisively.

 "Send a message to our allies, ordering them to clear the attack path and then return directly without lingering," he said.

 Link rose from his seat and, while issuing the command, moved to where the Personal Guard Army was stationed.

 He was prepared to shift from the role of Commander to that of a combatant, ready to strike at any moment.

 Lynn Hewitt, the Head Steward, faithfully executed Link's orders and rapidly communicated with the beleaguered allies fleeing the Divine Civilization lines through the established signal channels.

 The tattered remnants of the allied force, consisting of a single damaged Starry Fortress and two main warships, received this message like a gift from heaven.

 They hurriedly cleared the way, making a detour around the Grande Sage Army and leaving behind the star region on the verge of a significant battle without a second glance.

 At the same time, a message of thanks was sent to the Grande Sage Army's fifth-level Starry Fortress.

 Link did not attend to these messages but instead had Lynn Hewitt send a request for reinforcements to Group Army Headquarters.

 Of course, the situation had not escalated to a point where reinforcements were necessary.

 But it is a crying child who gets the milk.

 Whether or not he truly needed aid, Link decided to request it first.

 When the reinforcements arrived, they could just symbolically storm the Divine Civilization front lines and turn the tables on the pursuers.

 No sooner said than done.

 The brief interval used to send messages afforded the Grande Sage Army, which had been preparing for a long time, a chance to initiate a swift and ferocious attack.

 Regrettably, the full onslaught of the Starry Fortress and interstellar battleships did not yield much in terms of victory.

 As seasoned rivals and archenemies, the Divine Civilization World was well-acquainted with the strength of the Wizard Civilization World.

 Even though they had the upper hand and were relentlessly pursuing, they remained vigilant.

 The Divine Civilization World's pursuers either dodged or withstood the attacks, thoroughly defending against the Grande Sage Army's assault.

 Through the Reconnaissance Magic Tools scattered throughout the corners of the star region, Link witnessed the entire scene, his pupils constricting.

 He had met his match!

 The opposing commander was cautious, and their legion's combat strength was high.

 The Grande Sage Army's Plan Three had proved ineffective.

 On the battlefield, situations can change in the blink of an eye.

 Faced with such a tricky situation, Link had no time for hesitation, nor was there any need for it.

 "Execute Plan Five," he ordered resolutely, changing the combat strategy.

 Plan Five, in brief, was to fight while retreating, drawing the enemy deeper into their territory.

 Conveniently, he had just sent a call for reinforcements to Group Army Headquarters.

 If the reinforcements arrived quickly and coordinated well, they might be able to eliminate the Divine Civilization World's legion before them.

 Under Link's will, the Grande Sage Army rapidly adapted its battle style, shifting from the initial plan to strike hard and high to one of gradual retreat.

 They truly embodied the approach: aggressive as fire when advancing and swift as wind when changing course.

 Unfortunately, the opposing commander didn't take the bait and didn't fly into a rage from the frustration of a duck slipping away. Quite restrained, they halted their pursuit and kept their forces along the boundary line of the two armies.

 "Legion Commander, what shall we do next?" Lynn Hewitt, the Head Steward, promptly stepped forward, voicing the question that the staff, the three main groups, and the Personal Guard Army were all eager to have answered.

 "What shall we do?" Link's lips curled into a grin. "The mission has been accomplished, of course, it's time to retreat."

 Wasn't the Grande Sage Army's mission to assist the allied forces penetrating the enemy's rear?

 Now that the allies had successfully returned, and with the enemy being cautious, strong, and with major reinforcements on their heels, why should the Grande Sage Army remain in this place?

 Link gestured grandly, issuing the latest command:

 "Change course!"
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 Link greatly admired the sixteen-character guideline.

 "When the enemy advances, we retreat; when the enemy halts, we harass; when the enemy tires, we attack; when the enemy retreats, we pursue."

 In guerrilla and mobile warfare, its application was very effective.

 However, when pursuing forces from the Divine Civilization World employed tactics similar to the sixteen-character guideline, sticking to the Grande Sage Army like glue, Link was quite annoyed.

 "Really like a piece of sticky candy!"

 Watching the Divine Civilization World's pursuers maintain a "suitable" distance—easily defending against the attacks from the Grande Sage Army while not letting them comfortably transition—Link let out a heavy sigh.

 If dead set on transitioning, the Grande Sage Army could actually break contact quickly and retreat to a safe star sector.

 Unfortunately, some things can be done, but not too excessively.

 Like transitioning.

 Reputation, usually inconsequential, and at most affecting one's image,

 becomes very deadly at crucial moments.

 Link did not want the Grande Sage Army to be labeled as some kind of "runaway army."

 If that happened, even if Dean Frist supported them with all his might, and even if Ravensmouth College still had a need for Link, the development ceiling for both the Grande Sage Army and the Grande Family would be significantly lowered.

 This was not the future Link wanted to see.

 "Fine! Fine! Fine! Playing like that, are you?"

 The "fishing-style" tug-of-war chase by the Divine Civilization World's pursuers, going in and out of the dividing line between the two civilizations, infuriated Link.

 He decided to put these disgustingly persistent pursuers to the test.

 Link's will was quickly put into action.

 The Grande Sage Army's interstellar fleet executed a quick formation change with extreme speed and proficiency.

 A Grade Five Star Fortress in the front, with two Grade Four Star Fortresses on the left and right, formed the arrowhead.

 The fleets of the three main corps came together to form the shaft.

 The logistical support lagged behind, forming the tail of the arrow.

 The dart formation, unstoppable, broke through with brute force.

 Without giving the Divine Civilization World's pursuers much time to react, Link gave the command, and the Grande Sage Army launched a counter-charge.

 The commander of the Divine Civilization World's pursuers was definitely a tactical command expert.

 He sensed something wrong at the start of the Grande Sage Army's change and immediately directed his forces to switch from offense to defense, from pursuit to transition.

 The tides of attack and defense had changed.

 This time, it was the Grande Sage Army's turn to apply the sixteen-character guideline, harassing the pursuers from the Divine Civilization World.

 However, considering there were reinforcements behind the Divine Civilization World's pursuers, Link did not dare to chase too deeply. Crossing the dividing line by just a bit, he planned to withdraw.

 Unfortunately, the Divine Civilization World's pursuers did not allow it, turning back again to harass the Grande Sage Army.

 For this, Link had only one word to describe his feelings: Annoying!

 Extremely annoying!

 After being harassed for a while, they turned around and harassed back.

 In this manner, the two armies engaged in a chase-me-if-you-can game along the dividing line of the two civilizations' battlefronts.

 One moment they're chasing us, the next we're chasing them.

 Both sides dared not let the other catch up; otherwise, they'd really be in trouble.

 That would be utterly disastrous.

 When reinforcements for both sides arrived nearly simultaneously at the peripheral star sectors around this dividing line, the Grande Sage Army and the Divine Civilization World's pursuers had already chased each other a total of seven times.

 Apart from wasting some consumables from both sides, neither side achieved any significant results.

 As for damages, with the deeply ingrained "survival" tactics of the commanders from both sides, there were virtually none.

 What Link had not expected was that their reinforcements turned out to be the Grade Seven Great Sage Army, personally led by the army group's commander, Rodrigo Diomand.

 "Reporting to the commander, my forces have successfully completed the support mission and are currently entangled with the enemy forces in pursuit. Awaiting orders,"

 Link, arriving promptly on the commander's flagship and facing Rodrigo Diomand's indifferent gaze, made a brief report without batting an eyelid.

 All the wizards present could discern two main points from Link's statement.

 One was the successful completion of the support mission; the other was that they were still engaging the enemy.

 What did this indicate?

 It indicated that the Grande Sage Army had merit without fault and deserved commendation.

 However, Rodrigo merely waved his hand, indicating for Link to stand aside.

 Accompanying Rodrigo Diomand in support, besides his Grade Seven Great Sage Army, were the commanders of three Level Six Sage Legions, nine Level Five Sage Army commanders, and the remaining twenty-six Fourth Level Sage Army commanders.

 The upper echelons of the Ravensmouth College Army Group were all gathered here.

 If the Divine Civilization World could destroy this flagship—a Grade Eight Star Fortress—it could decimate the Ravensmouth College Army Group in one fell swoop.

 Not to mention severely wounding the Wizard Civilization World, it would at least cause profound and lasting damage to it.

 Without any dissatisfaction, Link "obediently" joined the group of Fourth Level Sages.

 Rodrigo Diomand stood up from his seat and walked to the front of the large screen in the command hall.

 The various army commanders followed closely behind.

 "Here,"

 Rodrigo pointed, and two images, one large and one small, appeared on the large screen.

 The large image showed the reinforcements from the Divine Civilization World, and the small image displayed the pursuing forces from the Divine Civilization World.

 All the commanders watched the two images intently, awaiting the commander's address.

 After scanning his subordinates, Rodrigo began slowly, "This is the hard bone our army group must gnaw through this time. Ravensmouth College has taken Mitchell's place, but the Supreme Council has not yet approved Ravensmouth College to obtain the authority over other Wizard Organization forces in the Ravensmouth District for wartime and war zone command. Why?"
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 After a pause, Rodrigo's voice rose slightly, and his tone became more impassioned, "Because Ravensmouth College has yet to demonstrate the ability to take on command of a war zone on the battlefield. But I believe that this time, if our army group can completely conquer this tough challenge without the help of other power group armies, the wartime and war zone command authority for Ravensmouth College will naturally follow."

 Link's heart raced with fear at these words.

 What the hell is he planning to do?

 What the hell, is he planning to just go ahead with it, rules be damned?

 If this is how we fight, even if we manage to win, it will be a Pyrrhic victory at best!

 The various legions of the army group will have to endure untold casualties.

 It might even result in the complete annihilation of our forces!

 Just look at Sinrich Sage next door with his grief-stricken face.

 He and his Sinrich Sage Legion lost at least a third of their strength just from one mission behind enemy lines.

 Not to mention morale, which is surely at rock bottom by now.

 Link certainly didn't want himself and his Grande Sage Army to end up like Sinrich Sage and his Sinrich Sage Legion.

 He believed that there were many legion commanders who felt the same way.

 Unfortunately, no legion commander dared to voice an opposing view.

 Killing the chicken to scare the monkey! Rodrigo Diomand was probably just waiting for dissenters to emerge, to make an example of them and thus solidify his authority and control over the army group.

 "Since everyone agrees with my idea, then let our army group's thoughts unite on this. I will assign tasks to follow, and all legions, all legion commanders, must complete them strictly, promptly, with no cut corners, no delays!"

 "Yes!"

 What else could the legion commanders say? They could only respond in unison.

 Even the three level six sages did the same.

 The next half-hour passed with Rodrigo Diomand personally assigning tasks to each legion.

 Perhaps Dean Frist had advised him, or maybe Link still had a significant role to play in the future developments of Ravensmouth College, Rodrigo did not give Link and the Grande Sage Army tasks that were too demanding.

 One might even say that the Grande Sage Army received an easy job.

 An army marches on its stomach.

 For the Ravensmouth College Army Group to fight a major battle, logistics are of paramount importance.

 The Grande Sage Army was assigned to patrol the logistics supply route, along with two level five legions and five fourth level sage legions, to defend the safety of the supply lines.

 After leaving the army group flagship and returning to the level five Starry Fortress that served as the Grande Sage Army's flagship, Link immediately issued the new orders.

 The Grande Sage Army sprang into action.

 For three rounds, without sparing Magic Stones, it poured all remaining "firepower" on the Divine Civilization World's pursuers, who were still tangled with the Grande Sage Army, and made a swift escape, charging towards their own occupied star region.

 After a brief rest and resupply, they took on the role of patrolling the logistics supply route.

 The legions that received combat orders one after another departed for the designated star areas near the battlefront line to prepare for the impending war.

 The movements on the Wizard Civilization World's side could not be completely hidden from the Divine Civilization World.

 Even though Ravensmouth College Army Group put up some deceptive measures and launched several "smoke bombs."

 The Divine Civilization World quickly responded, dispatching waves of reinforcements near the battlefront line, standing off while making other preparations.

 The decisive battle was not going to erupt immediately.

 In the early stage, the focus was on mutual probing, along with some reconnaissance of the battle situation, as well as something every commander at any level would do:

 Severing the enemy's supply line!

 In the blink of an eye, half a month whisked by since Rodrigo Diomand had proposed a great annihilation battle to showcase Ravensmouth College's capabilities.

 The Grande Sage Army had been patrolling Ravensmouth College Army Group's "lifeline" for thirteen days now.

 During this period, Link led the Grande Sage Army to repel three elite squad attempts by the Divine Civilization World to disrupt the Wizard Civilization World's supply line.

 Although they didn't kill any gods on par with Fourth Level Sages, the results were still commendable.

 Additionally, they had assisted other fourth level sage legions twice.

 As time passed, the atmosphere within the army group and the legions grew increasingly tense.

 The preparations were complete, and with the results of the probing in, all wizards knew that the ultimate battle was about to begin.

 In the pursuit of victory, both sides would inevitably shed their "understanding" and no longer standoff "gently," but instead fight "cruelly."

 Even though this battle was destined from the start to be a fair fight where both sides would form ranks before engaging, neither commander would give up the thought of achieving victory through the use of "surprise forces."

 "Surprise forces" could refer to a spare force that plays a crucial role at the right moment, or it could be the reserve team.

 In critical moments, cutting off the enemy's "supply routes" is the wonderful role of the spare force;

 During the final battle, pulling troops guarding the "supply routes" is the reserve team.

 The Grande Sage Army, alongside two other Level Five Legions and five Fourth Level Legions, obtained a new designation, the Third Reserve Team.

 Given the scale of this battle, as well as Rodrigo Diomand's strong will to win, Link believed that the Grande Army would inevitably have to enter the fray.

 For various reasons, the Grande Sage Army began to continuously practice different contingencies devised by the staff office combined with the intelligence department, the three main forces, and the Personal Guard Army during their cruise.

 How to chase when holding an advantage, how to strive to reverse the situation when at a disadvantage, how to assault, how to raid, how to resist head-on, how to outflank, and...

 Most importantly, maneuvering!

 Inside the Grande Sage Army, Link did not shy away from repeatedly emphasizing the idea that "if the land is lost but the people are saved, then both can be recovered; if the people are lost but the land is saved, then both are lost."

 This was not a sign of cowardice.

 The Grande Sage Army also had an all-out Plan Zero contingency.

 This was merely an attempt to avoid all unnecessary sacrifices.

 Link did not want to risk losing the Grande Sage Army—which he, Jasmine, Sandra, Lanny, Tiffany, and the others had poured their heart and soul into—after just one battle.

 Without them, a comeback for Link would not be so simple.

 "Do Anything Freely" was already capable of "transfusing" Link, yet it was still immature and needed development.

 The three worlds received from Great Sage Rosenthal had limited output.

 The greatest change in thousands of years had already arrived, and Link did not have much time to develop slowly.

 Hence, in this battle, he had to commit his strength, display his abilities, but also preserve his own forces!

 However, preserving strength too had its tricks; he couldn't afford to make the situation look too bad and give others a handle to criticize.

 About this, Link pondered repeatedly, trying to eliminate any and all oversights.

 "Legion Commander, everything is ready."

 The words of Head Steward Lynn Hewitt interrupted Link's train of thought.

 "Then let's depart."

 Link came to his senses and issued the order.

 This was the Grande Sage Army's last "supply route" patrol mission.

 Once this patrol was completed, the Grande Sage Army would join the Third Reserve Team, preparing to be called into battle at any moment.

 Upon the command, the Grande Sage Army's Interstellar Fleet set sail, following the designated route.

 Not to mention the elite squads from the Divine Civilization World that had tried to sabotage the "supply route" a while before and whom the Grande Sage Army had encountered.

 Even without that encounter, Link would never be careless.

 In any universe, in any world, the number of people who died on the battlefield due to complacency was not small.

 Link did not want to be one of those fools.

 During this final patrol, not only was Link extremely vigilant and cautious, he also ordered the army to be battle-ready and not to be negligent.

 Thus, when faced with an unexpected "blockade"—a formal army from the Divine Civilization World equivalent in size to a Level Five Sage Army from the Wizard Civilization World—the Grande Sage Army, despite immense pressure, did not fall into disarray.

 "A bunch of idiots!"

 Link cursed the allies whose position had been exposed on the front line without expecting that the decisive battle had yet to start, and now he had to fight for his life, "Utter stupidity!"

 After cursing, Link immediately responded, "Call for help! Ready for battle! Plan Zero!"

 When braving a narrow path, the brave prevails.

 It's a fight!

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 21 Solitary Courage?

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The difference between a Fourth Level Sage Army and a Level Five Sage Army is significant.

 This difference is mainly reflected in two aspects: the highest combat power and the scale of the troops.

 The Divine Civilization World is a super-civilization equivalent to the Wizard World, and there is a great deal of commonality in the configuration of their armies.

 Therefore, the Grande Sage Army, facing the enemy in front of them, a penetration force of the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion equivalent to the Wizard World, wasn't without the power to fight.

 Victory, of course, was extremely difficult to achieve.

 The disparity was there, an objective fact.

 Link had never thought about defeating the opposing side in a head-on battle, only intended to delay.

 After all, the "supply line" was the lifeline of the Ravensmouth College Army Group, and allowing the frontline legion to let this fifth level Legion infiltrate was a massive blunder.

 The Group Army Headquarters, upon receiving the Grande Sage Army's request for assistance and warning, would undoubtedly take it seriously, dispatching heavy troops to eliminate this daring Divine Army.

 Under Link's command, the Grande Sage Army quickly changed formation.

 Plan 0 and Operational Plan 0 are not the same thing.

 Operational Plan 0 emphasized recklessness and reflected a determination to risk everything.

 Plan 0, on the other hand, emphasized stickiness, using delaying tactics.

 Link had no intention of foolishly using his Grande Sage Army to fill the gaps for those who had let their guard down on the front line.

 Retreating while fighting, this is where the passion lies!

 Thus, around the Ravensmouth College Army Group's "supply line," the two armies began a game of cat and mouse.

 The fifth level Sages Civilization Legion certainly didn't want to waste time like this.

 This legion had expended great efforts to infiltrate and its strategic goal wasn't to entangle with the cruising legions of the Wizard World but to destroy a portion of the logistical support of the Ravensmouth College Army Group.

 Moreover, since their location had been exposed, any further delays would inevitably lead to being surrounded by the Ravensmouth College Army Group.

 As a result, the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion decided to disengage from the Grande Sage Army.

 After a round of relentless pursuit and ferocious attacks, they decisively pulled away, intending to carry out their mission of destruction behind enemy lines.

 "Want to leave?"

 Link glanced at the message from the Group Army Headquarters, confirmed that reinforcements were on their way and would soon complete the encirclement, and then he commanded the Grande Sage Army to stick to the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion.

 It was simple: don't get too close. Just follow at a distance, occasionally harassing them.

 The moment they noticed that the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion showed any sign of counterattacking, whether it was a feint or not, they would immediately stop harassing and ensure the safety of the army.

 Like annoying, buzzing flies, they severely irritated the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion.

 The fifth level Sages Civilization Legion faced three choices: one, to carry out their mission at all costs; two, to split their forces, with one part carrying out the mission and the other dealing with the Grande Sage Army; three, to retreat in a timely manner before the Ravensmouth College Army Group could complete the encirclement.

 Link, putting himself in their shoes, believed that the best choice for the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion was to pull back.

 However, Link didn't hastily base his actions on this idea but patiently observed the movements of the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion, analyzing their next possible steps.

 This attitude immediately played a vital role.

 Surprisingly, the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion abandoned their mission and the possibility of survival, consolidating all their strength to fight to the death with the Grande Sage Army.

 Neither the Grande Sage Army nor the Ravensmouth College Army Group had anticipated such a development.

 It was utterly unexpected!

 Fortunately, Link was always on guard. He instantly reacted and commanded the Grande Sage Army to rapidly retreat.

 After such a long period of constant drilling and several actual combat experiences, the battle tactic execution of the Grande Sage Army was extremely strong.

 As soon as Link gave an order, it was immediately carried out.

 The Grande Sage Army, which had been continuously "flirting" and "enticing" the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion, suddenly became like a heartless man, pulling out and leaving without a word.

 Not a word of farewell, just one word: Cut!

 Now, it was the turn of the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion, who had thrown caution to the wind without hoping for survival, to chase down the Grande Sage Army relentlessly.

 The Grande Sage Army was not without the power to fight back.

 But under Link's command, they truly took the blows on the chin and kept retreating.

 All the "energy" of the Interstellar Fleet was entirely supplied to the defense system and movement system of the Starry Fortress and the interstellar battleship.

 They wanted to have a combination of high health, strong defense, and quick movement – to drag the fight on if possible, and to flee if not.

 Such "resolute" action infuriated the commander of the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion to the point of nearly spitting blood.

 If not for the large distance between them, the commander, equivalent to a Level Five Sage from the Wizard World, a fifth rank god, would have personally challenged Link to a duel.

 It was infuriating!

 Link was unaware of this fifth rank god's frustration. Had he known, he likely would have been extremely pleased.

 Achieving such an effect, breaking the mentality of a fifth level Sage from the Divine Civilization, was not reliant on "force," but on "intelligence" and "strategy."

 The sense of achievement was different from overpowering others with "force," but just as exhilarating.

 In such an unusual way, the Grande Sage Army completed their last "supply line" cruising mission.

 Dragging the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion, which for some unknown reason had infiltrated near the lifeline-like "supply line," the Grande Sage Army waited until the reinforcements from Ravensmouth College Army Group Headquarters arrived – three Level Five Sage armies.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The encirclement on all sides had formed.

 The path of survival for the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion was completely severed.

 Considering the behavior displayed by this legion before, Link actually worried that the enemy would continue to fight desperately, ignoring the attacks from the other three Level Five Sage Armies and target the Grande Sage Army.

 Unexpectedly, the next move of the fifth level Sages Civilization Legion turned out to be to hunker down and wait for reinforcements!

 This left Link quite baffled.

 If one were to say the enemy's commander was brainless, then how had they managed to break through the front line defenses of the Ravensmouth College Army Group and infiltrate such a vital core region?

 "What are you trying to do?"

 Link muttered to himself, trying to reverse-engineer the enemy's motives and objectives by putting himself in their place.

 However, this line of thought did not delay Link's decisiveness.

 Citing excessive exhaustion, the Grande Sage Army requested permission from the Group Army Headquarters to withdraw from combat.

 The headquarters was initially reluctant to agree.

 However, Link insisted and explicitly stated that the Grande Sage Army had lost its combat power and could become the breakthrough point for the Sages Civilization's Level Five Legion.

 Left with no choice, the headquarters agreed to Link's request for retreat.

 "Let's go!"

 Without looking back even once, Link led the Grande Sage Army straight back to its base.

 He left behind three Level Five Sage Armies to begin the encirclement and elimination of the Sages Civilization Level Five Legion.

 On the way back and after arriving at the base, Link continued to keep a close eye on the battle situation.

 It was unclear whether the Sages Civilization Level Five Legion was overperforming, or if the Ravensmouth College Army Group's three Level Five Sage Armies were holding back, but 12 hours had passed, the total offensive was almost upon them, and the encirclement still hadn't ended.

 The Grande Sage Army had already completed resupplying and regrouping!

 More and more, Link felt something was amiss, everywhere.

 How had the Sages Civilization Level Five Legion infiltrated?

 Were the front line defenses paper-thin, or full of leaks that couldn't be any bigger?

 If that Sages' legion's combat strength were truly so formidable, able to withstand the assault from three armies of the same level and hold out for so long, there was no reason they would have so easily let go of the Grande Sage Army.

 Not to mention completely annihilating the Grande Sage Army in a mobile operation, at the very least taking a sizable chunk of flesh should have been possible, right?

 So what happened?

 The result was that the Grande Sage Army retreated safely back to its base without a scratch.

 This was certainly because of Link's command, the well-trained and highly efficient Grande Sage Army, but looking back, perhaps it was even more because the Sages' legion had let them off the hook.

 "Could this be a trap?"

 This speculation arose in Link's mind, but he immediately dismissed it.

 The Group Army Staff Department had no lack of capable people. If Link could guess this way, they could not have failed to consider it.

 "Merely" deploying three Level Five Legions and reluctantly agreeing to let the Grande Sage Army "slip away" first might have accounted for this aspect.

 Then the question arose.

 If this Sages Civilization Level Five Legion was indeed a bait, what did the commander of the Divine Civilization World battle want to lure?

 And what kind of trump card or contingencies allowed that commander to have such confidence that once the "fish" bit the bait, across a whole line of defense of the Ravensmouth College Army Group, it could be effective?

 A fish biting the hook didn't equate to being caught.

 It was also possible that after the fish had taken the bait, it could boldly escape.

 And there was even a likely scenario to consider.

 That was the Ravensmouth College Army Group using this bait to fish in turn.

 "Anything is possible."

 Faced with a complex situation shrouded in fog, Link let out a sigh.

 Then he cleared his mind of distractions and focused on commanding the Grande Sage Army to set off again.

 The patrolling mission was over, and after a brief regrouping, the Grande Sage Army had to return to the ranks.

 The Third Reserve Team, still a reserve team after all!

 By the time the Grande Sage Army successfully rejoined and was incorporated into the command structure led by a level six sage, the outcome of that encirclement battle still had not been determined.

 A full twenty-four hours had passed since Link discovered that Sages Civilization Level Five Legion near the "supply route"!

 "The storm is about to come, the building is full of wind."

 Link suddenly thought of this verse, sensing the oppressive atmosphere before the decisive battle arrived.

 This was the case for the Grande Sage Army, and indeed for all members of the Ravensmouth College Army Group, even the most seasoned of wizards.

 Everyone's attitude became extremely serious.

 War is the most violent conflict.

 Death is absolutely inevitable.

 No wizard wishes to sacrifice their own life!

 "I hate war!"

 The muttered words of the Head Steward Lynn Hewitt suddenly reached Link's ears.

 From these words, Link could feel Lynn's intense aversion to war.

 He stopped Lynn with a look, asking him to withhold further complaints, but Link did not reprimand him.

 As long as it wasn't a public disturbance of military morale, the private grumblings of one or two were acceptable.

 This was a form of psychological relief, after all.

 However, the morale and spirit of the army before battle indeed warranted attention.

 "Master, master!"

 As Link was pondering over how to better boost the Grande Sage Army's morale, Franda started to call out.

 "What's the matter?"

 Link immediately responded to Franda's call.

 As the World Spirit of his Destiny World, the "Human Immortal Martial World," Franda's priority was second only to Jasmine and equally important as his daughter Melia.

 It wasn't that Link didn't love his daughter.

 But as a father, only by being strong himself could he provide better protection for his daughter.

 "Master, master, I have now gained full control of your Destiny World!"

 Franda placed her hands on her hips, boasting with an air of "I'm awesome."

 "???"

 A series of question marks bubbled up in Link's mind.

 It was not long ago that Franda had not yet fully controlled the Human Immortal Martial World.

 Link had been busy with missions these few days and had not paid attention to this development; he was unaware of what Franda had done.

 Franda, not one to keep things to herself and in an attempt to "snatch" her master's attention, immediately started complaining and then took the initiative to report her merit:

 "Hmph! Master doesn't care about Franda at all!

 You don't care about your Destiny World either!

 Luckily, Franda is amazing, and thought to contact Master's 'Master,' Li Shuwen, directly.

 Wow, master, your Human Immortal Martial World has such high developmental potential.

 The combat power that Human Immortal Martial Artist Li Shuwen from the God Seeing Realm can exert is incredibly formidable.

 All those obstacles that prevented me from fully controlling the Destiny World have been swept away by your 'Master'."

 While listening to Franda, Link also exercised his "World Master" privileges to look back at major events that had occurred over a period of time.

 This is one of the incredible abilities of the "World Master," the power to look back through time.

 The feat of knowing the past, the present, and the future is not a fantasy, but something that can truly be achieved.

 After a brief review to understand what had happened in the Human Immortal Martial World, Link did not let himself become too distracted, nor did he personally deal with the matters of the Human Immortal Martial World.

 Instead, he instructed Franda to contact Li Shuwen in his name and consolidate the power of the Human Immortal Martial World.

 When necessary, it might be of use.

 Franda happily agreed and went off to manage the Human Immortal Martial World cheerfully.

 She even forgot to tease Conelia, who had turned into a Three-legged Golden Crow.

 Link withdrew his attention from the Destiny World and continued to monitor the course of the battle, while waiting for any orders that might come at any moment.

 "Legion Commander, there is a situation."

 At that moment, the head of intelligence arrived with a portable intelligence processor in hand.

 Since the Grande Sage Army joined the Third Reserve Team's sequence of operations, Link had become busier with official duties.

 Monitoring that fifth level Sages Civilization Legion was handed over to the intelligence department.

 Link took the portable intelligence processor from the head of intelligence, opened the text battle report, and began to read multiple lines at a glance.

 The more he read, the graver his expression became.

 The Ravensmouth College Army Group was now dealing with the responding forces from the Divine Civilization World, regarding that fifth level Sages Civilization Legion they had each played their cards anew.

 That fifth level Sages Civilization Legion was not just bait, it was also a coordinate locator!

 A premeditated, mass teleportation had taken place.

 The responding forces of the Divine Civilization World had "airdropped" an army equivalent to the Wizard World's Level Seven Great Sage Army right into the core weakness of the Ravensmouth College Army Group's battle line!

 The rear of the Ravensmouth College Army Group... had been ambushed!

 Danger!
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 Chapter 849 - 22. Tacit Understanding

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Hold the line, open up the center, pincer attack from front and back!

 It must be said, the commanders of the Divine Civilization's forces executed this move beautifully.

 In terms of grasping the psychology of the battlefield and strategic gambles, it could almost be called a stroke of genius.

 However, Link believed that since the Group Army Headquarters intended to use the infiltrated fifth level Sages Civilization Legion of the Divine Civilization to cause trouble, there would definitely be a contingency plan in place.

 Indeed, after a massive sudden teleportation of the Divine Civilization Seven Legion, equivalent to the Level Seven Great Sage Legion of the Wizard World, the three level five Sage Armies of the infiltrated Divine Civilization fifth level Legion failed to annihilate them after a token effort and immediately retreated far away.

 The Level Seven Great Sage Legion of Rodrigo Diomand, the Commander of the Ravensmouth College Army Group, finally made its appearance, surrounding the teleported Divine Civilization Seven Legion with three Level Six Sage Legions.

 Things move swiftly in warfare, as the situation on the battlefield changes in the blink of an eye.

 Meanwhile, the Ravensmouth College Army Group launched a frontal assault.

 Whether or not the frontal battlefield could be won, or the extent of the spoils of victory after a win, were not the main focus.

 The key was that Rodrigo Diomand had made up his mind to completely annihilate this Divine Civilization Seven Legion.

 After so many years of conflict, the Wizard Civilization World and the Divine Civilization World had already formed an unspoken understanding and a principle of equivalence.

 The enemy faced by the Ravensmouth College Army Group was of a similar scale.

 Even if there were differences, they were not significant.

 Since the commander of the Divine Civilization World abandoned his command to attempt a dangerous maneuver by delving deep into enemy territory himself, Rodrigo Diomand didn't mind sending the opponent away first before winning the battle.

 The great battle was about to erupt and immediately reach a climax.

 The Third Reserve Team, which was part of the Grande Sage Army, also received two "firefighting" missions.

 Fortunately, both were to assist several armies in need of restocking supplies, not to directly engage in frontline combat.

 While there were small-scale, low-intensity battles, they did not result in any significant losses.

 The Grande Sage Army suffered only minor damage to one of its main battleships, with no casualties.

 But considering the intensity of the war, Link believed that sooner or later the Grande Sage Army would undertake combat missions on the front line.

 After all, Commander Rodrigo Diomand was personally engaged in the fighting.

 Could Link Grande be more special than Rodrigo Diomand?

 Impossible.

 In response, Link had no other option but to tightly focus on the morale building of the Grande Sage Army, while keeping a close watch on Rodrigo Diomand's battle situation in the heartland.

 Outnumbering their enemy, and with Rodrigo Diomand, a Level Seven Great Sage, pitted against the Lord God's Son, Ravensmouth College truly had the upper hand.

 The Divine Civilization Seven Legion had already abandoned its set tactical objectives, shifting from a central breakout and front-and-rear pincer to retreating while fighting and breaking out with all their might.

 The more this happened, the less Rodrigo Diomand could afford to be careless.

 Even though the divine adversary revealed several flaws while trying to cover his troops, Rodrigo Diomand remained steady and methodical in his approach.

 Perhaps these weren't deliberate flaws the divine adversary was trying to exploit for a risky, quick victory.

 But if a stable and steady victory could be achieved, even if it meant eventually letting the divine adversary go, why not embrace it?

 Ultimately, the purpose of Rodrigo Diomand's planning of this battle was not to inflict heavy casualties on the Divine Civilization World.

 It was to prove to the Supreme Council that Ravensmouth College had the capability to take on wartime and theater command during the conflict with the Divine Civilization World.

 In the continuous confrontation, the divine adversary gradually grasped part of Rodrigo Diomand's intentions.

 After several failed breakouts and continuous retreats on the frontal battlefield, the divine adversary made a decision.

 Thus, the situation on the battlefield changed yet again due to what Link perceived as an incomprehensible "maneuver."

 On the frontal battlefield, the Divine Civilization's forces repeatedly "cut off their tails to survive," painfully sacrificing parts of their forces, leaving enough "spoils" and "spoils of war" to satisfy Ravensmouth College Army Group before withdrawing the bulk of their troops to a safe star domain.

 After biting off a large piece of the Divine Civilization Seven Legion, Rodrigo Diomand's Level Seven Great Sage Legion, along with the three Level Six Sage Legions, also chose to let the other side "breakthrough" successfully.

 In the meantime, Link, too preoccupied to ponder the reasons behind these developments, led the Grande Sage Army with the Third Reserve Team on several interception missions.

 The Divine Civilization forces that were abandoned were not in the mindset that a desperate soldier is bound to win, yet they also refused to be slaughtered without resistance.

 The Grande Sage Army fought three tough battles, only gaining the upper hand in two.

 Hard battles naturally led to losses.

 The defense system of the Grade Four Star Fortress was paralyzed, several main interstellar battleships were lost, but this was of secondary importance.

 As long as the "spoils" and "spoils of war" captured were sufficient, they could easily be replenished.

 What distressed Link the most was the loss of personnel.

 Let's not mention the Servant Battalion, which had been halved; without reinforcements and extended training, it would completely lose its combat power.

 The loss of thirteen wizards from the three main forces and the Personal Guard Army was the greatest and most grievous loss.

 Among these thirteen wizards, there were three Second Level Wizards and ten First Level Wizards.

 They all perished due to the ruthless tactics of the Divine Civilization's sacrificial troops.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 According to the regulations of the Supreme Council and Ravensmouth College, Link, as the legion commander, will bear one-third of the compensation.

 That was nothing, just Magic Stones, which Link could easily afford.

 The key was that the morale of the legion had taken a significant hit.

 If it weren't for the battle having started quickly and ended just as swiftly, Link even doubted whether the Grande Sage Army could have continued fighting for another ten days or half a month in their low-spirited state without suffering heavily.

 After the battle concluded, Ravensmouth College immediately recalled the group army that had achieved "great merits."

 The group army led by Walters, the Level Seven Great Sage, arrived for replacement.

 The Rodrigo Diomand Group Army, after a period of travel, returned to a star region near Ravensmouth College's headquarters world for rest and reorganization.

 Having achieved notable battle results and helping Ravensmouth College "retrieve" wartime and battle zone command rights from the Supreme Council, a celebration ceremony was inevitable.

 In the Ravensmouth College's headquarters world, a grand celebration attended personally by Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, in which all wizards of the Rodrigo Diomand Group Army could participate, was successfully held.

 The official wizards, who seldom had the opportunity to see Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss in person, were excited beyond measure.

 The sorrow of losing comrades-in-arms was swept away.

 In every wizard's heart, there was only joy and glory.

 Uh... The glory of having seen Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss with my own eyes!

 The joys and sorrows of people do not necessarily resonate with each other.

 Link held a cup of wine and found a quiet and secluded place to be alone.

 "What's the matter? Alone here?"

 However, no matter how quiet and empty it was, at a noisy celebration, someone who was determined could always find you.

 Dean Frist, who had become a Level Seven Great Sage, had no trouble finding Link and asked thus.

 "Nothing much, just thinking about how to replenish the legion's losses."

 Naturally, Link wouldn't dampen the mood at the celebration by speaking about such disheartening matters, so he casually picked a topic to gloss over it.

 Dean Frist could certainly tell whether Link was speaking his true thoughts.

 But he didn't dwell on it.

 After all, this was the first time Link had experienced a real battlefield, and it was perfectly normal for him to have some emotions about it.

 All these years, he, Frist Diomand, had stayed within the college, reluctant to go to the battlefield, and there was a reason for that too, wasn't there?

 Skipping over the topic, Dean Frist began to speak of his own accord, "I've already had someone make contact, and they are very willing to maintain a good relationship with us."

 Link understood immediately.

 This was his cheap little brother making plans to enter Ravensmouth College to spend his weaker period while recovering his strength!

 "Do you need me to do something?"

 Link naturally picked up the conversation and asked aloud.

 Dean Frist was very pleased with Link's "tact."

 Talking to a clever person was reassuring; a slight hint was all it took for the message to be understood.

 "The delegation from the Parallel Universe's fairy civilization has already returned, so you don't need to keep avoiding them. How about this, you come to the Senior Division and serve as a teacher for a term. What do you say?"

 "I have no objections."

 The educational system of Ravensmouth College is divided into three parts: Junior Division, Senior Division, and the main college.

 Teachers at the Junior Division are comprised of Tier 2 and Tier 3 wizards;

 Teachers at the Senior Division are comprised of Tier 3 wizards and Fourth Level Sages;

 Teachers at the main college are comprised of Fourth Level Sages and Level Five Sages.

 Dean Frist's arrangement for Link to join the Senior Division as a teacher was very appropriate.

 It would provide justifiable "protection" during the time when Nostro Grande, Link's cheap little brother, successively entered the Junior and Senior Divisions.

 Later, they could also escort him into the main college together under the guise of fraternal concern.

 To outsiders, it would seem that Link was considering his blood brother's interests, hardly leading to suspicions that Nostro Grande was indeed the reincarnation of The Saint of Nostrodam.

 Of course, a name change was still necessary.

 Seeing that Link understood and agreed to his arrangement, Dean Frist was very satisfied.

 Leaving behind a sentence, Dean Frist departed.

 "It's a celebration feast, don't sulk alone. Go and chat with others, build some relationships. The tough battles ahead won't be few."

 This statement made a lot of sense.

 After all, a grand change that had not occurred in thousands of years had arrived.

 Not to mention the mystery of Link's "origin," the fact that the Saint of Nostrodamus had reincarnated as his blood-related younger brother meant that trouble was inevitable in the future.

 "Indeed, I cannot be too antisocial."

 With that thought in mind, Link left the secluded spot and actively integrated himself into the celebration.

 However, Link did not simply "compromise" by cozying up to everyone he met.

 Instead, he had a chat with the Second and Third Level Wizards of his own army, and pulled strings with the Sages from the Third Reserve Team and others with whom he had fought side by side during various missions.

 Everyone was aware of the situation, so the interactions were naturally not awkward, very harmonious in fact.

 The celebration, which lasted a full ten hours, ended in a very positive atmosphere.

 In the following days, it was time for the actual allocation of rewards.

 Ravensmouth College was very generous.

 The war losses of the Starry Fortresses and interstellar battleships were all covered by the college.

 They also replenished the supplies by double the usual amount at once.

 The Servant Battalions were treated the same way.

 The army commanders also received training resources as rewards, according to the extent of their contributions.

 As for compensations for the wizards who had died in action, the college didn't cover them due to regulations.

 It was still the responsibility of the respective army commanders to pay out of their own pockets.

 Link handled the compensations for the wizards who had fallen in battle, managed to get the Grande Sage Army moved to a permanent station allocated by the college for rest and reorganization, and arranged future training matters before he returned to the Wizard World Homeland.

 Without rushing to start his new term at the Senior Division, Link stayed at home for a full week.

 During this period, Jasmine went all out, showing Link just how terrifying a wife with voracious desires could be.

 Truly, as long as one wasn't killed by exhaustion, one would be exhaustingly busy.

 If it hadn't been for a daughter who needed attention, Link might not have found time to get out of bed.

 After another exhausting encounter, Jasmine, radiant yet clearly worn out, leaned against the headboard. Seeing this, Link couldn't help but offer a teasing complaint, "Didn't I say, I'll be teaching at the Senior Division for a long time and won't be going anywhere?"

 Jasmine wiped the sweat off her forehead and turned her head away, stubbornly saying, "I don't care! Who knows when you might have to go on a mission again, or take refuge!"

 Link said nothing more.

 This kind of matter couldn't be resolved with reason.

 The best strategy was to fight back or even take the initiative to beat down the adversary so badly that they would kneel and beg for mercy.

 Waving his hand to cast a soundproofing spell, Link once again stood up to let the little fairy see what he was made of!

 No matter how long joyful times may continue, they're always fleeting.

 Having disciplined Jasmine enough and nearly drained himself, Link had no choice but to report to the Senior Division.

 Because a new autumn term had come once again.

 Nostro Grande, who had temporarily changed his name, successfully enrolled in the Rewosos Academy Junior College.

 Perhaps out of a wicked sense of humor, Nostro Grande's Wizard Qualifications turned out to be Third Tier as well.

 Link "quietly" visited the Junior Division, and asked around Nostro Grande's teachers, making the kind of effort expected from a blood-related older brother.

 To avoid drawing attention, the best thing was to keep everything ordinary.

 Clearly very "savvy," Nostro Grande never loudly announced in the Junior Division, "My brother is Link Grande," but within the small circle he had carefully cultivated, he discreetly spread the news.

 Thus began Nostro Grande's pleasant academic life, which proved to be very comfortable.

 Having a blood-related older brother who had risen to prominence in recent years led to such unpretentious and simple benefits.

 Link was not dissatisfied with this arrangement and even frequently invited Nostro Grande to his home for meals.

 With open communication, Jasmine, too, came to know the true identity of Nostro Grande.

 She played the part very well, embodying a very qualified sister-in-law.

 During this period, Dean Frist did not make an appearance.

 But there was a tacit understanding among them.

 Link was representing Ravensmouth College in showing friendship to Nostro Grande.

 And Nostro Grande was happy to accept it.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 In the blink of an eye, two years had passed.

 To outsiders, Lotson Grande, inheriting the monstrous talents of his blood relative, Link Grande, and acquiring resources far more ample than Link had, had successfully advanced to a Tier 2 Wizard. To them, this seemed normal.

 Moreover, with the arrival of a massive upheaval that hadn't occurred in thousands of years, it had become increasingly easier for mid-low level wizards to advance.

 Therefore, Lotson Grande's progress did not stand out at all.

 But in reality, Lotson Grande had already quietly reached the edge of the Metamorphosis Period for a Tier 3 Wizard!

 In order to conceal his real progress, Great Sage Seuss made a move, bestowing upon Lotson Grande an anti-prophecy status.

 In fact, after retrieving most of the groundwork he had laid before his previous life's demise, Lotson had already possessed a strong anti-prophecy characteristic.

 After all, The Saint of Nostrodamus was a Mysterious Wizard Saint who specialized in prophecy and curses.

 In terms of prophecy and anti-prophecy, he was far stronger than a True Spirit Wizard.

 So far, apart from the five Saints who had communicated with the Wizard World Will and kept silent about it, and the few informed individuals at Ravensmouth College, no other wizards had been able to locate the reincarnation of The Saint of Nostrodamus.

 Link worked diligently as a teacher at the Senior Division for two years, leading an exceptionally tranquil life.

 It could be considered that he had nestled in his small tower, watching the outside world's tumultuous changes from a distance.

 However, the Grande Sage Army had been far from idle.

 Without the army leader to oversee, the army could not undertake highly difficult tasks, but it could still carry out routine tasks of lower difficulty.

 Such as escorting supplies, transferring troops, or overseeing Resource Worlds.

 In essence, it never rested, constantly maintaining normal operations and engaging in combat of moderate intensity to preserve their fighting strength.

 In these two years, the exchange between the Wizard Civilization World and the Immortal God Civilization World of the Parallel Universe had also made significant progress.

 The few great Wizard Forces sent to the Parallel Universe earlier, such as the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, had already secured a foothold with the help of the Immortal God civilization.

 War, of course, was inevitable.

 For Ravensmouth College, there was news which they couldn't yet determine as good or bad.

 Great Sage Mitchell in the Parallel Universe had truly found the opportunity to ascend to a Saint.

 The reason it was uncertain whether this was good or bad was that even the Supreme Council was unable to confirm whether one could return to their own universe after becoming a Saint in the Parallel Universe.

 This was an unprecedented event, and no one dared to assert what was and wasn't possible.

 If Great Sage Mitchell successfully became a Saint and could return to his own universe, then Ravensmouth College could essentially disband.

 If Great Sage Mitchell became a Saint but couldn't return, Ravensmouth College would still have plenty of room to survive.

 At most, they would just have to exercise a bit more restraint in developing the Parallel Universe.

 If Great Sage Mitchell did not succeed in becoming a Saint in the end... well, Ravensmouth College might then throw another grand celebration.

 It was just this pragmatic.

 Elise Clark, with the tacit understanding of the High Council and Ravensmouth College to "shelve" Link Grande, was extremely valued and put to significant use.

 In the process of the High Council and the Immortal God civilization jointly "developing" the Parallel Universe, she played an immensely important role.

 The result? Her wizard cultivation had already surpassed Link, elevating her to a Level Five Sage and putting her at the forefront of the new generation.

 When chatting with her best friend Jasmine in her daily life, Elise would repeatedly "mock" Link about this fact.

 However, both Link and Jasmine knew that Elise wasn't truly mocking Link.

 She was just venting her own frustration.

 After all, over there in the Immortal God Civilization—especially Mr. Xu Jing—the same question kept hounding her: When is Link Grande coming over? When is Link Grande coming over?

 In these past two years, Elise had heard this no less than fifty times.

 Her ears were about to grow calluses!

 Listening to this made Elise feel envious and resentful toward Link.

 And yet, not only had the High Council and Ravensmouth College tacitly agreed to "shelve" Link, but Link himself had also been content to stay put as if watching from the sidelines, peacefully teaching at the Senior Division.

 His self-satisfied demeanor aggravated Elise no end.

 But Link didn't care about all that.

 He used those two peaceful years to further sort out all aspects of the Construction Wizard Sect.

 While he couldn't claim to have perfected it, he at least identified and corrected many minor errors and oversights.

 From the currently constructed system, Link could see his path clear up to a Level Seven Great Sage without any obstruction.

 By simply following the established steps, within ten years, Link felt highly confident that he could advance to a Level Seven Great Sage.

 From the "Do Anything Freely" members who had officially withdrawn from the Junior Division and turned into a societal organization, six wizards had switched to practicing the Construction Wizard Sect.

 They changed sects, not just practices.

 Link personally taught them in his spare time, and the results were quite gratifying.

 He had already taught two to become Tier 3 Wizards, three to become Tier 2 Wizards, and only one who had just advanced to a First Level Wizard.

 As his partner, Jasmine would have considered switching to the Construction Wizard Sect herself, if not for having the God Devouring Worm as her Spiritual Beast.

 "Are you ready?"

 In the villa, at the backyard, Link's thoughts returned from their boundless drift to reality, as he asked his wife, who was sunbathing on the rocking chair, with concern.

 "It's just entering the Metamorphosis Period, what's there to prepare for?"

 Jasmine, wearing sunglasses, had her daughter Melia lying on her flat belly, while Garona was stretched out on the little rocking chair beside her, and she gave Link an annoyed glance.
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 After two years of steady accumulation, Jasmine could no longer suppress her cultivation level and was about to advance.

 There is no significant difference in the Metamorphosis Period for all major schools.

 So now, Jasmine, showing more of her straightforward nature after marriage, looked askance at Link everywhere.

 Of course, this "being critical" was more teasing than genuinely critical.

 As an "old married couple," it's only natural to have more "quarrels and mischief" to keep life bustling and prosperous.

 The slightly over three-year-old Melia raised her head, cheered on her mother, and bared her teeth at her father, ranting "ferociously," "What's there to prepare? So annoying!"

 Her milkily fierce tone and expression, coupled with shaking her head, directly amused Link.

 Seeing that her "ferocity" didn't intimidate her father, Melia was not pleased.

 Pouting, she climbed down from her mother's belly, tottered a few steps, then suddenly leaped and landed firmly on her father's stomach, lightly thumping Link's chest with her hands.

 Alas, she just couldn't keep up the pretense of being stubborn.

 "Oh, Melia, you don't want me anymore?"

 Seeing this, Jasmine immediately felt a pang of jealousy.

 Melia turned her head away, refusing to look at Jasmine, and muttered, "Melia is teaching Daddy a lesson."

 As she spoke, Melia symbolically lifted her small hand and tapped twice.

 These actions successfully made Jasmine laugh.

 A little one with the mind of an old soul, full of cunning.

 If she wanted to be held by her father, she should've just said so, instead of playing these games.

 Really...

 Jasmine was both exasperated and amused before finally reaching out and pulling the rocking chair where Garona was lying, which had grown a lot, to her side, sighing, "Garona is still the best."

 With Link's unceasing efforts, Garona had completely shaken off the influence of her Demon Snake Bloodline.

 Personality-wise, she was no different from a normal little girl.

 It's just that Christina had been busy with revenge over the past few years and hadn't even come to see Garona once, which left quite a few things hidden in Garona's heart.

 Fortunately, first there was the loving care from Assad and Renee and her husband, followed by Jasmine's affection, so Garona's psychological health did not suffer any problems.

 The special suit Link designed for her had then "gone into hiding."

 After Garona turned eleven, it would be able to function immediately, guiding her onto the path of a Construction Wizard.

 Assad, along with Renee and her husband, had a son and had asked Link well in advance to reserve a spot for a personal disciple.

 In this matter, the couple's trust in Link could be said to have broken through the heavens.

 With his daughter's "defection" to his side, Link had no time to pay attention to his little wife's capricious moods as she unexpectedly entered a "rebellious phase."

 He dotedly played with his daughter Melia.

 The dignified Fourth Level Sage was on the ground, humbly acting like a horse for his daughter, carrying her back and forth—a sight to behold.

 Jasmine, unable to endure the view, gave Link a sharp kick when she left the backyard with Garona.

 Joyous moments are always fleeting.

 At nightfall.

 Link and Jasmine each put Melia and Garona to bed before saying their goodbyes with a kiss.

 Dean Frist had arranged to discuss important matters with Link this evening, which was highly formal.

 Nostro Grande would also be in attendance.

 Leaving his villa, Link quickly arrived at the location designated by Dean Frist.

 In theory, Lotson Grande, who was about to go to the main world of Ravensmouth College for further study, should have arrived early.

 When the two brothers met, they did not plan to greet each other with warmth and hugs.

 Without going so far as to say they were total strangers, they were at least not close.

 There was no helping it, one was a "special guest" awakened with innate wisdom, and the other was a Saint reincarnation who had broken through the fog of confusion.

 The so-called bloodline connection didn't count for much between the two of them.

 They were merely bound together by mutual interests, truly ten out of ten cooperative partners.

 After a short while, Dean Frist arrived as well.

 "Sorry, sorry, I just had to deal with an urgent matter and am a bit late," he said.

 As soon as he entered, Dean Frist began to apologize.

 Without waiting for Link or Lotson to ask any questions, Dean Frist continued, "Somehow, the World of the Gods has also opened a channel to the Parallel Universe and has connected with the hostile forces of the divine civilizations there. Elise sent a communication, reporting this incident. The Supreme Council is discussing overnight about how to handle this matter."

 Speaking of which, Dean Frist took out some top-quality green tea, which Sandra had recently cultivated in the Human Immortal Martial World on behalf of Link, and skillfully began to heat water and prepare the tea.

 Lotson Grande was actually not interested in green tea.

 However, even as a Saint reincarnation who had regained a substantial part of his powers, seeking refuge at Ravensmouth College before he was completely "grown" was still the best choice.

 Therefore, Lotson still took a respectful sip of the tea poured by Dean Frist.

 Link, of course, loved and understood tea.

 After tasting it, he couldn't help but comment, "The dean's tea brewing skills have really improved."

 This was not insincere flattery, but rather a genuine heartfelt sentiment.

 The same tea, the same water, the same tea set, brewed by different people, would taste different.

 The heat, the technique, and even the state of mind, all had an impact.

 Dean Frist smiled broadly, very satisfied with Link's compliment.

 Soon after, he put away his smile and turned serious, looking at Lotson and asking, "Have you really made up your mind to visit the Parallel Universe first? The current situation is no longer the same as before. The sworn enemies of the celestial divine civilization are increasing their counterattacks, and our mortal enemies—the civilization of the gods—have gotten involved as well. It's quite chaotic over there now."

 After a moment's pause, Dean Frist revealed another piece of news, "Unless there's an unexpected change, the vanguard sent by the divine civilization is expected to arrive here next week. Once they familiarize themselves with the situation, they will directly enter our frontline battle against the civilization of the gods. The situation will become even more chaotic!"

 "So, your suggestion is that I should first go study in the main world of the college?"

 Lotson emphasized the word "study" as he spoke.

 As a Saint reincarnation who had removed the haze of confusion, the educational system of Ravensmouth College, aside from helping Lotson understand the development of the Wizard Civilization World post the silence of the Saints, had little educational significance.

 Whether he studied in the main world of the college or not had little effect on the restoration of Lotson's strength.

 However, senior members of Ravensmouth College, including Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, were very keen for Lotson to visit the college's main world.

 What they were thinking, Link knew, and Lotson was even clearer.

 Dean Frist did not pressure him, simply stating, "We are only making suggestions and of course respect all your decisions."

 "Is that so?" Lotson asked as he took another sip of the tea that he didn't particularly like, tasting the bitterness on his lips, he suddenly turned to Link, "When do you plan to go to the Parallel Universe? You can't hide forever, can you? You don't seem to be the kind of person who lets others make decisions for you, otherwise you wouldn't have gone to such lengths to escape the resurrection contingency I left on you."

 "I'm in no rush," Link said nonchalantly, "in fact, the celestial divine civilization, or Mr. Xu Jing, simply wanted to show that they value me. If they really valued me as much as they claim, Mr. Xu Jing wouldn't have specifically pointed out my True Spirit's origins and the remaining mysteries in front of so many from the Supreme Council."

 "You're very clear-headed," commented Lotson, not sure whether to praise or criticize, then suddenly changed the subject, "Since you're not in a hurry to go to the Parallel Universe, I'm in no rush to make that trip either. I'll first visit your college's main world, and have a good discussion with your Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss."

 "Thank you," Dean Frist immediately refilled Lotson's cup with tea, as a gesture of gratitude.

 Great Sage Revo had been a Level Eight Great Sage for quite some time now. In the midst of an unprecedented great upheaval in thousands of years, coupled with the pressure of Great Sage Mitchell possibly ascending to a Saint in the Parallel Universe, how could he just leisurely aim for becoming a Level Nine Great Sage?

 Since the Saint reincarnation was at Ravensmouth College, it would be absurd not to invite him to share his experiences.

 Otherwise, why bother to curry such favor?

 Do good deeds for the sake of being good?

 Let those who wish to do so, do it!
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 After the serious conversation had ended, they continued to drink tea.

 Of course, Nostro Grande still wasn't quite accustomed to the taste of green tea.

 He had merely sipped it politely, then found an excuse to leave early.

 Link didn't follow him out. There was still much about his own affairs that he wanted to discuss with Dean Frist.

 "Now that he's gone, feel free to speak your mind."

 Dean Frist laid down his teacup and looked at Link with a gentle tone.

 "Dean, I can't hide away in leisure forever. Does the academy have any future arrangements for me?"

 Link sat up straight and asked earnestly.

 Dean Frist countered with a question of his own, "What are your own plans?"

 "I'll follow your lead, Dean."

 Link kicked the ball back into Frist's court.

 After all, the principle was to have one's own opinions but not reveal them hastily before understanding the new tacit understanding between the Supreme Council and the academy.

 It was about being adaptable to the situation.

 "Hehe..."

 Dean Frist laughed, seemingly at a loss with Link's roguish attitude.

 Really at a loss?

 Not necessarily.

 In the end, it was because of the significant value that Link had shown which warranted his psychological perception of the academy to continue to be an area of focus.

 Otherwise, even if Link had, once again, shown tremendous growth potential, and was expected to ascend to a Level Five Sage within a few years, it wouldn't have been enough to make Dean Frist so cautious.

 To put it bluntly, as far as Level Five Sages go, the academy had plenty of them.

 After laughing, Dean Frist spoke seriously, "The academy does indeed have arrangements for you. You will first return to the main campus and teach for three months. During this time, prepare yourself, as you may soon be assigned to enter a Parallel Universe. How do you feel about this plan?"

 "I have no objections,"

 Link responded truthfully.

 "Really no objections?"

 "Really no objections."

 "Fine, then that's settled. If anything comes up on your side, report to me in time."

 "No problem, thank you, Dean."

 Having reached an agreement, the private conversation came to an end.

 Leaving there, Link didn't go back to his home but drove his transportation vehicle to a different place.

 Sages Palo, Serene, and Cody had agreed to wait for him there.

 Who knows what day it was, as events seemed to clump together.

 Quite spacious, Link arrived at the agreed location, a high-end club in the North District of Ravensmouth City.

 The club was booked by the three Sages for the day, with no other patrons present, and only their own people sitting inside.

 "Sorry, I'm late,"

 As soon as he entered, Link immediately offered an apology.

 "It's alright, we haven't been here long."

 Sage Serene took over the conversation, giving Link an out.

 "Take a seat. What would you like to drink?"

 Sage Palo, sitting quite close to Sage Serene, asked warmly.

 After such a long struggle for power, the two had finally reached a happy conclusion, a cause for celebration.

 Uh...

 In private conversations with Jasmine, however, Link didn't use the term "reaching a happy conclusion"; instead, he described it as Sage Serene having singlehandedly "trained" Palo well.

 And Palo had come to understand his own heart, finding the proper attitude and place.

 Sage Cody, the signle sage, sat diagonally across from the couple, as far away as possible from the sour smell wafting off them.

 They were both so mature, yet after making their relationship official, they stuck together like lovestruck teenagers.

 Can't they just have a proper conversation? Why, even now, are their hands still intertwined?

 It's just an ostentatious display.

 "Let's have some wine."

 Having had tea earlier with Dean Frist, Link felt like changing things up.

 With a light snap of his free right hand, Sage Palo summoned a 600-year-old fine wine out of thin air.

 An Intelligent Servant arrived smoothly, taking the wine to awaken its flavor.

 Another Intelligent Servant brought forth four wine glasses crafted from natural crystal, setting one before each Sage.

 Soon, the wine was ready.

 The Intelligent Servant who had fetched the bottle earlier poured each of them a glass and then withdrew.

 "This place has a nice environment and service,"

 Before drinking, Link offered a compliment.

 He preferred the tranquility here compared to those clubs run by major families, who employed First Level Wizards without any hope of advancement as attendants.

 "I told you Link would like it here, but you didn't believe me,"

 Sage Serene said, looking at Palo beside her with a playful smirk, clearly pleased with herself.

 Palo simply picked up his wine glass and did not respond.

 He no longer harbored any feelings of jealousy.

 "Let's toast, it's been a while since we've gathered like this,"

 Sage Palo shifted the topic and made a proposal.

 "It really has been a long time since we last gathered."

 "We definitely should toast."

 "Here's to us. Cheers!"

 The four of them gently clinked their glasses and downed the fine wine in one gulp.

 The Intelligent Servant promptly refilled their empty glasses with more wine.

 After toasting and celebrating, it was time to move on to the main topic of discussion.

 Sage Palo cut straight to the chase, "Link, we've invited you here today because there's a matter we need your input on. We'd like your opinion."

 "What's the matter? Just tell me."

 Link didn't hesitate at all, immediately agreeing to help.

 "Over the past two years, the Supreme Council has been fighting on two fronts: constantly increasing their efforts to explore Parallel Universes while simultaneously continuing the war against the civilizations of the gods. The academy is in a similar position. Serene and you are somewhat better off, holding positions within the academy, but Cody and I are troubled by being assigned trivial tasks, making it difficult to find time to venture into other worlds."
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 Sage Palo began to narrate, outlining the background before continuing, "Cody and I both feel that we can't go on like this, we need to change our approach. Right now, the college is starting to call for individuals and teams to explore parallel universes. After discussing with Cody, we agreed that perhaps we could form a United Corps and participate in it. You are somewhat more familiar with parallel universes than Cody, Serene, and I. We want to ask you if this is a journey you're able to take and, if so, what we must be cautious of."

 After hearing Sage Palo's words, Link was not surprised at all.

 He had guessed as much before he arrived.

 As for Sage Palo's question, Link felt there was no need to hide or avoid the subject, and he directly and frankly said, "I think it's possible to go, and moreover, if we want to go, we should go early."

 "Why do you say that?"

 Sage Serene curiously asked from the side, "Although the Supreme Council has already sent several batches of forces in, and it seems the progress has been smooth, our Ravensmouth College, aside from Elise Clark, hasn't yet set up a forward base there. With a Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell hostile to us over there, wouldn't going early invite a lot of trouble?"

 Link replied, "The advance army of the celestial civilization from the parallel universe is about to arrive here, and the cooperation between the Supreme Council and the Celestial Court is entering the next stage. The college sending people at this time is exactly to seize more of an early advantage before large-scale cooperation between the two sides begins."

 Despite recent good news constantly coming from the Wizard Forces led by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, the first batch to enter the parallel universe, the ones who truly reaped the benefits of exploiting the parallel universe are actually few.

 Ravensmouth College, by dispatching just an Elise Clark, had already seized an excessively large amount of latent early advantages and benefits.

 For the past two years, the reason Ravensmouth College hasn't sent more people is not because it couldn't or out of fear of being targeted by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, but rather to avoid appearing too greedy.

 To put it bluntly, the influence of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell in the parallel universe is not even comparable to that of a single Elise Clark.

 Of course, this doesn't include combat power.

 Sage Cody interjected with a question, "How does the advance army of the celestial civilization operate? Do they act like those from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell?"

 The Wizard Forces represented by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, after arriving in the parallel universe, were directly led to the frontline of the confrontation between the celestial and demonic civilizations by the celestial beings.

 After allocating them a region factually occupied by the demonic civilization, the celestial beings provided only intelligence and paid material support.

 All these matters had been gradually relayed back to the universe where the Wizard World resides over the past two years.

 "Of course, that's how it is, the principle of equivalent exchange," Link nodded in affirmation to Sage Cody's statement.

 There has already been a broad framework for cooperation agreements between the Supreme Council and the Celestial Court.

 Once their respective advance corps enter the other's universe, they follow these cooperation agreements, which is reasonable and understandable.

 "Is that so?"

 Sage Cody muttered, as if something had occurred to him.

 Sage Palo curiously glanced over, then asked Link the question for which he wanted to know the answer, "What about you? When do you plan to make a trip to the parallel universe?"

 "The college has arrangements, and I'm not at liberty to disclose them," Link spread his hands to show he was constrained, only able to hint, "If you manage to secure the college's first batch of spots to go, perhaps it won't be long before we can look out for each other in the parallel universe."

 "Really? That would be great."

 Sage Serene let out a sigh, "By then, with everyone taking care of each other, there's strength in numbers."

 "Sister Serene also plans to go? What about your lab?"

 Link immediately asked with concern.

 In the past two years, Sage Serene had continuously achieved new successes in Potion Study.

 The title of Master Potion Maker was indeed well-deserved.

 Especially the several potions she introduced recently, they were very suitable for wizards venturing into the parallel universe.

 If only the materials weren't limited and the production not so difficult.

 Just by selling those few potions, Sage Serene could have earned enough to buy 20 Palo Sage armies in these two years.

 Even so, she still earned nearly enough to buy 10 Palo Sage armies' worth of Magic Stones.

 "Of course, I can't abandon my lab, it's just a trip to get some fresh insights," Serene said with a smile, "After all, I've switched my research direction now, going on a field trip to the parallel universe will help with my development work."

 After pausing, a curious look appeared on Sage Serene's face as she asked, "Over the past two years, have you really been content with teaching and haven't continued your research on potions and alchemy?"

 "That wouldn't do, it would be a waste of time," Link waved his hand, denying Sage Serene's statement.

 "Why haven't you introduced any new products in the last two years, whether it's potions or alchemy?"

 Sage Serene continued to ask.

 Without waiting for Link's reply, Sage Palo interjected, "Selling constructions has already made him filthy rich, so why bother selling potions and alchemy products?"

 "Exactly, constructions are profitable enough."

 Sage Cody also voiced his agreement.

 Seeing the situation, Link thought to himself, well, today's going to cost me.

 He simply came out with it, "My dear sirs and madam, tell me how much you want, let's not beat around the bush."

 "Hahaha..."

 Sage Serene, Sage Palo, and Sage Cody all burst out laughing together.

 After they had their laugh, Sage Serene waved her hand, "We're not actually here to get magic stones from you. We want your Grande Sage Army to join our United Corps. Of course, if you have enough magic stones at hand, you'll also need to contribute a sum as common military funds for the corps."

 "No problem, what are the terms?"

 Link thought for a moment and agreed directly.

 According to Dean Frist's tone, and Link's own understanding of how the college and Supreme Council operated, he deduced it was unlikely he'd be able to move freely with the Grande Sage Army after going to the parallel universe.

 Instead of leaving the Grande Sage Army in his own universe, it was better to contribute them to the establishment of the United Corps.

 As for contributing a sum of magic stones as common military funds, that was only to be expected.

 "The terms are quite simple—you provide the personnel and funds and have Jasmine manage the Grande Sage Army. She'll also take up a position within the United Corps Command Post," Serene said without making Link wait, swiftly presenting the cooperation terms they had discussed.

 "All right, I agree to all of it."

 Link readily consented.

 Even if Serene hadn't mentioned it, Link would have asked Jasmine to manage the Grande Sage Army on his behalf.

 Over the last two years, Sandra had become somewhat distant from Link.

 Lanny, Tiffany, and Fred had always been Sandra's people, and naturally would not easily break away.

 Yet they hadn't left 'Do Anything Freely.' On the contrary, they participated quite actively, sustaining its growth.

 That was now the most solid connection between Link and them.

 So, aside from Link himself, Jasmine was the only suitable candidate to manage the Grande Sage Army.

 The Brotherhood Troupe and Social Phobia Trio remained loyal, but their status was somewhat low at this point.

 "Let's raise a toast to celebrate our cooperation," suggested Sage Palo, lifting his glass as the matter was settled.

 "Sure, cheers."

 Glasses clinked again amidst a festive and lively atmosphere.

 The official business for the day was all taken care of.

 Link wasn't in a rush to leave, so he stayed for a while longer in the club, chatting with Sage Serene, Sage Palo, and Sage Cody.

 Somehow, the conversation turned to the past.

 Sage Cody dredged up a couple of old stories about Link, both related to killings, and they had a lively discussion.

 Link listened with mixed feelings.

 Looking back on those days, that was when he was at his most psychologically sensitive.

 He was worried his identity as a transmigrator would be discovered, yet he had the conflicting desire to be found out soon.

 He wanted to lie low and mature, but one issue after another kept cropping up.

 Indeed, it was the protagonist's fate—a magnet for trouble in human form!
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 The gathering ended in harmony and pleasure.

 The collaboration's success was harmonious, reminiscing was delightful.

 However, forming the United Corps was not that simple.

 While the overall direction had been set, there were still many details to be discussed.

 But such matters were not for Link, Serene, Palo, and Cody, the four Sages; each army had their own personnel to handle the negotiations.

 After leaving the club, seeing that the sky had already darkened, Link went straight home.

 "How did it go? Are the discussions going well?"

 Upon arriving home, Jasmine greeted Link while helping him change his shoes and clothes, her tone full of concern.

 Link recounted in detail both of today's meetings to Jasmine.

 The two were husband and wife, united as one, and had birthed a daughter; there was no need to hide anything from each other.

 "It seems I need to quicken the pace of getting through my Metamorphosis Period."

 After listening to Link, Jasmine couldn't help but express such a sigh.

 Whether it was Link taking up a position at the headquarters academy or the joint expedition into the Parallel Universe, the actual affairs of the Grande Sage Army would be dealt with by Jasmine.

 It was foreseeable that after entering the Parallel Universe, Link simply wouldn't have much personal time at all.

 No matter what the True Attitude of the celestial deities and Mr. Xu Jing toward Link, one thing was certain: as long as the celestial deities and Mr. Xu Jing showed a serious attitude, they would certainly exhibit behaviors that reflected their importance on the surface.

 "There's no need to rush; let things take their natural course,"

 Link didn't want Jasmine to push through the Metamorphosis Period too hastily, lest any accidents occur.

 Despite the backdrop of unprecedented changes in thousands of years, in the past few years within the entire Wizard World, there had not been a single case of failure to advance to Sage.

 "It's okay, I know what I'm doing; there won't be any issues,"

 Jasmine lightly patted Link's hand, her tone filled with determination.

 She had used the prophecy ability shared with her Spiritual Beast, the God Devouring Worm, and had not sensed any possibility of an accident.

 "That's still not acceptable,"

 Link frowned slightly, saying assertively, "Things should proceed as they ought to, without blind optimism or recklessness based on the prophecy ability. Have you forgotten the lesson I learned back then? Prophecy is not omnipotent, and if someone is determined, it can easily be interfered with."

 "Alright, alright, alright,"

 Jasmine rolled her eyes playfully, glaring at Link.

 When it came to reasoning, she simply couldn't win against her own husband.

 "Don't just say 'alright' and then do the opposite when I'm not looking,"

 Link didn't let it go, emphasizing, "You've gone behind my back and done several things already. Don't mess around this time, hear me?"

 "Blah, blah, blah..."

 Jasmine stuck out her tongue and made a face, unwilling to continue the conversation.

 The so-called actions behind Link's back were merely the few events involving Serene Sage's experiments on wizard qualifications.

 After all the apologies she's made over and over, to still bring it up now was really...

 "Did you hear me?"

 "I heard you, such a nag,"

 Once again, Jasmine turned and made a face before running off.

 Sigh...

 Link shook his head and sighed. His wife was a mother now, yet still acted like a child who refused to grow up.

 But what could he do?

 It was the wife he had chosen, and he'd have to stick with her, tears or not.

 Besides, Link's life was quite pleasant, no need for any tears.

 The next few days passed as calmly as the previous two years.

 That is, until Nostro Grande honoured his promise and went to the headquarters of the academy for a profound exchange with Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 Taking advantage of the situation, Link left the Mainland of the Wizard Continent and went back to the headquarters academy to become a teacher there.

 Jasmine, their daughter Melia, and Garona remained on the mainland.

 According to the traditions of the academy, wizards in the Metamorphosis Period usually hold a nominal position at the Junior Division or the Senior Division.

 When it was Jasmine's turn, of course, the situation was no exception.

 Thus, over the next three months, Link and Jasmine, this married couple, would both be living the campus life.

 The Grande Sage Army also set out at the same time, forming the United Corps with the Palo Sage army and the Cody Sage army, to undergo integrated training.

 They started early preparations for the expedition into the Parallel Universe.

 Speaking of the Cody Sage army, there was something related to Link.

 The foundation of the Cody Sage army was composed of the elite of Lucia's Family's two armies.

 After several years of constant screening in and out, Cody Sage had successfully eliminated the influence of Lucia's Family entirely.

 Within the army, there were still quite a few wizards from the original Lucia's Family, but Cody Sage could guarantee with confidence that these wizards would only be loyal to him and had no lingering thoughts for the former Lucia's Family.

 Not to mention, Lucia's Family no longer existed and had been replaced by the Archie Family, who to this day showed no signs of rejoining the mainland of the Wizard Continent.

 Zoran Archie hadn't even sent word.

 It was unknown whether he had succeeded in becoming a Sage by now.

 If not, Link had completely lost the chance to seek revenge with his own hands.

 As a Sage, it wouldn't be appropriate to bully the weaker, to ruthlessly strike down an official wizard.

 In that case, while Link himself might be satisfied, the reputation of both his Grande Family and "Do Anything Freely" would suffer some negative impact.

 Upon re-entering the headquarters of the academy, Link wasn't only there to teach for three months.

 "Do Anything Freely's" headquarters could finally and officially move into the academy's main world.

 Sandra, who had not been in contact for a long time and with whom their relationship had become somewhat distant, had exerted quite a bit of effort in this process.

 Assad Kenneth formally became the highest administrator of "Do Anything Freely", while Link, Jasmine, and Sandra completely withdrew from the public eye.
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 ``` 

 Renee Clarke had long chosen Assad over the Clark Family.

 This time, Renee leveraged the situation to completely withdraw from all the affairs of the Clark Family.

 As such, Elise Clark could deal with the Clark Family more calmly in the aftermath.

 The benefits of the parallel universe were simply too immense.

 And the greed of the human heart was always insatiable.

 Despite receiving too many paybacks from Elise Clark, the Clark Family still wanted more.

 "A wise decision."

 The day after he moved back into the villa gifted by Dean Frist, Link entertained Assad and his wife Renee in the villa.

 "What wise decision? I had no other choice," Renee said, with her arms crossed in front of her chest and an annoyed tone in her voice.

 "Heh..."

 Link chuckled but didn't add anything else. He turned to Assad, "I'll leave 'Do Anything Freely' entirely in your hands, Assad. Of course, if the daily work interferes with your search for the opportunity to enter the Metamorphosis Period, you can delegate some tasks to Betty, Mitte, and Terry."

 The Brotherhood Group, who were among the first to become Link's confidants, had all joined the Grande Sage Army.

 Betty, Mitte, and Terry were part of the Social Phobia Trio. Compared to the Brotherhood Group, both their qualifications and dispositions were somewhat lacking.

 To this day, they still weren't strong enough to join the Grande Sage Army.

 So Link decided to let them stay and develop in "Do Anything Freely."

 "No problem, I'll take care of it," Assad responded steadily.

 He always knew his place well and acted as a professional manager.

 Even as his sister-in-law Elise Clark's strength grew ever more formidable, even surpassing Link in some respects, that didn't change his view.

 After all, when Assad Kenneth left the Palo Sage army and turned to Link, even though he was semi-independent, it was because he saw the potential in Link Grande's growth.

 Link's two-year hiatus hadn't erased the potential he once had, so Assad would naturally continue to bet on him instead of switching boats mid-journey.

 The trio didn't talk business any further and, after a pleasant catch-up, Assad and Renee excused themselves to leave.

 Link personally escorted them to the gate of the villa.

 In the following days, Link didn't receive any guests and waited calmly for the new term to start.

 As for the exchanges between Lotson Grande, Great Sage Revo, and Great Sage Seuss, Link had no intention of intervening.

 Link just wanted to spend these three-plus months in peace before following the arrangements of the Supreme Council and the college to make a trip to the parallel universe.

 His wish was eventually realized.

 The next three months passed quietly, just like most of the past two years.

 Lotson Grande officially graduated from Ravensmouth Biological and Medical College.

 From then on, he could do some rather "outrageous" things independently of the college and Link, his blood brother.

 The college and Link had done everything they could to cover for Lotson.

 All favors had been given, now it was time to wait for the harvest.

 "Are you ready?"

 Dean Frist, who hadn't appeared for over three months, showed up unexpectedly on the day Link's tenure as a faculty member at the main campus ended.

 "There's nothing special to prepare."

 Link had already packed his luggage, ready to leave the main campus world of the college.

 He planned to stay a few days on the Mainland of Wizard Continent, then ask Dean Frist when he was supposed to go to the parallel universe.

 Upon hearing Dean Frist's question, Link immediately understood that the Supreme Council and the college were no longer planning to "hide" him.

 "In three days, the college will organize the first batch of advance personnel to enter the parallel universe," Dean Frist stated indifferently. "Your United Corps is also on the list of the first batch of members. However, once there, you can't act on your own for the time being. The Supreme Council has some matters they need your cooperation to carry out."

 "What matters?" Link asked.

 "I don't know either."

 ```

 Dean Frist shook his head, "The College asked Elise Clark, but she was unclear as well. Additionally, neither the Celestial Immortal Court of the Parallel Universe nor Mr. Xu Jing have made any formal requests to the Supreme Council regarding you."

 "Understood."

 Link nodded, indicating he understood.

 So, whatever the Supreme Council wants to probe or investigate through him this time.

 It doesn't matter anymore.

 Just be a good tool, and then, while being a tool, seize the benefits that belong to yourself.

 Seeing that Link truly understood his meaning, Dean Frist didn't plan to stay any longer.

 With the departure of the first expedition members from Ravensmouth College to the Parallel Universe impending, the Dean had more things to attend to.

 Before leaving, Dean Frist produced two scrolls out of thin air and tossed them to Link.

 "Dean, what are these?"

 Link called out to Dean Frist, who was about to leave, and asked in confusion.

 He certainly recognized that the two scrolls in his hand were witchcraft scrolls of extremely high specification.

 But he didn't quite understand the Dean's intention in taking out two witchcraft scrolls at this time.

 Or rather, Link had some speculation in his heart and was seeking confirmation from the Dean.

 Dean Frist simply said, "These two scrolls were given by my grandparents for you to save your life. The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell is doing quite well in the Parallel Universe, and the Supreme Council won't treat you with the same genuine sincerity as the College. Moreover, the waters of the Supreme Council are too deep; any faction might reach an agreement with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and allow them to target you. So, these are prepared for you."

 "Thank you, Dean, thank you Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, thank you to the College."

 After listening, Link immediately secured the two scrolls and then expressed his thanks.

 Lifesaving tools, one can never have too many.

 From Link's recent contact and perception, either of these witchcraft scrolls could exert the power of a seventh or even eighth ring witchcraft spell.

 As a life-saving ace for a Fourth-Level Sage, it is... excessively luxurious.

 Dean Frist didn't care much for Link's thanks, waved his hand, and disappeared through teleportation.

 After that, no one stopped Link from returning to the mainland of the Wizard Continent.

 Link returned smoothly to his cozy little home, saw his wife Jasmine, who had successfully advanced to Sage, as well as his daughter Melia, and Garona, who were raised at home.

 The family of four had a good reunion for several days.

 Unfortunately, separation always comes.

 After entrusting Melia and Garona to the care of Renee and her husband, Link and Jasmine came to the day of their expedition to the Parallel Universe.

 Jasmine set off first, joined by Sage Serene, Sage Palo, and Sage Cody, leading the United Corps, which had been trained for more than three months, to the designated star sector set by the College to join the first expedition team.

 Link was taken by Dean Frist aboard a flying vessel, across the West Coast, to the Supreme Council located in the Central Plains.

 "Link, long time no see."

 Elise Clark, now a Level Five Sage, had completely matured over the years, and her personality was no longer as boisterous as before.

 Her way of greeting had also changed from the previous flying tackle and bear hug to a light embrace now.

 Of course, it's also possible that it was Jasmine, her best friend with whom she had never lost contact, who asked Elise to do so.

 "Long time no see, Elise."

 Link also gave Elise a gentle hug.

 "Be careful, Link."

 As they were about to part, Elise suddenly said in a voice low enough for only the two of them to hear, "Those genius wizards who were bloodily beaten by you some time ago have made significant progress over the past two years, and you've been comfortable in the College for two years. Some people are plotting to take revenge on you, to retrieve their dignity."

 Upon hearing this, Link instantly understood which "that time" Elise was referring to.

 Then he was instantly speechless and looked helplessly at the giggling Elise.

 That time, the Supreme Council had selected a Five-Person Mission to make its first diplomatic journey to the Parallel Universe's Celestial Court.

 At Elise's request, Link had indeed harshly brushed off quite a few faces of the young generation of genius wizards.

 If what Elise said was true, and those genius wizards were looking to recover their dignity, Link wasn't afraid of a challenge but was wary of the trouble.

 Avoiding killing, injuring wouldn't be good.

 Quite annoying.
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 Trouble arrived as scheduled. 

 While Link and Elise were having a casual chat, a large group of visitors descended upon the offices of Ravensmouth College at the Supreme Council.

 Most of those who came were Fourth and Level Five Sages, predominantly Fourth Level Sages.

 They had only one demand, which was to have Link Grande meet with them.

 For the wizards at the office, dealing with these Fourth and Level Five Sages was actually not difficult.

 After all, seated at the office, there was a Level Seven Great Sage, four level six sages, and as many as ten Level Five Sages.

 These individuals joining forces could easily sweep away these younger Fourth and Level Five Sages.

 There's always a but, though.

 While it was easy to sweep away these Fourth and Level Five Sages, to deal with the figures and powers behind them was another story. Not only could the office not manage it, but Ravensmouth College itself could not handle it either.

 Therefore, the Level Seven Great Sage stationed at the Supreme Council made it clear to Dean Frist, "Either the college loses face, or let Link Grande or Elise Clark go out and settle the trouble they've caused."

 Dean Frist, left with no choice, could only opt to ask Link to step forward.

 After all, Elise Clark had accrued enough merit for the college over the past couple of years with her constant travels to parallel universes, and her status had become exceptionally special.

 For Ravensmouth College, Elise Clark held a semi-independent position.

 Given Elise's unique status, she could consider her own will and interests exclusively in many matters.

 Dean Frist and the college, of course, respected Link the same way, not presuming to be dictatorial.

 It was the same this time.

 Dean Frist used "please," rather than "make."

 "I heard you were looking for me?"

 Arriving at the street outside the office, confronted by more than forty Fourth and Level Five Sages crowding around him, Link remained very calm.

 This posture, just like a few years ago when Link accepted the invitation from the college and Elise to select the remaining four members of the Five-Person Mage Team, acknowledging these young genius contemporaries without a hint of worry about being defeated.

 The only difference was that back then, Link Grande had been the first among the young genius wizards of his generation to be promoted to a Fourth Level Sage.

 And now, there were those among the crowd who had surpassed him, like Elise Clark, advancing to Level 5 before him.

 This was precisely why they looked down on Link Grande, who had been dwelling in the college for over two years without seeking advancement.

 "It's you we're looking for."

 Seeing Link still giving off that same superficially respectful but actually condescending air, a Level Five Sage stepped out from the rest immediately, "The last time we met, you were a Fourth Level Sage, and I was a Tier 3 Wizard; now we meet again, and you're still a Fourth Level Sage, while I've become a Level Five Sage. It's quite... saddening. I want to ask you, have you spent the last few years at home drinking milk?"

 Hearing such frivolous words, Link's brows involuntarily furrowed.

 That was so unrefined.

 Truly unrefined.

 Being a Level Five Sage, how could he utter such vulgar, such low-level taunts?

 Even if he wanted to provoke Link, it's not the way to go about it.

 The way Link looked at him inevitably shifted towards regarding him as a fool.

 Perhaps this person had ascended too quickly and his temperament had not caught up with his power, making him truly foolish.

 "What's with that look in your eyes?"

 The other was quite perceptive and immediately noticed the change in Link's expression.

 "Nothing much."

 Link shook his head slightly, trying his best to contain his disdain, and then said, "Alright, everyone's time is precious; there's no need to waste it here. Let's clear a space, and however you wish to proceed today, I shall accompany you to the end."

 His words instantly caused a stir.

 The Fourth and Level Five Sages swarming around were only adding new grudges on top of old ones toward Link's dismissive attitude.

 They just couldn't stand Link's demeanor of not taking them seriously!

 In that moment, emotions were running high.

 Yet, no one took the lead in challenging Link.

 Even the wizard who had stepped forward and provoked Link did not go first to "eat the crab."

 Behind Link, in the high-rise building of the office, Dean Frist stood side by side with the Level Seven Great Sage of the office, watching the happenings outside.

 Dean Frist considered himself to have seen a lot, but he had never witnessed such a gathering of Fourth and Level Five Sages with personal issues.

 "Can they be saved?"

 After watching for a while and seeing that the fight between Link and those wizards wouldn't erupt immediately, Dean Frist asked leisurely.

 "They can be, depending on what they choose,"

 It wasn't the Level Seven Great Sage at the office who responded to Dean Frist's question, but Elise Clark, who was sitting not far behind them on a soft chair.

 It turned out that these Fourth and Level Five Sages swarming here had all achieved their promotions in a parallel universe in recent years.

 Changing universes naturally led to differences in the promotion process.

 One significant difference was that these Fourth and Level Five Sages lacked a process of resonating with the Will of the Wizard World.

 Or, to put it more accurately, these Fourth and Level Five Sages were promoted to Level 4 and Level 5 Extraordinary in a parallel universe and after returning to the universe of the Wizard World, they were granted the "Sage" certification by the Wizard World Will.

 What Elise Clark meant by "seeing how they choose" was quite straightforward.
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 As long as these wizards refrain from seeking the convenience of promotion before advancing to level six sages and solidify their foundations diligently for a few years in the parallel universe, there is still hope for them to become true Sage-level wizards.

 Otherwise, even if some are able to continue their easy rise to become level five or even level six sages, they would only be superficial, bloated sages at those levels.

 When facing truly serious peers who have advanced step by step and walked a very solid path of promotion, they wouldn't stand a chance in a fight.

 "I see,"

 Dean Frist sighed and then looked seriously towards the door.

 "Are we going to take our time and go one by one, or all at once?"

 Outside the office, Link was growing impatient with the wizards who were slow to turn their provocations into action.

 This posture further incited the ire of the throngs of fourth and fifth level sages.

 Then, finally, someone dared to act on their dissatisfaction with Link.

 What irked Link was that the one who stepped forward to formally challenge him was still the same person from before.

 Truth be told, things had developed to such an extent that Link had begun to deeply disdain the young wizards blocking the office door.

 This attitude was reflected in his increasingly impatient behavior.

 At first, Link had thought about leaving these people with some dignity, but now, he decided not to.

 The subsequent events grew somewhat violent.

 Link proved one thing to his contemporary young genius wizards with facts: your big brother is still your big brother.

 It didn't matter whether you were a fourth level sage or a fifth level sage, whether your title was warranted or not, whether you stepped forward on your own or waited passively, Link treated all these contemporary young genius wizards equally.

 With Assembly Activation, he knocked them down with a single punch, simple and brutal.

 There was not the slightest trace of the grandeur and high sophistication expected in battles between Sage-level wizards.

 It resembled more of a mundane street gang fight, where the contest was over who had the faster, harder, and more ruthless fist.

 "Anyone else?"

 After knocking down the dozens of fourth and fifth level sages blocking the office door, Link stood at the entrance and inquired softly.

 The contemporary young wizards lay scattered on the ground, none daring to make a sound.

 What remained in their eyes, apart from shock, was shame.

 How did things get to this point?

 Wasn't the plan to flatter Link Grande into making a fool of himself?

 How did it turn into Link Grande swinging his Great Eight Fist around and beating everyone?

 Link couldn't care less about what these arrogant young wizards—who had caught up to or even surpassed his level by taking shortcuts—were thinking.

 Receiving no response, Link assumed these people dared not reply and walked into the office nonchalantly.

 With a bang,

 Link forcefully shut the office door behind him.

 Outside, the fourth and fifth level sages who were lying on the ground finally recovered their ability to move.

 One by one, they chose not to stay any longer to avoid losing even more face.

 "Why are you so aggressive?"

 Inside the office, Elise approached the returning Link with a smile and asked playfully.

 "It's nothing,"

 Link didn't really want to talk about what had just happened and brushed it off.

 "You're going to be famous again,"

 Unperturbed by Link's attitude, Elise still wore a radiant smile.

 "Haven't I always been famous?"

 Link retorted.

 "That's true,"

 Elise shrugged.

 The two stopped chatting in the corridor and walked into the meeting room side by side.

 Dean Frist and the Level Seven Great Sage from the office were waiting inside.

 The meeting, delayed by the small interlude, officially began.

 The Level Seven Great Sage gave a brief introduction on the recent hot issues at the Supreme Council and the overall progress of the advance army of the parallel universe's celestial civilization.

 Elise Clark shared the latest developments and noteworthy people and events from the parallel universe's celestial civilization she had learned about.

 After hearing what the two individuals had to say, Dean Frist began to declare the various matters related to the college's entry into the parallel universe.

 Link only brought his ears, not his mouth, and listened attentively and quietly without saying a word.

 The meeting lasted for over an hour and for that duration, Link maintained his silence.

 It was not until the main business was concluded and the meeting ended that Link finally spoke, spurred by Elise's initiative, as they strolled out of the meeting room casually chatting.

 It was at this moment, that the name Link Grande, which had been silent for more than two years, nearly three, once again sparkled within the Supreme Council.

 None of the forty-seven contemporaneous fourth and fifth-level Sages, even those who had taken shortcuts and advanced their ranks in the parallel universe, could withstand the deceptively simple-looking punch thrown by Link Grande.

 This incident itself was incredibly shocking!

 There were still some who doubted it, considering it too exaggerated.

 A busybody posted the entire video of the incident that occurred outside the Ravensmouth College office at the Supreme Council, onto various forums within the Council's reach, which made Link's reputation soar even hotter.

 The video clearly showed how Link, with a slow yet fast appearance and at a speed and force that the fourth and fifth-level Sages could not capture or withstand, knocked his opponent out with a single 'bang' of his fist.

 That's when those skeptics were thoroughly convinced.

 In such an atmosphere, Link, following Dean Frist, participated in several different meetings.

 Dean Frist made a special trip to the Supreme Council before the first group of Ravensmouth College members embarked on their expedition to the parallel universe, not to make Link famous again, of course.

 There were plenty of serious matters to attend to.

 Bringing Link along had its purpose.

 Unfortunately, his plan fell through; the person he wanted to introduce Link to wasn't at the Supreme Council during that time.

 "It's not a good coincidence. We'll have to go to the parallel universe to meet," Dean Frist said helplessly after the third unsuccessful visit.

 "Then let's go there and meet," Link replied.

 Link wasn't very clear about who Dean Frist wanted him to meet, or what the significance was.

 He was only so intent because Dean Frist regarded it as highly important.

 Therefore, they did not give up despite the futile attempts three times over.

 Instead, Link even comforted Dean Frist.

 "That's the only choice now," he said.

 Dean Frist nodded his head.

 Afterward, they stayed at the Supreme Council for a few more days until all other matters were properly handled.

 There was no need to return to the college.

 Dean Frist, along with Link, took the pathway opened directly from the Supreme Council to the parallel universe.

 Elise Clark and a team sent by the Supreme Council joined them as well.

 Without any surprises, Link became the "tool man" for both the Supreme Council and Ravensmouth College.

 Both the Supreme Council and Ravensmouth College wanted to gain something from Link.

 However, what the Supreme Council sought after was of great significance and not very transparent,

 while Ravensmouth College's intentions were very clear: to obtain benefits for the college's long-term development.

 Link wasn't willing to be just a "tool man"; he believed that by playing the role well, he could gain even more favorable things.

 Passing through the channel connecting two universes was not a very pleasant experience.

 It was also completely unfamiliar, entirely unlike the experience of the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Traversing between two universes felt like squeezing dough through a tube from one end and being pushed out the other.

 Having experienced it for the first time, Link felt a dizziness that he hadn't felt in a long time.

 The last time he had been this uncomfortable was during his first passage through the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Once squeezed out the other side, Dean Frist, Link, Elise, along with the Supreme Council team, arrived at the much talked about but never seen parallel universe.

 Link's first reaction was a feeling of familiarity.

 Yes, familiarity.

 The entrance to the parallel universe was situated in a region of space that should have been quite empty but was now crammed full of wizard forces' camps.

 All that met the eye bore no hint of the parallel universe's exotic celestial civilization, just the familiarities of the Wizard World.

 It was as if, after much difficulty leaving one's country, one arrived in Flushing, New York,

 surcharged with Chinese signs and the sound of the Chinese language.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 27 Desire to Seek

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 A tool must have the awareness of being a tool.

 Link adjusted his mindset and attitude accordingly, deciding to be a complete tool.

 Therefore, he would follow wherever the team dispatched by the Supreme Council went.

 He would do whatever Dean Frist, representing the college, did.

 There was no need to consider issues of gender differences or whether certain places might be inconvenient.

 After all, if Sage-level wizards couldn't even control their bodies to the point of becoming food-free, they might as well smash their heads against a block of tofu.

 "Where to next?"

 Having completed the transmission across the universe and arriving at the forward base set up by the Supreme Council, Dean Frist immediately sought out the accompanying team dispatched by the Supreme Council and, on behalf of Ravensmouth College, he posed the question.

 However, the leader of the Supreme Council's team, a level six sage, unexpectedly said, "Wherever you go, we will follow. On this trip, we've brought only eyes and ears, no meddlesome commands."

 "???"

 Three question marks seemed to appear above Dean Frist's head as he looked surprised and puzzled. He responded, "The Supreme Council asked our academy and Link Grande to cooperate with your operations, and now you say you've brought only eyes and ears and won't command. What does that mean?"

 The level six sage replied, "Sorry, but those are the orders we received. If you have any questions, please inquire with the person who originally liaised with you."

 "Fine then."

 Dean Frist shrugged, seemingly at a loss as to what to do with the level six sage.

 Turning around, Dean Frist approached Elise Clark, who was standing with Link, and said, "Elise, I don't know what sort of mischief the Supreme Council is up to, but please lead us to the college's outpost established here."

 Due to the presence of the Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, Ravensmouth College had essentially abandoned any early-stage development in the Parallel Universe, apart from Elise Clark.

 Hence, the outpost of Ravensmouth College in the Parallel Universe was actually registered under Elise Clark's name.

 Making use of Elise Clark's unique status, they were developing secretly and quietly.

 "No problem, Dean."

 Elise Clark glanced at the impassive six-member Supreme Council team, agreeing to Dean Frist's request.

 "Follow me."

 With those words, Elise Clark led Dean Frist and Link towards a direction at the port.

 There, docked Elise Clark's transportation vehicle that she had left in this parallel universe's transit harbor.

 The six-member team of the Supreme Council immediately followed.

 Shortly after, the group arrived in front of a transportation vehicle that was a blend of wizard civilization's interstellar battleship technology and the outward appearance of a celestial boat from the Parallel Universe civilization, capable of traversing sea, land, air, and space.

 "Sorry, you are not within the passenger list of my boat."

 After allowing Dean Frist and Link to board the starship via the gangway, Elise Clark stopped the six-member Supreme Council team, her tone full of apology, but the corners of her mouth betraying a wild smirk as she said, "I am truly sorry. If you wish to come aboard, please find your own transportation vehicle. I suppose that shouldn't be too hard for you, given the Supreme Council's vast influence in this universe—its tentacles are everywhere. Even if you can't immediately find a starship belonging to the Supreme Council, you can still seek help from the celestial beings' civilization, right?"

 Having said that, Elise Clark ignored the displeased expressions of the team members and boarded her own starship, leaving them behind.

 Not long after, with permission from the universal harbor, Elise Clark's private starship set sail.

 "Medici Sage, what should we do next?"

 Watching as Elise Clark's private starship departed from the cosmic harbor, one of the wizards in the Supreme Council's six-member team asked.

 "What to do?"

 The Captain of the six-member team, the Medici Sixth-level Sage, smiled, "Of course, we'll follow them."

 No sooner had the words left his mouth than an interstellar ship, also a blend of wizard civilization's core technology and the celestial boats' shape, smoothly arrived in front of the team.

 The High Council of Wizard's Civilization is a vast organization.

 Under the department reporting directly to the five Saints, there is a large number of advisory staff.

 This journey to the Parallel Universe, the advisors made a very detailed analysis of the potential actions of the three wizards from Ravensmouth College—Frist Diomand, Link Grande, and Elise Clark.

 Based on the available information about their past experiences and exhibited personalities and behavioral styles, the advisors reporting straight to the five Saints prepared no fewer than eighty contingency plans.

 Among these, there was one specifically designed in anticipation of Elise Clark shaking off the six-member team.

 So faced with the challenge from Elise Clark, the Medici Sixth-level Sage was not at all flustered.

 He calmly led the five team members onto the starship, and just as calmly flew out of the cosmic harbor before finally commanding the starship to catch up with Elise Clark's private vessel.

 Soon, the starship that had set off earlier than Elise Clark's was overtaken.

 Peering through the side windows of the cockpit and noticing the shadow of the Supreme Council's starship, Elise Clark turned to look at Dean Frist and asked, "Dean, shall we shake them off?"
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 ``` 

 "No."

 Dean Frist outright refused Elise Clark, and then explained, "During this trip to the parallel universe, our College and the various factions within the Supreme Council all maintain a certain understanding. As long as our College, especially Link, cooperates with the Supreme Council's operation, the Council will suppress any retaliatory action that Great Sage Mitchell and his Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell might take against our College."

 "Heh heh!"

 Elise Clark chuckled ambiguously but didn't say much more.

 The protagonist of the situation, Link Grande, remained silent as if Dean Frist wasn't referring to him at all.

 Elise cast a sideways glance at Link, glaring at him fiercely for a while.

 Seeing that Link continued to remain silent, Elise wrinkled her nose in displeasure, but ultimately kept her thoughts to herself.

 People differ in temperament, circumstances, and choices. That's all there is to it.

 There's nothing more to say.

 "Sorry, Link, the College owes you another one."

 At this, Dean Frist looked at Link with genuine sincerity.

 "There's nothing owed or not owed."

 Link said lightly, with a broad-minded smile, "I am part of the College, and it is an honor to do something for it."

 "Really?"

 Dean Frist gave Link a deep look, "The College won't let you down, I promise."

 "Thank you, Dean."

 Link replied evenly.

 Thus,the starship carrying the six-member team from the Supreme Council, followed Elise Clark's private starship to the Rivesseth College base registered in the name of Elise Clark.

 This time, Elise Clark did not prevent the Supreme Council's six-member team from entering the Rivesseth College base.

 Even though, nominally, this base was Elise's private residence.

 Nevertheless, Elise finally confirmed that there was indeed a certain understanding between the College, Link, and the Supreme Council.

 All the uneasiness she felt was due to Link voluntarily cooperating with the College and the Supreme Council.

 It wasn't that Link was coerced, acting against his will.

 Although Elise did not approve of Link's behavior, always feeling that his actions were too submissive.

 Not long after entering the College base, representatives from the Celestial Immortal Court arrived.

 The visitor was none other than Mr. Xu Jing, a familiar face to Link.

 With Mr. Xu Jing's status equivalent to a Ninth-Level Sage in the wizards' civilization, everyone at Rivesseth College's base, including the Supreme Council's six-member team, Dean Frist, Link, and Elise, all went out to greet him.

 "Sorry for the hasty visit, if it's disrupted your rest."

 Mr. Xu Jing was very cordial, offering a sincere apology as soon as they met.

 "Not at all, not at all, it's no disruption."

 As a Level Seven Great Sage, Dean Frist was best suited to respond to Mr. Xu Jing, quickly dismissing his apologies.

 "Wizard Link Grande, long time no see."

 After exchanging pleasantries with Dean Frist, Mr. Xu Jing directly ignored both the Supreme Council's six-member team and Elise Clark, and went straight to Link.

 Even observing the wizards' civilization's etiquette from afar, he extended both hands, intending to shake hands with Link.

 "Long time no see, Mr. Xu Jing."

 Seeing this, Link reached out to lightly grasp Mr. Xu Jing's hand, and then brought up past events, "Thank you for your help last time, which allowed me to acquire a Destiny World."

 "Ah, let bygones be bygones, no need to mention it anymore."

 Mr. Xu Jing waved it off, showing great generosity.

 "Then I'll take Mr. Xu Jing's word for it."

 Link nodded, not wanting to deny Mr. Xu Jing's kindness, "Thank you, Mr. Xu Jing."

 "You're welcome, no need for thanks."

 ```

 Mr. Xu Jing continued to emphasize.

 Seeing an opportunity, Dean Frist interjected, "Mr. Xu Jing, let's not stand outside talking, please come inside."

 With that, Dean Frist led Mr. Xu Jing towards the interior of the Rivesseth Academy Base.

 Just as Mr. Xu Jing followed Dean Frist's guidance into the Rivesseth Academy Base, Great Sage Mitchell received intelligence that Dean Frist and Link Grande had arrived in the Parallel Universe.

 Facing the management of the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell, regarding how to deal with Frist Diomand and Link Grande, Great Sage Mitchell remained silent.

 This response undoubtedly left some high-level wizards who had abandoned their homes and followed Great Sage Mitchell to start anew in the Parallel Universe extremely disappointed.

 However, Great Sage Mitchell had his own unspeakable suffering.

 Looking at the warning letter full of threatening implications sent by the West Coast Elemental Saint Wizard of the Supreme Council, Great Sage Mitchell also harbored a towering rage.

 Before coming to the Parallel Universe, you, the Supreme Council, bullied me.

 After coming to the Parallel Universe, you, the Supreme Council, still bullied me.

 Wasn't this trip to the Parallel Universe in vain?

 "Without becoming a Saint, one is forever an ant."

 Great Sage Mitchell murmured softly, picked up the warning letter in front of him, and gently rubbed it between his palms.

 The warning letter was utterly crushed in an instant.

 Along with it was crushed Great Sage Mitchell's reverence for the Supreme Council as well as his lingering attachment to the Wizard's Civilization.

 After this stimulation, Great Sage Mitchell finally decided to take a shortcut in the Parallel Universe to achieve saintliness.

 Isn't it just that after becoming a Saint, I can never leave the Parallel Universe and return to the Wizard's Civilization?

 As long as I could wield power enough to rival the five veteran Saints of the High Council of Wizard's Civilization.

 What Great Sage Mitchell now wanted was not a glorious return home but to firmly establish a foothold in the Parallel Universe—to make the High Council of Wizard's Civilization unable to restrain him ever again.

 Freedom had become Great Sage Mitchell's greatest pursuit.

 And freedom came from the power one possesses.

 Before taking his seat at the Secret Base of Rivesseth Academy, Mr. Xu Jing turned his head to glance meaningfully in the direction of Great Sage Mitchell's residence.

 Hustle and bustle, profit coming and going.

 It's true that the Celestial Immortal Court needed the Wizard's Civilization from another universe.

 But the Wizard's Civilization from the other universe also needed the Celestial Immortal Court.

 The relationship between the two civilizations of the two universes should be one of equal exchange.

 However, the Celestial Immortal Court opened the doors of its own universe to the Wizard's Civilization, but the Wizard's Civilization did not timely abide by the regulations to welcome the vanguard of the Celestial Immortal Court, putting up numerous barriers.

 Only after the Wizard's Civilization had firmly established itself in its own universe did it allow the request for the Celestial Immortal Court's vanguard to settle in.

 Such unequal treatment had greatly angered the Celestial Court.

 Therefore, inciting a certain degree of internal strife within the Wizard's Civilization had become the mission given to Mr. Xu Jing by the Celestial Court.

 Mr. Xu Jing came to visit on the very day that Link Grande was finally sent by the Rivesseth Academy to the Parallel Universe, precisely for this reason.

 Unexpectedly, Mr. Xu Jing had not yet officially exerted his strength before receiving an unexpected windfall.

 Quickly regaining his composure so as not to let Dean Frist and his group from the Supreme Council, including Medici Six-level Sage, notice anything, Mr. Xu Jing looked at Link and said directly, "Wizard Link Grande, um... Let's just call you that for now. Are you interested in the true origin of your spirit? If you are, I can take you to explore a bit."

 Link did not answer out loud but instead glanced at Dean Frist and Medici Six-level Sage of the Supreme Council's six-person team in turn.

 Before coming to the Parallel Universe, Link had already foreseen such a scenario.

 From the moment Mr. Xu Jing "publicly" mentioned in front of so many from the Supreme Council that Link's True Spirit had a secret origin, Link had been mentally prepared for the Celestial Immortal Court of the Parallel Universe to make a big deal of the matter.

 Therefore, Link considered himself a complete tool.

 Whatever the High Council of the Wizard's Civilization wanted to do, whatever Rivesseth Academy wanted to do, whatever the Celestial Immortal Court of the Parallel Universe wanted to do, you all go ahead.

 I, Link Grande, will cooperate completely without any discount.

 And all I seek is one thing, to continue to grow in peace, to keep increasing my strength.

 Only with strength can one attain freedom.
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 Link remained silent. 

 Mr. Xu Jing did not press him, instead he followed Link's gaze towards Dean Frist Diomand and the Medici Sixth-level Sage.

 These two, one was the dean of Ravensmouth College which Link Grande was affiliated with, and the other was the captain of the team sent by the Supreme Council, indeed had more say in deciding the schedule.

 Even Dean Frist did not seem inclined to speak, instead, he metaphorically kicked the ball to the Medici Sage's court.

 It appeared that both Ravensmouth College and Dean Frist were equally interested in what the Supreme Council intended to accomplish this time.

 Facing the scrutiny of Link, Dean Frist, and Mr. Xu Jing, the Medici Sage remained composed and calmly stated, "Whether to explore the true origin is the freedom of Grande Sage, how Grande wishes to proceed is not for the Supreme Council to interfere, nor will they."

 "Is that so?"

 Mr. Xu Jing responded lightly, with a demeanor more skeptical than believing.

 He then looked towards Link again and asked, "Isn't Wizard Grande interested in his own true origin?"

 Silence is often very useful at times.

 However, it's effective once or twice but not repeatedly; overusing it can also lead to adverse effects.

 At this moment, Link could not continue to respond with silence.

 After thinking it over and choosing his words carefully, Link calmly replied, "What will it change if I know? What difference does it make if I don't? No matter which universe, which civilization, which world my past life belonged to, in this life, I am a wizard under the High Council of Wizard's Civilization at Ravensmouth College. Therefore, Mr. Xu Jing, there is no need to probe further, I'm not interested in where my True Spirit truly originates from."

 "Is that so?"

 Mr. Xu Jing once again showed a dubious expression.

 At the same time, Mr. Xu Jing took a deep look at Link.

 This look was as if he was reevaluating Link.

 The atmosphere among the group suddenly turned cold.

 Fortunately, everyone present was an elite from their respective universes and civilizations, both emotionally and intellectually top-notch.

 Dean Frist quickly broke the silence, smiling as he said, "Mr. Xu Jing, come, try the green tea personally cultivated and roasted by Grande Sage, and see how it differs from the tea on your side."

 While speaking, Dean Frist conjured tea sets, tea leaves, and spring water out of thin air, and skillfully began to brew the tea.

 "Good, I have long heard that the tea leaves grown by Wizard Grande are top-notch, and the tea brewed by Wizard Diomand is also of the highest quality; today I am indeed fortunate."

 Mr. Xu Jing showed great interest in Dean Frist's invitation to taste the tea.

 Soon, the spring water boiled, and Dean Frist began to brew the tea.

 After a series of smooth motions, the steam filled the air, the fragrance of the tea wafted around, and he began to serve the tea.

 Mr. Xu Jing thanked Dean Frist, picked up the teacup in front of him, and took a light sip.

 Then, under Dean Frist's somewhat expectant gaze, he nodded, giving the tea a high appraisal.

 In summary, the tea leaves were well grown and roasted, the tea set was exquisitely appropriate, the spring water was sweet and delicious, and the skill of brewing the tea could be described as having reached perfection.

 Dean Frist was very pleased with Mr. Xu Jing's praises.

 As they sipped tea, they gradually opened up the conversation, and the atmosphere became harmonious again.

 Mr. Xu Jing did not bring up the issue of Link's true origin again.

 For a while, the host and guests enjoyed themselves, the interaction being quite harmonious.

 Only after the tea had been served three times did Mr. Xu Jing propose to leave, and he politely declined Dean Frist's invitation to stay longer.

 Dean Frist, Medici Sage, and Link personally escorted Mr. Xu Jing to the outer gate of the base, watched him leave, and then immediately returned to a conference room at the base.

 All anti-eavesdropping measures, including but not limited to the conference room's integrated Anti-eavesdropping Magic Device, soundproofing facilities, and the witchcraft cast by Dean Frist and Medici Sage, were employed.

 The atmosphere in the conference room became instantly serious.

 Link, Dean Frist, and Elise Clark sat on one side of the rectangular conference table, while the six-person team from the Supreme Council sat on the other side.

 Both sides faced each other, yet no one showed any signs of speaking.

 The air seemed to grow stagnant.

 Finally, Medici Sage broke the conference room's silent tension with a grave expression, "Mr. Xu Jing's arrival and his provocation using the true origin of Grande Sage's True Spirit were within the Supreme Council's expectations. However, his sudden silence after encountering a slight resistance seems somewhat abnormal. I believe something must have happened on the spot that made Mr. Xu Jing change his strategy."

 Dean Frist followed up on Medici Sage's notion and continued, "I agree with Medici Sage's assessment, therefore, I think the priority is to figure out exactly what happened to make Mr. Xu Jing change his mind."

 "The Supreme Council is already investigating it," Medici Sage calmly replied.

 The six-person team had their internal divisions.

 The wizard in charge of maintaining continuous contact with the Supreme Council had already reported the matter to the Supreme Council's office in the parallel universe after receiving Medici Sage's indication earlier.

 Investigating the secrets of the celestial and demonic civilizations with the power of wizard civilization and the Supreme Council in a parallel universe presents great difficulties,

 but investigating incidents within the wizard civilization itself faces no hindrance.

 Something that could make Mr. Xu Jing, who is equivalent to a Level Nine Great Sage, change his strategy at the last minute must be of the same magnitude.
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 Thus, the investigation's scope was narrowed down to a very small interval.

 They would start by investigating the Wizard civilization's forces that had settled in the Parallel Universe. If that produced no results, they would then try to investigate in the direction of the Celestial and Demon civilizations.

 With brevity and clarity, Medici Sage conveyed the Supreme Council's six-person team's adaptive and temporarily devised investigative strategy to Dean Frist, Link, and Elise.

 "Elise, please also pay attention to any news in this regard."

 After hearing Medici Sage's explanation, Dean Frist immediately made a request to Elise Clark.

 Yes, a request, or rather, a negotiation.

 "No problem, Dean,"

 Elise agreed without hesitation.

 Respect is mutual.

 Ravensmouth College respected Elise Clark's current semi-independent status, and in return, Elise Clark also had to show sufficient respect for the college's management in front of outsiders/external forces, including the Supreme Council.

 Any disagreements could be resolved internally with closed doors.

 After this matter, Dean Frist returned his gaze to Medici Sage and fell into silence.

 Medici Sage, of course, understood the reason behind the Dean's silence.

 After careful consideration, Medici Sage decided to honor Dean Frist's wish and to candidly reveal the mission handed down by the Supreme Council.

 However, Medici Sage didn't immediately speak. Instead, he rechecked the anti-eavesdropping measures in the meeting room himself.

 This gesture made Dean Frist, Link, and Elise take Medici Sage's next words even more seriously.

 Once certain that the anti-eavesdropping measures were correct, Medici Sage finally began, "The Supreme Council is not interested in the true origin of Sage Link Grande's True Spirit, and I must reiterate this point because it is the premise of everything. Whether or not to pursue the truth is at the discretion of Sage Link Grande, and the Supreme Council fully respects Grande's freedom. The premise is that Sage Link Grande must not damage the overall interests of the Wizard civilization in the process of his inquiry."

 As he spoke, Medici Sage looked intently at Link, waiting for his response.

 "I understand, and I am grateful for the Supreme Council's respect, as well as for the indulgence of the five Saints,"

 Link responded immediately, with sincere gratitude, showing no pretense or evasion.

 "That would be best."

 Medici Sage seemed quite pleased with Link's attitude and continued, "This time, the Supreme Council has dispatched us six to act alongside Sage Link Grande for one single purpose: to ascertain what exactly the Celestial civilization of the Parallel Universe wants to obtain from Sage Link Grande."

 Suddenly, Elise Clark interjected, "Is there a possibility that the Celestial civilization doesn't actually want anything from Link? That all these elaborate maneuvers and troubles are merely a ruse to divert the Supreme Council's attention and cover their real goal?"

 "Indeed, that possibility stands,"

 Medici Sage first concurred and then changed the direction of the conversation, "The Supreme Council has also dispatched specialists to investigate in this direction."

 "Understood,"

 Elise nodded, seeming to have an epiphany, "So, is the Supreme Council casting a wide net, hoping to catch something but it doesn't really matter if they don't?"

 Medici did not respond to Elise's not-so-pleasant but vivid metaphor.

 Upon hearing the dialogue between Elise and Medici Sage, Dean Frist had some thoughts, looking pensive.

 Moments later, Dean Frist gathered his thoughts and spoke solemnly, "I think we should not follow the Celestial civilization or the Heavenly Master Xu Jing's train of thought. They do theirs, we do ours. Once our strategy is set, we should just adapt to the circumstances as they come."

 Medici Sage still did not respond.

 This attitude made it clear to Dean Frist, Link, and Elise that Medici Sage was indeed proceeding in that manner.

 No matter how the Celestial civilization reacted or what Ravensmouth College and Link himself had in mind, nothing could sway Medici Sage's determination to fulfill the mission assigned by the Supreme Council.

 Therefore, at this point, the situation became utterly clear.

 Ravensmouth College, in its expansion into the Parallel Universe, should focus on its own plans and interests, setting aside all external influences as much as possible.

 After exchanging glances, Dean Frist, Link, and Elise unanimously agreed that the meeting could end there.

 Continuing the discussion would not lead to any further progress.

 After all, while there was an overlap in the interests of the Supreme Council and Ravensmouth College, there were even greater differences between them.

 Meanwhile, back at the base at the same time.

 Sage Palo, Sage Cody, Sage Selene, and the Grand Union Army had followed the advance corps of Ravensmouth College and arrived at the Parallel Universe through the cross-universe transmission array.

 Via the official channels of Ravensmouth College, the United Corps had made an early report to the Supreme Council, and like other parts of Ravensmouth College's advance corps, they obtained a temporary encampment.

 If everything went as expected, the United Corps' encampment should be connected to the other parts of Ravensmouth College's advance corps.

 However, the unexpected still happened.

 Some faction within the Supreme Council exerted its influence, and the temporary encampment for the United Corps was assigned right next to that of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 As the first force deployed to the Parallel Universe by the wizard civilization, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had already established a considerable foundation.

 Yet, within the wizard civilization's Front Line encampments, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell still retained its temporary encampment.

 This was the hub for the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to communicate with the Supreme Council.

 By now, in theory, the temporary encampment of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell should only have some staff responsible for communicating with the Supreme Council.

 But, once the United Corps completed their encampment and became aware that their neighboring encampment belonged to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell,

 The Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell sent a large group of heavily armed combat wizards to take up positions in the temporary encampment.

 Moreover, during their deployment, they made no secret of their hostility towards Ravensmouth College and the United Corps, pointing all their war machinery, including the Starry Fortress and interstellar battleships, directly at the United Corps' temporary encampment.

 Their posture made it clear they were ready to fire on the United Corps at any moment.

 As the highest command level of the United Corps, Wizard Molly Kidman along with Sages Palo, Cody, and Selene, met immediately to discuss countermeasures.

 "Let our forces enter a level-one alert state right away, and prepare to engage in combat at any moment," Sage Palo said as the meeting began, taking a very firm stance.

 Sage Palo's proposal won the agreement of Sage Cody, Sage Selene, and Jasmine.

 The command was immediately passed down.

 After several months of coordinated training, the United Corps had honed both their cooperation and their execution.

 Upon receiving the order, the United Corps quickly responded in accordance with the level-one alert plan, ready to defend against any potential attack from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 In the meeting room, the heads-up meeting continued.

 Sage Selene proposed, "Let's immediately report this incident to the Supreme Council Office, appeal to the Supreme Council, and strongly condemn the hostile actions of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell."

 "I will take charge of this matter."

 Sage Cody volunteered to handle the task, "I'll report to the college and make the appeal to the Supreme Council."

 "Thank you, Cody."

 "It's my duty."

 In just a few words, Sage Palo officially entrusted the task of reporting and appealing to Sage Cody.

 Jasmine took the initiative, saying, "I'll tell Link about this, and then get in touch with Dean Frist through Link."

 "Good, it's settled then."

 As the situation was urgent, Sage Palo made the final decision, "Selene is in charge of logistics, Cody will contact the college and the Supreme Council, Jasmine will get in touch with Link and the Dean, and I will take command."

 The resolutions were set, and the heads-up meeting came to a swift conclusion.

 Palo, Selene, Cody, and Jasmine each set about their tasks.

 At the Ravensmouth College Base.

 Dean Frist and Link, who had just concluded a secret meeting with the six-person team from the Supreme Council, received the bad news from Jasmine.

 It was trouble after trouble.

 They had yet to deal properly with Heavenly Master Xu Jing and the celestial civilization when the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell stirred up more problems.

 How utterly bothersome.

 It was also uncertain whether Lotson Grande was facing troubles of his own.
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 Where were the people of Lotson Grande?

 Both Dean Frist and Link didn't know.

 Even though Lotson Grande had also come to the Parallel Universe with the Ravensmouth College advance team.

 However, he hadn't acted together with Dean Frist and had left the vanguard team after completing the inter-universe transition.

 Therefore, the whereabouts of Lotson Grande, especially the purpose of this trip, became a mystery.

 Not knowing where he was, naturally, it was even less clear whether Lotson Grande encountered any trouble.

 Link wasn't really concerned about Lotson Grande's safety; he merely let his thoughts drift in that direction for a moment before quickly casting the matter aside and stopped paying attention to it.

 For Link, the priority was to resolve the troubles faced by the United Corps and relieve the siege of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 After all, not to mention Jasmine was currently stationed with the temporary base of the United Corps, just the friendship between Sages Serene, Palo, Cody, and Link made it impossible for Link to ignore this matter.

 But Link didn't rush over in a panic after receiving the news; instead, he looked calmly at Dean Frist and asked, "Dean, with the situation being what it is, how should we handle it?"

 After receiving the news relayed by Link from Jasmine, Dean Frist immediately contacted the wizards of the Ravensmouth College advance team to confirm the situation.

 Just now, the advance team reported that the temporary base of the Four Sects Legions of Palo, Serene, Cody, and Grande indeed was not located together with the temporary base of the advance team.

 As for whether the temporary base of the Four Sects Legions was right next to the temporary base of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and whether they were threatened by the wizards of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, further verification was needed.

 Since the advance team couldn't provide a timely response about the situation on the ground, Dean Frist asked Elise Clark to activate some forces which were nominally under Ravensmouth College but actually under her leadership, to find out the real situation.

 In fact, without waiting for Dean Frist's instructions, Elise Clark had already begun to take action as soon as she received the message from Jasmine.

 Before long, Elise got a response.

 "Dean, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell indeed sent back a Level Six Sage Legion to their temporary base and made threats against the newly arrived Four Sects Legions. Judging by the current situation, there are no signs that the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell is about to brazenly launch an attack," Elise reported to Dean Frist the intelligence gathered by her subordinates without exaggeration.

 "Is that so?" Dean Frist was thoughtful.

 So was Link.

 In the Parallel Universe, there were only a few in the Inner Tower of Great Sage Mitchell who could command a Level Six Sage Legion.

 For some reason, both Link and Dean Frist intuitively felt that it was Great Sage Mitchell himself who initiated this threatening maneuver.

 The intuition of high-level wizards, even if they were not from the Mysterious System, was often accurate.

 Both Link and Dean Frist trusted their intuition deeply.

 Therefore, they both agreed that Great Sage Mitchell, for some unknown purpose, had issued this order.

 "Dean, could it be that Great Sage Mitchell wants to force me to meet him?" Link naturally harbored this suspicion in his heart and candidly voiced it.

 "It's possible," Dean Frist nodded.

 Before the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was moved to the Parallel Universe, Great Sage Mitchell had taken substantial action in an attempt to "control" Link.

 This even directly triggered the war between Ravensmouth College and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Although, from the outcome standpoint, Ravensmouth College achieved a comprehensive victory, not only taking over the position previously held by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell in the former Mitchell District, now Ravensmouth District but also "expelling" Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell from their universe.

 Yet, from another perspective, one could say that Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had not been seriously undermined and still maintained overall strength superior to that of Ravensmouth College.

 Especially as the first forces dispatched by the High Council of Wizard's Civilization to pioneer the Parallel Universe, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had achieved some development in terms of strength and power during the expansion into the Parallel Universe.

 If the "bias" of the High Council was set aside, allowing the current Ravensmouth College to face the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, Ravensmouth College would undoubtedly be defeated.

 Therefore, if it were as Link guessed and Dean Frist agreed, the persisting desire of Great Sage Mitchell to covet Link was indeed a significant problem.

 For a moment, Dean Frist could not think of a safe way to resolve this issue.

 With no other option, Dean Frist could only ask Link to reply to Jasmine first, advising the Four Sects Legions to restrain themselves for the time being and to avoid a direct confrontation with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 As long as no lives were lost, a short period of humiliation could be endured for now.

 The college, on their part, would actively resolve the issue.

 Link heard the helplessness in Dean Frist's tone and didn't make a fuss or rigidly demand that the college immediately take on the issue.

 After receiving Link's reply, Jasmine wasn't too disappointed but accurately conveyed the response back to Sages Palo, Serene, and Cody.

 About this issue, and about the Dean's reply, Sages Palo, Serene, Cody, and Jasmine had actually been mentally prepared well in advance.
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 Thus, the four of them maintained their composure, continued to command the United Corps, prepared their defenses, and controlled their emotions to prevent any accidental discharge of weapons.

 To their relief, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell also continued to pose threats without taking direct action to spark a conflict.

 This left room for flexible handling of the situation.

 After Dean Frist of Ravensmouth College sent a reply to Link, his actions did not cease there.

 He first approached the High Council's Parallel Universe Office and the Liaison Office for the Immortal God Civilization's two supreme leaders, expressing his outrage and protest against the provocation from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and urged the High Council's Parallel Universe Office and the Liaison Office for the Immortal God Civilization to deal with the matter promptly.

 Then, Dean Frist reached out to the captain of the six-member action team dispatched by the High Council, Medici Sixth-level Sage.

 After a lengthy discussion, Dean Frist persuaded Medici Sage to pressure the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to lift the siege on the temporary base of the United Corps as soon as possible.

 By employing such multiple approaches, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell immediately faced pressure from several departments and factions of the High Council.

 The Wizard in charge of command on the Front Line, not daring to act rashly, timely reported the situation to Great Sage Mitchell, who had issued the orders directly.

 At this very moment, Great Sage Mitchell was entertaining a distinguished guest.

 The guest was none other than Mr. Xu Jing, who had departed the Secret Base of Revosorath Academy and immediately visited Great Sage Mitchell.

 "If Great Sage Mitchell is preoccupied with urgent matters, I can visit another time," Mr. Xu Jing said as he got up from his seat just after settling down, having overheard the relevant report.

 He was being very considerate.

 "Mr. Xu Jing, please take a seat, and be at ease," said Great Sage Mitchell, who could not let Mr. Xu Jing leave so abruptly and promptly raised his right hand to stop him in his tracks.

 Afterwards, Great Sage Mitchell turned an expressionless face towards the Wizard who had come to report, his eyes indifferent.

 The Wizard, a Level Seven Great Sage from the Mitchell Family, bowed apologetically and quickly exited.

 "Now we have peace," said Great Sage Mitchell, his cold face warming into a smile as he spoke to Mr. Xu Jing. "Your visit truly graces us, as your Immortal God Civilization would say," remarked Great Sage Mitchell.

 "Great Sage Mitchell flatters me," Mr. Xu Jing responded humbly with a smile.

 After exchanging a few more pleasantries, they did not waste any more time and smoothly transitioned to the heart of the matter.

 Great Sage Mitchell directly asked, "Mr. Xu Jing, since arriving in this universe, I have had numerous interactions with your Immortal God Civilization and the Demon-Beast Civilization. Though I haven't achieved much, I have learned quite a bit of your languages. As you would say, no one visits without a reason. May I know the purpose of your visit?"

 Clearly, Great Sage Mitchell was not boasting.

 He truly had learned much of the language and customs of the Immortal God and Demon-Beast Civilizations, and his wording was entirely in accord with their conventions.

 "Since Great Sage Mitchell is so forthright, then I will not beat around the bush," replied Mr. Xu Jing with a slight smile, revealing his true intentions. "I am here to inquire whether Great Sage Mitchell has decided to convert his practice."

 This question rendered Great Sage Mitchell silent.

 According to the High Council's plan, Ninth-Level Great Sages in the Parallel Universe can advance to become Saint-level Wizards after finding the right opportunity.

 There are advantages and disadvantages to this approach.

 The advantage lies in the fact that the advancement process is not shackled by the Wizard World Will;

 The disadvantage is also that the advancement process is not recognized by the Wizard World Will.

 Therefore, a Ninth-Level Great Sage who rises to become a Saint in the Parallel Universe cannot return to the universe of Wizard civilization at will.

 To return not only required an immense cost, but once back, one could not maintain the position or power of a Saint.

 This point was immutable, regardless of human will.

 The "conversion" mentioned by Mr. Xu Jing represented another path that the High Council of Wizard's Civilization might or might not be aware of.

 The Immortal God Civilization's Celestial Court once sent Mr. Xu Jing to visit Great Sage Mitchell, offering a "Divine Enthronement" spot.

 As long as Great Sage Mitchell agreed to lead the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and wholly turn to the Celestial Court, the Court would fully assist Great Sage Mitchell in converting to the Immortal God System and achieving a status equivalent to a Saint within the Wizard World, becoming a Celestial Master.

 The Immortal God Civilization had two paths, "Immortal" and "God". The former escaped from the constraints of the Three Realms and wasn't bound by the Five Elements, wandering freely; the latter embraced authority, acting on behalf of heaven, distinctly different from the deities of other universal civilizations.

 If Great Sage Mitchell simply nodded in agreement to Mr. Xu Jing and the Celestial Court, it wouldn't be long before he attained the level of a "God" who is a Celestial Master.

 However, Great Sage Mitchell didn't immediately agree, using the excuse of needing to consider carefully, a consideration that persisted till now.

 Now that Mr. Xu Jing brought up the matter again, he clearly held a certain confidence of hearing good news from Great Sage Mitchell.

 Great Sage Mitchell remained silent for a long time but could not keep silent forever.

 Even though Mr. Xu Jing's patience was excellent, he always waited quietly.

 Gazing deeply into Mr. Xu Jing's eyes, Great Sage Mitchell spoke with a grave voice, "I think, whether it's the Immortal God Civilization or the Wizard World, both would probably hate traitors the most. If I were to convert, not only would the Wizard World despise me, the Immortal God Civilization would also look down on me. Even if the Celestial Court keeps its promise, helping me achieve a status akin to a Saint, what of it? In the history of the Wizard World, there have been four Saints who have fallen. Even a Celestial Master can be killed!"

 This concern was indeed reasonable.

 Mr. Xu Jing could understand this point.

 But his mission was not to understand Great Sage Mitchell, but to persuade him.

 So, even if he inwardly agreed, Mr. Xu Jing wouldn't show it on his face, nor would he verbally concur.

 Mr. Xu Jing simply said, "Great Sage Mitchell worries too much, conversion is not betrayal. The Celestial Court has agreed, they will not hinder your continued loyalty to the Wizard World, nor your continued service to the Supreme Council after your conversion."

 "Is that so?"

 Great Sage Mitchell snorted with a smirk, scoffed and said, "If so, what does the Celestial Court want? A me who is not fully loyal? Loyalty that is not absolute, is absolutely not loyalty!"

 Mr. Xu Jing's face also revealed a smile, but it was a serene one, gentle as water. Calmly, he replied, "What the Saints and Celestial Masters of the Celestial Court seek, in my humble opinion, is probably someone of sufficient weight who can balance the interests of both the Immortal God Civilization and the Wizard World. As you know, Great Sage Mitchell, when it comes to openness, our Immortal God Civilization has already its limits. Yet the Wizard World still imposes restrictions."

 "So, after I convert and successfully advance, you still want me to advocate for the Immortal God Civilization's interests at the Supreme Council," Great Sage Mitchell said with a cold laugh.

 "The Supreme Council can also, through you, advocate for the Wizard World's interests in our Immortal God Civilization," Mr. Xu Jing fluently countered.

 In summary, Mr. Xu Jing, on behalf of the Celestial Court, gave Great Sage Mitchell a promise: he was not to oppose, in fact, he was encouraged to keep a foot in both camps, playing both sides for benefit.

 In theory, such a good offer was something Great Sage Mitchell had no reason to refuse.

 After all, not only could Great Sage Mitchell achieve the status of a Saint/Celestial Master before running out of lifespan, extending his life while elevating his power,

 but he could also obtain a pivotal position between the two universes.

 Yet, Great Sage Mitchell instinctively felt that such a move was very inappropriate.

 Even though he had grown furious with the Supreme Council and had begun to harbor thoughts of breaking away from their control.

 Faced with temptation and choice, Great Sage Mitchell vacillated.

 Into light or darkness, which path to follow?

 In a moment of thought.
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 Reality is always brutal. 

 Great Sage Mitchell didn't have much time left.

 His lifespan was about to reach its end.

 To live longer, he had to complete his promotion before his life expired.

 Even if he could delay giving Mr. Xu Jing a definite answer today, he could only push it back for a maximum of one month.

 Great Sage Mitchell knew that Mr. Xu Jing and the Immortal God Civilization Court behind him would not give him another month to slowly deliberate and weigh, oscillating between the Immortal God Civilization and the Wizard Civilization.

 Mr. Xu Jing's visit today was not only another attempt at persuasion but also a confrontation, asking Great Sage Mitchell for a clear response.

 If they couldn't get the response the Celestial Court wanted, Mr. Xu Jing and the Court would completely give up on Great Sage Mitchell, no longer wasting time here, and instead move on to strategize against other wizards.

 It must be known that, in the colonization of the Parallel Universe, Great Sage Mitchell was not the only Level Nine Great Sage.

 There were three other wizards of the same level.

 However, those three Level Nine Great Sages were not like Great Sage Mitchell, whose lifespan was about to end, and who had only a few days left to live if he didn't advance to Saint.

 Those three Level Nine Great Sages had other reasons for colonizing the Parallel Universe and they each had their own fallbacks.

 Even if they couldn't advance to Saint in the Parallel Universe, they could live another thirty to fifty, or even up to a hundred years without problem.

 After weighing all the pros and cons, facing Mr. Xu Jing's emotionless gaze, Great Sage Mitchell nodded softly.

 Immediately after, Great Sage Mitchell spoke, "I can agree, but I have one condition."

 "What condition?"

 Mr. Xu Jing was quite pleased with finally achieving a positive outcome after persistent efforts and was extremely attentive to the "condition" mentioned by Great Sage Mitchell.

 If it wasn't excessive, he could consent on his own without reporting back to the Celestial Court.

 With anticipation, yet appearing calm and composed, he curiously looked at Great Sage Mitchell, waiting for the "condition" to be proposed.

 Great Sage Mitchell did not delay further and said directly, "The condition is simple, that you, Mr. Xu Jing, swear by the Heavenly Dao of the Immortal God Civilization that you will ensure the Court fulfills all its promises to me."

 Having survived the epic war between the Wizard Civilization and the Gods Civilization and seizing opportunities during the rebuilding process of the Wizard Civilization to promote from a Level Eight to a Level Nine Great Sage, becoming a top figure in a region of the Wizard Civilization, Great Sage Mitchell was certainly no pushover.

 Of course, he wouldn't just agree to Mr. Xu Jing and the Celestial Court, becoming essentially a traitor to the Wizard Civilization and the Supreme Council without any safeguards.

 Compared to the Immortal God Civilization Court, Great Sage Mitchell was in an absolute disadvantage.

 But relative to Mr. Xu Jing, Great Sage Mitchell was on equal footing.

 Thus, the strategy for Great Sage Mitchell to secure guarantees was to start with Mr. Xu Jing and further influence the Court.

 Swearing by the Heavenly Dao was indeed the highest level of commitment an individual could make in the Immortal God Civilization.

 "How to swear?"

 Mr. Xu Jing considered briefly and then agreed to Great Sage Mitchell's request.

 This response took Great Sage Mitchell by surprise.

 He had thought that there would be a debate between them on this matter.

 Unexpectedly, Mr. Xu Jing agreed so readily.

 Was it because Mr. Xu Jing was genuine in his heart, certain that the promises of the Celestial Court would be fulfilled, or had the Celestial Court and Mr. Xu Jing already anticipated that Great Sage Mitchell would present such a condition and prepared accordingly?

 Naturally, Great Sage Mitchell began to harbor such doubts.

 But the arrow was already on the string, and he had to shoot.

 Great Sage Mitchell no longer had time to ponder the true motives.

 After a deep look at the very composed Mr. Xu Jing, Great Sage Mitchell stated, "I want Mr. Xu Jing to swear that the Celestial Court will fulfill all its commitments to me before the end of my lifespan; otherwise, Mr. Xu Jing will never achieve the status of a Heavenly Immortal for all his lifetimes."

 Immortal God Civilization, being primarily of 'Immortals' and 'Gods', possesses the grand paths of both 'Immortal' and 'God'.

 The 'Immortal' path is similar to the Wizard Path of the Wizard Civilization, pursuing freedom and great power, controlling rather than relying on rules, with its highest realm akin to that of a Saint, known as 'Heavenly Immortal';

 The 'God' path is similar to the Godly Path of the Gods Civilization, pursuing the power of rules, relying on them, and not forcibly controlling the rules, with its highest realm akin to that of a Supreme God, known as 'Celestial Master'.

 In this respect, the Immortal God Civilization is actually superior to the universe's Wizard Civilization and Gods Civilization, appearing more as a hybrid of both.

 Mr. Xu Jing, who follows the 'Immortal' path and has already achieved the status akin to a Level Nine Great Sage called 'Golden Immortal,' is working hard for the Celestial Court because naturally, his aim is to achieve the highest rank of 'Heavenly Immortal.'

 Great Sage Mitchell's condition indeed hit Mr. Xu Jing's critical point.

 The cost of never achieving the status of a Heavenly Immortal for all his lifetimes was exceedingly high.

 So high that Mr. Xu Jing could not afford it.

 If Mr. Xu Jing was deceiving Great Sage Mitchell, that would be a very, very, very bad deal.

 Then, did Great Sage Mitchell forget that Mr. Xu Jing could still switch to the 'God' path to circumvent the constraints imposed by Great Sage Mitchell's condition?

 Of course not.

 The 'Heavenly Dao' of the Immortal God Civilization, similar to the Wizard World Will of the Wizard Civilization, exhibits a high degree of autonomous intelligence.
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 Once Mr. Xu Jing made the oath to the "Heavenly Dao" as proposed by Great Sage Mitchell, as long as the Celestial Court failed to fulfill any one of the promises to Great Sage Mitchell, Mr. Xu Jing would be forever unable to attain the status of "Heavenly Immortal" or "Celestial Master".

 In the civilization of immortals and gods, "Heavenly Immortal" and "Celestial Master" are equivalent.

 They sit at the same level, with no difference!

 It's the same destination by different paths.

 After hearing the specifics of the "condition" provided by Great Sage Mitchell, Mr. Xu Jing hesitated for quite a long time, which was rare.

 The atmosphere in the room suddenly descended into silent stillness.

 Neither Mr. Xu Jing nor Great Sage Mitchell spoke.

 Great Sage Mitchell waited calmly for Mr. Xu Jing's response, while Mr. Xu Jing seemed to be weighing the pros and cons as well as the possibility of the Celestial Court reneging on its promises.

 The silence lasted for about the time it takes to drink a cup of tea.

 This was Great Sage Mitchell's home ground, and of course, he knew that during this tea time, Mr. Xu Jing was truly deliberating and had not sent out any messages of inquiry to others, or more directly to the Celestial Court.

 Everything was within Great Sage Mitchell's grasp.

 "Fine. I agree."

 Under such an atmosphere, Mr. Xu Jing, facing Great Sage Mitchell's wise and confident gaze, formally agreed to the "condition" proposed by Great Sage Mitchell.

 Deciding to act swiftly to avoid complications that might arise with delay.

 There and then, in front of Great Sage Mitchell, Mr. Xu Jing raised his right hand, thumb tucked in, four fingers pointing straight towards the sky, his expression solemn and serious, his voice slightly deep as he declared loudly, "I, Mr. Xu Jing, Zhang Jixian, hereby swear to the Heavenly Dao, if the Celestial Court agrees to all promises made to Great Sage Mitchell, yet fails to fulfill even one, then for all eternity, I shall not become a 'Heavenly Immortal'."

 As his words fell, a thunderous boom resonated throughout the sea of stars, far and wide.

 In the mysterious reaches of the civilization of immortals and gods, the "Heavenly Dao" heard Mr. Xu Jing's oath and also responded to it.

 This thunderclap echoing through the universe was an acknowledgment.

 The "Heavenly Dao" of the civilization of immortals and gods recognized the establishment of Mr. Xu Jing's vow and endorsed it.

 "Good, Mr. Xu Jing is indeed a remarkable person, and I, Mitchell, admire him immensely."

 After the thunder passed, Great Sage Mitchell, having gotten the "oath" he wanted, immediately said to Mr. Xu Jing, "As such, I fully agree to the 'trade' proposed by the Celestial Court."

 "Pleasure doing business!"

 Mr. Xu Jing stood up, first bowed to Great Sage Mitchell according to the customs of the civilization of immortals and gods,

 then, following the customs of the wizard civilization, extended his right hand and lightly shook hands with Great Sage Mitchell.

 "Our cooperation must be a pleasure indeed!"

 Having made up his mind, Great Sage Mitchell had no further thoughts.

 One path to follow, all the way to the end!

 That was it.

 Neither the Supreme Council nor the five Saints in a distant universe, nor the offices of the Supreme Council and various functional departments of the wizards in a parallel universe, could foresee such a dramatic change occurring here.

 A Ninth Level Great Sage actually betraying the Supreme Council and the wizard civilization in its entirety.

 This was truly unprecedented news!

 As Mr. Xu Jing walked out of the front door of Great Sage Mitchell's residence as usual, attracting the attention of all those present,

 behind the scenes at the residence's back door, all the promises prepared by the Celestial Court for Great Sage Mitchell began to materialize one after another.

 Extremely rare and valuable goods were delivered into Great Sage Mitchell's residence for him to transfer to the divine path of the civilization of immortals and gods.

 From the current situation, it seemed that the Celestial Court was indeed nurturing Great Sage Mitchell's conversion to their cultivation, and genuinely looking forward to Great Sage Mitchell's ascension.

 While Great Sage Mitchell was inventorying the "harvest" of resources, Dean Frist, Link, and Elise Clark were actively using various channels to resolve the issue of the Level Six Sage Legion, from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, surrounding the Four Sects Legions.

 Dean Frist exerted tremendous pressure on the Supreme Council Office and other functional departments.

 On behalf of Dean Frist, Link contacted the Revosorath Academy Advance Team, striving for every possible advantage and creating all favorable conditions that could be created.

 Elise Clark secretly mobilized the network and power she had accumulated over the years, presenting a posture that swore to coexist with the United Corps, to inversely surround the temporary headquarters of the Level Six Sage Legion at the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 With simultaneous pressure applied through various channels, the temporarily dispatched Level Six Sage Legion inside the temporary headquarters of Great Sage Mitchell gradually withdrew its high-pressure stance and ceased its encirclement.

 This change thoroughly stirred up the wizards from the Four Sects Legions who had been trapped.

 The situation was evident, the problem was solved.

 The wizards composing the Four Sects Legions, after ensuring a force sufficient for fundamental defense, began to celebrate jubilantly.

 This outburst completely vented the long-accumulated fire in the hearts of the wizards from the Four Sects Legions.

 In no time, the temporary headquarters became a land of joy and happiness.

 Having seen off Mr. Xu Jing, Great Sage Mitchell, after listening to the situation report from his confidant, couldn't help but smirk and scoff, "Such shallow vision, only seeing a trivial benefit while wasting the majority of better gains."

 While speaking, Great Sage Mitchell leisurely brewed tea.

 This tea was not like any other.

 After arriving in a parallel universe and establishing long-term contacts with the civilization of immortals and gods, Great Sage Mitchell encountered the genuine, original tea leaves.

 For some reason, Great Sage Mitchell very quickly accepted these original tea leaves, fell in love with drinking and appreciating tea, and repeatedly proclaimed that this was the real tea.

 Influenced by Great Sage Mitchell's passionate endorsement, many wizards from the first and second groups sent by the High Council of Wizard's Civilization to pioneer the parallel universe abandoned the Link Grande version of the tea pushed by Ravensmouth College and switched to the original tea leaves of the divine immortal civilization.

 Before long, the tea was ready.

 While sipping his tea, Great Sage Mitchell waited for the real opportunity to arrive.

 And while a celebratory atmosphere engulfed the Four Sects Legions' temporary headquarters, there were always those who remained sober-minded even as the majority celebrated.

 Jasmine was one of such individuals.

 "Did they really withdraw, or is there another scheme at play?"

 Those of shallow thought and the wishful believed unconditionally when the siege imposed by the Level Six Sage Legion at the temporary headquarters of Great Sage Mitchell's Tower was lifted.

 To people like Jasmine, however, there was still something suspicious about the matter.

 Without investigating the specific nature of this suspicion and its impact, Jasmine chose to voice her doubts truthfully.

 "They have indeed withdrawn!"

 After confirming that the Level Six Sage Legion at the temporary headquarters of Great Sage Mitchell's Tower had truly withdrawn all hostile actions, Sage Palo replied to Jasmine's question in a low voice, then added, "But the hostility of Great Sage Mitchell's Tower has now fully emerged, and there may be more troubles ahead."

 While speaking, Sage Palo's hands clenched tightly.

 He did not stop the wizards of the United Corps from celebrating because he agreed that they should vent the pressure they had just endured through the festivity.

 The Four Sects Legions, comprised of three Fourth Level Sage Armies plus Sage Selene's Potion Research Group, had a certain resistance against a Level Six Sage Legion, but if a real armed conflict broke out, the outcome would already be sealed.

 The Four Sects Legions were no match for the Level Six Sage Legion of Great Sage Mitchell's Tower.

 Without any intricate battle tactics, a straightforward assault by the Level Six Sage Legion, complemented by a decapitation strike aimed at the four Fourth Level Sages to cripple the command system of the Four Sects Legions, would suffice to annihilate them entirely.

 Logically, the strongest point should have become the enemy's breakthrough.

 This fact awakened Sage Palo.

 Sage Cody, Sage Selene, and Jasmine felt the same.

 The recent overt aggression by Great Sage Mitchell's Tower ignited an intense desire for power in the hearts of the four Fourth Level Sages.

 On the long road to advancement, they sought to reach new heights.
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 The situation with the Four Sects Legions being besieged has come to a temporary close.

 Many people have since become busier than before, without a moment's rest.

 Take Mr. Xu Jing, for instance, Dean Frist, Elise Clark...

 These three were already extremely busy individuals, constantly besieged by all kinds of matters; this time, they became even busier, endlessly occupied.

 In contrast, Link found himself with more leisure time, just as he had for nearly the past three years.

 Although many events were closely related to him, they somehow never implicated him personally.

 It was as if he was an outsider to it all.

 In reality, many people, including Link himself, knew that Link Grande's leisure was only because he was right in the center of the storm, in the eye of it.

 When the eye of the storm would begin to move, and the storm would sweep over, Link wouldn't be able to find leisure even if he wanted it.

 Link had long been psychologically prepared for this.

 Mastering the ability to endure solitude and to maintain diligence was a lesson Link had newly learned in the Human Immortal Martial World, from his Master Li Shuwen.

 Thus, Link was neither angered by being set aside during his time in the Wizard civilization nor infuriated by continuing to be sidelined after arriving in the Parallel Universe.

 From an outsider's perspective, the image of Wizard Link Grande began to shift, different people developing different perceptions.

 One perception was that Wizard Link Grande could remain composed and had his own depths; he was not impetuous due to temporary gains and losses or honor and disgrace.

 Those who held this view, like Dean Frist, Great Sage Revo, and Great Sage Seuss, would continue to invest heavily in him.

 Another view was that while Link Grande still had his talents and strength, he had lost his upward striving spirit.

 Those holding this opinion, like Great Sage Mitchell and Mr. Xu Jing, would either wait and see or suppress him.

 Mr. Xu Jing was the one watching.

 Great Sage Mitchell was the one taking actual action to suppress.

 Jasmine Mitchell had the fortune to witness the various arrangements against Link Grande and the Four Sects Legions and, puzzled, asked directly, "Great-Grandfather, I have never quite understood why we always target Wizard Grande?"

 Great Sage Mitchell was cold by nature, prioritizing interests above all else.

 All emotional ties, in his view, got pushed aside without a second thought.

 Including familial affection.

 Jasmine was the only member of the Mitchell Family to receive some preferential treatment from Great Sage Mitchell.

 Not much, but sufficient for Jasmine to dare to ask such a question at this time.

 Great Sage Mitchell replied indifferently, "It's not that I want to target Link Grande, but the Supreme Council and the current situation are forcing my hand against him."

 "I don't understand."

 Jasmine shook her head in a simple-minded manner, as if truly unable to grasp the meaning of his words.

 Old and cunning.

 How could Great Sage Mitchell not see through Jasmine's little schemes, and how could he not know that she was acting naive and clever?

 It didn't matter to him.

 In fact, Great Sage Mitchell often appreciated this kind of behavior.

 At least it made him feel alive and well.

 It was a very strange state of being, one that even Great Sage Mitchell couldn't explain why it had arisen.

 At that moment, Jasmine posed another question, "Great-Grandfather, how should we deal with the High Council?"

 As her words fell, Jasmine waited anxiously for Great Sage Mitchell's reaction.

 She did not ask out of personal curiosity, but rather as a spokesperson for the Mitchell family.

 There's strength in numbers.

 Many Mitchells together, including Sages and Great Sages, formed a collective will that Jasmine could not defy.

 After all, Great Sage Mitchell's slight favoritism towards her did not equate to excessive indulgence.

 In other words, Great Sage Mitchell was never Jasmine's backer.

 Jasmine could not leverage Great Sage Mitchell's preferential treatment for any privileges.

 Her position in the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was roughly what any Tier 3 wizard could expect—slightly higher, at best.

 Therefore, although Jasmine did not dare to ask this question, she had no choice but to muster the courage and ask it.

 In this remote conversation, neither party was someone Jasmine could afford to offend.

 Great Sage Mitchell looked at her indifferently, his eyes deeply boring into her, remaining silent.

 Even without exerting any pressure, just that look from Great Sage Mitchell nearly killed Jasmine on the spot.

 Barely recovering a bit of strength, Jasmine felt her heart had jumped into her throat and dared not breathe loudly to calm her erratic heartbeat.

 Jasmine could only endure the pain that felt much like a drowning person choking on water.

 "I'm not dead yet!"

 Just as Jasmine thought of a way to recover discreetly, a whisper from Great Sage Mitchell, eerie in its tone, scared her so much her eyes rolled back, and she fell backward, collapsing to the ground.

 Unfortunately, she couldn't quite faint, nor did she dare to pretend.

 Jasmine could only stand up quickly, feeling even more in agony.

 How does that saying in the Immortal Martial civilization go again?

 When the gods fight, the mortals suffer.

 Jasmine felt that her current predicament was exactly that.

 At that moment, Jasmine sincerely did not want Great Sage Mitchell's preferential treatment anymore.

 It would be better not to have it at all.

 "You go back and tell them,"

 Great Sage Mitchell didn't care about Jasmine's condition and spoke for himself, "Before I die, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell will always be the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell. No one else has the right to dictate its course. Want to break away from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, leave the Mitchell Family and become lapdogs of the Supreme Council? Fine. Just return what I've given them."
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 "Yes, Great-Grandfather." 

 Jasmine responded with a tremble, then hastily but cautiously took small steps to leave.

 Once she was far away, Jasmine gasped for air and used witchcraft to calm herself down.

 Even after her heart rate and breathing stabilized, Jasmine still couldn't feel at ease.

 She still had to deliver a message to those Mitchells.

 And she had no idea what fate would befall her after delivering it.

 With a heart full of unease, Jasmine arrived at the meeting place designated by those Mitchells.

 Strangely enough, those Mitchells had already guessed that Great Sage Mitchell would not kill her for her somewhat presumptuous inquiries.

 Where did this confidence come from?

 Jasmine had her suspicions but dared not think too deeply about it.

 Being a foolish pawn seemed more suitable for survival.

 The more you know, the more trouble you have, the more danger you face.

 "How did it go?"

 Just as Jasmine arrived at the designated spot, a Level Eight Great Sage with a face very similar to Great Sage Mitchell's inquired.

 Between those known publicly and those in the shadows, the Mitchell family now boasted a Level Nine Great Sage and two Level Eight Great Sages.

 Both in terms of high-end strength and overall power, they were stronger than Ravensmouth College.

 A pity how times had changed.

 This Level Eight Great Sage was from the third generation of the Mitchell family.

 By blood relation and seniority, he was Great Sage Mitchell's own grandson but had now become the leader of the "double-hearted" Mitchells.

 Jasmine, who revered Great Sage Mitchell, naturally held the same regard for this Level Eight Great Sage.

 She didn't dare delay and quickly relayed the exact words of Great Sage Mitchell.

 She even imitated his tone.

 After repeating the message, Jasmine nervously awaited the reaction of the Level Eight Great Sage.

 It would be best not to be sent as a messenger again.

 It was simply too stimulating, too dangerous.

 If she inadvertently angered either side, she would have nowhere to be buried when she died.

 "That's enough, you may go now."

 A light wave from the third-generation Level Eight Great Sage granted Jasmine a reprieve as if she had been pardoned.

 "Thank you, Great Sage."

 Jasmine didn't dare linger and bolted away swiftly.

 The assembled Mitchells harboring second thoughts were all silent, waiting for their leader to speak up and take a stand.

 Were they to "rein in at the edge of the cliff" and rededicate themselves to the greater interests of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, to "cut losses" and neither defect nor make an effort but simply lay low, or to "sever righteousness from kinship" and fully switch allegiance to the Supreme Council to expose Great Sage Mitchell's conspiratorial plans?

 It was all dependent on the whim of the third-generation Level Eight Great Sage.

 At a time when the Mitchell family faced a crisis of division within the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell, Link, who had been idle, finally had something to do.

 Dean Frist rushed back to the Secret Base of Ravensmouth College and took Link to a certain place.

 After coming to the Parallel Universe, the always elusive and seemingly vanished Lotson Grande had sent an invitation to meet.

 When Link and Dean Frist arrived at the agreed location, Lotson had already been waiting for a while.

 At Lotson's side was a person who was obviously from the Immortal God Civilization World.

 This person's energy was weak, equivalent to a Third-class wizard apprentice of the wizard civilization, quite ordinary.

 The only notable thing was this person's appearance, which was almost identical to Link's.

 Even their height and body shape were the same.

 If this person were to dress as a wizard, especially in the standard wizard's attire from the Junior Division of Ravensmouth College, and claim to be Third-class Wizard Apprentice Stage Link Grande, nobody would suspect a thing.

 Upon seeing this person for the first time, Link had a very peculiar feeling.

 It was as though this person was another himself.

 No!

 Not another himself, but a counterpart from a Parallel Universe!

 "Explain?"

 Link pressed down the strange feeling in his heart and looked toward his own blood brother, the reincarnated Mysterious Saint Wizard, Lotson Grande.

 A reincarnate should act the part of a reincarnate.

 Except when discussing serious matters, Lotson Grande mostly behaved in a way that matched his outward age.

 Like now, facing Link's question, Lotson shrugged his shoulders with a childish pout, "There's nothing much to explain. I just wandered around following my instincts and stumbled upon this person."

 As he spoke, Lotson recreated the scene of his encounter with the person with a wave of his hand.

 In the light screen that formed out of nowhere, Lotson disguised himself as a person from the Immortal God Civilization and was strolling in the homeland of the Immortal God Civilization World.

 Or rather, it seemed like a stroll, but he was actually looking for something.

 Both Link and Dean Frist noticed this, but neither of them pointed it out and quietly watched the light screen.

 As Lotson walked, he suddenly encountered this person, who seemed very likely to be Link's counterpart from a Parallel Universe.

 After replaying the scene of the chance meeting and the process of bringing this person here, Lotson turned his head with a crooked smile, revealing a mischievously charming grin, "Now the question arises, why didn't the Celestial Court of the Immortal God Civilization pay attention to Link's counterpart from a Parallel Universe?"

 Seeing that his words caught the attention of both Dean Frist and Link, Lotson scoffed with a mocking smile, "Or could it be that they already knew and just didn't act, waiting for us to make the discovery? Could it be a part of 'fate's' arrangement?"

 This sentence was somewhat convoluted.

 The Wizard civilization does not believe in "fate," but Lotson's previous life, the Saint of Nostrodamus, was a Mysterious Saint who specialized in prophecy and curses.

 Prophecy is, in a way, an early glimpse into the possibilities of "fate."

 During the process of assimilating other civilizations, the Wizard civilization also obtained and digested some of the studies on "fate" from other cultures.

 Among them, a phrase linked "fate" with "light."

 That is, within the light cone, there lies fate.

 From this perspective, "fate" indeed exists.

 So, in essence, the Wizard civilization does not believe in "fate," yet they recognize the existence of "fate."

 As a reincarnate who specialized in prophecy and curses of the Mysterious System, Lotson should be the person among the four present who most acknowledges the existence of "fate."

 However, the tone of Lotson's speech seemed to greatly disdain the concept of "fate's" arrangement.

 Link, the person concerned, didn't pay attention to the sarcasm in Lotson's words and just stared thoughtfully at the person who might be his counterpart from a Parallel Universe.

 Dean Frist picked up on Lotson's lead and said in a deep voice, "It's not 'fate's' arrangement, but the Celestial Court's."

 "How so?"

 Lotson asked with a laugh.

 "In the Celestial Court, there are many beings who hold power over things closely related or compatible with 'fate,' such as 'fortune,' 'disaster,' 'longevity,' 'prosperity,' and 'marital ties.' Among them is a being whose status and strength are no less than your previous life's Celestial Master. If you could just casually stumble upon Link's counterpart, it's unreasonable that the Celestial Court wouldn't notice. They didn't control or closely monitor the counterpart, likely for other reasons," Dean Frist slowly expressed his speculation.

 "What reasons?"

 Lotson asked again, and he seemed eager to hear what Dean Frist would say next.

 Dean Frist glanced at Lotson, who seemed to know everything but pretended ignorance, and then fell silent.

 Legend has it that the Saint of Nostrodamus was extremely composed and reserved in speech.

 However, in Dean Frist's dealings with Lotson, such a demeanor was only apparent when discussing serious matters.

 The less Lotson seemed to care about something, the more indifferent his attitude was.

 So, Dean Frist realized that Lotson must have uncovered some secrets about the counterpart.

 The previous performance was merely a charade.

 "Boring!"

 Upon realizing that his little ruse had been discovered, Lotson pouted and shrugged his shoulders.

 Nevertheless, Lotson quickly dropped all pretense of insouciance and became serious, solemnly saying, "Strictly speaking, this person is not Link's counterpart from a Parallel Universe, but rather the True Spirit affinity..."

 Before Lotson could finish, Link had already made his move.

 Link raised his right hand, with the index and middle fingers brought together, and gently touched the spot between the eyebrows of the one suspected to be the counterpart.

 Mental Power and Mana were completely dormant, unutilized.

 It was the technique of a Human Immortal Martial Artist, to "break through the void and see God," that activated from the outside in, coercing the "divinity" of the suspected counterpart to surface.

 At the same time, Link's own "divinity," or the "True Spirit" that was invisible to both the naked eye and spiritual power, exited his body through the crown of his head.

 With the two "divinities" facing each other, their differences were immediately apparent upon comparison.

 No matter the disguise, a ghost remains a ghost.
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 There is a phrase: "vividly lifelike."

 Link's out-of-body True Spirit was just like that, radiating an incredibly vivid sense of life.

 The purported counterpart's True Spirit, on the other hand, was deathly still, not at all nimble.

 It was even less than the fire of the undead from the Undead Civilization World.

 It didn't seem like a creature at all, but more like a broken True Spirit that a great being had fished out from the Long River of Time, patched up haphazardly, a plaything pasted together.

 "Ha!"

 Lotson let out a weird laugh, then said with regret, "I was just about to unveil the mystery when you discovered it yourself."

 "Discovered what?"

 Link asked in response, his puzzled look genuinely from the heart.

 "You don't understand?"

 This time, it was Lotson's turn to be suspicious.

 "I don't."

 Link shook his head while retracting his out-of-body True Spirit, and candidly replied, "All I sensed was that his True Spirit was different."

 As he said this, Link couldn't help but recall his experiences in the Human Immortal Martial World.

 Those memories were covered by a layer of frosted glass, not clear, even harder to deeply immerse in, like watching an old-fashioned black-and-white movie.

 Yet images and sounds were still there, always available for reflection.

 The training, research, and breakthroughs made on the Human Immortal Martial Way were undeniably real.

 Link had not only established the Construction Wizard Sect based on Martial Arts Constructor but had also drawn substantial nourishment from the Human Immortal Martial Way system.

 Such was the development and growth of wizard civilization.

 Inclusive and tolerant, it embraces everything.

 Never looking down on other civilizations, but exceedingly proficient at drawing sustenance from them to augment itself.

 Therefore, the significance of the Human Immortal Martial World to Link was far beyond merely being his Destiny World.

 With this realization sprouting deep inside his heart, Link suddenly felt touched.

 The barrier between a Fourth Level Sage and a Level Five Sage was gone.

 Should Link will it, he could ascend at any time.

 "Hmm?"

 "Oh?"

 The fluctuation of Qi that suddenly disappeared from Link's body was still detected by Dean Frist and Lotson.

 Both of them let out sounds of puzzlement almost simultaneously, looking at Link with an unspeakable perplexity.

 Was this a case of diligent accumulation leading to sudden success, or just a stroke of insight?

 An affair intended to discern truth from false and probe into underlying motives had somehow turned into an opportunity for ascension.

 Such a promotion seemed far too easy!

 However, Dean Frist and Lotson were both quite worldly and wise.

 Especially Lotson, who had seen all kinds of geniuses.

 The two were only surprised for a moment before they collected their emotions and focused on the matter at hand.

 Lotson continued a topic that was interrupted by the operation of Link's out-of-body True Spirit, explaining, "Strictly speaking, this person isn't Link's counterpart from a Parallel Universe, but merely has a highly similar True Spirit essence. The Immortal God Tomorrow Court can anchor a layout based on the high similarity of True Spirit essence, and make some arrangements related to Link at the 'fate' level."

 "So, the layout Mr. Xu Jing made in the Human Immortal Martial World came about this way?"

 Link, upon hearing this, immediately asked with concern.

 "Of course."

 Lotson nodded, then added another comment, "Although Mr. Xu Jing holds a high position, comparable to a Level Nine Great Sage, he alone cannot cross the universe with his arrangements. Even if the passageway between the two universes has been destined to open thousands of years ago, and there isn't a passage for personnel to traverse, information exchange can still occur between the two universes."

 Dean Frist then spoke up, asking, "So you believe that the arrangements made for Link in the so-called Human Immortal Martial World is a collective act of the Immortal God Tomorrow Court?"

 "At the very least, it's a collective act of the Heavenly Master's Mansion, and the Ancestor Heavenly Master, who holds a position equivalent to that of the Saint, definitely participated in it."

 Lotson answered with utmost assurance.

 However, the mere mention of 'Ancestor Heavenly Master' didn't bring a sense of resolved confusion to Dean Frist; instead, his expression grew very grave.

 The position of a Saint had one particular trait: speak of their title, and they would be informed.

 Based on the profound connections, a Saint could lock on to the person who spoke their title, despite the vast distances of the void.

 Lotson was the reincarnation of The Saint of Nostrodam, specialized in prophecies and curses.

 According to the terminology of the Immortal God Civilization, he had extremely high expertise in divining and concealing heavenly secrets.

 But Dean Frist and Link weren't like that.

 Lotson could afford to speak of the Ancestor Heavenly Master's name, but even if Dean Frist and Link didn't mention it, just being there meant they would inevitably be known to the Ancestor Heavenly Master.

 An encounter with just Mr. Xu Jing was already a great headache for Dean Frist, feeling quite difficult to handle.

 To have another, more formidable Ancestor Heavenly Master included,

 wouldn't that mean that Ravensmouth College was directly confronting the West Coast Element Wizard Saint and the under-his-command Elemental Secrets Society that governs the West Coast?

 In other words, that would be seeking death!

 "Don't worry, nothing will happen."

 Lotson, noticing Dean Frist's concerns, waved his hand nonchalantly and reassured, "With me here, he won't sense anything that has happened."

 "Is that so?"

 The supposed counterpart suddenly spoke, his voice ancient, revealing the density of extensive time, "I might not be able to sense, but can't I still hear?"

 This sudden change startled Dean Frist.

 Link instinctively took a few steps back, increasing the distance from the supposed counterpart.

 The Pentagram on his forehead shone brightly, and his Life-bound Outfit along with other series of outfits were ready to be activated at any moment.

 Whether to fight, defend, flee, or survive to the utmost, all lay within a single thought.
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 Lotson, full of confidence, hadn't anticipated such an event and was caught off guard as well.

 When he found this suspected counterpart, he had conducted an extremely thorough inspection.

 From the inside out, top to bottom, he found no suspicious aspect whatsoever.

 Who would have thought he would be duped? He felt quite embarrassed and annoyed.

 But whether it was Dean Frist, Link, or Lotson himself, they all were individuals with strong composure.

 After a very brief moment of shock, the three quickly regained their calm.

 Dean Frist and Link exchanged a glance, and with great tacit understanding, they handed the lead in the conversation over to Lotson.

 It was left to this reincarnation of the Saint of Nostrodamus to confront the Ancestor Heavenly Master from the Immortal God Tomorrow Court's Heavenly Master's Mansion—equivalent to a wizard civilization's Saint Position.

 Lotson, paying no heed to the careful thoughts and calculations of Dean Frist and Link, took a step forward and questioned the suspected counterpart now controlled by the Ancestor Heavenly Master, "Ancestor Heavenly Master, how did you escape my inspection?"

 "It doesn't matter whether I evaded it or not."

 Confronted with Lotson's direct question, the Ancestor Heavenly Master waved his hand and chuckled, "I simply had the advantage of being the first to act. This body was refined by me, this True Spirit was assembled by me. As for things created by my hand, retrieving them is hardly difficult, is it?"

 "I see."

 Lotson nodded, understanding the crux of the matter.

 Built-in backdoors are indeed difficult to guard against.

 Without dwelling on this matter any further, Lotson asked directly, "May I know what you, Ancestor Heavenly Master, have plotted so meticulously and revealed yourself for?"

 The response of the Ancestor Heavenly Master was quite simple, and with another chuckle, he said, "My descendants always say that your wizard civilization values direct communication, preferring straightforwardness over beating around the bush. It seems to be true, I see it now, quite direct indeed."

 "Heh..."

 Lotson let out a cold laugh, showing no intent to continue the conversation.

 His attitude was clear.

 If you don't answer my question, and keep beating around the bush, it's useless.

 Since you've shown yourself, you must have a plan; let's see how long you can keep evading.

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master, oblivious to Lotson's intention and seeing that Lotson wasn't pursuing the matter further, turned away from him, looking instead at Link who made no effort to conceal his wariness, and greeted with a smile, "Long time no see."

 This greeting immediately gave rise to countless questions in Link's mind.

 Have we met?

 I don't think so.

 If not, then how can it be 'long time no see'?

 Dean Frist was also puzzled and looked forward to what explanation the Ancestor Heavenly Master would give.

 Lotson, not annoyed by being ignored by the Ancestor Heavenly Master, simply observed his every word and action.

 Suppressing the questions that kept welling up in his heart, Link, under the Ancestor Heavenly Master's gaze, calmly retorted, "Ancestor Heavenly Master, when have we met?"

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master let out a hearty laugh, "At that time, your True Spirit was oblivious, you do not remember, but I remember very clearly. Although it was more than seventeen hundred years ago, it remains vivid in my mind."

 "Please, Ancestor Heavenly Master, enlighten me."

 Link pondered for a moment and, following the etiquette of the Immortal God civilization, bowed respectfully.

 Dean Frist and Lotson both listened intently, keen to hear the "past events" from the mouth of the Ancestor Heavenly Master.

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master lifted his right hand, with the index and middle fingers together, he touched the forehead of the body, forcing out the somber True Spirit, and spoke gravely:

 "That year, I roamed the starry sky, exploring the limits of the cosmos, tracing back along the Long River of Time.

 Throughout the journey, I faced various difficulties, each overcome in turn, until I finally arrived at the source of the Long River of Time.

 The timelines of various universes may be long or short, fast or slow, each with its differences.

 But only at the source, it seems, are they connected.

 At the source, the barriers between universes are weakened to the extreme.

 While they still prevent direct communication between different universes, it is possible to convey messages through certain means.

 Because of this property, I encountered the True Spirit Saint of your Supreme Council at the headwaters of our respective universes' timelines.

 Afterward, across the barrier of our two universes, we had a very hasty exchange and established a principle of mutual assistance between the Immortal God civilization and the wizard civilization.

 The True Spirit Saint left first, and I continued to stay, observing the source of the Long River of Time.

 Just then, a great battle erupted at the source of the other universe's Long River of Time."

 The intensity of the battle was so great that it even disturbed the source of the time stream in that universe, affecting even my side.

 Although the impact was negligible, I could not ignore it and thus intervened to smooth the origin of the time stream.

 Had I not acted, it would have been fine, but with that intervention, trouble arose.

 The barrier at the origin of time in that universe somehow developed a small hole.

 Two beams of light burst forth from that small hole.

 At that time, I was busy stabilizing the time stream and couldn't act in time to stop them, I could only watch helplessly as the two beams of light dispersed.

 Afterwards, one beam of light disappeared without a trace, while the other, quite miraculously, passed through the connection between your and my universes, entering your Wizard civilization's starry sky.

 Later on, when I found a moment, I traced back what I had observed, and that's when I discovered that within those two beams of light lay two True Spirits."

 At this point, the Ancestor Heavenly Master paused, then looking at Link, continued, "You are the True Spirit that entered the Wizard civilization's starry sky, losing some insignificant residues in the process, which I gathered and crafted into what you refer to as the homologous body."

 Having listened to the Ancestor Heavenly Master's explanation of the origins, Link sank into deep thought.

 Dean Frist's eyebrows were tightly furrowed, deep in thought as to what he might be pondering.

 Lotson curiously asked, "Did the other beam of light truly vanish without a trace? I'm not so sure, Ancestor Heavenly Master. The extent of the Saints' capabilities is unknown to others, but I am well aware. I don't believe that the Ancestor Heavenly Master was so preoccupied at the time that he couldn't act, let alone track it."

 "Indeed, it vanished without a trace."

 Facing the skepticism, the Ancestor Heavenly Master chuckled lightly before replying earnestly, "That is the truth. If you do not believe it, I will not force you to."

 "Heh..."

 Lotson let out a cold laugh, his disbelief clear.

 Disbelief is disbelief.

 At that moment, Link emerged from his thoughts and asked earnestly yet directly, "Ancestor Heavenly Master, I wonder what you hope to gain from all this effort you've put into me?"

 "Gain what?"

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master repeated a few words from Link's inquiry, then said, "Actually, there's not much, first, I want to know what exactly happened at the source of the time stream in that universe at the time, and second, I aim to find the whereabouts of the other beam of light through you."

 "Through me?"

 Link was puzzled, "Why would you want to find out the whereabouts of the other beam of light? Why could it be found through me?"

 "The reasons relate to the secrets of the Celestial Court, which I am not at liberty to disclose."

 This time, the Ancestor Heavenly Master did not answer every question but rather, with an apologetic tone, stated, "Little Buddy, Link, I have shown myself this time without any ulterior motive, it was just a sudden whim to greet you. Once my impulse subsides, I shall return. I am leaving now, until we meet again."

 As his voice faded, the consciousness of the Ancestor Heavenly Master disappeared from the body of the presumed homologous body.

 Before Lotson could react, the presumed homologous body began to fade away from the feet up, as if it was being erased by a rubber from a drawing on paper.

 In a moment, all traces of the presumed homologous body had vanished.

 "Impressive technique."

 Lotson exclaimed sincerely.

 Status is status, realm is realm, power is power.

 These three must not be conflated.

 Lotson, as the reincarnation of the Saint of Nostrodamus, could forcibly return to the Saint Position through some arrangements made before his past life's end.

 However, the restoration process for his Wizard realm and strength would be necessary.

 To put it unpleasantly, Lotson's current state was having high standards but low ability.

 He had just managed to discern what the Ancestor Heavenly Master wanted to do, but was unable to react in time and act to prevent it.

 This was the Ancestor Heavenly Master's response.

 In answer to Lotson's previous arrogant claim, "While I am here, he won't be able to sense what's happening."

 "Indeed, an impressive technique."

 At this time, Dean Frist also expressed his sentiment.

 Only, his perspective was quite different from Lotson's.

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master left as quietly as he had appeared, waving his sleeve without a cloud in tow.

 Yet he left behind many mysteries.

 Those who speak in riddles should all die!
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 ``` 

 The visit of the Ancestor Heavenly Master had a naturally tremendous impact.

 However, this impact was confined solely to the trio of Link, Dean Frist, and Lotson, and did not spread further.

 Guided by the Supreme Council Office in the Immortal Civilization, the advance team from Ravensmouth College, as well as other wizard forces that had arrived in the parallel universe, proceeded with the planned orderly tiered assault on the demon civilization.

 Just as the wizard civilization would not provide their "territory" to the immortal civilization for free, the immortal civilization also would not provide their "territory" to the wizard civilization without charge.

 This isn't a pointless statement.

 The wizard organization forces that came to the parallel universe need to fight against the demon civilization to seize resources and territory if they want to establish a foothold.

 The Four Sects Legions, affiliated with the advance team of Ravensmouth College, received orders from the advance team shortly after resolving the encirclement by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell's Level Six Sage Legion.

 An order is an order, the Four Sects Legions had no room for bargaining, nor did they have the right to disregard the order.

 The military flag of the High Council Office in the Immortal Civilization points the way for wizard organization forces like the Four Sects Legions, eager to gain benefits in the parallel universe, to forge ahead desperately.

 As the dean of Ravensmouth College, Frist Diomand could naturally not be absent at such a critical moment.

 The highest leader of the Ravensmouth College advance team could only be Dean Frist.

 If nothing else arose, Link could, of course, have joined the Four Sects Legions to fight alongside Jasmine.

 Unfortunately, Link was quite prone to troubles and always had other matters to deal with.

 On the side of the immortal civilization, whether it be the Celestial Court or its affiliated Heavenly Master's Mansion, there had been no actions directed at Link following the Ancestor Heavenly Master's sudden visit.

 Link could be said to have regained some leisure time.

 However, leisure could not last long.

 Lotson had recovered from the blow dealt by the Ancestor Heavenly Master's methods and began his "fact-finding" travels again.

 This time, Lotson also specifically dragged Link along.

 Initially, Link was actually unwilling to go on the so-called "fact-finding" trip with Lotson.

 Putting aside the Four Sects Legions, which was official business, Link was loath to part with his wife, Jasmine, alone.

 However, Lotson convinced Link with just a few simple sentences.

 "You should have realized by now that when you came to this universe and this immortal civilization, you would inevitably encounter one trouble after another. Moreover, the troubles you face are not easily resolved. Do you want to bring trouble to your wife now?"

 Many things are clearer to those on the outside.

 Because they only need to weigh the gains and losses of interest without being swayed by emotions.

 To Lotson, even if one counts his blood relation with Link in this life, Jasmine Kidman is a complete stranger.

 Whether Jasmine Kidman lives a happy or tragic life, alive or dead, has no impact on Lotson.

 Thus, Lotson's advice made Link, who was already aware of this aspect, even more determined.

 That was to handle the troubles himself and not bring them to Jasmine.

 "Let's go."

 After agreeing to Lotson, Link checked his equipment and condition at the fastest speed, ensuring everything was in order, and turned to urge Lotson who, for some reason, suddenly started dawdling.

 "Let's go."

 Lotson, having looked back again and again without seeing what he wished to see, reluctantly set out on the journey, and once more began his "fact-finding" visits through various territories of the immortal civilization.

 "What are you looking at?"

 Walking along the road, Link asked out of curiosity.

 "I'm not looking at anything."

 Lotson, not very keen on giving a straight answer to this question, chose to be evasive.

 Unyielding, Link asked again, "What are you waiting for?"

 Even though the question changed, it was still about the same thing.

 This made Lotson feel rather uncomfortable.

 "I'm not waiting for anything."

 At this moment, he had put aside the "dignity" of the reincarnation of a Saint, resorting to the emotional reactions typical of an adolescent boy, sometimes childish, and he snapped in annoyance, "Can you shut up? No one will think you're mute if you don't speak!"

 "Oh."

 Link responded indifferently, then changed the subject, as if muttering to himself yet seemingly speaking deliberately to Lotson, "Is someone watching to see if the Ancestor Heavenly Master has any other moves left? Or are you just waiting for the Ancestor Heavenly Master to show up again?"

 "You're overthinking it."

 Lotson gave Link a sideways glance and grunted irritably.

 "Oh."

 Link responded again nonchalantly, the corners of his mouth curling into a smile, about to continue making teasing remarks.

 Prodding someone's sore spot was not a skill exclusive to Lotson.

 Since Lotson could bluntly point out that Link was a trouble magnet, Link could also target Lotson's discomforts.

 If Lotson were now the complete reincarnation of a Saint, Link would have had no way to handle him.

 Unfortunately for him.

 Unfortunately, Lotson must live a complete life for better "growth."

 On ordinary days, Lotson had to maintain the state of an adolescent.

 Only at special moments, such as interacting with Dean Frist, Great Sage Revo, or Great Sage Seuss, or in the recent encounter with the Ancestor Heavenly Master of the immortal civilization, would Lotson groom himself like an adult.
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 ``` 

 "Shut up! Don't speak!"

 Seeing that the situation was not good, Nostro Grande, not wanting to be provoked into losing his temper again, hurriedly shouted out before Link could speak.

 "Alright, alright, I'll shut up."

 Link smiled happily, as some of his frustration over not being able to fight side by side with his wife due to his mischievous nature dissipated.

 When a contradiction cannot be effectively resolved, the best way to deal with it is to shift the focus.

 Now, by calling out Nostro Grande's shortcomings, Link had shifted away from his own frustration.

 With a sullen demeanor, Nostro Grande led Link to the place where he had "accidentally" encountered a person he suspected to be Link's counterpart from a parallel universe, continuing on the itinerary he had long planned.

 "Are you familiar with the civilization of gods and immortals?"

 During the journey to the encounter location, Link kept observing Nostro Grande's behavior.

 He noticed that Nostro Grande didn't use "navigation" and managed to find the right route precisely in what should be a foreign starry sky.

 Not only did he not make any mistakes, but he also took many shortcuts that were not marked on the star maps, shortening the travel time.

 "Not familiar."

 Nostro Grande flatly denied, casually explaining, "I have more advanced star maps than you have."

 "There's such a thing? I don't believe it."

 Link spread his hands, "Unless you show me your star maps."

 Nostro Grande turned his head away and gave Link a glance, indicating no intention to fulfill this request.

 "Stingy!"

 Link muttered under his breath and withdrew his hands.

 For some reason, Link's words and actions during this outing with Nostro Grande were somewhat out of character compared to his usual self.

 It seemed that the experience of seeing his True Spirit as a God Seeing Realm martial artist with the statement "break the void, and you shall see God" had allowed Link to have an enlightening experience of self-awareness.

 Some emotions and feelings that should have been released during the natural process of growth, which Link had deliberately suppressed for various reasons, were now finding their way out.

 Perhaps this is why many old people are called "old urchins" or "old children."

 Their suppressed natures are being released.

 At heart, Link is a mischievous person who loves jokes and enjoys playing pranks.

 The name "Do Anything Freely" is a reflection of this.

 Nostro Grande gave Link a once-over and said meaningfully, "Remember your current state, experience it fully, and engrave it in your memory, it will help you."

 Upon hearing this, Link contemplated, and then smiled, "That must be from your own experience, it definitely makes sense, thank you. In return, let me also give you a heads-up."

 "What's that?"

 "Having experience is good. However, in my opinion, experience should be used as a reference, not copied directly. Since you are already re-experiencing 'growth' in life, why not try to re-experience 'cultivation' in life again?"

 "What do you mean?"

 "I'm increasingly feeling that cultivating too fast is not entirely good, as it can lead to an unstable foundation. Your situation is naturally different from mine, but reincarnation is reincarnation, even if there has been some maneuvering, and your True Spirit has not restructured or become obscured, the Wizard World Will still recognizes your Saint Position. However, The Saint of Nostrodamus is The Saint of Nostrodamus, Nostro Grande or Lotson Grande are Nostro Grande or Lotson Grande. There is ultimately a difference."

 "Thank you for the heads-up."

 After a serious conversation, the two fell silent again, each resorting to disguises.

 Two wizards walking in the realm of the civilization of gods and immortals without disguises would attract odd looks and attention too easily.

 Nostro Grande and Link were not trying to avoid the surveillance of the Celestial Court to do something sneaky, they simply wanted to avoid unnecessary troubles as much as possible.

 During the process of disguising, both Link and Nostro Grande were lost in thought.

 Especially Nostro Grande, who occasionally had a sharp glint appear in his eyes.

 Link's reminder had struck a chord with Nostro Grande and was very worthy of his attention.

 It also meant that Nostro Grande's favor of reminding Link not to bring trouble to Jasmine Kidman had been repaid.

 Before long, the two completed their disguises, clothed in deep robes with exceptional auras and extraordinary elegance.

 No matter how you looked at them, they did not appear to be wizards from another universe, but rather cultivators of the civilization of gods and immortals from this universe.

 After checking each other for any flaws, they stepped out of the hideout where they had been disguising themselves.

 Walking in cities and villages that felt ancient to Link, he realized that Nostro Grande was truly wandering aimlessly.

 Link could tell that Nostro Grande was looking for something, and he was doing so based on intuition.

 It seemed that even Nostro Grande himself did not know what he was looking for, whether he sought something alive or inanimate, human or otherwise.

 ```

 Lotson's attitude towards "fate" and his transmigrated identity as a Mysterious Sage Wizard made Link suspect that Lotson was pursuing the guidance of "fate."

 If that were the case, then why did Lotson insist on involving Link?

 Having repaid Lotson the favor of warning him about the troubles and dangers, Link no longer held back and smoothly began to question Lotson's motive for insisting on bringing him along for a "plein-air excursion."

 Combining this with the somewhat abnormal behavior Lotson displayed before they set off, Link had some speculations in his mind.

 "What are you thinking about?"

 Lotson, who was looking around as they walked, noticed Link's preoccupied expression and suddenly asked.

 "I'm wondering what exactly you're looking for and why you had to involve me."

 Link did not hide anything, expressing honestly what was on his mind.

 Sincerity is always the ultimate move.

 Responding to sincerity with sincerity, and to truthful words with truth.

 Link made his stance clear, I won't conceal anything from you, so don't brush me off.

 Lotson understood the message that Link was conveying and fell silent in thought.

 After a short while, Lotson's contemplation yielded a result.

 He also candidly said, "I'm searching for a star, and also searching for a beam of light."

 "A star? What star?"

 Link asked with confusion.

 The beam of light might very well be that which the Ancestor Heavenly Master referred to last time—the one that came from another universe but its whereabouts unknown.

 This, Link could easily surmise.

 But as for the "star" mentioned by Lotson, Link truly did not understand.

 "I don't know either."

 Lotson spread his hands in a mix of helplessness and frustration, saying, "The Wizard World Will sent me to this universe to follow the so-called 'guidance of fate' to find a star, yet it didn't tell me what this star looks like. It's really annoying."

 Upon hearing this, Link blinked.

 Weren't they just talking about looking for a star? How come there is suddenly more interesting gossip to partake in?

 He really wanted to dive into this juicy piece and thoroughly enjoy it.

 Seeing Link's blinking, Lotson said with irritation, "Don't put on that sly expression. Just ask if you want to know something."

 "Did you make a deal with the Wizard World Will? You help the Wizard World Will find the star, and what does it give you in return?"

 As a good learner, Link pressed on with curiosity.

 "The reward has already been given to me."

 Lotson replied obligingly, sighing, "Do you think it's an easy task to preserve the True Spirit for reincarnation? Especially after you foiled several of my contingencies. The deal I made with the Wizard World Will is that it would help me cover some oversights, and I would do three things for the Wizard World Will in return."

 "I see."

 Link nodded in sudden realization, then closed his mouth, showing no intention of continuing the interrogation.

 Some gossip is sweet to savor, but it's best not to indulge too much.

 For example, Link really isn't interested in knowing which three things the Wizard World Will asked Lotson to do, nor does he dare to be.

 Link suspected that Lotson was waiting exactly for him to ask this question.

 Being at the juncture of advancing from a Fourth Level Sage to a Level Five Sage, could Link, having learned from Lotson about the three tasks given by the Wizard World Will, simply ignore them and offer no help?

 Of course, he could.

 After all, it was a deal between Lotson and the Wizard World Will, none of Link's concern.

 But could he really do so?

 Jianghu is not merely about fighting and killing; Jianghu is about human relations and worldly wisdom.

 Cultivation is the same.

 Lotson waited for quite a while, but when he didn't receive any further questions from Link, he felt somewhat disappointed.

 However, this was within Lotson's expectations as well.

 If it were so easy to fall into the trap, Link Grande wouldn't have survived until today.

 Best to focus on finding the star for now.

 The matter of setting traps could wait for later.
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 "Gathering inspiration" quietly began. 

 Link followed Lotson aimlessly, wandering through many planets under the governance of immortals and gods.

 In these places, Link appreciated much of the natural scenery and cultural customs.

 This was a very unique experience, giving Link very unique emotional feedback.

 It wasn't quite a journey for purifying the spirit, but it was completely different from waging wars across the Heavens.

 There was no war, no killing, no conquest or being conquered, and not even a need for scheming, only the necessity to wander around with a peaceful mindset.

 Apart from contacting Jasmine once every day to exchange progress, Link was completely detached from killing and war.

 This was a very rare period of peace.

 Under this tranquility, the only thing that wasn't very harmonious was that suppressing his realm became increasingly difficult.

 Before setting out on their "inspirational journey," Link had already overcome the barriers preventing his progression from a Fourth Level Sage to a Level Five Sage.

 It was just that Link didn't want to complete his advancement in a parallel universe, so he had been suppressing it.

 He didn't want to have to communicate with the Wizard World Will after his promotion upon returning to the universe where the Wizard civilization was based, in order to make up the "difference."

 That way, it would actually be going through the promotion once again, truly a waste of time and energy.

 There was no need to do such superfluous things.

 Thankfully, becoming more difficult to suppress didn't mean it was impossible to suppress.

 Link endured the difficulty, and ultimately, he was able to bear it.

 "Don't hold it in, if you can't bear it, then just don't," said Lotson, who was traveling alongside him, his disposition now very rebellious, loving to provoke Link, and opposing him.

 Whenever he discovered Link suppressing his realm, he would speak up to tempt Link to complete his advancement.

 Link didn't respond much, just giving Lotson a light, dismissive glance.

 Traveling together this whole way, how could Link not realize that Lotson was also in a very crucial period, the "Metamorphosis Period" before advancing from a Tier 3 to a Fourth Level Sage?

 Therefore, he didn't take Lotson's occasional "madness" seriously.

 Link was actually very surprised upon discovering this.

 The essence of the "Metamorphosis Period" is for the wizard to initiate preliminary communication with the Wizard World Will, to familiarize each other.

 Of course, the main point is to acquaint the wizard with the Wizard World Will, and for the Wizard World Will to remember the wizard.

 Lotson, being a reincarnation of a Saint, was still a wizard.

 Theoretically, even as a reincarnated Saint, the "Metamorphosis Period" should be spent within the radiation range of the Wizard World Will.

 It's best to spend it on the Wizard World Homeland.

 So the question is, why would Lotson choose to spend his "Metamorphosis Period" in a parallel universe?

 The Wizard civilization surely stands at the pinnacle of that side of the universe, and the Wizard World Will is also the unique entity of that universe, possessing extraordinary powers.

 But as mighty as the Wizard World Will might be, it can't penetrate into a parallel universe.

 And that's without addressing the difficulty of crossing between two universes.

 Putting that aside, even if the Wizard World Will truly extended its reach into a parallel universe, would the "Heavenly Dao" of the divine civilizations not react?

 If the "Heavenly Dao" of the divine civilizations does not react, how about the "Heavenly Dao" of the demon civilizations?

 Therefore, Link believes that for Lotson to spend his "Metamorphosis Period" in a parallel universe, there must be reliance as well as resignation, a necessity rather than a choice.

 "What are you muttering about?"

 Lotson, being extremely sensitive, sensed that Link was thinking about something related to him.

 Mysterious Wizard System specializes in prophecy and curses.

 When it comes to prophecy and perceptive abilities, even the strongest God Devouring Worm of the Insect Race civilization was not worthy to be compared with Lotson.

 Although Lotson hadn't "restarted" his Saint Position, he still possessed a very strong prophecy ability.

 With Link "mumbling" about Lotson at such a close distance, naturally, Lotson could "hear" it.

 "I'm wondering whether you'll end up not finding the stars, nor that beam of light, and even fail to properly get through your 'Metamorphosis Period,'" Link said with a slight smirk, revealing his snow-white teeth as he spoke honestly what was on his mind.

 "Pah! Are you cursing me?"

 Hearing this, Lotson's eyes flashed with anger as he glared fiercely at Link and scolded fiercely, "You're the one who won't find the stars, won't find the light, and won't get through the 'Metamorphosis Period' well!"

 The smile on Link's face grew more joyful.

 He couldn't suppress the corners of his mouth, which stretched almost to the roots of his ears.

 After laughing for a while, Link said lightly, "Okay, okay, I won't find the stars, I won't find the light, and I won't get through the 'Metamorphosis Period' well. But..."

 He changed the tone of his voice, and it acquired a slightly sarcastic edge, "It seems I don't need to find stars, don't need to find light, and don't need to get through the 'Metamorphosis Period!' These are all things a certain someone has to do, nothing to do with me."

 "Hmph!"

 Faced with Link's mockery and sarcasm, Lotson chose to temporarily avoid the spotlight.

 It wasn't that Lotson couldn't find an angle to retaliate, but rather that he was hit where it hurt.

 Even if he retaliated successfully, what good would it do?

 The sore point was still there, the problem was still there, and it wasn't effectively resolved.

 Link had a minor victory, but he didn't pay it much mind.

 Strictly speaking, the question Link wanted an answer to, why Lotson had to spend his "Metamorphosis Period" in a parallel universe, still remained unanswered.

 But Link didn't press the issue, just as he hadn't outright asked.

 Everyone has secrets.

 Everyone has curiosity as well.

 But not every curiosity has to lead to probing into all secrets.

 Some things should just be left to fate, when it's time to know, you'll naturally find out.

 "You're curious about why I'm spending my 'Metamorphosis Period' here, aren't you?"
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 At this moment, Lotson suddenly shifted the topic.

 "Yes."

 Facing Lotson's inquiry, which seemed more certain than dubious, Link decisively admitted.

 It was mere curiosity, and not something disgraceful.

 "Do you want to know the answer?"

 Lotson raised an eyebrow, and his expression, along with his tone, suddenly became somewhat frivolous.

 He was just like a slick young man on the city streets who opens his coat to hawk shady DVDs lined along the interior.

 "If you're willing to tell me, I'll listen. If you aren't, or if I have to agree to some condition to hear it, then I won't. You can either speak or not; the choice is yours."

 Link gave his stance very directly, showing a tough attitude.

 The tougher the attitude, the more it could overpower others.

 Lotson was genuinely taken aback, with words stuck in his throat that he desperately wanted to spit out but couldn't.

 From the exchange between the two, it was clear that Lotson had asked for the confrontation.

 In a word, serves him right!

 So, in the end, Lotson held back his retort, neither complaining nor striking back.

 After taking a few deep breaths and adjusting his easily fluctuating emotions during the "Metamorphosis Period," Lotson took the initiative to reveal the answer, "I came to the Parallel Universe to go through the 'Metamorphosis Period' for two main reasons. One is that my True Spirit remains unharmed, and my connection to the Wizard World Will is actually tight enough that resonating with another 'Metamorphosis Period' would be more harmful than beneficial; and two, the Wizard civilization that used to support the coexistence of nine Saints may not be able to anymore."

 After a pause, Lotson became serious and looked directly into Link's eyes, saying solemnly, "You are on the path of creating your own Construction Wizard Sect, and I have seen all the information you've made public. I think it's very good, with a lot of potential. If it develops well and stays on the right course, you might even have a chance at becoming a Saint."

 "But what?" Link asked, anticipating the inevitable turn in the conversation. "People usually say such things right before a 'but', so I'm waiting to hear yours."

 Link didn't let the praise for his self-created Construction Wizard Sect from a Reincarnated Saint cloud his judgment; he remained incredibly cool-headed.

 He was even proactively dousing himself with cold water.

 "Ha."

 Lotson laughed in appreciation of Link's composure, "Since you want to hear the 'but', I'll talk about it."

 After a moment, Lotson sighed deeply and continued, "But, it's not the case that the more Saints there are, the stronger the Wizard civilization's comprehensive power is. Wizards are human, and no matter how high their position, they remain human at their core, unlike our mortal enemies in the divine civilizations who abandon all humanity in pursuit of power and rules. Moreover, Wizards value freedom. What tends to happen when humans desire freedom?"

 "Differences!"

 After giving it some thought, Link uttered a word.

 "Exactly, differences!"

 Lotson affirmed Link's view and went on to explain, "Not all differences can reach a consensus, which leads to arguments, opposition, and strategic games. In other words, internal strife. Whether there are nine Saints or five Saints, both being odd numbers, means that when consensus can't be reached, they can still resolve differences through voting. But..."

 "But nine is greater than five, and that brings greater uncertainty and complexity to the negotiations," Link said, neatly finishing Lotson's thought like a straight man in a comedic duo.

 Lotson nodded in agreement with Link's follow-up comment before tossing out a reminder or perhaps a piece of advice, "So if you have grand ambitions and want to strive for sainthood, you must focus your development on the Parallel Universe. The Age of Dharma Decline in the divine civilizations is not the same as the Age of Dharma Decline in Wizard civilization, understand?"

 "Not quite."

 Knowing what you know and admitting what you don't, Link didn't pretend to understand and candidly exposed his ignorance.

 Then, Link made a request, "Could you explain the meaning of that statement in more detail?"

 "Let me explain."

 Out of the blue, a third voice joined the conversation between Link and Lotson.

 Before the voice had even finished speaking, a figure arrived.

 The newcomer was none other than the long-absent Mr. Xu Jing.

 Given Mr. Xu Jing's position, realm, and strength, it was natural for Link not to have detected his approach.

 But had Lotson noticed?

 Being an Ancestor Heavenly Master was equivalent to being a Saint in the Wizard civilization.

 Given Lotson's current strength, it was understandable that he had no means to counter many of Ancestor Heavenly Master's strategies.

 ```

 But it absolutely should not be that even when Mr. Xu Jing is near, one could not detect him.

 Link thought about it and immediately understood that when Lotson said, "The Age of Dharma Decline of the celestial civilization does not equate to the Age of Dharma Decline of the Wizard civilization," it was meant for Mr. Xu Jing to hear.

 Even, to speak more conspiratorially, was it also intentional when Lotson mentioned the potential for growth of the Construction Wizard Sect that Link had created himself?

 It was very possible.

 However, one cannot see into the hearts and minds of others, and Link could only speculate, not confirm.

 In the blink of an eye, with myriad thoughts whirling through his mind, Link calmly pressed down on them, and with a composed face, he responded to Mr. Xu Jing's sudden appearance and interjection, politely bowing and kindly requesting, "May Mr. Xu Jing please enlighten me."

 "I dare not enlighten, but we can exchange ideas."

 Mr. Xu Jing nodded in return and immediately said, "This place is not good for chatting. You two have been walking for a long time and must be tired. Why not come to my Heavenly Master's Mansion to rest your feet?"

 Link did not immediately respond but looked towards Lotson.

 No matter what, Lotson was a reincarnated Saint, and that fact must be fully respected.

 This is called "Position," as well as "Emotional intelligence."

 "I have no objections. What about you?"

 Lotson shrugged his shoulders, showing an indifferent attitude, but he also returned the respect to Link.

 Understanding the gesture, Link smiled and said, "Mr. Xu Jing generously invites us; it would be impolite to refuse, so I shall impose on your hospitality."

 "Please, this way."

 Mr. Xu Jing did not continue with pleasantries, but gestured with his hand.

 No sooner had the sound of his voice faded than a light gate with a style leaning towards the Wizard civilization appeared out of nowhere.

 "What is this?"

 Upon seeing the light gate for the first time, Link was filled with questions.

 Lotson looked carefully at the light gate for a moment, his brow slightly creased, then relaxed, and with a smile playing on his lips, he looked towards Mr. Xu Jing, waiting for an explanation.

 Mr. Xu Jing said indifferently, "As the Saint mentioned, the Age of Dharma Decline of the celestial civilization does not equate to the Age of Dharma Decline of the Wizard civilization. Faced with the impending crisis of the Age of Dharma Decline, the celestial civilization pledged to do everything possible to survive. Attempting all feasible methods included cooperating with the Wizard civilization's Supreme Council, forming allies, and establishing a foothold in each other's universes. Another method was to actively absorb the knowledge of the Wizard civilization, to learn and transform to weather the crisis. This portal is the result of the Heavenly Master's Mansion learning from the advantages of the Wizard civilization's Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal, combined with the teleportation arrays inherent to the celestial civilization, to develop a new spell."

 After listening to Mr. Xu Jing's explanation, the doubts in Link's mind dissipated immediately.

 Simultaneously, Link also noticed that the halo forming the base of the light gate was indeed quite different from the Rune Array of the Wizard civilization's Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 "Learning from the West to enrich the East, combining domestic and foreign knowledge?"

 All of a sudden, a piece of history from his past life jumped into Link's mind, bringing these eight characters to the forefront.

 Immediately, Link realized and looked deeply at Mr. Xu Jing.

 Having pursued the path of a True Spirit Wizard several times before, Link paid particular attention to the defense of his mental sphere.

 The process and feeling of recalling these eight characters felt eerily familiar, and he suddenly awakened to an insight.

 Was this "laying a trap" or "having another agenda"?

 Mr. Xu Jing returned the gaze with an open smile, not feeling as though using some small tactics was anything significant.

 In a desperate bid for salvation, there is no shame.

 "Please."

 Once again, with a gesture, Mr. Xu Jing led the way into the light gate, then waited on the other side for Link and Lotson.

 Lotson gave Link a sly wink, a gesture full of inscrutable meaning, and followed through the light gate.

 Unconcerned with Lotson's sudden and inexplicable jest, Link calmly made his way to the other side.

 Mr. Xu Jing waved away the light gate and, leading from the front, took Link and Lotson directly into a grand and solemn hall.

 The hall was very spacious, with only one person present, the Ancestor Heavenly Master, whom he had met once before.

 In the hands of the Ancestor Heavenly Master lay a nondescript little stone.

 The moment Lotson saw the stone, his eyes widened in shock, and he exclaimed:

 "A star!"

 ```
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 "You see, I told you we could definitely find it, didn't I?"

 After his exclamation, Lotesno turned back proudly to Link, boasting of his foresight.

 Link remained silent, but he was internally complaining.

 Was it really you who found it?

 The item you were looking for is clearly in the Ancestor Heavenly Master's possession.

 Your presence in the Heavenly Master's Mansion is also thanks to Mr. Xu Jing's invitation, not your own initiative.

 In other words, what the Ancestor Heavenly Master holds is not only the stars but also a lure or bargaining chip.

 "What's that look for?"

 Lotesno was unhappy with the lack of the expected response and instead received a roll of the eyes. He repeatedly questioned indignantly, "What's with your eyes? Are you despising me by rolling your eyes? I'm so perfect; what ground do you have to scorn me? Humph!"

 At the end of his interrogation, Lotesno snorted heavily and turned away from Link, looking instead at the Ancestor Heavenly Master and the unimpressive small stone in his hands.

 The longer he looked, the clearer he saw, and the excitement on Lotesno's face from finding the stars diminished.

 Latterly, Lotesno's face fell for a moment, and then he straightened up, becoming serious and formal.

 The effects of the "Metamorphosis Period" suddenly vanished.

 Lotesno assumed the posture befitting a Reincarnated Saint, facing the Ancestor Heavenly Master.

 "Little Buddy, Link, please follow Mr. Xu Jing to taste the tea I personally cultivated, harvested, and prepared. How does that sound?"

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master did not immediately discuss serious matters with Lotesno but first extended an invitation to Link.

 Or to put it more bluntly, to sideline Link first.

 "Many thanks to the Ancestor Heavenly Master."

 Link gave a bow and then followed Mr. Xu Jing, leaving the grand hall.

 The moment he stepped out of the hall, Link felt as if the grand hall behind him became unknowable, inaudible, and inscrutable.

 The hall clearly stood there, solemn and majestic, real and impervious.

 Yet, an invisible barrier completely enveloped the hall, making it the most isolated space.

 Without the Ancestor Heavenly Master's permission, no one could enter the hall.

 Even deities of the same rank from the culture of Heavenly Immortals and Celestial Masters, and from the culture of Wizards and Saints, were no exception.

 "This way, please, Wizard Grande."

 Mr. Xu Jing gestured invitingly, and the Light Gate reappeared.

 High-ranked cultivators indeed do not tread the usual path.

 Link followed Mr. Xu Jing through the Light Gate to another grand hall.

 From its structure, this hall was identical to that of the Ancestor Heavenly Master.

 The only thing missing was a sensation that could be intuitively understood but not articulated, a certain charisma if you will.

 If asked to describe in detail, Link could only use a phrase known from his former life: "Visiting Mount Dongshan feels insignificant, but visiting Mount Tai feels like grasping the world."

 The contrast between the two halls was roughly so.

 After the indispensable pleasantries between host and guest, Link and Mr. Xu Jing took their seats.

 Mr. Xu Jing did not delegate to others. He personally boiled water, washed, brewed, and served the tea, preparing a pot with a fragrance that was elegant and enduring. Before even tasting it, Link felt his mouth water and his body relax thoroughly, as if he had undergone a sauna treatment.

 The sensation was quite miraculous.

 Link couldn't help but compare the tea he grew, picked, roasted, and brewed to the tea grown, picked, roasted by the Ancestor Heavenly Master and brewed by Mr. Xu Jing.

 Then he arrived at an expected conclusion.

 He was outmatched in every aspect.

 Seeing what Link was thinking, Mr. Xu Jing smiled and said, "This tea from the Ancestor Heavenly Master is produced only eight ounces every hundred years. Today, thanks to the fortune brought by Wizard Grande, I too am fortunate to taste it."

 "Many thanks to the Ancestor Heavenly Master for this tea and to Mr. Xu Jing for your high regard."

 Link immediately expressed his gratitude.

 "Let's not stand on ceremony any longer, come, have this tea," said Mr. Xu Jing with a gentle smile, picking up his teacup and focusing on enjoying his tea.

 Link did the same.

 The finer the tea, the more it merits a slow, appreciative taste, so as not to waste it, akin to chewing peonies.

 No more words were exchanged between them; in a quiet and serene atmosphere, they put aside all outside concerns, focused inward, and savored the taste of the tea.

 After slowly consuming a cup of tea, Link's state could not have been better.

 All the subtle, indissoluble "irritations" he hadn't noticed or couldn't dispel were quietly resolved in the comforting embrace of the tea.

 His spiritual foundations were further solidified.

 The urgent need to advance to Level Five Sage was no longer pressing, no longer needing continuous suppression.

 If nothing unexpected happened later, he could leisurely spend his days waiting to return to his own universe, back under the aegis of the Wizard World Will, and then proceed with the advancement.

 "Many thanks to the Ancestor Heavenly Master for this tea," Link said again, having felt the changes within himself, expressing his thanks sincerely.

 "Would you like another cup?"

 Mr. Xu Jing did not directly respond to Link's thanks but instead picked up the teapot, asking if he would like another serving.

 Link shook his head and declined, then explained, "Contentment brings happiness. One cup is sufficient; I dare not overindulge."

 "Good."

 Appreciation was clear in Mr. Xu Jing's eyes as he set down the teapot.

 Is the tea grown, picked, and roasted by the Ancestor Heavenly Master good?

 The best in the civilization of Immortals and Gods!

 Would drinking more bring more benefits?

 Not necessarily.

 Knowing that water overflows when full and the moon wanes at its peak, moderation is key in all things.

 Link's ability to restrain himself and cherish blessings revealed a commendable level of spiritual maturity.

 As someone of a high stature equivalent to a Level Nine Great Sage in the Wizard culture, Mr. Xu Jing could continue drinking.

 But since Link could not continue, Mr. Xu Jing also stopped, dismissing the tea set with a wave of his hand.

 Having done this, Mr. Xu Jing did not allow the atmosphere in the hall to return to silence, but spoke up, "Wizard Grande, taking advantage of this opportunity brought by the Ancestor Heavenly Master seeking Saint Lotesno, I have some matters to discuss with you."
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 "Mr. Xu Jing, please speak, I'm all ears,"

 Upon hearing this, Link immediately adjusted his sitting posture to show more seriousness.

 Mr. Xu Jing looked directly into Link's eyes and seriously said, "Great Sage Mitchell has already reached an agreement with the Celestial Court, with the Court helping him to advance in rank, and in return, he plays the role of a bridge between the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council. This matter was not supposed to fall to him, but unfortunately, after my last visit to your universe at the Supreme Council, they decided to sideline you from Ravensmouth College."

 Pausing for a moment, Mr. Xu Jing emphasized, "Wizard Grande, you came to our universe a bit late. The Celestial Court could not stand by and let the Supreme Council profit unilaterally forever. It was necessary to take action and thus decided to court Great Sage Mitchell. If you had come four or five days earlier, you could have enjoyed the support that Great Sage Mitchell is now receiving. The magnitude of this support is immense, with resources alone being enough for two Level Nine Great Sages to attempt to ascend to Saints. Not to mention, the Celestial Court will also ensure Great Sage Mitchell's successful promotion."

 Upon hearing this, although Link was naturally moved, his face remained impassive as he calmly asked, "Mr. Xu Jing, what does this have to do with me?"

 "You missed an excellent opportunity, which is truly a pity,"

 Mr. Xu Jing answered Link's question with a sigh of regret.

 Shaking his head, Link said in a deep voice, "There's no such thing as a free lunch. The greater the support enjoyed, the bigger the price to pay. I don't think it was an excellent opportunity; instead, I believe it would become a restraint and hindrance. If I had really come four or five days earlier, I probably would not have agreed to accept the Celestial Court's support."

 After a slight pause and in a softer tone, Link nodded and said, "However, I still want to thank Mr. Xu Jing for your kind intentions and concern."

 Mr. Xu Jing gave a slight smile, graciously accepting Link's thanks.

 At that moment, Mr. Xu Jing tilted his head slightly as someone was sending him a message through telepathy, and he listened intently.

 A moment later, after Mr. Xu Jing finished listening, he stood up and said, "Let's go, Wizard Grande. The discussion with the Ancestor Heavenly Master and Saint Lotesno is over. I will escort you out."

 "Alright,"

 As the host led, Link rose and left the great hall.

 Once again, through a space traversal via a light gate, Link met up with Lotesno, and with Mr. Xu Jing's send-off, they left the Heavenly Master's Mansion.

 Mr. Xu Jing remained in the Heavenly Master's Mansion, without coming out again.

 Having each gone through some conversations, Link and Lotesno had matters to ponder carefully.

 Neither of them was in a rush to talk, continuing on in silence.

 Lotesno even took out a starship, carrying Link away from the planet and into space.

 After an extremely complicated setup, Lotesno initiated the highest-level anti-eavesdropping and anti-peeping measures.

 Link watched Lotesno's actions in silence, sitting and waiting.

 Waiting for another conversation to arrive.

 After being busy with preparations, Lotesno sat opposite Link, remaining silent for a long time.

 Just as happy times are always brief, silence is always broken.

 With a serious expression and a slightly low voice, Lotesno began, "I've come around."

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded briefly in response.

 "I agreed to a condition set by the Ancestor Heavenly Master."

 "Hmm."

 "Don't you want to know what condition?"

 "No."

 "Not even if it's a condition related to you?"

 "No."

 "Hmph! Whether you want to know or not, I'm going to tell you,"

 Lotesno gave Link, who was completely uncooperative, a glare and let out an annoyed growl.

 Link stretched the corners of his mouth in a feigned smile.

 Since Lotesno had started setting up anti-eavesdropping and anti-spying measures, Link knew that the comportment befitting a reincarnated Saint had disappeared. Still under the influence of the "Metamorphosis Period," Lotesno began jesting again.

 It was a wonder if the Saint of Nostrodamus, before he reincarnated, was also of such a teasing character and playfully mischievous disposition.

 The contrast was indeed significant.

 "Fine, fine, it's no fun not to be able to trick you, not fun at all,"

 Lotesno waved his hand, his ears drooping down in obvious dejection.

 "Let's talk business, or I'm leaving,"

 Link said coldly, unimpressed.

 "Leave? Where would you go?"

 Lifting his head, Lotesno asked curiously, "Aren't you going to accompany me for a bit longer? I still have a certain light to find."

 "That's your business. Besides, times have changed. Initially, I was worried that I would bring trouble to Jasmine and chose to accompany you aimlessly. Now, whether I go or not, Jasmine will face great trouble, so of course, I want to return to her side."

 Link detailed his reasoning.

 After listening, Lotson stopped his playful antics and started to contemplate seriously.

 As the reincarnation of the Mysterious Sage Wizard, specializing in prophecies and curses, when Lotson concentrated deeply, it was akin to making a prophecy.

 Shortly after, Lotson snapped out of his deep focus, his brow slightly furrowed in displeasure, "Indeed, my dear sister-in-law is about to encounter great trouble, and this trouble will affect me as well. Quite annoying."

 Link remained silent.

 The prophecy from the Saint of Nostrodamus was something Link really did not want to hear anymore.

 Even though the Saint of Nostrodamus was a thing of the past, the one making the prophecy now was actually the reincarnated Lotson Grande.

 Lotson, pushing down his displeasure, changed the topic, "If my precognition is not mistaken, you should listen to what I promised the Ancestor Heavenly Master."

 "Why?"

 Link was puzzled.

 "Because the best way to help my dear sister-in-law get out of trouble lies within the condition I agreed upon with the Ancestor Heavenly Master."

 Lotson chuckled, his tone smug, "What kind of person do you think I, Lotson, am? How could I possibly make a losing deal?"

 Upon hearing this, Link glanced at Lotson oddly and without hesitation retorted, "You got duped by the Will of the Wizard World, free labor for three tasks. And you agreed to another condition with the Ancestor Heavenly Master to find the stars. Truly a big profit, utterly winning, aren't you!"

 The proud expression on Lotson's face instantly froze, as if he had heard the sound of being deflated.

 It was as though a knife had pierced directly through his heart.

 Talk about bringing up what one is least willing to hear!

 Not the slightest bit of tact!

 After glaring fiercely at Link, Lotson said irritably, "Are you going to listen or not? If you're not, then I won't tell you. Let's see how you'll help your wife!"

 "I'll listen."

 "Then prick up your ears and listen well."

 "Okay, they're pricked."

 Lotson cleared his throat with a light cough and said solemnly, "The Ancestor Heavenly Master asked me to keep an eye on that fellow Mitchell. If he tries to pull off some outrageous stunts, I need to discover them promptly and inform the Ancestor Heavenly Master right away."

 "Great Sage Mitchell?"

 Upon hearing this name, Link couldn't help feeling skeptical.

 Link did not know, nor did he want to know, what the Ancestor Heavenly Master and Lotson had discussed; he took Lotson at his word.

 However, just after Mr. Xu Jing timely revealed the collusion between Great Sage Mitchell and the Immortal God Tomorrow Court, Lotson mentioned that the Ancestor Heavenly Master wanted him to watch Great Sage Mitchell.

 Could this be a mere coincidence?

 The Heavenly Master's Mansion, led by the Ancestor Heavenly Master, must have ulterior motives.

 As for what those motives were, Link dared not guess.

 Pushing aside the medley of thoughts in his mind, Link decisively adjusted his focus, shifting his attention to the issues relevant to himself, and asked, "Speak plainly, what does the great trouble Jasmine is about to encounter have to do with you keeping an eye on Great Sage Mitchell?"

 "Hmm?"

 Lotson leaned back and asked with a puzzled look, "The great trouble that my dear sister-in-law is about to encounter comes from Mitchell, that old rascal who dares to snatch my position. Don't you know?"

 "I guessed as much."

 Link responded nonchalantly.

 "Since the trouble stems from that old rascal Mitchell, it'll be easy to handle."

 "How so?"

 "Borrow a knife to kill."

 "Borrow whose knife?"

 "Whoever has a knife, we'll borrow theirs."

 "I'm afraid you might not be able to borrow one."

 "Then I'll wield the knife myself."

 "You?"

 Link scrutinized Lotson up and down, shook his head, and pursed his lips in silence.

 Lotson felt he had been insulted!
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 "Can you handle it? No, you can't!"

 Link's actions and gaze conveyed exactly that message.

 The hurt wasn't significant, but the insult was profound.

 Lotson fully grasped Link's meaning and gradually became enraged.

 There's a limit to what one can bear, and this was beyond it.

 You can't treat someone like this!

 With his eyes bulging, Lotson glared fiercely at Link, so angry that his lips began to tremble.

 But despite his fury, Lotson didn't lash out. Instead, he closed his mouth, turned his head away, and acted as though he no longer wished to speak with Link.

 Link smiled, unperturbed by Lotson's performance, and seriously considered Lotson's idea of "killing someone with a borrowed knife."

 If anyone else had proposed this idea, it would have seemed far-fetched.

 The Great Sage Mitchell was already a Level Nine Great Sage, notoriously difficult to deal with.

 Now, with the support of the Celestial Court and working on converting his practice in an attempt to ascend to the Saint Position, he was naturally even more challenging to confront.

 However, since Lotson was the reincarnation of a Saint and had dared to conspire with the old-time Saint, the Ancestral Heavenly Master, the confidence he exuded when talking about this idea was unmistakable, and it was definitely not a bluff.

 If it really came to "borrowing the knife," or even Lotson wielding the knife himself against the Great Sage Mitchell, the chances of success were extremely high.

 This was something Link strongly believed.

 The reason he chose to "despise" Lotson in this manner was not that he genuinely looked down on Lotson's ability to "borrow the knife" or wield it himself, but because he had other considerations.

 The Wizard civilization, with the Supreme Council at its core and as its leader, placed great importance on the development of the Parallel Universe.

 The Saint of Nostrodamus, who made a prophecy of a monumental change that hadn't occurred in thousands of years, has reincarnated as Nostro Grande Lotson beside Link.

 The first Wizard Forces dispatched to explore the Parallel Universe and secure a foothold were led by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Now, the Level Nine Great Sages active in the Parallel Universe also revered the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The current situation was that, with the Celestial Court of the divine civilization and the Supreme Council of the Wizard civilization abstaining from intervention, no force or individual could truly come to grips with the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Under such circumstances and at such a critical juncture, any misfortune befalling the Great Sage Mitchell would be incredibly conspicuous.

 Both the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council would surely involve themselves in an investigation.

 At that time, Link did not believe that the traces of Lotson's manipulation could remain undiscovered.

 Indeed, there were different factions within both the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council, and Lotson was indeed capable of maneuvering between these factions, exploiting their disagreements for strategic gambles to obtain an exoneration.

 However, if that happened, the favor Link owed to Lotson would be far too great.

 There's no such thing as a free lunch.

 Lotson had accepted the help of the Wizard World Will and had to do three things for it in return.

 By securing that star from the Ancestor Heavenly Master, Lotson had also agreed to a condition.

 If Link truly accepted Lotson's help, whether to "kill someone with a borrowed knife" or wield the knife himself against the Great Sage Mitchell, what price would he pay?

 After a moment of consideration, Link decisively rejected the idea.

 There was another reason: Link only wanted to deal with the serious trouble soon to confront his wife, Jasmine, and had no desire to directly confront the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The two were not on equal footing; self-preservation was manageable, but confrontation had no chance of success.

 Link did not want to make himself a target.

 Silence fell between them.

 Link ignored Lotson, who had reverted to a "Metamorphosis Period" state of moodiness, and focused on hurrying along his journey to find the United Corps and his wife, Jasmine.

 Feeling Link's resolute attitude from his desperate hurry, Lotson stopped bringing up ideas of "borrowing a knife to kill" or "wielding the knife" himself.

 He even seemed to forget about continuing to look for that beam of light.

 The overall strength of the divine civilization was even superior to the Wizard civilization, and it occupied a slightly larger expanse of Star Territory.

 Despite the advanced nature of the Starship Link was aboard, which enabled long durations of "curvature" mode-like travel at high speeds and used teleportation to shorten travel time, it would still take nearly two months to join forces with the Four Sects Legions.

 Fortunately, Lotson did not remain petulant. Along the way, he informed Link that, according to his prophecy ability, there was plenty of time to travel, so there was no need for such haste.

 Link had complete trust in Lotson's prophecy ability.

 Even though he knew there was time, not being anxious was just a facade.

 And so, in a frenzied rush, Link arrived at the Front Line in the shortest possible time.

 The Four Sects Legions had already received word from Link.

 Among the other members of the Ravensmouth Academy Advance Team, only Dean Frist was aware that Link and Lotson were coming.

 As Elise Clark was a major safeguard of Ravensmouth College's interests in the Parallel Universe, naturally, she would not personally go to the Front Line.

 Even if Elise herself was willing and Ravensmouth College had the inclination, the Supreme Council would not agree.

 This alone revealed the Supreme Council's completely different attitudes and uses for Link and Elise.

 At the agreed time, in the agreed place.

 Dean Frist, Jasmine, and Sage Serene received Link and Lotson.

 Upon their arrival, before Link could even greet Jasmine, Lotson started acting up again, making a fuss.

 Lotson looked sternly at Dean Frist and said, "You're about to be in big trouble. That old boy Mitchell has sided with the Celestial Court and is about to complete his ascension in full form. Once he finishes his ascension, it'll be time to settle the score with Ravensmouth College."
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 As soon as this news broke out, it completely stunned Dean Frist.

 Jasmine stood there frozen in place, her arms opened, expecting to throw herself into Link's embrace.

 She had said everything was agreed upon, that she and Link would handle their own affairs to avoid his troubles affecting her.

 How had it suddenly come to pass that Link, in a desperate hurry, had traveled nearly two months to reach the front lines of the war against the demon civilization?

 Such a significant change had occurred.

 Great Sage Mitchell, in his purge of Ravensmouth College, certainly would not spare the United Corps either.

 What virtues or abilities did she, Jasmine Kidman, have to escape from the hands of Great Sage Mitchell who had by then become a Saint?

 Thus, Link must have sensed the crisis she was about to face and had come specifically to save her.

 At that moment, various thoughts churned through Jasmine's mind.

 But she suppressed all those thoughts within an extremely short time.

 At this moment, Jasmine allowed only sweetness and happiness to reside in her heart.

 Because Link truly cared about her very, very much.

 Sage Serene watched as Jasmine, snapping back to reality like a swallow returning to the forest, flung herself into Link's arms, wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist like an octopus.

 Sage Serene had enough confidence to suspect that if there had been no one else around, Jasmine would definitely have knocked Link to the ground and made the sky their blanket and the earth their bed, gallivanting with great abandon.

 A short separation indeed yields affection as fresh as a new marriage.

 But Jasmine was still rational, not indulging overly long.

 After sufficiently demonstrating her longing and fondness for Link through actual actions, she unwrapped her arms and legs and eased off him, resuming the posture expected of a sage-level witch.

 Calmly and as if nothing had happened, she waited to see what reaction Dean Frist would have to the news disclosed by Lotson.

 Having attained the status of a Level Seven Great Sage, Dean Frist certainly had a robust temperament.

 Concerned about the development and interests of Ravensmouth College, Dean Frist would be shocked by the news, but he wouldn't remain shocked for long.

 Everyone present knew that Dean Frist's lack of response thus far was him pondering, not being stunned into inaction.

 Lotson wanted exactly this effect, seeing Dean Frist troubled by the news he had shared.

 This was somewhat of a little malicious pleasure.

 A moment later, Dean Frist came out of his reverie, looked at Lotson, and asked seriously, "I am not questioning the authenticity of this news, but it is far too important, and I must make sure, is the source of this news reliable?"

 Lotson shrugged his shoulders, showing no intention to answer.

 Instead, he shot a look towards Link, signaling to Dean Frist.

 Dean Frist caught on and immediately turned his gaze towards Link.

 Before the Dean could ask, Link directly said, "Mr. Xu Jing also separately shared this news with me. From my personal perspective, this news cannot be fake. The only issue is why Mr. Xu Jing chose to share this news with me."

 "What do you think Mr. Xu Jing's purpose might be?"

 Dean Frist immediately followed up on Link's remark, asking gravely.

 Link slightly shook his head, "I am not certain."

 "Any guesses?"

 Dean Frost's eyes lit up, continuing to press for an answer.

 Link contemplated briefly and replied honestly, "I do have a guess, but I really am not sure."

 "Just share your guess, it will serve as a reference; you won't be blamed if it's wrong."

 Dean Frist decisively made a disclaimer commitment.

 What Link actually wanted was just this, no longer being affected, he opened up and said, "I believe there's something fishy about this. Every power has its factions, and I acknowledge that the interests within the Heavenly Master's Mansion do not entirely coincide with those of the Celestial Court. However, given the presence of an end-of-law crisis in the civilization of the gods, the overall interest of the Celestial Court, the total interest of the civilization of the gods, outweigh everything else. The Heavenly Master's Mansion absolutely would not blatantly go against it. Mr. Xu Jing acting this way, the Heavenly Master's Mansion acting this way, can only mean one situation."

 "What situation?"

 Dean Frist, playing the straight man, promptly interjected.

 With a slightly deeper voice, Link emphasized, "That is, Mr. Xu Jing is indeed doing this for the overall benefit of the Celestial Court, telling me this matter, wanting to pass the message to the Supreme Council through me. Or... "

 "Or what?"

 Dean Frist, thoughtful, had already guessed what Link was about to say, but continued to press.

 Link glanced at Lotson, who stood beside him, smiling silently, watching the "double act" dialogue between Link and Dean Frist, and smirked, "Or the Supreme Council could find out about this message through Lotson as well."

 Upon hearing Link's words, Lotson reacted greatly.

 He raised his hands high and suddenly stepped back, his face displaying a wronged expression as he cried out, "I have not tipped off the Supreme Council, don't malign me, be careful, or I'll sue you for defamation!"

 Jasmine and Sage Serene were seeing this side of Lotson for the first time.

 Previously, they had dealings with the reincarnations of Saints.

 But at that time, Lotson was very serious, not exactly reticent but always busy, and his life was very fulfilling.

 Suddenly seeing such a comical side of Lotson, they indeed found it hard to adapt.

 However, having gone through the "Metamorphosis Period" themselves, Jasmine and Sage Serene quickly understood the reason for Lotson's behavior.

 Yet understanding this reason raised two doubts in their minds simultaneously.

 Does the reincarnation of a Saint also need to go through the "Metamorphosis Period"?

 And, why does Lotson need to undergo the "Metamorphosis Period" in a parallel universe?

 Jasmine and Sage Serene exchanged glances, seeing the same confusion in each other's eyes.

 After a brief reflection, they both simultaneously dismissed the idea of probing this curiosity further.

 Some things, if one is meant to know, they will know; if not, asking is futile.

 Dean Frist ignored Lotson's antics and asked very seriously, "Does the Supreme Council truly not know of this news yet?"

 Without hesitation, Lotson replied, "At least I haven't told the Supreme Council. Whether they know or not, I don't know."

 His tongue-twister answer made Dean Frist's pondering even deeper.

 It clarified his guess about the motives behind Mr. Xu Jing's actions.

 Link promptly fell silent.

 Seeing Link's attitude, Dean Frist did not insist further and said to himself, "So, the motive of Mr. Xu Jing, or even the Heavenly Master's Mansion and the Celestial Court, is actually to curry favor and support Great Sage Mitchell by actively 'snitching' in a way that sends a signal to the Supreme Council. That is, the cooperation between the two sides is equal and mutual. The civilization of the gods is not without the ability and means to counter the civilization of witches. If the Supreme Council does not fully open the passage for the civilization of the gods into their universe, the civilization of the gods will take further measures."

 Pausing for a moment, Dean Frist paced a few steps and continued, "As for the manner and person to inform the Supreme Council, it must be more tactful, more indirect, and that can only be me."

 While speaking, Dean Frist looked toward Lotson, "Saint, although your interests are not completely tied with Ravensmouth College, a significant loss to Ravensmouth College would also impact you as you are now. Therefore, Saint, you didn't take this news too seriously after finding out because you foresaw something, right?"

 Lotson chuckled, not directly answering Dean Frist's question.

 He slowly said, "Prophecy, it's quite fascinating. Some prophecies can be told, like the great upheaval that hasn't occurred in thousands of years. Some prophecies must not be spoken; speaking them might make them ineffective, or even bring about more adverse effects."

 Dean Frist, having studied some materials about the Mysterious Wizard System, was not unfamiliar with Lotson's statement and grasped the implication promptly.

 Thus, the next issue was no longer guessing Mr. Xu Jing's motives.

 A so-called crisis involves both danger and opportunity.

 Avoiding the danger and seizing the opportunity is the task at hand.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 37: The Accusation

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 One must not act impulsively.

 Although Dean Frist had made his decision, he would never act rashly.

 When and how to inform the Supreme Council required careful consideration.

 Currently, there were two most important matters. First was the placement of Lotson and Link, and second was to secretly command the Ravensmouth College Advance Team to prepare for any troubles.

 Link was easy to settle, without even requiring Dean Frist's attention.

 Within the Four Sects Legions, there was surely a place where Link could stay.

 Accommodating Lotson proved to be more troublesome.

 In theory, to show respect for Lotson, at least one Diomand should be present to accompany him throughout.

 However, within the members of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team, only Dean Frist was a Great Sage Level Diomand.

 Others, like Sandra Diomand, weren't qualified to represent the Diomand Family and Ravensmouth College for hosting and accompanying.

 What kind of person was Lotson, and what kind of insight did he have?

 He saw right through Dean Frist's feigned difficulty.

 Feigned!

 Waving his hand dismissively, Lotson spoke with irritation, "You don't need to worry needlessly here, nor do you need to put on an act. While many already know my identity, I prefer not to draw too much attention for now, and there's no need for pomp and circumstance. I will just follow my cheap brother and sister-in-law quietly. Go busy yourself with your schemes and intrigues."

 "Thank you for your understanding, Saint."

 Dean Frist readily agreed, or rather, he was more than willing for Lotson to be so considerate, and he immediately accepted the arrangement.

 Dean Frist gave Sage Serene a signal with his eyes, apologized to Lotson once again, and hurriedly left amidst the bustle.

 Due to the sudden development, he needed to raise the alert level of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team to the highest with the quickest and most stealthy methods, preparing for troubles that may come from all directions.

 Externally, such as from Monster civilizations, and internally, such as from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The reason Dean Frist was in such a hurry was indeed as Lotson said—he had schemes to attend to!

 The main reason was that, with the stature of Ravensmouth College, they were no match for the current Great Sage Mitchell on their own.

 But with the addition of the High Council's Parallel Universe Office, it was a different story.

 It should be noted that the Wizard civilization had already dispatched three Level Nine Great Sages to the Parallel Universe.

 As long as Great Sage Mitchell hadn't successfully ascended to the Saint Position, they were sufficient to subdue him.

 Nothing was set in stone yet, and there was plenty of room to maneuver.

 "Let's go, let's head back."

 After Dean Frist left, Jasmine immediately wrapped her arm around Link's with great affection, oblivious to those around them, displaying intimacy that seemed a bit too cloying.

 Yet Link reveled in it, blatantly ignoring Sage Serene's rolling eyes and Lotson's exaggerated expression of covering his own eyes as if he couldn't bear to look.

 Sage Serene didn't show much reaction.

 They were being cloying, so what? She simply chose not to watch.

 "Tch!"

 Seeing this, Lotson openly showed his disdain for their behavior with his actions.

 Link and Jasmine ignored it, continuing to do their own thing.

 With no way to deal with the thick-skinned couple, Lotson and Sage Serene could only play the role of the third wheel, shining brightly in the background.

 After a lively exchange, the four quieted down and continued their journey toward the Four Sects Legion War Defense Area.

 However, on the way back, Sage Serene seemed hesitant to speak.

 The news she had just learned weighed on her mind, sparking doubts she was afraid to voice.

 It wasn't that Sage Serene was feeling shy, but she worried that asking might mess things up.

 Link keenly noticed this but didn't take the initiative to encourage her to express her doubts.

 Some questions are better kept hidden.

 Even if asking them didn't really spoil anything, it could still bring unnecessary trouble.

 However, Lotson, going through a "Metamorphosis Period" and bound by no one, prone to reckless actions, certainly didn't see it that way.

 The more chaotic the situation became, the more interwoven the relationships, the happier he was.

 The so-called mystery, simply put, is about extracting order from chaos.

 Therefore, Lotson straightforwardly said, "Serene Wizard, if there's something you want to ask, just ask directly. There's no need to bottle it up inside. Rest assured, with me here, no one other than us will be able to hear what you say."

 This statement felt vaguely familiar to Link.

 If Dean Frist were still here, he would likely feel the same way.

 Link opened his mouth, had intended to remind Sage Serene of the unreliability of Lotson's statement.

 But Lotson beat Link to it, glaring fiercely at him.

 With a look that seemed to say if you dare to expose my shortcomings and ruin my image, I'll never let it go.

 Link wasn't afraid of that, but upon further thought, considering the Ancestor Heavenly Master incident, Lotson's confidence clearly wasn't just impulsive.

 Even if Lotson made another blunder, anyone who could breach his defenses and "eavesdrop" on the conversations here would have to be one of the Heavenly Immortals or Celestial Masters of the Wizard civilization, at the Saint Position.

 Even the leveling-up Great Sage Mitchell didn't have that ability.

 With this in mind, why should Link play the villain?

 So, Link remained silent, swallowing the words that had reached his throat.

 Sage Serene sensed something odd, but based on certain considerations, she decided to heed Lotson's advice and speak up about the doubts in her heart.
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 After carefully considering her wording, Sage Selene asked seriously, "Is there a possibility that Mr. Xu Jing informed Link about the Immortal God Civilization's Celestial Court supporting Great Sage Mitchell was actually intended to stir up internal chaos within our wizard civilization, thereby delaying the Supreme Council's progress in developing this universe?"

 "Of course!"

 Lotson immediately answered, very loudly, his mouth almost stretching to his ears, "There is certainly that possibility, and a very strong one at that. After all, in terms of overall strength, the Immortal God civilization is still a bit stronger than the wizard civilization. Thus, in the early stages of cooperation between the two, the Supreme Council played some tricks. They hastened the development of this universe while delaying the efficiency and timing of the Immortal God civilization's entry into their universe."

 Pausing for a moment, Lotson pointed his index fingers towards Sage Selene, his tone shifting as he laughed exaggeratedly, "Your thinking is very sharp, and you have a strong scent of potion about you, suggesting you are an excellent Potion Development Specialist or Pharmacist. I have a few potion formulas that have been lost to the current wizard civilization. If you are interested, I could transcribe a copy for you free of charge."

 "Thank you for your kindness, Saint, but still, I'll pass."

 Sage Selene didn't get sidetracked by Lotson's praise. Faced with temptation, she decisively declined.

 As for the "topic" that was not discussed further, since Lotson had not continued, Sage Selene also chose not to pursue the conversation.

 She certainly had the perceptiveness to understand the situation.

 "Alright."

 Lotson shrugged his shoulders, pouted his lips, his tone appearing indifferent, yet revealing a touch of sorrow.

 Wizards in their "Metamorphosis Period" often acted like drama kings.

 The main issue was the stark contrast.

 Whether it was compared to past behavior, to outward appearance, or to one's own status and position.

 Should a Saint reincarnate shrug shoulders, pout lips, act cute, and be silly?

 Absurd!

 Link couldn't help but doubt whether Lotson was truly in the "Metamorphosis Period," or if he was just using it as an excuse to go mad.

 Mysterious System wizards, well, Link had seen some descriptions in a few rare documents before.

 There's a term often associated with Mysterious System wizards.

 And that term is "mad."

 Their thinking is mad, as are their everyday speech and actions.

 Sage Selene posed a question that she had guessed the answer to long ago in her heart and then chose not to say any more.

 The reason was simple.

 On one hand, Link and Jasmine's lovey-dovey behavior was too much, flaunting their affection to an excruciating degree;

 This made Sage Selene somewhat resentful, wondering why her partner, Palo, had to be such a straightforward man.

 Even though he had improved a lot from before, he still lacked an understanding of romance and sweetness.

 There was no sense of charm to speak of.

 On the other hand, facing the reincarnated Saint, especially one in the "Metamorphosis Period," whose every word and deed was mad, Sage Selene felt uncomfortable.

 Again, the reason was the sheer contrast.

 Fortunately, it wasn't long before the starship carrying the four of them arrived at the war zone of the Four Sects Legions.

 Sage Selene found an excuse to disembark from the starship first and went straight to where Sage Palo was.

 She needed to properly digest the "dog food" fed to her by Link and Jasmine.

 As for how to digest it, well, those who understand, understand.

 Link and Jasmine got off the starship and headed straight to Jasmine's dwelling without giving Lotson a second glance.

 Lotson watched the three leave one after the other, shook his head, and laughed.

 Then, he grew serious, shaking off his somewhat mad disposition.

 He looked around, declined the reception personnel arranged by Sage Palo before Sage Selene's arrival, and chose a direction to walk off silently.

 A few steps later, the reception staff of the Four Sects Legions could no longer see Lotson.

 Where Lotson went, and why, remained unknown to all.

 Meanwhile, Dean Frist had made all preparations, and after careful consideration, he selected his words and reached out to the internal commutations officer of the High Council's Parallel Universe Office through a secret channel.

 "What is it?"

 The person in charge faced Dean Frist with a relatively cold demeanor.

 Dean Frist didn't get annoyed by the person in charge's cold attitude at all.

 He just stared coldly at the person in charge's eyes through the encrypted video communication screen, and with an even colder attitude and tone, he said, "If you want to be jointly punished, or even executed, by the five Saints of the Supreme Council, you can continue to treat me this way."

 "Are you threatening me?"

 The person in charge narrowed his eyes, revealing a glint of cold light, and killing intent suddenly emerged.

 Dean Frist nodded candidly, "I am threatening you, yes. If you can't handle it, you may hang up the communication."

 "Just say what you have to say; there's no need to beat around the bush."

 Grinding his molars hard, the person in charge forcibly suppressed the anger in his heart, restrained his temper, and spoke impatiently.

 "Heh heh..."

 Dean Frist let out a cold laugh but didn't continue to provoke the person in charge's emotions, and went straight to the point, asking directly, "The Celestial Court of Immortal God Civilization has roped in Great Sage Mitchell and is funding his assault on the Saint Position. Are you aware of this?"

 "What?"

 The person in charge exclaimed in surprise.

 This shocked look was definitely not feigned.

 Clearly, the person in charge had not heard even a hint of news related to this matter.

 The Celestial Court of Immortal God Civilization and Great Sage Mitchell had indeed kept the secret very tight.

 Dean Frist understood the person in charge's shock very well.

 When he first heard this news from Lotson, his shock was no less than that of the person in charge.

 If anything, it was even greater.

 "Do you know what you're talking about, Frist Diomand?"

 After the shock, the person in charge came back to his senses and sternly questioned, "Can you bear the responsibility for spreading this rumor?"

 Dean Frist, completely unperturbed, smiled slightly and said, "Since I dare to speak, I dare to bear the responsibility. As for whether it's a rumor, why don't you investigate it yourself?"

 Such a confident and self-assured stance abruptly calmed the person in charge down.

 Wizards specialize in Mental Power and Mana.

 Mental Power is based on willpower.

 For the person in charge to become the internal head of the High Council's Parallel Universe Office, responsible for liaising with the Wizard Forces that came to the parallel universe, his Wizard's Level must be quite high.

 His willpower, naturally, had to be very tenacious as well.

 Therefore, even if the news of Great Sage Mitchell betraying the Supreme Council and defecting to the Celestial Court of Immortal God Civilization was shocking, the person in charge quickly collected himself.

 Taking a deep breath, the person in charge asked coldly, "Investigate? How? From where should I start investigating?"

 Dean Frist smiled, "That's for the Supreme Council to decide. I can only assure you that my source of information is absolutely reliable."

 "How can you guarantee that?"

 The person in charge continued in a cold voice.

 Dean Frist's expression became slightly serious as he earnestly replied:

 "I'm staking the existence of Ravensmouth College on it.

 You must be aware of how deep the rivalry between Ravensmouth College and both the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and Great Sage Mitchell himself truly is.

 If Great Sage Mitchell has not defected to the Immortal God Civilization, even if he does ascend to Sainthood in this universe, Ravensmouth College would simply give up all interests in this universe and retreat back to our own universe."

 Pausing for a moment, Dean Frist emphasized:

 "However, I'm now coming forward, in my capacity as Dean of Ravensmouth College, to accuse Great Sage Mitchell of siding with the Immortal God Civilization. You can surely comprehend how serious this is.

 If the Supreme Council investigates and finds my accusation to be false, you can surely guess what would happen to Ravensmouth College."

 Pausing again, Dean Frist asked word by word, "But if..."

 "If my accusation is true?"
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 We can't afford to gamble.

 The person in charge doesn't have the qualifications or the resources to bet Dean Frist is exaggerating.

 Since we can't afford to gamble, we must make a decision, whether to believe or not.

 In a very short time, the person in charge made a decision, "Don't mention this to anyone else; I will report it immediately. As for how it will be handled above, I cannot give you any guarantees or promises."

 "Of course."

 Dean Frist nodded in agreement, and then, changing the tone, he said, "However, Ravensmouth College cannot just sit idly by knowing the danger is imminent."

 "What do you intend to do?"

 The person in charge asked nervously.

 Given the gravity of the situation, the person in charge could not help but feel anxious.

 If the Great Sage Mitchell got wind of this and, in haste, made even graver mistakes that spoiled the favorable situation, the responsibility would be too great for the person in charge.

 "It's not what I want to do, but what I have already done."

 Dean Frist, unfazed by the person in charge's anxiety, said leisurely, "At the moment I received the message, I had already instructed all members of the Ravensmouth College advance team to prepare for an emergency. Should things turn sour, no matter the outcome, we would make sure those targeting us suffer some broken teeth."

 Having said that, Dean Frist abruptly hung up the encrypted video communication.

 Many things cannot be achieved through amicable discussions alone; ample pressure is necessary.

 Dean Frist believed that if it were possible to delay or shift the blame, this person in charge would certainly choose to do so.

 Because reporting the instance of the Great Sage Mitchell siding with the Celestial Court of the Immortal God Civilization to the Supreme Council, whether true or false, is very likely unfavorable.

 There are plenty of stories about minor punishments as consequences.

 The Great Sage Mitchell is a Level Nine Great Sage, and moreover, one whose lifespan is nearly at its end.

 Facing the questioning or even condemnation of the Supreme Council, all the Great Sage Mitchell needs to do is swallow his pride and seek the understanding of the five Saints of the Supreme Council, then all errors will not be seen as errors.

 There's another possibility even.

 That is, concerning the successful promotion of the Great Sage Mitchell under the support of the Celestial Court of the Immortal God Civilization, the five Saints of the High Council of Wizard's Civilization may actually be pleased to see it succeed.

 As long as the Great Sage Mitchell doesn't truly stand against the civilization of wizards.

 Even if the Great Sage Mitchell straddles between the Immortal God Civilization and the wizards' civilization and sits on the fence between the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council.

 For a greater benefit, the five Saints of the Supreme Council would compromise.

 In summary, from the moment the person in charge answered the encrypted video communication sent by Dean Frist, he was already drawn into the situation.

 And his position was extremely difficult.

 Even if reluctant, to escape this difficult situation, this person in charge would have to follow the path pointed out by Dean Frist and report upward.

 Therefore, when Dean Frist hung up the communication, he did so emboldened and fearless.

 But that does not mean that notifying the High Council's Parallel Universe Office's person in charge once would put Dean Frist and Ravensmouth College in a carefree position.

 For the Supreme Council, even if the accusation of the Great Sage Mitchell siding with the Celestial Court of the Immortal God Civilization were true, it should be handled cautiously.

 If the situation could be silently and swiftly resolved, that would be ideal.

 Stability, above all else.

 While such a result aligns with the interests of the Supreme Council, it is not in Ravensmouth College's best interest.

 What interest best aligns with Ravensmouth College?

 Of course, it would be the death of the Great Sage Mitchell and the division of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, so that Ravensmouth College would have one less formidable foe in the future.

 Thus, after hanging up one encrypted video communication, Dean Frist immediately initiated a new encrypted video communication.

 This time, the aim was not just to contact one person, but three.

 People are pleased when they possess what others do not.

 Where others have what they do not, jealousy arises easily.

 Including Great Sage Mitchell, there are four Level Nine Great Sages stationed in the parallel universe from the civilization of wizards.

 Although the other three Level Nine Great Sages aren't as close to the end of their lives as the Great Sage Mitchell, each has their reasons for abandoning the chance to ascend to Saint in their own universe to gamble on a hope in the parallel universe.

 A hope for promotion.

 So...

 Why would the Celestial Court of the Immortal God Civilization support the Great Sage Mitchell and not one of the other three?

 This is a question.

 Of course, Dean Frist also considered whether the Celestial Court of the Immortal God Civilization might be secretly supporting more than just the Great Sage Mitchell.

 After pondering briefly, Dean Frist ceased speculating in that regard.

 Whether the Celestial Court of the Immortal God Civilization supports other Level Nine Great Sages or not is irrelevant to Ravensmouth College.

 What Ravensmouth College needs to consider is only one thing: to thwart the promotion of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Regathering his thoughts, Dean Frist focused on waiting for the connection of the three encrypted video communications.

 Meanwhile, Lotson, who had acted alone, had already reached his destination.

 Saints are Saints, possessing numerous means that are unfathomable to wizards below their level.

 Even though Lotson is merely a reincarnation of a Saint and does not yet possess the full array of a Saint's formidable powers,

 at a certain cost, Lotson could indeed wield some abilities of a Saint.

 Using methods beyond the understanding of Sage-level wizards, and even Great Sage Level wizards, Lotson traveled from the highest grade starship, which would need nearly two months to reach its destination at the Border of Immortal God Civilization, to the Heavenly Master's Mansion located in the central region of the Immortal God Civilization's territory.
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 ``` 

 "Long time no see, Saint Lotesno."

 Mr. Xu Jing had already been waiting outside the Heavenly Master's Mansion and greeted Lotesno as soon as he saw him, then extended his hand in invitation, "The Ancestor Heavenly Master has already prepared the tea and is awaiting the Saint's arrival in the hall."

 Following Mr. Xu Jing's lead, Lotesno headed into the Heavenly Master's Mansion, speaking as he walked, "Mr. Xu Jing, I have a question, and I'm not sure whether to ask it or not."

 "The Saint may speak freely without worry. If Xu Jing knows, he will certainly not hide it," Mr. Xu Jing said with a smile, making a promise.

 "In that case, I will ask."

 Lotesno nodded and then asked, "What exactly is the Heavenly Master's Mansion scheming? I can't quite understand your layout. You've invested so much effort on my cheap big brother Link Grande, but it seems that you want nothing in return. You just keep sending him here and there, keeping him endlessly busy and running around, yet without a clear goal for his busyness and travel."

 After hearing Lotesno's words, Mr. Xu Jing thought for a moment and then countered, "Could it be interpreted that the Saint is genuinely concerned about Wizard Link Grande?"

 "It could be interpreted that way."

 Lotesno admitted frankly and then continued to explain, "After all, in terms of blood relation, he is my big brother in this life. Considering the twists and turns that happened during my rebirth, the bond between us is just too deep. As you know, those of us who play with fate or are played by fate, value these things highly. According to your Immortal God Civilisation, it's called carrying the burden, or according to the Buddhism that has faded in the Long River of Time, it's karma."

 "Carrying the burden is carrying the burden, karma is karma, the two are not equivalent. Also..."

 Mr. Xu Jing's expression turned serious as he corrected, "Buddhism has not faded into the Long River of Time; it has simply parted with the Immortal God Civilisation and formed its own lineage."

 Pausing, Mr. Xu Jing sighed helplessly, "The concept of the Age of Dharma Decline was actually first proposed by Buddhism."

 "Is that so? This is indeed a secret I haven't heard before," Lotesno said with a sigh.

 Shaking his head, Mr. Xu Jing replied, "It's not so much a secret as it is old sesame and rotten grains; what's past is past, let's not dwell on it."

 "Very well, just before I meet the Ancestor Heavenly Master, please enlighten me, Mr. Xu Jing."

 Lotesno pivoted back to the topic of Link Grande following Mr. Xu Jing's lead.

 "All right."

 Mr. Xu Jing agreed, then said, "To be honest with the Saint, we truly want nothing from Wizard Link Grande."

 "Want nothing?"

 "Want nothing!"

 "Really? I don't believe it!"

 "If the Saint does not believe, there's no need for me to say more. No matter how much I say, if the Saint does not believe, then he does not believe."

 After a few brief exchanges, Lotesno learned of a secret from Mr. Xu Jing, but his question remained unanswered.

 They had now arrived at the grand hall where the Ancestor Heavenly Master was.

 It seems this is Mr. Xu Jing's strategy, summed up in one word: delay.

 Without digging deeper, Lotesno simply gave Mr. Xu Jing a long, meaningful look and then stepped into the hall.

 The grand hall was as serene as it had been the last time he was there.

 The only difference was that, aside from the Ancestor Heavenly Master, there was another person present.

 Lotesno recognized the person at a glance, and a cold smile couldn't help but surface on his face.

 "Ancestor Heavenly Master, long time no see."

 Shifting his gaze from that person, Lotesno greeted with a smile, then asked, "May I inquire why the Ancestor Heavenly Master has suddenly invited me here? I have just been rushed to the Ravensmouth College Vanguard's battlefield by my cheap big brother, ready to help the Ravensmouth College Vanguard fend off an attack from Great Sage Mitchell."

 "Please take a seat, Saint," the Ancestor Heavenly Master said, gesturing to the meditation cushion on his left without directly answering, and spoke amiably, "Let's talk over a seated conversation."

 As he spoke, the Ancestor Heavenly Master picked up the teapot and poured a cup of tea.

 Lotesno arched an eyebrow, went with the flow, and sat down on the cushion, facing the other person.

 Following the etiquette of the Immortal God Civilisation, the honoured seat is on the left when seated.

 At the Ancestor Heavenly Master's place, Lotesno sitting on his left was accorded more honour.

 This point was clearly understood by the other person, who showed no signs of resentment.

 "Here, try my tea art."

 ```

 Ancestor Heavenly Master picked up the tea cup in front of him and nodded to both sides.

 Saint Lotesno and another person showed their respects by immediately picking up their tea cups and touching them lightly in the air.

 Their manners were sufficiently polite, yet the ritual seemed somewhat awkward and out of place.

 It was neither like the ceremony of Immortal God Civilization nor that of Wizard Civilization.

 However, these were minor details, and the three present didn't particularly care.

 Each took a shallow sip of tea, placed their cups down, and the official discussion began.

 Ancestor Heavenly Master was the first to speak, "The reason we are able to sit together today is simple and straightforward, purely based on interests."

 After glancing to both sides and seeing no objections, Ancestor Heavenly Master continued, "My interest is simple, and that is to ensure that Heavenly Master's Mansion safely gets through the crisis of the Age of Dharma Decline. What are the interests of the Saint, the Saint himself shall speak. As for Great Sage Mitchell, it is also quite simple, which is to ascend to Saint or, with the help of the Celestial Court, to transform and become a Celestial Master before his life ends."

 "Hmm..."

 Lotesno let out an unexpected snicker.

 "Why does the Saint laugh?"

 Ancestor Heavenly Master stopped speaking and asked with a seemingly surprised tone.

 "It's nothing, just thought of a funny yet inconsequential matter. Please continue, Ancestor Heavenly Master."

 Lotesno put away his smile and offhandedly made an excuse.

 Ancestor Heavenly Master laughed and didn't mind Lotesno's mood, turning to look at the other guest, Great Sage Mitchell, "Today, it is Great Sage Mitchell who sought me out, expressing a desire to have a candid talk with Saint Lotesno. It was only then that I urgently contacted Saint Lotesno. Now that you both are here, whatever it is, communicate amongst yourselves."

 As his voice fell, Ancestor Heavenly Master's figure disappeared from the grand hall.

 However, both Lotesno and Great Sage Mitchell knew that if Ancestor Heavenly Master wanted, he could hear every conversation that took place in the hall.

 The Heavenly Master's Mansion was Ancestor Heavenly Master's home turf.

 Looking at Great Sage Mitchell's pale hair and aged face, Lotesno genuinely wanted to laugh.

 However, out of respect for the position of a Level Nine Great Sage, Lotesno held back his smirk.

 As for treating each other with courtesy...

 Sorry, Lotesno couldn't do it.

 It was well known that the most significant disruptor of his reincarnation strategy wasn't Link Grande, but rather the very Great Sage Mitchell before him.

 Even more so, this Great Sage Mitchell wanted to steal the position of Prophet Sage Wizard.

 Lotesno might not laugh, but that doesn't mean he was willing to initiate conversation.

 The grand hall fell silent after Ancestor Heavenly Master left.

 Eventually, it was Great Sage Mitchell who broke the silence with a hoarse voice:

 "Saint Lotesno, past events have already passed.

 I didn't manage to seize the position of Prophet Sage Wizard, and as a consequence, I lost all that I worked for in life.

 Now, I accept aid from the Immortal God Civilization Celestial Court, with no other reason than to survive.

 Today, I request Ancestor Heavenly Master to mediate and to ask Saint Lotesno if you could stop constantly planning to kill me and allow me a peaceful environment to advance, can you?"

 My vulnerable points are voluntarily exposed to the Saint, I beg for your forgiveness."

 During the Starship's journey of almost two months, Lotesno, extremely bored and unable to stand the insult of Link's gaze, frequently harbored a desire to kill Great Sage Mitchell.

 The killing intent of a Saint Position could traverse the Endless Void and descend upon Great Sage Mitchell.

 Of course, it wasn't as terrifying as a sword hanging overhead, ready to fall at any moment, but akin to a thorn in the back nonetheless.

 Once Great Sage Mitchell identified Lotesno as the source of the killing intent, he first contacted the Supreme Council, hoping for their mediation.

 The Supreme Council agreed and put it into practice, but failed.

 Lotesno refused any communication with the Supreme Council.

 Out of desperation, Great Sage Mitchell had no choice but to expose himself and ask the Heavenly Master's Mansion to mediate and settle the matter.

 Therefore, Great Sage Mitchell was unaware that, prior to this, Lotesno already knew of his defection to the Immortal God Civilization Celestial Court.

 Ignorance is bliss, indeed.
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 Lotson did not take this lightly.

 Mitchell, that old fellow, was not easy to deal with.

 The Heavenly Master's Mansion was equally formidable.

 Mr. Xu Jing, true and false, false and true, was unpredictable.

 Ancestor Heavenly Master, inscrutable and elusive, made it difficult to discern his stance.

 In today's meeting, it was uncertain whether Ancestor Heavenly Master was setting a trap for Great Sage Mitchell or for Lotson.

 That was the problem.

 Thus, faced with Great Sage Mitchell's confessions and earnest requests, Lotson merely replied coldly, "I do not want to know what deals you have made with the Immortal God Tomorrow Court or the Heavenly Master's Mansion. Nor do I want to know how you knew the Heavenly Master's Mansion could summon me. Your connections, channels, lifespan, and advancement are your own concerns; keep them to yourself. And don't reach too far into my affairs. If I wish to harbor ill intentions toward someone, I will. If I want to kill someone, I will. Do you understand?"

 Having said this, Lotson pushed away the teacup in front of him, stood up, and was about to leave the grand hall.

 Great Sage Mitchell, still sitting, remained expressionless although he was somewhat angered, but calmly said, "Saint, will you not reconsider? It is always better to have one more friend than one more enemy."

 "No need to reconsider. I will not befriend someone who intends to rob me."

 Lotson firmly refused and walked toward the hall's door.

 The grand hall was the training ground of Ancestor Heavenly Master.

 While he was present, no one could breach the space and achieve Qiankun Movement.

 Thus, every time Lotson entered or exited, he did so on foot.

 It was just a few steps, a matter of seconds, and it took no effort at all.

 As Lotson reached the door of the hall and was about to pull it open, Great Sage Mitchell sighed deeply, "Saint, I really don't have much time left. I am willing to do anything, and can do anything, to survive."

 "Oh?"

 Lotson stopped walking, turned around, and with a slight smile looked at Great Sage Mitchell, "Are you threatening me?"

 "I wouldn't dare threaten a saint; I'm merely stating facts,"

 Great Sage Mitchell picked up his teacup, took a light sip, then said indifferently, "But, if the Saint takes it as a threat, it's fine too."

 "Heh heh..."

 Saint Lotson laughed heartily.

 After laughing for quite a while, Lotson gave Great Sage Mitchell a deep look, said nothing more, and turned to leave the grand hall.

 Watching Lotson's retreating figure, Great Sage Mitchell's eyes were profound, his thoughts inscrutable.

 Ancestor Heavenly Master materialized just as suddenly as he had vanished.

 "A breakdown in talks?"

 Pouring himself some tea, Ancestor Heavenly Master savored the aroma and asked leisurely.

 "As expected,"

 Great Sage Mitchell sat back down, "It's normal for the talks to break down. It would be abnormal for them to succeed."

 "Why even talk then?"

 Ancestor Heavenly Master inquired curiously.

 "Without talking, how would the exact outcome be known?"

 Great Sage Mitchell took another small sip of tea and suddenly changed the subject, "Ancestor Heavenly Master, I always feel as though the Heavenly Master's Mansion has other plans that are not genuinely aimed at helping me. Please enlighten me."

 "Why would you feel that way?"

 Ancestor Heavenly Master questioned back.

 "Intuition."

 Great Sage Mitchell stared into Ancestor Heavenly Master's abyss-like eyes and explained briefly.

 Intuition, huh? It seems your intuition is quite accurate, fitting for someone who once aspired to seize the position of Mysterious Sage Wizard,"

 Ancestor Heavenly Master remarked thoughtfully, directly addressing Great Sage Mitchell's earlier question.

 Upon hearing this, Great Sage Mitchell straightened his posture and asked seriously, "Ancestor Heavenly Master, would you tell me why, and what other plans you have?"

 "Of course... not."

 Placing down the teacup he was enjoying, Ancestor Heavenly Master breathed out heavily, his response split into two parts.

 Great Sage Mitchell was not affected by the heavy breathing.

 Because when he posed that request, he harbored no expectation that Ancestor Heavenly Master would agree.

 Without expectations, naturally, there were no disappointments.

 Why ask, then?

 Clearly, he was probing.

 From Ancestor Heavenly Master's reply and demeanor, Great Sage Mitchell had already obtained the answer he needed.

 The Heavenly Master's Mansion indeed had other plans when supporting Great Sage Mitchell's change of discipline,

 Plans that were sure to harm Great Sage Mitchell's interests.

 Having confirmed this, Great Sage Mitchell stood up to leave.

 "Won't you stay a little longer?"

 Ancestor Heavenly Master called out to retain him, though his tone was not very enthusiastic.

 "No need, I've already disturbed your meditation, Ancestor Heavenly Master, and dare not bother you further."

 Great Sage Mitchell politely declined and then left the grand hall and the Heavenly Master's Mansion without looking back.

 Not long after, Mr. Xu Jing, who had seen off both Lotson and Great Sage Mitchell, entered the grand hall.

 All traces related to the tea had been cleared away by Ancestor Heavenly Master.

 The grand hall was restored to its tranquil state.

 Ancestor Heavenly Master sat on a cushion, transcendent and untethered.

 Mr. Xu Jing did not rashly speak and waited patiently for a while.

 Soon, Ancestor Heavenly Master opened his eyes and spoke, "Xu Jing, our stance has been made sufficiently clear by now. Following this event, the High Council of Wizard's Civilization should no longer obstruct our progress in developing their universe. Let us start the necessary preparations."
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 "Yes, Master." 

 Mr. Xu Jing, following the orders, left the palace to implement the preset plan.

 Meanwhile, Lotson crossed the Endless Void and returned to the vicinity of Ravensmouth College's frontline defense.

 He didn't rush to appear.

 Lotson briefly regained his Saint Position, and a flash of rainbow light crossed his eyes.

 Countless colored lines, straight or slanted, thick or thin, long or short, rapidly appeared and changed before Lotson's eyes.

 Each line represented a possible fate.

 Prophecy is about filtering out the most likely outcome from these numerous possibilities of fate.

 The most likely does not mean absolute.

 After all, times change, circumstances change, and fate is always evolving.

 About two months ago, the prophecy that Great Sage Mitchell was very likely to make a move against the Ravensmouth College advance team changed just after meeting with Great Sage Mitchell.

 From making a move, it had escalated to making a deadly move.

 The time for action also moved forward by more than half a month.

 In other words, this meeting and rejection by Lotson had given Great Sage Mitchell a great shock.

 It caused a change in Great Sage Mitchell's mindset.

 "This damned fate!"

 Exiting the prophecy state and putting away his Saint Position, Lotson cursed under his breath, feeling somewhat displeased.

 Frist Diomand was right about one thing.

 Even if Ravensmouth College were destroyed, it wouldn't really impact Lotson much.

 The key issue was the timing of such a destruction.

 In every aspect, Ravensmouth College had provided great help in Lotson's resurgence.

 Whether it's favors, investment, responsibilities, or karma, these four phrases could all describe the bonds between Lotson and Ravensmouth College.

 Not to mention, this life's cheap brother, sister-in-law, and niece all were at Ravensmouth College.

 These bonds were real and couldn't be severed instantly.

 Therefore, Lotson could not stand by and watch Ravensmouth College be destroyed now.

 Whether it was for Great Sage Mitchell's advancement or switching practices, from any perspective, Lotson had to disrupt it.

 Originally, Lotson didn't want to confront Great Sage Mitchell directly.

 After all, he only had the Saint Position now and did not possess his full combat form.

 Even if he could pay some price to exert his full strength from his previous life for a short period, it would be highly uneconomical.

 Withdrawing early is like taking a loan—it must be repaid.

 However, both the Wizard World Will and the Tomorrow Court and Heavenly Master's Mansion of the Immortal God civilization were pushing for Lotson to directly confront Great Sage Mitchell.

 "Sigh!"

 With a deep sigh, Lotson decided not to avoid it any longer.

 What was bound to come would eventually come, and it couldn't be avoided.

 Since all parties wanted him to directly confront Great Sage Mitchell, who was approaching the end of his life and would surely risk everything, he might as well fulfill their wishes.

 Having considered everything thoroughly, Lotson's expression became solemn, and the "Metamorphosis Period" quietly ended.

 After rebirth, his true realm was a Fourth-Level Sage.

 With this, the price of early withdrawal would be somewhat lesser, and the time for exerting his full strength would be a little longer.

 The other person involved, Great Sage Mitchell, who had returned to his new headquarters, suddenly felt something.

 "Is this my Saint calamity?"

 After carefully sensing the sudden feeling, Great Sage Mitchell murmured to himself.

 Whether it is the Wizard system of the Wizard civilization or the Immortal God system of the Immortal God civilization, advancing to Saint, Celestial Master, or Heavenly Immortal always involves a calamity.

 If one overcomes this calamity, they can advance.

 If they fail to overcome it, the consequences range from severe injuries and regression in realm to death.

 The previous struggle of Great Sage Mitchell to seize the position of Mysterious Sage Wizard can be considered the calamity of the Saint of Nostrodamus's rebirth, or it can be seen as Lotson's incomplete Saint calamity.

 Now, driven by multiple parties, the confrontation between Lotson and the Great Sage Mitchell had become inevitable.

 For the Great Sage Mitchell, this was a Saint's calamity as well as a calamity of lifespan, which he had to overcome.

 Failure to do so left no other outcome, only death and the disappearance of his path.

 For Lotson, this could be considered as the aftermath of his last incomplete Saint calamity or a calamity of entanglements.

 There were plenty of alternatives, it didn't matter whether he overcame it or not.

 The Immortal God Tomorrow Court had promised the Great Sage Mitchell that they would ensure he could switch his cultivation and successfully ascend to Celestial Master.

 The crux lay in Lotson's mindset for overcoming the calamity.

 From this point of view, Mr. Xu Jing, representing the Celestial Court in negotiations with the Great Sage Mitchell, had not lied.

 However, the Heavenly Master's Mansion had other calculations in this matter.

 And in this situation, the weakest and arguably the most innocent party was Revosorath Academy.

 Dean Frist, who was struggling to save himself and trying to dodge dangers and seize opportunities in this crisis, hung up the encrypted video communication, his mood quite heavy.

 The spokespersons of the other three Level Nine Great Sages, upon hearing about the Great Sage Mitchell accepting aid from the Immortal God Tomorrow Court to switch to the Immortal God System and ascending to Celestial Master, all expressed significant shock.

 This was an outright act of betrayal!

 But when Dean Frist mentioned the idea of the Supreme Council issuing a call to unite against the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell and Great Sage Mitchell himself, all three spokespersons evaded the topic.

 Everyone was a master of their own Wizard Forces and a shrewd thinker.

 Dean Frist's motives were crystal clear to them.

 How could the spokespersons of the three Level Nine Great Sages allow themselves to be used by Revosorath Academy to do things that benefitted them not?

 Most importantly, even if the Supreme Council truly regarded the Great Sage Mitchell and his tower as rebels and decided to launch a campaign, it should be the direct forces of the five Saint-level members of the council that led the charge.

 The three families only needed to assist, or even just cheer from the sidelines.

 There was no need for them to be at the forefront of the battle.

 Thus, the spokespersons of the three Level Nine Great Sages straightforwardly rejected Dean Frist's proposal for an alliance.

 This outcome had been anticipated by Dean Frist even before he made the call.

 What weighed down his mood was not the result, but the current situation.

 The influence of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell in the parallel universe was too massive.

 Should a real conflict arise, let alone exerting full force, the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell need only employ less than a quarter of its power to completely wipe out the Revosorath Academy Advance Team.

 If the Great Sage Mitchell personally intervened, and if the Supreme Council's Parallel Universe Office was too slow or unwilling to respond, with the other three Level Nine Great Sages just watching, even if the four Level Seven Great Sages of Revosorath Academy Advance Team acted together, they would not buy much time.

 "We're missing someone to directly confront the Great Sage Mitchell."

 Gathering his heavy thoughts, Dean Frist muttered to himself and continued his calculations.

 In fact, regarding this matter, he had already done everything he could.

 He was still calculating now, simply because he was unwilling to let go.

 "What are you thinking about?"

 Suddenly, a voice sounded faintly behind him.

 Dean Frist's body startled, and he slowly turned around, facing Lotson who did not make a grimace, had changed demeanor significantly, and appeared more unhinged, he could not help but feel helpless.

 Scaring someone might actually scare them to death, don't you know?

 After the helplessness, came surprise and thoughtfulness.

 Lotson was actually exuding the aura of just having advanced to a Fourth Level Sage.

 As a reincarnated Saint, would Lotson really not control his own aura well?

 Dean Frist absolutely did not believe this.

 So the problem came, why would Lotson purposely display that he had restored to the level of a Fourth Level Sage in front of him?

 A spark of insight flashed in Dean Frist's eyes.

 One after another, various matters floated up in his mind, and one detail after another was linked together.

 Suddenly, Dean Frist understood.

 Looking at Lotson who even while just standing silently, emitted an undeniable madness, Dean Frist's lips parted:

 "So that's how it is."

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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 Crisis. 

 It was both danger and opportunity.

 For the Ravensmouth College Advance Team, and indeed the entire Ravensmouth College, the danger undoubtedly came from Great Sage Mitchell.

 But what about the opportunity?

 Initially, when it was known that Great Sage Mitchell had accepted the support of the Immortal God Tomorrow Court, Dean Frist thought the opportunity lay with the Supreme Council and the other three Level Nine Great Sages.

 Despite the representatives of those three Level Nine Great Sages outright refusing in face-to-face meetings, how they viewed Mitchell's affiliation with the Immortal God culture in private, and how they would respond to it, was still up in the air.

 Even if they looked down on the Ravensmouth College Advance Team or even on Ravensmouth College, and were unwilling to join forces,

 Dean Frist believed that they would definitely not sit idly by and watch Mitchell succeed in his promotion.

 The likelihood that they would directly intervene to prevent it and end up with a lifelong enemy was not high.

 Indirect interference in the promotion process, delaying the promotion time, showing the Celestial Court that they were a more suitable support candidate, such things were still very likely to happen.

 Dean Frist didn't ask much from those three Level Nine Great Sages, just that.

 The key lay with the Supreme Council.

 Some lines should not be crossed.

 If Mitchell had been in contact with the Celestial Court without the permission of the five Saints of the Supreme Council, if he had accepted the support of the Celestial Court on his own initiative…

 And if, with the support of the Celestial Court, Mitchell had indeed switched paths and successfully promoted…

 The gravity of the situation was evident.

 How would those Level Nine Great Sages, whose lives were nearing an end, or who had no hope of promotion, or both, view the Supreme Council and the wizarding civilization?

 Once the precedent was set, where would people's loyalties lie?

 The principle "When people lose their unity, leading them becomes difficult" was something the five Saints of the Supreme Council were undoubtedly aware of.

 Dean Frist was convinced that after revealing this information to the Supreme Council, the council would definitely react.

 Regardless of whether the reaction was big or small, at the very least it would divert Mitchell's attention.

 Thus, the Ravensmouth College Advance Team would get a breather and space to move, allowing the college more time to consider better countermeasures.

 However, after seeing Lotson restored to a Fourth-Level Sage, his demeanor drastically changed, and his temperament even more manic, Dean Frist regretted not cursing himself.

 It was indeed true: people caught in a situation often can't see clearly.

 Perhaps it was the influence of Dean Frist's portrayal of Ravensmouth College as having little demand for the reincarnations of Saints.

 While calculating how Ravensmouth College could turn peril into safety, he had subconsciously overlooked the existence and potential role of Lotson.

 "Do you understand now?"

 Lotson smiled wickedly, his expression even richer than when he was in his "Metamorphosis Period."

 If Link saw him, he'd probably shout "Boss!"

 If in a good mood, he might even add, "Which pond caught your eye? Want to take it over?"

 Dean Frist didn't get these jokes yet still felt an inexplicable emotion.

 The five Saints of the Supreme Council, whom Dean Frist had never met, were unlikely to be quirky or bizarre in character and style.

 The Level Nine Great Sages, or those equivalent to Level Nine Great Sages that Dean Frist had met and encountered, didn't have expressions as sinister as Lotson's.

 Not to mention Level Eight Great Sages.

 Overall, Dean Frist felt that the Lotson he was seeing now was completely different from the previous Lotson he knew and the imagined reincarnations of Saints.

 Yet, inexplicably, he felt this should be the true image of a reincarnation of a Saint.

 Suppressing the thoughts flitting through his mind, Dean Frist nodded and responded, "I have understood some things, but I'm not sure if I've really understood them fully."

 "Which parts do you still not understand?

 Lotson's smile morphed from cunning to gentle, like an elder addressing the doubts of a beloved younger relative.

 Dean Frist felt odd, yet couldn't pinpoint what was strange.

 In that moment, facing what seemed to be the revealed true nature of a Mysterious Sage Wizard, Dean Frist's emotional perception and self-awareness were subtly disrupted.

 And he was unaware of it.

 Putting aside the strangeness, Dean Frist honestly said, "I don't understand why you would take the lead against Mitchell. Logically, what you need most now is time to recover and a stable environment for it."

 "Ah, that!"

 Lotson sighed deeply upon hearing this, his head tilted upward slightly as if looking at something, reminiscing about something, or pondering something.

 After a moment, Lotson looked straight at Dean Frist and asked, "Do you know what a Saint is?"

 "I do not."

 Dean Frist thought carefully before shaking his head.

 As a Level Seven Great Sage, not knowing what a Saint is, is that normal?

 In the wizarding civilization, it was very normal.

 Knowledge was not always better in abundance.

 Sometimes, knowing too much, too clearly, was also not a good thing.

 Knowing too early what a Saint is, as a Level Seven Great Sage, could create obstacles to understanding or instill fear.

 Such knowledge would further narrow the chances of becoming a Saint later on.

 Although no Saint has emerged in the wizarding civilization since that decisive battle with the divine civilizations,

 "Then you might consider if you want to know or not."
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 It was clear that Lotson had known all along that Frist wasn't aware, and had considerately inquired about Frist's thoughts instead of informing him directly.

 After giving it serious thought and realizing the possibility of achieving Saint status was minuscule, Frist nodded, "Please, let me know."

 Unconsciously, Frist had adjusted his posture and terminology when facing Lotson.

 He hadn't directly called him "Saint," just the difference between "you" and "you."

 Although this detail was minor, it was extremely important.

 In dealing with people and matters, posture really was important.

 "I won't tell you the specifics."

 Suddenly, Lotson changed his mind again and said, "I'll just briefly highlight a few points."

 "Please, go ahead."

 Frist certainly had no objections.

 It was still the same old belief that knowing too much wasn't necessarily a good thing.

 Lotson said, "First, there are currently five Saints in the Wizard civilization; second, the native continent of the Wizard World is now divided into five major areas: the Central Plains, East Coast, West Coast, South Region, and North Region; third, each major area is subdivided into districts and specialty zones; fourth, each Saint is the peak of an influential wizard sect."

 Pausing momentarily, Lotson's smile faded, his expression turned serious, and he solemnly asked, "So, can you understand now why I am willing to stand up for Ravensmouth College and face off against that old chap Mitchell directly?"

 "I roughly understand, but not completely."

 Frist replied truthfully.

 "Hmm?"

 Lotson let out a syllable of puzzlement through his nostrils.

 Without fully disclosing the details of the Saint rank, Lotson had said all that he could say.

 Frist, who could become the principal of Ravensmouth College and under whose leadership the school had grown stronger, was certainly no fool.

 The meaning between the lines should have been crystal clear.

 So, why was it that he hadn't completely understood?

 Without waiting for Lotson to ask, Frist opened his mouth and said:

 "You want to reclaim the position of Saint. Wizard's Level and strength are one thing, and the necessary sphere of influence is another.

 According to what you've said, both are essential.

 However, I don't think Ravensmouth College is that important to you.

 At least, not important enough to make you face a Great Sage Mitchell, whose life is coming to an end and who will certainly give everything for advancement to Saint, while you are in an incomplete state."

 After a slight pause, Frist intensified his tone and continued, "Therefore, I haven't completely understood why you are willing to confront Great Sage Mitchell. I believe there must be another reason, and it is likely the primary one."

 "Heh."

 Lotson laughed, "You're quite lucid. Most people, when faced with a Saint's attention, even if it's just verbal, should be excited to the point of losing their rational judgment. Or even if they maintain some rationality, faced with the prospect of high returns, they will ignore the subconscious warnings about risks."

 "Thank you for the compliment."

 Frist accepted the implied praise in Lotson's words with equanimity.

 Then he fell silent, waiting for Lotson to finish what he had yet to say.

 Unconcerned, Lotson spoke the truth, "You guessed right, there is indeed another reason, which is also the main one. As for what it is, all I can tell you is that facing Mitchell directly is the mutual will and benefit of various parties, including the Wizard World Will."

 "Is that so? Then I won't ask further."

 Frist decisively refrained from inquiring deeper and briskly changed the subject, "What do you need from me and Ravensmouth College?"

 "Nothing, not a thing,"

 Lotson shook his head, "Just carry on as usual, there's no need to consider my presence or influence."

 As soon as the words trailed off, Lotson's figure vanished as suddenly as he had appeared.

 This trick was often used by Frist and his sister Lisandra in front of others.

 It was also frequently employed by Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 Both had ample experience with it.

 Therefore, Frist was unruffled by the change.

 As soon as Lotson left, Frist continued to ponder the previous issue:

 How should the Ravensmouth College Advance Team respond to the threats from Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell.

 It is better to rely on oneself than to seek the help of others.

 Lotson's willingness to face off against Great Sage Mitchell indeed significantly alleviated Frist's pressure.

 However, the threat from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell remained extremely deadly.

 A moment's carelessness could lead to serious consequences.

 "The Supreme Council."

 Muttering to himself, Frist ended his consideration and waited for the internal contact from the High Council's Parallel Universe Office to reach out.

 Frist believed that with certain interests tied together, the person in charge would surely contact him.

 The only uncertainty was how long he would have to wait.

 While Frist began his wait, Link had already finished the urgent tasks at hand with Jasmine.

 After a burst of hectic activity, the two finally had a calm moment to communicate with each other.

 "When do we leave?"

 Jasmine asked softly, holding Link.

 "We'll leave in a bit."

 Link replied in a soft voice while stroking Jasmine's silky smooth hair.

 "Shouldn't we say something to Sage Palo and the others?"

 "Let's tell them; there's no need to hide."

 "Should you tell them, or should I? Or should we do it together?"

 "Together."

 After a brief chat, the two quickly came to a consensus.

 Then the couple stopped talking and ceased their busyness. Instead, they enjoyed the tranquility of each other's embrace, something they hadn't had the chance to do for a long time.

 Only after guessing that Sage Palo and Sage Serene would also be free, did the couple leave the tangled mess of their bed, freshen up, and change clothes.

 Before long, the founders of the Four Sects Legions, Link and Jasmine, Sage Palo, Sage Serene, and Sage Cody were all gathered together.

 Jasmine and Sage Serene were radiant, beautiful and enchanting.

 Link and Sage Palo had similar spirited expressions on their faces.

 Only Sage Cody harbored a hint of resentment in his eyes.

 This was the silent complaint of a single man.

 Link and Jasmine, as well as Sage Palo and Sage Serene, tactfully ignored Sage Cody's resentment.

 As the oldest among the five, if Sage Cody had wanted to part with singlehood, he probably would have had children older than Link by now.

 Therefore, Sage Cody had no right to feel resentful.

 Sensing the couples' indifference, Cody curled his lips in resignation and took the initiative, "Alright, let's focus and talk about serious matters."

 After speaking, Cody looked at Link and asked, "You've rushed over here and to this meeting so urgently; it must be something important. Let's hear it."

 Link nodded and in response to Cody's question, he disclosed all the information he had learned and the decisions he had made.

 After listening, Cody, Palo, and Serene all fell into deep thought.

 Not long after, Palo broke the silence, "This matter is indeed very troublesome, even difficult to deal with. But why do you insist on taking Jasmine away from the United Corps? What are you worried about, or what don't you trust?"

 "It's not that I'm worried or distrustful,"

 Link said seriously, "I believe that if something really happens, everyone will definitely stand firm together to face it. I'm taking Jasmine away for other reasons."

 "What reasons?"

 Palo pressed.

 Serene and Cody also set their eyes on Link, waiting for his answer.

 Link spoke candidly, "Fewer people means more flexibility. If I'm not mistaken, Jasmine and I will be the primary targets of the impending trouble. Staying with the United Corps brings more disadvantages than advantages. At that time, not only will the United Corps face more intense attacks, but we will also lose the room to maneuver flexibly."

 "If the information you've obtained is correct, we won't be able to avoid this trouble. Link, from what I know of you, you're not someone who runs away from problems,"

 At this, Serene spoke up before Palo, saying gravely, "Since you've decided to take Jasmine and leave the United Corps ahead of time, you must have your reasons. I won't ask what they are specifically, I just have one question."

 "What is it?"

 "Are you confident?"
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 Link remained silent. 

 Certainty?

 Facing a direct challenge from a Level Nine Great Sage, what could guarantee a sure escape?

 All he could do was take it one step at a time and respond to events as they occurred.

 Link's silence made it clear to Sage Palo, Sage Serene, Sage Cody, and Jasmine that when it came to dealing with the imminent trouble, Link really had no good solutions.

 The Four Sects Legions, and even the Revosorath Vanguard, had only one way out, which was to directly withstand the pressure and attacks from Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 It was the same for Link.

 If he could hold out, then he would consider it a victory and reap the fruits of success.

 If he could not hold out, then that was it, and he could only accept the consequences of failure.

 And this failure meant many people would die.

 The atmosphere suddenly changed, making even the air feel much heavier.

 On seeing this, Link laughed a few times and said loudly, "There's no need for everyone to look so gloomy. Everything is still just our speculation and premonition, and nothing has actually happened yet."

 "What's going to happen will still happen,"

 Sage Palo coldly replied, "We are not pessimistic, but nor are we overly optimistic."

 Sage Cody, who hadn't said much, took the opportunity to speak, "Since you've thought it through and think that taking Jasmine away from the Four Sects Legions is more beneficial than harmful, then go ahead. But being on your own, if you encounter problems, you'll have to solve them yourselves. By then, even if we want to help, we'll be powerless to do so."

 "Mm."

 Link nodded slightly.

 Sage Serene sighed and looked at Jasmine, who stood next to Link, with a look of concern.

 Just then, Link's ears twitched slightly.

 Lotson had arrived silently, sending a message to his "cheap" big brother Link, telling him to take his "cheap" sister-in-law Jasmine and meet up outside.

 "We have to go."

 After listening to Lotson's message, Link immediately told Sage Palo, Sage Serene, and Sage Cody.

 All three of them noticed Link's unguarded movements and being astute, quickly guessed some of the situation.

 Sage Palo and Sage Cody exchanged a glance, remaining silent.

 Sage Serene said goodbye to Jasmine, and with concern, advised, "Be careful with everything outside."

 "Mm, thank you, Sister Serene."

 Jasmine obediently nodded and sweetly replied.

 During their time together in the Four Sects Legions, Jasmine and Serene's relationship had suddenly progressed significantly.

 "Sister Serene," a term rarely used by Link, had become even more affectionate when it came to Jasmine.

 However, being wizards, even if not inherently cold-hearted, they were all quite good at restraining their emotions.

 There wasn't much reluctance or repeated farewells.

 Sage Palo, Sage Serene, and Sage Cody watched as Link took Jasmine and left the war station of the Four Sects Legions, then they each refocused and began discussing serious matters.

 From Dean Frist, the Four Sects Legions had received a secret notice to prepare for all eventualities, both internal and external.

 From Link, Sage Palo, Sage Serene, and Sage Cody got more specific news, as well as Link's premonitions.

 Preparation without a clear target naturally could not compare to preparation with a definite target.

 The Four Sects Legions had a lot to do.

 Now with Jasmine Kidman gone, and one less person to make decisions and execute them efficiently, the workloads of Sage Palo, Sage Serene, and Sage Cody sharply increased.

 Outside the wartime station of the Four Sects Legions, Lotson abruptly appeared before Link and Jasmine.

 "Happy New Year, big brother, big sister-in-law,"

 Lotson, wearing a bright red outfit in the style of Immortal Divine culture and holding a big red lantern with the character for "Luck" upside down, shouted exaggeratedly at the two.

 Jasmine was bewildered, unable to comprehend what Lotson was up to.

 For a moment, she couldn't adjust to Lotson's completely changed appearance and aura and sensed something was off.

 Unfortunately, the Spiritual Beast hidden within her Sea of Consciousness, when facing the current Lotson, behaved like a frightened quail, trembling and cowering as if encountering a natural predator.

 But Link could understand all this.

 The Immortal Divine civilization also had the concept of "New Year."

 Based on the fragmented knowledge gained from his travels earlier, Link did a quick calculation and found that today and tomorrow were indeed days of New Year celebration in many worlds within the boundaries of the Immortal Divine civilization.

 While customs in different worlds were largely aligned in their broad directions, there were still differences in detail.

 For example, some worlds celebrated the main New Year today and a lesser New Year tomorrow.

 Some worlds had the lesser New Year today and the main New Year tomorrow.

 Some worlds had no celebration today and no concept of a lesser New Year, celebrating only one New Year tomorrow.

 Regardless, Lotson's statement turned out to be a very timely and appropriate blessing.

 And it was this statement that gave Link a very important hint.

 Just like the Wizard civilization has a Wizard Homeworld, the Immortal Divine civilization also has an Immortal Divine Homeworld.

 The widespread New Year customs of the Immortal Divine civilization naturally originated from the Immortal Divine Homeworld.

 In the Immortal Divine Homeworld, there is a saying, "With December's orbit, cyclically recurring, the end of the year marks December pointing at the locus of Chǒu, with January returning to the locus of Yín. As the Dipper's handle returns to Yín, spring returns to the earth, endings cycle to beginnings, and the myriad of manifestations are renewed. Thus, the new year begins."
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 Link focused on the phrase "the end and the beginning anew, all things renewed."

 The lifespan of Sage Michelle was coming to an end, which could very well be described as "the end."

 If, with the help of the Immortal God Tomorrow Court, Great Sage Michelle managed to change his cultivation path and successfully ascend, that would be "the beginning anew."

 Everything would then be "all things renewed."

 So, Lotson was reminding Link that today and tomorrow were the most important days for Great Sage Michelle.

 In the calendar of the original World of the Immortal Gods, where the tradition of "celebrating the new year" began, today is nothing special, but tomorrow is New Year's Eve, or what is commonly referred to as "the great year."

 From this perspective, the day when Great Sage Michelle completes his ascension must be tomorrow!

 According to previous prophecies and speculations, tomorrow is also the day when Great Sage Michelle plans to launch an attack on the Revosorath Academy Advance Team and the Four Sects Legions.

 While Link's mind was filled with thoughts, he remained composed and quickly regained his composure.

 Lotson handed the big red lantern in his hand to his sister-in-law Jasmine and snapped his fingers lightly with his right hand.

 With a snap, a starship appeared out of thin air.

 "Please come inside, big brother and sister-in-law."

 With a wave towards the unfolded gangway of the cabin door, Lotson spoke in a strange tone.

 Jasmine turned her head to look at Link, intending to stay in step with him.

 The way Lotson was acting made her feel unfamiliar with him and unsure of how to respond.

 Link reassured Jasmine with a "don't worry" look, then took her hand without any hesitation, accepted Lotson's hospitality and service, and walked up the gangway into the cabin to board the starship.

 Lotson followed close behind.

 The gangway retracted automatically, the cabin door closed, and the starship ascended automatically, entering space.

 "Where are we going?"

 Once inside the cockpit of the starship, Link casually selected two seats, sat down with Jasmine, and got straight to the point.

 "Of course, we're going to solve a problem," Lotson replied with a grin, revealing a mouth full of white teeth. "Even if we can't solve the problem, we can deal with the person who caused the problem."

 Link fell silent upon hearing the response and then bluntly asked, "Your change is quite sudden. Has something happened that I don't know about?"

 "Of course," Lotson nodded in affirmation but didn't elaborate on what had happened.

 Seeing this, Link did not ask any further.

 The cockpit fell silent.

 Soon after, Jasmine broke the silence with a call.

 "Link, look quickly."

 She pointed out to the starry sky outside the left porthole of the cockpit, gently tugging at Link's arm to get his attention.

 "Look at what?"

 As Link asked, he looked in the direction that Jasmine indicated.

 Soon after, Link understood why Jasmine had shouted.

 It turned out that a huge interstellar fleet, not bothering to conceal its movements, was traveling in formation at high speed.

 Lotson's starship was of very high class and had already entered Stealth Mode earlier.

 Therefore, the interstellar fleet in front did not detect the presence of this starship.

 However, Link had already recognized where this interstellar fleet came from.

 "Tower of Great Sage Michelle."

 Whispering this name, Link took out the encrypted communicator, about to contact Dean Frist.

 "Don't rush."

 Lotson put his hand on Link to stop him.

 "Reason," Link, stopping reaching for the communicator, stared intently into Lotson's eyes and demanded in a firm voice.

 "Let what's supposed to happen, happen," Lotson said softly. "Sometimes, a proper cost is bearable. Trying to avoid it forcefully might lead to a greater cost later, which isn't worth it."

 "What did you Prophecy?"

 "Unspeakable, unspeakable."

 Hearing Lotson say that, Link reconsidered and truly gave up on the idea of notifying Dean Frist.

 After all, the Ravensmouth College Advance Team had already received intelligence about the impending attack and had made preparations in advance.

 Dean Frist was not the type to sit idly by.

 Facing an adversary as formidable as the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, he would definitely not rely solely on the Advance Team's strength to resist, but would absolutely seek external support.

 Whether the external support was from the Supreme Council or elsewhere, it would be powerful assistance for the Advance Team to get through this crisis.

 Link believed that Dean Frist would certainly not let the Advance Team suffer a catastrophic blow.

 As for the final losses, whether they were big or small, that was not something Link could control.

 As for Sage Palo, Sage Selene, and Sage Cody, as well as the Four Sects Legions...

 Link could only very cold-heartedly say, "everyone, best of luck."

 Jasmine suddenly spoke up, "Why must there be a price to pay? What if I don't want to pay a big price later, nor do I want to pay a small price now?"

 The question seemed naive and childish but actually contained intricacies.

 Lotson gave Jasmine a deep look, a mocking smile curling at the corner of his mouth, "If that's the case, then you'll end up paying both a small price and a big price. Moreover, both the small price and the large price will be bigger than the original ones."

 "Really? Can you give an example?"

 Jasmine frowned slightly, as if she didn't quite understand.

 "An example?"

 Lotson narrowed his eyes slightly, smiling, "Old Mitchell is the most typical example."

 "How so?"

 Link suddenly spoke up, prompting Lotson to continue.

 Lotson glanced at his cheap big brother and sister-in-law, the smile on his face unchanged, yet the mockery lessened, he explained, "If old Mitchell hadn't repeatedly prolonged his life, he would have had the opportunity to become a Saint by now. We wizards claim to pursue truth, not necessarily to defy nature. Many times, following nature can lead to a better outcome."

 "Is that so?"

 Upon hearing this, Link was contemplative.

 Jasmine also stopped her questioning and accepted the decision not to notify Dean Frist.

 Thus, the Starship passed close to the massive Interstellar Fleet from the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, not far from the vicinity of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team's stationed area.

 The Interstellar Fleet made its way toward the Advance Team's stationed area.

 The Starship, on the other hand, headed in the direction from which the fleet had come.

 When the last Warship of the fleet passed by from the side, both Link and Jasmine turned their heads, staring deeply at the Advance Team's stationed area through the Starship's large cockpit screen.

 There, a skirmish was about to take place that Link and Jasmine were supposed to have joined in.

 However, for various reasons, Link had not only abandoned the Grande Sage Army but had also taken Jasmine out from among the Four Sects Legions.

 Link actually didn't know whether his actions were correct or not.

 Whether the Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell would forego their special targeting of the Four Sects Legions because Link and Jasmine were not there remained an unknown.

 But the decision was made and action had been taken, regretting it now would be of no use.

 What Link and Jasmine could do was not to feel really guilty toward Sage Palo, Sage Selene, and Sage Cody, not to feel guilty toward the Four Sects Legions.

 "Don't look anymore, there's nothing left to see."

 Lotson stretched out his hands, wiggling them in front of Link and Jasmine, interrupting their gaze and thoughts.

 "Yeah, we won't look anymore."

 Link responded, turning his head to look at Lotson, "Now, let's talk about the real reason you called us out here?"

 Lotson asked incredulously, "Wasn't it your own idea to take your cheap sister-in-law out? How has it become me calling you out?"

 Link didn't want to argue with these useless words, just silently watching Lotson, waiting for a reply.

 Jasmine lacked understanding of the current situation and didn't know what Link was doing, but she too partnered with Link in staring intently at Lotson.

 "You two..."

 Lotson exhaled deeply as if helplessly and as if there was nothing he could do about his cheap big brother and sister-in-law.

 After sighing, an expression of helpless resignation surfaced on Lotson's face, and he whispered, "In my current state, to solve the problematic person, I have to play some strategy. For instance..."

 "Laying some bait, setting a trap."
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 Who is the bait? 

 And where is the trap being set?

 These were questions, yet Link didn't ask.

 Jasmine consciously kept pace with Link without any intention to inquire either.

 This made Lotson, who had some little tricks up his sleeve, quite bored, and he couldn't help but look at his cheap brother-in-law and sister-in-law with a somewhat resentful gaze.

 Can't you two cooperate a bit?

 After all, I'm your cheap younger brother by blood.

 When the big brother and sister-in-law could at least play along with their little brother and make some conversation.

 Keeping silent like this is so awkward.

 Link and Jasmine very tacitly ignored Lotson's resentful look, as if they never saw it.

 As a reincarnated saint, Lotson naturally had the stature and confidence to do so, with a fickle nature, to play as he pleased.

 But Link and Jasmine, without a prominent family backing them or super strength, had to struggle to survive and live better, they couldn't simply do as they pleased.

 They simply couldn't do as Lotson did, to do whatever they wanted.

 From this perspective, the name of the organization "Do Anything Freely" actually held the most earnest hopes deep in Link's heart.

 He truly wanted to achieve the goal of doing anything freely.

 After acting up for a while and getting no response, Lotson also quelled some of his mischievous thoughts.

 With a snap, Lotson clicked his fingers.

 The largest screen at the front of the Starship's cockpit suddenly displayed many small squares.

 Each square showed a live scene.

 The locations where these scenes took place were varied, as were the scenes themselves.

 But amid many differences, there was one extremely similar trait: the atmosphere in each scene was exceedingly festive.

 What Lotson showed to Link and Jasmine was the New Year's celebrations in the vast territories of the fairy and god civilization, on various planets/worlds.

 It was unknown where Lotson got so many live broadcast scenes.

 "Look, they're so happy,"

 Pointing at the happy expressions on people's faces after the fireworks had bloomed, Lotson jokingly said, "Unlike you two, your faces look as bitter as anything."

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine turned her head and glanced at Link, finding that his expression was just calm, not tormented, and then she relaxed.

 Her biggest concern was that Link had taken on some pressure again but did not want to involve her and had not told her.

 This would make Jasmine feel very useless, unable to offer even the slightest help to Link.

 Noticing Jasmine's mood, Link gently patted the back of her hand, slightly soothing her.

 Then, Link's face fell, and he looked at Lotson expressionlessly, not making a sound.

 Facing Link's gaze, Lotson finally completely put away his playful thoughts.

 Another snap.

 The little squares on the screen and the lively scenes within them disappeared.

 The playful smile on Lotson's face also faded, and he said earnestly, "Alright, cut out the grimacing, the Ravensmouth College Advance Team won't have any problems."

 "What makes you so sure?"

 Link asked coldly.

 "What makes me so sure?"

 Lotson snorted with a smirk, "Those five ancient old undead on the Supreme Council know that I'm willing to face up to that old boy Mitchell, they definitely won't stir up trouble."

 "Why?"

 Link, ready to press the issue, continued to question.

 "Why? Of course it's because Mitchell is Mitchell, and the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell is the Tower of Great Sage Mitchell,"

 Lotson said with a cold laugh, "I was glorious enough in my day, wasn't I? But still, once I died, the power I created was split internally and absorbed, right?"

 "So, what you're saying is that the Supreme Council can accept the death of Great Sage Mitchell or his defection to the fairy and god civilization, but they can't tolerate the destruction of the Great Sage Mitchell Tower or it defecting along with Mitchell to the fairy and god civilization?"

 Link pondered upon hearing this, tentatively asking.

 "Of course."

 Lotson nodded, "It's okay to throw away your own stuff if it's not good, but others can't come and rob it, understand?"

 "Mhm."

 Link nodded then sharply changed the topic, "Now, you can explain in detail who is being used as bait and where you're setting the trap."

 Yet Lotson suddenly straightened his face, adopting a haughty attitude, "I wanted to tell you before you asked, but now that you've asked, I don't feel like saying it."

 As he finished speaking, Lotson even petulantly flipped his hair, crossed his arms over his chest, and turned his face away.

 Jasmine, watching this scene, was very surprised.

 She had realized that even though it had been only a few months, the thoroughly changed Lotson now acted somewhat madly, but she hadn't expected him to be so completely mad.

 How could a reincarnated saint, who if not arrogant, was supposed to be serious, seem more and more like a mischievous child?

 He was even mimicking the coquetry of girls?

 It should be noted that in witch culture, most witches only played coy during their apprentice years.

 Once they became an official witch or higher, only a few witches would show a tender and shy side in front of their closest people.

 No way would it be as blatant as Lotson was now.

 However, Jasmine didn't show her surprise; she kept it to herself.

 At most, her eyes looked somewhat unusual.

 At this moment, Link said, "If you don't want to say it, then don't say it. After all, we'll find out sooner or later."

 Lotson abruptly straightened his head and glared at Link fiercely, hissing through his teeth, "Okay, you're steady, you have nerves of steel. Truly worthy to be my cheap big brother Lotson, that's the spirit."
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 Hearing this, Link Grande looked helplessly at Lotson, who had been acting out ever since their meeting, sighed deeply, and then said, "Can't you act a bit more normal? You're the reincarnation of a saint, after all; shouldn't you at least somewhat fit the part?"

 Lotson's expression turned serious as he retorted, "What do you think the reincarnation of a saint should look like?"

 This question stumped Link right away.

 What should the reincarnation, or even the saint himself, look like?

 Link truly had no answer to this question.

 Seeing Link lost in thought, seemingly without a definite view, Lotson laughed, and he was very amused.

 "What do you think the reincarnation of a saint should be like, dear sister-in-law?"

 While laughing, Lotson turned to ask Jasmine.

 "I don't know."

 Jasmine shook her head and honestly replied, "I haven't had any contact with one, nor have I seen any relevant information."

 "Sticking to the truth, that's good,"

 Lotson gave Jasmine a thumbs up, then contemptuously curled his lip at Link, "Unlike some people, who have no clear understanding, yet speculate wildly, and then use those speculations to constrain others' behavior and image. When they find something that doesn't fit their speculations, they think it's wrong. It's better not to be too arrogant."

 There were only three people present.

 One moment he was praising Jasmine; the next, he was being sarcastic.

 The target of his mockery was all too clear.

 Jasmine smiled, not becoming a 'defend-my-husband-at-all-costs' fanatic, and not confronting Lotson head-on.

 It was just harmless teasing, no need to take it so seriously.

 By this time, Link had come back from his reverie, heard Lotson's sarcasm loud and clear, but didn't take it to heart and seriously said, "Lotson, thank you for the reminder."

 "What reminder? What did I remind you of?"

 Lotson wore a surprised look, exaggerated in gesture and puzzled in tone as he retorted.

 Link just smiled and said nothing.

 Jasmine gently patted the back of Link's hand, silently inquiring.

 "I'll share it with you when we have time."

 Link immediately turned to respond.

 "Hey, hey, hey, enough already, stop flaunting your love in front of me."

 Lotson complained decisively, even covering his eyes, as if he couldn't bear to watch.

 Hearing the complaint, Link and Jasmine not only didn't restrain themselves but became even more unrestrained, interlocking their fingers tightly right in front of Lotson.

 "Ah, it's a festival, can't you spare a single dog? Why show off love in front of a single dog?"

 Lotson lamented with helplessness.

 Afterward, whether to divert attention or for some other reason, Lotson snapped his fingers again.

 The huge screen lit up once more.

 This time, there were no small squares, just a vertical line splitting the screen into a left and right half.

 The left side of the screen showed the Michelle's Tower Interstellar Fleet that had been intercepted after skimming past the Starship;

 On the right side of the screen was a fleet much smaller in size but with much higher-class interstellar warships, which abruptly appeared on the Starship's flight path.

 The first thing that caught Link and Jasmine's attention was the left half of the screen.

 "Did the Supreme Council make their move?"

 After realizing which power faction set up the blockade that intercepted the large-scale fleet heading in the direction of the Revosorath Academy Advance Team's station, Link asked knowingly.

 "Don't pretend to be confused when you understand perfectly well."

 Lotson gave Link a disdainful glance, "Isn't it obvious? That Dean of yours, Frist Diomand, doesn't fall short in resourcefulness."

 "Will it hold?"

 As one question was answered, Link came up with another.

 Jasmine was also very interested in Lotson's answer to this question.

 After all, the screen showed that the large fleet was not "surrendering without a fight" but was quickly deploying in an aggressive formation, ready to charge through the blockade.

 The interstellar warships forming the blockade, in terms of both quantity and quality, held no advantage.

 In the face of the assault from the Michelle's Tower Interstellar Fleet, it was not as fragile as paper, but it was like pushing chopsticks through tofu, extremely penetrable.

 "How would I know?"

 Lotson spread his hands, "Not to mention I'm just a reincarnation of a Saint, even if I had become a Saint again, I wouldn't be able to control everything. Otherwise, why would my previous self have perished, and why would reincarnating be so difficult?"

 Pausing for a moment, Lotson pointed to the right half of the screen, "What you should be concerned about right now is this."

 Link and Jasmine looked towards the right half of the screen, following Lotson's direction.

 Previously, both had looked at this screen, but they were more concerned about the situation of the Revosorath Academy Advance Team, or rather, the situation of the Four Sects Legions.

 Having looked, Jasmine felt puzzled, while Link had a vague guess.

 The content of the image was actually quite simple: it was a highly efficient Small Star Fleet from Michelle's Tower that had discovered the Starship's trail and was attempting to surround and block it.

 The Starship had not yet entered full power mode.

 Whether it was stealth or speed, there was still room for improvement.

 To shake off this Small Star Fleet would be somewhat difficult, but not impossible.

 Logically speaking, Lotson need not pay so much attention to this Small Star Fleet; he could just accelerate the Starship to full power and shake them off.

 When events deviate from the norm, monsters lurk.

 Link turned his head, his gaze complicated, as he looked at Lotson.

 "Guessed it?"

 Lotson's mouth curled into a grin, revealing a set of neat white teeth as he chuckled softly.

 "Mhm."

 Link nodded, with nothing else he wanted to say.

 By then, Jasmine also realized what Lotson might be about to do.

 She was neither panicking nor angry, and she certainly wasn't about to blame anyone; she just gripped Link's hand tightly.

 No matter what happened next, whether the outcome was good or bad, being by Link's side was all that Jasmine needed.

 No regrets, no complaints.

 "Then sleep."

 Lotson's grin slowly faded as he snapped his fingers with a 'pop'.

 Both being Sage-level wizards, the gap between them was not small at all.

 With just a sentence and a snap of the fingers, Link, a Level Five Sage, and Jasmine, a Fourth Level Sage, suddenly lost consciousness, slumping limply into their seats.

 "Sigh!"

 Lotson exhaled deeply and his figure abruptly disappeared.

 The Starship immediately entered artificial intelligence piloting mode and attempted to escape the enclosure of the Small Star Fleet.

 As it was a top-grade Starship, it managed to avoid being tightly encircled no matter how hard the Small Star Fleet attempted.

 Always finding the right route, the Starship thwarted the Small Star Fleet's plan.

 Before long, Link was the first to regain consciousness.

 He didn't rush to wake Jasmine. Instead, he observed the current situation and, finding the circumstances dire but not yet desperate, Link's mind was somewhat eased.

 Using his cheap brother-in-law and sister as bait, Lotson's fishing strategy didn't leave them utterly doomed.

 As long as they weren't delivered directly into the hands of Michelle's Tower, nothing was set in stone.

 Link's only puzzlement was why Lotson was so sure that he and Jasmine could lure out Great Sage Mitchell.

 Without time to ponder deeply on this, Link woke Jasmine and then took the Starship out of artificial intelligence piloting mode, beginning to manually steer the Starship.

 The Small Star Fleet, attempting another encirclement, suddenly discovered that the elusive Starship had changed its style of navigation.

 As efficient and sharp as ever, yet more daringly aggressive, it frequently skirted the edges of the Small Star Fleet's maximum attack range.

 The wizards from Michelle's Tower in charge of this pursuit were all elite among elites, and they immediately deduced from the Starship's new navigation style that the Starship was being manually steered by their capture target, Link Grande.

 But the fleet commander didn't rejoice at this discovery; instead, he became deeply puzzled.

 "Could the intelligence actually be true?"
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 The importance of gathering intelligence need not be elaborated upon.

 The importance of vetting the gathered intelligence is equally undeniable.

 The commander of the Small Interstellar Fleet of Sage Mitchell's Tower harbored doubts about the authenticity of the intelligence on Link Grande's specific whereabouts right from the start.

 Even with insiders planted within the Revosorath Academy Advance Team and the Four Sects Legions, it seemed highly unlikely to obtain such precise intelligence.

 This intelligence was either fake, a smokescreen released by Link Grande himself, or it was a trap aimed at luring Sage Mitchell's Tower into a folly.

 On this point, the commander had communicated and explained his concerns to the highest echelons of Sage Mitchell's Tower, including several members of the Mitchell Family led by Great Sage Mitchell at its core.

 The highest echelon listened patiently to the commander's doubts and then told him that there was no need to ponder over these concerns, and to just carry out the mission.

 After all, the weak cannot overpower the strong.

 Despite being a Level Eight Great Sage, the commander had no choice but to submit to the will of the top brass.

 Reluctantly, he led this small star fleet to blockade the starship rumored to be carrying Link Grande.

 Just as the commander could not resist the will of the highest echelon of Sage Mitchell's Tower, the small star fleet could not encircle the highest class of starship.

 The pursuit and blockading action failed time and again.

 Up to this point, their greatest achievement was merely confirming the authenticity of the intelligence.

 As a Level Eight Great Sage, the commander felt this was a stain on his dignity!

 However, the commander wasn't one to blame others and vent his anger when faced with trouble.

 The commander would channel his frustration and fury towards the mission's target, namely Link Grande.

 As a result, after Link took control of the navigation and piloting of the starship, he could clearly feel the intensifying efforts of Sage Mitchell's Tower's Small Interstellar Fleet to encircle him.

 On several occasions, those interstellar battleships would rather risk accidents and emergencies than give way.

 This made evading and maneuvering the starship increasingly difficult.

 Luckily, Link's piloting skills were up to par, and he was used to running his brain at high speed, capable of entering an overclocked state akin to "Multi-Threading Thinking" on the fly. Despite the frequent dangers, there was never a crisis where the starship actually got successfully encircled.

 "Link, what exactly is Lotson trying to do?"

 After avoiding yet another carefully crafted trap by the Small Interstellar Fleet of Sage Mitchell's Tower, Jasmine asked while helping Link control the starship, finding a moment to inquire.

 Today's events, from Link insisting on taking her away from the Four Sects Legions, Lotson's change in temperament, to Lotson suddenly pushing her and Link into danger, and now being relentlessly pursued by Sage Mitchell's Tower fleet...

 Everything was filled with aspects Jasmine could not comprehend.

 Some incomprehensions come from a lack of information.

 Some incomprehensions truly befuddle Jasmine.

 "Don't worry about what he wants to do,"

 Link's fingers fluttered like a dancing butterfly, entering one command after another while he responded, "What matters is what we want to do and what we can do."

 Jasmine became even more confused after hearing this from Link.

 What do they want to do?

 What can they do?

 These questions seemed a bit strange.

 It is Lotson, or someone else, who is playing a game with Sage Mitchell.

 Even Dean Frist is merely capable of standing behind the scenes and fighting above his level when backed up by the Great Sages Revo and Seuss.

 The battle is between Ravensmouth College and Sage Mitchell's Tower.

 The Four Sects Legions are merely a part of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team, not even the most important or powerful part.

 Neither Jasmine nor Link were on equal footing with Great Sage Mitchell or his Tower, lacking even the qualifications to engage in the game.

 What to do and what can be done to influence the current situation in a positive way?

 After pondering for a while, Jasmine still couldn't come up with answers to these questions.

 If she couldn't figure it out, then it was better not to think about it at all, just to ask.

 In front of her husband, there was nothing to hold back; she had to ask.

 Jasmine shared her doubts with Link without reservation, then waited for his response.

 Of course, as she thought, inquired, and waited, Jasmine did not neglect the task at hand and efficiently assisted Link in controlling the starship.

 Link's actions also hadn't stopped, not even slowed down.

 Doing two things at once, he expertly navigated the starship while answering Jasmine's question, his tone indifferent:

 "We need to do what the enemy doesn't want us to succeed in doing.

 The things the enemy wants to accomplish, we must foil.

 Right now, regardless of why Great Sage Mitchell and his Tower have taken such interest in me again.

 And not bothering to wonder why Lotson thinks he can use me as bait to lure out Great Sage Mitchell and create favorable conditions for himself when he faces Mitchell head-on.

 We only need to consider one thing."

 "What's that?"

 Jasmine promptly spoke up, prompting for clarification.

 Dodging another attack with the starship, Link said, "That is not to be captured alive."

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine fell silent.

 Indeed, this starship is the highest class of starship.
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 Whether it's cruising speed, defensive capabilities, stealth, or agility, all are top-notch.

 Theoretically speaking, even if it were just on autopilot, there'd be no possibility of it being captured by the comparatively smaller and fewer warships of the Michelle's Tower Interstellar Fleet.

 Why was Link thinking so pessimistically?

 When Jasmine thought about how they had been knocked out in Lotson after discovering the starfleet, causing them to miss the best time window to shake off the fleet, she fully understood why Link was so pessimistic.

 Wizards either do nothing or go all out.

 If Lotson used Link and Jasmine as bait to fish for something, he wouldn't allow the bait to fall off the hook before attracting what he wanted to catch.

 Therefore, even if Link's piloting skills were incredibly good and he could shake off Michelle's Tower Interstellar Fleet, Lotson would have other tricks up his sleeve to bring Link and Jasmine back to the position of bait.

 However…

 Jasmine frowned slightly and after a moment of contemplation, she asked, "Link, do you have some unspoken understanding with Lotson regarding this baiting business? Am I the only one kept in the dark, foolishly unaware of everything?"

 Upon hearing this, Link fell silent for a while, but his hands didn't stop moving, as he continued to tap in commands to maneuver the starship, evading the starfleet's encirclement.

 The atmosphere in the cockpit grew slightly tense.

 It wasn't that Link didn't want to answer Jasmine's question in time, or that he had some unspeakable secret.

 But the commander of Michelle's Tower Interstellar Fleet had made some adjustments and then launched a large-scale flanking interception maneuver.

 Link had to concentrate, put all his effort into escaping the fleet's encirclement, and find a way through an incredibly tight gap to break out of the surrounding trap.

 Luckily, his piloting skills combined with the starship's performance were a great match, and once again, they narrowly escaped danger.

 Jasmine, understanding the situation, didn't inappropriately press for an answer, not insisting on an explanation during those moments.

 Once the starship was in a better position, and there was a breather, Link immediately said, "We do have some tacit understanding, but not much. I had guessed that Lotson might take the lead on this matter, but I never thought he would confront Great Sage Mitchell head on, much less use us as bait to fish for Mitchell."

 "Yeah, what exactly about you, or us, caught the eye of Great Sage Mitchell so much that he's determined to have you?"

 Picking up where Link left off, Jasmine voiced the doubt that had been hidden in her heart, "Last time, because of his desire to get you, Great Sage Mitchell made such a big scene."

 "I don't know."

 Link shrugged helplessly and said, "If I did, many things wouldn't have escalated to this point."

 Jasmine could fully comprehend Link's helplessness.

 After all, during the years when Link was shelved by the Supreme Council and Ravensmouth College, it was Jasmine who stayed by his side.

 It was also Jasmine who watched as Link fell from his position as the foremost wizard of his generation to someone who seemed to become just another face in the crowd.

 Jasmine saw many of their contemporaries ascend to Level Five Sages one after another, taking advantage of the conveniences afforded by developing parallel universes, while Link remained stuck at the fourth level without any progress.

 In such an extensive wizard civilization, rumors and whispers were inescapable.

 The same was true within Ravensmouth College.

 Many said that Link Grande had lost his courage and spirit.

 It wasn't until just before their trip to the parallel universe that Link, at the High Council and still ranked as a Fourth Level Sage, with an overwhelmingly dominant manner, beat up those peers who had risen to Level Five Sages and sought revenge on him one by one. Only then did the rumors start to subside.

 But there were still some stubborn people who mocked Link.

 They said things like Elise Clark didn't make a move, but if Eric Clark had, Link Grande would probably be beaten to a pulp.

 This really displeased Jasmine.

 If it hadn't been for Elise becoming Jasmine's best friend, Jasmine would have definitely egged Link on to give Elise a good thrashing.

 Looking back now, if Link truly knew why Great Sage Mitchell valued him so much and was always trying to capture him, he wouldn't have always been in such a passive position.

 Even if he couldn't completely dissuade Great Sage Mitchell's ambitions, he could have taken some targeted precautions against them.

 So, after coming to the parallel universe, after accompanying Lotson in a search for stars and light, and after a visit to the Heavenly Master's Mansion, was Link really still unaware of what Great Sage Mitchell saw in him?

 Link felt a pang of guilt, pursed his lips, and stayed silent.

 There were some things, he would tell Jasmine when it was appropriate to do so, but now was not the right time.

 Just wait a bit longer.

 Jasmine glanced at Link, her lips also pursed slightly, then she focused on helping Link pilot the starship, dodging pursuits, and asked no further questions.

 This was the tacit understanding between husband and wife.

 When one doesn't want to speak, the other doesn't ask.

 In the void of space, the Land of Nothingness.

 Lotson concealed his presence, closely monitoring the starship's movements while also sparing some attention to the large-scale starfleet of Michelle's Tower, which had broken through the hastily assembled blockade from the Supreme Council and continued its attack on the Revosorath Academy Advance Team.
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 Under the advance warning of Dean Frist, the Ravensmouth College Advance Team calmly dealt with the backstabbing attack from "one of their own" coming from behind.

 There was definitely a gap in strength.

 After all, one side that came to the Parallel Universe was the complete Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, while the other was just a fraction of Ravensmouth College's forces, the Advance Team.

 Even though this Large-scale Stellar Fleet wasn't the full force of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, it was enough to suppress the Ravensmouth College Advance Team, beating them to the point where the team could only defend itself with no chance of counterattacking.

 It was oddly ironic that the Supreme Council not only symbolically intercepted but also did not organize any nearby Wizard Forces stationed for wartime to come to the support of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team.

 They merely watched as the Large-scale Stellar Fleet of Mitchell's Sage Tower with advantages on all fronts made it impossible for the Ravensmouth College Advance Team to even lift their heads.

 The losses of the Advance Team gradually mounted; the number of destroyed warships and various types of equipment and Magic Tools was on the rise.

 The number of Wizards being sacrificed was also steadily piling up.

 Since its establishment, Ravensmouth College had only suffered greater damage in the battle where all second-generation members of the Diomand Family perished.

 Dean Frist looked at the wartime defense zone about to be completely shattered and the Advance Team about to be utterly disabled, his heart bleeding, yet he dared not show it on his face.

 Turning around, he looked resolutely at the in-charge of the High Council's Parallel Universe Office in the video communication, and said solemnly, "After today, there will no longer be a possibility for Ravensmouth College to become friends with you or the forces and big shots behind you; I hope we do not meet on the battlefield."

 The person in charge opened his mouth, wanting to say something.

 At that moment, Dean Frist couldn't care less whether this in-charge wanted to be sarcastic, disdainful, or explanatory; he simply turned off the video communication.

 A moment later, three other encrypted video communications were simultaneously connected.

 The holographic images of the spokespersons for three Level Nine Great Sages appeared before Dean Frist.

 "Is Ravensmouth College unable to hold on?"

 Before Dean Frist could speak, one of the spokespersons asked with interest.

 "It's not that Ravensmouth College can't hold on,"

 Dean Frist immediately corrected this statement seriously, stating, "It's the Ravensmouth College Advance Team that can't hold on, and it's also because the promotion of the Great Sage Mitchell is about to be completed."

 "So what? What does that have to do with us?"

 Another spokesperson pushed up the round glasses on his nose and asked with a smile.

 The last spokesperson did not speak, but from his expression, it was not difficult to see that he also supported this statement.

 "Indeed, it has nothing to do with you,"

 Dean Frist shrugged, speaking indifferently, "After all, this time, it's the Great Sage Mitchell who is determined to take advantage of the opportunity of being promoted to Saint to teach Ravensmouth College a painful lesson. It's also factions within the Supreme Council that want to cut off the chance for my grandfather to break into the rank of Level Nine Great Sage or even Saint through leveraging the exploration of the Parallel Universe."

 "Good that you know. Why contact us then? To let us witness the humiliation of Ravensmouth College?"

 The second spokesperson who said "What does that have to do with us?" lowered the hand that had adjusted his glasses, his smile turning into an undisguised sneer.

 Dean Frist looked at him intently and said solemnly, "As far as I know, the High Council of Wizard's Civilization currently only has one set of resources to support a Saint's promotion, but it has been reserved for the reincarnation of Saint Lotson. The Immortal God Celestial Court has a bit more, with three sets; one belongs to Heavenly Master Xu Jing of the Palace, one is reserved for a destined person and will never be used unless they appear, and the last... has been used on the Great Sage Mitchell."

 Pausing for a moment, Dean Frist emphasized, "Also, as far as I know, when a promotion to Saint fails, the attempted promoter leaves behind a Remnant Cocoon, from which the full promotion resources can be extracted. May I ask the three of you whether what I know is..."

 "Correct or not?"
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 Fishing is a skillful activity.

 It involves many techniques and considerations.

 Just the topic of bait alone has its own theories.

 By definition, bait is any substance that can be used in angling to gather fish or entice them to bite, and it is indispensable.

 Based on the principle of attracting fish, baits can be classified into real baits and artificial baits.

 The so-called real baits are edible animal and plant substances for fish.

 Artificial baits, also known as simulated baits, are small devices made of plastic, metal, or other materials resembling small fish, shrimp, and insects.

 The difference between them is that one can be eaten and digested, the other can be eaten but not digested.

 This time, Lotson made use of the situation to set two baits for the Great Sage Mitchell, who wanted to fish.

 One bait was his brother-in-law and sister-in-law, and the other bait was the Ravensmouth College Advance Team.

 As for which bait is real and which is fake...

 From the current situation, the Ravensmouth College Advance Team is more likely to be the real bait.

 After all, the losses of the advance team are real and undeniable.

 The destroyed warships, equipment, and Magic Tools, as well as the remains and bodies of elite Wizards from various levels, are still laid out there.

 Moreover, the losses of the advance team are still growing.

 Dean Frist tried everything to stop this trend, but many attempts were ineffective.

 Thus, Dean Frist simply changed his approach.

 If the losses cannot be reduced, then let's make it an exchange of injuries for injuries, lives for lives.

 Does the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell want to completely destroy the Ravensmouth College Advance Team?

 Sure.

 Exchange it for equal or even greater losses.

 Beyond that, Dean Frist was also plotting a more severe retaliation against the Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 To implement this retaliation, relying solely on the power of Ravensmouth College would definitely not suffice.

 The High Council's Parallel Universe Office is now unreliable too.

 So he had to seek help from the other three Ninth Level Great Sages.

 If it wasn't a last resort, Dean Frist would not want to confront the spokespeople of the three Ninth Level Great Sages with such a strong stance.

 By doing so, whether successful or not, Dean Frist and Ravensmouth College would inevitably create enmities with these three Ninth Level Great Sages.

 But Dean Frist could not care less now.

 The spokespeople of the three Ninth Level Great Sages, after hearing Dean Frist's very forceful questioning, all fell into silence.

 At this moment, it's a matter of who has more resolve.

 Whoever speaks first will appear significantly weaker in terms of might.

 No one likes to be in a weaker position.

 And at this time, it's Ravensmouth College, it's Frist Diomand who should be worried, not the three Ninth Level Great Sages!

 Do you really think ascending to become a Saint is that simple?

 Just because you receive the support and aid from the Immortal God Tomorrow Court, you're guaranteed to succeed in ascending?

 What a huge joke!

 Although the Immortal God Tomorrow Court is slightly stronger than the current Wizard civilization, this is not the most prosperous time for the Wizard civilization.

 What the Celestial Court can do, the Supreme Council can do as well, even if not as well as in the past.

 There are quite a few Ninth Level Great Sages that come from the disciples of the five Saints, including direct disciples of the five Saints.

 If funding and support guaranteed ascension, the structure of the Supreme Council would have greatly changed already.

 Therefore, the spokespeople for the three Ninth Level Great Sages were not in a hurry at all.

 Even if what Frist Diomand said was right.

 Seeing this, Dean Frist did not continue to say anything.

 Many things, whether they can succeed, are in a state of uncertainty, one just needs to do one's best.

 After slightly easing his emotions and giving the three Ninth Level Great Sages some time to think, Dean Frist, not receiving any response, hung up the video call and then started waiting.

 He was waiting to see if any of the spokespeople would choose to contact him privately.

 In the Land of Nothingness, through some means, Lotson witnessed all the various attempts by Frist Diomand.

 After seeing Frist Diomand sitting in a dimly lit corner of the room, guarding several encrypted communicators, half of his face shadowed and the other half pale illuminated by the explosion of interstellar battleships, Lotson let out a slight sigh.

 "For a greater good!"

 He murmured softly and his eyelids drooped slightly, concealing the complex emotions in his eyes.

 "What are you lamenting about?"

 All of a sudden, an elderly and powerless voice came from behind Lotson.

 "Nothing much."

 Lotson was not surprised by the arrival of the person behind him, naturally turning around while casually responding.

 "Is that so?"

 The newcomer clearly was skeptical but did not press further.

 "It's been a long while, the last time we met, I think was…"

 Lotson raised an eyebrow on the left side and then frowned in thought as he spoke, finally asking with a smirk, "The last time, right?"

 "Yes."

 The newcomer nodded very seriously, seriously agreeing, "The last time we met was indeed the last time."

 Receiving a quirky response and cooperation, Lotson found it less amusing.

 Maybe, quirkiness also depends on the situation and the person.

 It's not just anyone who responds and cooperates with your quirks that can make you feel happy.

 Lotson really wanted to receive a response and cooperation from his brother-in-law and sister-in-law, but unfortunately, he did not get it.
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 "You've changed, become somewhat of a stranger."

 The newcomer was extremely familiar with Lotson, or rather, the former life of Lotson, the Saint of Nostrodamus.

 He made this judgment based on some very inconspicuous details.

 And he didn't hesitate to say it outright.

 "Of course."

 Lotson grinned, showing eight neat teeth, and readily admitted, "I also found that I have changed, quite different from before."

 After a pause, Lotson's smile faded, and he countered, "Otherwise, why would everyone treat me as the reincarnation of a saint rather than as the Saint of Nostrodamus? Reincarnation is reincarnation. Even if the True Spirit remains unchanged, that's just the core of a person remaining unchanged. If the accessories and decorations change, the person changes too."

 "How good would it have been if you'd had this mindset earlier?"

 The newcomer quite agreed with Lotson's view on the core, accessories, and decorations and expressed a rich sense of regret regarding Lotson.

 It seemed that some of Lotson's choices had led him down a rocky path, resulting in some unfavorable consequences and situations.

 "Known earlier? How could there be so many instances of 'if only I knew' in the world?"

 Lotson's mouth twisted into a sneer, "Even Nostrodamus, who specialized in prophecies and curses as a Mysterious Sage Wizard, couldn't foresee what was to come, leading to his demise and rendering many of his preparations for reincarnation ineffective. How could I, merely a reincarnation of a saint, do any better?"

 "What are you trying to say?"

 Electric arcs flickered in the newcomer's eyes, seemingly displeased with Lotson's somewhat sarcastic way of speaking.

 "Nothing much. Those who understand, understand; those who don't, never mind."

 Lotson was in no mood to indulge the newcomer, and shot back directly, "But those who understand and pretend not to really are shameless and despicable."

 "Is that so?"

 The newcomer was unmoved by Lotson's sarcasm, forcibly changing the topic, "Do you think the person you are waiting for will come?"

 "I don't know."

 Lotson shrugged nonchalantly, playing ignorant, "I don't want to guess either. If you know something and want to say it, then say it; if you don't, then forget it. There's no need to waste time here with me."

 "He will not come."

 The newcomer looked deeply at the digressing Lotson, his voice a tad heavy.

 "Is that so?"

 Lotson mimicked the newcomer's manner and tone, squeezing out a sound through his nostrils.

 As his voice fell, another person entered this void and joined the conversation, "Who won't come? Me?"

 "Not you."

 "Not you!"

 Lotson and the first newcomer said in unison, using the same words but different tones.

 "Then I'll go."

 The second newcomer, seeing the situation, was very straightforward and left that parting remark before leaving the void.

 Most impressively, this person also sealed and protected the coordinates of this void.

 From now on, no one could come and go from this void at will.

 To enter, one must gain the unanimous consent of Lotson, the first and second newcomers.

 "True Spirit is still as annoying as ever."

 Lotson suddenly let out a sigh, then turned to the first newcomer, "Elements, you're just as annoying too."

 "Is that so?"

 The one called "Elements," the first newcomer, responded yet again.

 It was as if "Is that so" were his catchphrase.

 "Yes, it is."

 This time, Lotson gave a very straightforward answer.

 "Then in your opinion, what about Wise Mechanism, Body Refinement, and Beast Taming? Are those three annoying too?"

 "They're even more annoying than you."

 "That is truly an honor for me."

 "Feel honored, then go enjoy it secretly."

 After a few exchanges, both Lotson and "Elements" shut up and stopped talking altogether.

 Silence suddenly fell over the Land of Nothingness.

 The second visitor, known as "True Spirit," poked a head in, confusion in its tone, "Did your conversation break down? Why the silence? I was enjoying it! Keep going, keep talking. I like listening to you togging at each other, it's quite entertaining."

 While speaking, "True Spirit" looked at Lotson and emphasized seriously, "During the years you were gone, I often missed the spectacle of you and Elements quarrelling with one another."

 "Shut up."

 "Zip your foul mouth!"

 Once again, "Elements" and Lotson directed their ire at the impish "True Spirit," scolding it in unison.

 Their tones were similar, both filled with disgust and irritation.

 But the words they used were slightly different.

 "Elements" expressed a bit more anger in his choice of words.

 Clearly, according to "True Spirit," during the many years Lotson was gone, "True Spirit" must have frequently disturbed "Elements" with nostalgia for the past.

 "Oh."

 With a low reply, "True Spirit" seemed somewhat downcast, quietly withdrawing its head back into the Land of Nothingness.

 The Land of Nothingness returned to silence.

 However, it wasn't long before "True Spirit" sneakily poked its head back in and weakly said to Lotson, "It seems the person you're waiting for has arrived."

 With that, "True Spirit" gave a wink with its left eye.

 A screen of light abruptly appeared in the Land of Nothingness, displaying a star region not far from here.

 Great Sage Mitchell, who had just recently shared tea with Lotson, stood in the void of space with his hands behind his back, his lifeless eyes devoid of spark gazing ahead.

 After a moment, those lifeless eyes started to show a hint of liveliness, turning slightly to change the direction of his gaze.

 "Hey! Has he spotted us?"

 "True Spirit" suddenly exclaimed in surprise, pointing at Great Sage Mitchell on the screen who seemed to be locking eyes with Lotson, and asked in amazement.

 Lotson had no interest in humoring the impish "True Spirit" and calmly met Great Sage Mitchell's gaze across the expanse.

 On the other hand, "Elements" shot "True Spirit" a displeased look.

 "What are you staring at?"

 "True Spirit" was not going to put up with "Elements," retorting fiercely, "Are you still upset about that time I snatched Central Plains from you and forced you to the West Coast? Not to criticize you, Elements, but you should really open up your heart more. It's just Central Plains, after all; you could try to take it back if you wished. As long as you can defeat me."

 Upon hearing this, "Elements" glared at "True Spirit" again with great dissatisfaction but was too lazy to argue with such a pest and stepped forward, disappearing from sight.

 "Hey! Wait a minute! Come back here! What do you mean by this? Why the glare? Come back and explain yourself!"

 Seeing "Elements" leave without a word, "True Spirit" was not happy and immediately started chasing after him, cursing all the while.

 But before leaving the Land of Nothingness, whether by accident or deliberately, "True Spirit" made a casual gesture that instantly moved the Land of Nothingness to the star region where Great Sage Mitchell was, and enveloped him in it.

 Consequently, Lotson and Great Sage Mitchell found themselves face to face, instead of just looking at each other from afar.

 A hint of indiscernible anger flickered in Lotson's eyes.

 "Elements" had come uninvited, and although Lotson was averse to it, he did not care too much.

 It was merely an exchange of a few harsh words with no substantial impact.

 "True Spirit's" actions were not merely mischievous. They were filled with malice.

 Frist Diomand's scheming actually didn't have many problems. Whether it was the Supreme Council or those three Ninth Level Great Sages, knowing that Great Sage Mitchell had defected to the Celestial Civilization and, with support from the Celestial Court, had a high chance of becoming a Saint, they would not remain indifferent as they had before.

 If not stopping him outright, they would at least put forth seventy to eighty percent of their effort.

 In that case, the Revosorath College Advance Team might indeed be able to avoid danger amid the crisis and seize opportunities.

 However, "True Spirit's" private machinations took things in a completely different direction.

 Not only was the Revosorath College Advance Team severely damaged, but also Lotson's fishing plan had been completely foiled.

 The fish might have come to him, but the real bait had been swallowed, the fake bait was still desperately trying to save itself, and the hook had not pierced the fish's mouth, naturally lacking the process of tiring the fish out by letting it run.

 Simply put, Lotson now had to fight a full-strength, desperate-to-survive, dying Ninth Level Great Sage.

 If Lotson was willing to do that, would he have bothered with all the effort of laying bait or setting up a feeding spot?

 So frustrating.

 Damn!
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 Qi returns to qi. 

 The real matters must still be addressed, neglect cannot prevail.

 The fish hadn't bitten the hook, it hadn't even entered the prepared nest, but it certainly jumped in front of Lotson.

 Now, what Lotson needed to do, was to fish.

 Fishing wasn't about starting with a fight; the necessary social niceties still had to be observed.

 With a slight smile, Lotson waved at Great Sage Mitchell, who quickly grasped what had happened and his current predicament, and politely greeted him, "Hello, Mitchell."

 "Hello, Saint."

 Unperturbed by the disorder, Great Sage Mitchell returned the greeting and then spoke, "I thought it would be a long time before we met again, Saint. I didn't expect it to happen so soon."

 "Yes, I'm also quite surprised."

 Lotson echoed in agreement.

 "What surprises the Saint?"

 Great Sage Mitchell smiled slightly, "Could it be that all this isn't proceeding as per the Saint's plan? Even reincarnated, you still enjoy manipulating others, yet you never seem to do it well."

 Pausing a moment, Great Sage Mitchell continued to press, "It seems the phrase you often mention is correct, seeing more doesn't mean doing better."

 Great Sage Mitchell had survived the devastating final battle between the Wizard and the Celestial civilizations.

 Before the final battle, Great Sage Mitchell had already become a Level Eight Great Sage; therefore, during the reorganization of the Wizard Civilization under the five Saints of the Supreme Council, he was incorporated under the jurisdiction of the West Coast Element Wizard Saint and established the Mitchell District and Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell within the Tudor region governed by a Level Nine Great Sage.

 On the other hand, the once glorious Mysterious Wizard Faction had completely disappeared.

 The reason, of course, was that the source and pinnacle of the Mysterious Wizard Faction, the Saint of Nostrodamus, had perished after the war.

 In this regard, Great Sage Mitchell and the Saint of Nostrodamus were contemporaries.

 Great Sage Mitchell's extensive knowledge about the Saint of Nostrodamus and the Mysterious Wizard Faction was enough to contemplate reviving the Mysterious Wizard Faction and seizing the position of the Mysterious Sage Wizard.

 "Ah!"

 Lotson lightly slapped his forehead, annoyed, "I knew something felt off about this setup, I overlooked the fact that I'm not good at scheming and you know me too well. Thus, the True Spirit isn't causing trouble without a cause but genuinely trying to help me."

 "Is the True Spirit Saint also here?"

 Great Sage Mitchell ignored Lotson's frustration, focusing on the crucial point.

 "It's not just the True Spirit that has come, the Elements have visited as well."

 Lotson reported truthfully, harboring no intention of deceit or manipulation.

 "I see."

 Great Sage Mitchell nodded thoughtfully, his mind seemingly grasping something.

 What exactly he pondered or understood, Lotson did not care to speculate; instead, he asked curiously, "Both the True Spirit and the Elements have come and the True Spirit even intervened to move you here, making their stance very clear. Are you still determined to continue? Mitchell, there's still time to stop."

 "Time to stop what?"

 Great Sage Mitchell responded calmly.

 "Time to avoid becoming a criminal of the Wizard's Civilization."

 Lotson smoothly provided the answer.

 Hearing this, Great Sage Mitchell fell into deep thought.

 Lotson was not hurried to hear a response, thus he did not urge an answer aloud.

 The atmosphere in this Land of Nothingness was rather quiet and harmonious, except for the burden on the struggling Advance Team of Ravensmouth College and Link and Jasmine, the couple, who were trying to evade encirclement.

 The longer the delay, the greater the losses suffered by the Advance Team of Ravensmouth College would become, and the higher the likelihood that Link and Jasmine would be intercepted.

 If Link and Jasmine were cornered by the Small Interstellar Fleet of Sage Michel's Tower, let alone draw more attention from Sage Michel and alleviate the pressure faced by the Four Sects Legions, self-protection would barely be feasible.

 "We can't continue like this."

 Within the cockpit of the Starship, as Link maneuvered the Starship to once again evade encirclement by the interstellar fleet, he abruptly made such a declaration.

 Assisting Link in piloting the Starship, Jasmine immediately asked, "Do you have a plan?"

 After a brief pause, Link decisively resolved, "We're not running anymore."

 "Not running?"

 Jasmine felt very surprised, momentarily struggling to understand what Link was thinking at the moment.

 If they stopped running, only two paths lay before them:

 One, to confront the vastly superior forces of the Small Interstellar Fleet of Sage Michel's Tower head-on;

 Two, to surrender meekly and then hope Sage Michel's intentions for requiring Link would do no harm to their personal safety and freedom.

 Whether the first path or the second, Jasmine did not view either as a favorable path.

 Regardless of which path they took, the outcome would hardly be good.

 Link naturally understood Jasmine's concerns, as they were also his initial reservations.

 However, then was then, and now is now.

 In the course of evading the encirclement by the Small Interstellar Fleet of Sage Michel's Tower, Link realized something he had previously overlooked.

 Being hidden for too long by the High Council of Wizard's Civilization, Ravensmouth College, and even by himself, Link had forgotten, as Mr. Xu Jing mentioned, that the Immortal God Civilization Universe valued him far more than they valued Elise Clark.

 Mr. Xu Jing had even said that if Link had arrived earlier in the Immortal God Civilization Universe, the support now provided by the Immortal God Tomorrow Court to Sage Michel would have been Link's instead.
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 Even then, Link could possess even more.

 In such a case, would the celestial civilization simply watch as Great Sage Mitchell snatched control of Link?

 In other words, given the importance the celestial civilization placed on Link, could the High Council of Wizard's Civilization, which had kept Link sidelined for many years, simply sit back and let Great Sage Mitchell, who had already committed substantial acts of betrayal or fence-sitting, get his way?

 Link thought that it was highly unlikely.

 Since it was highly unlikely, there was also the risk of unexpected occurrences.

 If Link had guessed wrong, the consequences could only be imagined.

 But Link was willing to gamble on it.

 All along, Link's way of doing things had been to be as stable as possible. When he could no longer maintain stability, then he would let go and make a bold move.

 It was still the same now.

 Without time to explain too much to Jasmine, Link turned his head to look into Jasmine's eyes and solemnly said, "Jasmine, trust me."

 "Mm."

 Despite harboring many doubts and confusions, Jasmine nodded without hesitation, her attitude firm and resolute.

 Getting the response he wanted, Link did not say anything more, but the movements of his hands inputting commands quickened.

 Under Link's control, the starship exited its high-speed maneuvering state in the shortest time and stopped in a star region without a meteoroid belt or strong stellar gravity, waiting for the small star fleet to encircle and close in.

 "What are you trying to do?"

 The Level Eight Wise Commander of the small star fleet, watching the starship swiftly switch from extreme motion to extreme stillness, muttered to himself.

 There must be a monster when things are abnormal.

 The commander did not believe that Link Grande would surrender to the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, there must be a trick.

 For a moment, the commander hesitated on what action to take next.

 By the time the small star fleet had tightly surrounded the starship, leaving no room for maneuver or escape, the commander still did not give the order, instead, he continued to hesitate.

 Often, a person's instinctive behavior can better reflect their inner thoughts.

 Before acting on this mission, the commander had made an inquiry report to the highest level of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell about the authenticity of the intelligence, an instinctive action.

 After discovering signs that the starship harboring Link Grande seemed to have stopped resisting and chosen to surrender, the commander had not immediately deployed capture operations, yet another instinctive action.

 These two instinctive actions reflected the commander's confusion, misunderstanding, and even dissatisfaction with the decision by the Great Sage Mitchell to snatch Link Grande from Ravensmouth College.

 They also indirectly showed that the commander's sense of belonging to the Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell was gradually declining, even disappearing.

 Although the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell had developed rapidly and appeared to have a promising future after being forced to leave the Wizard Civilization Universe and coming to a parallel universe,

 and although Great Sage Mitchell exhibited renewed vitality and there were rumors that he was about to ascend to sainthood,

 the Level Eight Wise Commander of the small star fleet, acting as the captor of Link Grande, genuinely was not optimistic about the prospects of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell or the likelihood of Great Sage Mitchell's successful promotion.

 "Great Sage, the subordinates ask for instructions on how to proceed, whether to persuade surrender or to capture directly?"

 The aide's inquiry broke the commander's contemplation.

 "Wait."

 Regaining his senses, the commander softly uttered one word.

 "What?"

 Hearing this, the aide was extremely shocked, to the extent of asking a statement that overstepped the duties and authority of an aide, "Great Sage, Link Grande has already stopped resisting, what are we still waiting for? And for how long?"

 The commander deeply glanced at the star fleet aide temporarily assigned to him by the highest level of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, did not explain, but his gaze grew more intense.

 To be able to serve as an aide to a Level Eight Wise Commander, this person was also a Level Seven Great Sage, a close confidant of the highest level of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, and a member of the Mitchell Family.

 The aide met the commander's gaze without stepping back, not giving an inch, insisting on receiving an answer and explanation from the commander.

 The disagreement and standoff between a Level Eight Great Sage and a Level Seven Great Sage made the atmosphere in the flagship's cockpit of the small star fleet suddenly tense.

 The flagship operators and the fleet's various staff members, all busied themselves with lowered heads, not daring to glance over even for a moment.

 The commander was the first to break the deadlock, the corners of his mouth curling into a sneer, then continued calmly, "If you question my decision, you can report it above now, relieve me of my duty on the spot, and then take over the fleet yourself. If you can do that, you can do as you please. If you can't do that, then follow orders."

 With that statement, he decisively ended the conversation.

 The reason why the aide was an aide was not without reason.

 Yes, he indeed was a member of the Mitchell Family and a close confidant of the highest level of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 However, in terms of commanding operations, judging situations, and making on-the-spot decisions, the aide was far from equal to the commander.

 The highest level had known the commander's reservation about the operation to capture Link Grande and still given him the appointment, precisely for this reason.

 Without actually needing to report above, the aide knew that the response he would get was absolutely to execute the commander's orders.

 Taking a deep breath, the aide suppressed his emotions, lowered his head, and said, "I was wrong; I'll execute the Great Sage's orders immediately."
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 After speaking, the executive officer turned and left, conveying the commander's order to "wait" to every warship of the small star fleet.

 The disagreement and standoff that occurred in the flagship's cockpit, because the commander needed to command each warship in real-time, also made its way through the communication system, allowing every captain to witness firsthand.

 Regarding the commander's order to "wait", not a single captain dared to question it any further and immediately complied.

 Something rather eerie then happened.

 When the starship wanted to escape, the small star fleet pursued relentlessly.

 But when the starship no longer wanted to flee, the small star fleet surprisingly stood still, neither persuading surrender nor forcefully capturing.

 "What are they doing? Why aren't they moving?"

 Jasmine, who had decided no matter what happened, she would stand by Link's side, watched this scene unfold with increasing bewilderment.

 Why is everything that happened today stranger than the last?

 "Hehe..."

 Link chuckled but did not answer Jasmine's question; instead, he fixed his gaze on the flagship of the small star fleet.

 He was now curious about what the commander was thinking at this moment.

 The Land of Nothingness.

 Lotson, who had been keeping an attentive eye on the starship, noticed this peculiar change and waved his hand, creating a screen of light to share the fun with Great Sage Mitchell.

 Great Sage Mitchell glanced indifferently and did not react.

 "What, when my cheap brother surrenders without a fight, and your subordinates don't capture him, you don't have any thoughts?"

 Seeing this, Lotson asked with a smile hinting at mystery.

 "What thoughts should I have?"

 Great Sage Mitchell retorted.

 "Hmm? Isn't it that you've always wanted to possess my cheap brother?"

 Lotson frowned slightly, apparently truly puzzled by this.

 Great Sage Mitchell looked at Lotson as one would look at a fool before asking, "Celestial Master, do you take me for a fool, or do you consider yourself one? When did I ever say I wanted to possess Wizard Link Grande?"

 "You never said it?"

 Lotson exclaimed in surprise, clearly astonished.

 Great Sage Mitchell did not say anything more about it.

 These things were not important at all.

 Lotson smacked his lips, extinguishing any further questions, and changing the subject, asked, "So, have you considered it? Are you going to seize the opportunity to turn back?"

 "Turn back?"

 Great Sage Mitchell opened his arms wide, as spiritual power and Magic Power surged wildly within him, causing the Land of Nothingness to shatter immediately, connecting space with reality once again before merging them together.

 The crazily surging Mental Power and Mana transformed into strands of Light Clear Qi and Thick Qi under the will of Great Sage Mitchell.

 The Light Clear Qi rose, entering Great Sage Mitchell's soul through the crown of his head;

 The Thick Qi descended, entering Great Sage Mitchell's spirit three inches below his navel.

 The two types of Qi met at the chest center, then proceeded with the 'Five Qi Toward the Origin', then the 'Three Flowers Gather at the Top', and finally condensed into the fruit of the Dao.

 The position of Celestial Master was accomplished, Saint Position achieved.

 Great Sage Mitchell stood tall and unmoving, his arms still open wide, his head tilted slightly back, he laughed and asked, "Why should I turn back?"

 Lotson fell silent, slowly closing his eyes.

 Everything that had to be said was said; still, it seemed that a fight had to take place.

 Regardless of the cost and all the trouble that may follow, it was time to stretch his muscles.

 However, just as Lotson was about to open his eyes to briefly regain his Saint Position and strength, an unexpected change occurred.

 A beam of light from somewhere unknown arrived at the shattered Land of Nothingness.

 The cone of light spread like a net, enveloping Mitchell.

 Firmly and securely.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 46 Throat

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Within the cone of light, is destiny itself.

 It was not a net, but destiny that enveloped Great Sage Mitchell... Oh, no, it should be Celestial Lord Mitchell.

 No matter how sudden the event, Celestial Lord Mitchell, who had just completed his ascension, was still able to react in time and make the first move to counter.

 However, Celestial Lord Mitchell's attempts to break free from the constriction of the cone of light, the binds of destiny, failed.

 Failed completely and utterly!

 "Stop trying, you can't break free."

 Lotson spoke from the side, his tone devoid of mockery, containing only a hint of somber pity and sorrow that comes with empathy.

 Upon hearing this, Celestial Lord Mitchell actually heeded Lotson's advice, ceased his struggle, and looked at Lotson, waiting for an explanation.

 Gently shaking his head, Lotson sighed and said, "Mitchell, you've been too rash. Your overwhelming desire to survive blinded your eyes and prevented you from seeing many things clearly, leading you to make numerous mistakes. Trying to extend your life multiple times is one, giving up on creating your own wizard sect is another, attempting to seize the position of Mysterious Sage Wizard is another still, coming to a parallel universe in a desperate move is one, and accepting the support of the Immortal God Tomorrow Court is yet another."

 After a pause, Lotson's tone grew even heavier, "These mistakes could have been avoided if you weren't so rash, had you been a bit calmer, you would not have fallen into your current predicament."

 "And what predicament is that now?"

 The voice of Celestial Lord Mitchell suddenly grew huskier.

 "The predicament of having no control over your own fate."

 Lotson replied gravely.

 "No control over my own fate?"

 Celestial Lord Mitchell's brows furrowed as if, inspired by Lotson's revelation, he had grasped something.

 Moments later, Celestial Lord Mitchell rapidly recalled his mental journey of the past few years, his various decisions, and many significant events, gaining an enlightenment.

 "Do you understand now?"

 Noticing a slight change in Celestial Lord Mitchell's gaze, Lotson asked in a soft voice.

 "I understand now."

 Celestial Lord Mitchell nodded and then explained, "Mr. Xu Jing told me that as long as I accepted the support of the Celestial Court, I would definitely succeed in my conversion to a new practice and my ascension to Celestial Lord. He also said the Celestial Court did not require me to completely abandon the wizard civilization, to betray the Supreme Council, but only hoped that I could become a special existence that takes into account the interests of both the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council, an intermediary between the immortal god civilization and the wizard civilization."

 "That is exactly what you are now."

 Lotson's implication seemed to carry a deeper meaning.

 "Yes, that's what I am now. From this moment on, I am a special existence that considers the interests of both the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council, the intermediary between the immortal god civilization and the wizard civilization, rather than a true Celestial Lord or Saint, nor a wizard or immortal god with a free will."

 Celestial Lord Mitchell said aloud what Lotson had left unsaid.

 After speaking, Celestial Lord Mitchell looked around him, once to the left and once to the right.

 To the left were the immortals of the Celestial Court, observing the situation here.

 To the right were the wizards of the Supreme Council, also observing.

 Looking back, Celestial Lord Mitchell turned again to Lotson, who stood not far in front of him, and continued, "The Mysterious Wizard Faction once absorbed a great deal of knowledge about light from a certain technological civilization. I remember there being a phrase, 'Within the cone of light, is destiny.'"

 With that, Celestial Lord Mitchell looked up at the cone of light that shrouded him, "Even if I hadn't succeeded in my ascension and was still a Level Nine Great Sage Wizard, this wouldn't be an ordinary light, an ordinary fate that could bind me. Moreover, I have actually succeeded in my conversion and ascension. What I want to know is, what kind of light is this that can bind a Celestial Lord."

 The moment Celestial Lord Mitchell finished speaking, he fixed his gaze on Lotson's eyes, which had gradually cleared from their murkiness, and his eyes revealed an earnest plea for knowledge.

 Lotson remained silent for a short while before finally responding, "Ancestor Heavenly Master told me that at the source of the long river of time of this universe, he vaguely witnessed some events occurring at the sources of the long river of time of other universes. He then discovered two beams of light entering this universe from the temporal source of another universe, passing through. One beam of light went to our universe, carrying within it the True Spirit of Link Grande. The other beam, carrying an unknown entity, vanished without a trace."

 "So, is this that beam of light?"

 Celestial Lord Mitchell slightly tilted his head to ask further.

 "I believe it is."

 Lotson provided his answer.

 "Believe?"

 Mitchell was puzzled. "Even the Saint cannot be certain? What about the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council?"

 Lotson did not respond to this.

 A lack of an answer is sometimes the best answer in itself.

 Mitchell instantly understood what Lotson was implying.

 The Celestial Court and the Supreme Council must also be uncertain whether this light was indeed that very beam.

 Since they had already struck a deal and set a trap for Mitchell, they might as well kill two birds with one stone and use it as a test to see if this light was indeed the one.

 Realizing this, Mitchell sighed deeply, "I thought I had the stature to move the pieces on the board, but it seems I am still within the game, still a chess piece."

 This sigh fully dispelled the remaining spirit in Mitchell's heart.

 Having successfully converted and ascended to Celestial Lord, he should have been full of vigor, ready to test his mettle against Lotson, this incarnation of a Saint Wizard, to showcase his own capabilities and power.

 But now, Mitchell wanted to test and showcase nothing.
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 He only wanted to be still now.

 "Farewell, Saint,"

 Link Grande bid goodbye to Lotson sincerely, then no longer resisted the guidance of the light engulfing him and walked towards an unknown territory.

 Lotson gazed at Link Grande's extremely desolate figure, as if seeing his own past life.

 That day, The Saint of Nostrodamus had met his demise amidst a similar, if not greater, desolation.

 Who would choose to die if they could live?

 Who would accept bondage if they could be free?

 Until Link Grande's figure disappeared from his sight, Lotson remained trapped in his memories.

 During this time, the Supreme Council's Parallel Universe Office, acting on the will of a certain Saint, had forcefully intervened in every level of management and all actions of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The large-scale Stellar Fleet, which was surrounding the Revosorath Academy Advance Team, had successfully cornered Link Grande's small Star Fleet starship, but received a strict order from the High Council's Parallel Universe Office, commanding them to return to base immediately, or else they would be severely dealt with as traitors to the Wizard civilization.

 This time, the High Council's Parallel Universe Office did not merely go through the motions as before.

 Verbal warnings were given, written warnings as well, and an incredibly large and powerful Wizard Army was dispatched to monitor, or rather, suppress them.

 The other three Ninth Level Great Sages and their followers responded enthusiastically to the Supreme Council's call, dispatching their own forces and fleets to act together with the Supreme Council.

 Faced with such a high-pressure stance from the High Council, and unable to contact Mitchell, the backbone and support of Mitchell's Sage Tower, the highest echelons of Mitchell's Sage Tower, however reluctant, had no choice but to comply with the High Council's orders and intervention.

 Fortunately, apart from Great Sage Mitchell, the Mitchell family also had two Level Eight Great Sages.

 Mitchell's Sage Tower also had a Level Eight Great Sage, who was the commander of the small fleet surrounding Link Grande.

 There was no worry that Mitchell's Tower would be torn and devoured by a pack of wolves.

 This time, they might have to swallow a loss of face, but the essence of their power could still be preserved.

 "Withdraw."

 The commander of the small fleet, a Level Eight Great Sage, upon receiving the successive orders from both the Supreme Council and the highest layer of Mitchell's Tower, chose to execute them without hesitation.

 The assistant, a Level Seven Great Sage, dared not question this time and obediently conveyed and executed the orders.

 The captains and crew of the fleet's warships were rather relieved.

 For the High Council to take such severe action, disregarding the face of Great Sage Mitchell and Mitchell's Sage Tower, something major must have happened.

 It might even be more significant than the last time Great Sage Mitchell failed in his attempt to seize the position of the Mysterious Sage Wizard and was punished by the High Council, being "exiled" to the Parallel Universe.

 It remained to see what sort of punishment Mitchell's Tower would endure this time.

 With uneasy hearts, the small Star Fleet hastened away.

 The evacuation didn't go as smoothly for the Revosorath Academy Advance Team stronghold and the large-scale Star Fleet.

 Both sides had been engaged in a bloody battle for a long time, having sustained great losses.

 The Wizards who were sacrificed were living beings, companions and comrades with whom they had spent a long time.

 Wizards pursue reason, but they are not cold-hearted monsters.

 Seeing comrades and friends die in front of them, emotions inevitably arise, and one could even say that both sides had become enraged.

 Under such conditions, just because an order says to stop fighting, doesn't mean the will to cease combat is there.

 If they truly stopped fighting just like that, what would the sacrifice of those friends and comrades have meant?

 Especially for the Revosorath Academy Advance Team, as the attacked side, they were even less willing to just end the battle in confusion.

 Either they would avenge and redeem themselves, or they would go down together. There was no other choice.

 Therefore, both sides tacitly ignored the High Council's intervention and orders and continued their fierce battle.

 Dean Frist, watching the Wizards of his Advance Team fight bravely despite their personal endangerment, had red eyes.

 He ignored the incoming video call request from the person in charge at the High Council's Parallel Universe Office and also left the small cramped encryption communication cabin.

 In the final moments of the battle, Dean Frist Diomand, both the head of the Revosorath College and leader of the Vanguard, decided to fight alongside the college's and Advance Team's Wizards.

 An army of grieving soldiers is bound to prevail.

 Under the leadership and encouragement of Dean Frist Diomand, the Advance Team exploded with incredible fighting will, launching a defiant countercharge despite the casualties.

 Only when the High Council arrived to oversee the withdrawal of the Great Sage Mitchell's large-scale Stellar Fleet from combat and the forces tasked with suppressing any resistance entered the fray did Dean Frist Diomand formally issue the order to cease combat and withdraw from the battlefield.

 With their strong emotions released in the defiant countercharge, this time the Wizards of the Advance Team had no resistance to the order and executed it en masse.

 Before long, the sorcerers of the Ravensmouth College advance team silently witnessed the retreat of Michelle's Tower Interstellar Fleet under the surveillance of the Supreme Council fleet in a rather disheveled manner.

 There were no cheers, no celebrations.

 This battle, in the end, was lost by the Ravensmouth College advance team.

 Had the Supreme Council not intervened, the advance team would not have been annihilated, but they would have been utterly devastated.

 Many corps would have perished as a unit.

 The situation of the Four Sects Legions was hardly any better.

 Sage Cody was seriously injured.

 Sage Palo, in an effort to cover for Sage Selene, had lost an arm and lay unconscious.

 Half of Sage Selene's face was scarred from burns, while the other half was pockmarked from corrosion, rendering her disfigured.

 Out of the warships, six or seven out of ten were gone.

 Casualties among the wizards exceeded forty percent.

 This, however, was lower than the advance team's overall casualty rate of sixty percent.

 The reason behind this was the astonishing performance of the Construction Servant Corps.

 Dean Frist began organizing people to clean the battlefield and treat the injured, as they watched the enemy retreat.

 Elsewhere, within the Starship, Link and Jasmine watched the swift withdrawal of the small star fleet, each absorbed in their own thoughts.

 But both were silent, both waiting.

 Jasmine waited for news from the advance team, for battle reports from the Four Sects Legions, for the numbers she dreaded to know yet needed to.

 Link waited for the arrival of certain people or events.

 This waiting lasted for a full two hours.

 Jasmine received the battle report from the Four Sects Legions and saw those sets of numbers, her heart aching as if it were being twisted by a knife.

 "I have to go back."

 Sniffling, Jasmine turned her body to look into Link's eyes and seriously said, "Do you want to come back with me?"

 Facing Jasmine's expectant gaze, Link said solemnly, "You go back first, I will come back later."

 Jasmine's eyes dimmed for a moment, then, as if nothing had happened, she nodded her head silently.

 Gently patting Jasmine's head and smoothing her silky hair, Link said softly, "Jasmine, I'm not heartless. Not going back immediately doesn't mean I don't care, it's precisely because I care so much. A blood feud has been established, and we must seek justice."

 "Mhm."

 Jasmine bowed her head, nuzzling it in the palm of Link's hand, very obediently.

 Link sighed and transferred main control authority of the Starship to Jasmine before his figure flashed, appearing in the vacuum of space.

 His life-bound outfit smoothly covered his entire body, entering interstellar protection and survival mode.

 Through the porthole, Jasmine glanced at Link's figure, then turned back and input commands, piloting the Starship to return to the advance team battle zone base at the highest speed.

 With Cody seriously injured, Palo unconscious, and Selene disfigured, the Four Sects Legions needed her or Link to take charge of the situation.

 Having "fled" before the battle, without standing side by side in combat, Jasmine's heart was already filled with guilt.

 And now she did not want to delay for another moment.

 As for revenge, Link had said he would take care of it, so let him do it.

 Jasmine simply hoped that Link would return with her, but she didn't necessarily demand it.

 Did Link know about Jasmine's feelings?

 Of course, he knew.

 But Link could not act according to Jasmine's feelings.

 This matter was only temporarily concluded, not over, with lots of uncertainties remaining.

 How could he be at peace without clarifying those issues shrouded in fog?

 Especially that feeling of being manipulated by fate, unable to resist, was just too unbearable.

 Link wanted to choke fate, that treacherous witch, by the throat!
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 "Don't you have anything to say?"

 After waiting for over an hour, Jasmine had already rushed back to the Revosorath Academy Zone base, when Link finally caught up with Lotson who had just snapped out of his recollections.

 Upon meeting, Link did not concern himself with anything else and directly asked this question.

 "What is there to say?"

 Lotson shrugged indifferently, responding, "Things are already like this, speaking more is futile."

 "It's better than saying nothing."

 Link took a big step forward and leaned slightly, his demeanor extremely serious.

 "What do you want me to say? Sorry? I was wrong?"

 Lotson's eyebrows furrowed slightly, his expression a mix of displeasure and impatience.

 Ignoring this, Link just kept staring intently into Lotson's eyes, silently waiting for a forthright answer.

 "What exactly do you want me to say?"

 Apparently irritated by Link's piercing gaze, Lotson raised his tone, "You should understand, even if you are the cheaper brother I've had all my life, I owe you nothing!"

 "You are losing your composure."

 Upon hearing this, Link's eyes revealed a trace of mockery, "It seems like your plan didn't succeed and was perhaps even thwarted."

 "Don't guess about things you don't know."

 Lotson rolled his eyes, speaking very impatiently, "I'll emphasize one last time, I have nothing to say to you. Also, I want to ask, where has my starship gone?"

 "The Revosorath Academy Advance Team was thoroughly crippled, and the Four Sects Legions suffered over forty percent casualties, Jasmine rushed back to clean up the mess."

 Concerning this question, Link did not equivocate and shared the situation he knew honestly.

 Then, Link continued to press, "Are you sure you have nothing to discuss with me?"

 Link's phrasing changed from "want" at the beginning to "have" now, signaling a different implication.

 It also represented a shift in Link's state of mind.

 Lotson noticed this very subtle but significant change.

 Just as he was about to pull out another starship of the same model to depart for a certain place, Lotson paused briefly, then stopped his actions and slightly turned his head, facing Link's determined gaze.

 In that gaze, Lotson saw a fire, a fiercely burning fire concealed within Link's heart, almost out of control.

 Clearly, something had made Link Grande, who was usually very skilled at enduring and restraining himself, unwilling to continue doing so.

 If today, Lotson truly had nothing he wanted or needed to say, then from this point onward, Link Grande and Lotson Grande would no longer even be able to be cheap brothers.

 In theory, as a reincarnated Saint, Lotson had no need to value this discounted brotherly relationship.

 However, due to certain unspeakable reasons, Lotson had to maintain a relatively close distance with Link Grande.

 To ascend again to the position of Saint, there were many tasks that Lotson needed to accomplish.

 Some of these, Lotson could complete on his own.

 However, others inevitably required external assistance.

 Revo Diomand, Soss Diomand, all members of the Diomand Family, and even the entire Revosorath Academy, lacked the qualifications to provide this external support for Lotson.

 Only Link Grande could play a role in some matters.

 And the tasks that required Link Grande's assistance were mostly still unaccomplished.

 Therefore, Lotson really couldn't afford to fall out with Link right now.

 "Sigh!"

 With a light sigh, Lotson decided to step back and say something.

 After briefly composing his somewhat helpless emotions, Lotson asked, "What do you want to know?"

 "What you want to say, what you can say, what you have to say, that's what I want to know."

 Upon hearing this, Link framed a rather vague but directed scope for Lotson.

 This was a verbal technique.

 It might enable Link to learn more about several matters and secrets.

 Lotson was well aware of this.

 "Come in and talk."

 Lotson gave Link a somewhat irritated look, pulled out a minimized starship, and restored it to its normal size.

 Taking the lead to enter the opened hatch, Lotson granted Link access permission.

 As a reincarnated Saint, Lotson was not lacking in wealth.

 The highest-grade starships of Celestial Civilization, not to mention buying two, even purchasing dozens or hundreds, he could afford it.

 However, the highest-grade goods are always the scarcest, and it wasn't as if Lotson could buy as many as he wished.

 By utilizing his status and position as the reincarnated Saint, after coming to the Parallel Universe, Lotson had spent a great deal of money through his connections with Heavenly Master Xu Jing of the Palace and managed to purchase just three.

 With one taken by Jasmine and another now pulled out, only one remained in his possession.

 Is that a lot? Not really.

 If one more was lost or damaged, it would be hard to replace.

 Therefore, unlike before, Lotson did not grant Link piloting permissions.

 Link had already waited more than three hours and wasn't in a rush, so he followed Lotson into the starship.

 Both of them entered the cockpit in succession.

 Lotson did not rush to communicate with Link but first set the coordinates for the starship, activating the intelligent navigation mode, before he motioned Link to join him in the leisure cabin.

 Arriving at the bar, Lotson poured two glasses of strong liquor: "Sit down, let's have a good talk."
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 Link sat next to Lotson but didn't reach for the strong liquor.

 Lotson didn't insist. He took a sip for himself and then said, "Since you want to know so badly, I'll lay it out for you. Just one thing, if you hear anything that makes you feel worse, don't blame me."

 "Yeah, I'm listening. Don't worry, I won't."

 Link immediately made his stance clear, giving his promise.

 After taking another sip of liquor, Lotson continued, "You know, I actually didn't want to oppose old Mitchell, nor was I eager to search for stars or light. All of this was beyond my control. You might find it pretentious for me to say this. How could someone who is the reincarnation of a Saint and can temporarily regain the position and strength of a Saint be out of control? Heh heh..."

 Lotson laughed sarcastically a few times, then went on to say:

 "Let alone the reincarnation of a Saint, even the five guys in the Supreme Council now, which one can truly be free, do as they please?

 It's the same for the Heavenly Immortals and Celestial Masters of the Immortal God Civilization Celestial Court.

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master, such a respected person, isn't he also living like a dog, calculating for the interests of the Heavenly Master's Mansion and his descendants?

 People live in this world, no matter how high their position or how much authority they have, they can't escape a net.

 The only difference is that some people's nets are small and thin, while others' are large and thick.

 But no matter what, there's always a net covering you, from which you can't break free, can't escape."

 At this point, Lotson looked at Link meaningfully and said, "From the moment your True Spirit crossed the universe and became a 'Foreign Guest' of the wizard civilization, you've been wrapped up tightly in a large, thick net. You want to break free, to escape, but the more you struggle, the more you try to get away, the tighter the net binds."

 "So we're supposed to just accept our fate?"

 A slight emotion tinged Link's calm voice as he questioned in return.

 "Accepting fate?"

 Lotson scoffed, "Sometimes, accepting fate isn't as unbearable as you think."

 "That's only sometimes, what about the other times?"

 A glint flashed in Link's eyes, as if he had thought of something, and he quickly pressed on.

 "The other times, huh."

 Lotson drew out his tone with a sigh, "That's when you have to fight, to take a chance, to give it a try. What if it actually succeeds?"

 "For example?"

 Link became more insistent, making a request.

 "Mitchell is barely an example of a successful attempt."

 Lotson emptied his glass of strong liquor with a tilt of his head, sighing deeply, his tone and demeanor filled with a profound sense of desolation and sorrow.

 Wizards major in Mental Power and Mana.

 Mental Power is the shallow manifestation of the will.

 Emotions are another shallow manifestation of the will.

 As the reincarnation of a Saint, it can be imagined how high and strong Lotson's Mental Power is.

 Therefore, Lotson's desolation and sorrow directly affected the pressure and energy field in the recreational cabin.

 The entire cabin instantly entered a state of extremely low pressure.

 It's fortunate that Link is a Fourth Level Sage-class wizard who could advance to Level Five Sage at any moment, otherwise, he wouldn't be able to stay in the cabin for long.

 Even so, after a while, Link also began to feel some pressure.

 His Life-bound Outfit instantly covered his entire body, entering survival mode to the limit in order to resist the increasingly low pressure and the changes in the energy field.

 Fortunately, Lotson's display of emotion did not last too long. He soon came back to his senses, gathering up the desolation and sorrow that had spontaneously emerged again.

 "Sorry, I truly lost my composure."

 Taking the glass of strong liquor that Link hadn't touched, Lotson drained it with a tilt of his head and apologized.

 Link put away his Life-bound Outfit, his expression very grave: "You're not in a good way, are you sure you're alright?"

 "I'm sure I'm in trouble, got myself into a big mess."

 Putting down his glass, Lotson calmly poured two more glasses of strong liquor and said.

 His tone was extremely calm, as if the person embroiled in big trouble he was talking about wasn't himself at all.

 Link's eyebrows furrowed slightly, and after a moment, he gave up on empathizing with Lotson and shifted his focus to what he should truly be concerned about, "Let's return to our previous topic of discussion."

 Lotson glanced sideways at Link, noticing that Link was resolute and showed no interest in caring about him, and couldn't help but let out a deep sigh.

 So be it, a cheap brother is a cheap brother, not a shred of emotional foundation.

 I thought I could use a sob story to avoid some of the topics I didn't want to talk about.

 Now that the plan has fallen through, I have no choice but to lay it all out there.

 With that in mind, Lotson stopped beating around the bush and continued, "Everything that happened today stemmed from Mitchell's refusal to accept his fate. He didn't want to vanish after his lifespan was exhausted; he wanted to extend his lifespan by ascending to sainthood.

 For this purpose, Mitchell did a lot, a lot of things.

 No matter the outcome or return of the deed, how great the cost as long as there was the slightest chance it would aid his ascension, Mitchell would definitely undertake it.

 Blocking you was for this reason, and so was sending people to attack the Ravensmouth College advance team."

 "Wait, Great Sage Mitchell sent people to attack the advance team to ascend, and not for revenge or venting anger?"

 Link quickly spotted the inconsistency and interrupted Lotson's narration with a question.

 "Revenge? Venting anger? Old Mitchell would have to be really bored to bother with that. If he really wanted revenge or to vent anger, he would have gone after that couple, Revo and Sorath," Lotson said with a sneer, bluntly refuting Link's statement.

 "But how does attacking the advance team help Mitchell ascend?"

 Link still had one question regarding Lotson's explanation.

 "Of course, it's about seeking a smooth-sailing sense of purpose."

 Lotson stated it as though it were obvious, "Although I'd say the members of the Supreme Council are somewhat compelled by circumstances, it's all relative. From the perspective of ordinary wizards, even Sage-level and Great Sage-level wizards, Saint Wizards surely have unparalleled freedom, acting as they please. But then, what does it mean to do as one pleases?"

 Link pondered upon hearing this.

 What does it mean to do as one pleases?

 According to Lotson's explicit and implicit implications, as long as one's sense of purpose could always be free of obstruction, that could be considered acting as one pleases.

 From this perspective, Great Sage Mitchell, by sending people to attack the Ravensmouth College advance team at the most critical moment of his transition and ascension, indeed could achieve a sense of purpose that is unimpeded.

 Then, why did he send people to blockade Link and Jasmine?

 The same reason, to seek a smooth-sailing sense of purpose?

 Link didn't think so, and he asked directly.

 After listening to Link's question, Lotson gave him another long look and said, "Old Mitchell told me that he never said he wanted to possess Link Grande."

 After a pause, Lotson stressed, "Between Saints, lies cannot be told."

 The expression on Link's face grew very serious.

 If Mitchell never said he wanted to possess Link Grande, then how should one interpret the actions taken by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell?

 Was it a smokescreen intentionally released by Mitchell to hide his true intentions or movements, or was it because Mitchell needed to maintain a facade of being determined to get Link Grande for some benefit?

 Both possibilities exist, and there could be even more.

 Link did not let his thoughts wander to make further speculations.

 The conversation kept going around in circles, and Lotson still hadn't gotten to the point, somewhat frustratingly.

 With this in mind, there was something wrong in the way Link looked at Lotson.

 Lotson, perceptive as ever, noticed the change in Link's gaze and asked in surprise, "Why are you looking at me like that?"

 Link didn't reply but continued looking at him that way.

 Seeing that Link didn't respond vocally or change his expression, Lotson decided not to bother with it and leisurely savored his strong drink.

 He had already said what he wanted to say, what he could say, what needed saying.

 Whether or not the information satisfied Link's requirements was not Lotson's concern.

 Let it be.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 48 Self

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 All is left unsaid. 

 Indeed, this was Lotson's attitude.

 If Link hadn't insisted on knowing something, Lotson wouldn't even bother saying these roundabout words.

 Being able to say this much was truly because he "valued" the relatively close relationship with Link and didn't want to cause a rift.

 Although Link felt that Lotson hadn't gotten to the point and seemed somewhat evasive, he could still discern something from those roundabout words.

 Since he could decipher it, why keep pressing Lotson to say it himself?

 Of course, it was because every person has a different way of thinking, stance, and will; guesses or speculations, even so-called tacit understanding, are all too easy to misunderstand.

 Link stared intently at Lotson for a while, making sure Lotson wouldn't say anything more, and withdrew his uneasy gaze.

 This allowed Lotson to breathe a sigh of relief.

 Being watched by this once-adopted older brother with such a strange gaze, although it wouldn't create any psychological pressure, was indeed quite uncomfortable.

 At this point, Link asked, "What do you plan to do next? Continue searching for that beam of light?"

 After pouring another drink of potent alcohol, savoring it with contentment, Lotson leisurely responded, "No need to search for that beam of light anymore. It will appear naturally when it's time. The key now is, what do you plan to do next? Continue to keep yourself hidden away?"

 Taking a deep breath, Link slowly closed his eyes.

 The events of the past few years flashed through his mind; the loss numbers of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team hovered before his eyes, while the over forty percent casualties of the Four Sects Legions stabbed at his heart, further punctured by the heavy injuries of Cody, the unconsciousness of Palo, and Serene's disfigurement.

 Memories thought dead suddenly began their assault anew.

 The powerlessness faced against Lucia's Family in his weaker past, the powerlessness against the schemes of Lady Lisandra...

 It couldn't go on like this.

 Link opened his eyes, calmly met Lotson's gaze, shook his head slowly, and spoke indifferently, "I plan to be myself again."

 "Hmm..."

 Lotson hummed thoughtfully, took a clean glass, poured a drink for Link, pushed it across, and then raised his glass, "To your rebirth?"

 Link picked up the glass, clinked it with Lotson, and said sincerely, "To my rebirth!"

 As the words fell, Link raised his glass and gulped down the fiery alcohol in one go.

 Lotson did the same.

 Afterward, the two of them did not continue their conversation, sitting in silence, lost in thought.

 Both had encountered much that day and needed to think things over.

 The Starship, in its intelligent navigation mode, continued towards the destination Lotson had set.

 Before long, with the curvature engine continuously engaged for travel, the Starship neared its destination.

 Warship wreckage, flames, witchcraft-induced destruction, shattered planets, the Meteoroid Belt...

 The clear traces of a high-intensity war were revealed.

 Link couldn't bear to witness it to the end.

 But he turned his head, peering through the porthole, watched everything outside with great seriousness, and etched it firmly into his memory.

 Under the organization of Frist Diomand, the cleanup of the battleground was nearing its end.

 The surviving members of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team had, during this period, reorganize and rebuild a complete security system.

 After following procedure and gaining permission, the Starship entered the Vanguard's area, filled with the remnants of blood and fire, witchcraft residue, and the clash of rules.

 Upon disembarking from the Starship, Lotson and Link parted ways.

 One went to find Frist Diomand, not knowing what to say.

 The other went to find the remnants of the Four Sects Legions and Jasmine.

 Soon after, Link reached the Four Sects Legions, now in a state of rest and reorganization, and found Jasmine busy at work.

 "You're back? I was just about to visit Sister Serene, shall we go together?"

 With a casual greeting, Jasmine kept moving, executing her planned tasks, and did not let Link's arrival disturb her rhythm.

 "Let's go together."

 Link replied, changed his path, and went with Jasmine to see Sage Selene.

 As one of the leaders of the Four Sects Legions, Sage Selene naturally had her separate living and office area.

 And for some reason, she had directly turned this area into a Potion development and refining center, full of a working atmosphere but without much living ambiance.

 When Link and Jasmine arrived, Sage Selene was fully absorbed in researching the Potion to treat both Sage Palo and Sage Cody, even neglecting to attend to her own facial injuries.

 "Sister Selene."

 Pressing the laboratory doorbell to signal her, Jasmine called out softly.

 "Hmm, take a seat, I'll be busy here for a bit longer," responded Sage Selene absently without turning her head, and immersed herself in her Potion research again.

 Jasmine actually found a place to sit.

 Link, however, began to read some of the documents that Sage Selene hadn't put away.

 Interestingly, Potion Study, which once occupied a large part of Link's effort, had been out of his life for quite some time now.

 The reason for revisiting it was somewhat difficult to evaluate.

 The documents were divided into three different parts.

 One concerned Sage Cody's condition, another was about Sage Palo, and a third was an analysis and treatment plan concerning both of their conditions.

 After quickly going through the three sections, Link focused on the Potion Sage Selene was currently refining, his frown deepening as he looked.

 This Potion was intended for the still unconscious Palo, theoretically very apt.
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 But Link felt something was very wrong.

 Theory and reality often diverge.

 This was exactly the situation now.

 Sage Selene's plan was theoretically flawless, but there was a problem in the potion-making phase.

 Glancing at the three batches of waste in the waste pool and then at the potion-making process that was nearing its end, yet likely to fail, Link decided he couldn't just sit idly by.

 "Take me to change clothes," he said.

 Putting down the personal smart device in his hand, Link turned to Jasmine and spoke.

 "Mm."

 Jasmine nodded, leading Link to the changing room and helping him change into the lab-appropriate attire.

 Although a spell could have solved the problem, Link still rigorously followed the procedure, completing a full set of sterilization and disinfection preparations before the experiment.

 "How did you get in here?"

 Sage Selene, who was not surprised by her expected failure, was cleaning up the experimental table when she saw Link enter and asked unexpectedly.

 "Lend a hand."

 Link walked to another experimental table, took some materials, and began potion making.

 It had been a long time since he made a potion, yet Link's techniques and operations were not at all rusty; his movements were smooth and flowing.

 Seeing this, Sage Selene did not intend to try making potions again. She crossed her arms and quietly watched Link's operations.

 The potion materials were the same, the first dozen steps were identical, but the difference came during the stage of merging the medicinal properties of the materials.

 Previously, Sage Selene used direct heating, whereas Link used indirect heating through a water bath.

 Thus, one of the materials did not release its medicinal properties too aggressively, preventing medicinal loss and resulting in a more sufficient fusion.

 After this stage, the techniques Link used were no different from those of Sage Selene.

 Looking at the successfully made potion, Sage Selene was silent for a while.

 Direct heating versus indirect heating was not particularly difficult.

 Yet, she had stumbled on this point four times, and the reason was simple: anxiety messed things up.

 Palo was still unconscious because he had taken a fatal hit for her.

 Thinking of this, Sage Selene's emotions were too unsettled to perform without making beginner mistakes repeatedly.

 Taking a deep breath, coming back from her silence, Sage Selene said wearily, "You might as well make Cody's potion too."

 With that, Sage Selene walked out of the lab and headed to the adjacent medical room.

 She needed to hurry and treat her own facial injuries.

 Otherwise, when Palo took the potion and regained consciousness, he would be greeted by a disfigured Selene.

 A woman dresses for the man she loves.

 Selene wanted Palo to see an unharmed, flawless Selene, then demonstrate her most ardent affection towards him with the most intimate gestures.

 As for Cody, it was enough that Link and Jasmine cared; Selene did not want to interfere more.

 Seeing Sage Selene heading to the medical room, Jasmine also stood up to accompany her.

 Left alone, Link persisted and quickly made another potion following Sage Selene's formula, intended to treat Sage Cody.

 Glancing at the firmly shut door of the medical room, Link did not bother Selene and Jasmine. Instead, he changed back into his regular clothes, carrying the two potions to find the waiting Sage Cody and Sage Palo.

 "Link, you're back,"

 the severely injured Sage Cody, who was sitting up in bed, spoke with a weak voice.

 Sage Palo's condition was even worse; he had to rely on a life support pod to stabilize his vital signs and prevent his injuries from worsening.

 "Mm. You've had it tough, Cody,"

 Link nodded in response, and while speaking, he passed over the potion intended for Sage Cody.

 This potion had to be taken orally.

 As for Sage Palo, it needed to be administered via an infusion in the life support pod.

 Sage Selene's rescue plan was very well thought out.

 Having undergone a series of treatments already, Sage Cody and Sage Palo quickly saw improvements in their injuries after taking the potion.

 Although they weren't going to recover completely so soon, Sage Cody looked significantly healthier and didn't have to use his Mental Power and Mana constantly to suppress his injuries.

 It wouldn't be long before Sage Cody could fully recover.

 Sage Palo's injuries were more severe but visibly improving.

 Link checked the data on various aspects of the life support pod and used witchcraft to examine Sage Palo's health, estimating that it would be only half an hour before Sage Palo would regain consciousness.

 After thinking it over, Link called the Tower Spirit and had Sage Palo's life support pod transferred to his and Sage Selene's living quarters.

 Having shared a life-and-death experience, he believed Sage Palo and Sage Selene would have much to confide in each other.

 Sage Cody watched Link's operations without any comments. After Sage Palo's life support pod was sent away, he finally spoke, "Link, do you know what happened to make the Supreme Council intervene so decisively?"

 "Not entirely sure, but I've picked up a few bits and pieces of the story,"

 Link replied honestly.

 "Is it convenient to talk?"

 "Not really."

 "Then never mind."

 "Sorry."

 "Between you and me, there's no need for such formalities."

 "But during the bloody battle, not only did I not fight alongside you, but I also took Jasmine away."

 "You had your reasons for doing so, and everyone agreed to it, so there's no need to feel sorry. Moreover, by leading away a Level Eight Great Sage and his fleet, you averted a greater disaster. Had the Great Sage not been drawn away, we may not be talking about a casualty rate of forty percent; the Four Sects Legions might have been completely wiped out."

 "How do you know that?"

 "The Dean said so."

 "The Dean, huh..."

 Link sighed, wanting to say something, but then he chose to remain silent.

 Sage Cody did not pursue the matter and also stayed silent.

 After a while, Link stood up and walked outside: "Rest well, Cody. I have some matters to attend to."

 "Mhm."

 Sage Cody agreed, then called out to Link's retreating figure, "Aren't you going to check on your Grande Legions? They performed valiantly today and achieved notable success, especially Lokan's Personal Guard Army."

 "I will, but not now."

 Link paused briefly then continued walking without turning back.

 Leaving the camp of the Four Sects Legions, Link did not stop by to see the Grande Legions; instead, he sent a message to Jasmine and went directly to Dean Frist's office.

 Lotson, who had come to see Frist Diomand before him, was not there.

 In the office, only Dean Frist stood by the window, looking over the camp still smogged with blood and fire.

 "Dean."

 Link knocked softly on the open door and greeted.

 "Sit."

 Dean Frist turned around and led Link to the sitting area, pointing to an armchair.

 Link took a seat without any hesitation.

 Dean Frist began making tea.

 During this time, both remained quiet, maintaining the silence.

 Soon, the tea was ready. After pouring two cups, Dean Frist finally asked, "The Saint was just here talking about some matters."

 "Mhm."

 "He said he was very sorry."

 "Mhm."

 "He said he would compensate the academy."

 "Mhm."

 "He mentioned he would go and talk to two people soon to secure some privileges for the academy."

 "Mhm."

 "He said... he said that after today, perhaps Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss might consider coming together to delve deeper into the Parallel Universe."

 "Mhm."

 "He said it's time for the academy to let go."

 "Mhm?"

 "You've long wanted to go independent and grow freely, haven't you?"

 "Mhm."

 "Then you should go."

 "Mhm."

 The two of them, cradling their teacups amidst the rising steam, had a very candid conversation.

 And they reached a consensus.

 Afterward, both sipped their tea in silence.

 After finishing his tea, Link stood up and turned to walk outside.

 "Link."

 Just as Link reached the doorway, Dean Frist called out.

 Link stopped, turned back, and looked at Dean Frist, waiting for him to continue.

 Dean Frist's mouth opened and closed several times, having much to say yet finding it all somehow inappropriate.

 After much thought, all his words culminated in one:

 "Take care."
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 Link didn't look back. 

 Without saying farewell to Jasmine, or to Palo, Serene, and Cody, Link boarded the starship that Jasmine had brought back and that Lotson had not reclaimed.

 In the medical room of the Sage Selene in the camp of the Four Sects Legions, Jasmine gazed at the starship carrying Link away, lost in a trance.

 Her eyes were brimming with extremely complex emotions.

 There was reluctance, concern, anticipation, and a trace of self-reproach…

 If it were possible, she would definitely stand by Link's side, shoulder to shoulder, facing all the ups and downs together.

 However, the reality was that from the moment Link made his decision, many things could only be faced by Link alone.

 If Jasmine forcibly followed, not only would she not be of much help, but she would also distract Link.

 This wasn't a matter of ability, but one of the speed of growth.

 The "predetermined destiny" didn't give Link much time to grow, and even less so for Jasmine.

 After all, Jasmine's qualifications, talents, and opportunities were actually not as good as Link's.

 Moments later, Jasmine gathered her emotions and stopped gazing into the distance.

 What was done was done; self-reproach was useless.

 Link was off to attend to his matters, and as his wife, Jasmine had to take care of everything behind him.

 Just like before.

 Inside the starship, Link watched as Jasmine's figure disappeared from the screen, and he too felt a surge of melancholy for a while.

 If it were possible, who would wish for constant farewells?

 Who wouldn't want to be always together, always happy, always comfortable?

 Unfortunately, many things do not shift according to human will.

 Link didn't want to keep himself hidden anymore, nor did he want to be kept hidden. He didn't flee from fate but bravely resisted it, and the first step was to part ways.

 To part from his wife Jasmine, his daughter Melia, his allies and partners Palo, Serene, Cody, from Dean Frist, from the United Corps, from Ravensmouth College…

 "What are you thinking about? You seem so sentimental."

 The voice of Lotson suddenly came from behind Link.

 Link turned his head to look at the sudden appearance of the light and shadow, and did not respond aloud.

 "You're keeping secrets? Never mind, I won't ask," said the light and shadow of Lotson, glancing at Link meaningfully, then changing the subject, "You can borrow this starship, but don't damage it. Even if you chip the paint, you will compensate me."

 Link remained silent, keeping his mouth shut without making a sound.

 Seeing this, the light and shadow of Lotson didn't say anything more and disappeared with a snap.

 It seemed that he had used the starship owner's privileges to bypass the controller's permissions and directly connect to the video communication, just to remind Link not to damage the starship.

 But Link knew it was not that simple.

 Lotson probably wanted to make sure that Link's resolve was firm.

 "Petty and low."

 After the communication was cut off, Link was silent for a while and finally coldly spat out a word Lotson had used to describe the state of the Ancestor Heavenly Master.

 A saying from his past life also entered Link's mind at this moment.

 The world bustles; all is drawn by profit. The world hustles; all is sent on by profit.

 It's all about interests.

 What bonds of affection are there?

 All is interest!

 "Heh…"

 With a sneer, Link cleared his mind of the stray thoughts and focused on controlling the starship, navigating towards his destination.

 Elsewhere.

 Lotson watched the Ancestor Heavenly Master, who sat across from him leisurely sipping tea, and asked indifferently, "So, are you satisfied now?"

 "Hmm."

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master nodded frankly, "Everyone is happy, of course, I'm satisfied."

 "Everyone is happy?"

 Lotson chuckled scornfully, "You have the nerve to say that?"

 "Why not?"

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master said matter-of-factly, "The will of the Celestial Court is fulfilled, the interests of the Heavenly Master's Mansion are preserved, the cooperation between the immortal and wizard civilizations enters the next phase, the Supreme Council's prestige and profits are unharmed, and the barrier to your return to the Saint Position is cleared. With such a favorable situation, why shouldn't I say 'everyone is happy'?"

 "What about Mitchell? What about the Ravensmouth College Vanguard? And Link? Are they also 'everyone is happy'?"

 Lotson retorted.

 "There is a saying in Buddhism, 'You reap what you sow.'"

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master spoke seriously, "Whether it's Mitchell or the Ravensmouth College Vanguard, they have simply reaped what they deserved. As for Wizard Link Grande, the Celestial Court and the Heavenly Master's Mansion have never had ill intentions towards him. On the contrary, it's the Supreme Council that has been suppressing him."

 "Heh…"

 Lotson scoffed, remaining silent in rebuttal.

 Because what the Ancestor Heavenly Master said was true.

 The ones who had always been pressing down on Link, preventing him from arriving in the parallel universe prematurely, were indeed the Supreme Council of wizard civilization.

 Not the immortal civilization's Celestial Court or the Heavenly Master's Mansion.

 But what the Ancestor Heavenly Master said was only part of the truth.

 The Celestial Court and the Heavenly Master's Mansion of the immortal civilization were actually quite content to see the situation where Link's growth was suppressed.

 In fact, it could be said that the suppression by the Supreme Council was facilitated by the Celestial Court and the Heavenly Master's Mansion.

 As for the reasons why the Celestial Court and the Heavenly Master's Mansion did this, Lotson didn't want to guess.

 After sneering, Lotson changed the topic and asked, "That beam of light, is it really the main player? Do you have a definite answer yet?"

 The beam of light mentioned by Lotson referred to the strange light that, after Mitchell had switched to cultivation and ascended to Celestial Master successfully, arrived abruptly. It bound Mitchell's fate with a cone of light, making the newly-appointed Celestial Master unable to resist, and compelled him to follow a path laid out by a few Heavenly Immortals/Celestial Masters from the immortal civilization and five Saints from the wizard civilization, becoming a special existence between the two civilizations.
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 The so-called true master," as the Ancestor Heavenly Master had mentioned, was the one that came from the source of the Long River of Time in another universe, passed between the two beams of light of the Immortal God Civilization Universe, and whose destination was unknown.

 As a reincarnation of a Saint, Lotson could learn many secrets and participate in many affairs.

 But he was not yet a Saint, and there were certain matters in which he could not intervene too much.

 If there were any special secrets he wanted to understand, he had to take the initiative to ask.

 Like now.

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master smiled yet remained silent.

 All was understood without words, and Lotson got the message.

 It seemed that both the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council had confirmed that the beam of light surrounding Celestial Lord Michelle was indeed the one that had originally disappeared, also the one that the Wizard World Will had directed Lotson to find.

 Moreover, through this affair, Lotson understood that either the Celestial Court or the Supreme Council, or perhaps both, already had control of that beam of light.

 At the very least, they had mastered a method to control that beam of light.

 "Right, I have a question I'd like to ask you, and if it's inconvenient, you do not need to answer,"

 After the laughter, the Ancestor Heavenly Master suddenly inquired, changing the subject.

 "Go ahead. According to what you've said, there is nothing that can't be discussed, nothing inconvenient or otherwise,"

 Lotson gave a wry smile, his attitude very friendly and not at all as aggressive as before.

 "Shall I ask then?"

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master still sought confirmation.

 Some words can be said casually by the speaker, but the listener can't always take them seriously.

 Who knows whether they are wholehearted or merely a formality?

 If someone regards a courtesy as an earnest statement, and it leads to an awkward situation, whose fault is that?

 It would be the fault of the person who cannot read the room and doesn't understand how the world works.

 Indeed, the Ancestor Heavenly Master didn't pay special attention to this point. It was more that many habits, such as humility and respect, had become ingrained in him.

 These qualities manifested naturally in his daily life, in the way he conducted himself and in his interactions with others.

 If the demeanor displayed by the Ancestor Heavenly Master was characteristic of the typical internalized personality of the Immortal God Civilization, then Lotson showed the typical extroverted character of the Wizard Civilization.

 Therefore, in response to the Ancestor Heavenly Master's request for confirmation, Lotson casually nodded, "Ask away."

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master set down his teacup, adjusted his posture, locked eyes properly with Lotson, and asked seriously, "I want to know, if Link Grande faced a life-threatening danger, would you help him?"

 Without much thought, Lotson almost immediately opened his mouth to respond.

 "No rush, no rush,"

 As if he had anticipated Lotson's reaction, the Ancestor Heavenly Master cut in before Lotson could speak, raising his right palm gently and softly telling him, "Think it over carefully, do not hurry to answer my question."

 "Is there really need to think it over?"

 Lotson's brow furrowed slightly, puzzled by the meaning of the Ancestor Heavenly Master's words.

 That was quite interesting.

 In terms of status and experience, strictly speaking, Lotson and the Ancestor Heavenly Master belonged to the same generation.

 Their wisdom, methods, and schemes should be on par with one another.

 It doesn't make sense that Lotson could not understand something that the Ancestor Heavenly Master alluded to so obliquely.

 Unless…

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master gave a slight smile, did not answer, and merely looked at Lotson quietly but very earnestly, just as before.

 "You..."

 Lotson sighed deeply, appearing somewhat helpless.

 After the sigh, Lotson dropped the pretense and honestly replied, "If that so-called big brother of mine encounters a life-threatening danger that does not come from the Supreme Council, I would certainly help him without a moment's hesitation. If it comes from the Supreme Council, even if I wanted to help, I would need to weigh my actions carefully."

 As he spoke, a glint of sharpness flashed in Lotson's eyes as he abruptly counterquestioned, "Speaking of which, you and Mr. Xu Jing have been emphasizing that neither the Celestial Court nor the Heavenly Master's Mansion have ever intended to persecute or scheme against my so-called big brother. So then, Ancestor Heavenly Master, if my so-called big brother encounters a danger from the Supreme Council, what would you and the Heavenly Master's Mansion do?"

 "We won't do anything,"

 Without any hesitation, the Ancestor Heavenly Master replied firmly and with utter conviction.

 What was crucial was that, although the Ancestor Heavenly Master's answer did not surprise Lotson, there was not a hint of sentimentality in it.

 What happened to the special consideration, the assurances of never intending to harm or scheme?

 Could it be that everything was just talk, and there was no action at all?

 The skepticism in Lotson's eyes seemed to voice all the doubts in his heart.

 Ancestor Heavenly Master understood the meaning behind Lotson's gaze and thus understood these questions.

 However, the Ancestor Heavenly Master didn't answer any of them, instead repeatedly urging Lotson to drink tea and to wait a bit longer, to observe a bit more.

 While Lotson was sipping tea, chatting, waiting, and observing with the Ancestor Heavenly Master, Link had already piloted the Starship back to the forward base that the Supreme Council had set up near the intersection of the two universal passages.

 This Starship belonged to Lotson, who was the reincarnation of a Saint.

 The process of entering the forward base went very smoothly.

 Arriving at the stronghold established by Elise Clark at Ravensmouth College also met no resistance whatsoever.

 Stepping off the Starship, Link saw Elise Clark coming to greet him immediately.

 "Link."

 Elise waved her arm from afar and came running towards him with long strides.

 If it weren't for the fact that Link was married, given Elise's current enthusiasm, she might have thrown herself at him, leaping straight into his embrace.

 "Elise."

 Link responded, yet his gaze fell upon Elise's chest.

 There, it was shriveled and stained with blood, devoid of her usual righteous and formidable bearing.

 "What happened?"

 Link's face darkened immediately.

 Cody seriously injured, Palo unconscious, Serene's face disfigured, the Four Sects Legions suffering over forty percent casualties, Ravensmouth College Advance Team completely crippled, every action constrained—Link harbored a vast and smoldering rage within his heart.

 Elise's injury was like a spark falling into a powder keg, setting off that accumulated rage into an explosion.

 "It's nothing, just had a fight. Didn't lose but didn't win either,"

 Elise said nonchalantly, waving her hand dismissively as if it was not a big deal, "It's okay, it will heal in a few days. This is pretty common."

 Link fell silent upon hearing this.

 A simple sentence was actually able to explain a lot.

 For instance, it revealed that the Tomorrow Court and the Heavenly Master's Mansion did not truly value Elise Clark much.

 It also revealed that Elise Clark's rapid promotion from a Fourth Level Sage to a Level Five Sage was not a "gift" from the Supreme Council or the Celestial Court, but rather something she had fought hard for, earning it through sweat and blood.

 Opportunity favors only the prepared mind.

 What's more, when the Revosorath Academy Advance Team encountered an assault, all of Ravensmouth College's outposts and facilities in the Parallel Universe suffered similarly.

 Yet, Link didn't believe Elise's injury had anything to do with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 The Supreme Council might turn a blind eye to the entire destruction of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team, but they would never sit by and watch Elise Clark die at the hands of "one of their own."

 This was not only a matter of principle but also a fundamental line that mustn't be crossed to maintain unity.

 Taking a deep breath, Link spoke seriously, "Elise, if you still consider me a friend, then tell me."

 Elise shook her head, touched by his sincerity but still chose not to disclose.

 Seeing this, Link gave up on questioning further and decided to find another way to uncover the full story.

 Once he had the full picture, everything would be up for discussion.

 Considering the number of blood feuds already incurred, one more wouldn't make much difference.

 "By the way, Link, you're rushing back so suddenly, is there an emergency?"

 At this moment, Elise changed the subject, speaking with a heavy tone, "Using the passage these days is going to be quite troublesome."

 "Indeed, there's something, not urgent, but very important,"

 Link gave a vague response as it wasn't convenient to discuss in detail and then added, "No worries, no matter how troublesome, that's not my problem."

 After dropping that comment, Link took out his communicator, sent a message to someone he had saved the contact for but never reached out to before, and then calmly waited for a response.

 While waiting, he casually chatted with Elise.

 When Mr. Xu Jing received the message from Link, he was full of question marks.

 You want to go back, so why are you contacting me?
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 "Whom are you looking for?"

 Elise was curious, eager to find out who could easily arrange for Link to return after the Supreme Council had suddenly tightened control over the portals between two universes—someone seemingly omnipotent.

 Nothing should be a secret.

 Link didn't brush it off, nor did he conceal anything, and truthfully told her, "I sought Mr. Xu Jing."

 "Mr. Xu Jing?"

 Elise was quite surprised. "Why think to find him? Will he help? I thought you would look for Lotson."

 Link smiled and said, "Since it's inevitable, let's not avoid it and hit it head-on instead."

 "What do you mean? I don't understand."

 Elise frowned slightly, not quite understanding. She then shook her head and said, "Never mind, you don't have to explain. I know a bit about your circumstances now, and I don't want to get involved—it's too troublesome."

 "I also don't want to involve you."

 Link stated sincerely, from the heart, and not to deceive.

 Elise found this to be very good and accepted it without pretense, subsequently asking, "When are you leaving?"

 "Immediately. I only came back to pick up something and to find someone."

 "What thing? Which person?"

 "The thing is not important; the person is."

 "Medici Sage?"

 "Medici Sage."

 Getting a confirmatory answer from Link, Elise's expression turned somewhat strange.

 Initially, when she had arrived at this stronghold with the Revosorath Academy Advance Team, another group from the Supreme Council comprising six members had accompanied them.

 The Medici Sage was the leader of this six-member team, a level six sage, with unclear tasks but very likely tasked with shadowing Link to investigate certain matters.

 However, a sudden meeting request from Lotson had set Link on a journey accompanying Lotson in search of stars and a beam of light, leaving the six-member team behind.

 Odd occurrences followed closely.

 The six-member team, after being left behind, showed no urgency at all.

 They left the Revosorath College base calmly and quietly carried out their activities and investigated some matters in secret.

 It was unknown if the six-member team had indeed clarified the matters they wished to investigate, but they returned to this stronghold yesterday, the same day Elise was injured.

 The day after the six-member team's return, Link suddenly came back to the stronghold, explicitly asking for Medici Sage.

 To say all these were coincidences without secrets involved, Elise would not believe it.

 However, Elise didn't probe further.

 Whether it was coincidence or there were secrets, that was Link's own business.

 If Link needed help, and she was capable of providing it, that would be another matter.

 Thinking this, Elise lost the desire to continue chatting with Link.

 She would let Link busy himself. She needed to focus on healing.

 Those damn people, already dead to the extent that nothing of them remained, not even their corpses.

 Otherwise, Elise would certainly dig them up and kill them over and over again.

 Why injure her there of all places?

 To blow off her chest, making it look so ugly!

 As she turned and left after saying goodbye, Elise couldn't help but grit her teeth in frustration.

 Link watched Elise leave until her figure was out of sight, only then did he move to find Medici Sage.

 The two had actually not contacted each other in advance.

 But, based on some channels, Link knew Medici Sage was waiting for him at the stronghold.

 Indeed, Medici Sage was there waiting for him, and the information source hadn't been wrong.

 At least for now, it hadn't been wrong.

 Who could know about the future?

 Just when Link and Medici Sage successfully met, Mr. Xu Jing had already figured out why Link had sought him.

 "Hehe..."

 With a chuckle, Mr. Xu Jing put down the communicator provided by the Supreme Council and knocked on the door.

 "Come in."

 The voice of Ancestor Heavenly Master came from the room.

 Mr. Xu Jing pushed the door open, first greeting Ancestor Heavenly Master and Lotson, who were drinking tea and chatting, before he said, "Wizard Link Grande has sent a request asking me to speak with the Supreme Council to prioritize his access to the portals between two universes, to return to the wizard civilization."

 "Oh?"

 Ancestor Heavenly Master laughed, then picked up his tea cup, slightly concealing the smile at his lips.

 Lotson remained unflustered, also lifting his tea cup and taking a light sip.

 Mr. Xu Jing continued, "I plan to accompany Wizard Link Grande to the wizard civilization. Ancestor Heavenly Master, what do you think? Saint, what is your opinion?"

 "I have no opinion."

 Lotson said coldly, "This is between you and I have no part in it."

 "I think it's possible."

 The voice of Ancestor Heavenly Master immediately followed, ever so gentle, "This trip there could advance our celestial civilization's establishment process further."

 "Yes, Ancestor Heavenly Master."

 Mr. Xu Jing acknowledged, bowing again and respectfully leaving.

 After watching the door close for a while, Ancestor Heavenly Master turned to Lotson and asked, "What do you think of Xu Jing?"

 "Heavenly Immortal Status."

 Lotson instantly shared his sincere opinion.

 "Why Heavenly Immortal and not Celestial Master?"

 Ancestor Heavenly Master inquired curiously, then added for clarification, "At Heavenly Master's Mansion, disciples may pursue immortality or divinity, and if they succeed in reaping the fruits of the Dao, it matters not whether they are Heavenly Immortals or Celestial Masters."

 Lotson merely smiled and remained silent.

 Many things were well understood by all, overly pretentious, to say more would spoil it all.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 50 Foundation_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 ``` 

 The Heavenly Master's Mansion could indeed take two paths, but if Mr. Xu Jing could take the Immortal Path, why would he choose the Divine Path?

 If one obtained the Heavenly Immortal Dao Fruit, serene and free, even if the inevitable end of the Age of Dharma Decline finally comes for the immortal and divine civilization, one could still go to the universe where the Wizard World resides and continue to live freely.

 If one obtained the Heavenly God Dao Fruit, although not completely bound to the rules/laws like the enemy gods of the Wizard civilization, one would only be relatively free.

 In the face of the Age of Dharma Decline, one must not easily give in, other than to resist to the end.

 Given the talents, abilities, and status displayed by Mr. Xu Jing, how could he possibly choose the Divine Path?

 Even if Mr. Xu Jing himself wished to take it, it's likely that the Ancestor Heavenly Master wouldn't allow it.

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master, seeing Lotson's posture, did not continue to speak further, but quietly enjoyed his tea.

 The room was peaceful and quiet.

 However, Mr. Xu Jing was busy.

 Link's request could be agreed to; it was of no significant consequence, but he could not agree too readily.

 Some necessary gestures still had to be made.

 Without rushing to reply to Link, Mr. Xu Jing dispatched his own vehicle, heading for the passage to the two universes.

 If Lotson's purchase of three Starships represented the highest grade of the immortal and divine civilization's export version, Mr. Xu Jing's vehicle was the highest grade of the immortal and divine civilization's personal-use version.

 Within less than three hours of receiving Link's request, Mr. Xu Jing had already arrived at the Revosorath Academy Base.

 At that time, Link had just finished a confidential discussion with the Medici Sage.

 The two had fully exchanged their opinions and demands on many issues, reached some consensus, identified some disagreements, and made some agreements.

 Link took these consensuses, disagreements, and agreements extremely seriously.

 As for the attitude of the Medici Sage and the powers and prominent figures standing behind him, Link did not guess but would judge based on the upcoming events and changes.

 Words alone are no proof, right.

 "Wizard Grande, we'll take our leave first, and I wish you smooth sailing in what's to come."

 At the Revosorath Academy Base airspace, the Medici Sage, about to board a Starship and leave with his five team members, sincerely wished Link well before embarking.

 "Thank you, Medici Sage."

 Link responded with thanks to the Medici Sage's blessing and then watched as the six-person group's Starship left the airspace.

 "Wizard Grande, we haven't seen each other for quite some time, how have you been lately?"

 Having disembarked from the Starship, Mr. Xu Jing made a point of waiting a moment before coming over to greet Link.

 "Mr. Xu Jing, hello,"

 Link responded first, then said, "As to how I've been recently, Mr. Xu Jing, you should be clear about it. There's no need for me to say much."

 "I apologize."

 Mr. Xu Jing paused for a moment, full of remorse, and uttered a single word.

 "There's nothing to apologize for."

 Link took it lightly and then, switching gears, asked, "I don't know if Mr. Xu Jing could do me a favor and let me pass through the passage between the two universes first, I have urgent matters that require a trip back to the Wizard World."

 "Of course."

 Mr. Xu Jing immediately gave a positive reply and then said, "I happen to have matters to attend to there as well. I wonder if Wizard Grande would care to accompany me."

 "Of course."

 Link replied in the same manner.

 "Shall we go now?"

 "Let's go."

 After a brief conversation, the two came to an agreement.

 Link stowed away Lotson's highest grade export version Starship, gave Elise a nod, and boarded Mr. Xu Jing's highest-grade personal-use version Starship.

 The appearance and interior decoration of the two versions of Starships were actually indistinguishable, completely identical.

 The key differences lay in the core components, such as the engine, the attack modules, the defense modules... and the auxiliary control Tower Spirit, or in the terms of the immortal and divine civilization, a Spirit.

 After glancing briefly at these, Link no longer paid attention to them and sat quietly once he entered the cockpit.

 The less said, the better.

 Unless Mr. Xu Jing initiated a topic that required Link to respond, he preferred to keep quiet.

 Mr. Xu Jing noticed Link's state and was very considerate; after pouring a cup of tea, he did not intend to engage in conversation.

 Under intelligent navigation mode, the Starship left the airspace and, following the flight plan set by Mr. Xu Jing, headed for the passage between the two universes.

 Elise was right.

 The Supreme Council had suddenly tightened control over the passage between the two universes.

 According to the agreement between the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council, all passageways under the jurisdiction of the Supreme Council were in a state of closure.

 However, these restrictions did not affect Mr. Xu Jing.

 He used the passage under the control of the immortal and divine civilization, which was not only open but also exempt from inspection.

 In this manner, after shuttling through the passage between the two universes, Link returned to the universe where the Wizard World resided.

 Before the Starship could stabilize from the shaking and turbulence caused by the shuttle between the two universes, the Wizard World Will arrived.

 Advancing from a Fourth Level Sage to a Level Five Sage, ordinarily, the Wizard World Will would not make much of a display.

 It would only descend again under special circumstances, and depending on the situation, grant favor or attention.

 What Link received was such an attention, and it was the highest level of attention among all the tiers.

 Suddenly, Link's figure disappeared from Mr. Xu Jing's Starship.

 Mr. Xu Jing had the opportunity to prevent it but made no move throughout the process.

 Only after Link's figure vanished, did he switch to manual driving mode and stabilized the Starship's state more quickly.

 ```
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 Enveloped by the Wizard World Will, Link crossed countless light-years in a fraction of time and returned to the Wizard World Homeland.

 After landing and steadying himself, Link found that the place where the Wizard World Will had brought him was not the mainland, but an unnamed island reef in the Stormy Sea.

 Normally, the area of an island reef wouldn't be very large.

 The one under Link's feet was particularly small, the rocks protruding above the water only had enough space for one person to stand.

 However, Link couldn't afford to dwell on the emotions or question why the Wizard World Will specifically brought him to such a tiny island reef.

 Although this was important, it wasn't the most urgent matter.

 The most pressing issue was to complete the ascension from a Fourth Level Sage to a Level Five Sage.

 The "Universe Meditation Method," which had been revised over and over without ever being finalized, once again "automatically" aligned with Link's current state and optimized and iterated itself.

 New variations and progress were added to the galaxies within the Sea of Consciousness.

 Conelia, who had transformed into a Three-legged Golden Crow within the "Sun," was still sound asleep but now slept even more comfortably after sensing she could enter and exit Link's Sea of Consciousness anytime she wanted.

 Franda, who had thoroughly refined the Heavenly Dao of the Human Immortal Martial World, was the first to jump out, pouting and calling out "Master" in a grievance before beginning to shed pearls as she cried.

 The Human Immortal Martial World was indeed Link's Destiny World, also close to the intersection of the Immortal God Civilization Universe and the Wizard Civilization World.

 However, it was nearly impossible for Link to transport the people and objects from the Human Immortal Martial World into the Immortal God Civilization Universe, not while remaining under the realm of a Great Sage.

 It had been a very long time since Franda had seen her master or spoken with him.

 If it weren't for the fact that she was still the master's Destiny World realm spirit, namely of the Human Immortal Martial World, she might have thought her master didn't want Franda anymore.

 After shedding her pearls for a little while and having grown quite a bit, Franda sniffled, forcibly restrained her emotions and whisked through Link's Sea of Consciousness to return to the Human Immortal Martial World.

 As a Wizard ascends from a Fourth Level Sage to a Level Five Sage, other than the regular enhancements of spiritual power, magic power, and witchcraft, what's more important is the sublimation of the Destiny World.

 The Human Immortal Martial World had been capped as a Destiny World suited for a Level Five Sage even before it became Link's Destiny World.

 Now, riding on the momentum of Link's ascension and blessed by the highest regard of the Wizard World Will, it broke through in one fell swoop, its limit now that of a level six sage.

 Franda, as the World Spirit, had many things to attend to.

 "It's been a long time, Franda."

 With the brief and smooth ascension completed, Link finally had a moment to spare and greeted Franda for the first time, "Master has something that requires Franda's full cooperation."

 "Okay, Master," Franda sweetly agreed, "Franda will definitely not disappoint you."

 "Master believes in Franda."

 As his voice faded, Link shared the next steps with Franda.

 Once he confirmed that Franda had understood everything, Link immediately took action.

 A glimmer of light emerged from his forehead, slowly descending towards the island reef beneath his feet.

 The glimmer was like amber still flowing within, revealing a miniature but crystal-clear Human Immortal Martial World.

 From that moment on, the Human Immortal Martial World was forever bound to the Wizard Civilization World.

 Link was also irrevocably bound to the Wizard World Will.

 The Construction Wizard Sect had now found its roots.

 And it was just beginning to sprout.
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 One point is very important.

 The Will of the Wizard World never refuses the emergence of new Saints.

 Since that epic war between wizard civilization and the gods, no new Saints have appeared, for a variety of reasons.

 Among them, two points are extremely important:

 First, wizard civilization was severely damaged and needed time to recover, unable to produce too many top-tier resources for high-level wizards to use at will;

 Second, the Will of the Wizard Civilization welcomes the emergence of new Saints who start a new sect and reach the pinnacle, not those who "usurp" or "snatch" the positions of the four fallen Saints.

 Lotson said Mitchell was too hasty; he made mistakes due to these two reasons.

 If Mitchell hadn't panicked about his life nearing its end and used unconventional methods to extend his life, and hadn't tried to seize the position of a Mysterious Sage Wizard hastily in order to ascend to Saint as soon as possible, given his talent, capabilities, and success in switching to the Celestial Master path under the support of the Celestial Court, it would have been highly probable for him to ascend naturally to Saint.

 That is, to create a new wizard sect and reach the pinnacle of that path.

 It should be known that the treatment Link enjoys now was also given to Mitchell by the Will of the Wizard World, and that was many years ago.

 Mitchell never lacked the time to reach the peak on the path of the wizard sect he created; what he lacked was courage, confidence, and patience!

 Impatience often leads to mistakes, and Mitchell fell because of it.

 Of course, Link doesn't have a very clear understanding of this.

 Let's get back to the main point.

 The Human Immortal Martial World has taken root in the Stormy Sea of the Wizard World Homeland, but it has not been separated from Link's Sea of Consciousness.

 As a World Spirit, Franda can still travel freely between the Human Immortal Martial World, Link's Sea of Consciousness, and the Wizard Civilization World, as long as Link resides in the universe where the Wizard Civilization exists.

 The only difference is that the fusion process between the Sea of Consciousness Little World and the Human Immortal Martial World has been halted.

 From now on, the Sea of Consciousness Little World is the Sea of Consciousness Little World, and the Human Immortal Martial World is the Human Immortal Martial World.

 The boundaries between the two are clear and they are independent of each other.

 However, the materialization of the Sea of Consciousness Little World, resulting from its fusion with the Human Immortal Martial World, has not been reversed and can still continue.

 The Fire Elemental Sprite Conelia, who has transformed into the Three-legged Golden Crow, must now stand on her own and can no longer cling to Franda.

 Franda is fully aware of this, while Conelia, who is fast asleep, only senses something in her dreams, then turns over and continues sleeping.

 The best way for the Three-legged Golden Crow to develop and grow is indeed through sleep.

 The better the sleep, the longer and more satisfying it is, the faster and fuller the growth and development of the Three-legged Golden Crow.

 The complete transition of the Sea of Consciousness Little World from "illusion" to "reality" is vitally dependent on the development and growth of the Three-legged Golden Crow Conelia.

 The reason is quite simple.

 The Three-legged Golden Crow resides in the "Sun," and the operation of the "Solar System" and the birth of all things require the "Sun" to provide gravity, light, and heat.

 Link understands this very well, therefore, during the process where the glowing amber light within seems to blend with the reefs under his feet, he has been careful to maintain Conelia's sleeping environment.

 This action made Franda somewhat jealous.

 Fortunately, Franda is a considerate and sensible girl. Even if she felt jealousy, she did not make a scene to delay her master's important tasks.

 Franda just thought of "teaching" her master a "lesson" after he finished his busy work.

 The master can love and protect Conelia, but he cannot neglect Franda!

 Setting aside these details, the first thing Link has accomplished upon returning to the Wizard Civilization Universe is already done.

 And done very well at that.

 Not only did he achieve the result he wanted, the benefits far exceeded his prior expectations.

 But as always, there is no gain without pain, and with gain, naturally, something must be given.

 The same applies to Link.

 He has received the highest level of favor from the Will of the Wizard World and has accepted such a generous gift from the Will of the Wizard World; he must do something for the Will of the Wizard World in return.

 This is inalterable, an unbreakable truth.

 Even Lotson, as the reincarnation of a Saint, still has to find stars and that beam of light for the Will of the Wizard World, to repay for the help he received.

 How could Link be an exception?

 As for the task given to Link by the Will of the Wizard World...

 It is simple yet difficult to say, hard yet quite simple.

 That is, to ascend to Saint as quickly as possible and help the Will of the Wizard World restore the magic power level of the Stormy Sea.

 Link looked down at the island reef that had grown in size because it had anchored the Human Immortal Martial World, then looked around at the Stormy Sea, silent at a microcosmic level yet surging in grand waves, and he seemed to understand something.

 After the epic war with the divine civilization, the homeland of the Wizard World was shattered, losing a lot of territories.

 Setting aside the territories, the homeland, reshaped, became habitable again.

 After the reshaping, the Homeland Continent was divided into five parts: the Central Plains, the East Coast, the West Coast, the North Region, and the South Region, each part nurturing a Saint.

 Beyond the Homeland Continent lie the Endless Sea, the Stormy Sea, the North Ocean, and the South Ocean.

 According to this division and Lotson's words, the Endless Sea, the Stormy Sea, the North Ocean, and the South Ocean were purposefully left for the four perished Saints to reclaim their status upon reincarnation or for new Saints to ascend.

 In other words, the Wizard Civilization can now simultaneously support nine Saints.
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 This was exactly the same as it had been before the epoch-making war.

 As a reincarnation of a Saint, Lotson's birthplace in the Stormy Sea was obviously not a coincidence.

 Link had reasons to suspect that Lotson had come for the Stormy Sea.

 For some reason, the Wizard World Will had even anchored Link's foundation of sainthood in the Stormy Sea.

 This fact was highly likely to cause competition and opposition between Link and Lotson.

 "We'll worry about the future in the future."

 Link muttered to himself, suppressing the chaotic thoughts in his mind.

 His promotion had already ended, so he would continue with other matters.

 With a thought, Link communicated with Franda, who was still sulking, and asked her to bring out an all-weather all-terrain transportation vehicle from the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 "The master only knows how to make Franda work, not caring about Franda's feelings at all,"

 Franda pouted and murmured her complaint, though her hands did not stop moving.

 Before her words had even faded, the transportation vehicle that met Link's requirements appeared in front of him.

 "Since when have I not cared about Franda's feelings?"

 Link teased Franda as he got into the vehicle.

 Compared to being a World Spirit, Franda seemed more like Link's eldest daughter.

 Even though Link had "found" Franda when he was, strictly speaking, only twelve years old.

 Even though Franda's life form was becoming more human-like, there were still differences in the essence of her life.

 "Hmph!"

 Hearing Link's perfunctory words, Franda became even more pouty.

 Her lips were so pursed they could hang an oil bottle.

 At that moment, the all-weather all-terrain transportation vehicle started, and Link entered the destination coordinates and chose the intelligent driving mode before ignoring it.

 For the following duration, until the transportation vehicle reached the destination, Link thought of nothing else and focused on chatting casually with Franda.

 After all, what a girl often needs is companionship and sincerity.

 Sincere companionship is what truly soothes a girl's feelings.

 Gold diggers excepted.

 This all-weather all-terrain transportation vehicle was something Link had acquired during the over two years he lay dormant... well... was put on ice.

 It was high-class, highly functional, and very fast.

 In less than half a day, Link had moved from the remotest corners of the Stormy Sea to the West Coast of the Mainland.

 Link reported to the academy upon arrival and rode the transportation vehicle back to his home.

 His foster daughter Garona and Daughter Melia were both very happy to see Link.

 However, as Melia's personality was more extroverted and she expressed her emotions more outwardly, while Garona was more introverted and her emotions more reserved.

 Melia, hopping and skipping, threw herself directly into Link's arms, hugging his neck and laughing happily, her small body rocking back and forth with laughter.

 Garona just softly called out "Father" and then stood quietly to the side, her fingers twining together.

 Link, of course, was also very happy to see his daughters; he enjoyed Melia's affection greatly but did not ignore Garona.

 With his left arm holding Melia, he freed his right hand to gently caress Garona's little head, and the three of them walked into the house together.

 That night, the three of them sat together for a sumptuous dinner.

 They talked for a very long time, into the night until the moon was high and until Melia had yawned more than twenty times and could no longer stay awake.

 After ending the chat, Link first coaxed Melia to sleep, then walked Garona to her bedroom door.

 "Have a good rest, Garona,"

 he said softly, patting Garona's head gently.

 Garona took a step back, looked up, and gazed directly into Link's eyes, then suddenly asked seriously, "Father, are you only back for a few days before you leave again? When you leave this time, will it be for a very long time?"

 Link paused for a moment before squatting down to look Garona in the eyes and asked softly, "Garona, why do you feel this way?"

 Garona shook her head, "I don't know why, I just have this feeling."

 "Hmm..."

 After a moment of reflection, Link truthfully replied, "Father won't lie to Garona, your feeling is correct. Father will indeed leave soon, and it will indeed be for a very long time."

 "Where are you going, Father?"

 Garona's pupils contracted slightly, she sniffed lightly, "Is it to a place very far away? Will it be very dangerous?"

 "Father doesn't know yet where he'll end up eventually, but it must be very far away. As for danger..."

 Link answered earnestly, without evasion, yet he didn't finish his statement.

 Danger is everywhere, at all times.

 After making the decision to face the "predestined fate," the dangers he might encounter could be even greater and more numerous than before.

 Although Garona was mature for her age, not like an ordinary child, Link still did not want to present such a harsh reality to her.

 "If Father doesn't want to say, or can't say, then let's leave it unsaid."

 Garona sniffled again, slowly lowered her head, and murmured, "It's getting late, Garona needs to sleep."

 Saying this, Garona turned and walked towards the bed in the darkness.

 Link maintained his crouching posture, watching Garona's figure sag slowly.

 When she reached the bedside, Garona stopped, didn't turn around, and spoke with a muffled voice: "Father, you won't be like that woman, never coming back, never wanting Garona again, will you?"

 "I won't."

 Link answered without hesitation, "Don't worry, Garona, Father will definitely come back."

 "Hmm."

 Garona nodded, climbed onto the bed, and burrowed into the covers, "Goodnight, Father."

 After saying this, Garona pulled up the blanket, covering her head as well.

 Link watched for a while longer, then got up and closed the bedroom door properly.

 On his way downstairs, Link took out the portable brain he hadn't used since after entering the parallel universe, browsing the messages of recent times.

 Suddenly, a short message caught Link's eye, pausing his steps momentarily.

 Christina, who had been busy with her revenge all these years, had finally accomplished her vengeance but had also paid with her life.

 No wonder Garona's mood was so off just now.

 "Ah!"

 Link sighed deeply and continued downstairs.

 Seeing Mr. Xu Jing sitting leisurely on the couch in the living room, Link asked, "When did you arrive, Heavenly Master? You didn't even say hello."

 As he spoke, Link gestured for the smart steward to serve Mr. Xu Jing some milk tea.

 "I just arrived not long ago, I saw you were chatting with your daughter, so I didn't disturb you."

 Mr. Xu Jing took the milk tea served by the smart steward, took a light sip, and frowned slightly, "What kind of tea is this? It tastes strange."

 "Milk tea. It's supposed to taste strange."

 Link also took a cup of milk tea and drank a big gulp, replying cheerfully.

 "I'm not very used to it, but the taste is okay, acceptable."

 Mr. Xu Jing set down his tea cup, clasped his hands together, and said this, showing he didn't intend to take another sip.

 "If it's acceptable, drink more of it, the more you drink, the more you'll get used to it."

 Link also put down his teacup, clapping his hands together as well.

 The two exchanged a few brief lines, tacitly avoiding the topic of how Mr. Xu Jing managed to get past the villa's defense system and Link's perception, silently infiltrating the villa.

 In terms of rank, Mr. Xu Jing was equivalent to a Ninth Level Great Sage of the Wizard civilization.

 For him, this was too easy.

 But whether this act was in accordance with etiquette was another story.

 The Celestial civilization of Taoism, though advocating freedom and nonaction, also valued propriety.

 Mr. Xu Jing was a person of propriety, and in previous interactions, he had never done anything so impolite.

 Acting this way tonight meant there must be a reason, or perhaps...

 Just as Link was pondering whether Mr. Xu Jing was indulging in some mischief, desiring some form of retaliation, Mr. Xu Jing suddenly spoke, disrupting Link's train of thought.

 "Congratulations, Wizard Grande."

 "Congratulations for what?"

 Link feigned ignorance.

 "Hehe... naturally, congratulations to Wizard Grande for breaking through the mental barriers, taking the toughest step toward becoming a Saint."

 Mr. Xu Jing first chuckled, then suddenly spoke seriously, surprising Link with his words, "The current Celestial Lord Michelle had stumbled at this step back in the day."

 What does it mean by taking the toughest step toward becoming a Saint?

 And why did Michelle stumble?
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 Link seemed lost in thought.

 Yet, no matter the depth of his contemplation, his expression remained utterly serene.

 Having dealt with Mr. Xu Jing numerous times, how could Link not know? Mr. Xu Jing preferred to speak in mysteries, prompting others to guess his true intentions.

 If you guess correctly,

 Congratulations, you've uncovered a significant secret or received a tremendous benefit.

 If you guess wrong, and act on that wrong assumption, committing a mistake in the process,

 I'm sorry, that was not my intention at all. It's unfortunate that you were troubled.

 Hence, Link remained silent, merely observing Mr. Xu Jing with an unmoved demeanor.

 He didn't feel that such a response would prompt Mr. Xu Jing to elaborate on his words.

 As expected, Mr. Xu Jing did not offer a detailed explanation based on Link's reaction.

 At this moment, according to usual habits, Mr. Xu Jing would have liked to pick up a cup of light tea and leisurely enjoy a sip.

 Unfortunately, he only had a cup of some nonsensical milk tea nearby.

 Too sweet, too creamy, and with a milky taste, even the best tea leaves couldn't bring out any real flavor.

 Such a waste of good tea leaves.

 "Have you finished your business?"

 Seeing that Mr. Xu Jing was indeed being deliberately enigmatic, as he had guessed, Link decisively changed the subject.

 "Not yet. In the short time since you left, I just greeted the five Saints of the Supreme Council," he continued.

 Mr. Xu Jing shook his head slightly, then complained, "I'm someone who knows etiquette, unlike the five Saints of your Supreme Council, who came to our place without even saying hello.

 "Is that so?"

 Link's response was non-committal.

 He didn't take the opportunity to retort with something like, you entered my home tonight without greeting anyone either.

 It's the pot calling the kettle black.

 However, silence can also express feelings.

 Mr. Xu Jing, sensing what was on Link's mind, explained with a smile, "Actually, I thought about greeting first before coming in. Firstly, for the reason I just mentioned, I didn't want to disturb you and your daughter; secondly, I wanted to test what abilities you have gained after advancing to a Level Five Sage."

 "Is that so?"

 Link was again non-committal, then said, "Mr. Xu Jing, let's go."

 "So soon? Won't you stay a bit longer? You've barely come back, and your two daughters are so adorable."

 Mr. Xu Jing, somewhat surprised, earnestly persuaded, "Why not stay a couple more days? I'm not in a hurry to go anywhere or do anything either."

 "You're not in a hurry, but I am."

 Link replied coolly, his tone very firm.

 Having lain low for over two years, although this period was not wasted, it was still a time of dormancy.

 Now that he had made his decision, there were many seeds planted over those two-plus years waiting to sprout, grow, blossom, and bear fruit.

 Time waits for no one.

 "I see."

 Seeing Link's firm attitude, Mr. Xu Jing did not persist further and stood up.

 Outside the villa, Assad and Renee were waiting quietly with the "Do Whatever You Like" group.

 Some from the Brotherhood and Social Phobia Group, who hadn't taken up positions in the Grande Sage Army, were also there.

 Following the battle at the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, the casualty rate of the Four Sects Legions exceeded forty percent.

 The Grande Sage Army, despite the impressive performance of the Construction Servant Corps, also had a casualty rate slightly above thirty percent.

 Among the wizards transferred from "Do Whatever You Like" to the Grande Sage Army, there were also sacrifices and severe injuries.

 Observing those standing behind Assad and Renee, silent but looking at him, Link Grande, without any resentment but with solemn expressions, Link suddenly understood a truth he hadn't grasped in his previous life for a long time.

 During the contention between Chu and Han, Xiang Yu had a chance to cross the river back to the East, so why did he not dare?

 It turned out facing eyes filled not with blame but with sorrow was so painful!

 Link took a deep breath, said nothing, and resolutely started walking forward.

 Assad and Renee tacitly stepped aside simultaneously, each taking a step back.

 Making way along the path they created, members of "Do Whatever You Like" followed Assad and Renee's lead.

 Walking through the corridor, Link's face was calm, his steps firm, showing no trace of emotion.

 Mr. Xu Jing leisurely followed behind Link, looking left and right as he passed through the path, his eyes full of admiration.

 As Link approached the all-weather all-terrain transportation vehicle parked outside the villa, noise came from behind him.

 Assad raised his voice and shouted, "Link Grande, remember to 'Do Whatever You Like'!"

 Then came Renee.

 Following that were the wizards from "Do Whatever You Like."

 Lastly, everyone shouted together, "'Do Whatever You Like' means to do whatever you like!"

 Link's step as he got into the vehicle hesitated for a moment, then he resumed naturally and sat in the driver's seat.

 Mr. Xu Jing, without needing an invitation from Link, got into the passenger seat directly.

 The transportation vehicle started and left.

 During this time, Link didn't look out the window or turn back.

 The vehicle maintained a long silence until Mr. Xu Jing finally broke it.

 "Where are you headed?"

 Watching the scenery speedily recede outside the window, Mr. Xu Jing casually asked.

 "To settle a debt, a debt I can't feel at ease without settling," Link replied calmly.

 "Settle a debt?"

 Mr. Xu Jing asked curiously, "What kind of debt? Does someone owe you something?"

 "Owe me a life."

 Link replied simply.

 "Owe you a life? Then you must reclaim that debt. It's absolutely necessary."
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 Mr. Xu Jing openly displayed an antagonistic stance, clearly sympathetic towards Link's plight.

 But Link knew that all these were merely superficial.

 What Mr. Xu Jing was truly thinking, how he felt, Link did not know and would not guess.

 As long as Mr. Xu Jing was willing to accompany him on this journey, that was enough.

 Soon, their transportation vehicle arrived at a small and concealed Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal at Ravensmouth College's Senior Division.

 After registering, Link and Mr. Xu Jing were transported to Ravensmouth College's headquarters world.

 Mr. Xu Jing's status was equivalent to a Ninth Level Great Sage in the Wizard civilization.

 His arrival at Ravensmouth College's headquarters world could not be ignored by Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, who personally came out to receive him.

 Members of the Diomand Family from the third and fourth generations, whether they were already in the headquarters world or could return temporarily, all came out to welcome them, following Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 "Mr. Xu Jing graces our academy's headquarters, so bright and splendid is your presence!"

 From a distance, Great Sage Revo saw Mr. Xu Jing and, using the language and etiquette of the Celestial civilization, greeted him warmly.

 Great Sage Seuss led the remaining members of the Diomand Family, lined up in two rows, to welcome him.

 Mr. Xu Jing was very considerate, greeting Great Sage Revo, Great Sage Seuss, and the third and fourth generations of the Diomands.

 After exchanging greetings, Mr. Xu Jing candidly said, "Today is not about my visit; I am merely accompanying someone, accompanying Wizard Link Grande, to visit. Wizard Link Grande is the main character today."

 "Oh? Is that so?"

 As Great Sage Revo spoke, he turned to look at Link, "Wizard Grande is an outstanding wizard of our academy, one of our own, coming back to headquarters is like coming home, not a visit."

 After a pause, Great Sage Revo asked, "Isn't that right, Wizard Grande?"

 "Of course."

 In front of everyone, Link had to give Great Sage Revo that recognition.

 Moreover, although Great Sage Revo might be a bit arrogant and whimsical, he truly hadn't done anything to wrong Link.

 Ravensmouth College had indeed provided Link with much protection and many aids.

 All things considered, there was no need for Link to strain relations with Great Sage Revo, the Diomand Family, or Ravensmouth College.

 Great Sage Revo steadily observed Link for a while, then suddenly grasped something from Link's demeanor and eyes.

 He opened his mouth, about to say something.

 Great Sage Seuss, who had been standing behind Great Sage Revo, suddenly stepped forward and gently pulled on his hand.

 Being married for so many years, Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss were in tune with each other.

 Otherwise, the duo could not have consistently combat above their level by employing their combined secret techniques.

 Through a simple gesture, Great Sage Revo understood Great Sage Seuss's intention and immediately changed his tone, laughing aloud, "Mr. Xu Jing rarely visits, so let's, my spouse and I, show Mr. Xu Jing around. The academy is still not very clear about some details of what happened in the parallel universe. Rodrigo, Lisandra, you two talk with Wizard Grande."

 Once he finished, Great Sage Revo didn't give Mr. Xu Jing or Link a chance to refuse and extended his hand, "Mr. Xu Jing, this way, please."

 Mr. Xu Jing glanced at Link, saw that Link had no objections, and immediately followed the lead of Great Sage Revo, accompanied by Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss for a tour.

 The group left behind Rodrigo, Lisandra, and Link with the third and fourth generations of Diomands.

 "You all go back."

 With a light wave of his hand, Rodrigo dismissed all the fourth-generation Diomands.

 The internal presence of Rodrigo was more revered by the fourth-generation Diomands than the external Frist.

 At his command, the fourth-generation Diomands rapidly dispersed.

 "This is not a place to talk, come with me."

 Rodrigo, who once was Link's immediate superior, maintained a stern expression and led the way.

 Lisandra, who remained silent throughout, saw Link step forward to follow Rodrigo and stayed back last.

 Shortly, the three of them arrived at a functional office building and casually entered a spacious and bright meeting room.

 After they all took their seats, Rodrigo tapped the tea table next to him a few times with his right hand and stated directly, "Link, none of us here are outsiders. If you have something to say, just say it. We will agree to what we can, but I want to make it clear beforehand that there are fundamental issues we absolutely cannot agree to."

 Link didn't make a sound, just looked at Lady Lisandra.

 This was him asking if Rodrigo's "us" included Lady Lisandra.

 Rodrigo's eyelids twitched slightly as he too looked toward Lisandra.

 As the leader of the third generation of the Diomand family and the one in charge of internal management of Diomand family affairs, Rodrigo had the right to speak on behalf of Lisandra.

 However, Lisandra was not a three-year-old child but a True Spirit Wizard, a level six sage.

 In every respect, she must be treated with respect.

 Facing the concerted gaze of Link and Rodrigo, Lisandra slightly parted her red lips and said calmly, "My brother's words can fully represent my will."

 Having received Lisandra's clear stance, Rodrigo turned his head to Link, "Now, can you state your business?"

 "Yes."

 Link nodded his head, "I want Zoran Archie."

 "Who?"

 Rodrigo appeared puzzled, as if he didn't know who Zoran Archie was.

 Next to him, Lisandra's brow furrowed slightly, and she gently tapped her finger, using a tactic of a True Spirit Wizard.

 She conveyed all the relevant information about Zoran Archie's identity, as well as Link's connections with Lucia's Family and the grievances with Zoran Archie, to Rodrigo in an instant.

 After understanding the full context, Rodrigo said, "I can hand over Zoran Archie to you, but I want to know first, what do you plan to do with him?"

 For Rodrigo personally, handing over not just Zoran Archie but even Lucia's former family, now the Chia family, to Link, wasn't an issue.

 However, for Rodrigo as a member of the Diomand family, some things could be done and others absolutely could not, otherwise it would definitely disrupt morale.

 "Rest assured, I won't kill him directly. I only intend to do to him what he initially did to me. If he can survive, then my issues with Zoran Archie, with Lucia's Family, with…"

 At this point, Link glanced at Lisandra and continued in a calm tone, "with Lady Lisandra, and all other matters between us, will be considered resolved."

 "Is that so?"

 Upon hearing this, Rodrigo fell into thought.

 A moment later, Rodrigo had reached a decision.

 "I hope you keep your word."

 With those words, Rodrigo stood up and left, not even calling Lisandra to join him.

 The conference room was left with just Link and Lisandra.

 Lisandra showed no intention of speaking, just sitting there in silence.

 Link remained silent as well.

 At that moment, the instant Rodrigo decided to hand over Zoran Archie, the second of Link's objectives in returning to the wizarding world had been accomplished.

 Whether or not to recreate the scene where Zoran Archie attacked Link under Lisandra's scheming and planning no longer mattered to Link.

 What was important was that the distress he had been holding back because of this issue was now easing.

 With a relieved mind, the world seemed much broader.

 Link had shed another burden and could move forward with less hindrance.

 He had advanced further on the path that he had only started during the day.

 Slowly closing his eyes and taking a gentle breath, Link reopened his eyes and looked at Lisandra with an extremely gentle and calm gaze, softly stating, "Thank you, Lady Lisandra."

 As his words fell, Link rose and left.

 Elsewhere, though Mr. Xu Jing, Great Sage Revo, and Great Sage Seuss had said they were going out for a stroll, they were actually subtly keeping an eye on the situation here.

 Mr. Xu Jing was the first to offer his congratulations, "Congratulations, congratulations, your academy is indeed nurturing a potential Saint."

 Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss looked at each other.
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 Is this good news? 

 Yes, it is good news.

 But at the same time, the news is not good enough.

 Because the saint-seed is neither Great Sage Revo, nor Great Sage Seuss, nor anyone from the Diomand family.

 Stepping back, if the spouse of the saint-seed was a member of the Diomand family, the news could be sufficient.

 Unfortunately, she is not.

 Even though from past to present, saint-seed Link Grande has shown a high degree of affiliation with the college and a high level of friendliness to the Diomand Family, being on good terms with Frist of the third-generation Diomands and having a close relationship with Sandra of the fourth-generation Diomands, who can be sure about the future?

 There will always be conflicts of interest.

 It's not like there have never been disagreements between the Diomands and Link Grande.

 So, frankly, both Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss believe that Link Grande becoming the saint-seed is purely good news for Ravensmouth College, but not necessarily for the Diomand family.

 Mr. Xu Jing saw some things in the reactions of Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss that he had anticipated even before offering his congratulations.

 However, this was exactly what Mr. Xu Jing wanted.

 How could the Heavenly Master's Mansion have grounds to further win over Link if he was not subjected to suspicion, alienation, exclusion, or even suppression at Ravensmouth College?

 In any universe, the continual influx of fresh blood is always beneficial.

 Not to mention, the Celestial civilization needs to prepare on many fronts in dealing with the crisis of the declining age of law.

 If they could really win over Link Grande, the most likely of the young generation of wizards to ascend to sainthood, the Celestial civilization, the Celestial Court, and the Heavenly Master's Mansion would all benefit enormously.

 Moreover, let's not forget that Link Grande's True Spirit had crossed the universe in one of two beams of light.

 After a brief moment of astonished eye contact, Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss regained their composure.

 As if nothing had happened, Great Sage Revo smiled and said, "It is indeed a congratulatory event that Wizard Grande has cleared the obstacles in his heart."

 Following suit, Great Sage Seuss said, "Revo, I think both the college and the Diomand family should prepare a generous gift for Wizard Grande. As for the college's part, consider it a welfare. The family's part should be a congratulatory gift."

 "Hmm."

 Great Sage Revo nodded in agreement, mused for a moment, and said, "I think it's better if Lisandra takes care of this matter, Seuss, what do you think?"

 "Lisandra?"

 Great Sage Seuss pondered, weighing something in his mind.

 After a moment, Great Sage Seuss made a decision: "Let her do it. For one, ladies are more detailed-oriented, and secondly, there are some misunderstandings and conflicts between Lisandra and Wizard Grande that need to be thoroughly resolved."

 After a pause, Great Sage Seuss added, "Also, call Sandra back. The vanguard will certainly need a long period of rest to replenish its ranks and retrain; there's nothing urgent. Her relationship with Wizard Grande is very good, and she is Lisandra's daughter..."

 As he said this, Great Sage Seuss stopped and turned his head to glance at Great Sage Revo.

 The two of them were of one mind.

 Even without the exchange of glances, Great Sage Revo could guess what Great Sage Seuss was thinking.

 Great Sage Revo agreed with the idea.

 But still, it was necessary to ask for the opinion of the person involved.

 After all, this was a matter of profound impact. With the precedent of Lisandra's case, Sandra might not be willing to accept it.

 Great Sage Seuss quickly understood Great Sage Revo's thoughts, nodded slightly, and agreed.

 Even if Sandra were willing, this matter should not be rushed; it had to be approached slowly, naturally.

 Otherwise, it could very likely have the opposite effect.

 While the couple played their cryptic games, Mr. Xu Jing, standing aside, did not fully grasp the situation but showed no sign of impatience.

 He stood quietly, watching attentively, also quietly calculating.

 After leaving the meeting room, Link took out his transportation vehicle and went to the villa that Dean Frist had given him.

 Here, Link and Jasmine had lived for quite a while, and the place was filled with their collective memories.

 Returning to the old place, Link was not overly sentimental.

 It was only a brief separation from Jasmine, not an eternal farewell or a future without reunion.

 After staying in the villa for a while, making a pot of tea, and chatting with Franda about the current changes in the Human Immortal Martial World, Link then received a message from Rodrigo.

 Zoran Archie, who had renamed the Lucia family as "Archie" and was managing an important world on behalf of Rodrigo, had arrived.

 "Long time no see."

 Putting down the teacup, Link whispered softly and then went out the door.

 Following the coordinates and directions given in the message, Link quickly reached the location designated by Rodrigo.

 This was a sea cliff.

 Rodrigo had built a Seaview Holiday Room on the edge of the cliff to enjoy the seaside view to himself.

 Zoran Archie stood outside the holiday room with a sullen face, his eyes burning with raging anger and filled with bewilderment.

 "Long time no see, Wizard Zoran."

 Link stepped off the transportation vehicle and greeted him with a lighthearted tone.

 "Long time no see, Link Grande."

 Zoran returned the greeting, but his demeanor and tone were definitely not as light-hearted as Link's.
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 Not even a hint of lightheartedness.

 "What, surprised?"

 After sizing up Zoran's expression, Link asked.

 "Indeed, quite surprised."

 Zoran nodded, frankly admitting, "It's been so long, I've paid a price, I thought you had long forgotten about me."

 "How could I forget? I haven't forgotten a thing."

 Link smiled and asked in a very relaxed tone, "Think about it, you were driving a flying car, leaving the city, enjoying the cool breeze and singing along, when suddenly you got bombed. Critically wounded and dying, and then you faced another life-and-death crisis because of it. Could you forget?"

 Upon hearing this, Zoran fell silent.

 After a while, Zoran spoke with a strained voice: "Indeed, I can't forget."

 After a pause, Zoran asked, "What do you want now? To kill me? If you want to kill me, then go ahead. I'll just stand right here, waiting for you to claim my life."

 Link frowned in confusion and asked in return, "Didn't Sage Rodrigo tell you about the agreement he and I reached?"

 "What agreement?"

 Zoran asked back with equal confusion.

 "Uh..."

 Link pondered for a moment, then waved his hand dismissively, "Nevermind, let's not talk about it. It's not important."

 Leaving a conversation hanging is incredibly annoying, and you're likely to get punched for it.

 Right now, Zoran really wanted to kill the Link in front of him, but unfortunately, he could neither afford to, nor was he capable of doing it.

 Over the years, Zoran had not been standing still or moving backwards; he had also been promoted to a Fourth Level Sage.

 However, Zoran knew that, even as Fourth Level Sages, he was definitely no match for Link Grande.

 The Lucia's Family was merely rid of its malignant tumor, renamed to Archie's Family, taking refuge under Lady Lisandra, and set sail again for development towards a more advanced stage.

 It wasn't cut off from the world and utterly decayed.

 Zoran Archie kept himself informed of the outside world.

 As a Fourth Level Sage, Link Grande single-handedly overpowering a group of younger Generation Level Five Sages was big news, and Zoran had naturally heard about it.

 In a confrontation, it would certainly be Zoran Archie who would be killed in one blow.

 If there was a second possibility, it would have to be that Link Grande didn't want his death to be too quick and too easy.

 Taking a deep breath, Zoran suppressed the irritation in his heart and asked directly: "Stop beating around the bush. Tell me, what exactly do you want to do with me?"

 "Hehe..."

 Link suddenly laughed, leaving Zoran feeling inexplicably odd.

 Discussing serious matters and suddenly laughing—what does that mean?

 Or do you think, discussing the life and death of me, Zoran Archie, is a laughable matter?

 Thinking this way, Zoran felt insulted.

 Although Rodrigo Diomand leaving him at the mercy of Link Grande was an insult, that insult was far from as unendurable as the one Zoran was receiving now.

 The reason lay in the fact that the Diomand Family was too powerful and Rodrigo Diomand too strong, strong to the point that the Lucia's Family and Zoran himself could not muster even a sliver of resistance.

 While Link Grande was strong, unbeatable among his peers and capable of bullying Level Five Sages while being only a Fourth Level Sage, he was not so strong as to deem it hopeless for others.

 Zoran didn't believe that Link Grande, as a Fourth Level Sage, could engage and defeat a Level Six Sage.

 As long as it wasn't to that extent, gathering the entire strength of the Archie Family, they could still contend with Link Grande and settle a life and death battle.

 In Zoran's view, Link Grande knew this too, which is why he contrived to have Sage Rodrigo intervene, resulting in today's incident.

 Link stopped laughing and looked at Zoran, who still didn't understand why he was laughing, and felt even more bored than before.

 No wonder so many people feel lost and empty after their revenge.

 "I won't do anything to you."

 Waving his hand, Link said indifferently, "I originally thought about reproducing my experience on you, but now I've changed my mind."

 Upon hearing this, Zoran's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed.

 When he heard the phrase "reproduce my experience," Zoran felt an intense killing intent from Link's calm eyes and indifferent tone, so thick it seemed almost tangible.

 Without any fluctuation of spiritual power, Magic Power, witchcraft, or Magic Tools...

 Merely the killing intent inadvertently emanated by Link Grande was enough to paralyze Zoran Archie, making him feel as if he would die the next second.

 This feeling of life and death at someone else's whim, this experience of nearing death, made Zoran Archie understand that if Link hadn't changed his mind, he truly would have been doomed.

 Doomed without even a chance to fight back.

 Because if Link Grande wanted to kill him, he wouldn't even be aware of it.

 Zoran suddenly found himself ridiculous.

 He had always thought that he held Link Grande in high regard.

 But he realized he had grossly underestimated him, and by a ludicrous margin.

 All that talk about rallying the entire strength of the Archie Family to face Link Grande in a life-or-death struggle?

 Bullshit!

 If Link Grande truly wished to kill, the entire Archie Family wouldn't be enough for him to slaughter.

 "Scared?"

 Casting a sidelong glance at the stunned Zoran, Link sneered, "If you're scared, better head back earlier. Live well and for a long while."

 Having said this, Link turned and walked away.

 Watching Link's retreating figure, Zoran Archie suddenly felt weak at the knees and collapsed to the ground.
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 His head involuntarily drooped down.

 From a distance, it looked like Zoran Lucia was begging for Link's forgiveness or kneeling in gratitude for Link's graciousness.

 However, Link hadn't forced Zoran to kneel, nor did Zoran have any intention to do so.

 The situation arose purely because Zoran's will temporarily lost control of his body.

 In the Seaview Holiday Room.

 Rodrigo Diomand, who had been paying close attention to the situation, a glint of sharpness flashed through his eyes.

 Standing beside Rodrigo, Lisandra remained silent.

 After a while, Rodrigo spoke, his voice low and serious, "Grandfather and grandmother's intention is for you to prepare two gifts for Link Grande, one as a welfare from the academy and one as a congratulatory gift from the family. You should choose them personally and deliver them yourself. Do you understand the profound meaning behind this?"

 "Mhm."

 Lisandra nodded, looking outside the holiday room at Zoran Lucia, who had come to his senses but was still kneeling on the ground, struggling in vain to rise, and she added for emphasis, "I understand."

 "I hope you truly do understand."

 Rodrigo said lightly, "Link Grande is not what he used to be. Just a bit of subconscious killing intent could trigger a resonance with the Wizard World Will, and you know what this represents without me having to say it."

 Pausing for a moment, Rodrigo's gaze also turned to Zoran Lucia, who, with bulging veins in his neck, had painfully managed to stand up, and he continued,

 "This person is ruined. Link Grande did not kill him, but he has exacted a revenge that is better than death.

 Just like Link Grande said, he can live a long life.

 But the price of living long is that he must watch the Archie Family he values so greatly decline bit by bit and ultimately walk toward extinction.

 Simply because Link Grande detests the Archie Family, really, really detests them.

 The divine civilization teaches that 'Heaven and Earth are not benevolent, treating all creation as straw dogs; the Sage is not benevolent, treating the people as straw dogs.'

 A Saint, the reincarnation of a Saint, the embryo of a Saint, it's best not to have too many strong personal likes and dislikes.

 Our academy, our family, must be more cautious and prudent in dealing with Link Grande in the future.

 Even if we cannot foster a good relationship, we must not let him develop a dislike for us.

 Unless the will of the Wizard World withdraws its favor from him, stripping him of the status and qualifications as the embryo of a Saint.

 Just like what happened to Mitchell in the past."

 "Mhm."

 Lisandra's mind was in turmoil; she simply nodded her head to respond to Rodrigo's lengthy discourse.

 What Mr. Xu Jing referred to as "the embryo of a Saint" is not merely a description but represents a kind of power.

 With the allowance and active facilitation of the Wizard World Will, the island anchored in the Stormy Sea by the Human Immortal Martial World has brought Link more than just an advancement to a Level Five Sage and an increase in strength, but a transformation in every aspect.

 The most evident transformation was having an ability similar to that of a Great Sage-level wizard, where one's words and deeds could easily resonate with the will of the Wizard World.

 The current Link, with the status and strength of a Level Five Sage, might not be able to thrash an ordinary level six sage, but could easily fight and defeat one.

 Once the subsequent upgrades of the "Universe Meditation Method," various enhancement states, life-bound outfits, and other ensembles are all completed, it is highly likely that he will be able to thrash an ordinary level six sage.

 Link, who had turned his back and walked away from Zoran Lucia, felt a sense of lightness and peace in his heart.

 The sound of the wind, the sound of the waves, and his heartbeat gradually merged into one.

 Unity of Heaven and Man.
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 ``` 

 Link entered a wondrous state.

 In this state, the advancement he had just completed rapidly solidified.

 Defeating an ordinary level six sage wasn't exactly effortless, but it require much strength.

 After all, during the more than two years of seclusion, Link had previewed all the level five and level six witchcraft that Ravensmouth College had to offer.

 His self-created Construction Wizard Sect, including the offensive, defensive, movement, and support methods for both level five and level six sages, had all been preliminarily researched.

 Additionally, the near-constant "Multi-Threading Thinking" mode allowed Link to multitask effectively.

 Therefore, though he had been a level five sage for less than two days, Link had already thoroughly familiarized himself with the various states of a level five sage and was able to unleash 100% of the combat power a level five sage should possess.

 The miraculous state similar to the so-called "Unity of Heaven and Man" from the deity civilization was merely the catalyst for his promotion, not the primary cause of a qualitative leap.

 Nevertheless, Link was still very grateful for the timely arrival of the Wizard World Will.

 "Congratulations."

 Mr. Xu Jing, who at some point had extricated himself from the company of Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss, appeared beside Link and offered his sincere congratulations.

 "Congratulations for what?"

 Link turned his head and asked calmly.

 "Congratulations on clearing a mental obstacle, allowing you to head into battle unburdened."

 Mr. Xu Jing replied as such.

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, returning the courtesy, "Thank you."

 Having said these few words, Link no longer wished to speak.

 He just walked silently.

 Seeing this, Mr. Xu Jing also fell silent.

 Before long, the two arrived at the edge of an azure lake.

 The water was clear, and the lake was open, save for a floating pavilion in the center.

 Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss were sitting in the pavilion, facing each other over tea.

 Speaking of which, the tea-drinking trend now prevalent in the Wizard World was started by Link.

 Grande's tea had become one of Link's main sources of income, surpassing the output of the three resource worlds he owned.

 In fact, during their conquests across the Heavens, some wizards had discovered similar tea ingredients and culinary cultures.

 But no wizard was willing to transplant those tea ingredients and culinary cultures into wizard civilization.

 The vision of wizards was not narrow but rather open and inclusive.

 They would carefully select and discern knowledge and cultures from other civilizations, even those easily conquered by them, and not discard them outright.

 They would remove the dross and preserve the essence.

 Thus, through continuous integration, wizard civilization became increasingly resplendent.

 However, just like pharmacists rarely pay attention to female wizards' yearning for beauty, many cultural customs that were not critically important, for enhancing the cultural and power foundations of civilization, were overlooked intentionally or unintentionally.

 Therefore, tea did not become popular until Link promoted it, both for his enjoyment and to earn magic stones.

 The Diomand Family, from Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss to the fourth and fifth generations, many people enjoyed drinking tea immensely.

 "Do you have matters to discuss with them?"

 Mr. Xu Jing, glancing at the pavilion, gestured lightly with his right hand to ensure only Link could hear him.

 From his tone, Link could tell that Mr. Xu Jing preferred not to interact with the two great sages anymore.

 Therefore, Link said, "Indeed, I must go there. If you don't want to join, would you wait for me somewhere else?"

 "I will wait here."

 Mr. Xu Jing immediately responded.

 From this, it was clear that Mr. Xu Jing genuinely did not wish to deal with the two great sages again.

 Link had no idea what had transpired between them.

 He took a guess and then dismissed the matter.

 Without any visible action, Link's whole figure instantly vanished from the lakeside and appeared inside the pavilion.

 "I pay my respects to Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss."

 It never hurts to be too polite, so Link, following his usual habit, took the initiative to greet Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 Great Sage Seuss nodded in return, acknowledging the greeting.

 "Wizard Grande, no need for such formality, please have a seat," said Great Sage Revo, gesturing to a seat on his left and smiling.

 "Thank you."

 Link said as he sat down.

 "Is Mr. Xu Jing not coming over for a chat?"

 At that moment, Great Sage Revo glanced towards the lakeside and inquired.

 "He's not coming over."

 Link nodded, then pre-emptively declared, "For what reason, I am not sure, nor did I ask."

 "Hmm."

 Great Sage Revo likewise nodded in understanding.

 Great Sage Seuss poured a cup of tea for Link, while speaking, "We must also thank Wizard Grande for developing the tea beverage, introducing us to a new enjoyment in life and providing the college with additional revenue."

 After Mitchell District was renamed Ravensmouth District, not to mention the Central Plains, East Coast, South Region, and North Region, the tea business along the West Coast was monopolized entirely by Ravensmouth College.

 More than two years ago, Link signed a new agreement with the college.

 According to that agreement, the college held absolute control over the tea business, while Link enjoyed a considerable share of the profits.

 To date, the tea business has grown larger and the returns greater, with more suitable planets/worlds being used to cultivate tea trees, leading to soaring dividends for Link.

 In this business venture, Link, the college, the market, and the customers could indeed be said to have achieved a multi-win situation.

 "It's the college's achievement."

 Link said blandly, then picked up the tea cup and took a light sip.

 ```
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 ``` 

 But after he had finished his tea, Link's brows furrowed tightly.

 The tea was too strong and too bitter, and he found it somewhat hard to get used to.

 "Ah!"

 Great Sage Seuss noticed Link's reaction and apologized, "Wizard Grande, I am truly sorry. At our level of life, ordinary tea lacks flavor, so..."

 Before he finished speaking, Link understood the implication.

 Official wizards, Sages, Great Sages, and Saints are all human, but they exist at different levels of life.

 A tea that Sages can enjoy and find tasty might be intolerable for an official wizard.

 Likewise, a tea that Great Sages can drink and enjoy might be too much for Sages.

 This means that not only is Link a typical Level Five Sage, he is also a Saint Seed certified by the Wizard World Will, which he can barely accept.

 "It's okay."

 Link put down the teacup, waved his hand, and indicated that it didn't bother him.

 Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss exchanged glances, understanding each other's deeper meanings.

 Indeed, he is the Saint Seed!

 There was no deception!

 At that moment, using the natural motion of bowing his head to put down the teacup, Link let his eyes escape the gaze of the two Great Sages and recalled certain things.

 Not long ago, Link had accompanied Lotson to the Heavenly Master's Mansion and had the privilege of tasting tea brewed from leaves personally grown, harvested, and roasted by the Ancestor Heavenly Master.

 The tea made by a Saint was warm and smooth, delicate and long-lasting, with an aftertaste that lingered.

 It was nothing like the tea he had just drunk — too strong, too bitter, and intensely so with a deliberate intent as if probing something.

 At this juncture, it was evident what the two Great Sages were attempting to discern.

 It was nothing more than whether Link truly fulfilled Mr. Xu Jing's description as a "Saint Seed," and his sense of belonging to Ravensmouth College at present.

 Upon contemplation, Link quickly discerned this.

 He had no special feelings about the actions of Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss.

 If they wanted to test, let them test.

 After all, just like forces in the world, everything is mutual.

 While Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss were testing Link, he could also use the opportunity to test the two Great Sages.

 Having drunk the tea and having tested each other, they moved on to the main topic.

 Link took the initiative and said, "Great Sage Revo, Great Sage Seuss, I have come to see you both because there is a matter for which I need to be completely open with you both."

 "Oh? What is it?"

 Great Sage Revo set down his teacup and sat upright with a serious demeanor, indicating he was paying close attention.

 Great Sage Seuss, on the other hand, continued to hold the cup, but her beautiful eyes also fixed on Link, waiting for him to share his concerns.

 Facing the scrutiny and anticipation of the two Great Sages, Link organized his thoughts and calmly began, "Due to certain events, I must leave my family, friends, and the college. During this time, I ask both of you, and I ask the college, to please look after the safety of my family, particularly my two daughters. As for..."

 He paused, then continued, "As for my wife, Jasmine, and the members of 'Do Whatever You Like' — Cody, Palo, Serene — the three Sages who are part of the college's wizards, the college should act as it sees fit, without any special care on their behalf."

 After hearing Link's words, Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss didn't rush to reply, but continued to watch him quietly, waiting silently.

 A moment later, Link said, "And what I can promise to the two Great Sages and the college is only one vow."

 "What promise?"

 Great Sage Revo asked.

 Link's voice dropped slightly, and he said seriously, "Witnessed by the Will of the Wizard World, from this day forward, I, Link Grande, will never initiate conflict or engage in a fight to the death with Ravensmouth College or the Diomand family of my own accord!"

 The two Great Sages were visibly moved.

 Wizards hold vows in high regard.

 However, it's rare for wizards to swear oaths, and unless it's absolutely necessary, they would never invoke the Wizard World Will as witness.

 This is the highest level of oath in wizard civilization.

 If broken, the Wizard World Will naturally would intervene to punish the one who swore the oath.

 The binding force is extremely powerful.

 ```

 Not even as a Level Nine Great Sage could one entirely escape after violating an oath witnessed by the Will of the Wizard World.

 The moment Link made his vow, it effectively and irrevocably bound him to Ravensmouth College and the Diomand Family.

 From now on, as long as the leaders of Ravensmouth College and the Diomand family do not act recklessly, they would gain the absolute favor and permanent support of a Saint in the making, bound by an oath.

 For Ravensmouth College and the Diomand Family, this oath was the best news imaginable.

 For Link Grande himself, this oath was the tightest of shackles.

 Great Sage Seuss gently put down his teacup and said softly, "Wizard Grande has taken things too seriously. Looking after the families of its members is a duty that the college should fulfill. The Diomand Family, as the small collective that benefits the most in this vast college, should indeed take good care of the families of members who have made outstanding contributions. While the Will of the Wizard World has yet to respond, Wizard Grande, please retract your oath."

 "Yes, yes!"

 Great Sage Revo joined in from the side, "There's no need to go so far, we're all one family here."

 Link smiled and then actively beckoned the coming of the Will of the Wizard World.

 The oath was thus fully implemented.

 Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss exchanged glances.

 Thereafter, Great Sage Revo extended his right hand towards Link and grasped it firmly, stating earnestly, "Wizard Grande, I, Revo Diomand, a Level Eight Great Sage, founder of Ravensmouth College, hereby pledge on behalf of Ravensmouth College and the Diomand Family, that we will take good care of your family, your two daughters, Galona Grande and Melia Grande, during the time you are away in pursuit of the path of magic."

 "Thank you, Great Sage Revo."

 Link also gripped Great Sage Revo's hand firmly.

 The deal was struck.

 Everyone's time was precious.

 Not wanting to keep Mr. Xu Jing waiting too long, Link proposed taking his leave.

 Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss escorted Link to the lake's edge, politely greeted Mr. Xu Jing, and then returned to the pavilion in the center of the lake.

 Mr. Xu Jing merely nodded slightly in response.

 The relationship between the two parties seemed extremely distant.

 Link noted all this, puzzled in his mind.

 What exactly had happened earlier to make the relationship between the two Great Sages and Mr. Xu Jing so strained?

 Hadn't they welcomed him warmly at first?

 Even if they were just putting on a show at that time, why stop now?

 Keeping his suspicions to himself, Link didn't voice any questions or show any inclination to probe and clarify.

 These were private matters between Mr. Xu Jing and the two Great Sages, unrelated to Link, and there was no need to pay undue attention.

 If there was a chance to learn more about it later, he would simply do so then.

 "How did the talk go?"

 Mr. Xu Jing raised his right index finger to his lips to ensure the two Great Sages could not hear his conversation with Link.

 "Very smoothly."

 Link replied succinctly, at the same time walking toward where the transportation vehicle was parked.

 There were still some matters he hadn't finished on this trip; he had to hurry and not delay.

 "Hmm."

 Mr. Xu Jing quickly followed Link's pace, asking at the same time, "What did you promise them to get them to agree to your terms? Ah, right… what did you request from them?"

 There were no secrets to keep.

 Link answered truthfully, "I asked them to take good care of my daughters, my wife, my friends, and my business. In exchange, from today onwards, I will not initiate any conflicts with Ravensmouth College or the Diomand Family."

 "Heh..."

 Upon hearing this, Mr. Xu Jing let out a light chuckle, but said nothing more—it was unclear what he found amusing.

 Fortunately, Link did not wish to know, and he let it be.

 He opened the door, got into the transportation vehicle, and quickly shifted to maximum speed, heading towards the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal.

 Before returning, Link had had thorough communication with the Medici Sage and had reached some agreements.

 Now, it was time to visit the West Coast Elemental Wizard Saint, to meet some people.

 Time waits for no one.
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 "You're a bit hasty." 

 When the transportation vehicle stopped beside the Inter-Dimensional Teleportation Portal, Mr. Xu Jing suddenly spoke up.

 "How so?"

 Link paused in the act of opening the car door.

 "Many things don't require such urgency, even if you're eager to get them done. Give yourself some time, take it slow, don't panic."

 The voice of Mr. Xu Jing was as gentle as always, but to Link's ears, it carried an unprecedented sincerity.

 This was the first time Link felt such genuine emotion and treatment from Mr. Xu Jing.

 There were no calculations, no ulterior motives.

 He was simply concerned for him, simply wanted to give him good advice.

 With a bang,

 Link closed the door, turned to look at Mr. Xu Jing, and asked with equal seriousness, "Mr. Xu Jing, give it to me straight, do you really think I have the luxury of not being in a rush?"

 Mr. Xu Jing fell silent.

 Link immediately continued, "Lotson, my cheap brother, the reincarnation of the Saint of Nostrodamus, the prophecy made before the Silence has now come true, and a great upheaval unseen in thousands of years has arrived. The Wizard civilization is pioneering the universe where the Immortal God Tomorrow Court resides, while the Immortal God Tomorrow Court is pioneering the universe where Wizard civilization resides. The deadly enemies of the Immortal God Tomorrow Court, the Devil civilization, will not accept this, and the deadly enemies of Wizard civilization, the divine civilization, will not sit still. An unprecedented calamity is about to come, a war, a ceaseless war, a war with no limit to its intensity is coming. I have been lying low for nearly three years, I cannot continue to lie low and miss numerous development opportunities."

 After a pause, Link added, "I don't know what the Heavenly Master's Mansion is planning, I don't know what the Celestial Court has in store, I don't know what the Supreme Council is pondering, and I don't want to know. All I know is that even if there is a 'set fate' waiting for me that I cannot defy, I still want to face it head-on."

 "Hmm..."

 After pondering for a while, Mr. Xu Jing said, "Indeed, you do not need to know all these things, you just need to do well on your own. But, taking it a bit slow won't hurt."

 "Is that so?"

 Link made no definite comment.

 After waiting a while and seeing that Mr. Xu Jing had nothing else to say, Link pushed the door open and got out of the vehicle.

 The meeting with the Element Wizard Saint under the West Coast was arranged quite early through the Medici Sage.

 The time was almost upon them, and he couldn't afford to miss the appointment.

 Mr. Xu Jing did not procrastinate, nor did he show any intention of getting out of the vehicle.

 Seeing this, Link took one last look back and then closed the car door, walking alone to the meeting point.

 The agreed meeting place was a seaside villa.

 For some reason, so many people liked to build villas for vacations in the mountains, on cliffs, and by the sea.

 Inwardly, Link also quite wanted to own one or several such structures for holiday purposes.

 After the hustle and bustle of life, it's good to relax, a combination of work and rest.

 As for the cloud-top villas he once admired, perhaps because he had flown often and traveled through space even more, he found he no longer liked them that much.

 Before entering the villa, Link didn't actually know who he was about to meet.

 He had never imagined that the one who wanted to see him would be the Element Sage himself.

 "Wizard Link Grande pays his respects to the Saint."

 After a brief moment of astonishment, Link immediately greeted the Saint with proper etiquette.

 "Wizard Grande, no need for formalities, please sit."

 The Element Saint gestured amiably, pointing to a seat in front of him.

 "Thank you, Saint."

 Link pulled out the chair and sat down.

 While courtesy demanded respect, there was no need to perch gingerly on the edge of his seat.

 Link seated himself in a way that was comfortable yet appropriate.

 "Mr. Xu Jing isn't coming up?"

 The Element Saint casually asked, "He could join us for a cup of tea."

 Link replied lightly, "That's for Mr. Xu Jing to decide for himself; I cannot interfere."

 "Ah, that's true,"

 The Element Saint chuckled in agreement with Link's statement.

 Then, the Element Saint shifted the conversation from pleasantries to the matter at hand: "Medici told me that Wizard Link Grande wanted to meet with someone in charge under the Elemental Saint. I was curious about what Wizard Grande wanted to discuss, so I came to see you in person."

 "I see."

 Link feigned sudden understanding, then said, "In that case, do I discuss directly with the Saint, or after meeting the Saint, with someone the Saint designates?"

 "It's fine to discuss with me."

 The Element Saint smiled gently, devoid of any pretense or airs.

 "Hmm..."

 Link took a moment to organize his thoughts and said frankly, "Since the Saint has spoken, then I'll be direct. I'm here concerning the incident of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell attacking the Ravensmouth College Advance Team."

 "That matter?"

 The smile on the Element Saint's face didn't diminish as he responded, "The incident has already occurred, and it surely happened for a reason. May I ask, does Wizard Grande have any doubts, or is there something you wish to challenge?"

 "I wouldn't dare challenge, just some doubts,"

 Link said, clarifying his stance first, then asked, "To my knowledge, our Dean of Ravensmouth College and Leader of the Parallel Universe Pioneer Vanguard, Priest Diomand the Wizard, after learning in advance that the Great Sage Mitchell was secretly accepting support from the Immortal God Tomorrow Court and suspected of betraying Wizard civilization and the Supreme Council, and was extremely likely to launch an attack on the Advance Team, reported this information at the earliest to the Internal Affairs Head of the High Council's Parallel Universe Office. However..."
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 At this point, Link paused and glanced at the Element Sage's expression.

 Even though he knew that wizards, especially high-level wizards, could control their expressions and gaze completely when facing mid-low level wizards.

 True thoughts and emotions would never leak out through the eyes and facial expressions.

 Unless the wizard was in the "Metamorphosis Period" of officially advancing to Sage level.

 But Link made this gesture anyway, although he did not know why he did it himself.

 Nervous?

 Possibly.

 After all, in the strictest sense, it was still Link's first time having such close contact with a saint-level figure and engaging in a deep conversation.

 Undoubtedly, what Link saw was the unchanged face of the Element Sage.

 Still kind, still smiling, still attentively listening to what Link had to say.

 Link suppressed his thoughts and continued, "However, the High Council's Parallel Universe Office's response has thoroughly disappointed everyone in the Ravensmouth College Advance Team."

 "Disappointed?"

 At this point, the Element Sage interrupted Link, questioning in incomprehension, "What should the High Council's Parallel Universe Office, or rather, the Supreme Council have done to satisfy Ravensmouth College? Should they have taken Great Sage Mitchell into custody on your word alone? Or should they have intercepted the actions of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell against Ravensmouth College?"

 Link replied decisively, "Of course, the protocol should have been to intercept first, then investigate, and, if the situation we reported is true, proceed with actions against Great Sage Mitchell himself."

 "Hmm..."

 The Element Sage fell into contemplation, then spoke after a moment, "What you say makes sense, but at that time, the Supreme Council couldn't do that."

 "Why not?"

 Link directly posed the question following the Element Sage's response.

 "Heh..."

 With a light chuckle, the Element Sage's face lost all signs of mirth as he seriously said, "In the eyes of the Supreme Council, if Mitchell could succeed in advancing through the Immortal God Tomorrow Court's support, his value was considered higher than the whole of Ravensmouth College, even if it was an advancement after conversion."

 "But at that time, Great Sage Mitchell had already, in essence, betrayed the wizard civilization and the Supreme Council."

 When Link said this, his face was full of naiveté and innocence that was hard to understand.

 He seems just like a child, unaware of the ways of the world.

 Hmm...

 In the strict sense, if one were to add up the years that Link had memories of from his two lifetimes, they would still not amount to a fraction of the age of the Element Sage.

 In front of the Element Sage, Link truly was a child.

 Similarly, no matter how "innocent" or "naive" Link was, it was justifiable in the face of the Element Sage's experience in life.

 It was precisely because of this mindset that Link decided to take advantage of this rare opportunity to seek answers to some questions.

 In this way, he could account for Ravensmouth College, the vanguard, and the Four Sects Legions; and it would also provide some reference and guidance for his own actions moving forward.

 After hearing Link's "naive" and "innocent" words, a smile reappeared on the Element Sage's face as he said meaningfully, "Who can be certain Mitchell had already betrayed the wizard civilization, betrayed the Supreme Council at that time? Who told you that Mitchell has already betrayed the wizard civilization, betrayed the Supreme Council?"

 These two questions didn't actually surprise Link very much.

 However, the psychological impact they had on him was quite significant.

 It could only be said that the affair of Mitchell accepting support from the Immortal God Tomorrow Court was far too complex and significant, and with Link's current status and level being too low, he could only glimpse a part of it and not the whole picture.

 Often, the lack of information is the most fatal point.

 Link took a deep breath, not allowing his thoughts to follow the Element Sage's insinuations towards doubting Mr. Xu Jing or the Heavenly Master's Mansion.

 It wasn't that Link had too much trust in Mr. Xu Jing or the Heavenly Master's Mansion, nor that he trusted them more than the Element Sage and the Supreme Council.

 Rather, at that moment, Link simply wanted to believe in himself.

 After a brief silence, Link's voice was slightly hoarse, "So, in the eyes of the Supreme Council, the casualties of the Revosorath Academy Advance Team and the loss of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell are acceptable sacrifices? For the sake of..."

 He paused and slowly closed his eyes, "For the sake of the greater good?"

 "For the sake of the greater good."

 The Element Sage responded calmly, his tone flat, his gaze unchanging.

 "Whose greater good?"

 Link opened his eyes and asked seriously.

 "Your greater interests, my greater interests, the Supreme Council's greater interests, the Wizard civilization's greater interests."

 Raising a hand, he pointed first at Link, then at himself, and then gestured all around, the Element Sage answered Link's question with an even more serious demeanor.

 Link opened his mouth, as if he wanted to say something, but in the end, he swallowed his words.

 He wanted to ask, didn't the Wizard civilization's greater interests include those wizards who had died so meaninglessly in the battle where the Great Sage Mitchell's Tower attacked the Ravensmouth College Advance Team?

 The word "sacrifice" was the main reason why Link swallowed his words back down.

 To obtain something, one must pay a price.

 This principle was thoroughly implemented in the Wizard education of each Wizard Force within the Wizard civilization.

 It was the same with Ravensmouth College.

 Link's thinking was the same.

 Do not do to others what you do not want done to yourself.

 Link didn't feel that he had the right to blame anyone or anything.

 Today, having met the Element Sage and asked so many questions that seemed to be speaking up for the sacrificed wizards and the heavily damaged Ravensmouth College Advance Team, was actually driven by self-interest.

 "After asking these questions, does your heart feel at ease?"

 Glancing at Link who was hesitating to speak, the Element Sage spoke lightly, effortlessly seeing through Link's intentions.

 "Not entirely."

 Link openly shared his state of mind.

 Indeed, the questions he had just asked were only meant to soothe his own heart.

 To not let the sacrifices of the Four Sects Legions, to not let the casualties of the Ravensmouth College Advance Team weigh on his heart, turn into shadows, and affect his own advancement.

 In the end, Link was an extremely selfish person.

 If it weren't for Jasmine's appearance, her persistence, her sacrifices, and her repeated steadfastness, the further Link traveled on his path as a wizard, the more emotions he might lose.

 He would become colder.

 To achieve his goals, anything could be sacrificed.

 Just like Mitchell, for the sake of prolonging life, for the promotion to Saint, everything in the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, whether it was people or objects, were disposable tools in his eyes.

 Suddenly, Link remembered Mr. Xu Jing's words, "The current Celestial Lord Michelle, back when he took that step, he stumbled."

 Earlier, when he got out of the car, Mr. Xu Jing's reminders also flooded into his mind.

 "You're a bit too anxious."

 "There's no need to rush many things, even if you're eager to accomplish them. Give yourself some time, take it slow, don't panic."

 "To slow down appropriately has no downside."

 Now, recalling these words, Link's insights were completely different from before.

 Link had an epiphany.

 Watching Link suddenly entering into a state of enlightenment and the faint glow emanating from his body, the Element Sage smiled.

 This experience alone made it worthwhile for him to take time out of his schedule to meet with this youngster, Link Grande.

 The Element Sage lifted his right hand, with the index and middle fingers brought together, lightly touched the faint glow that perhaps not even a Level Nine Great Sage could see.

 Then, the Element Sage stood up and walked outside.

 As he moved, he created an ideal environment for Link's enlightenment without a hint of mundanity.

 The Element Sage himself quickly reached the outside of the villa, knocked on the car window, and gestured to Mr. Xu Jing in the car, indicating the faint glow on his hand, before his figure vanished.

 Mr. Xu Jing clearly saw the faint glow on the Element Sage's hand and wasn't the least bit perturbed.

 You have Yangguan Road, and I have my Single Wooden Bridge.

 Let's see who reaches their goal first.

 Wait and see.
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 Link awoke from his epiphany.

 The figure of the Element Sage was no longer in the room.

 To this, Link felt quite normal.

 Given the status and identity of the Element Sage, it was already quite rare for him to find the time to meet with Link personally.

 How could he possibly waste time waiting here?

 Even if the Element Sage sent a clone instead of coming in person, the reasoning held the same.

 Without hurrying to leave, Link rose, sat down in the seat the Element Sage had occupied before, and slowly closed his eyes.

 Scenes from their previous conversation floated through Link's mind.

 Link tried to place himself in the Element Sage's perspective, to see himself.

 After all, being involved can cloud judgment while bystanders see things more clearly.

 A marvellous thing happened.

 When Link tried to do this, the "Universe Meditation Method" that had optimized itself during his promotion to a level five sage started working on its own.

 The "Unity of Heaven and Man" that he had experienced once in Revosorath Academy's headquarters world descended once more.

 The will of the Wizard World arrived in a timely manner.

 It was as if time had rewound.

 With his eyes closed, Link could clearly see the phantoms of himself and the Element Sage sitting opposite each other, feeling distinctly that he was merging into the phantom of the Element Sage.

 During this merging process, the phantom of the Element Sage evidently noticed, but did not hinder and instead smiled slightly at Link, then actively merged with him.

 In this way, Link successfully adopted the viewpoint of the Element Sage, perceiving everything the Element Sage saw, heard, smelled, and touched.

 Simultaneously, Link felt he had entered a sea of elements.

 Well... it couldn't really be called a sea of elements; it was more an elemental plane with countless layers.

 Link's gaze was involuntarily attracted to this multi-layered elemental plane.

 After all, sight is also a form of power, and power interacts reciprocally.

 Abyss demons always boast when you gaze into the abyss, the abyss gazes back at you.

 The elemental planes possess this same ability.

 As Link gazed at the elemental planes, suddenly, a somewhat familiar gaze met his own, and a somewhat familiar voice rang in his ears.

 "Link Grande?"

 "Where is my daughter?"

 An almost distant memory surged forth unexpectedly, and Link recognized the Fire Elemental Elf who spoke.

 Emily Samantha Daryl Athena.

 During an assessment in his advanced studies at the academy headquarters, Link had journeyed to a Lava World to rescue a severely wounded Fire Elemental Elf, Athena, who was immobilized.

 During that occasion, the will of the Wizard World in the "Small World" of Link's Sea of Consciousness took a liking and healed the injuries of the Fire Elemental Elf Athena, subsequently using the belly of Athena to conceive the Little Fire Elemental Sprite Conelia.

 With the intervention of the Wizard World's will, Conelia, in choosing between her birth mother Athena and Link, chose to follow Link.

 Then, Athena, eager to return to the elemental plane, declared that she would meet Link again in the future before leaving reluctantly.

 Link had thought about their future encounter, but he never imagined it would be today, under such circumstances.

 "Conelia is doing well, she's sleeping. Would you like to see her?"

 Coming out of his reverie, Link responded gently to Athena's question.

 Regardless, Athena was Conelia's mother.

 When a mother inquires about her child's welfare, Link must respect and positively respond to that.

 "Of course."

 The will conveyed through Athena's voice, crossing infinite space and time, was very firm.

 Selectively, Link opened his Sea of Consciousness to let Athena see Conelia, asleep in the form of a Three-legged Golden Crow inside the "Sun" of the Human Immortal Martial World.

 The essential nature and form of life of an Elemental Elf are completely different from those of humans.

 To Athena, whether Conelia is a Three-legged Golden Crow or appears human doesn't matter much.

 What's crucial is that Conelia's current deep sleep is quite ill-timed.

 Indeed, Fire Elemental Elves need to sleep within the "Sun" that embodies the concepts of fire and light to foster growth and development.

 However, like seedlings that cannot be rushed through pulling, Fire Elemental Elves must not overly rely on sleep to precipitate early growth and development.

 While doing so can indeed dramatically accelerate the increase in realm, status, and strength, it leaves behind very severe hidden dangers.

 But on the other hand.

 Not every Fire Elemental Elf has the fortune of Conelia to, in its youth, find a contractual partner possessing a demi-"Sun" allowing extended sleep within at any time.

 Another aspect remained somewhat unsettled for Athena.

 The upper limit of the Human Immortal Martial World is a level six sage.

 In other words, the "Sun" of the Human Immortal Martial World could help Conelia, in her form as a Three-legged Golden Crow, reach the status of a level six sage.

 That surpasses mere Forced Growth.

 If this continues for long, Athena worried that Conelia might lose balance and her mental maturity wouldn't keep up with her power.

 Causing trouble is one thing, as her contractual partner could share the responsibility.

 But to harm or kill oneself would be tragic indeed.
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 ``` 

 In the blink of an eye, Athena had various thoughts flash through her mind, after which she made a decision.

 "You haven't taken good care of Conelia," Athena said coldly, "if this continues, she will die."

 People are not unfeeling plants and trees, who can be completely indifferent?

 Although Link did not treat Conelia the same way he did Franda, as if raising a daughter, he also did not want to harm Conelia because of his own reason.

 Over the past few years, Link had gathered and studied all the materials he could find on Elemental Elves, especially the Fire Elemental Spirit.

 Based on the materials he had studied, his observations of Conelia, and their interactions, Link believed that letting Conelia sleep in the "Sun" of the Sea of Consciousness Little World would aid in her growth and development, which is why he allowed Conelia to sleep all day.

 But when it came to the understanding of Fire Elemental Spirits, Link certainly fell short of Athena.

 Thus, upon hearing Athena's statement, Link immediately asked, "What do you mean? Is there a particular concern?"

 Athena expressed her opinions and concerns very straightforwardly.

 After hearing Athena's words, Link couldn't help but reflect.

 He certainly understood the principle of Forced Growth.

 Why hadn't he realized this when it came to Conelia, even after such a long time?

 After some reflection, Link found the answer.

 Perhaps it was due to not caring enough for Conelia, but more so, it was Mr. Xu Jing who said that he was too impatient.

 So impatient that he neglected such an obvious hidden danger.

 "How can we resolve this?"

 After reflection, Link decisively asked Athena.

 "It's easy, it just depends on whether you're willing and brave enough," Athena replied very quickly, so quickly that she hinted to Link that she had already thought it through and was just waiting for him to ask.

 "You say it."

 Link immediately presented his attitude.

 After talking with the Element Sage, Link had gained a deeper understanding of what one gains and what one loses and the cost that comes between the two.

 It didn't matter whether he was willing or brave enough; as long as there was no substantial, unacceptable harm to him, as long as he could compensate Conelia and it was within Link's capabilities, he was willing to do it.

 Athena then said, "Let Conelia enter the 'Sun' of your Sea of Consciousness Little World to sleep while I go into the 'Sun' of your Destiny World to sleep and personally teach Conelia."

 Upon hearing this, Link fell silent.

 He had never intended to hide from Athena the fact that Conelia was sleeping in the "Sun" of the Human Immortal Martial World within the Sea of Consciousness, nor the existence of the Little World that was still between the virtual and the real.

 Many people knew about this matter.

 This time, being able to communicate with Athena, who was separated by who knows how many spaces and times, through a method similar to time reversal and aided by means left by the Wizard World Will and the Element Sages...

 Link saw no need to hide it.

 However, letting someone know is one thing, allowing Athena to sleep in the "Sun" of the Destiny World is another.

 The importance of the two could not be seen as equivalent, and Link needed to consider it carefully.

 Deliberation did not prevent Link from moving Conelia from the "Sun" of the Human Immortal Martial World to the "Sun" of the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 This change did not awaken the sleeping Conelia; she just adjusted her position slightly to adapt to a different sleeping environment.

 However, Franda, who was busy dealing with the myriad of changes brought by the anchoring of the Human Immortal Martial World to the Wizard World Homeland's Stormy Sea, was disturbed.

 "Master, what happened? Why suddenly change Conelia's sleeping place?" Franda immediately asked Link.

 Link blocked Athena's view and had a quick but detailed conversation with Franda, informing her of everything Athena had said and proposed, then asked a question, "If Athena enters the 'Sun' of the Human Immortal Martial World to sleep, Franda, can you prevent Athena from causing trouble?"

 "No problem, Master," Franda puffed out her little chest confidently and slapped it, "As long as she dares to come in, I can subdue her."

 When she said this, Franda was full of confidence and did not show any sign of doubt.

 Just a Fifth-level Sage Level Fire Elemental Elf?

 She, Franda, had shared the vast majority of her master's abilities.

 Never mind a Fifth-level Sage Level Fire Elemental Elf, even if it came down to a fight, she could beat up a Sixth-level Sage Level Fire Elemental Elf and leave them scrambling for their teeth.

 ```

 Not to mention, the Human Immortal Martial World was Franda's absolute home field.

 In the Human Immortal Martial World, Franda's will was the World Will/Heavenly Dao!

 Those who comply will live, those who resist will perish—it was not an empty threat.

 With Franda's assurance, coupled with the confidence he had in his heart, Link no longer hesitated.

 Releasing the shield, Link said to Athena, "You can. But how will you enter my Destiny World?"

 As his words fell, without waiting for Athena to reply, the spectral figure of the Element Sage cracked a smile.

 A sesame-sized point of light appeared out of nowhere, suspended at the position of Link's forehead.

 The light point, following Link's line of sight, shot out an extremely fine beam of light that landed on Athena, who was located in an unknown layer of the elemental planes.

 Athena's figure immediately followed the light upstream, departing from the elemental planes and entering the Wizard World.

 Subsequently, under the will of the Element Sage, she arrived inside this seaside villa.

 The scene, as if time had been rewound, vanished in an instant.

 Link and the shadow of the Element Sage, like a dream or an apparition, seemed as if they had never existed.

 First to regain his composure, Link looked at Athena sitting in front of him and said, "Shall we go now?"

 "Let's go now."

 Athena had nothing much to say to Link.

 A wizard and an elemental elf reached a consensus and immediately sprang into action.

 Link opened the passage between the Sea of Consciousness Little World and the Human Immortal Martial World, and the Fire Elemental Spirit Athena transformed into a ball of fire, passing through Link's Sea of Consciousness and being led by Franda into the "Sun" of the Human Immortal Martial World.

 Perhaps when in Rome, do as the Romans do, or perhaps the Fire Elemental Elf race had its own rules, but once Athena entered the "Sun" of the Human Immortal Martial World, she also transformed into the form of a Three-legged Golden Crow.

 Mother and daughter, one large and one small, the two Fire Elemental Spirits transformed into Three-legged Golden Crows, one sleeping within the "Sun" of Link's Destiny World, the other within the "Sun" of Link's Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 There was a natural connection between mother and daughter, and an inherent link between the "Sun" of the Destiny World and the "Sun" of the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 With the overlay, the role and feedback mechanisms of the Destiny World and the Sea of Consciousness Little World became more mature.

 The evolution from the ethereal to the tangible of the Sea of Consciousness Little World could promote the anchoring of the Destiny World in the Wizard World and the expansion of its influence.

 The anchoring of the Destiny World in the Wizard World and the expansion of its influence could also promote the evolution from the ethereal to the tangible of the Sea of Consciousness Little World.

 From the current perspective, the chance encounter with Athena today had indeed brought Link some enhancements.

 With all decided, and considering that Mr. Xu Jing was still waiting outside the villa, Link did not continue to stay.

 Link stood up, glanced at the two chairs he had sat on, and turned to leave.

 Coming up to the transportation vehicle, he pulled the door open and sat down inside, then Link directly started the transportation vehicle and drove away.

 Mr. Xu Jing raised the rolled-down window, turned his head, and said to Link, "You seem different."

 "Different in what way?"

 While operating the transportation vehicle and heading towards the next destination, Link asked without looking back.

 "From the inside out, you are different," Mr. Xu Jing said confidently after sizing Link up, "You got some benefits from the Element Sage."

 "Yes."

 Link nodded his head.

 It wasn't something that needed to be hidden.

 "Don't you want to know why the Element Sage gave you that benefit?"

 Seeing Link's calm face, Mr. Xu Jing naturally threw out a question.

 "If you're willing to tell me, I'm listening."

 Link replied very naturally.

 Mr. Xu Jing chuckled softly and said in a light tone, "Because he took a little bit of light from you."

 Link asked, turning his head, "What light?"

 "The Light of Life."
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 What is life? 

 In the celestial civilization culture that Link understood, there were primarily three main points regarding the discourse on "life":

 The paths of Qián transform and each determine one's life.

 Nature is the innate quality, like the differences between hardness and softness, slowness and swiftness; while destiny is what people receive, like the distinctions between nobility and lowliness, the lengths of life allotted.

 What creatures receive is their nature, and what Heaven bestows is their destiny.

 Simplifying it, life is the innate abilities and characteristics that all things possess at birth.

 What was so special about Link's Life Light that warranted the Element Sage to specifically visit, try to acquire it, and then promptly give feedback?

 After much thought, the only point Link could consider was his True Spirit's origin—how he had traveled through the universe borne on one of two beams of light, descending into the Wizard civilization.

 The greatest use of the bit of Life Light taken from him by the Element Sage was likely to find the other beam of light or to do something to it.

 As for using that bit of Life Light to deal with Link Grande, whether now or in the future, Link believed it to be impossible.

 Even if Link were to ascend to a Saint as Mr. Xu Jing optimistically projected, it would not be possible for him to immediately become a match for these veteran Saints like the Element Sage.

 Didn't you see Mitchell exhausting so much effort, finally switching his cultivation in the Parallel Universe, and ascending to a Celestial Master, equivalent to a Saint Position, only to find himself ensnared by the ways of the Supreme Council and the Celestial Court?

 Although he became a Celestial Master and acquired the Saint Position, thereby eliminating his worries about his lifespan, his freedom was simultaneously lost.

 This freedom wasn't a matter of physical liberty but the freedom of will.

 Bound by agreements with the Celestial Court and the schemes of the Supreme Council and Celestial Court, Mitchell found himself without control over the vast majority of affairs, especially those involving the interests between the celestial civilization and the Wizard civilization, as well as the differences between the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council.

 With such a precedent, if there truly were a chance to become a Saint, Link did not believe he could avoid the many calculations involved.

 This was not a matter of confidence or inferiority but of rational consideration.

 As numerous thoughts rapidly flickered through his mind, Link did not show any expression on his face and calmly counter-questioned Mr. Xu Jing, "And then?"

 Mr. Xu Jing smiled without saying anything more.

 The loud drum needs no heavy hammer to be heard.

 A proper hint is sufficient.

 To say more, to overstate, would be less beautiful.

 The compartment of the vehicle fell silent in an instant.

 The transportation vehicle sped toward the next destination, with the magnificent scenery overhead streaming in reverse outside the window.

 Mr. Xu Jing turned his head to look, deeply fascinated, as he truly admired the different scenery.

 Link's expression remained blank as he stared ahead, though his thoughts had already flown to the Stormy Sea.

 Since the Human Immortal Martial World and the little isle in the Stormy Sea had anchored together, the processes of integration and expansion never ceased.

 The tiny isle that originally revealed only its tip, barely allowing for Link's foothold, rose visibly. The area revealed above the sea's surface gradually increased.

 The recent decision to allow Conelia to enter the "Sun" within the Sea of Consciousness Little World to slumber, and Athena to enter the "Sun" within the Human Immortal Martial World to slumber, further accelerated the isle's rising and expansion.

 The area of the isle now visible above the sea was about one square mile.

 A new change occurred.

 Since the Human Immortal Martial World became Link's Destiny World, he was able to summon objects and people from it.

 Objects were easy to deal with; you just had to use them within the "shelf life."

 People, however, could only stay temporarily and could not remain long in the domains enveloped by the will of the Wizard World.

 After the period of stay passed, they would often be assimilated by the will of the Wizard World.

 Those with good luck might manage to obtain something akin to a "stateless" status and continue existing.

 Those less fortunate would fade away, becoming nourishment for the Wizard World.

 For these reasons, and because there was no need to involve them in any battles, Link had not summoned his master from the Human Immortal Martial World, Master Li Shuwen.

 The new change alleviated Link's concern.

 From now on, Link could grant three permanent spots for natives of his Destiny World to stay within the domains under the will of the Wizard World.

 Link, set to face his "predestined fate," naturally preferred to have more power in hand.

 With the Human Immortal Martial World's limit raised to a level six sage, Li Shuwen, a Human Immortal Martial Artist of the God Seeing Realm, also had the opportunity to touch the higher "Sixth Realm."

 Shallow waters cannot raise a dragon.

 For Li Shuwen, staying in the Human Immortal Martial World, relying on his natural talent and comprehension, might allow him to achieve the Sixth Realm in his lifetime, given enough time.

 But that would be too slow, too wasteful of life.

 If Li Shuwen were willing to leave the Human Immortal Martial World, leap out of that well, and come to a broader world, experience more impressive vistas, and learn more extensive knowledge, it would definitely shorten this time.

 Concerning this, in his earlier communication with Franda, Link had already had Franda approach Master Li Shuwen to inquire about his master's attitude and decision.

 Li Shuwen did not decide alone, but after obtaining Link's consent, he shared the matter with his wife for discussion.

 A woman with a small-minded temperament cannot restrain a man like Li Shuwen.

 The result of the discussion was, naturally, to give Li Shuwen free rein to bravely venture out.

 The family and the Martial Arts School affairs no longer needed Li Shuwen's attention; he was free from worries.

 Thus, Link's next destination was that isle in the Stormy Sea.

 If it were just for a brief stay, Link could summon Li Shuwen right now.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 57 Light_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 But to stay for a long time, one must summon Li Shuwen on the reef anchored in the Human Immortal Martial World.

 Only after learning this series of information did Link deeply understand the profound meaning behind the reorganization of the Wizard World into five divisions, each with its major regions and zones, and finally grasped the reason why each Wizard Force has a home world.

 Those home worlds are actually the Destiny Worlds of the forces' owners.

 The areas where those Wizard Forces are located are the anchoring places of the owners' Destiny Worlds within the Wizard civilization.

 According to the Divine Celestial Civilization, it is called the "base of operations."

 If Link's understanding was correct, Mitchell's inability to become a Saint in the Wizard civilization and his immediate restraint after ascending to Celestial Master in the Parallel Universe also involved the lack of a stable base of operations.

 Like dandelion fluff in the wind and duckweed in the water, aren't they easily manipulated?

 Thinking this, Link decided he must learn from this lesson and properly cultivate his own base of operations.

 Vigorously developing and promoting the Construction Wizard Sect was one aspect, and pushing the development and integration of the Human Immortal Martial World and the Human Immortal Martial Path into Wizard civilization was another.

 Summoning Li Shuwen and having him stay for a long time to increase his knowledge and experience was just the beginning of the second aspect.

 The reason he didn't avoid Mr. Xu Jing was that there was nothing to avoid.

 Mr. Xu Jing's current stage, similar to Dean Frist, could have ascended to a Level Seven Great Sage early, but deliberately suppressed his advancement to handle the affairs of Ravensmouth College without fault, and delayed his promotion.

 He could ascend to Heavenly Immortal or Celestial Master anytime, if he wished.

 All the conditions were extremely mature, including resources.

 However, after promotion, Mr. Xu Jing would not be able to move freely and run around like he currently did.

 With Mr. Xu Jing's understanding and experience of managing the "base of operations," Link could not hide it even if he wanted to.

 It was simpler to be honest.

 In the whistling winds, the transportation vehicle crossed vast territories, flew through the tumultuous Stormy Sea, and landed on a reef with an area of one square mile.

 "Not bad! Very good!"

 Getting off the vehicle, Mr. Xu Jing lightly stomped his foot, causing the reef to shake but not collapse, then he expressed his appreciation with a sigh.

 Link's face turned pale, and he was unable to speak for a long time.

 The Human Immortal Martial World was Link's Destiny World.

 The reef was the anchoring point of the Human Immortal Martial World.

 The place Mr. Xu Jing stomped was not just the reef; it was akin to kicking Link's backside.

 A Ninth Level Great Sage, who at any moment could ascend to Saint, kicking a wizard whose combat power was exceptional but who was still only a Level Five Sage, could easily imagine the kind of damage that might cause.

 Fortunately, Mr. Xu Jing held back most of his strength, and Link had only temporarily lost his voice, rather than spitting blood, fainting, or dying on the spot.

 A moment later, barely recovering, Link let out a long breath.

 Seeing Mr. Xu Jing's almost smiling lips, Link knew this was retaliation for his previous retort, "What then?"

 Indeed, after many interactions and spending time together, some small habits and temperaments will inevitably show themselves.

 Just like Lotson's madness, just like Mr. Xu Jing's vindictiveness.

 Whew…

 Link exhaled deeply again, soothing his state and mood, ignoring the recent incident, and focusing on his own matters.

 With a thought, Link's consciousness sank into his Sea of Consciousness and contacted Franda.

 Franda had been prepared and immediately cooperated tacitly.

 Soon, a beautifully complex formation formed under Link's feet, and then another equally intricate formation derived from it.

 The two formations facing each other, seen from above, resembled the Yin and Yang eyes of the Divine Celestial Civilization's Tai Chi diagram.

 Carrying a small pack, Li Shuwen appeared on the formation opposite Link.

 The two met and exchanged glances, silently speechless.

 For Li Shuwen, the Link before him, whether in appearance or personality, was no different from his disciple, yet the feeling he gave was completely different.

 For Link, his own experiences and memories in the Human Immortal Martial World were very clear, but they were like seen through frosted glass, lacking sufficient immersion.

 The two were both familiar and strange, and needed time to adapt to a new way of interacting.

 Finally, it was Li Shuwen who broke the silence, tinged with a touch of awkwardness.

 Li Shuwen clasped his hands in the greeting of a Human Immortal Martial Artist and loudly said, "Human Immortal Martial Artist Li Shuwen greets the World Master."

 At the word "World Master," their identities were thoroughly affirmed.

 The mark of "Link" was fading.

 Or rather, it had started fading a long time ago, and now it was simply accelerating.

 "Master Li, no need for such formalities."

 Link thought for a moment and returned the greeting typical among wizards.

 The title "Master Li" was in response to Li Shuwen's use of "World Master."

 Mr. Xu Jing watched the scene unfold with interest.

 Speaking of which, there was a significant connection between the Human Immortal Martial World and Mr. Xu Jing.

 Mr. Xu Jing had made many arrangements in the Human Immortal Martial World to establish karma with Link.

 Mr. Xu Jing was quite familiar with the relationship between Link and Li Shuwen.

 The scene before him brought many emotions to Mr. Xu Jing, ultimately settling into a slight smile on his lips.

 Link caught a glimpse of this from the corner of his eye but didn't react, focusing instead on his discussion with Li Shuwen, discussing his plans for him.

 In the short term, Li Shuwen's task was not to follow Link to battle but to familiarize himself with wizard civilization, to broaden his horizons, and to enhance his experiences.

 Thus, Link's initial arrangement for Li Shuwen was to have him sequentially work as a librarian at the Ravensmouth College Junior Division, Senior Division, and the main college.

 There's a saying, after all, that great figures often hide among librarians.

 Link was eager to see what kind of achievements Li Shuwen could attain now that he had leaped out of the well of the Human Immortal Martial World into a world that could be said to be vastly broader.

 Merely a level six sage?

 That would severely underestimate Li Shuwen's talent and insight.

 In Link's view, if it were possible to solve the limitations of the Human Immortal Martial Path, not to mention becoming a level nine great sage, becoming a level seven great sage was definitely achievable, and becoming a level eight great sage was very likely.

 "Yes, World Master."

 Li Shuwen, having heard Link's plans, showed no hesitation and immediately accepted the assignment.

 Without delay, Link pulled out a new transportation vehicle, set it to smart driving mode and the route, and had Franda accompany Li Shuwen to report to the library of Ravensmouth College Junior Division.

 Li Shuwen did not dally and promptly left in the vehicle.

 After seeing off Li Shuwen, Link turned to look at Mr. Xu Jing, who was smiling faintly, and sincerely said, "Thank you, Mr. Xu Jing, for spending so much time running around with me. My task is complete, and now it's my turn to assist you."

 "Oh?"

 Mr. Xu Jing seemed somewhat surprised, "Are you truly willing, or do you feel obligated to assist?"

 "It doesn't matter whether I'm truly willing or obligated."

 Link smiled faintly, "When I chose to rely on Mr. Xu Jing, and on the Heavenly Master's Mansion, to achieve certain goals, I was already prepared to pay the corresponding price."

 "Good."

 Mr. Xu Jing nodded, not saying anything else, but extended his right hand, gestured, and said, "Grab my hand. Hold tight, don't let go, otherwise it might be dangerous."

 Doubtless, Link reached out and firmly grasped Mr. Xu Jing's hand.

 "Holding tight!"

 Raising his voice slightly as a reminder, Mr. Xu Jing immediately took action.

 Without any visible motion from him, the two entered an extremely peculiar state.

 It was like an interstellar battleship entering "Curvature Mode" for navigation, or like the inter-dimensional shuttle through a black or white hole, yet it seemed different and more advanced than either of those situations…

 Link, impressed yet clueless, only saw a blur before his eyes, and they had arrived in a special space he had never visited before nor even read about in any documentation.

 This place resembled a river, but what flowed was not water, but bundles of light.

 Hmm…

 Not just bundles of light, but specks of light as well.

 The dual nature of light as both wave and particle was displayed here in full glory.

 Upon entering this special space, a faint light also emerged on Link's body.

 The faint light seemed to be breathing, gradually syncing its rhythm with the light flowing in the "river."

 Suddenly, Link felt that the faint light on his body wasn't just breathing, but more like...

 Whispering something.
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 Time is also known as the flow of light.

 In the river, the flowing light is time, and this is the Long River of Time of the universe where the Wizard World resides.

 Generally speaking, without a Saint Position, one cannot reach this place.

 Mr. Xu Jing was naturally not an ordinary person.

 The only exception was him, a person from the immortal gods civilization, who could enter the Long River of Time of the universe where the Wizard World existed.

 This indicated that the High Council of Wizard's Civilization's five Saints did not oppose Mr. Xu Jing's action.

 Hence, Mr. Xu Jing was able to step so effortlessly from the Wizard World Homeland into this Long River of Time.

 The faint light emanating from Link was the "Life Light" mentioned by Mr. Xu Jing.

 Where one has walked, traces are left.

 Two beams of light traveled from the source of another universe's Long River of Time. Whether in the Long River of Time of the immortal gods civilization or in that of the Wizard World, they would definitely leave certain traces.

 The Celestial Court of the immortal gods civilization and the Supreme Council of the Wizard World found the beam of light that fixed Celestial Lord Mitchell's destiny through those traces.

 The current issue was that from every aspect, the light that fixed Celestial Lord Mitchell's destiny could very likely be not one of the two lost beams.

 Even if it was that one, the contents within the beam had already disappeared.

 Both the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council wanted to confirm as soon as possible whether it was or was not, or to find the contents within the light as quickly as possible.

 This would help the immortal gods civilization deal with the crisis of declining magic, and would also help the Wizard World to further accumulate power and completely crush the pantheon of gods civilization.

 The Supreme Council's approach was still to uphold the principle of transactions.

 They would take a bit of Life Light from Link and then compensate him with a Fire Elemental Elf Athena.

 The approach of the Celestial Court seemed relatively gentle.

 It was still a transaction, but it was non-destructive and wouldn't cause any substantial loss to Link, only consuming some of his time as accompaniment.

 Just as Mr. Xu Jing spent some time accompanying Link here and there, providing validation to let Link bluff to a certain extent.

 Some of Link's previous actions were equivalent to a wizard version of borrowing the tiger's fierceness.

 In the Long River of Time.

 Mr. Xu Jing watched the faint light on Link's body synchronize with the flowing time in the river, listening intently to the low whispering of the faint light.

 However, Mr. Xu Jing could not clearly hear what the faint light was whispering.

 Judging by Link's expression, it seemed that Link had not heard clearly either.

 But was that really the case, as Mr. Xu Jing saw it?

 Mr. Xu Jing could not be certain.

 For a wizard of the Fifth-level Sage Level, controlling one's facial expressions and superficial emotions was much too simple.

 With Mr. Xu Jing's position, it wouldn't be difficult to fully understand Link's thoughts and feelings.

 But doing so would be a great disrespect.

 Therefore, Mr. Xu Jing asked directly, "Did you hear it clearly?"

 Link came back to his senses and nodded in response, "I heard it clearly."

 This answer was slightly unexpected for Mr. Xu Jing, but it was also within reasoning.

 If he had to repay a favor, then he would repay it thoroughly.

 Without owing or being owed.

 "May I ask what you heard?"

 When he asked, Mr. Xu Jing's attitude softened a bit.

 "Certainly."

 Link continued to nod, then said, "I only heard one syllable, and I'm not sure what language it was, but I understood its meaning naturally, 'ruins'."

 "Ruins?"

 Mr. Xu Jing repeated to himself and then asked, "Can you repeat that syllable?"

 "I'll try."

 Saying so, Link attempted to recall the syllable he heard in the faint light's whisper and also tried to mimic it.

 However, both attempts ended in failure.

 Even as the faint light kept whispering the syllable into Link's ear, he could neither remember it nor reproduce it.

 With a slight frown, Link relayed his experience to Mr. Xu Jing truthfully.

 Being so honest was also to understand the current situation from Mr. Xu Jing.

 "Great music is seldom heard."

 After listening, Mr. Xu Jing used a term from the immortal gods civilization to describe Link's experience.

 Upon hearing this, Link had a moment of realization.

 But what he realized, Link couldn't explain himself.

 Not worrying about it further,

 Link glanced around the Long River of Time and asked, "Mr. Xu Jing, does 'ruins' refer to anything in particular?"

 "There are no clues at the moment."

 As Mr. Xu Jing spoke, he reached out his right hand again.

 This time, without any need for emphasis, Link took hold of Mr. Xu Jing's right hand on his own initiative.

 Then they took a step forward.

 After experiencing the remarkable sensation again, the two returned from the Long River of Time to the island in the Stormy Sea.

 Letting go of the hand, Mr. Xu Jing brought out his Mount Star-space Flying Boat, and inquired, "My business here is done, I need to go back immediately. Do you want to come with me, or will you find another time on your own?"

 "I'll find another time; I still have some things to wrap up."

 Link thought for a moment and gave his reply.

 "Hmm..."

 Mr. Xu Jing pondered for a bit and said, "In that case, should I inform the Supreme Council on your behalf to reserve a spot for you that's available at any time? When the time comes, you can use the pathway of the Heavenly Master's Mansion."

 "Thank you for the offer, but it's not necessary, I can handle it myself."

 Link politely declined.

 Mr. Xu Jing did not insist. Having received the reply, he immediately boarded the Starship and returned to the immortal gods civilization.

 As Link watched the Starship depart directly from the Wizard World Homeland into space, permitted by the Supreme Council, he withdrew his gaze and looked down at the reefs under his feet.
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 After a journey to the Long River of Time, Link felt his connection with the island beneath his feet, with the Wizard World, and with the resonance of the Wizard World Will, become ever more intense.

 If he had to describe it, it was as though in a previous life he had always been controlling his smartphone through a tempered glass screen protector, and one day, he suddenly peeled it off, making the touch control experience instantly smoother.

 "So..."

 Link silently mused to himself, "You're also pushing me to actively confront the 'inevitable destiny,' aren't you?"

 Link couldn't help but harbor such suspicions.

 Even if there was indeed a necessity to make the trade, the help provided to Link by the Element Sage and Mr. Xu Jing, in terms of his advancement, was just too significant and timely.

 Like water, it came wave after wave.

 It gave Link the feeling that as long as he wanted to move forward, everyone would push him to move faster and further.

 After his musings, Link took a deep breath, adjusted his state, and shielded away all unnecessary emotions.

 Then, he summoned the Highest Grade Starship of Immortal God Civilization Foreign Trade Edition he had kept hidden from Lotson with a gesture.

 When Link told Mr. Xu Jing he still had some matters left unresolved, there indeed were some matters left unresolved.

 Now, Link was about to go and tie up those loose ends, to enter the fray unencumbered.

 Three days later.

 The disguised starship arrived at the stronghold of a family created by a level six sage in Shadow City.

 In the strictest sense, there wasn't much affection between Link and Christina.

 Christina's death, from the day she abandoned her daughter Garona, abandoned everything, and resolutely sought revenge, had been foreseen by Link.

 Link had even hinted at this outcome.

 Good advice is lost on the dying.

 Since Christina wouldn't listen, Link didn't care anymore.

 Whether she lived or died, it was Christina's own affair, and from that moment on, it had nothing to do with Link.

 His trip today was not to avenge Christina, but to resolve Garona's emotional entanglement.

 Garona had never spoken of her feelings about Christina's death, but Link knew that Garona must have been heartbroken.

 Genetics are stubborn things.

 The obstinacy of Christina had been perfectly inherited by Garona.

 This time Link left, just as Garona said, it would be for a long time.

 Even though Great Sage Revo and Great Sage Seuss had solemnly promised that Ravensmouth College and the Diomand Family would take good care of Garona, Link was still not at ease.

 It wasn't that he worried about mistakes from the college and the Diomand Family, but rather that he feared Garona, in a moment of impulsiveness, would embark on the path of avenging Christina.

 It was simple to leave without this worry, to ensure Garona had no vengeance to seek.

 So Link came here.

 Alone with his ship, he faced a family founded by a level six sage.

 The battle erupted without warning.

 And from the very beginning, it reached its highest intensity.

 As the founder of his family's stronghold, that level six sage representing Shadow City, who had crushed Christina into dust in a cowardly, opportunistic attack, had invested heavily in its defenses on this planet.

 Stealth, defense, counterattack, regrouping—every possible measure had been taken by that level six sage.

 Usually, it would not only withstand an attack from a level five sage but could even hold off an assault from ten or twenty Sage Army forces for a very long time.

 If that level six sage himself had also been at the family stronghold, it wouldn't be a question of how long it could hold off an attack, but rather how many victories could be achieved after launching a counterattack.

 However, against an attack from Link, this most ideal scenario had no chance of occurring whatsoever.

 What status does the highest-grade starship bestowed by the Immortal God Civilization hold within wizardry civlization?

 It is enough to temporarily serve as a vehicle for five saints.

 Isn't it a matter of course that a starship suitable to carry saints, once it initiates attack mode, could destroy the three-dimensional defense system built by a level six sage?

 The level six sage of Shadow City watched in stunned disbelief as the system he relied on collapsed in less than ten seconds.

 He couldn't comprehend why he was suddenly subjected to such a devastating assault.

 Why is this happening?

 With the help of the starship's sensors, Link accurately located the level six sage who had abandoned plans for regrouping.

 Initializing the starship's intelligent combat mode, Link summoned his most balanced Life-Bound Outfit and left the starship to confront the level six sage.

 "Who are you?"

 The level six sage, reviving from his dazed state with a hoarse voice, asked, "What have I done to deserve this?"

 From beneath his Life-bound Outfit, Link's voice emerged: "I am Link Grande, a level five sage of Ravensmouth College, a fellow countryman of Christina, and the adoptive father of her daughter Garona. I've come to claim your life."

 "Who is Christina?"

 The level six sage's voice grew hoarser as he asked in confusion, "Wizard Grande, I've heard of your reputation and know how both universal civilizations and the Supreme Council have regarded and indulged you. But why would you want to take my life over someone I don't know?"

 "Heh..."

 Link let out a soft chuckle and did not reply.

 More talk was pointless.

 And usually, it's the villains who prattle on endlessly.

 Link didn't see himself as the villain, even though his actions of launching an unannounced attack, leveraging his powerful ship, breaching the defense system of a level six sage's family, and claiming the life of the sage might seem villainous to the extreme.
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 Opening his right hand, palm facing the level six sage, Link spoke indifferently, "You now have a choice, either withstand my attack, dodge my attack, or counterattack, defeat, or kill me. The path you take is yours to decide."

 As his words fell, a faint light shone from Link's brow.

 Threads of silver light flowed down from his brow, converging at the center of his chest, then traveling from the center of his chest through his right torso and arm, surging towards his right palm.

 The level six sage suddenly felt as if he had plunged into an extremely cold and icy pool.

 An endless pressure overwhelmed him, as if a massive explosion within the stars capable of tossing everything aside was about to crush him entirely.

 Confronted with the crisis between life and death, the level six sage could no longer care about the prestige given to two cosmic civilizations or the indulgence of the Supreme Council.

 If you seek my life, I will claim your soul!

 Having risen from a Wizard Apprentice to his current status and power, building the enterprise he had today, the level six sage was certainly no mediocrity.

 With a fierce resolve, he staked his life in the struggle.

 In the eyes of the level six sage, the fact that Link Grande had dared to emerge from such a high-class Strange Battleship to fight above his level indicated he must have something to rely on.

 And this reliance was definitely not inferior to that high-class Strange Battleship.

 Therefore, the level six sage believed that he indeed had only one opportunity, just as Link Grande had said.

 If that was the case, then why not gamble everything?

 The level six sage had established his family and managed his family's stronghold for his own sake, not to serve the family.

 If he was gone, what was the use of a family?

 With a single thought, the self-destruct measures that he had laid bit by bit over hundreds of years of operation, and ultimately interconnected, were instantly activated.

 The level six sage himself also took on the most ruthless stance, using the most powerful attack he had.

 He did not aim to retire unscathed after killing Link Grande but only to perish together with Link Grande.

 Even if they could not die together, he aimed to bathe Link Grande in a shower of blood.

 "You've got guts!"

 Facing the level six sage's move, Link grinned faintly and gave his condescending appraisal.

 The level six sage felt very familiar with Link's response.

 In a daze, the level six sage remembered something.

 Once, when he returned from the Front Line after clashing with the gods' civilization to recuperate, Shadow City had assigned him a minor task along the way to eradicate a traitor.

 The traitor was not of high Realm, merely a Tier 3 Wizard, but he could exert power equivalent to that of a seasoned Fourth Level Sage.

 A task that should have been easily handled by a Level Five Sage was given to him simply because it was on his way.

 This displeased the level six sage.

 He quickly found the traitor and effortlessly destroyed the carefully constructed Defense System of the traitor. From a position of authority, the level six sage gave the traitor a chance, as well as an opportunity to vent his own frustration.

 "You now have a choice, either withstand my attack, dodge my attack, or counterattack, defeat, or kill me. The path you take is yours to decide."

 So, that line was originally his own!

 Watching Link Grande's figure suddenly break free from his lock and disappear along with the Strange Battleship, feeling all his powers completely restrained by the inexplicable Strange Battleship, unable to move, and then turning utterly to dust in the explosion of his family's stronghold, the level six sage understood.
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 A real man never looks back at the explosion.

 Link did not look back at the scene of the level six sage and his lifelong family stronghold turning to ash in the self-destruction.

 Just as his current mood did not contain a trace of joy.

 Killing a level six sage in such a manner, as easily as crushing an ant, was not something Link found joy in.

 He even found it rather detestable.

 There were many reasons for this.

 The biggest one, of course, was that it made Link feel like an ant himself.

 All under the Saint are ants!

 There was a reason why he went ahead with this despite knowing he would detest it.

 One reason was to avenge Christina, to rid Garona's life of hatred.

 But this wasn't the main reason. There were two main reasons.

 Firstly, Link wanted to test the performance of this starship and, by doing so, confirm a suspicion he had.

 Now that the testing was over, the performance of the starship was incredibly high, high enough to effortlessly crush a level six sage and destroy his lifetime's achievement.

 His suspicion was also confirmed.

 When the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell launched a surprise attack on the Ravensmouth College Advance Team, a small, elite Interstellar Fleet tried to block this starship.

 It took substantial effort for Link to avoid being successfully encircled.

 However, the fact proved that with the performance of this starship, had he fully unleashed its firepower back then, not only would escaping have been easy, but annihilating the small, elite fleet would have been a piece of cake.

 Lotson had tampered with it using owner's rights.

 Link didn't know the motive, but the purpose was most definitely to use him and Jasmine as bait.

 Of course, that incident was now in the past.

 Even having confirmed his suspicion, there wasn't much Link could do about it.

 He was just less ignorant.

 Who says you have to feign ignorance to live?

 Link certainly did not.

 Secondly, Link wanted to personally feel the vast gap between the Saint and those below.

 Naturally, the Starship was far and beyond inferior to the Saint.

 Not to mention one, even a hundred or a thousand of them could not compare.

 But as a vessel that could marginally serve as a Saint's mount, its status was obviously quite high.

 From the actual performance of this starship, one could somewhat extrapolate the might a Saint truly possessed.

 With the obliteration of a level six sage and his lifetime of work as the "cost," Link personally felt the huge difference between the Saint and those below.

 Like the same saying goes, all under the Saint are ants!

 So, Link didn't know whether to feel fortunate or what his feelings should be.

 After all, it's hard to find a second intermediate wizard in his situation.

 One could be the less favored brother with a blood relation to the reincarnated Saint, have so many dealings with the nearly Saint-position Xu Jing, and have face-to-face conversations with the Element Sage.

 Not to say unprecedented, nor that there will be no one like him in the future.

 But at least, it's very difficult to find a contemporary reference.

 Very rare indeed.

 "Huff…"

 After letting his thoughts run wild for a while, Link pressed down the restless thoughts in his heart and started on his actual tasks.

 First of all, he informed Lady Lisandra, the acting headmaster of Ravensmouth College, about his extermination of a level six sage in Shadow City.

 After all, once the Mitchell District was renamed Ravensmouth District, Shadow City became a Wizard force managed by Ravensmouth College.

 Link's complex relationship with Ravensmouth College and the Diomand Family was not exposed to the public.

 As far as the public was concerned, Link Grande was an esteemed member of Ravensmouth College.

 Exterminating a level six sage from Shadow City was no small matter.

 Without clarity, who could be certain whether Link's actions represented the will of Ravensmouth College?

 What if Ravensmouth College really harbored thoughts of moving against Shadow City?

 The motive was ready at hand, no need to think up one on the spot.

 After all, not long ago, Ravensmouth College had suffered a great loss at the hands of the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 It would make sense for them to vent their frustration on Shadow City, which once had a very close relationship with the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell.

 Having dropped a hot potato, Link did not concern himself with how Lady Lisandra would react or manage upon receiving the news; he continued focusing on his own matters.

 Upon entering several strings of commands on the control panel of the Starship, it wasn't long before Link received a well-edited video.

 Starting from the starship's sudden appearance near the level six sage's family stronghold, to the level six sage and his family stronghold being reduced to ash in a self-destruction, to the end.

 The climax captured the level six sage attempting to fight with all his might, yet powerless to resist.

 After a swift review of the video, ensuring it was what he wanted, Link sent the well-edited video to Garona.

 Along with the video, Link sent a message.

 "Garona, don't live in hatred, grow up happy."

 This video and the message could be considered Link's birthday gift to Garona.

 After finishing these two tasks, Link took a very short time to adjust his emotions.

 From now on, he was set to truly embark on the path of confronting "predetermined fate."

 Everyone must be responsible for their choices and bear the consequences.

 When Link chose to face "predetermined fate" alone, he had to accompany loneliness with solitude, friendship with silence.

 Having set a new destination coordinate, the Starship entered its highest level Stealth Mode, much like an invisible, intangible, undetectable ghost, it drifted through the starry sky.
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 Chapter 59: Return_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Like a ghost, Link had temporarily severed his connection with Wizard civilization.

 In the Wizard World Homeland, at Ravensmouth College.

 After receiving Link's message, Lisandra Diomand showed no emotional fluctuation.

 One does not concern oneself with the affairs of a position one does not hold.

 Before acting as the interim head of Ravensmouth College, Lisandra did not quite understand many of the decisions and actions of her second brother, Frist, nor did she think highly of them.

 She always thought that Frist lived too restrained, even too suffocated.

 Nothing was carefree and spirited.

 Unlike her, who said she would divorce the great-grandson of a Middle Earth True Spirit Saint and did it directly.

 Said she would not give Sandra's custody to the other party, and she did not give Sandra's custody to the other party.

 But after acting as the interim head, when the responsibilities of the Junior Division, Senior Division, Headquarters Division of Ravensmouth College, numerous Chambers of Commerce, many families, many allies, and many enemies all fell on her shoulders, Lisandra finally understood why her second brother, Frist, had been so restrained and suffocated for so many years.

 With such a heavy burden on one's shoulders, one truly cannot live carefree and unrestrained!

 Link Grande's abrupt action without any prior notice, although it coincided with a plan soon to be launched by the college and the family, was indeed a big surprise.

 In the past, Lisandra's first reaction would certainly have been to let Link clean up his own mess.

 But now, Lisandra's first reaction was to seize this opportunity to launch the plan in advance.

 Strike first, deal a decisive blow, and then act at will!

 While Lisandra was "scratching and scrambling," Garona also received a birthday gift from Link.

 After watching the video once, Garona deleted it completely without any expression on her face.

 Christina was dead, and her killer, that level six sage, was also dead. Were there really no more targets for revenge?

 There were.

 Shadow City was Garona's target for revenge!

 "Father."

 Garona went to the floor-to-ceiling window of the bedroom, looking at her younger sister, Melia, happily playing on the lawn, and lightly tapped her right index finger on her left wrist.

 There was a faint line there, invisible unless looked at closely.

 Caressing the faint line, Garona murmured to herself, "Father, the special outfit you tailor-made for me is called 'Shadow Demon Snake Devouring.' Isn't Shadow City most proud of its series of research results based on the Shadow Demon Snake Race? I was born to destroy Shadow City, wasn't I!"

 If Link heard this, he might have a deeper understanding of "established fate," and then develop a stronger obsession with breaking "established fate."

 He might also better understand why Wizard civilization acknowledges the existence of "fate" but does not believe in "fate."

 However, Link was already far from the Wizard World Homeland and couldn't hear Garona's murmurings.

 Like a ghost, doing everything possible to avoid all detection by Wizard civilization, Link quietly arrived at a star domain he had not visited for a long time.

 In this star domain, the Supreme Council had placed a Starry Fortress to monitor the Special Ruin World that connected the universe where Wizard civilization resided with the universe of the divine and immortal civilization.

 After the passage between the two universes was opened, the Special Ruin World disappeared.

 Perhaps it became part of the structure of the passage between the two universes, or perhaps it became Elise Clark's Destiny World, or maybe it just disappeared without a trace—who could say for certain?

 Regardless of which outcome, it did not affect this star domain losing its importance.

 Or rather, aside from a few interested wizards and Wizard Forces, not many were paying attention to this star domain anymore.

 Throughout his journey, Link had the starship in the highest-level Stealth Mode, simply because he did not want his whereabouts to be discovered by those interested wizards and Wizard Forces.

 Regarding the five Saints of the Supreme Council and Mr. Xu Jing, Link did not bother to guard against them.

 After personally experiencing the massive gap between Saints and those below them, this was even more the case.

 It was impossible to hide from them.

 Under Link's command, the starship initiated full-power detection mode, scanning for any invisible units nearby.

 After traveling ninety miles, the final stretch is the hardest.

 Having taken half a month in Stealth Mode to reach this place, and having avoided countless detections along the way, he could not afford to be exposed at the last moment.

 Having patiently waited for three rounds of detection and confirming that there were no cloaked units nearby, and that his actions would not be noticed by any intentional wizards or wizard forces, Link no longer hesitated and took decisive action.

 The starship neared the coordinates of the Special Ruin World's location.

 With a thought, Link's life-bound outfit instantly appeared, switching to maximum defense and survival mode. Then he detached from the starship and flew alone toward the coordinates of the Special Ruin World.

 While en route, Link closed his eyes and stimulated his Life Light.

 The concept of "life" came from the immortal god civilization.

 The concept of "Life Light" was also the same.

 Although the wizard civilization was best at learning, integrating, and sublimating, Link had also instinctively woven this into his continuous growth.

 However, it had only been half a month since Link entered the Long River of Time with Mr. Xu Jing's help and manifested his Life Light.

 Wanting to actively stimulate one's own Life Light in a purely wizardly manner in such a short time was not easy.

 Fortunately, Link was not someone inflexible.

 If he couldn't achieve it entirely in a wizardly way, then he would compromise.

 He would first do it in other ways, then slowly "localize" it.

 From the abilities he possessed, Link selected the capacity of a Human Immortal Martial Artist in the God Seeing Realm from the Human Immortal Martial World, whose ability was to "break the void and see god."

 The so-called Seeing God could also be understood as realizing one's true nature.

 Additionally, Human Immortal Martial Artists cultivated essence, Qi, and spirit together, with the first four realms of spiritual energy, Condensation, Normalization, and Hollow Void, all being life-cultivating practices.

 This way, both life and essence were addressed.

 Manifesting one's own "Life Light" then became very simple.

 Counting this time, the experiences and gains from the Human Immortal Martial World had helped Link immensely for the third time.

 All experiences are wealth-truly, no deception there.

 A faint light emerged from Link, and as he continued flying toward the central coordinates of the Special Ruin World, it adjusted its flickering rhythm like breathing.

 This scene was extremely similar to what had happened when Mr. Xu Jing had taken Link into the Long River of Time.

 The difference was that in the Long River of Time, it was the flowing time that echoed or caused Link's Life Light to adjust its rhythm; but here, what echoed or drove it was still unknown.

 Link flew slowly, intently savoring the moment without rush.

 More than three hours passed in this manner.

 Considering Link's intentionally reduced speed of flight, as he approached what should be the heart of the Special Ruin World according to the coordinates, the change Link was expecting occurred.

 The faint light transformed from breathing to whispering.

 Link listened intently.

 Soon, Link understood the content of the faint light's whispers and was quite surprised.

 He opened his eyes and looked around.

 All around was the pitch-black void with neither the visage of the Special Ruin World nor other celestial bodies.

 The cloaked starship was stationed nearby.

 With just a thought, Link could use the preset teleportation function to return inside the starship.

 Everything was truly substantial and still within the universe occupied by the wizard civilization.

 It was not like when the Special Ruin World existed, being in a state overlaying the edge of two universes.

 However, just when Link had clearly heard the content of the faint light's whispers, he suddenly felt as if he had entered that overlaid state.

 He was both in the universe where the wizard civilization resided, and in the universe where the immortal god civilization resided.

 He was in the present, as well as in the past and the future.

 This feeling was very peculiar, somewhat like what Link's previous life in the Buddhist Sect described as transcending the three times, and also a bit like the sensation Ancestor Heavenly Master mentioned of being at the source of the Long River of Time.

 In any case, the gains were substantial.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The universe has multiple parallel layers.

 The Wizard civilization had acknowledged and proven this point long ago.

 "Alien" is a concept and phenomenon that comes from this, both internally and externally.

 Internally refers to within the universe where the Wizard civilization resides, and externally refers to the parallel universes of the Wizard civilization, or collectively as other universes.

 Clearly, both Link and Elise Clark are "Aliens" whose True Spirits come from other universes.

 As far as the Wizard civilization is concerned, externally.

 One thing is certain, the True Spirit of Link, the "Alien," does not come from the universe where the Immortal God civilization exists.

 Similarly, he is not the special "Alien" predicted by The Saint of Nostrodam before his silent extinction; Elise Clark is.

 Indeed, Elise Clark had initiated, accepted, and passed the trials borne by the Special Ruin World.

 Though it was with the assistance of external force, namely the Supreme Council.

 But the passage connecting the universe of Wizard civilization and the universe of Immortal God civilization was ultimately opened.

 Whether naturally or guided, or not guided at all, Link had always neglected one issue until now he remembered.

 Exactly which universe Elise Clark's True Spirit comes from, there has not been a definite statement.

 Logically, since Elise Clark could serve as the "key" to unlock the channel between the Wizard civilization's universe and the Immortal God civilization's universe, she must be closely linked to both universes.

 In this life, she was born in the Wizard civilization universe, and in the previous one, also in the Wizard civilization universe, it's inevitable that she was born in the Immortal God civilization universe in the life before that.

 In the past, that's what Link had thought.

 But now, Link has begun to have deep doubts about this.

 Because the "Life Light," at the coordinates that should be the core of the Special Ruin World, was influenced by something unknown, and the word whispered was "Elise."

 The language used was not the common tongue of the Wizard civilization, nor that of the Immortal God civilization, but the language from Link's past life, branded deep within his soul but long estranged.

 "This is quite interesting,"

 Link silently muttered to himself, no longer lingering at the empty core coordinates, and activated the teleportation function of his starship.

 A beam of light as thick as a thumb shot out from the starship, instantly falling upon Link.

 The next second, Link's figure had already appeared inside the starship's cockpit.

 "Return to base."

 He gave an order to the starship, which was in smart navigation mode, withdrew his Life-bound Outfit, and sat down to rest.

 Despite the absence of battle or withstanding any pressure, having spent just a little while in the star region meant to contain the Special Ruin World, Link felt extremely fatigued.

 Especially after he had reached the core, and as a Human Immortal Martial Artist in the God Seeing Realm, he had intentionally stimulated the Life Light.

 That period, which seemed only a few seconds, also gave Link the feeling that many years had passed.

 It was as if different speeds of time were simultaneously imposed upon him.

 After sitting for a while, the fatigue did not subside but became more severe, and his eyelids kept drooping.

 If he was tired, he should rest well.

 Link stretched out his hands, yawned luxuriously, and decided not to resist any longer, leaned back in the chair, and fell asleep while still clothed.

 As soon as his head touched the cushion, a slight snoring sound could be heard.

 Instantly asleep.

 And he slept very soundly.

 While Link was sleeping, the Element Sage and Mr. Xu Jing met.

 The Element Sage took a bit of Life Light from Link, while Mr. Xu Jing took Link on a trip through the Long River of Time in the Wizard civilization universe. Both obtained different clues using their respective methods.

 Yet, the two different clues led the Element Sage and Mr. Xu Jing to the same place.

 This was a point on the boundary line between the Wizard civilization universe and the Immortal God civilization universe.

 According to the star coordinates, it was not far from Link's Destiny World, the Human Immortal Martial World.

 Here, there was a Special Ruin World that had ceased to exist after the connection between the two universes was established.

 The Element Sage and Mr. Xu Jing stood side by side in space, looking at the Special Ruin World that was regaining vitality, without uttering a word.

 After a long silence, Mr. Xu Jing broke the silence and asked, "Sage, it has become Elise Clark's Destiny World, hasn't it?"

 "Yes,"

 the Element Sage affirmed.

 "Do you think Elise Clark was forced to take it as her Destiny World, or did she choose it willingly?"

 Mr. Xu Jing asked again.

 "How would I know? Didn't you make arrangements in Elise Clark's final trial? You should be the clearest about it,"

 the Element Sage deflected.

 "How could I be the clearest?"

 Smiling, Mr. Xu Jing serenely said, "I'm not a wizard, that's why I'm asking you, Sage."

 "Is that so?"

 The Element Sage refused to comment, even showing a reluctance to communicate.

 Mr. Xu Jing was unperturbed and continued, "Sage, has Elise Clark realized it, or not?"

 "What are you referring to?"

 The Element Sage turned to face Mr. Xu Jing directly, gazing into his eyes and asked earnestly, "Are you referring to the fact that the identity of the White Lotus Saintess was not arbitrarily assigned to her, or are you referring to her status and position as the White Lotus Saintess, which is not due to perishing under the imitation Yangping City Management Seal and the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal?"

 "Sage knows very well, why pretend to be ignorant?"
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Am I pretending to be confused, or are you just trying to make conversation?"

 "Alright, I admit it, I was indeed just trying to make conversation. Isn't it to get closer to the Saint?"

 "There's no need for that."

 The two exchanged a few words before falling back into silence.

 However, the Element Sage remained calm without showing any emotions, while Mr. Xu Jing smiled pleasantly, looking quite delighted.

 No one knew what Mr. Xu Jing was so happy about.

 The Special Ruin World that had become Elise Clark's Destiny World, coincidentally, was undergoing a rather distinct change at this time.

 It was so evident that one could see it clearly from the depths of space.

 Starting from the Ruins of the Demon City, where Link had been twice, the spread reached the entire metropolis of the Special Ruin World, causing every high-rise and low-rise building to collapse.

 And then disintegrate.

 Dust returned to dust, soil to soil, metal to metal.

 Beneath the Special Ruin World, there seemed to be a giant waste recycling system, which was now reclaiming any recyclable materials.

 The collapse and disintegration lasted for quite some time.

 The Element Sage and Mr. Xu Jing were very patient, standing in the cosmos and watching.

 This wave of change in the Special Ruin World, the collapse and disintegration of the metropolis, was only the beginning, not the end.

 Within the entire planet, all man-made structures would eventually be "recycled", and all traces of human activity were to be completely eradicated, except for one thing that could be preserved.

 That was the geography familiar to many, associated with Elise Clark.

 The method of preservation was also quite unique.

 Once the disintegration of "man-made" structures concluded and the Special Ruin World returned to a barbaric state, the real commotion — the movement of the Earth's crustal plates — began.

 Lands and islands scattered throughout, under some will's command, re-"fused" into one single continent.

 It was as if a series of natural phenomena like volcanic eruptions, tsunamis, and earthquakes occurred.

 After all the turmoil, the continent was torn apart, scattered into lands and islands.

 And thus, the geographic features familiar to many, associated with Elise Clark, were roughly formed.

 This also meant that this massive change in the Special Ruin World had come to an end.

 From this, one could infer that Elise Clark must have successfully advanced to a level six sage.

 Otherwise, the Special Ruin World would not have undergone such major changes.

 What followed for Elise Clark was to transform the Special Ruin World, her Destiny World, into a genuine civilization and rectify its deficiencies.

 Only then could she continue to ascend to Great Sage.

 Of course, this was Elise Clark's own affair.

 Whether the Element Sage or Mr. Xu Jing, they were not concerned with this matter.

 What they were both interested in was the relationship between Elise Clark and the second light!

 Whether the "ruins" whispered by Link's Life Light, the direction it pointed to, was indeed the Special Ruin World!

 "Saint, what do you say now?"

 Having indirectly witnessed Elise Clark's promotion, Mr. Xu Jing broke the silence and asked aloud.

 "Nothing much to say, I'm not in a hurry anyway,"

 replied the Element Sage nonchalantly, with a light and breezy tone.

 "The Saint isn't in a hurry, but is the Supreme Council not in a hurry either?"

 Upon hearing this, Mr. Xu Jing countered and self-mockingly added, "Anyway, the Celestial Court is in quite a hurry. I'm not sure why they've become so eager all of a sudden to ascertain the exact nature of the second light. We had so much time before, with ample room to maneuver, and nobody rushed; now it's all rush and urgency, really giving one a headache."

 "It wasn't the right time before, so there was no rush,"

 explained the Element Sage succinctly.

 "What time is it now?"

 Mr. Xu Jing seized the opportunity to ask, probing for secrets he didn't know even with his status and experience.

 "If you want to know, go ask the Ancestor Heavenly Master yourself."

 The Element Sage was not one to indulge Mr. Xu Jing's curiosity, speaking bluntly, "Ask me similar questions again, and I'll treat you as a spy and capture you."

 The words and actions of a Saint can never be false.

 Having said so, the Element Sage would certainly act on it.

 Mr. Xu Jing was not a stubborn man; knowing how to read the room was a basic skill, so naturally, he wouldn't "provoke" the Element Sage after a boundary had been set.

 Moreover, with nothing left worth watching in the Special Ruin World, Mr. Xu Jing bid farewell first and promptly departed.

 Although this trip still didn't confirm the exact situation of the second light, it ultimately provided a direction for the investigation and a specific target to focus on.

 It was a small victory better than none at all.

 It would suffice to report back to the Celestial Court.

 The Element Sage lingered for a while but didn't do anything else and then left.

 After a long time, Elise Clark, returning to the Wizard Civilization Universe at some unknown time, emerged from her Destiny World into outer space.

 She looked at the place where the Element Sage and Mr. Xu Jing stood without concealment, expressionless, with no stir in her heart.

 After watching for a while, Elise Clark returned to her Destiny World and, through the anchoring point between the Destiny World and the Wizard World Homeland, returned to the Wizard World Homeland.

 Just at this moment, Link woke up from his sleep.

 "A month and a half?"

 The first thing he did upon waking up was to check the time and to his surprise, he let out a gasp after finding he had slept for so long.

 For Sage-level wizards, apart from being seriously injured, sleep is generally unnecessary.

 Why would he sleep for so long this time without sickness, disasters, or injuries, just feeling tired?

 "Forty-five years?"

 Soon after, Link exclaimed in shock again.

 Just now, he, as if blessed by a sudden epiphany, sensed his lifespan and shockingly discovered something even more bizarre.

 His lifespan had actually decreased by forty-five years!

 The only thing he did before sleeping was to activate the Life Light at the coordinates that should have been the heart of a Special Ruin World and listen to the whispers.

 He hadn't anticipated the cost would be so heavy.

 It appeared that the overlapping state of being in different universes and different time flows was not an illusion but something that had truly occurred.

 The fatigue of his body stemmed from this overlapping state, and so was the reduction in his lifespan.

 After the initial shock, Link quickly calmed down.

 What had happened had happened, no need to let his emotions continue to fluctuate.

 To solve problems as they arise and overcome difficulties was the way to go.

 Continuous emotional disturbance was not desirable.

 Quickly putting aside the impact of his extended sleep and the reduction in his lifespan, Link began to attend to pressing matters, checking whether the Starship had reached its pre-sleep navigation destination.

 This Starship, unrighteously acquired from Lotson, proved to be the export version of the supreme class of Starship from the Celestial Court civilization.

 Noticing Link was in a deep sleep and not fit to deal with matters, it automatically altered the navigation plan, cloaking and cruising near the set destination coordinates.

 It kept close to the destination without straying far and also avoided many passing interstellar battleships and probes.

 "Find an opportunity to snatch another one, for Jasmine's use," he muttered to himself, and Link input the command, steering the Starship toward the destination.

 Before long, Link returned to the Wizard World Homeland.

 On his journey back, he also sent a message to Elise Clark, inquiring if she had returned to the Wizard Civilization Universe.

 In Link's exchange with Elise Clark before returning to the Wizard Civilization Universe, although not explicitly stated, he gave a suggestion based on an unspoken understanding.

 Elise Clark would surely comprehend Link's invitation for her to meet in the Wizard Civilization Universe.

 As the Starship was granted permission to enter the Wizard World Homeland, Link received Elise's response, a set of coordinates.

 After going through an application process and one teleportation, Link finally saw Elise Clark.

 On the lakeside lawn of the Revosorath Academy Junior College.

 The place where Elise Clark first pronounced the word "television" to Link in perfect Mandarin Chinese.

 Elise Clark mischievously kissed the spot on Link's cheek.

 Years had passed, and the lakeside lawn remained as it had been.

 From the original two Wizard Apprentices, one had become a level six sage, the other had reached a level of strength not measurable by standard ranks—a Supermodel Five Level Sage.

 Elise stood by the lake, her hair lifted by the gentle breeze, serene and peaceful, no longer manic, no longer afflicted by split personalities.

 Link approached slowly, his features still firm with determination, no longer hiding fear in the depths of his eyes.

 Times change, people change.

 "Link, during the time we were together, what happened?"

 Elise turned around to face Link and asked softly,

 "Do you still remember?"
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Some people and events, once past, are truly gone.

 Others, however, remain etched in memory for a lifetime, resurfacing from time to time.

 Such were the things that happened between Link and Elise Clark.

 Deliberately or not, recollections of those times and events would always spring into Link's mind.

 Therefore, in response to Elise's inquiry, Link nodded gently, "I remember, of course, I remember."

 "It's a pity you didn't understand my hint at the time."

 Elise sighed, then corrected herself, "But I can't blame you, who could when back then my personality was fragmented, my actions were mad, and often I didn't know what I was doing."

 "Hint? What hint?"

 Link was genuinely puzzled and asked directly.

 "Exactly, you didn't understand it either!"

 On hearing this, Elise let out another long sigh, "Do you remember how I behaved when you first made me 'Brown Sugar Deer Pearl Milk Tea'?"

 The words "Brown Sugar Deer Pearl Milk Tea" were pronounced in standard Mandarin Chinese.

 Link did not rush to answer but began to search his memory earnestly.

 Even though the Krypton Card Drawing System that once served as his ace in the hole had left him, the Mind Closure Technique had become his second nature.

 Without the aid of learning cards, Link could still perform the Mind Closure Technique, could still conjure the Hall of Mind based on the theory of the Hall of Memories, and could still recall the past in meticulous detail.

 With a touch of a Wizard's magic on top of that.

 The scene of the first time he made Brown Sugar Deer Pearl Milk Tea for Elise, including but not limited to the setting, furniture, teaware, the fragrance of the tea, and Elise's emotional response, all appeared as images on a screen.

 It was as if Link's eyes were projectors and his brain the reel, with memories as the film's content, playing out a movie.

 [Elise took a small sip and a complex array of emotions flickered in her eyes.

 There was sweetness, regret, and pain.

 One after another, assorted scenes flashed before her.

 Laughter and conversation, solitary moments by the window, and strolls down streets with a cup in hand.

 She shook her head, casting aside those fragmented images that failed to form a complete narrative.

 Elise lowered her head, sipping on the milk tea with a flavor both familiar and strange, and chewed on the bittersweet, slightly burnt, and richly sweet deer pearls.

 It seemed she was misted by the steam from the hot milk tea, her eyes growing foggy and teary.

 "It's delicious."

 With a sniffle, Elise quietly expressed her appreciation.

 It had been so long since she had last tasted it.

 The other Elise within her murmured with sentiment.]

 All of Elise's expressions and actions at that time, those that could show emotion and will, were magnified and slowed down in detail.

 In addition, Link's reactions followed, also slowed and magnified, revealing every nuance.

 Looking at the content displayed on the screen, Elise recalled even more clearly the emotions and atmosphere of that time.

 "What were you thinking then?"

 Rapidly shaking off the effects of the memory boomerang, Elise asked softly.

 "I was thinking, you really are half a fellow countryman."

 Link responded truthfully.

 "Half a fellow countryman? Why would you feel that way?"

 Elise was curious.

 "Intuition."

 After frowning and pondering for a moment, Link said, "It's just an intuition. Even if you and I are both 'Foreign Guests,' our True Spirits could not possibly come from the same homeland."

 "Why not?"

 Elise pressed.

 Link thought about it and explained, "In my previous life, people of the same ethnicity but who were indoctrinated with different ideologies from a young age had discernible differences. Just as a tangerine turns bitter if grown in the north, so does one's nature change with the environment. A similar difference exists between you and me."

 "Really?"

 Without commenting on Link's statement, Elise began speaking on her own, "I was emotionally turbulent at the time, the residual personality from two lives ago interfered, disrupting my thoughts. I thought I had given enough hints."

 "What hints?"

 With furrowed brows, Link asked, puzzled.

 He genuinely did not understand what Elise referred to as "hints."

 He wasn't even sure to what aspect this "hint" belonged.

 "Never mind if you don't know; it's not important anymore."

 Elise waved her hand, sighed, and amidst her tranquil and refined demeanor, a hint of melancholy surfaced.

 Seeing Elise's state, Link grew more worried.

 Today's Elise seemed strangely different, neither like the mad Elise of the past nor like the Elise who had later severed her fragmented personality.

 It was more like the Elise by the name Clark.

 But hadn't Elise Clark purified all the remnants of her past and previous lives?

 Link had been there to witness it.

 The White Lotus Saintess, with her immense spiritual presence, containing countless worlds, binding untold sentient beings, had left a profound impression on him.

 One he dared not forget or lose.

 Wait a minute!

 The White Lotus Saintess?

 Could it be that the Elise from two lives ago, in some universe, was the White Lotus Saintess or an incarnation of her?

 The suspicion thus arose in Link's mind.

 "What are you thinking about?"

 At that moment, Elise Clark asked softly, her tone tender and soft.

 "I'm wondering if you are Elise Clark now, or 'Elise,' or perhaps the White Lotus Saintess herself."

 Without concealing anything, Link shared his suspicions and guesses.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 ``` 

 When speaking of "Elise" and the White Lotus Saintess, Link spoke in fluent Mandarin Chinese.

 Elise Clark gave a playful smile and winked her left eye, "Guess?"

 "I won't guess."

 Link shook his head, "I never try to guess what's in a woman's heart."

 "Boring."

 Elise Clark pouted her lips slightly and said with a hint of sarcasm, "Were you this dull when you spent time with Jasmine? What exactly did Jasmine like about you? She not only agreed to bear you a daughter, but she was also willing to endure the pains of separation and loneliness, all to watch your back for you!"

 "Today's meeting was to discuss something between us, it has nothing to do with Jasmine. Don't bring her into this," Link spoke calmly but with a firmness in his tone that undeniably drew a line.

 Elise Clark could sense from Link's posture just how resolute this will was, so she set aside her untimely jokes.

 Girls always tend to have small temperaments, and quite big ones at that.

 Elise Clark's face immediately turned cold as she said indifferently, "Link Grande, you are indeed good, a good husband indeed! Jasmine made the right decision marrying you!"

 "Thank you."

 Link replied without any change in his expression, then brought the conversation back from Elise Clark's deliberate digression, "Let's talk less of idleness and angry words, let's discuss the main topic."

 "Heh…"

 Elise Clark let out a few cold laughs, and in an instant, her temperament changed. She no longer seemed serene and mildly melancholic.

 The decisive Elise Clark, who went to the parallel universe, had returned.

 The aura of a level six sage was fully unleashed.

 The slightly agitated surface of the lake, pressed down by this aura, became instantly still as death, silent without a ripple.

 Faced with the aura of level six sage Elise Clark, Link remained unmoved, making no visible action, quietly dissolving it away.

 In this brief and simple clash of auras, Link discerned some of Elise Clark's limitations, and Elise Clark likewise learned some of Link's.

 Or rather, Link revealed some of his limitations to Elise, and she revealed some of hers to him.

 Having exchanged their insights, they concluded what seemed to be an unnecessarily roundabout and sluggish "exchange of pleasantries."

 "Let's change the setting. I don't want to talk about these petty matters here," said Elise Clark, proposing a change in venue before discussing the real issue.

 "Okay."

 Link agreed without hesitation.

 Memories may fade, but the beauty of the past shouldn't be tainted by extraneous matters.

 Doing so not only renders the past impure but might also spoil its beauty, making it disgusting!

 The two teleported away from the lakeside lawn of Ravensmouth College and arrived at a villa Elise Clark had acquired at some unknown time.

 This villa was located in the deep mountains with exceptionally beautiful scenery, but it had the drawback of not having sufficiently rich magic power.

 Therefore, few wizards, especially mid to high-level wizards, would choose to buy a villa or settle here.

 Living here, or occasionally taking a break in this place, indeed ensures tranquility.

 Sitting down in the living room, Elise instructed the smart steward to bring over two cups of black sugar deer pellet milk tea and directly asked, "Tell me, what's this important matter that you wanted to meet me for?"

 Link glanced at the black sugar deer pellet milk tea, which was quite different from his own recipe, and had no intention of taste it.

 Hearing Elise's question, Link said calmly, "I discovered something related to you. I'm here to inform you and also to hear your opinion on the matter."

 "Hmm."

 ```

 Elise nodded slightly, waiting for what Link would say next.

 Link continued, "The Element Sage took a bit of Life Light from me, and Mr. Xu Jing led me into the Long River of Time to stimulate my Life Light—both of them wanted to find a ray of light, or rather, determine the status of that light. Forty-five days ago, guided by the whisper of 'ruins' from my Life Light in the Long River of Time and my own intuition, I located the original coordinates of the Special Ruin World. There, I actively stimulated my Life Light and heard a new whisper, 'Elise'."

 The last word "Elise" was spoken by Link in his mother tongue from a previous life, Mandarin.

 This was also the original whisper of the Life Light that Link had heard at the coordinates of the heart of the Special Ruin World.

 Pausing slightly to give Elise time to think, Link continued, "According to the words of the Ancestor Heavenly Master from the Immortal God Civilization Universe, he discovered two rays of light coming from other universes at the source of the Long River of Time in the Immortal God Civilization Universe, passing through and falling into the Wizard Civilization Universe. The trajectory of one of the lights was clear, and it carried my True Spirit; the other remains unfound, and still search goes on."

 "So, based on various clues and your own discoveries, do you believe the other light carries my True Spirit?"

 After hearing Link's words, Elise smiled and said.

 "No, I don't think so."

 Link immediately denied Elise's statement without hesitation.

 "Then what do you think?"

 Elise asked, somewhat surprised and curious.

 "I don't have any particular thoughts, just felt it necessary to meet and talk with you."

 As Link spoke, his expression suddenly changed, and he continued, "Maybe I do have some thoughts, but they're not yet clear to me. Asking to meet you was an instinctual act. After all, it took me forty-five years of my lifespan to listen clearly to the whispers of the Life Light."

 "Is that so?"

 Elise believed Link's words and pondered.

 However, she did not immediately share her "thoughts" with Link, but instead took a sip of her brown-sugar deer-pellet milk tea.

 Even though she had adjusted the recipe herself to be closer to the original taste from her memory, in that moment, Elise suddenly felt that the cup of brown-sugar deer-pellet milk tea given by Link tasted better.

 Or rather, it wasn't that it tasted better, but that it matched her sentiments more.

 She quite fancied another cup.

 Thinking thus, Elise promptly requested.

 Link didn't decline, immediately agreeing, and followed the smart Steward into the kitchen to start brewing the milk tea.

 While Link was in the kitchen, Elise engaged in deep contemplation.

 She had heard a bit about the matter of the two lights.

 Indeed, she also understood the secret news that Great Sage Mitchell had been fixed in fate by one of the lights right after he switched to cultivation and was elevated to Celestial Lord.

 The matter confirmed jointly by the Celestial Court of the Immortal God Civilization and the Supreme Council of the Wizard Civilization—that the True Spirit of Link Grande was the entity carried by one of the two lights with a clear trajectory—could not be mistaken.

 The whereabouts of the other light being unknown must indeed be just that, unknown, and there is no clue as to the entity it carries.

 Now, with the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council jointly using the "shell" of the second light to lay out the fate of Celestial Lord Mitchell and still desperately searching for what the second light carries, it is clear how significant both are.

 Since Link Grande's True Spirit was an entity carried within one of the lights, the profound connection that his Life Light can generate, its resonance with the Long River of Time, must be highly related to the entity carried by the second light.

 Whether it's the "spectating" of the Element Sage and Mr. Xu Jing, or Link hearing the whisper at the original coordinates of the heart of the Special Ruin World at the cost of forty-five years of his lifespan, it all points to her, Elise Clark.

 As it happens, she, Elise Clark, is a 'Foreign Guest'—a True Spirit from outside the Wizard Civilization—and the exact special 'Foreign Guest' predicted by the Saint of Nostrodamus before his demise. Indeed, it was with her at the core that the channel between the two universes was opened.

 Based on these special circumstances, if she were to say she isn't the True Spirit carried by the second light, or that she has no connection with it, she wouldn't believe it herself.

 The truth is, she indeed has a profound connection with the second light!

 When Elise concluded her deep contemplation, Link had also come out of the kitchen with a cup of brown-sugar deer-pellet milk tea.

 After taking a sip of Link's version of the brown-sugar deer-pellet milk tea, finding it matched the taste in her memory, and feeling content with her heart's desire, Elise casually said, "You were right about one thing, I really am only half your countryman. And strictly speaking..."

 "I am not the 'Foreign Guest'!"
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 "What do you mean?" 

 Facing Elise's explosive revelation, Link calmly spoke, calmly inquiring.

 He seemed not to be surprised in the slightest.

 Actually, he was already harboring doubts in his heart and guessing the reasons behind Elise's statement.

 After all, Elise's special identity as a 'special guest' had been unanimously affirmed by the five Saints of the Supreme Council.

 The Immortal God Tomorrow Court had accepted this fact.

 Elise indeed had passed a series of tests, opened the channel between the two universes, and fulfilled the prophecy made by Nostrodamus before the curtain of silence fell.

 Now, Elise suddenly says she doesn't count as a 'special guest,' which must have its reasons.

 And this reason was very, very important!

 Elise didn't beat around the bush, letting Link guess wildly; she directly gave a hint, "If the Wizard's Civilization can have 'Foreign Guests,' True Spirits from other civilizations or even other universes, naturally some True Spirits can also drift to other civilizations or even other universes, becoming 'Foreign Guests' of other civilizations and universes."

 Link, as if enlightened, tentatively asked, "Do you mean to say that you were originally a wizard of the Wizard's Civilization who accidentally became a 'Foreign Guest' in another universe and then found a way to return to the Wizard's Civilization?"

 "Exactly."

 Elise nodded her head, unconcernedly admitting it as if it were a common trifle, rather than a major matter that both the Immortal God Tomorrow Court and the High Council of the Wizard's Civilization were investigating with all their might.

 As if, returning to the Wizard Civilization Universe from another universe were a trivial and unremarkable matter.

 Suppressing the absurdity welling up inside, Link continued to probe, "So, your True Spirit really was the payload within the second beam of light?"

 "No."

 Elise denied this point and then said, "The payload within the second beam of light was indeed the 'Special Ruin World' recognized by the Supreme Council. Of course, it has now become my Destiny World."

 Upon hearing this, Link fell silent for a moment and then frankly said, "I still don't quite understand some aspects."

 Elise smiled, "Which aspects? Say it. Whatever I can answer, I will answer today, for you might not find this chance again."

 "The two beams of light, based on the information I've received, one beam carried my True Spirit, another carried the Special Ruin World, and the 'shell' of the second beam was used by the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council to bind the fate of Celestial Lord Michelle. So where did the 'shell' of the first beam go? What was it used for?"

 With a calm expression and a somewhat heavy tone, Link voiced the puzzle in his heart.

 Umm… or rather, Link had already figured out the answer to this puzzle in his heart, and he was here merely to confirm it with Elise.

 Taking a deep breath, Elise met Link's piercing gaze and replied gravely, "Just as you think, the 'shell' that carried your True Spirit was used to bind your fate. However..."

 "However, what?"

 Link was quite curious about this point.

 And intuitively, he sensed that this point was very important.

 "However, there was a hiccup."

 Elise's tone became somewhat strange, tinged with helplessness, anger, and a mix of bitterness and grievances.

 Various emotions intermingled, but what ultimately emerged was a sense of loneliness and desolation.

 "What kind of hiccup?"

 Link took in Elise's demeanor, but rather than offering comfort, he first rushed to inquire about the core matter.

 It's important to have boundaries in life.

 Having married Jasmine and fathered a daughter, he shouldn't give other female friends excessive concern.

 In doing so, he was acting responsibly toward himself, Jasmine, and other female friends.

 To tell the truth, under the current circumstances, Elise wasn't devoid of disappointment, but that was all it was – disappointment.

 However, being late was being late.

 A friend was a friend.

 There was nothing to complain about, just acceptance.

 Quickly adjusting her slightly fluctuating emotions, Elise said, "The Will of the Wizard World is an exceptionally special existence. Not to mention in our universe, even among many other universes, it is a uniquely special presence. The reason is not only that it has merged the consciousness of the five Saints and the collective mind of five wizard sects, but there's also a particularly special aspect."

 Pausing slightly, Elise spoke with extraordinary gravity, "That is, the Wizard's Civilization didn't have a long history of development, yet it developed to its peak in a short time, assimilating many civilizations and their World Wills. Just as eating too much can lead to indigestion, so can a World Will.

 To help the Wizard World Will assimilate more quickly, the wizards created entities known as 'Foreign Guests.'

 Utilizing the fact that multiple parallel universes are not always parallel, they attracted special True Spirits from other civilizations or even other universes, spawned 'Foreign Guests,' and promoted the integration and diverse development of the Wizard's Civilization, using hardware improvements to stimulate software evolution.

 Through this process, the Will of the Wizard World developed bit by bit into its current special form.

 It's not too clear to explain in a few words, but that's the general idea."

 After listening to Elise's lengthy discourse, Link wasn't confused. He grasped the subtext of Elise's words and directly asked, "So what you mean is, the special form of the Will of the Wizard World intervened in 'your' arrangements? And that it did so deliberately?"

 Instead of answering, Elise countered with a question, "Do you remember what I once told you about the circumstances under which I was born?"

 "I remember."
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 Link nodded in response, "I remember you saying that you were born on the battlefield, and many flaws were carried from the womb."

 "This is the doing of the Wizard World Will."

 Elise said indifferently.

 Upon hearing this, Link fell silent for a long time.

 The more information he acquired, the more doubts arose in his mind.

 Link felt he needed to sort things out.

 If the information he had obtained was accurate and complete, some things could be confirmed, while some questions consequently sprang up.

 The Ancestor Heavenly Master had said that two beams of light from the source of the Long River of Time in other universes, passed through the Immortal God Civilization Universe and traveled to the Wizard Civilization Universe.

 Firstly, the first beam of light carried Link Grande's True Spirit; the "shell" was also used to bind Link Grande's fate, propelling him to face his current situation, whether actively or passively.

 So the question arises, given that Link Grande's previous life was merely that of an extraordinarily ordinary commoner, why was he treated in such a manner?

 Not only hitching a "free ride" across the universe but also receiving special treatment?

 Secondly, the second beam of light carried the "Special Ruin World."

 This also indirectly explained a phenomenon that Link couldn't understand after reaching the Special Ruin World twice.

 Why would humans, supposedly in the midst of a large-scale war enveloping the whole world, suddenly disappear collectively, leaving only the traces of war and intelligent machinery?

 The likely reason is that they were selected by the second beam of light and then turned to ash under the force of a power that technology could not withstand.

 Just like in a movie from Link's past life, where wearing a glove studded with five gems, a snap of the fingers made half the life in the universe disappear.

 The question arises, when exactly did these two beams of light arrive in the Wizard Civilization?

 After all, the origin of the Intelligence Mechanism Wizards seems to stem from the Special Ruin World, yet it has been sublimated to a level of technology unthinkable to the Special Ruin World.

 And the Intelligence Mechanic Saint had already reached the pinnacle of Saints before the epic battle between the Wizard Civilization and the Divine Civilizations.

 From this point of view, the two beams of light must have reached this universe before the origin of the Intelligence Mechanism Wizard sect.

 Further considering that before Elise Clark there was another Beast Taming Wizard, Elise Meysia, born in the North Region hundreds of years ago, can it be determined that the two beams of light had already "awakened" and started being active at least hundreds of years ago?

 Or, maybe the two beams of light are just two beams of light, and "Elise" is just "Elise."

 It's not the two beams of light driving Elise's activity, but rather Elise manipulating the two beams of light.

 After all, one beam of light carried Link's True Spirit, and the other carried the Special Ruin World.

 This is the last item Link needed to clarify.

 In the end, how did Elise's True Spirit return to the Wizard Civilization Universe?

 With insufficient status and insufficient experience, Link thought about it for a while but couldn't figure it out.

 Instead, he found himself with even more questions.

 Slowly closing his eyes, Link employed the Mind Closure Technique that he hadn't used in a long time, cutting off distractions.

 Mind instantly cleared, he focused on the core issue.

 As long as the core is grasped, all other problems can essentially cease to be issues.

 "Why is it me?"

 Link opened his eyes, gazing directly into Elise's eyes, and asked solemnly.

 "What do you mean, why is it you?"

 Elise asked calmly, "Why did they carry your True Spirit across the universe to the Wizard Civilization? Why not try to have you born hundreds of years ago? Why bind your fate?"

 "Hmm."

 Link nodded, waiting for Elise's answer.

 "There is no why."

 Elise said softly, "What happened, happened; there is no why."

 To be honest, receiving such an answer, Link wasn't completely unprepared.

 Anticipating it is one thing; accepting it is another.

 Even if he could accept it, whether he could accept it joyfully was yet another matter.

 Link's current situation was that he could accept, but not joyfully so.

 "Any more questions?"

 At this moment, Elise took another gentle sip of her brown sugar deer pill milk tea and asked softly.

 "Yes."

 Link nodded, then glanced at the milk tea in Elise's hand.

 After a moment's thought, Link also picked up his own brown sugar deer pill milk tea and took a sip.

 For a long time, Link had been drinking green tea and black tea, and it had been a while since he had milk tea, finding it hard to adjust to the sweetness.

 He frowned unconsciously.

 Elise, keenly aware of this, considerately said, "If you don't like it, you don't have to drink."

 "I used to like it quite a bit."

 Link replied indifferently.

 "Just in the past?"

 Elise seemed very concerned about this.

 "Just in the past."

 Link paused for a moment, without pretense and without deceit.

 "What about Jasmine? Does she still like it?"

 Elise shifted the conversation.

 "She's okay with it, drinks it occasionally."

 Link continued to answer truthfully.

 Elise took a deep breath and smiled, "Let's talk business then. What other questions do you have?"

 Facing Elise's somewhat complex gaze, Link calmly asked, "Why bind my destiny?"

 "Actually, it's not binding, it's defining a range."

 Elise first corrected one of Link's expressions and then said, "Destiny is something that exists but cannot be blindly believed in, nor completely denied. It's mysterious and contradictory. I can now frankly tell you a few things. Listen, think about it, and after thinking, if you still have questions, don't ask me immediately; discover and understand them slowly on your own."

 "Alright."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 Elise continued:

 "Two beams of light were like snowboards. My True Spirit rode the snowboard, sliding from the universe of my rebirth's Long River of Time into the origin of the Long River of Time in the Wizard Civilization Universe.

 The universe from which it came was quite far from the Wizard Civilization Universe, passing through several universes in between, including the Immortal God Civilization Universe.

 Before passing through the Immortal God Civilization Universe, a few accidents occurred.

 Firstly, in a parallel universe of an Immortal God civilization, you were accidentally brought along;

 Secondly, in the mirror parallel universe of the parallel universe where you were brought along, the Supreme Council later recognized it as a Special Ruin World;

 Thirdly, at the source of a universe's Long River of Time, a conflict erupted with a great entity;

 Fourthly, while passing through the Immortal God Civilization Universe, due to unstable state, a mystical binding was created;

 Fifthly, after returning to the Wizard Civilization Universe, injuries erupted, leading to near-death hibernation;

 Sixthly, the post-reincarnation strategies that were laid out began to spiral out of control due to a series of unexpected events."

 After pausing to let Link digest this information, Elise continued:

 "The one called Elise Clark was not 'my' several lifetimes ago but a dream I had during my near-death hibernation.

 This dream is related to you, to the Special Ruin World, and more so to the fact that the Special Ruin World is the mirror world of the world where you lived in your past life.

 It took me a great deal of effort to break free from the endless dream and struggle to wake up.

 The mystical binding that had already formed between us became even deeper.

 Initially, I was reluctant to reincarnate with the binding into the Wizard Civilization, as it would hinder my return to the peak.

 So, there was the Beast Taming Wizard Elise Meysia several hundred years ago.

 Facing a failed reincarnation, I had to change strategy, no longer fleeing from the binding with you.

 So, I completely discarded the exposed snowboard, attracting the attention of the Will of the Wizard World and that of those who had vaguely discovered my existence at that time.

 This led to the prophecy of The Saint of Nostrodam.

 Then, using another snowboard, I defined your destiny and used your destiny as an anchor for reincarnation.

 Unexpectedly, an accident still occurred.

 The Will of the Wizard World intervened at the last moment during my reincarnation.

 Everything that happened next was not in my plan."

 Having listened to this heartfelt confession, Link understood many of his confusions but, as Elise had predicted, also developed some new questions.

 But since Elise had told him not to rush asking, Link didn't rush his questions either.

 He kept them in his heart, slowly observing, slowly thinking.

 For instance, what exactly was the difference between the 'I' Elise spoke of and myself?

 Or, was he truly an anchor, or just a decoy?
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 One thing was certain. 

 If what Elise Clark had said was true, her true status ought to be no different from that of a Saint.

 However, since their acquaintance, Elise Clark had not demonstrated many peculiarities—at least, not as effortlessly as Saint reincarnate Lotson, for whom advancement seemed as simple as eating and drinking.

 Particularly before the initiation of the test in the Special Ruin World, she was merely considered an ordinary genius.

 Considering the test in the Special Ruin World, another question arose in Link's mind.

 That is, who had set up this test?

 Was it Elise, the 'me' in Elise Clark's words, who could traverse the origins of the Long River of Time across many universes and return to the Wizard Civilization Universe?

 Or was it a rule formed through the coupling of the Wizard World Will and the celestial rules of the Immortal God Civilization following their collision?

 This question was destined to remain unresolved and was not suitable to ask Elise again.

 Link decided to keep it, along with other unsolved or newly emerged questions, hidden in his heart.

 After concluding their serious discussion, Link did not immediately bid his farewell and leave but stayed with Elise Clark to finish a cup of brown sugar deer ball milk tea.

 As the saying goes, "What is known need not be spoken."

 Explaining some things, however straightforward, might not necessarily result in a positive impact.

 After such a candid exchange today, the relationship between Link and Elise Clark was bound to change.

 For now, it seemed unlikely to deteriorate too much or too quickly.

 But it could never return to the same intimate, yet clearly bounded state as before.

 Therefore, sitting together leisurely enjoying milk tea might no longer be possible in the future.

 Setting down the translucent glass cup, Link said his goodbyes and got up to leave.

 Watching Link's retreating figure who did not look back or pause, Elise gently sniffed and lowered her gaze to the two empty cups in front of her, silent and wordless.

 A moment later, an illusory figure with features, temperament, and aura exactly like Elise, only dressed differently, appeared on the chair Link had previously occupied.

 Ding! Ding!

 Though the illusion was insubstantial, tapping on the glass cup produced a crisp, real sound.

 Elise looked up at the sound and frowned coldly, "What are you out here for?"

 "You?"

 The illusory figure covered its mouth and chuckled softly, "It seems you still don't want to admit that I am you, and you are me."

 With that, the smile on the illusion's face grew more pronounced, and it said with a smile, "Yes, after so much effort to separate the dream-spawned Elise, the pitiful Beast Taming Wizard Elise Meysia, and so many fragmented and disordered personas, how could you possibly admit I exist?"

 "What are you trying to say? What do you want to do?"

 Elise seemed not to hear the illusion's words, and asked coldly instead.

 "I don't want to say or do anything, and even if I did, would you allow me to talk or act?"

 The illusion withdrew its smile, lowered its hand from covering its mouth, spread both hands in a helpless gesture, and said, "The body is yours, the will is yours, the Sea of Consciousness is yours, the Destiny World is yours, everything is yours, what can I do?"

 Elise's brows furrowed tighter, her tone growing more impatient, "I don't have much time to argue with you; if you don't speak within ten seconds, I'll slash you once."

 "Ah, I'm so scared..."

 The illusion affected a coquettish voice but then immediately acted aggrieved, clutching its chest and speaking timidly, "I just wanted to try the taste of black sugar deer ball milk tea. You know, when I was born in the Wizard World, the food was bad. Unluckily transported to other universes as a 'Foreign Guest,' and eager to return, I never paid attention to any gourmet food or pleasures. I really wanted to taste the black sugar deer ball milk tea that you've been fixated on."

 This act was more sickening than the brown sugar flavor and the cloying aroma of the deer ball milk tea.

 Ironically, the illusion bore an identical face to Elise Clark.

 Seeing this, Elise Clark could no longer endure.

 With a thought, she expertly used the "Slashing Self" technique, honed during the nine trials of the Special Ruin World.

 The illusion let out a pitiful scream of "Ah," tearfully aggrieved, staring deeply at Elise Clark with utter resentment, her chest heaving dramatically, lips quivering, and finally gasping out in a whisper, "You... you... you're so cruel... your heart is so cruel!"

 Elise Clark wanted to lash out again at that.

 However, the "Slashing Self" technique was a move that injured both the user and the target, killing a thousand enemies while self-inflicting eight hundred injuries; it should not be overused.

 The illusion emerged at this time, trying every possible way to disgust Elise Clark, using an incitement strategy, provoking her to overuse the "Slashing Self" technique.

 The more it was used, the more Elise Clark's "True Self" would be weakened due to repeated injuries, eventually losing suppressive power over the illusion.

 In turn, the illusion could pry open a gap to escape from the heavy suppression and seals.

 Taking a deep breath, Elise Clark restrained the impulse stirring in her heart.

 This left the illusion quite displeased, and then with that displeasure, it "died."

 Gazing at the now empty but contaminated chair and glass cup, Elise Clark stood and moved towards the window, looking out at the transportation vehicle driven by Link.
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 In no more than a few seconds, the rapidly moving transportation vehicle had disappeared from Elise's view.

 "Alas!"

 With a long sigh, Elise Clark's mind moved, and she closed the curtains.

 She also took a few steps back, retreating into the shadows.

 The vehicle driven by Link now also entered a shadowy area.

 Moments later, the vehicle ascended in altitude and entered the starship that had opened its docking bay doors.

 The starship, with its destination coordinates already set, immediately set off toward the Central Plains of the Wizard Continent's Supreme Council.

 Her return to Wizard's civilization was now complete.

 Despite still having some unresolved questions, she was sufficiently unencumbered to set off.

 Link was about to officially embark on the journey to face his "set destiny."

 As the starship traveled within the internal space of Wizard World, it certainly couldn't be as free as when sailing through outer space; it had to follow the routes delineated by the Supreme Council and avoid the many no-fly zones set by other Wizard Forces.

 As a result, it could not achieve high speeds and took quite some time to reach the Central Plains.

 Having docked at the designated port, Link, in the face of the astonished looks from the Wizards of the Supreme Council, stretched out his hand and shrank the starship, capturing it in his palm.

 It wasn't that the High Council Wizard at the port lacked insight, unaware of the miniaturization capabilities that have long been prevalent in Wizard's civilization.

 But this starship was too large; the cost to miniaturize it might exceed the cost of constructing all the warships in a Seventh-level Sage-level Star Fleet.

 The data available to the High Council Wizard working at this port showed that the Wizard Colin Delange before him was only a Level Five Sage!

 What kind of Level Five Sage could be so outrageously extravagant?

 There was either a powerful father, a great-grandfather, or a mighty family behind him.

 Regardless of which, this Wizard Colin Delange was not someone to be trifled with.

 Serving at the Supreme Council may sound dignified, but only oneself knows the true humility of the reality.

 The port wizard's thoughts churned continuously as he put on a smile and approached Link enthusiastically.

 Link discerned something and glanced at the starship lying in his right palm that had not yet been stored in the special containment bag, understanding everything.

 Remembering his new persona, Link was extremely aloof, and indifferently said, "No need to serve me, stand down."

 After dropping the comment, Link ignored the port wizard whose expression instantly fell and looked rather ugly as he left without a further glance.

 The port wizard half turned and stared at Link's departing figure for a while, letting out a sigh of admiration, "It is truly a different demeanor for a wizard from a high-born and noble family."

 Link, with his sharp hearing, caught this sigh very clearly and could not help but frown.

 When had the customs of the Supreme Council changed to this extent?

 Wizards worship power and pursue freedom even more.

 If there were many Wizards like the port wizard who submitted to power and forgot their pursuit of freedom, could Wizard's civilization ever reach its peak again?

 Never mind reaching the peak, he feared it could lead to a landslide and complete collapse.

 However, without a position, one should not meddle in politics.

 Link, just a minor Level Five Sage without an established Wizard Force of his own or even halfway to holding office at the Supreme Council, was not in a place to worry about such matters.

 What he should be doing now was to quietly return to the Immortal God Civilization Universe using the fake identity provided by Medici Sage.

 If this fake identity could avoid the eyes of the Immortal God Civilization Universe, so much the better.

 Even if it couldn't, and he was discovered by either the Celestial Court or the Heavenly Master's Mansion, it wouldn't matter.

 It was a plan to kill two birds with one stone, prepared with different follow-up plans for different scenarios.

 Having left the port, Link directly went to the application point for the use of the Two-Universe Passage.

 According to the cooperation agreement, the Medici Sixth-level Sage had already taken care of everything, and after Link arrived at the application point, he received the treatment of a VIP among VIPs, with everything expedited.

 In less than ten minutes, Link obtained the permit for the use of the passage.

 And his position was extremely favorable.

 This scene filled the wizards, who had separated from their affiliations to try to make a name for themselves in a Parallel Universe, with envy, but they were helpless to do anything about it.

 But the seeds of anger had already been sown.

 Many wizards couldn't understand why someone from a high-born and noble family, who already possessed so much, would stoop to compete for resources with low-level wizards like them.

 Can't you use the channels of your high and noble families?

 Feeling the many complex gazes from behind, Link's heart was in turmoil.

 In fact, Link had always been somewhat puzzled by The Saint of Nostrodam's prophecy before his silent demise.

 Link was also skeptical about the decision of the High Council of Wizard's Civilization to fully commit to exploring parallel universes.

 The so-called upheaval that had not occurred in thousands of years was a general statement.

 It could be understood as the long-term impact brought about by opening the channels to parallel universes.

 It could also be interpreted as the Wizard's Civilization and the civilization of the gods determining a victor, or once again both being harmed and declining simultaneously.

 However, whether intentional or not, the majority of wizards followed the will of the Supreme Council, believing that the upheaval that had not occurred in thousands of years was about opening up parallel universes to further advance Wizard's Civilization, accumulating enough power to crush the civilization of the gods in one fell swoop.

 But what is the reality?

 The reality is, while expanding into parallel universes, Wizard's Civilization must also withstand the increasingly frantic attacks of the already hostile civilization of the gods who have clearly noticed something amiss.

 The reality is, expanding into parallel universes means that Wizard's Civilization must compete with Immortal God Civilization and battle with demon civilization.

 Fighting on multiple fronts is a great taboo for the military.

 Now, the Supreme Council has again highlighted a cruel reality in all aspects.

 That is the solidification of social hierarchy, or rather the trend towards hierarchy stratification.

 What is the Supreme Council trying to do?

 What are the thoughts of the five Saints on Earth?

 One question after another caused Link's mind to become chaotic.

 Link had no choice but to summon the "Sword of Wisdom" to cut through these distractions and stop considering matters that he shouldn't concern himself with.

 Focus on himself, focus on his family, focus on his companions, focus on the Grande Sage Army and "Do Anything Freely."

 It wasn't long before, after Link had sorted out his thoughts, it was his turn to use the inter-universe channel to go to Immortal God Civilization Universe.

 After prolonged non-stop expansion and construction, there were no less than twenty channels built between the two universes.

 Between channel and channel, the specifications were different, the capacity limits differed, the speeds varied, and the times consumed were different.

 There were six channels reserved for use by individuals and small groups.

 As a privileged person, Link naturally used the highest specification, highest capacity limit, fastest speed, and shortest time among the six channels.

 From obtaining the permission certificate to entering the channel took less than ten minutes.

 From entering the channel to arriving in Immortal God Civilization Universe, it seemed to happen in an instant, but in reality, an hour had passed.

 The time here was timed according to the flow of time in Wizard's Civilization.

 Medici Sixth-level Sage was waiting at the other end of the channel with five of his team members to welcome Link.

 Just as Link had used a false identity and disguise, Medici Sixth-level Sage and his five team members were similarly disguised.

 "Long time no see, Wizard Grande."

 Medici Sixth-level Sage stretched out his right hand from afar, warmly welcoming Link.

 "Long time no see."

 Link and Medici Sixth-level Sage shook hands briefly and then corrected him, "Please call me Wizard Delange, thank you."

 "Ha ha..."

 Medici Sixth-level Sage laughed loudly, correcting himself, "You see, my memory, indeed, it should be 'Wizard Delange.'

 As the exchange ended, a team member, who was also a Fourth Level Sage, stepped forward to remind, "Wizard Medici, Wizard Delange, we must get going. The preparations on the other side are complete, just waiting for us to come over."

 "Shall we go then?"

 Upon hearing this, Medici Sage looked at Link, seeking his opinion.

 "Yes."

 Link nodded in agreement.

 The group of seven quickly left the gateway between the two universes and headed towards the "other side" mentioned by the team member.

 The entire process avoided all gazes as much as possible.

 It proceeded quietly.
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 "You've come." 

 Having taken off his wizard's robe and donned a formal robe, Celestial Lord Michelle greeted Link with a gentle smile.

 His entire demeanor seemed utterly detached from worldly concerns.

 "Yes."

 Link nodded lightly.

 The "other side" where the Medici Sixth-level Sage and his team secretly took Link turned out to be the current residence of Celestial Lord Michelle.

 Or rather, it was Link who, through the Medici Sixth-level Sage and the Element Sage backing him, facilitated this meeting.

 Link wanted to meet Celestial Lord Michelle and see the "shell" that bound the second beam of light of Celestial Lord Michelle's fate.

 "Surprised to see me like this?"

 Celestial Lord Michelle's eyes, no longer murky but clear and filled with wisdom, perceived Link's confusion and he asked with a smirk.

 "Yes."

 Link nodded again.

 After a moment of thought, Link spoke. "Before coming here, I had imagined what state you might be in now, but I never thought that your mindset would be this tranquil."

 "Oh?"

 Celestial Lord Michelle seemed intrigued by Link's statement. "Explain why you thought my mindset would be disturbed?"

 Link did not hold back and said directly, "From the style you previously demonstrated, you always seemed like a person who would never rest until you achieved your goals, always wanting to be in charge."

 "So?"

 Celestial Lord Michelle raised an eyebrow, increasingly curious.

 "So, I thought that even if you changed your path and successfully advanced, solving the crisis of your depleting lifespan, you would have lost your freedom and likely harbored resentment and anger, always thinking about how to break free and regain your freedom."

 Link continued, expressing his thoughts plainly.

 "Ha!"

 With a snort of laughter, Celestial Lord Michelle then said, "How do you know I'm not always thinking about how to break free and regain my freedom? Maybe my tranquility is just a guise. Pretending to be foolish is not difficult; anyone can do it, right?"

 Link fell silent.

 It wasn't that he had no reply, but he felt that such words did not merit a response.

 Why does the Path of the Wizard demand truth during the "Metamorphosis Period" when a Tier 3 wizard advances to a Fourth Level Sage?

 Why can the realm of Seeing God for the Human Immortal Martial Artists reveal the true nature and mind?

 It's for the same reason.

 Only when a person clearly sees their own heart can they walk further and climb higher.

 Celestial Lord Michelle, having potentially reached the furthest and highest, would surely have achieved a clear understanding of his nature.

 When facing the imminent end of his lifespan, Michelle did not want to die and hence tried all means, using every method to extend his life and advance.

 Now, from Link's perspective, if Celestial Lord Michelle wanted to do something, he would certainly not engage in any guise.

 Because if Celestial Lord Michelle wanted to break free and regain his freedom, he would face the same Celestial Masters, Heavenly Immortals, and Saints.

 If as a Level Nine Great Sage he did not disguise, why would he need to do so now that he has become a Celestial Lord? Would that not imply that his advancement was in vain?

 "You're oversimplifying things."

 Celestial Lord Michelle, as if he had seen through Link's thoughts, chuckled. "That was then, this is now. In the past, I could openly reveal my intentions because even if I didn't, everyone could guess them. What was there to disguise for someone on the brink of death? But now it's different..."

 With that, Celestial Lord Michelle sighed and fell silent.

 The atmosphere between the two suddenly grew silent.

 Link didn't let the silence linger for long, shifting the topic to the main matter of his visit today. "Celestial Lord, there's a question that's been in my heart for a long time that I would like to presumptuously ask."

 "Ask."

 Celestial Lord Michelle smiled, once again appearing very tranquil.

 After organizing his thoughts slightly, Link asked, "The reincarnated Saint Lotson told me that you personally claimed to have never said that you wanted to own Link Grande. If so, why has the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell targeted me time and again?"

 "That question..."

 Celestial Lord Michelle's smile widened as he spoke, "That question you cannot ask me; you need to ask the reincarnated Saint."

 "Why?"

 Link was very puzzled, filled with incomprehension.

 It was clearly the behavior of your subordinates at the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, so why ask the reincarnated Saint?

 This seemed somewhat illogical.

 Celestial Lord Michelle did not leave Link to make wild guesses but directly revealed the reason. "Who told the reincarnated Saint to make a prophecy about an unprecedented major upheaval thousands of years ago? At that time, the name Wizard Link Grande was very prominent. Even the attention drawn by the 'Foreign Guest' Elise Clark as predicted by the prophecy was less than yours. From any perspective, you should have been the special 'Foreign Guest' expected by the prophecy!"

 Pausing momentarily, Celestial Lord Michelle then asked, "Do you remember what I was doing at that time?"

 "I remember."

 "Which ones?"

 Without thinking, Link responded, "Extending your lifespan, coveting the position of the Mysterious Sage Wizard."

 "Exactly."

 Celestial Lord Michelle nodded, "Whether it was extending my lifespan or coveting the position of the Mysterious Sage Wizard, it involved dealing with the moves laid down by the Saint of Nostrodamus before his reincarnation. So, guess whether your so-called 'Krypton Gold Card Drawing System' was exposed to my eyes?"

 "I don't know, and I don't want to guess."

 Link shook his head, expressing his true thoughts.

 But in his heart, he already had an answer.

 Looking back on the last confrontation between Ravensmouth College and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell in the Wizard Civilization Universe, it was quite evident that at that time, both the Great Sage Mitchell and the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell were heavily suppressed.
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Not only did Ravensmouth College make full preparations in all aspects and receive ample time to develop, they also did not go all out immediately after the confrontation started.

 The concerns and precautions of the Great Sage Mitchell and the Sect from Tower of Great Sage Michelle were not groundless.

 Indeed, the concerns and precautions of the Great Sage Mitchell and the Sect from Tower of Great Sage Michelle proved to be worthwhile.

 The Supreme Council intervened in that confrontation, taking sides, and so did the Will of the Wizard World.

 Perhaps, from the time before the confrontation even started, the Great Sage Mitchell had already foreseen this outcome.

 After all, it was he who dared to covet the position of a Saint Wizard of the Mysterious System; to say that the Great Sage Mitchell had no expertise or insufficient expertise in the two major branches of the Mysterious System—curse and prophecy—who would believe that?

 Based on this, even if the Great Sage Mitchell had not foretold the existence of Link, he could unravel the various fallbacks under the grand scheme of Nostrodamus and discover the "Krypton Gold Card Drawing System" residing within Link.

 Thus, Link genuinely believed that the Celestial Lord Michelle had long since noticed the existence of the "Krypton Gold Card Drawing System."

 "Ah!"

 Celestial Lord Michelle sighed, seeming somewhat bored, and lamented, "That's no fun, you believe too quickly."

 "I have to believe."

 Link replied indifferently.

 "Hehe…"

 After a light chuckle, Celestial Lord Michelle continued the topic he hadn't finished earlier, "In my view at the time, extending life and ascending were two sides of the same coin, but in fact, there was another path that could be taken. This path is extremely rugged and full of risks; one false step could mean complete annihilation. Suddenly one day, I realized that no matter whether it's extending life, ascending, or that rugged path—transmigration—all could not avoid one person, the Saint of Nostrodamus! Tell me, should I not capture Wizard Link Grande, who clearly carries a very important fallback of the Saint of Nostrodamus, and study him carefully? Or perhaps…"

 "Or what?"

 Link keenly sensed that the unsaid "or" from Celestial Lord Michelle was the real motive behind the Sect from the Tower of Great Sage Michelle targeting him multiple times.

 Celestial Lord Michelle's face grew more amused: "Or, just like a cat hunting a mouse, by targeting you, I might draw out more of the Saint of Nostrodamus's fallbacks, and… give me a peek at more opportunities for ascension."

 Upon hearing this, Link fell silent.

 As the saying goes, to beat the grass and startle the snake, and to throw a stone and ask the way.

 It turns out that in the eyes of Celestial Lord Michelle, he, Link Grande, was the grass that got beat, the stone that was thrown.

 The goal was to test the Saint of Nostrodamus and others, as well as to find a new path.

 Upon realizing this, Link didn't feel the slightest discomfort or offense.

 It's not the fear of being of use in someone else's eyes, rather it's the fear of having no value to be used.

 People come and go, interest comes and goes.

 In any civilization, in any world, in the end, it all comes down to interest.

 Based on interest, using and being used become the mainstream.

 After a moment, Link came out of his silence and said gravely, "So, in targeting me, did you find the real opportunity for ascension, which lies in this universe?"

 "From the insight gained when you decisively abandoned the 'Krypton Gold Card Drawing System', which granted you tremendous help and could even be said to be your foundation."

 Celestial Lord Michelle said with a smile, shocking and surprising Link greatly with his words.

 "How did you come to that conclusion?"

 With curiosity, one should ask without hesitation.

 "Hmm…"

 Celestial Lord Michelle pondered for a moment, as though choosing his words carefully, then continued, "Perhaps I realized it myself, or maybe the Wizard World Will secretly took action, or possibly those five cunning elders made a move. In any case, when I saw that you could even give up your very foundations, I was stirred, I gained enlightenment, or perhaps I was reminded of the principle of life coming from death, of spring after winter. Therefore, I, whether proactively or passively, pushed myself and the Sect from the Tower of Great Sage Michelle into a desperate situation where I had no choice but to relocate my entire family to this universe's brink of extinction."

 "I understand."

 Link nodded.

 This was perhaps the essence of fighting with one's back against the river.

 How can one unleash the last bit of strength without being pushed to the brink?

 "Then, the two fleets that the Sect from the Tower of Great Sage Michelle dispatched a while back, one attacking the Ravensmouth Academy Advance Team and the other surrounding me, were they also an active or passive measure by you, Celestial Lord?"

 Link promptly asked the question to which he had received only a partial answer from the Elemental Saint.

 "Perhaps,"

 However, Celestial Lord Michelle did not directly answer Link's question, opting instead to offer an ambiguous and evasive reply.

 This made Link speculate further.

 Could there be another explanation for this matter?

 The pledge of allegiance, or as Lotson said, was it truly at will?

 Rapidly considering it in his mind and coming up with no useful leads, Link decisively pushed aside these random thoughts and did not continue to inquire.

 The attitude of Celestial Lord Michelle was quite clear; they did not wish to directly answer the question.

 Persisting in asking would be futile and might even irritate the other party.

 Just because Celestial Lord Michelle was so amiable now, answering almost every question, didn't mean they would be the same next time.

 Human thoughts are fickle; who knows what they will be like later?

 Therefore, taking advantage of the current opportunity, Link intended to bring up the real reason for his visit to Celestial Lord Michelle.

 "Celestial Lord, I wish to..."

 But just as Link opened his mouth to make his request, wanting to see the light that bound Celestial Lord Michelle's fate, Michelle raised their right hand and stopped him mid-sentence.

 The attitude of Celestial Lord Michelle remained placid, but the smile on their face faded as they said indifferently, "I know what you want to see. I can only tell you it's not that I don't want to show you, but rather that I cannot. Whether you can see it or not depends on if you can summon it."

 After pausing, a smile returned to Celestial Lord Michelle's face, and they teased:

 "To be honest, I truly hope you can summon it.

 Because I have only seen it once, right when I had just ascended to Celestial Lord, right when my fate was bound by it.

 But at that time, I was in a very special state, unable to be distracted by it, and had to concentrate on maintaining my recently obtained but still unstable state, which is why I couldn't pay attention to it.

 Otherwise, how could a mere beam of light bind the fate of a Celestial Lord, even if the five sly old men of the Supreme Council and the few sly old men from the Celestial Court had set their traps?

 I hope you can summon it out, so I can take a good look at it.

 Perhaps soon, I will be able to shatter it!"

 Even though Celestial Lord Michelle spoke with a smile, Link could detect an undercurrent of resentment in their tone.

 It seemed that what Celestial Lord Michelle had said before was true; they were indeed considering how to break the bonds to regain their freedom.

 Perhaps just not to the extent of thinking about it every day.

 As for the "five sly old men of the Supreme Council" and the "few sly old men from the Celestial Court" mentioned by Michelle, Link pretended he had not heard.

 Haha...

 Gathering his thoughts to prevent them from straying, Link took a deep breath, slowly closed his eyes, and contemplated.

 How could he summon the light that bound Celestial Lord Michelle's fate, the "shell" of the second beam of light?

 A moment later, perhaps due to serendipity or having already known the answer, Link thought of a method.

 Using the technique of the Human Immortal Martial Artists in the God-Seeing Realm, "breaking through the void to see the Divine," in a manner of "clearing the mind to see one's true nature," to trigger his own Life Light.

 Link thought that since his Life Light could resonate with the special Ruin World carried within the second beam of light, it should also be able to respond to the second beam's "shell."

 If there is a response, then there might be a chance to locate or pin down the "shell" of the second beam of light.

 Even if Wizard Link Grande's methods were insufficient for this, Celestial Lord Michelle who was nearby would surely be capable.

 And they would be more than willing to do so, without even needing Link to request it.

 Because, not only did Link want to break or say define the "shell" binding his fate's light, Celestial Lord Michelle wanted to as well.

 The pursuit of freedom is the wizard's nature!
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Nothing happened. 

 Link successfully stimulated his Life Light, but he did not summon the "shell" of the second light.

 Moreover, there was no resonance between the coordinates of the original site of the Special Ruin World and the Long River of Time in the Wizard Civilization Universe.

 This left Link puzzled and even more disappointed.

 "It won't work."

 Celestial Lord Michelle sighed, his emotions slightly fluctuated, "Indeed, it won't work."

 From this, it seemed that Celestial Lord Michelle had anticipated this outcome.

 Link looked at Celestial Lord Michelle with confusion, seeking an explanation.

 "Put it away."

 Celestial Lord Michelle did not rush to answer, but first gestured for Link to retract his stimulated Life Light.

 Even without the overlay of different flow speeds of time, which would not reduce lifespan, maintaining this state for a long time was still a consumption.

 The consumption of the origin could affect future promotions.

 Link knew this was well-intentioned and decisively retracted the Life Light.

 Celestial Lord Michelle then said, "If it were only the 'shell' of the light, you might have been able to summon it. But beyond that 'shell,' there is another layer."

 "Added by the Heavenly Immortals/Celestial Masters and the five Saints of the Supreme Council?"

 Link seemed to understand.

 "Of course."

 Celestial Lord Michelle smiled and nodded, "Didn't I mention it before? The reason I asked you to try was just a speculative hope. What if, right?"

 "Yes."

 Link nodded in response.

 "Alright, you've asked all the questions you had, and the things you wanted to clarify remain unclear. I don't have any good advice for you, so you should go back."

 Celestial Lord Michelle was not one to drag things out, and he stood up to see his guest out.

 Link did the same, politely bidding farewell and leaving the Celestial Lord Michelle's residence, a travelling floating palace deep in space.

 Joining the Medici Sixth Level Sage and his team on the Starship, Link turned his head and gazed through the porthole at the understated luxurious palace, his thoughts subtle and profound.

 This palace, was it Celestial Lord Michelle's residence or a prison?

 Perhaps it was both.

 Everything depended on how Celestial Lord Michelle viewed his situation.

 If he was not troubled and angered by the loss of some of his freedom, he could live quite happily.

 Furthermore, if he wished, he could even take back the Great Sage Tower of Michelle, now in the custody of the Supreme Council.

 And then push the power and influence of the Great Sage Tower of Michelle even higher.

 This scenario, without a doubt, was something neither Ravensmouth College nor Link wanted to see.

 Link's previous pleasant conversations with Celestial Lord Michelle did not mean that they could forget their grudges with a mere smile.

 If rivalries and grudges were so easily set aside, would they still be considered as such?

 Link was acutely aware of his strong resentment towards the Great Sage Tower of Michelle and towards Celestial Ward Michelle himself.

 And he was equally aware that Celestial Lord Michelle knew of his intense resentment toward himself and the Great Sage Tower of Michelle.

 Both were tacit in their understanding.

 It was only because of their shared desire to glimpse the second light "shell" binding Celestial Lord Michelle's fate that they interacted harmoniously.

 "Did you gain anything?"

 The inquiry from the Medici Sixth Level Sage broke Link's gaze and his deep thoughts.

 "Yes."

 Link snapped back to reality and responded indifferently.

 "It's good that you gained something. It wasn't a wasted trip then."

 The Medici Sixth-level Sage was tactful, just leaving it at that, no longer speaking.

 He obviously had no intention of asking Link what specifically he had gained.

 Perhaps his question about whether Link gained anything was just to confirm that he and his team hadn't wasted their efforts in disguising Link's identity and hiding his itinerary.

 After a brief warm-up, the engines of the Starship powered on at high capacity, quickly propelling the vessel away from the stellar region where Celestial Lord Michelle's palace was located.

 Thus, Link's journey, which he did not want the Immortal God Tomorrow Court and Heavenly Master's Mansion to know about—or, even if they knew, would pose no harm—concluded.

 "Medici sage, please take me to find the reincarnation of Saint Lotson."

 Link made a request to the owner of the Starship, the Medici Sixth-level Sage.

 "Okay."

 The Medici Sixth-level Sage readily agreed, then immediately entered a coordinate.

 Through this action, Link discovered a detail.

 Or rather, the Medici Sixth-level Sage had intentionally revealed this detail.

 Saint Lotson's current connections with the Supreme Council were extremely tight; he was constantly informing the Supreme Council of his whereabouts.

 Of course, there was another possibility.

 That is, Saint Lotson was cooperating with the Supreme Council, hence why the Medici Sage knew where he was.

 Link did not speculate wildly but chose to sit back in his seat, close his eyes, and clear his mind.

 With unclear and insufficient information, basing conclusions on one or two isolated facts can easily lead to misdirected thinking.

 If the person is not doing it intentionally, that might be better, suffering some losses but not crippling ones.

 If the person is intentionally misdirecting, then it could be a disaster, potentially leading to a severe downfall.

 Therefore, Link refrained from making guesses.

 Seeing Link's reaction, the Medici Sage experienced a brief moment of disappointment, which then quickly disappeared as he regained composure.

 His disappointment was not because he had failed to misdirect Link's thinking.

 Rather, it was because he had set a trap to coax Link into asking why he knew where Lotson was.

 The task given to the Medici Sage by the Supreme Council was initially not to disguise Link or arrange his itinerary, but to follow Link, observe him, and record his actions.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 65 Shackles? Bonds!_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Until now, the mission has not been canceled.

 Since it hasn't been canceled, it must be completed.

 Unfortunately, Wizard Grande didn't take the bait. The Medici Sage must have been disappointed at losing a topic to observe and record.

 The reason for his quick return to calm was because there was still a lot of time ahead to spend together.

 There were plenty of opportunities to find something worth observing and recording.

 The starship sailed through the stars.

 The wandering palace roamed the starry sky.

 One appeared to have a clear objective, yet every word and deed were observed by others, constantly magnified;

 Another seemed aimless, but where to go and what to do were influenced, even controlled by others.

 Link Grande embarked on a path to confront his "predetermined destiny," exploring questions, looking for clues, and staying busy.

 Celestial Lord Michelle, ensconced within his wandering palace, silently endured his destiny being bound, maintaining a calm demeanor, leisurely and carefree?

 Who knew which was real and which was false?

 After all, when the false is taken for true, true becomes false, where there's absence in presence, presence in absence.

 True or false, exist or not, how can one be certain?

 Amidst the true and the false, the starship arrived at a spaceport of the High Council's Parallel Universe Office.

 This spaceport mainly provided starship maintenance, crew rest, and logistical support, it was a temporary camp located at the passage between two universes, one of the critical nodes on the essential path to the Monster civilization.

 The Revosorath Academy Advance Team set off from this temporary camp towards the wartime defense zone, stopping here for a brief respite and resupply.

 "Wizard Grande, we have arrived."

 After the starship docked, the Medici Sage softly awoke Link, who had been resting with eyes closed for over two days.

 Yes, the position previously occupied by Celestial Lord Michelle's wandering palace was already very close to the border between the Celestial and Monster civilizations.

 Or more precisely, located above the midline of the battlefronts of several major border armies of the Celestial civilization and the frontier forces of the Wizard civilization.

 The Celestial Court and the Supreme Council, working together, bound Celestial Lord Michelle's destiny, making him a communication hub between the two civilizations, or an "arbitrator" when disputes arose over interests, naturally he had to be utilized.

 "Alright, thank you, Medici Sage."

 Link opened his eyes, offered a sincere thanks, then followed the Medici Sage and his team members off the starship.

 The party of seven, no longer in disguise, entered the spaceport with their true identities and appearances.

 Upon entering the spaceport smoothly, the Medici Sage led Link straight to the core area of the spaceport.

 The High Council had a liaison point in each spaceport, along with a contingent of armed guards.

 The armed guards were deployed in a multi-dimensional array, and naturally, the liaison point was heavily fortified.

 Safety checks were constant along the way, but with the Medici Sixth-level Sage, a High Council insider backed by the Element Sage, Link had no trouble reaching the liaison point.

 They met Lotson, who was wearing an ostentatious straw hat, a flamboyant shirt and patterned shorts, with flip-flops on his feet, pretending to be enjoying a sunbath on a seaside beach.

 It was unclear what had provoked or inspired him to do such a thing.

 "Yo, Brother!"

 As soon as he saw Link's arrival, Lotson sprang up, holding a cocktail-like drink in his left hand, arms wide open, bending over and shouting a strange and quirky phrase.

 Link frowned slightly, taking a step back to avoid Lotson's enthusiastic embrace.

 This scene felt familiar, as if he had seen it somewhere before.

 Just as Link was about to search his memory for the source of this dejà vu,

 Lotson's antics attacked again, shouting bizarrely, "Yo bro, thin old man, let's go together."

 No need to search his memory any longer, Link remembered it all.

 It was a scene from the movie "New World," a Korean gangster film he had seen in a previous life.

 Now, the question was, how did Lotson know about this scene, and why did he stage such a performance.

 With curiosity building up, Link immediately asked, "Why are you doing this? Just for fun? Or is there a deeper meaning?"

 "Ah!"

 Saint Lotson exaggeratedly sighed, rolled his eyes, and said irritably, "My dear big brother, could you not play along just a bit?"

 "I cannot."

 Link responded succinctly and coldly, flatly refusing.

 "Heh..."

 Saint Lotson scoffed, "I knew you couldn't."

 As the words fell, Saint Lotson snapped his fingers, and his attire and demeanor switched in an instant, returning to normal.

 It was only then that the Medici Sage stepped forward to greet him, "Greetings to Saint Lotson."

 Even though the Wizard's Level Saint Lotson displayed was that of a Fourth-Level Sage, how could the Medici Sage dare to treat him as one?

 A Reincarnated Saint is still a Saint.

 After all, they could regain their Saint Position and power anytime at a certain cost.

 "I'm not a Saint yet; no need to be so polite."

 Saint Lotson waved his hand and spoke warmly, before abruptly changing the subject and instructing, "My dear big brother here is in my care, you go on with your business."

 "Yes, Saint."

 The Medici Sage responded and left with his team members.

 However, after turning around, a note was made: on a certain year, month, and day, Wizard Link Grande met with Saint Lotson at a certain place, and the content of their conversation could not be recorded—attention from several parties is required.

 This note, along with the detailed record of Link's meeting with Celestial Lord Michelle, was sent to a special encrypted "server" within the Supreme Council.

 There were less than ten Wizards within the entire Supreme Council who had access to browse this encrypted "server."

 Saint Lotson withdrew his gaze from the Medici Sage with a smile, and chuckled, "How does it feel to work with old shady Elements?"

 Link corrected seriously, "I am only cooperating with the Supreme Council represented by the Medici Sage; I don't yet have the qualifications to discuss cooperation with the Element Sage."

 Saint Lotson ignored Link's correction, seizing upon a point to laugh mischievously, "So you've assumed in your heart that the old shady Elements is the Element Sage, haha... interesting. I wonder what he would think if he knew."

 Link remained silently speechless.

 It wasn't that he was truly caught out without a reply; he simply didn't wish to engage in such topics.

 Failing to receive a defense or retort from Link after a while, Saint Lotson laughed for a bit, but finding it uninteresting, he stopped laughing and frowned, "You came to see me for a reason, speak directly."

 "I wanted to ask what you think of Celestial Lord Michelle," Link said bluntly, since you asked me to speak directly, I will.

 "Don't think much of it; watching standing, lying down, sitting."

 Saint Lotson replied nonchalantly.

 Seeing this, Link realized Saint Lotson did not want to discuss anything related to Celestial Lord Michelle, so he dropped the idea of probing further.

 Silence fell between the two.

 This silence was somewhat awkward.

 The topics Saint Lotson wanted Link to be interested in, such as the scenes and dialogues from the movie "New World," were only superficially noticed by Link; once Saint Lotson veered slightly off course and didn't give a direct answer, Link shifted his attention, not overly keen to know what Saint Lotson wanted him to know.

 The opinions Link wished to gain from Saint Lotson, Saint Lotson genuinely didn't want to give or possibly couldn't give.

 It meant there were no common topics between the two anymore.

 Fortunately, the two were just sworn brothers; without common topics, at most they would go their separate ways, with no other consequences.

 However, there's that saying—Saint Lotson still couldn't let Link go his own way just yet; they needed to stay tied together a bit longer.

 Thus, Saint Lotson took a deep breath, made a compromise, and spoke solemnly, "Michelle has her destiny, you have yours, and there's not much entanglement between your two fates."

 Link became thoughtful, quietly waiting for Saint Lotson to continue.

 Saint Lotson went on to say, "Due to some past events, my fate is highly entangled with yours; your fate, in turn, is highly entangled with the Wizard World Will. If you don't believe me, think back on how much help the Wizard World Will has given you in your growth. Once you understand this issue, you'll really know where to go next?"

 After hearing this, Link suddenly recalled a saying from Elise.

 It's not a shackle, it's just setting the framework!
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 What is restraint? 

 Literally, it means to twist and bind, metaphorically it refers to restrict or limit.

 What is framing?

 Metaphorically, it means to limit within a certain scope.

 Linking Lotson's words with those of Elise Clark, Link could very well understand what Lotson meant by "which way to go next."

 "Thanks."

 Having realized this point, Link immediately offered verbal thanks.

 "You're welcome."

 Lotson raised an eyebrow, then said, "If you really want to thank me, cooperate better next time, don't be so oblivious to humor."

 The so-called "oblivious to humor" referred to Lotson using some scenes and lines from the movie "New World" to be playful, and Link, apart from frowning slightly and asking a question, had no other reaction.

 Even when Lotson wanted to steer the conversation back to "New World," he was met with an extremely curt refusal.

 "I don't like jokes."

 Link said coldly, "I prefer being direct. Speak what you have to say, do what you have to do, and don't like beating around the bush."

 Silently, Link added in his mind, "Nor do I like being pulled around."

 "Huh?"

 Lotson was surprised, walking around Link as if seeing him for the first time, "You don't like jokes? How come I didn't know that?"

 "There's a lot you don't know."

 Link replied casually, then quickly added, "If there's nothing else, I'm leaving."

 With that, Link turned towards the door.

 If Lotson really had nothing else to say or do, Link was indeed ready to leave.

 It was not a threat, nor was it playing hard to get.

 This time, returning first to the Wizard Civilization Universe, then to the Immortal God Civilization Universe, Link had engaged in either pleasant or unpleasant exchanges with Mr. Xu Jing, several Diomands, Zoran Lucia, Element Sage, Celestial Lord Michelle, as well as Elise Clark and Lotson.

 He had also experienced some events, both pleasant and unpleasant.

 Link could truly say that he had understood his heart and seen his nature, knowing what he wanted, what he could want, what he needed to do and how to do it, to turn what he wanted into what he could want.

 Better to act than to discuss.

 Now that he understood, he would act, without delay.

 Seeing this, Lotson rolled his eyes and muttered, "I've spoken to you in vain, telling you to slow down, to not rush, why don't you ever listen?"

 At that moment, so-called Saint reincarnates resembled the nagging of a gossiping old woman.

 Link took strides towards the exit.

 Keeping up with Link's pace, Lotson continued to mutter, "Whether explicitly or implicitly, I've informed you that for quite some time to come, I have to stay close to you to recover my status and strength without complications, and we will act together. You really are quite a bargain with the bond of brotherliness. With no brotherly affection at all, so indifferent, so detached! Ah..."

 Lotson sighed heavily, "For the sake of our brotherly bond, I really put my heart into it."

 Link stopped, and said earnestly, "Actually, you don't need to be so concerned."

 "Really?"

 Lotson raised an eyebrow, "Hope you can still say that with such equanimity in a little while."

 After dropping those words, he seemed upset and shut his mouth, looking quite huffy.

 "Sage,"

 Medici Sage and his team, waiting outside the liaison point, greeted Lotson with Link in a very respectful tone and demeanor.

 "What Sage? There's no Sage here!"

 Lotson snapped back, obviously taking out the frustration he had experienced with Link on Medici Sage and his team.

 Medici Sage and his team didn't know what had happened.

 They didn't dare to express their anger, let alone feel it, only looking at Link with confusion.

 When they entered the liaison point, they had all seen the antics of the Saint reincarnate, clearly in a good mood.

 Yet, coming out after giving the Saint reincarnate and Wizard Link Grande some space to interact, the mood of the Saint reincarnate had turned so sour, it was taken out on others.

 Obviously, there must have been some friction between Wizard Link Grande and the Saint reincarnate to make the Saint's mood deteriorate to such an extent, to the point of venting on others.

 Link sighed helplessly.

 This was Lotson, failing one plan and immediately concocting another, determined to make him ask about "New World."

 Is there anyone who knows what to do with a quirky, temperamental, and cheap younger brother incarnated as a Saint? Urgently waiting online!

 After sighing, Link gave Medici Sage and his team an apologetic look, then called out to Lotson, "Come, let's clarify this—why you know about 'New World,' and what is the deeper meaning behind you quoting the scenes and lines from 'New World'."

 "Ah, that's more like it."

 Lotson's mood magically cleared up, and he wore a happy expression.

 Then, approaching Medici Sage, he patted his shoulder casually and said, "You've been stuck at the threshold of a level six sage for a long time, haven't you? Can't find the opportunity to advance to a Great Sage, can you?"

 "Yes."

 Medici Sage guessed at the kind of opportunity he might receive, feeling a bit excited, but managed to keep his emotions well in check on the surface.

 "Wizards, aim for freedom; don't restrain yourself too much."

 Lotson walked around Medici Sage, speaking with implications, "Always restraining your emotions, although beneficial for remaining rational and objective, also has its drawbacks. These drawbacks are, others, the Will of the Wizard World and even yourself, will not see your heart clearly. How can a wizard who is not transparent to the Will of the Wizard World and to oneself resonate further with oneself, further resonate with the Will of the Wizard World, further bond and merge with the Wizard World? Without achieving these, on what grounds can you ascend to become a Great Sage?"
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 After finishing his words, the Medici Sage trembled all over.

 As the saying goes, a true transmission consists of a single sentence, whereas a false one fills thousands of books.

 The shackles that had troubled the Medici Sage for many years, despite having sought guidance from the Element Sage, were finally loosening with the arrival of an opportunity.

 The Medici Sixth-level Sage could now see the hope of advancing to a Level Seven Great Sage.

 What was most important was that this hope was substantial.

 With a bit more solidification, he would be able to leverage his profound accumulation to successfully ascend in one fell swoop.

 "Thank you, Saint."

 The Medici Sage bowed very solemnly to Lotson.

 When he straightened up, his aura had completely transformed.

 If previously the Medici Sage felt like a grandiose and weighty mountain, now he still maintained that grandiosity and weight but without the dreariness, emitting a more vibrant life force.

 The five members of the Medici Sage's team, which included both Fourth Level Sages and Level Five Sages, although their gains weren't as significant as the Medici Sage's, were still moved by the transformation they witnessed.

 It was at this point that Lotson said, "As long as you don't aim too high and miss your step, and follow him, you will have a bright future."

 Given Lotson's identity as the reincarnation of the Mysterious Saint, this statement could be taken as a prophecy for the five team members.

 On hearing this, each of the five members expressed their joy and said in unison, "Thank you, Saint."

 Link watched from the sidelines as Lotson, with just a few words, smoothed over the undue irritation he had shown earlier, remaining silent and without comment.

 Having offered reparation, Lotson returned to Link's side, winked, and said with a smirk, "Guess."

 Upon hearing this word, Link couldn't help but roll his eyes.

 So, you didn't answer right away, first settling the matter of your misplaced anger, all the while thinking of how to be cheeky?

 Is that amusing?

 Thinking this, Link lifted his leg and continued walking towards the port.

 Lotson did not hinder Link this time, nor did he prattle on, but instead walked out with him.

 The Medici Sage quickly led his team members to catch up.

 The group moved swiftly.

 With the Medici Sage, an insider of the Supreme Council, and Lotson, the reincarnated Saint, they managed to reach the previously docked "pier" with great ease.

 From a distance, Link noticed that the docked starship had changed from the Medici Sage's to Lotson's.

 It was the highest grade starship of the immortal-civilization external trade version.

 Instantly, Link felt a rather hazy sensation.

 It was as if someone was obstructing his "inspiration" but not wholeheartedly, deliberately letting some through.

 The only person capable of this near Link, given his increasingly odd temperament and unpredictable actions, was Lotson.

 Combining this with Lotson's earlier statement, "I hope you can still speak so calmly in a little while," Link's feeling became much clearer.

 Taking a deep breath, Link no longer restrained himself and quickly climbed the gangway, entering the starship.

 "Link!"

 As soon as he entered the starship, Jasmine, who he had not seen for nearly two months, flung herself into his arms, holding him tightly.

 "Jasmine!"

 Link caught the flying Jasmine, responding with great intensity.

 After a tight embrace, Jasmine lifted her head off Link's shoulder, stood on tiptoe, and kissed him.

 "Whoa..."

 Following them into the starship, Lotson let out a strange cry, raised his right hand to cover his eyes, as if he couldn't bear to watch.

 Yet, his fingers were spread widely apart, covering nothing.

 For some reason, the Medici Sage had boarded the starship, but his team had stayed behind at the spaceport.

 After Lotson's strange cry, the starship's door automatically closed, it detached from the "dock," and began its voyage.

 Link and Jasmine kissed for quite some time before finally parting.

 Jasmine tidied her hair and clothes and stood beside Link as if nothing had happened, holding tightly to his arm, unwilling to let go.

 Although she could have stood strongly behind Link, enduring the separation, why should she be so strong now that they were reunited?

 Jasmine never cared about what others thought; she was as clingy as she could be whenever she was with Link.

 "You two have a really good relationship."

 Lotson complimented, then swiftly changed the subject, "Lucky big brother, do you remember I said that I had two tasks to complete for the Wizard World Will?"

 "I remember."

 Link, emerging from the joy of reunion, coolly responded, "Find the stars, find a ray of light."

 "I have found the star."

 Lotson, from seemingly nowhere, took out a dark stone and tossed it in his palm, then his tone turned to regret, "Unfortunately, I didn't find that ray of light."

 As he spoke, Lotson gave Link a sidelong glance: "I always thought that following you would lead me to that light. Who knew that in the Wizard World Will's view, that light turned out to be you? Sigh, according to the phrase from the celestial civilization, this is the darkness under the light."

 After his complaint, Lotson carried on with the matter at hand: "Wizard World Will gave me a new mission, which is to guide and accompany you on the path to confront 'the predetermined destiny.' Now that the guiding phase is satisfactorily completed, we're entering the accompanying phase. So..."

 At this point, Lotson closed his mouth and said no more.

 Many truths can't be truly understood just by listening to others or reading about them from books; one must come to the understanding on one's own.

 Only when one has grasped the truth on one's own, does one truly understand it and can apply it meaningfully.

 If Link hadn't truly realized what 'the predetermined destiny' was, and how to confront it, then whatever Lotson said would be in vain.

 So, had Link truly realized it?

 Link believed he had.

 So, Link asked, "At which point is the wizard civilization stuck in exploring this universe?"

 "Ha!"

 Laughing heartily and clapping his hands, Lotson said, "I knew you truly understood."

 Link's predetermined destiny was fundamentally different from that of Celestial Lord Michelle; it was a framework, not a restriction.

 What framed Link's destiny was not the 'I' mentioned by Elise Clark, but rather the Wizard World Will that had intervened in the 'I' Elise Clark spoke of.

 Lotson was saying that the bond between Link and the Wizard World Will came from this very interference.

 Link's perceived years of laying low were not a result of the Supreme Council's special regard for Link due to a comment from Mr. Xu Jing and the Heavenly Master's Mansion, nor was it a shelving tactic.

 At its root, during that time, Link had many unresolved thoughts, many burdens in his heart; he hadn't achieved an enlightened state or the resolve and will to face 'the predetermined destiny.'

 A soldier who isn't ready but is pushed into battle is most likely to fall.

 Thus, neither the Celestial Master's Mansion of the celestial civilization nor the Celestial Court ever intended to suppress Link. Instead, under the direction of the Wizard World Will and five Saints, the Supreme Council had shelved Link for several years.

 Only when Link reached a certain enlightenment, set aside some of his guards and concerns, and stepped into the Parallel Universe,

 did the Supreme Council start to move towards further stimulating Link.

 If it weren't for the sudden assault on the Revosorath Academy Advance Team by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, if it weren't for the high casualties of the Advance Team, the Four Sects Legions, and Grande Sage Army,

 it would have taken Link a long time to reach enlightenment.

 However, neither the celestial civilization nor wizard civilization actually had much time to wait for Link to mature naturally.

 Lotson was pleased about this fact; whether naturally or not, Link had truly matured.

 After his laugh, Lotson snapped his fingers.

 A three-dimensional star map appeared instantly in front of the four people.

 "Here."

 Lotson pointed to one spot, and a star system composed of three stars, twelve planets, and various other celestial bodies was enlarged, "For the wizard civilization to further explore, and for celestial civilization to defeat the Monster civilization, this special Star System must be conquered."

 "So, am I to conquer this special Star System?"

 Link frowned and asked, "Or rather, to assist both civilizations in conquering this special Star System?"

 "No."

 Lotson shook his head seriously, emphatically correcting Link's statement, "To you, this is not a special Star System, it is..."

 "A New World!"
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 "Hmm." 

 Link nodded nonchalantly, acknowledging Lotson's statement.

 Be it a Special Star System or the New World, it was merely a return to the rhythm of battling across the Heavens.

 What mostly intrigued Link was actually where this star system, with its three stars, twelve planets, and numerous other celestial bodies, was special—enough to make it unconquerable by the Celestial civilizations for so many years, halt the expansion steps of the Wizard civilization, and act as a barrier for the Demon civilization.

 Pondering this doubt, Link directly voiced his question.

 This was also one of the extremely important parts of the divination process, understanding the detailed intelligence of the target.

 After hearing Link's question, Lotson did not respond but instead turned to look at the Medici Sage.

 "Wizard Grande, please look."

 Understanding Lotson's intention, the Medici Sage immediately retrieved an encrypted document and handed it over to the starship's intelligence.

 A three-dimensional star map appeared, and page by page, the encrypted document with text, audio, and video automatically played.

 This encrypted document, with contributions from the Celestial civilizations and reconnaissance from the High Council's Parallel Universe Office, was not faultless but absolutely comprehensive and profound.

 Uh-huh...

 To Link, there was actually no difference between the two.

 After quickly scanning through the encrypted data, Link looked at the Medici Sage, "May I keep a copy for private research?"

 "Of course."

 The Medici Sage agreed without a second thought, then added, "This was actually prepared for you by the Element Sage's orders."

 Thus, the Element Sage had judged, after or before speaking with Link, what Link's next move would be.

 "Please thank the Element Sage for me," Link solemnly said to the Medici Sage.

 "I will certainly convey the message," the Medici Sage replied with equal solemnity.

 With a slight smile, Link moved past the matter and turned to Lotson, saying, "I'm a bit tired and would like to rest for a while."

 "No problem."

 Lotson clapped his hands forcefully, excitedly saying, "I'll set you up with rooms, guaranteed to be free from surveillance, eavesdropping, absolutely silent, and robust. You guys can mess around however you like!"

 As he spoke, Lotson continued to clap his hands, creating a slapping sound.

 Link couldn't help but roll his eyes.

 Jasmine, clinging tightly to Link's arm, showed no embarrassment; instead, she squeezed further into Link's arms, almost curling up on him, then provocatively glanced at Lotson with a disdainful sneer, "The howls of a single dog."

 Lotson was dumbfounded and shockingly stared at his rowdy sister-in-law.

 This...

 Was a married woman and a mother really so open, so sharp-tongued?

 The Medici Sage, too, was somewhat embarrassed.

 So many years devoted solely to his practice, he had not only stayed unmarried but had also never had a woman companion.

 "Link, let's go,"

 After mocking Lotson and inadvertently hurting the Medici Sage as well, Jasmine walked away triumphantly, head high and chest out.

 Link apologized to Lotson and the Medici Sage with a smile, then followed Jasmine to the sleeping chamber that Lotson had arranged instantaneously according to his requirements.

 Once inside the chamber, Link and Jasmine indeed lay on the bed, but did not mess around as Lotson had suggested.

 Though an absence makes the heart grow fonder, there were more pressing matters to attend to first before anything else.

 Jasmine was very considerate; she just held Link tightly, without any whining or demanding, and instead joined him in studying the data on that Special Star System.

 According to the shared intelligence of the Celestial civilizations and the scouting of the Wizard civilization, this Special Star System was not strictly a territory of the Demon civilization.

 It was strategically situated, akin to Xiaohan during the Warring States period in Link's previous life, acting as the essential passage for the Celestial civilization to attack the core star regions of the Demon civilization, and also a critical position for the "Eastern advance" of the Demon civilization.

 Although the Celestial civilization now faced an end-times crisis, in terms of overall strength, it was definitely more imposing than the Demon civilization and was the aggressor.

 The Demon civilization was the defender.

 Thus, the Demon civilization coexisted rather peacefully with this Special Star System and had no essential need to conquer it.

 Apart from the need to attack the Demon civilization, the Celestial civilization had another critical reason to conquer this Special Star System.

 It was that within this star system, according to the Ancestor Heavenly Master, resided the remnants of "Buddhism."

 Those three stars were not actual celestial bodies but manifestations of three Buddha Ancestors.

 The statuses of the Buddha Ancestors were on par with Heavenly Immortals/Celestial Masters, Saints, as well as Celestial Demons and Heavenly Demons of the Demon civilization.

 The revered titles of the three Buddha Ancestors were the Eastern Medicine Buddha, Central Gautama Buddha, and Western Amitabha Buddha.

 In this star system contested by the Celestial and Demon civilizations and the remnants of Buddhism, there was a saying that these three Buddha Ancestors were actually one and the same Buddha.

 Why say so?

 What does Amitabha mean? It is said to be boundless life, extending life through medicine, hence Medicine Buddha;

 What does Amitabha mean? It is said to be boundless light, hence Vairocana Buddha is also boundless light. Thus, it is known that all Buddhas are one entity with different names, each manifesting skillfully for all beings.

 Vairocana Buddha is the Dharmakaya of Gautama Buddha, signifying the Great Sun Tathagata, thus also named Vairocana Buddha.

 In the beginning, the Celestial civilization was not known as such but was called the Celestial and Divine Buddhist civilization, incorporating the Immortal, Divine, and Buddha Paths.

 Later, due to certain events, the Heavenly Immortals and Celestial Masters discovered that the end of the Buddha Path meant that everyone could become a Buddha, and that thousand Buddhas, ten thousand Buddhas, a billion Buddhas were in fact one Buddha. Thereupon, they denounced the Buddha Path as heretical and parted ways.
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 At first, they simply went their separate ways, no longer associating with each other.

 However, within the excluded Buddhism, a split occurred, part of them still adhered to Buddhism, while others fell into demonism, associating with monsters.

 From then on, the Divine Civilization launched an attack on Buddhism, monsters, and demons.

 The priority was still to annihilate the monsters and demons even above eradicating the heretical practices of Buddhism.

 After thousands of years of war, Buddhism was beaten by the Divine Civilization to just a remnant state in this one star system.

 Even the star of this star system had been completely destroyed by the Divine Civilization, forcing the three Buddha Ancestors to adopt the desperate measure of manifesting as giant suns, replacing the function of a true star.

 They formed a defense line termed unbreakable, repelling further attacks by the Divine Civilization.

 The Divine Civilization actually had ways to completely eradicate the remnants of Buddhism.

 Army against army, general against general.

 The remnants of Buddhism sent out three Buddha Ancestors as giant suns, while the Divine Civilization could send three, four, or even five or six Heavenly Immortals and Celestial Masters to breach the defenses of the three Buddha Ancestors.

 However, at this time, the crisis of the Dharma-Ending Age was approaching.

 The Divine Civilization had to abandon the battle to end all battles and instead wear down the strength of Buddhism's remnants, maintain a stalemate with the demonic civilization, and actively seek solutions to the crisis of the Dharma-Ending Age.

 "This..."

 After reading the encrypted data, Jasmine's face could no longer maintain its composure.

 Wanting to lament something but not knowing how, Jasmine simply rolled over onto Link, propping herself up on his chest, gazing into Link's eyes, and said coldly, "The task that those Saints, Heavenly Immortals, and Celestial Masters don't want to do, they push onto you, a Level Five Sage. Do they still have any shame?"

 "Don't worry, Jasmine."

 Link turned off the encrypted data, wrapped his arms around Jasmine's waist, and said softly, "They've put in so much effort to make me 'realize' on my own and voluntarily undertake this task, there must be a reason. I believe, if the Celestial Court and the Supreme Council have their way, it would definitely not be a forceful attack, but a clever maneuver. Since it's a clever maneuver, there must be some leeway."

 "But... it's still too dangerous!"

 Jasmine sniffed, "Link, can't you just not go?"

 "I must go, Jasmine."

 Link took a deep breath, "If I don't go, I'd entirely lose my freedom, your freedom, Melia's freedom, even your lives..."

 At this point, Link stopped speaking.

 War between civilizations allows no room for warmth.

 Saints, Heavenly Immortals, Celestial Masters could fall, let alone a Level Five Sage?

 No matter how special one's identity, could it be as special as those at the pinnacle of the universe, the Saints, Heavenly Immortals, Celestial Masters?

 The so-called "inevitable destiny"— Link had no choice but to go on this mission.

 Jasmine was no fool, she understood this logic, but her concern clouded her judgement, her heart entirely tied to Link, subconsciously neglecting this fact.

 Reminded by Link, she quickly realized, and then made her decision, "I'll go with you, no matter how they plan for you."

 "Okay."

 Link did not refuse, but immediately agreed.

 The God Devouring Worm was truly a great weapon cultivated by the Insect Race Civilization that once rivaled the Wizard World.

 As Jasmine's destined Spiritual Beast, continuously nurturing her, it greatly increased her strength, bringing her close to becoming a Level Five Sage.

 Her true combat strength, tested in the recent attack on the Revosorath College Advance Team by the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, was far beyond the ordinary Beast Controlling Wizard.

 Therefore, Link didn't place Jasmine in the rear as he used to, but agreed for Jasmine to accompany him on the mission, fighting side by side.

 Truth be told, Jasmine had thought about Link agreeing to it but hadn't expected him to agree so readily.

 So much so that Jasmine almost thought she was hallucinating.

 "Really?"

 Jasmine uncertainly asked, her large eyes staring intently at Link, filled with nervous anticipation.

 "Really!"

 Link replied softly but with absolute firmness.

 "That's wonderful!"

 Upon hearing this, Jasmine cheered, her hands sliding to the sides, and she pressed her lips forcefully against Link's lips.

 Lotson's consideration was correct.

 The emotions that burst forth after time apart were like a world war.

 The intensity of their conflict was extremely high, so much so that it could be described as earth-shattering.

 Fortunately, both of them knew to restrain themselves, not completely indulging, and still maintained a sense of conserving their strength.

 Before the starship reached its destination, they got out of the sleeping chamber and returned to the cockpit.

 By the time Link and Jasmine arrived at the cockpit, the atmosphere was already quite awkward.

 After all, one was a reincarnated Saint whose temperament was becoming increasingly odd, and the other was a "mere" level six sage, a "regular" Wizard from the Supreme Council, with little in common.

 This awkward atmosphere grew even thicker after Link and Jasmine reached the cockpit.

 Because two single folks really couldn't stand the couple who seemed to want to merge into one at every moment, flaunting their affection with an almost nauseating intensity.

 Fortunately, it wasn't long before the starship sailed into a port.

 This was the most advanced supply base set by the Wizard civilization in the direction of the Special Star System.

 Past this supply base, there was no longer the influence of the Wizard civilization in the parallel universe radiation.

 "Elise!"

 Stepping off the starship, Jasmine immediately spotted Elise Clark and quickly let go of Link's arm to run towards her.

 "Jasmine."

 Elise also shouted, rushing to meet Jasmine.

 The two witches held hands tightly, their excitement immense like ordinary girls reuniting after a long separation.

 Honestly, as part of the straightforward male demographic, Link found it hard to understand such behavior.

 Lotson and Medici Sage felt the same way.

 The three Wizards exchanged glances and, upon stepping off the starship, tactfully made a detour to give space to the two witches.

 At this moment, Dean Frist, unseen for a long time, emerged from a corner along with Mr. Xu Jing, and the Element Sage.

 Medici Sage quickly ran to the Element Sage to report the situation.

 Lotson flashed momentarily to Mr. Xu Jing's side, his right hand slapping on his shoulder as he chuckled, "Xu Jing, are you also joining me for an adventure to the New World?"

 Mr. Xu Jing replied emotionlessly, "No need. I am about to ascend to become a Heavenly Immortal soon, there's no need for unforeseen complications."

 "Hmm?"

 Lotson suddenly felt sour, "Is it that easy?"

 "Of course."

 Mr. Xu Jing nodded as if it were a matter of course, "Yes, it's that easy."

 Lotson instantly let go of the arm and flashed to a corner, crouching down and drawing circles on the ground.

 To think that he, a reincarnated Saint struggling hard to regain his Saint Position, running here and there, and now even serving the Will of the Wizard World, was facing such difficulties...

 The others on the scene, aware of Lotson's odd temperament, did not bother with this action, each attending to their own tasks.

 Link approached Dean Frist, frowning and asking, "Dean, do you also have a mission?"

 Dean Frost replied with a wry smile, "The Supreme Council has already ended the temporary control over the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell, ordering the Tower of the Great Sage Mitchell to compensate Ravensmouth College for the losses, and then..."

 Before he could finish, Link understood.

 It was nothing more than a slap on the wrist, an apology, and compensation, nothing being taken seriously.

 "Alright, we're short on time, let's not delay."

 At this moment, the Element Sage, having listened to Medici Sage's brief report, spoke up and with a simple wave of his hand,

 everyone present, including Mr. Xu Jing and Lotson, was instantly transported from the outer perimeter of the supply base to the most central area.

 This was a spherical space, at the center of which floated six dormant chambers.

 The Element Sage pointed at the chambers and said, "These are 'Soul Seizing' Magic Tools, co-designed and crafted by True Spirit, Wise Mechanism, Body Refinement, and me. By using the 'Soul Seizing' Magic Tools, you six can bypass the defensive lines set by the remaining three Buddha Ancestors of Buddhism in their incarnations, randomly enter one of the twelve planets in the remaining Buddhism Star System, and randomly 'seize' a body. After the 'seizure' is complete, your task is simply to survive, and then do whatever you want, without any mandatory requirements. Do you understand?"

 Link's expression couldn't help but become somewhat strange.

 Is this truly like an Avatar plotline?
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 The so-called Soul Seizing is a term from the civilization of gods and immortals.

 The Magic Tool set crafted by the True Spirit Saint, Intelligence Mechanic Saint, Body Refinement Saint, and Element Sage is fundamentally based on the "Foreign Guest" principle.

 Or, to put it more accurately, it reverses the process of "Foreign Guest."

 When Elise Clark heard what the Element Sage had said, her face immediately changed.

 She couldn't hold back, took a step forward, came before the Element Sage, and bluntly asked, "So, when 'I' went to other universes to become a 'Foreign Guest,' it wasn't an accident, right?"

 Everything has a process of development.

 Even as a saint, one cannot easily produce a method that circumvents the Defense System of a being of equal status.

 From the inception of the idea, to determining the method, to implementation and optimization, and finally achieving results, there is a clear trajectory.

 Seeing these six sets of "Soul Seizing" Magic Tools and after hearing the words of the Element Sage, it was hard for Elise not to overthink.

 The Element Sage did not directly answer Elise's question, but simply said, "For a greater benefit."

 With that statement, how could Elise not understand?

 Or rather, Elise had understood even before she asked that question.

 What she wanted was not the Element Sage's acknowledgment or denial; she wanted her own peace of mind.

 Getting a response from the Element Sage, Elise scoffed and stepped back.

 Link observed indifferently, his heart remaining undisturbed.

 "Let's not delay, let's begin now."

 Unaffected by Elise's interrogation, the Element Sage continued to push forward the established process and calmly surveyed Link, Jasmine, Elise, Frist Diomand, Lotson, and Medici, saying.

 "Oh… huh…"

 Lotson howled and enthusiastically rushed towards a "Soul Seizing" Magic Tool sleep chamber, "New World, here I come!"

 His eager and exhilarated demeanor resembled that of a primary school student who could go on a spring outing or a picnic.

 His increasingly bizarre temperament and insane behavior were unbearable to witness.

 "Saint, I'm going now."

 Medici Sage respectfully saluted the Element Sage, then turned and walked toward the far right sleep chamber.

 Elise glanced at the Element Sage and walked toward the third chamber on the left, opening the chamber door and lying down inside.

 "Let's go too."

 Link and Jasmine exchanged glances and walked hand in hand toward the first and second sleep chambers on the left.

 Reaching the sleep chamber, their clasped hands separated, and they gazed at each other deeply.

 "Link."

 Jasmine suddenly spoke up.

 "Hmm? What is it?"

 Link responded promptly.

 "It's nice."

 After dropping this seemingly incomprehensible remark, Jasmine didn't give Link a chance to reply and lay down in the sleep chamber.

 But Link understood what Jasmine meant.

 The both of them could fight side by side, without her having to wait alone in the rear, anxiously longing for his return—it's nice!

 Perhaps the acts of Sage Palo, who risked severe injuries to save Sage Selene, and of Sage Selene, who ignored her disfigured injuries to treat Palo, deeply moved Jasmine.

 It made Jasmine's desire to be a robust cotton tree rather than a clinging Clinging Flower, more firm and urgent.

 Now with the opportunity to fulfill this desire, Jasmine felt genuine joy from the bottom of her heart.

 A slight smile appeared on Link's lips, but it vanished instantly; instead, his resolve to protect Jasmine hardened.

 Even though they were fighting side by side, it didn't mean Link could tolerate Jasmine getting hurt.

 Composing himself, Link laid down in the sleep chamber without looking back at the Element Sage and the silent Heavenly Master Xu Jing.

 Frist Diomand stayed until the end, waiting until the doors of the other five sleep chambers had closed. Then, he moved a few steps and came before the Element Sage, respectfully bowing.

 During this time, Frist did not speak. After finishing his salute, he entered the sleep chamber without any further gesture.

 But sometimes, silence speaks volumes.

 On behalf of the Diomand family and Ravensmouth College, Frist was demonstrating through his actions to the Element Sage, the Supreme Council, and the will of the Wizard World that the Diomand family and Ravensmouth College are forever of value to the Element Sage, the Supreme Council, and the Wizard civilization!

 Better to utilize than abandon!

 "Clever fellow!"

 Heavenly Master Xu Jing suddenly spoke, making his first statement since entering this spherical space, praising Frist.

 "The young one is indeed quite good."

 The Element Sage agreed with Heavenly Master Xu Jing's remark, then said, "I hope he will gain something good from this."

 As his voice faded, the Element Sage raised his right hand and gently made a fist.

 The myriad indivisible "points" comprising the inner spherical surface emitted strands of light, too fine to see.

 An absolute multitude of these "light" strands gathered above the six sleep chambers, then were swallowed in their entirety.

 In an instant, the spherical space shifted from a "white hole" to a "black hole."

 During the transition from "white hole" to "black hole," Link, Jasmine, Elise, Frist, Lotson, and Medici peacefully fell asleep inside the six sleep chambers.

 Their True Spirits stayed within their bodies, yet under the influence of the "Soul Seizing" Magic Tool, a "clone" was produced and cast into the indescribably mystic passage.

 "Is that all right now?"

 As the spherical space returned to normal, Heavenly Master Xu Jing spoke up.

 "Yes."

 The Element Sage affirmed calmly.

 "So now we just wait?"
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 Mr. Xu Jing asked again.

 "Of course not."

 The Element Sage spoke in a mild tone, "Blossoming at the core, internal and external cooperation, clearing obstacles, it's not that simple. During this period, what you Celestial Court plan to do is beyond my concern, but the Supreme Council has decided to intensify the suppression of the demonic civilization while simultaneously launching an attack on the divine civilizations."

 "Fighting on two fronts, can you handle it?"

 Mr. Xu Jing slightly furrowed his brows, somewhat puzzled, "It's our Human Immortal Civilization that faces the crisis of the end of the law; we should be the ones in a hurry. Why does it seem like the Supreme Council is even more anxious than us? Is there something I don't know?"

 "The Wizard Civilization originated much later than the celestial, demonic, insect, divine, and abyssal civilizations of this and our universes. Why do you think the Wizard Civilization managed to rise above and not only reach the summit of our universe but also take the lead in annihilating the Insect Race?"

 The Element Sage counter-asked.

 Mr. Xu Jing gave it some serious thought, had a guess, but did not express it outright.

 Seeing this, the Element Sage smiled slightly and flashed away from the spherical space.

 This is the greatest difference between Wizard Civilization and Human Immortal Civilization.

 One is direct, the other is implicit.

 One is never satisfied with the status quo and actively explores; the other, if not necessary, will not make unnecessary moves.

 At its core, the essence of Wizard Civilization and Human Immortal Civilization is starkly different, much like the divergence between pirates/nomads and agriculturalists.

 ...

 This was Link's second time experiencing this feeling.

 The first was accepting the summons of the Supreme Council, participating in their test of Elise Clark, intervening in the special state of the Human Immortal Martial World in the form of reincarnation.

 This time, the feeling was a bit worse.

 If last time was like being tossed in a tumble dryer, this time it was like being stuffed into a meat grinder.

 The former only caused dizziness, while the latter inflicted intense pain.

 Pain!

 So painful!

 My head hurts so much!

 After an unknown amount of time, unaware of what had happened, all other sensations disappeared, leaving Link with only this feeling.

 His whole being except for the feeling of pain was numb.

 Again, after an unknown amount of time and unaware of what had happened, the pain gradually subsided.

 A stream of cool and refreshing Qi entered his head, beginning to repair his "brain" that had been shredded.

 Unfortunately, the amount of this cool and refreshing Qi was insufficient to completely heal the shredded "brain" in one go.

 In a dazed and blurred state, Link roughly estimated that he would need another five or six times this amount of cool Qi.

 Fortunately, indeed five or six more streams of cool Qi came subsequently, repairing the shredded "brain".

 The sensation above his neck finally returned.

 His eyes were still unable to open, but he could now hear sounds, smell scents, and taste flavors.

 Thud, thud, thud...

 Listening to the heavy footsteps, Link knew that Monk Liao Chen had arrived; it was time for his medication.

 With a thud.

 A tray was placed on the cabinet beside the bed.

 Link's body was propped up by a pair of large rough hands, sitting him up in bed.

 A towel was placed around his neck, and his mouth was pried open.

 Soon after, a spoonful of extremely bitter medicine was poured into his mouth and gulped down.

 "Monk Liao Fan, Brother knows you've already woken up," Monk Liao Chen mumbled as he fed Link the medicine, "You just can't open your eyes or speak yet, but you know everything Brother does and says. Brother has to tell you, you need to fully wake up soon. Otherwise…"

 "Otherwise what?"

 A gentle and deep voice came from behind Monk Liao Chen.

 Monk Liao Chen, apparently unaware of the oddity, continued to feed Link the medicine and kept babbling, "Otherwise, you'll miss out on this selection for the Dharma Hall. That guy Liao Xin, he definitely caused your accident, making you fall off the cliff and injure your brain on purpose. You need to wake up quickly, defeat Liao Xin, that scoundrel, and thwart the sinister plot!"

 "Hmph!"

 The gentle and generous voice rang out again, carrying a certain dignity and a hint of anger, scolding, "Liao Chen, when did I teach you to speak ill of your brothers behind their backs?"

 "Ah?"

 Monk Liao Chen finally reacted at this moment, quickly overturning the medicine bowl, stood up, and bowed, "Monk Liao Chen greets Master."

 After finishing the bow, Monk Liao Chen was completely flustered, his expression awkward, not knowing what to say.

 He genuinely hadn't noticed that Master had silently arrived in his junior brother Liao Fan's bedroom; he also hadn't recognized earlier that it was his master's voice.

 "Go out and take your punishment at the Precepts Hall by yourself."

 The gentle and generous voice issued Monk Liao Chen's punishment, yet it allowed Monk Liao Chen to breathe a sigh of relief.

 "Thank you, master."

 Relieved, Monk Liao Chen bowed again and then hurriedly fled.

 Going to the Precepts Hall to take punishment was indeed much lighter than listening to the master recite scriptures.

 Link, who could sense the outside noises, listened as Monk Liao Chen's master approached the bed step by step, then sat down and continued to administer the medicine without speaking.

 Amid the silence, a bowl of bitter medicinal soup was poured into his stomach, generating a stream of cooling Qi, healing the injuries sustained by his torso and limbs.

 This medicinal soup was truly miraculous, as the injuries to the torso and limbs were lighter than those to the head.

 Just a stream of cooling Qi allowed Link to regain sensory functions.

 If he could have one or two more bowls, his motor functions would fully recover.

 After feeding him the medicine, Monk Liao Chen's master placed the bowl aside, neither leaving nor speaking, just quietly gazing at Link.

 Or rather, at his disciple, Monk Liao Fan.

 Link controlled his thoughts, keeping them from revealing even the slightest fluctuation.

 After a while, the gentle and generous voice spoke up, "Amitabha Buddha. Liao Fan, remember this: as a person of the Buddhist Sect, you must have the heart of a Bodhisattva but also act with the hands of Vajra. The matter with Liao Xin hurting you cannot end well, then let it not end, ended Liao Xin shall be. After you fully recover, come to me, and I will teach you the Sumeru Supporting Palm."

 Leaving behind these words, Monk Liao Chen's master stood up and left.

 Link wasn't completely confused but he only obtained fragmented information.

 After all, he didn't inherit the life memories of the former body during the "Soul Seizing" process.

 He pieced together a useful point from the conversation between the two monks: his predecessor, Monk Liao Fan, was harmed by another monk, Liao Xin, who pushed him off a cliff, causing his severe injuries.

 The motive of Monk Liao Xin harming Monk Liao Fan was to eliminate a competitor "in advance," securing a spot in the Dharma Hall.

 Indeed, the world is bustling and chaotic, nowhere is truly serene.

 However, the most pressing matter for Link wasn't to settle the score with Liao Xin or compete for a place in the Dharma Hall, but to heal his injuries and think of a reason that wouldn't give him away.

 Maybe, amnesia?

 After all, Monk Liao Fan's head had suffered the most damage, requiring seven bowls of medicinal soup to heal.

 The head injuries, which are the most likely to cause memory loss, could serve as a plausible excuse for his disguise.

 "Let's wait a bit more."

 After thinking for a moment, Link gave up on further thoughts and fell into a deep sleep.

 The next day, it was still Monk Liao Chen who came to administer Link's medicine, continuing the same rhythm, muttering while feeding him.

 From Monk Liao Chen's muttered content, Link learned the monastic name of his "master," Monk Yuanzhi.

 He also found out that Monk Liao Chen had been harshly punished with ten strokes of the disciplinary cane at the Precepts Hall yesterday, leaving his behind sore.

 After drinking this bowl of medicine, his torso and body's motor functions hadn't fully recovered, but he could open his eyes and speak.

 This made Monk Liao Chen very happy.

 However, Link intentionally displaying a dumb and slow demeanor, again made Monk Liao Chen, as imposing as a Vajra, deeply worried, who hurriedly went to invite his master, Monk Yuanzhi.

 "Master, what's wrong with my junior brother?"

 Monk Liao Chen paced back and forth, causing the wooden floor to creak anxiously.

 "No harm."

 After carefully inspecting the feigned state of dullness and slowness, Monk Yuanzhi spoke gently, "Head injuries are not so easily cured by medicinal soup alone. Wait for me to apply a method, and then I can completely awaken your junior brother."

 Saying this, Monk Yuanzhi extended his right hand, forming the Fearless Mudra, and pointed at Monk Liao Fan's brow.

 The next second, Monk Liao Fan's life memories revived, and Link received them all.

 Thanks, old iron!
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 "Master!" 

 Link pretended to awaken from his stupor, dazed for a while before exclaiming in surprise.

 Immediately after, Link, in line with Monk Liao Fan's usual temperament, solemnly asked, "Junior Brother Liao Xin, why did you harm me? Master, did I go wrong somewhere?"

 "Foolish child..."

 Monk Yuanzhi pressed his palms together and sighed deeply, "It's not that you've done wrong; it's that you did too well. It is Liao Xin who has succumbed to the three poisons of greed, anger, and ignorance. His greed has seeped into his bones, while anger has nestled in his heart beyond cure."

 Upon hearing this, Link bowed his head, displaying disbelief.

 Seeing this, Monk Yuanzhi didn't elaborate further on Monk Liao Xin's matter but instead said gently, "You have just fully regained consciousness. Rest well today, and come to me tomorrow to learn the Sumeru Supporting Palm."

 "Yes, Master."

 Link quickly lifted his head, responding while making a motion to rise and see him off.

 Monk Yuanzhi extended his right hand and gently pressed on Link's shoulder, stopping his movement and signaling there was no need for him to be seen off.

 When his motion was halted, Link did not insist on showing false bravado but instead opted to watch Monk Yuanzhi leave.

 This person is truly kind-hearted.

 Not only did he help Link obtain Monk Liao Fan's life memories, making Link less of a stranger to this world and preventing behavior that could expose his cover.

 But also, through the gentle press just now, he allowed Link to assess Monk Yuanzhi's strength and the overall might of the White Horse Zen Institution.

 With the help of these two aspects, Link could better perform his mission behind enemy lines.

 Although the Element Sage did not express it explicitly, wasn't sending Link, Jasmine, Elise, Lotson, Frist, and Medici as a group of six via "Soul Seizing" to bypass the remaining three Buddha Ancestors' defenses and infiltrate the habitable worlds a form of infiltration?

 And what was the directive given by the Element Sage?

 Survive, and do whatever you like.

 This meant that, sooner or later, the six would be discovered by the remnants of Buddhism, or the Alaya Consciousness of those remnants would track them down, leading to encirclement.

 At that time, to survive and do whatever one wanted would that not become sabotage behind enemy lines?

 The thought flashed quickly through Link's mind, but he showed no indication of it on his face. Instead, he portrayed a look of sorrow and disbelief, waiting for Monk Chen, the talkative senior brother who was like a Vajra, to speak up.

 This one was a chatterbox, who couldn't stop talking even when Link was unconscious, how could he hold back now that Link was awake?

 As expected, Monk Chen said gruffly, "Junior brother, you must learn the Sumeru Supporting Palm well from Master to teach Liao Xin a lesson and avenge me!"

 He paused for a moment, a flash of anger crossing his face like a wrathful Vajra and huffed, "My backside still hurts. Those guys at the Precepts Hall, they really didn't show any mercy, hitting me with full force! Don't let me get the chance, hmph!"

 Since Link was playing a role, he couldn't give himself away, so he followed the script rigidly, "Senior Brother, we are from the Reception Pavilion, what opportunity could you have to take revenge on the monks of the Precepts Hall?"

 "Uh..."

 Monk Chen was at a loss for words because of what Link had said.

 What is the Reception Pavilion responsible for?

 The Reception Pavilion is responsible for receiving pilgrims who come to the White Horse Zen Institution to worship Buddha.

 What is the Precepts Hall responsible for?

 The Precepts Hall is responsible for the enforcement of the White Horse Zen Institution's discipline and penalties!

 From their divisions of responsibility, only the Precepts Hall has authority over the Reception Pavilion, and there are few, if any, circumstances where the Reception Pavilion could hold sway over the Precepts Hall.

 This reality left Monk Chen dumbfounded, muttering, but unable to speak.

 The truth is always the most hurtful.

 Taking a deep breath, Monk Chen simply picked up his ceramic bowl and walked away.

 If Monk Liao Fan has already woken and continues to be as inarticulate as ever, then let the inarticulate junior brother be alone.

 Didn't Master also say, the junior brother needs a day of quiet recovery?

 Link watched Monk Chen leave the bedroom, listened attentively for a brief moment, and after sensing to make sure that Monk Chen was indeed far enough away and there was no one else present, he stopped lying on the bed and got up to move around.

 The "Soul Seizing" Magic Tool was, after all, jointly developed by the Sages of True Spirit, Body Refinement, Wise Mechanism, and Elements.

 Four versus three, with intent against the heedless, the advantage lay with the civilization of Wizards.

 After moving around a bit, Link encountered no issues controlling his body, as if it were indeed his native form.

 Having confirmed this, he proceeded to assess his strength.

 The Immortal Path, the Divine Path, and the Buddha Path used to form the Celestial-Divine-Buddha civilization; there are naturally commonalities.

 During the years in hiding, Link, through the academy and with Elise, collected a significant amount of Celestial-Divine civilization materials, which included the two major cultivation systems of the Celestial-Divine civilization.

 Moreover, the system of the Human Immortal Martial Artists from the Human Immortal Martial World essentially also leaned toward the cultivation system of the Celestial-Divine civilization.

 Therefore, Link was not unfamiliar with this matter and quickly assessed his own strength.

 "Comparable to an experienced Tier 3 Wizard?"

 Link mused silently, his brow slightly furrowed.

 The remnants of Buddhism primarily consist of three stars transformed by three Buddha Ancestors and twelve planets.

 These twelve planets, each being a habitable planet for humans, each is a world unto itself.

 The White Horse Zen Institution is a common power within the world it resides, comprising institutes such as the Bodhi Institute, Dharma Hall, Sutra Pavilion, Precepts Hall, Hongfo Hall, Arhat Hall, Reception Pavilion, and Scriptures Debating Pavilion.

 The Bodhi Institute is a place for high monks and eminent monks to cultivate in seclusion, prioritizing deep Buddhist knowledge first and then certain requirements for the cultivation realm.
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 The Dharma Hall serves as a place for intensive cultivation practice, with an examination held annually within the entire Zen Institution. Only those who pass the examination are qualified to enter the Dharma Hall for intense study and practice.

 The Arhat Hall is where one begins their cultivation journey. New disciples to the Zen Institution must first cultivate in the Arhat Hall before being assigned elsewhere.

 The Sutra Pavilion, as its name suggests, is the place where scriptures are stored.

 The Precepts Hall and Reception Pavilion have already been explained.

 Both the Hongfo Hall and Scriptures Debating Pavilion are places for the study and practice of Buddhism, focusing on the internal study of scriptures and the external promotion of Buddhism.

 Monk Liao Fan entered the White Horse Zen Institution at the age of thirteen. He first learned Buddhist teachings in the Scriptures Debating Pavilion, then cultivated in the Arhat Hall, and was later assigned to the Reception Pavilion. He is currently applying for the qualification to enter the Dharma Hall for intensive study and practice.

 Nineteen years old, Third Level Wizard.

 At this age and with this cultivation level, one would certainly be considered a genius within Wizard civilization.

 However, among the current batch of disciples at the White Horse Zen Institution, he could only be considered above average, with a fairly good chance of entering the Dharma Hall, yet still faced with fierce competition.

 And in this part of the World, the White Horse Zen Institution is truly just an ordinary power.

 "Indeed, the remnants of Buddhism have withstood for so long, possessing a force not to be underestimated," Link muttered to himself, taking this mission more seriously.

 Immediately, Link stopped pacing and sat on the bed, beginning to think about other matters.

 The Element Sage had said that the Soul Seizing Magic Tool would allow the six of them to "seize" bodies at random.

 Six versus twelve does not simply reduce to a ratio of 1:2.

 Finding Jasmine, Elise, Frist, Lotson, and Medici among the vast population of twelve human-inhabitable worlds was easier said than done.

 Moreover, to decrease the risk of exposure, the Soul Seizing Magic Tool had forbidden the use of their wizard abilities and didn't allow them to bring any Magic Tools.

 Their sole reliance was the fate induction between each other.

 Yes, fate induction.

 Wizard civilization only disobeys the so-called fate but still acknowledges its existence.

 This time, the four Sages collaborated in crafting the Soul Seizing Magic Tool, incorporating into it the rule of fate induction.

 Link knew about this when Lotson was the first to lie down in the sleep chamber, boasting to him about it using a secret sound transmission method.

 After all, it was the Mysterious Sage Wizard Nostrodamus who delved deepest into the study of fate within Wizard civilization.

 The rule of fate induction used in the Soul Seizing Magic Tool was precisely the discovery of the Saint of Nostrodamus.

 Lotson certainly had the privilege to boast.

 At that time, Link had realized that Lotson was ostensibly boasting but was actually giving a hint.

 Lotson was there to carry out the Supreme Council's plan for espionage behind enemy lines, only because he was tasked by the Wizard World Will to accompany Link.

 To better and more quickly accomplish the mission, Lotson, of course, wanted Link, the main character of this plan, to obtain more information that would be conducive to completing the plan.

 Having spent so much time on the concepts of "fate" and "predetermined fate," Link had developed a pretty good understanding of the intangible concept.

 Now recalling the hint from Lotson, Link guessed and vaguely thought of a feasible method.

 However, it was not yet the time to go looking for Jasmine, Elise, and the others. He needed to establish a firm foothold in this World first.

 Having settled on a plan, Link did not get up to move around or think about anything else and lay down on the bed to sleep and rest.

 Health is the foundation of everything. It's essential to take good care of one's body before considering other matters.

 In Monk Yuanzhi's meditation chamber.

 Sitting opposite Monk Yuanzhi was Monk Liao Chen, whose physique resembled a Vajra and whose countenance and temperament had shifted from the usual honesty to a serene detachment. He sat cross-legged, accompanying Monk Yuanzhi as they both watched the basin of water before them.

 Through the water's surface in the basin, Monk Yuanzhi and Monk Liao Chen could clearly see everything happening in Monk Liao Fan's bedroom.

 Link's pacing, Link's contemplation—all were witnessed by the master and disciple pair.

 When Link finally lay down to sleep and remained still, Monk Yuanzhi lightly brushed his right hand, dispersing the images on the water's surface.

 "Master, there's nothing wrong with the younger brother, is there?" Monk Liao Chen asked immediately.

 "Amitabha Buddha," Monk Yuanzhi chanted the Buddha's name with his hands joined and slowly closed his eyes, "All conditioned phenomena are like dreams, illusions, bubbles, or shadows; like dewdrops or a flash of lightning; thus should we view them."

 Without further elaboration after reciting this scripture, Monk Yuanzhi remained silent.

 Monk Liao Chen, however, understood what Monk Yuanzhi meant and a trace of anger appeared on his face.

 As the master bowed his head with the compassion of a Bodhisattva, the disciple's eyes blazed with the fury of a Vajra.

 Elsewhere.

 Dressed in a black battle uniform, Jasmine stood atop a mountain peak, overlooking the city at the base of the mountain.

 Behind Jasmine, two squads of well-trained elite cavalry stood perfectly still, silent and unmoving, both men and horses alike.

 A carriage raced up the mountain from halfway up, as if on level ground. A young maid in white leaped from the carriage, quickly approaching Jasmine with a respectful bow, and then spoke, "Commandery Princess, the Prince requests your swift return to the estate. Please do not act on impulse. No matter what, Governor Liu has the public interest at heart when he initiated the conscription during the winter months, driving the people to labor."

 "The public interest?" Jasmine repeated the term indifferently.

 Soon after, she turned slightly, gazing towards another mountain.

 That mountain was not tall, merely a thousand ren high.

 In terms of Wizard civilization's measurement units, that was roughly 230 meters.

 Yet carving a 230-meter-high mountain into the statue of a seated Buddha by hand, without the aid of machinery, was an immensely grand project.
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 In the mouth of the maid, Governor Liu, to offer gifts to the high monk Arhat Kongming who had recently certified for the Arhat Fruit Position, had instigated labor requisitioning from the populace of three counties during the bitter winter months, ordering these people to complete the sitting Buddha statue of Arhat Kongming within a month.

 If they missed the construction deadline and delayed Governor Liu's offering to Arhat Kongming, the people would surely have their households exterminated by Governor Liu.

 Therefore, even though quite a number of people had fallen to their deaths or been killed by random falling rocks, none dared to run away.

 For the sake of their elderly parents and wives at home, the people could only risk their lives to carve stones and sculpt the Buddha statue.

 Jasmine, now commanding the body of the Commandery Princess, could not tolerate Governor Liu's disregard for the lives of the people and angrily left home, leading two units of Royal Guard Cavalry, intending to assassinate Governor Liu.

 Yet no sooner had she just arrived outside the main city, then the Commandery Princess was subjected to Soul Seizing.

 The Commandery Princess, now inhabited by Jasmine, also disapproved of Governor Liu's actions, yet unlike the Commandery Princess herself, she would not act without considering the consequences.

 The reason for her visit to the Summit of Standing Still to observe the "enemy situation" was simply to find an excuse to lead the troops back.

 Now, Jasmine had her chance.

 "Hmph! I'll spare his wretched life for now!"

 After muttering to herself, Jasmine turned around harshly and angrily said, "If not for not wanting to put my father in a difficult position, I would never allow that dog to see tomorrow's sun."

 Having dropped this statement, Jasmine stormed into the carriage, and coldly ordered, "Back to the estate!"

 Seeing this, the maid sighed in relief and then hurried towards the carriage: "Commandery Princess, wait for me."

 As Jasmine gracefully descended the steps, Elise was at a loss for how to describe her emotions.

 The body she had seized was neither that of a cultivator nor the Commandery Princess, but that of a frail maid from the slums.

 Elise was in a brothel's woodshed.

 The day before, the frail maid had been sold into the brothel by her starving family in exchange for half a measure of rice.

 The brothel had acquired too many people at once and lacked enough space to accommodate everyone, so they threw the dirtiest, thinnest maid into the woodshed.

 After a freezing night, the maid no longer had to suffer, and Elise took over the suffering.

 Thud, thud, thud...

 No matter how firm her will, Elise could not suppress the instincts of this frail body, and her teeth began to chatter.

 In the bitter winter, the woodshed was simply too cold.

 Fortunately, it was already dawn, and the brothel manager remembered the existence of the frail maid, sending a lackey to open the woodshed door and drag the barely flesh-covered Elise out in front of a tub filled with hot water.

 "Wash yourself, and after you're clean, come to eat."

 Leaving behind these words, the lackey turned and walked away.

 In the brothel, where both the plump and the slim existed, the lackey couldn't care less about the frail maid.

 Elise expressionlessly washed herself clean, dressed in the dry clothes laid next to the tub, and followed the scent of food to the dining hall.

 All the girls who had been sold into the brothel the previous day were there, each voraciously eating a meal they had never experienced before.

 Elise ladled herself a bowl of thin porridge and slowly savored it with salty pickles and vegetable buns.

 After the morning meal, the brothel manager arrived, wordlessly leading the group of girls away.

 Elise silently stood in the middle of the group, following along.

 Soon, the brothel manager led the girls to the entrance of the brothel, instructing several brothel managers to position the girls in the corners on both sides of the entrance, to observe how the older courtesans attracted clients.

 So early in the morning, would there be clients visiting the brothel?

 Indeed.

 A monk draped in monk's robes walked leisurely to the brothel entrance, brought his hands together, and earnestly said, "This monk harbors no desires, yet there is a Dharma I do not comprehend, is there any Female Bodhisattva of great compassion willing to enlighten this monk?"

 The brothel manager briefly glanced aside.

 Seeing a barely-clothed courtesan solemnly approach the monk, place her hands gently around his head, and press it against her sternly upright embodiment of justice, she solemnly asked, "Does the monk understand now?"

 "Amitabha Buddha."

 The monk raised his head, still keeping his hands joined in prayer, his face full of distress, "The Female Bodhisattva's Dharma is too profound, this monk cannot fully comprehend it all at once. I beseech the Female Bodhisattva's compassion to further enlighten this monk."

 "Come with me then."

 The barely-dressed courtesan turned, provocatively swaying her raised bottom against the monk's soaring body of profound thirst.

 The monk stepped forward, almost merging with the courtesan as they both entered the brothel.

 Elise watched with a cold eye, feeling only that the world was exceedingly tainted.

 It needed purification!
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 "What is your name?" 

 In the brothel's backyard, the Brothel Manager, who was training a newly purchased girl's demeanor, walked up to Elise, lifted her chin with the rod in his hand, and asked indifferently.

 It was nearly noon by then, with three suns aligned above, casting splendid sunlight.

 However, the sunlight was splendid yet not warm.

 The seventeen girls, sold to the brothel yesterday, were lined up in a row, having watched a round of soliciting clients and had been standing there since morning.

 Throughout the process, any movement, any drooping posture, or any wiping of sweat would bring about a hit from the rod.

 Unlike the other sixteen girls, Elise now lacked strength but not willpower.

 Therefore, all morning, Elise made no mistakes and was not beaten.

 This was even more noticeable than making a mistake.

 The Brothel Manager, deciding to test Elise, came to ask her only when the training was almost over, wanting to see Elise's limits.

 To the Brothel Manager's disappointment and joy, Elise had "endured" throughout, making no mistakes at all!

 After the mix of disappointment and joy, the Brothel Manager developed a mind of "appreciating talents."

 He also secretly thought that perhaps they had picked up a treasure this time.

 If she doesn't go astray, they might be able to train a top courtesan.

 Elise's chin rested against the rod, and she did not pull away, simply uttering one word calmly, "Born from the Lotus."

 "Born from the Lotus?"

 The Brothel Manager repeated, and then praised, "Good name."

 Elise's face remained calm, but she smirked inwardly.

 Soon enough, you might not think it's such a good name.

 "Go."

 At that moment, the Brothel Manager slightly tilted his chin up, pointing towards the kitchen, "You go eat first. After you have had your fill, then they can eat."

 "Yes."

 Elise responded, took a step back, freed herself from the rod, and turned to walk toward the kitchen.

 "Are you hungry?"

 The voice of the Brothel Manager came from behind, "Does the food smell good? Do you want to eat? If so, learn from Born from the Lotus, be obedient, don't make mistakes! As long as you can be obedient, as long as you don't make mistakes, you will have food to eat. Not only will there be food, but you will also earn silver later, listen to the Buddha Lords preach, comprehend the vastness of Buddhism, and receive the enlightenment of the Buddha Lords!"

 Elise's thoughts stirred, and she blocked out the Brothel Manager's voice, not wanting to dirty her ears.

 In front of her, visible only to Elise herself, an illusion looking exactly like Elise Clark but dressed and bearing a strikingly different demeanor, quietly emerged.

 "Hehehe..."

 The illusion didn't speak; it only gently covered its lips and released a bell-like joyous laughter.

 Elise ignored the illusion's distraction, entered the kitchen, filled a bowl with porridge, scooped up a plate of greens, a plate of stir-fried pork with green peppers, took two steamed buns, set them to the side, and began to eat seriously.

 The illusion sat opposite Elise, looked up at the kitchen's beams for a while, and at the light streaming through the gaps in the roof tiles, sighed sentimentally, "Elise ah Elise... who would have thought that one day you would encounter a fate similar to mine. Brothel, firewood room, courtesan, hehe... hahaha... hehehe... the filthy world!"

 As it lamented, the illusion lowered its head, staring intently into Elise's eyes, seriously asked, "Do you want to set a fire, burn this filthy world down!"

 By then, Elise had finished a plate of greens, a plate of stir-fried pork with green peppers, and had drunk a bowl of porridge. She put down her utensils, picked up a steamed bun, and started eating it bite by bite.

 Completely ignoring the incessant babbling of the illusion.

 The illusion, not caring about Elise's reaction, continued talking to itself, "You are me, I am you. It's just that I was tricked by the Wizard World Will and those five old deceivers three times, turning out that now you are complete, and I have become incomplete, become a substitute. Well, it is all fate. Did not the Wizard World Will and those five old deceivers stage this whole thing just to make me give up on returning? I might as well just go along with them."

 Saying so, the illusion stood up, looked around the kitchen which was not large, not well-lit, and not neatly arranged, and seemed to look at the Star System that was made up of three stars, twelve planets, and some other celestial bodies, observing the remnants of the polluted Buddhism.

 After making a round, the illusion turned back to Elise, who had finished eating both steamed buns, and a faint smile appeared at the corner of its mouth.

 Suddenly, the illusion disappeared, as if it had never appeared.

 A hot tear rolled down the corner of Elise's eyes, and a streak of sadness flashed across her face.

 Gently sniffing, Elise quickly adjusted her emotions, slowly stood up, and walked out of the kitchen.

 Elise Clark was always Elise Clark, Renee Clarke's sister, a native of the Wizard World.

 She was never the fictional dream character with the surname Elise, nor the Beast Taming Witch Elise Meysia from centuries ago.

 Nor was she the ruthless person who accidentally became a "special guest" in another universe and, through sheer effort, fought her way back to the Wizard Civilization Universe!

 She was just an unlucky individual born on a battlefield.

 From the day she was born, many "people" had lived in Elise Clark's mind.

 The clearest in will was the fictional dream character, the most destructive was the centuries-old Beast Taming Witch Elise Meysia, the most annoying were the hundreds of whispering, chattering, rustling personality fragments...

 The most inconspicuous was the ruthless persona who only appeared with the image and identity of the White Lotus Saintess after the ninth trial in the Special Ruin World, following intervention by the Wizard World Will and the Supreme Council.
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 Mr. Xu Jing left behind replicas of the Nine Elder Immortals City Seal and the Yangping Government Capital Effort Seal Replica in the Human Immortal Martial World, helping Elise Clark sever the dream family member with the surname Ai and the given name Elise, severing the Beast Taming Wizard Elise Meysia, and severing hundreds of rustling fragments of personality...

 At the same time, it also injured the already incomplete Ruthless Person.

 Afterward, Elise Clark no longer frequently operated within the Wizard Civilization Universe, further distancing herself from the influence of the Ruthless Person's Mark, thus not being assimilated by the Ruthless Person's Mark during the "Metamorphosis Period" before ascending to Saint.

 Some time ago, Elise Clark advanced to a level six sage and underwent another metamorphosis in her Special Ruin World, which is also her Destiny World, gaining even stronger power to resist the erosion and assimilation of the Ruthless Person's Mark.

 Not to say completely resisting it, but at least her core would not be replaced unknowingly.

 And now, she also didn't know how the "filthy world" offended the Ruthless Person, causing the Ruthless Person to have the thought of burning this world to the ground, even if it meant completely dissipating into smoke and clouds themselves.

 Watching the scene of solicitation at the entrance of the brothel in the morning, Elise was influenced by the Ruthless Person's Mark and had the thought that this filthy world needed to be purified.

 The Ruthless Person is just that, ruthless.

 Not only did they have the thought, but they immediately put it into action.

 Elise was unsure if the Ruthless Person had truly completely dissipated into nothingness.

 But the feeling of her True Spirit becoming much lighter in an instant couldn't be faked.

 At least during the time she used the "Soul Seizing" Magic Tool to infiltrate behind enemy lines, the Ruthless Person's Mark would not launch another assault of erosion and assimilation against Elise.

 As such, some of the means belonging to the Ruthless Person could now be employed without worrying about future problems.

 These methods were not the righteous path or the grand way that the Wizard and Immortal-Deity civilizations valued, but they were indeed extremely suitable for purifying this filthy world!

 "Soon."

 Elise felt the warmth rising in her abdomen, felt the power growing within her body, and murmured to herself. She then stepped across the kitchen threshold and into the yard.

 Without needing the brothel manager to urge her, Elise voluntarily returned to the line and, following the brothel manager's earlier demands, stood up straight.

 "Good, very good."

 Seeing Elise so conscientious, the brothel manager couldn't help but nod approvingly.

 Immediately after, the brothel manager looked coldly at the other sixteen girls and said in a stern voice, "If you want to survive and live well, you must learn from Lian Sheng."

 As he spoke, the brothel manager looked at Elise, a mysterious smile appearing at the corner of his mouth, and asked, "Lian Sheng, do you think they can eat now?"

 Without hesitation, Elise replied directly, "If the manager says we can, then we can; if the manager says we can't, then we can't."

 "Haha..."

 Hearing Elise's words, the brothel manager laughed out loud.

 The hand hidden behind his back, clutching the disciplinary stick tightly, relaxed a bit, no longer in a state ready to strike at any moment.

 The question just now was a trap.

 Whether Elise answered that they could or could not eat, she would have been struck by the stick.

 The brothel manager was already prepared to teach Elise a lesson, to let her remember that in the brothel, who was master and who was servant, who could make decisions, and who could not!

 What the brothel manager didn't expect was that Elise was not an uninformed country girl, unaware of the ways of the world.

 "Oiran in the making! Oiran in the making!"

 When the laughter stopped, the brothel manager's face still beamed with a splendid smile, "Lian Sheng, you are an oiran in the making! As long as you obey and practice well without making mistakes, you'll definitely become the top courtesan, dazzling of this era, and surely you will be worshipped by the Buddha Lords as a Female Bodhisattva!"

 Elise remained untroubled inwardly, but her face showed the appropriate reaction for a girl of her age and poor background.

 Confused, puzzled, and with a faint touch of excitement.

 The allure unintentionally revealed in her eyes was enough to tempt one into committing a crime.

 Seeing this, the brothel manager's smile grew even broader.

 Good! Good! Good!

 Indeed, she was an oiran in the making. So young, yet so captivating!

 What would she be like when she grows up?

 Sigh...

 Exhaling a breath of stale air, the brothel manager forcibly controlled his emotions, gradually sterned his face, rewarded each of the other sixteen girls with the disciplinary stick, and then allowed them to go eat.

 The sixteen girls wanted to dash off, to rush into the kitchen and feast, but they didn't dare upset the brothel manager. So, repressing their rumbling stomachs, they entered the kitchen in an orderly line, one after another.

 "Take a break, no need to stand."

 It was mealtime and the brothel manager was also going to eat. Seeing Elise still standing at attention, he said this before leaving.

 "Yes."

 Elise responded, obliging gracefully, and walked to a corner of the yard.

 There was a large water tank there, with a White Lotus planted inside.

 Standing by the water tank, Elise stood and gazed at the White Lotus for a while before her consciousness sank into the Sea of Consciousness.

 The warmth that had been nourishing her frail body ceased and surged towards her brow, as she began to meditate.

 In an instant, she visualized a lotus seed that fell into the water and took root, waiting to sprout.

 At this time, sixteen girls came out of the kitchen one after another.

 Being full usually led to trouble.

 A few girls glanced at each other and, despite not knowing each other well, they somehow managed to coordinate to surround Elise from three directions.

 "Are you called 'Lotus Born'?"

 One girl, who stood closest to Elise and carried an air of the leader, asked with her chin raised.

 "Mhm."

 Elise responded indifferently.

 "You're quite liked by the manager?"

 The leader girl raised her right hand and, while asking , tried to poke Elise's forehead with her forefinger.

 Elise's eyes narrowed slightly and, before the leader girl could see anything, she grasped the girl's finger and gently twisted it.

 "Ahh!"

 The leader girl cried out in pain immediately.

 Seeing this, the other girls instinctively stepped back.

 After all, these girls were only harboring jealousy, not truly malicious.

 They confronted Elise merely to compete for the resources to survive and for the attention of the brothel managers and the Brothel Manager.

 Elise's true identity was that of a level six sage from the Wizard Civilization, and naturally, she did not take pleasure in bullying the weak. Having taught a lesson, she immediately released the leader girl's finger.

 After glancing at each of the girls who had cornered her, Elise said indifferently, "If you want to eat your fill, survive, and live well, then trust me."

 Leaving that remark behind, Elise did not wait for a response from the girls and walked away.

 The Seed had been sown, waiting to germinate.

 To purify this sullied World, one White Lotus was not enough; many were needed.

 White Horse Zen Institution.

 Link, on a whim that morning, went to the lakeside behind the mountain and stood there for half the morning.

 He did nothing, thought nothing, just stood there quietly, watching the lotus flowers in the lake.

 Even though it was the cold winter, even though the temperature on the mountain was low, the lotus flowers in the lake were not only unblemished but also bloomed luxuriantly.

 "Junior brother, what are you doing here?"

 The voice of Monk Liao Chen came from behind, with a tone of complaint and reproach, "Master has already said that you should rest quietly today. Your health is still not fully recovered, why are you here braving the wind?"

 Link turned around and calmly said, "Senior brother, I just wanted to get some fresh air. It was too stuffy in my room."

 "Did you get enough fresh air?"

 Monk Liao Chen asked in a heavy voice, "If you have, then hurry back."

 "Okay."

 Link nodded and started to walk away, but after just a few steps, he suddenly stopped.

 "What's wrong?"

 Monk Liao Chen hurriedly asked.

 "Senior brother, do you know who planted the White Lotus in this lake? How can it bloom so well in such cold winter?"

 Link turned and pointed questioningly.

 "This was planted by Master Wusheng during his stay at White Horse Zen Institution to practice and comprehend the Buddha's teachings,"

 Monk Liao Chen paused to think before elaborating, "Master Wusheng had already attained the Bodhisattva Position before he came to practice here. Even though he planted it casually, there is a lingering essence of the Buddha's logic within it. This lake was originally a stinking pond, but it was purified the day after the White Lotus bloomed."

 "I see."

 Link nodded, as if enlightened.

 Lotson's so-called sense of fate first emerged with the White Lotus.

 It was hard not to have Link ponder deeply.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 71: Supernatural Powers

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Time passed by day by day.

 Unknowingly, "Soul Seizing" had already been a matter of a month ago.

 In this month, Jasmine did what the original Commandery Princess would have done, acting heroically, standing up for justice, and speaking out for the common people at the bottom of society.

 However, the difference was that the original Commandery Princess was naïve and romantic, believing her acts of chivalry could bring some hope, some positive change to the commoners, whereas Jasmine knew that without changing this filthy world, those people could not possibly find hope, much less witness any good changes.

 The food that the original Commandery Princess had distributed to the commoners would have been seized right back.

 No sooner had she eradicated a nest of bandits than a new group seamlessly took over, settling back into the bandit lair.

 All changes were temporary, fleeting, prone to recoil.

 After doing a good deed, the original Commandery Princess would pat her buttocks and leave, and those commoners who received her help would be subjected to even more cruel exploitation and suffocation.

 Jasmine wouldn't do such superficial measures.

 If she were to do something, it had to be more thorough.

 Fortunately, her mission was to infiltrate behind enemy lines to sabotage and, through a pincer move, overcome the remnants of Buddhism.

 The more she could disrupt the situation, the greater the hope of accomplishing her mission.

 Therefore, under the guise of acting heroically, Jasmine tried to build up an armed force loyal to her by spreading money, promulgating ideas, seeking like-minded souls, and through some forceful coercion.

 Both the various war records of the Wizard civilization and the content Link mentioned in casual chats with her husband highlighted the importance of one principle:

 The power of might comes from the barrel of a gun.

 If one wishes to achieve something great, one must have sufficient power in their hands.

 Otherwise, even the best principles won't be heeded.

 Of course, a month was still too short, and this endeavor was only budding, showing little tangible success so far.

 However, there was an unexpected windfall in another matter.

 Jasmine, through several layers of intermediaries and numerous facades, purchased a bookstore that came with its own printing workshop. She then employed some scholars who were discontent with their own lives and held deep resentments towards the Buddhist sect for its excessive exploitation. They half-sold, half-gave away pamphlets written according to Jasmine's instructions.

 The ones discourse on grand principles, such as self-reliance, freedom, and the sanctity of life and property… natural had neither impact nor feedback.

 They didn't even make a splash.

 After all, life itself was already so hard; now they had to understand why it was so miserable. Comprehending it and then finding it hard to see any hope of overthrowing the towering mountains above them would only add to the bitterness!

 On the other hand, a few pamphlets recounting the licentious stories and embarrassing moments of monks and nuns patronizing brothels suddenly became explosively popular.

 Forget giving them away for free; even when the price was raised, many were willing to pay.

 Thinking about her future endeavors that would require robust financial backing, Jasmine felt this was not an opportunity to miss.

 She immediately instructed the scholars to set aside other projects and dedicate themselves to composing such salacious brochures, enticing the heartstrings of readers in whatever way possible.

 The only requirement was to subtly incorporate one point: that all good things in the world, such as fine wines, delicious food, beautiful scenery, and gorgeous women, were exclusively enjoyed by those monks and nuns who did not participate in productive labor.

 These scholars, being dissatisfied and disaffected, not to mention their discontent with the Buddhist Sect, had no reason to refuse Jasmine's request.

 They wrote with a fervent enthusiasm.

 In the actual brothel, Elise had been quietly building her own power and also "educating" the other sixteen girls on the situation of their surroundings and the world they were in.

 That day, the teaching of zither, chess, calligraphy, and painting was completed.

 For some reason, the Brothel Manager unexpectedly showed generosity, allowing the girls to finish their daily studies early.

 Over the past month, Elise had established a supreme status in the hearts of the sixteen girls.

 If she said "one," none of the sixteen girls would say "two."

 If she moved east, none of the sixteen girls would go west.

 Thus, after dinner, when Elise suggested they talk about their hometowns, the sixteen girls eagerly began to share their stories.

 After all, they were but twelve or thirteen years old and had not received much education. They were naive and had no profound understanding of the concept of a hometown.

 In the hearts of the sixteen girls, hometown meant the thatched cottage that was cold in winter and hot in summer, the inescapable poverty, the inexpressible suffering, the endless hunger.

 Yet even so, there were many fond memories of home.

 There was the loyal yellow dog guarding the gate, the old ox that worked hard without complaint, the grandparents with wrinkles crammed across their faces and missing front teeth but always with smiling eyes, the parents who always looked grim as if they had never-ending chores but never shortchanged their meals, the companions with whom they picked wheat ears in the fields and watched over the cattle and sheep on the hills...

 These memories, whether good or bad, had been irrevocably left behind the moment they were sold into the brothel.

 As they spoke, tears began to flow down their faces one after another.

 Elise observed coldly for a while, allowing the girls time to vent their emotions, then she spoke indifferently, "You have left behind your worldly hometowns, so there is no need for sadness. Today, I will tell you about the Pure Land of rebirth, the True Void Homeland, the Pure World of White Lotus, the unbirthed parents."

 "Brother, I could not find any records related to Master Wusheng in the Sutra Pavilion."

 Within the White Horse Zen Institution, Link proactively approached Monk Chen with his inquiry, "Brother, do you know where I can learn about the life and sayings of Master Wusheng?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 71: Supernatural Powers 2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Monk Liao Chen was practicing horse stance when he heard Link's question. He made a face and said, "Junior brother, how many times have you asked me this month?"

 "The thirteenth time."

 Link replied indifferently.

 Over the past month, because of his foundation in the Human Immortal Martial Path and partial knowledge of the divine civilization, Link quickly became familiar with the cultivation level left by his original body and also swiftly learned the Sumeru Supporting Palm.

 According to the remnants of Buddhism's hierarchy, it went as follows: Sramanera (Wizard Apprentice), Vajra (Official Wizard), Arhat (Sage), Bodhisattva (Great Sage), Buddha.

 At this time, Link was already capable of making a push for the Arhat Fruit Position.

 At nineteen, being an Arhat (Sage), within the wizard civilization, was a one in a billion existence.

 Still the same issue, the original identity in the White Horse Zen Institution was only considered above average, and the White Horse Zen Institution was just an average force in this part of the world.

 In worlds like these, there were still eleven remnants of Buddhism.

 With such a strong talent reserve and cultivation speed, how could they be defeated by the current civilization, leaving only this clearly cobbled-together star system? There had to be a problem somewhere.

 Therefore, Link wanted to find this problem and address it accordingly.

 Since the first sense of destiny he experienced was related to White Lotus and Master Wusheng, he naturally couldn't overlook this clue.

 The White Lotus could be associated with the White Lotus Saintess, whom he had once met, or it could not be associated.

 The fact that Master Wusheng, after attaining the Bodhisattva Position, had come to the White Horse Zen Institution to hang up a placard and planted a lake of white lotuses, could not simply be ignored.

 So, over this past month, Link had been searching for any materials related to Master Wusheng.

 Regrettably, he found none.

 He had asked Monk Yuanzhi once, and Monk Yuanzhi only said that it was not something Link should be concerned with at the moment.

 With no other options, Link turned his attention to harassing Monk Liao Chen.

 "You know you've asked thirteen times already."

 Monk Liao Chen sighed in resignation and said, "Honestly, brother, I really don't know."

 "Is that so?"

 Link responded flatly, then said, "But I heard that my senior brother has vast knowledge and knows everything."

 Monk Liao Chen sighed again, rather irritably, "Which jerk is spreading rumors about me?"

 Link remained silent, simply gazing steadily at Monk Liao Chen.

 Having no choice and not wanting to be bothered in the future, Monk Liao Chen could only give a hint: "The Dharma Hall selection is beginning soon, if you can enter the Bodhi Institute, you can take advantage of the situation to apply to go to the Pure World of White Lotus to study Buddha's teachings intensively."

 After a pause, Monk Liao Chen emphasized, "Master Wusheng's understanding of Buddha teachings is profound, do you understand?"

 "I understand. Thank you, senior brother."

 Link pressed his palms together, sincerely thanking the good-hearted Monk Liao Chen, and then left.

 The selection for the Dharma Hall was today, and although Link was confident that he would certainly pass, he couldn't afford to be careless.

 Even when the lion fights the rabbit, it uses all its might.

 He still needed to prepare for what was necessary, lest he capsize in a drainage ditch.

 That would truly be laughable.

 Moreover, the karma that the original body had accumulated had to be resolved.

 Watching Link's departing figure for a while, Monk Liao Wu ended his stance practice and went to find his master, Monk Yuanzhi.

 "Did Liao Fan come to ask you about Master Wusheng again?"

 Monk Yuanzhi sat cross-legged on the cushion, hands forming the meditative gesture, yet he was far from meditative.

 Seeing Monk Liao Wu enter, he immediately asked this question.

 "Yes, Master."

 Monk Liao Wu nodded before inquiring, "Master, is the junior brother really the reincarnation of Master Wusheng?"

 "I do not know."

 Monk Yuanzhi slowly closed his eyes, concealing the pain and torment within, and said softly, "According to various signs, it's possible, but also perhaps not."

 "This disciple is slow-witted and does not understand, please enlighten me, Master."

 Monk Liao Wu frowned in thought but failing to understand, he sincerely sought an answer.

 "Which three Buddha Ancestors exist in this world?"

 Instead of directly answering, Monk Yuanzhi posed another question, going around in a circle.

 "Potion Master Vaidurya Light Buddhist, Gautama Buddha, Amitabha Buddha."

 Monk Liao Wu immediately gave the answer.

 This was common knowledge; it would be odd not to know.

 Monk Yuanzhi said, "These are the Three Buddha Ancestors of the horizontal span, passed down from ancient times, yet there are also the Three Buddha Ancestors of the vertical span."

 "Master, what are the Three Buddha Ancestors of the vertical span?"

 "In the past, the present, and the future, these are the longitudinal three worlds. The Buddha of the past was Buddha Dipankara, also known as the Radiant Tathagata Buddha, the present Buddha is Gautama Buddha, and the future Buddha is Buddha Maitreya."

 "This disciple is dull. I do not understand what connection the three-world Buddhas have with Master Wusheng, and with my fellow disciples."

 "Buddha Maitreya's descent, King Ming's emergence. Have you ever heard of this?"

 "I have heard something of it."

 "Just as Gautama Buddha once emerged from the belly of the Peacock Great Ming King, Buddha Maitreya's birth also requires trials and guardianship.

 This time, the Peacock Great Ming King is not the trial, but the guardian.

 With King Ming shining in the light, attracting attention, Maitreya works in secret, guiding the departed souls.

 Only then can the bright future world come to pass."

 "So, either Master Wusheng or his incarnation is King Ming?"

 "What did Master Wusheng plant?"

 "White Lotus."

 "Pure World of White Lotus."

 "This disciple understands now."

 "You understand?"

 "I understand."

 "If you understand, then go and look after your junior brother. Whether he is an incarnation of Master Wusheng or not, he is related to Master Wusheng."

 "Yes, Master."

 Upon leaving Monk Yuanzhi's meditation room, Monk Liao Wu, who seemed as solid as a two-meter-tall Vajra, reverted to his simple and honest demeanor.

 After walking a while, Monk Liao Wu arrived at the Dharma Hall.

 The selection had not formally begun yet, and the disciples who wished to enter the Dharma Hall had already gathered, waiting.

 Link, who was wearing Monk Liao Fan's guise, was among them.

 Monk Liao Wu immediately noticed Link standing in a secluded corner.

 "Junior brother, why are you standing so far away?"

 Monk Liao Wu waved his fan-sized palm and forcefully made his way through the crowd to Link's side, "Why not stand a bit more to the front?"

 Link opened his mouth, about to reply.

 Suddenly a voice came from the side: "Senior Brother Liao Fan, long time no see, are you well?"

 Monk Liao Wu and Link turned their heads at the same time, following the voice, and saw a handsome monk with clear brows and a smile always tugging at the corners of his mouth.

 "Thanks to Junior Brother Liao Xin's concern, I have fully recovered."

 Gently patting Monk Liao Wu's arm to signal him not to get angry, Link said calmly, "I wonder how Junior Brother Liao Xin has been recently. Have you eradicated the three poisons of greed, anger, and delusion? How's your Buddhist practice going?"

 "Thank you for your concern, senior brother."

 Monk Liao Xin placed his palms together, bowed slightly, and smilingly said, "With Buddha's blessing, I have made diligent and valiant progress in my Buddhist practice over this period, with great gains."

 "Is that so?"

 Without giving his opinion, Link then said, "Then, during the assessment later on, I will have to ask junior brother to be merciful and not accidentally hurt your senior brother again."

 "What do you mean by that, senior brother?"

 Monk Liao Xin stood up straight, looking surprised, "Has senior brother misunderstood something?"

 Link smiled: "We'll see if there has been a misunderstanding later."

 With those words, Link's eyes narrowed slightly.

 Although he couldn't bring his wizard power with him, his knowledge and insight remained intact.

 After familiarizing himself and practicing for a month, Link had gained an understanding of the remnants of the Buddhist marshal monks' cultivation system spread in this world.

 During the practice of the Sumeru Supporting Palm, he had also activated the Telepathy and Predestination from the six Buddhist spiritual powers. These are normally feats of an Arhat (Sage).

 Link was, after all, a Level Five Sage and had deeply studied the True Spirit wizard sect. With several incidents related to the concept of "fate" occurring in his life, it was perfectly normal for him to activate Telepathy and Predestination.

 Through Telepathy, Link sensed the well-disguised malice and murderous intent emanating from Monk Liao Xin.

 Through Predestination, Link confirmed that it was Monk Liao Xin who had wronged Monk Liao Fan.

 This cause and effect should resolve with Monk Liao Xin. Once resolved, Link could confidently strive for the Arhat Position.

 In enemy territory, strength is the ultimate guarantee for safety.

 To attain the Arhat Position one day sooner is to have an enhanced ability to protect oneself one day sooner.

 Thinking this, Link felt a sudden coolness in his mind.

 The power known as "Exhaustion of Outflows," capable of breaking free from attachments and escaping the cycle of reincarnation, was achieved.

 The biggest obstacle to the realization of the Arhat Position had disappeared.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 72: The Sudden Gust of Wind

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 White Horse Zen Institution. 

 The annual Dharma Hall selection had begun.

 The selection consisted of three assessments, achieving "above average" in all three or "excellent" in two would suffice for selection.

 The first assessment was a personal demonstration, where individuals showcased their best skills in front of the head of Dharma Hall;

 The second assessment was a test of skills, involving a fight with a monk sent by the Dharma Hall, lasting the duration of an incense stick;

 The third assessment was single combat, where monks and nuns participating in the selection fought one-on-one.

 In the first two assessments, Link had easily achieved an "excellent" grade. As long as the grade for the third assessment wasn't "well below average," even a "below average" would qualify him for Dharma Hall.

 Monk Liao Xin, who had previously had a verbal dispute, also performed well.

 Of course, compared to those who had achieved "outstanding" grades in the first two assessments, neither Link nor Monk Liao Xin were particularly noticeable.

 After a brief rest, the third assessment soon arrived.

 The participating monks and nuns could either be randomly assigned opponents by the Dharma Hall or choose their own, provided the selected person accepted.

 The assessments proceeded orderly.

 Some were joyful, others anxious.

 Link didn't care about these, as he was more concerned about entering the Bodhi Institute after getting into Dharma Hall to seek records related to Master Wusheng and to resolve his previous incarnation's karma with Monk Liao Xin.

 Having experienced the Human Immortal Martial World once, Link had a certain understanding of the concept of "karma."

 He placed great importance on the necessity of severing "karmic ties" promptly.

 Meanwhile, Monk Liao Chen was quite interested in the results of others' assessments, watching the ongoing fights attentively, displaying a somewhat impure state.

 This made Link's suspicions grow stronger.

 Since arriving at the White Horse Zen Institution, and only being able to learn about it through the memories of his previous incarnation to gradually experiencing and reading scriptures over the month, Link increasingly felt that there was something amiss with the Buddhism practiced in this World.

 No, it was not the teachings of Buddhism that were flawed, but the monks who practiced them.

 Regardless of what the Buddhist scriptures stated, at least the monks of White Horse Zen Institution only superficially practiced Buddhism, their actual focus was on cultivating power.

 Greed, anger, and ignorance, the three poisons; form, sensation, perception, mental formations, and consciousness, the five aggregates; and eyes, ears, nose, tongue, body, and mind, the six senses, along with the six dusts of sight, sound, smell, taste, touch, and dharmas—none pursued the concepts of "emptiness" and "non-existence."

 They did not cultivate precepts, meditation, or wisdom.

 There was none of the philosophy or pursuit of the "right view, right intention, right speech, right action, right livelihood, right effort, right mindfulness, and right concentration."

 Their behavior was fierce and aggressive, almost demonic!

 Link suppressed these thoughts, not wanting to be influenced by them.

 Often, a preconceived notion can lead to bias, and if one cannot detach from it, continuing in this environment would only lead them further astray.

 Being in the heart of potential opposition, Link did not want to stray and create a negative situation.

 Sigh...

 Having exhaled a breath of turbid air, Link cleared his mind in the blink of an eye.

 Suddenly, the abilities of Heavenly Vision, Heavenly Ear, and Divine Foot were unexpectedly activated.

 Having easily gathered the six divine powers necessary for the Arhat Fruit Position within Buddhist Sect, Link was always ready to achieve Arhat Fruit Position.

 Link's core was truly extraordinary as a Level Five Sage, and even though the systems were different, he had reached proficiency quickly due to his foundational Immortal Cultivator abilities from the Human Immortal Martial Path, enabling him to grasp concepts by analogy swiftly.

 However, Link was not in a hurry to claim the Arhat Fruit Position.

 Just as ascending to a Fourth Level Sage in Wizard civilization required resonance with the Wizard World Will, it was very likely that remaining Buddhist civilization had similar stringent requirements.

 Until this was certain, he could not afford to be careless.

 Just then, Monk Liao Xin stepped onto the combat platform and turned to face Link. "Brother Liao Fan, I know Uncle Master Yuanzhi and Brother Liao Wu have blamed me for your accidental fall from the cliff, accusing me of harming you to ensure my entry into Dharma Hall. I also know you think the same. Since that's the case, words are useless. Let our actions speak, and let everyone see whether I, Liao Xin, need to harm my brother to enter Dharma Hall."

 Ignoring the displeased expression of Monk Yuanhui, the head of Dharma Hall, and the unusual gazes of the other monks and nuns still in the selection, Monk Liao Xin publicly clarified his conflict with Link.

 Perhaps, feeling confident in his victory, he thus chose to clear this issue beforehand to avoid complications after entering Dharma Hall.

 Regardless of what Monk Liao Xin was thinking, Link remained silent, gradually stepping onto the platform and standing opposite Monk Liao Xin.

 "Begin."

 Once the Dharma Hall monk overseeing the combat assessment confirmed both were ready and Monk Yuanhui, the head of Dharma Hall, did not intervene, the competition officially commenced according to the procedure.

 With a bang,

 as soon as the host monk finished speaking, Monk Liao Xin was flung from the platform, softly landing on the ground.

 Link's physical body remained unmoved at its original location, and his afterimage appeared where Monk Liao Xin had just stood as he fell and kicked up dust.

 "Divine Foot!"

 Monk Yuanhui, the head of Dharma Hall, abruptly stood up, "Liao Fan, when did you comprehend the Divine Foot?"

 The monks assisting in the selections, and the monks and nuns participating in the Dharma Hall selection were shocked; Monk Liao Wu's mouth was agape, large enough to fit a fist.

 Any of the six divine powers, if proven, would exempt one from the assessment and allow direct entry into Dharma Hall.
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 Chapter 72 Wind Suddenly Rises_2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Since Monk Liao Fan had already proven his understanding in one area, why did he still come to participate in the assessment and take up a spot?

 This question had just emerged in the minds of the monks and nuns participating in the selection as well as in Monk Liao Wu's heart, when everyone found their answer, as they all turned to look at Junior Brother Liao Xin, who was in disarray but uninjured.

 Having been rated "superior" in the first two assessments, Junior Brother Liao Xin, inevitably receiving a "poor" rating in this one, naturally had no chance of entering Dharma Hall now.

 So, it was revenge!

 Realizing this, Monk Liao Wu burst out laughing, "All your cunning strategies have gone too far, cleverness has cost dear life instead."

 While quoting a song lyric he heard in a brothel, Monk Liao Wu made no attempt to conceal his contempt and mockery towards Junior Brother Liao Xin.

 Other monks and nuns participating in the assessment, upon hearing Monk Liao Wu's remarks, also cast mocking glances at Junior Brother Liao Xin.

 Including those who had previously been on good terms with Junior Brother Liao Xin.

 This was the underlying tone in the White Horse Zen Institution.

 Monks like Monk Yuanzhi and Monk Liao Wu, who cared for their disciples and junior brothers, were few and far between.

 At this time, Link spoke up, calmly responding, "Respectful Uncle Master Yuanhui, after waking from the injuries sustained from falling off the cliff, I found deeper insights into the practice of Buddhism and it seemed as if I was guided by some mysterious force. By the lakeside where Master Wusheng once planted lotuses in the back mountain, I happened upon an understanding of three Divine Foot powers."

 In the past month, Link couldn't hide his inquiries about Monk Yuanzhi and Monk Liao Wu, nor could the records of Master Wusheng's deeds be erased.

 If the White Horse Zen Institution wanted to investigate, they could find out at any time.

 Rather than concealing it, it was better to "frankly" disclose it, and then make use of this fact.

 However, Link still had reservations, only admitting to having understood three Divine Foot powers, not six.

 Even so, the many monks present were still shocked by Link.

 Three powers!

 It was extremely difficult for ordinary monks to understand even one.

 For you to chance upon three at once, what are the rest of us to make of that?

 Especially those who had achieved "superior" ratings in all three assessments.

 "Which three?"

 Monk Yuanhui had the best composure, calmly inquiring.

 "Divine Foot, Telepathy, and Exhaustion of Outflows," Link replied without the slightest hesitation, announcing the three Divine Foot powers he had carefully selected.

 The Divine Foot was already demonstrated; the Exhaustion of Outflows would clear any obstacles in the near future for achieving the Arhat Fruit Position. As for Telepathy...

 Pausing for a moment, Link explained, "Respectful Uncle Master Yuanhui, I did not wish to expose the Divine Foot powers I had achieved today, but I sensed malice from Junior Brother Liao Xin using Telepathy and thus acted rashly. I hope you will not blame me."

 "Haha..."

 Monk Yuanhui laughed heartily, "No blame! No blame! You did very well! You did very well!"

 After laughing, Monk Yuanzhi looked at Junior Brother Liao Xin who still had not risen from the ground, "You are expelled from White Horse Zen Institution, I say it, now get lost."

 As he spoke, Monk Yuanhui's right hand opened and then retracted.

 A strand of Qi that was like a wisp of smoke issued from the top of Junior Brother Liao Xin's head.

 "This..."

 Junior Brother Liao Xin couldn't believe what was happening to him.

 The monks present, apart from those from Dharma Hall, including Link, had not expected Monk Yuanhui to directly strip Junior Brother Liao Xin of all his cultivation.

 No... It wasn't just a stripping away, but a reclaiming.

 "Throw him out!"

 Monk Yuanhui, too indifferent to deal with Junior Brother Liao Xin's disbelief and anger, coldly issued an order.

 Immediately, two monks from Dharma Hall stepped forward, lifting Junior Brother Liao Xin, who was somehow immobilized, and carried him away.

 "All right, come to your senses!"

 Monk Yuanhui bellowed, and with a sweeping gesture, declared, "The selection is over, Liao Fan, come with me."

 Leaving these words behind, Monk Yuanhui did not bother with the few monks who had not yet undergone the third assessment and left on his own accord.

 Link stepped down from the platform, gave Monk Liao Wu a significant look as a signal, and followed Monk Yuanhui's pace.

 Monk Liao Wu, understanding the cue, hurried back to report the matter to his master, Monk Yuanzhi.

 But as for Junior Brother Liao Xin, who was carried out of White Horse Zen Institution and dumped by the roadside like trash, he was quickly picked up by a horse carriage that had been waiting for a long time.

 In the carriage, Lotson, like a ghost, gazed intently at the immobile Junior Brother Liao Xin, cackling with glee.

 As a reincarnation of a Saint, Lotson certainly would not enter the residual Buddhist star system through "Soul Seizing" like the five individuals—Link, Jasmine, Elise, Frist, and Medici.

 In a strict sense, if not for the fact that Elise was genuinely a native True Spirit of the Witch civilization, whose fate became entangled with "me" only by coincidence, and whose real status was merely that of a level six sage, she would also not be capable of "Soul Seizing" and entering.

 In any case, for the month prior, Lotson had no body and existed in a form akin to a ghost.

 Junior Brother Liao Xin, yet to recover from the shock of being stripped of his cultivation and thrown out of White Horse Zen Institution, found himself plunged into another kind of astonishment.

 "What is this for?"

 "What is this for?"

 He was merely following his master's teachings, adhering to the principles instilled by the White Horse Zen Institution from a young age, engaging in a little scheming just to ensure his entry into the Dharma Hall.

 How come others could do the same without consequence, yet he met with such a fate?

 "I won't accept this!"

 Monk Liao Xin roared in anger in his heart.

 Lotson cared none for Monk Liao Xin's rage, grievances, sorrow, and pain. His ethereal right hand rested upon Monk Liao Xin's forehead.

 In an instant, Monk Liao Xin's soul was yanked out, torn to shreds.

 The ghostly Lotson vanished from the carriage.

 Shortly thereafter, a completely new Monk Liao Xin sat up, twisted his neck, moved his limbs, and muttered softly to himself, "Finally have a body, it wasn't easy."

 After grumbling, Lotson sped up the carriage's pace.

 The Element Sage said that the "Soul Seizing" Magic Tool would randomly arrange the "Soul Seizing" destination, yet there was still a certain level of planning involved.

 Lotson, Medici, and Link ended up in the same world.

 Frist and Jasmine landed in the same world.

 Only Elise was left alone.

 Thinking of this, Lotson couldn't help but grumble again, "Those shadowy bastards in the Supreme Council just love to fleece a sheep for all it's worth. Fleece away, you just fleece away, let's see what kind of monster you end up pulling out."

 Elise, whom Lotson thought would become a monster, stood amidst a pool of blood, emotionlessly "absorbing" the resentment and the vital essence generated at the deaths of brothel managers, patrons, and uncooperative courtesans.

 Around her stood sixteen girls, arranged in the shape of a lotus.

 The lotus rises from the mud untainted, cleansed and unblemished in the water.

 The resentment and vital essence, inherently impure and filthy, converged at Elise's feet, transforming into silt.

 After purification by the White Lotus, it split into two substances, one clear and one turbid.

 The lighter and cleaner part rose up, giving back to the heavens; the heavier and murkier part sank down, giving back to the earth.

 Elise, in the process of gathering, purifying, and giving back, obtained the two types of mental power she desired.

 One mental power was named hatred, and the other admiration.

 At the same time Elise obtained these two mental powers, the sixteen girls arranged in the lotus shape also received feedback.

 A mixed power surged into the hearts of the sixteen girls, endowing them with a conflicting aura of sanctity and fierceness, compassion and indifference.

 "Parents of no birth, True Void Homeland."

 Elise murmured softly.

 "Parents of no birth, True Void Homeland."

 The sixteen girls echoed loudly.

 "Do you wish to follow me?"

 Elise turned towards the courtesans of the brothel who had not resisted or fled and were survivors.

 "Willing... willing."

 One courtesan spoke up first, her voice trembling, still full of fear.

 "Willing... willing... willing."

 The other courtesans, coming to their senses, quickly echoed, fearing that this ruthless person, who would slaughter the entire brothel without a second thought, might finish them off as well.

 "Do you wish to join me in purifying this filthy world?"

 Elise, ignoring the courtesans' fear, asked again softly.

 "Willing."

 For some reason, the courtesans' hearts suddenly calmed, and their tone became more resolute as they answered.

 A faint smile appeared on Elise's face, "If you are willing, then follow me into the True Void Homeland."

 As her voice fell, the entire brothel burst into fierce flames.

 Elise walked into the fire first.

 The sixteen girls followed without hesitation.

 Some courtesans followed resolutely, some hesitated for a while, some couldn't move their feet, and some thought of turning and running.

 Those who couldn't move their feet quietly fell to the ground, awaiting the flames' consumption.

 Those who turned to run were suddenly ablaze, turning into human torches and emitting pitiful screams.

 "Those who believe in me shall have eternal life."

 "Those who do not believe in me shall not transcend."

 Elise's indifferent voice echoed throughout the city.

 Suddenly, the entire brothel burned to ash, leaving only a water tank.

 Within it grew a single white lotus.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 73: Sea of Suffering

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Elise suddenly erupted, not because she was prepared.

 On the contrary, Elise hadn't accumulated enough strength, and the action was launched hastily.

 The reason was simple.

 The brothel had been designated to host the annual uncovering event in Datong City, catering to all the eminent monks from the major temples of Datang Prefecture.

 The seventeen girls still in training, half-made products, were also required to attend and serve.

 If any monk or venerable took a liking to one or several girls, those lucky to be chosen had to accompany the venerables enthusiastically in their profound study of the joyful Buddhist teachings.

 The White Lotus can grow in the mud, but it should only be admired from afar, not defiled.

 Elise had the means to protect herself, but with so many monks of cultivation around her, it was a little troublesome to preserve the first group of subordinates she had rallied.

 Hence, Elise wanted to escape.

 But before she did, she decided to go for broke; she slaughtered the inhabitants of the brothel and spread the sins with fire.

 A major fire in the city could not be easily ignored.

 Especially when the brothel designated for the uncovering event was burnt to ashes in the fire—it was even more serious.

 The City Lord's Mansion sent people to investigate the situation, as did the well-known temples outside the city.

 After some inspection, the people from the City Lord's Mansion determined that it was the doing of some bandits on a certain mountain and decided to report to the City Lord to launch a sweeping operation against the bandits.

 The people from the temples, however, stood in front of a water tank, gazing at the clear, transparent water and the White Lotus quietly blooming within it.

 "Amitabha Buddha."

 After a long time, the handsome young monk brought his hands together in prayer, chanted the Buddha's name, took a few steps away from the spot where Elise entered the fire.

 "Is it the enemy of Buddha?"

 The young monk muttered to himself, "Or is it a calamity of Buddha?"

 Looking up at the sky, the young monk saw the three great suns in the firmament and his expression was complex, a mix of compassion, a desire nearly spilling out, and hidden pain in his eyes.

 "I hope it's the enemy of Buddha, not a calamity of Buddha!"

 Sighing inwardly, the young monk decided that after returning to the mountain, he would not engage in worldly affairs and would go into seclusion, waiting for the day when the dust settled.

 Whether it's the enemy of Buddha or a calamity of Buddha, both signal a catastrophe.

 Of course, the latter can whip up far greater turmoil than the former.

 Meanwhile, Elise led sixteen girls and twenty-three courtesans who had pledged their loyalty, through the fire to the foot of a mountain.

 This mountain was called Mount Liang, a place name Elise had learned from the Brothel Manager, which she had validated after some investigation to be her chosen landing spot.

 "Let's rest first."

 Without hurrying to climb the mountain, Elise found a hollow and gave the order.

 Caught off guard by the sudden change, both the older women and the younger girls had restless minds and pounding hearts.

 Upon receiving Elise's command, they quickly found clean spots to sit and calm themselves.

 Elise didn't pay attention to these people; she focused on adjusting her condition, adapting to the recently surged power.

 It wasn't that Elise's status wasn't sufficient to control power corresponding to that of a Third Level Wizard; rather, every different system needed a period of adaptation.

 The power she was now using came from the Wusheng Patriarchal Divine Method left behind by "I," allowing her to become the White Lotus Saintess or even the Eternal Mother, powered by resentment and belief.

 Now that she had a seedling of belief and found a source of resentment.

 What Elise needed to do was control this power quickly, rather than be controlled by it.

 Otherwise, even if Elise didn't want to become "I," or the White Lotus Saintess in the Special Ruin World disturbed by the ninth challenge, which would lead to the destruction of countless worlds, she would have to lose her nature and become "I" or the destructive White Lotus Saintess.

 Fortunately, with one prior experience, Elise soon completed her adaptation.

 The girls and the women had by now calmed themselves as much as they could, and those who hadn't were not Elise's concern. She stood up and headed up the mountain.

 Seeing this, the girls and women hurriedly followed.

 Mount Liang had once been occupied by a group of bandits, who later killed a monk and provoked a temple.

 Mount Liang, which the City Lord's Mansion and all major clans had failed to conquer over many years, was wiped out overnight.

 The fierce blaze burned for three full days, turning all living beings on Mount Liang, from humans to insects, birds, beasts, trees, and plants, into ash before it finally extinguished.

 More than a decade passed and Mount Liang had somewhat revived, but no bandits dared to claim it again.

 There were rumors that the Buddha Lords had cursed Mount Liang.

 Anyone who went up the mountain would die violently.

 And this was not just hearsay; there have indeed been desperate people who went to Mount Liang to hunt or reclaim land.

 They managed to catch game and successfully reclaimed the land, but not long after, those who went up the mountain began to deteriorate in health and subsequently died.

 With such examples accumulating, the belief in the curse from the Buddha Lords took root and spread widely, and people believed it without doubt.

 So, was Mount Liang really cursed by the Buddha Lords?

 Elise arrived in front of an inconspicuous cliff mid-mountain, silently contemplating the cliff face that was as smooth as a mirror.

 "Ha! Compassion!"

 With a sneer on her lips, Elise raised her right hand and pushed it toward the cliff.

 In an instant, a palm print with clear fingerprints emerged on the surface as smooth as a mirror.

 In the center of the palm, a piece of silk inscribed with a Buddhist verse was ground into dust and scattered with the wind.

 The girls and women couldn't see the intricacies, the effortless skill, or the desirability of what Elise had just done.
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